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1 - USED BY HIS FRIENDS

MMMF / BDSM / Free Use / Group Sex / Blowjob / PIV Sex

The key clicked in the lock. Sasha pushed the apartment door open, her shoulders dropping with the day’s weight. She dropped her bag on the floor, the thud a punctuation mark to the mundane.

“In here, baby.”

James’s voice came from the living room, smooth and commanding. A familiar warmth bloomed in her stomach, one that had nothing to do with comfort. It was the low, electric hum of anticipation. He was home early.

She rounded the corner, a tired smile starting to form. It froze.

James stood by the fireplace, a glass of amber liquid in his hand, a faint smile playing on his lips. On the couch sat two men. Tim, with his easy grin and athletic build, leaned back against the cushions. Dave, broader, more intense, watched her with sharp, interested eyes. They were dressed casually, relaxed, as if this was a normal Thursday evening visit.

Her pulse raced.

“Sasha, you remember Tim and Dave.” James’s tone held no question. It was a statement of fact, a laying down of the evening’s foundation.

“Of course,” she managed, her voice thinner than she intended. Her eyes flicked to James, seeking, asking a silent question. His gaze held hers, steady and unyielding. The rules were clear. They had been for a year now. Free use. His words, his contract. A contract she had begged for, signed with her body and her eager submission. Knowing the rules didn’t stop the sudden, dizzying rush of nerves, a cocktail of fear and deep, undeniable excitement.

“They’re going to be enjoying you tonight,” James said, taking a slow sip of his drink. His eyes never left hers, watching the conflict play out on her face. The hesitation. The quickening of her breath. The subtle flush that started at her chest and crept upward. “Aren’t they?”

The question hung in the air. It wasn’t a question for Tim or Dave. It was for her. A test. A command dressed as a query.

Sasha’s throat felt tight. Her mind scrambled, a frantic animal looking for an escape hatch that part of her didn’t want to find. She looked at the two men, at their expectant faces. Dave’s hand was already resting on his thigh, a possessive, waiting gesture. Tim just smiled wider, his eyes dropping to the front of her blouse.

She knew the rules.

A shaky exhale escaped her. She gave James a single, small nod.

“Good girl.” The praise was a physical touch, melting some of the tension in her spine. “Now, why don’t you come say hello properly.”

Tim and Dave didn’t need further instruction. As if it was the most natural thing in the world, their hands went to their belts, the rasp of leather and metal cutting through the quiet room. Zippers descended. Sasha’s mouth went dry. She watched, transfixed, as they freed themselves. Tim’s cock sprung out, already half-hard, thick and curving slightly upward. Dave’s was heavier, a solid weight in his hand as he gave himself a slow, deliberate stroke.

“Clothes, Sasha,” James prompted, his voice a low rumble.

Her fingers trembled as she went to the buttons of her blouse. Each one felt huge under her touch. The silk whispered as it parted, falling from her shoulders to pool on the floor. Her skirt followed, then her bra, her panties. The cool air of the apartment brushed over her naked skin, raising goosebumps. She felt exposed, utterly on display under the gaze of three men. Her nipples peaked, tightening into hard, sensitive points. Between her legs, a betraying warmth had already begun to gather, a slickness that shamed and thrilled her.

“Beautiful,” Tim murmured.

James gestured to the space on the rug between the two men. “Knees.”

Sasha moved, her limbs feeling like they belonged to someone else. The plush carpet pressed against her knees. The scent of male cologne, of leather from the couch, of James’s whiskey, filled her nose. She was eye-level with their cocks. Tim’s was now fully erect, the head flushed a dark pink. Dave’s stood thick and straight, a prominent vein tracing its length.

“Start with Tim,” James directed, coming to stand beside her, a dominant presence overseeing the scene. “Show him what a good mouth you have.”

Sasha leaned forward. Her heart hammered against her ribs. She opened her mouth, letting her tongue come out first, a soft, wet stroke along the underside of Tim’s shaft. He groaned, a rough, gratifying sound. She took the head into her mouth, swirling her tongue around the sensitive ridge, tasting the clean, salty skin.

“That’s it,” James said above her. “Take more.”

She sank down, letting him fill her mouth. His hands came to her head, his fingers threading into her hair, not forcing, just holding. She found a rhythm, bobbing her head, using her tongue, her cheeks hollowing as she sucked. The weight and heat of him on her tongue, the subtle jerks of his hips, the soft curses he muttered—it was overwhelming. Arousal, thick and hot, pooled in her own belly.

“Switch,” James commanded.

She pulled off of Tim with a wet sound, a string of saliva connecting her lips to his glistening tip. She turned to Dave, who was already guiding himself toward her mouth. He was bigger. The blunt head pressed against her lips, and she had to open wider. He didn’t wait for her to take control. He pushed forward, filling her mouth in one steady movement, then going deeper, hitting the back of her throat.

Sasha gagged, her eyes watering. She placed her hands on his thighs to steady herself.

“Easy,” James said, but his voice held no pity, only approval. “She can take it. Can’t you, baby?”

Sasha made a choked sound around Dave’s cock, a sound of agreement, of surrender. He began to move, pulling back until just the head rested on her tongue, then sliding back in, deeper each time. He was fucking her face, setting a pace that was relentless. Tears tracked down her cheeks from the strain, but the sounds she made were muffled moans. The dominance of it, the sheer loss of control, sent a violent throb through her core. She was soaking wet, her own arousal a slick mess on her inner thighs.

“Enough,” James said after a few punishing minutes. Dave pulled out, his cock shining with her saliva. “Tim, on the couch.”

Tim moved, sitting back, his legs spread. His erection stood proudly against his stomach.

“Up you go, Sasha. Ride him. I want to watch you take his cock.”

She climbed shakily to her feet, then straddled Tim’s lap. His hands gripped her hips, steadying her. She reached between them, guiding him to her entrance. The feeling of his tip pressing against her slick, swollen folds made her gasp. She looked at James, who gave her a slight, encouraging nod.

She sank down.

A sharp, full feeling stole her breath. He stretched her, filled her in a deep, steady invasion. A ragged moan tore from her throat as she settled fully onto him, his pelvis grinding against her clit. She stayed there for a moment, impaled, adjusting to the girth of him, the delicious, aching fullness.

“Move,” James ordered.

She rose up, then sank back down, setting a slow, tortuous rhythm. Tim’s hands tightened on her hips, his own thrusts meeting hers. The slap of skin on skin, the wet sounds of her body taking him, filled the room. Sasha threw her head back, her hands braced on Tim’s shoulders. Pleasure coiled tight in her belly, each stroke dragging his cock over a spot inside her that made sparks burst behind her eyelids.

Dave stood up on the couch cushions, looming over them. He tapped his cock against her cheek. “Open.”

Without hesitation, she turned her head, taking him into her mouth again. Now she was filled at both ends, Tim pounding up into her from below, Dave gripping the back of her head and fucking her mouth in a harsh, counter rhythm. The dual sensation was maddening. She was a vessel, being used, completely occupied. Her moans were stifled by the thick flesh in her mouth, coming out as desperate, guttural vibrations that made Dave curse.

“Fuck, her mouth is incredible,” Dave grunted, his thrusts into her face becoming less controlled.

James watched, his own arousal evident in the tight line of his jaw, the way his hand clenched around his glass. “She’s the best,” he said, his voice thick. “Look at her. Taking you both so perfectly.”

The praise went straight to her core, tightening the coil of pleasure another notch. Tim’s pace became frantic, his fingers digging into the flesh of her ass. “Gonna cum,” he warned, his voice strained.

“Do it,” James said. “Fill her up.”

With a deep, shuddering groan, Tim slammed up into her and held there. Sasha felt the hot, pulsing release deep inside her, the intimate flood triggering her own climax. It ripped through her, a silent, convulsing wave that clenched around Tim’s cock, milking him as her body shook. She cried out around Dave’s length, the sound muffled and desperate.

As Tim softened inside her, spent, Dave pulled out of her mouth. “My turn.”

He pushed her off of Tim, guiding her onto her hands and knees on the couch cushions. Tim moved aside, breathing heavily, watching with a sated grin. Dave positioned himself behind her, his hands rough on her hips. The head of his cock nudged at her soaked, used entrance. He pushed in, not slow, not gentle. He sheathed himself in one long, brutal stroke that punched the air from Sasha’s lungs.

“Oh god,” she whimpered, the overstimulation a sharp, bright pain that blurred instantly into overwhelming pleasure.

He fucked her with deep, powerful thrusts, each one driving her forward, making her brace her arms to keep from collapsing. Each impact jolted through her, the sound obscene and exhilarating. He went deeper than Tim, a different angle that rubbed relentlessly against a place that had her seeing stars. Her previous orgasm seemed like a distant memory as a new, sharper one built with terrifying speed.

“You like that, don’t you?” Dave growled, slamming into her. “You like being a used little fucktoy for your boyfriend’s friends?”

She couldn’t speak. She could only nod, her hair sticking to her sweaty face. Her entire world narrowed to the slam of his body against hers, the burning stretch, the slick, wet sounds of their joining.

“Cumming,” Dave announced, his rhythm breaking. He drove into her one last time, grinding deep, and she felt another hot rush join Tim’s inside her. He held there, pulsing, before pulling out with a slick sound.

Sasha collapsed onto the cushions, boneless, dripping, her mind blank with spent sensation. She was aware of movement, of low voices. Then a familiar hand smoothed over her ass.

James.

He knelt behind her. She felt the familiar, beloved pressure of his cock, thicker than the others, at her ravaged entrance. He leaned over her, his chest against her back, his lips at her ear.

“My turn now, baby,” he whispered, his voice a dark promise. “My good, dirty girl. You took them so well.”

He pushed inside. She was so open, so slick and stretched, he slid in with shocking ease, but his size still made her gasp. He filled her completely, a claiming. This was different. This was James. Her James. The one who owned her, who understood this twisted, beautiful need in her soul.

He began to move, a hard, possessive rhythm that had none of the franticness of the others. This was deliberate, deep, each thrust a reinforcement of his ownership. One hand fisted in her hair, pulling her head back. The other hand snaked around her front, his fingers finding her clit, swollen and hypersensitive.

“This is what you wanted, isn’t it?” he breathed into her ear, his fingers circling in time with his thrusts. “To be used. To be my little slut. To be so full of other men that you can still feel them when I’m inside you.”

His words were the final trigger. The coil, wound so tight it was agony, snapped. An orgasm detonated inside her, so intense it was a white-hot shock to her system. Her back arched violently against him. A raw, broken scream tore from her throat as her inner muscles clamped down on his cock in rhythmic, convulsive waves. It felt endless, wracking her body, pulling a sob from her chest.

Feeling her clench around him, James lost his control. With a guttural groan, he buried himself to the hilt and held, his own release pumping into her, hot and deep, mixing with the others. He slumped over her, his weight a welcome anchor as they both shuddered through the aftershocks.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of ragged breathing. James slowly pulled out of her. A warm trickle escaped down her thigh. He turned her onto her back, his eyes scanning her face—flushed, tear-streaked, eyes glazed.

He brushed a damp strand of hair from her forehead. “You did great,” he said, his voice soft now, filled with a warmth that was just for her.

A slow, tremulous smile spread across Sasha’s lips. The praise settled in her chest, warm and perfect. The ache between her legs, the sticky mess on her skin, the scent of sex and sweat in the air—it was all a testament. She loved being dominated by him.

She had never been more turned on in her life.

From across the room, Tim chuckled low, zipping his jeans. “Damn, James. You weren’t kidding.”

Dave just nodded, a look of deep appreciation on his face as he tucked himself away. “Thanks for inviting us, man.”

2 - SHARING THE BRIDE
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The air in the living room was thick with anticipation, charged with a quiet electricity that made Ariana’s skin prickle. She stood by the fireplace, a simple silk robe tied loosely around her, her heart a steady drum against her ribs. Brent’s hand was a heavy, possessive weight on the small of her back. Across from them, Rick shifted his weight, a faint, nervous smile playing on his lips.

“You remember the rules, darling,” Brent said, his voice a low rumble in the quiet room. His fingers traced the line of her spine through the silk. “My rules. What’s mine is mine to share. Especially on a night like this.”

Ariana’s gaze flickered from Brent’s intense eyes to Rick’s. She’d always known this was a possibility. The free-use agreement wasn’t just a kink; it was the bedrock of their relationship, her submission the greatest gift she could give him. The night before their wedding made it feel ceremonial, significant. A final testament of her devotion.

“I remember,” she breathed, the words barely audible.

Brent nodded to Rick. “She’s all yours to start.”

Rick didn’t hesitate. He stepped forward, his hands going to his belt. The sound of his zipper was deafening. He pushed his jeans and boxers down just enough, and his cock sprang free, already thick and hard. Ariana’s mouth went dry just looking at it.

“Go on, Ariana,” Brent murmured, settling into an armchair. His own hand drifted to his lap. “Show my best man how a good fiancée greets a guest.”

Ariana sank to her knees on the plush rug. The cool air kissed her thighs as her robe fell open. She looked up at Rick, at the blunt head of his cock level with her eyes, then leaned forward. She didn’t use her hands. Brent liked her hands behind her back unless told otherwise. She just opened her mouth and took him in.

The first touch of her lips to his hot skin sent a jolt through her. Salty. Clean. She swirled her tongue around the crown, tasting the first bead of pre-cum. A low groan escaped Rick’s throat, his hands coming to cradle her head, not forcing, just holding. She took him deeper, her throat relaxing, her nose pressing into the coarse hair at his base. The stretch of her jaw, the heavy weight on her tongue, the muffled sounds of his pleasure—it all combined into a wave of submissive bliss. She was doing this for Brent. She was proving herself.

From his chair, Brent watched, his own cock now free, stroking himself with a slow, deliberate rhythm. “Look at her,” he said to Rick, his voice thick. “Look how she takes it. Made for this.”

Ariana increased her pace, bobbing her head, hollowing her cheeks. Rick’s hips began to stutter. “Fuck, she’s good,” he choked out.

“I know,” Brent said. “Now get naked, Ariana. All the way.”

She pulled off Rick’s cock with a wet pop, a string of saliva bridging her lips to him. Her fingers trembled only slightly as she untied the robe. It pooled around her knees. The cool air washed over her completely bare skin, her nipples tightening instantly. She felt utterly exposed, utterly owned, under the gaze of the two men.

“On the couch, Rick,” Brent instructed, his stroking hand moving faster. “Let her ride you. I want to see her work for it.”

Rick sat back, his cock standing proud and glistening from her mouth. Ariana climbed onto the couch, straddling him. She positioned herself, the broad head of him nudging at her entrance. She was already slick, her own arousal a hot, aching pulse between her legs. She looked at Brent, seeking his nod. He gave it.

Slowly, she sank down.

A gasp tore from her lips as he filled her, a perfect, burning stretch. So full. She braced her hands on Rick’s shoulders, her head falling back. For a moment, she just stayed there, impaled, adjusting to the sensation of a different man inside her. Then she began to move.

Her hips rose and fell, setting a rhythm that started slow, then grew more desperate. Each downward plunge forced a soft grunt from Rick. The sound of their skin meeting, slick and wet, filled the room. Ariana’s world narrowed to the friction, the building coil of pleasure in her own core, and the sight of Brent watching, his hand a blur on his own shaft.

“Faster,” Brent growled.

She obeyed, bouncing harder, her breasts swaying with the motion. Rick’s hands gripped her hips, his fingers digging into her flesh, helping to drive her down onto him with more force. The slap of skin grew louder, more frantic.

“Switch,” Brent commanded, his voice leaving no room for delay. “Take her from behind. I want to see him bury himself in you.”

Ariana nearly whimpered as she lifted off, Rick’s cock slipping out with a lewd sound. She was so empty, so achingly empty. Rick stood, his breathing ragged, and guided her to the arm of the couch. She bent over, presenting herself, the cool leather against her cheek and chest. Rick positioned himself behind her, one hand on her hip, the other guiding his cock back to her soaked entrance.

He didn’t tease. He drove into her in one long, deep stroke.

Ariana cried out, a sharp, wanton sound. This angle was different—deeper, somehow more primal. He hit a spot inside her that made stars burst behind her eyelids with every thrust. Rick set a punishing pace, his balls slapping against her with each powerful drive. The armrest dug into her stomach, holding her in place for his use. She was just a vessel, a hot, tight sheath for his pleasure, and the thought made her clench around him.

“Yes,” Rick hissed, his control fraying. “Fuck, you’re so tight. Gonna… gonna fill you up.”

His rhythm became erratic, frantic. With a final, guttural groan, he shoved himself as deep as he could go and held there. Ariana felt the hot, sudden flood of his release inside her, jet after jet, marking her, claiming her in the most basic way. He collapsed over her for a second, panting, before pulling out slowly. A trickle of his cum immediately escaped down her inner thigh.

Before she could even process the sensation of being filled with one man, Brent was there.

He nudged Rick aside, his own cock, thicker and somehow more familiar, pressing against her slick, used opening. “My turn,” he whispered, his mouth against her ear. “My slut. Full of another man, just for me.”

He pushed in. The stretch was immense, overwhelming. Her body, already sensitized and stretched, accepted him with a guttural moan. Brent fucked her with a possessive fury, a statement. Each thrust was a punctuation mark, hard and deep, pushing Rick’s seed deeper inside her.

“This is what you are,” he grunted, his hands gripping her hips hard enough to bruise. “Mine to share. Mine to use. And tomorrow, you’ll be mine forever.”

His words, the brutal, perfect pace, the overwhelming fullness—it all crashed over Ariana. The coil in her belly snapped. Her orgasm ripped through her without warning, a silent, screaming wave that clenched her entire body. Her pussy gripped his cock in frantic, fluttering pulses, milking him.

The sensation pushed Brent over the edge. With a roar, he buried himself to the hilt and came, his own release joining Rick’s in a hot, messy mix inside her. He pulsed into her for what felt like an eternity, his body shuddering against her back.

Finally, he stilled, both of them panting, dripping sweat. He pulled out slowly. A sharp, stinging crack echoed through the room as his hand connected with her ass—a familiar, claiming slap.

“Good girl,” he breathed, his voice ragged with satisfaction. “Such a good fucking slut.”

Ariana, still bent over the couch, her body humming and thoroughly used, a sticky mess between her legs, felt a delirious, profound happiness. She turned her head, catching his eye, a lazy, sated smile on her swollen lips.

“I can’t wait,” she whispered, her voice hoarse, “to be your wife.”

3 - THE MAIL ORDER BRIDE’S FIRST NIGHT
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The heavy oak door of the mansion swung shut behind Annette with a final, echoing thud that sealed her fate. The air inside was cool, scented with lemon polish and something floral. It was nothing like the cramped, damp room she’d left behind. This was wealth. This was silence, and space, and polished marble floors that gleamed under the light of a monstrous crystal chandelier.

Craig was waiting for her in the vaulted foyer. He was older, as she’d expected from his correspondence, but his posture was rigid, his gaze assessing. Salt-and-pepper hair, a tailored suit that whispered of money, eyes that didn’t smile even when his lips did.

“Annette. Welcome home.”

His voice was a low baritone, smooth and utterly controlled. She managed a nervous nod, her suitcase feeling pathetic in her hand. “Thank you, Mr. Craig. It’s… magnificent.”

“Just Craig,” he said, stepping forward. He didn’t take her bag. Instead, he placed a hand on the small of her back, guiding her further in. The touch was proprietary, not comforting. “There are some others I’d like you to meet.”

Others? Her heart, which had been fluttering with anxious hope, stuttered. He led her into a sunken living room where two women were waiting. They were beautiful. One, a willowy blonde with cool blue eyes, sat perfectly poised on a Chesterfield sofa. The other, a curvy brunette with a warm, open face, stood by the fireplace, offering a tentative smile.

“Annette, this is Melissa,” Craig said, nodding to the blonde. “And Chandra.” The brunette’s smile widened slightly. “They are my wives.”

The word hung in the perfumed air. Wives. Plural. Annette’s mind blanked, then raced. A misunderstanding. A translation error. But the women’s expressions—Melissa’s serene acceptance, Chandra’s encouraging look—told her it was not.

“I don’t…” Annette began, her voice small.

Craig’s hand pressed firmer against her back. “In this house,” he said, his tone leaving no room for debate, “I provide everything. Security. Luxury. Purpose. In return, I have total control. And free use of my wives’ bodies. It is a simple, and pleasurable, arrangement.”

Annette’s knees felt weak. She couldn’t go home. The ticket was one-way. The poverty, the desperation she’d fled… it yawned behind her like a pit. And yet, looking at Melissa and Chandra, she didn’t see fear. She saw a placid contentment in Melissa, a spark of something like excitement in Chandra’s eyes. Intrigue, hot and sudden, uncoiled in her own stomach.

The day passed in a blur of silent corridors and opulent rooms. Her own suite was larger than her entire former apartment. Chandra helped her unpack, her chatter friendly and disarming. “You get used to the rules,” she said lightly, folding a blouse. “And the rewards are… considerable.”

Dinner was a silent, formal affair. Craig sat at the head of the table, the three women along one side. Fine china, exquisite wine, food that tasted like a dream. No one spoke unless Craig asked a question. Annette’s nerves were a live wire, thrumming with a terrifying mix of dread and a dark, growing curiosity.

As a servant cleared the final plate, Craig dabbed his lips with a linen napkin. His eyes, dark and intent, settled on Annette.

“Now,” he said, the single word dropping into the silence like a stone. “It’s time to properly welcome Annette into the household.”

He rose. Melissa and Chandra stood immediately, without a word. Annette, after a heartbeat’s paralyzing hesitation, pushed her chair back and followed.

He led them not to a hallway of bedrooms, but to a single, massive door at the end of the east wing. The master bedroom. It wasn’t a bedroom. It was a stage.

The space was dominated by a vast, low platform of a bed. But her eyes flew past it to the walls, which were lined not with art, but with implements. Gleaming metal, polished leather, silicone in fleshy pinks and purples. Restraints dangled from discreet hooks. A padded bench sat in the center of the room.

“Undress.”

Craig’s command was directed at all of them. He was already shrugging out of his dinner jacket, his movements efficient. Melissa and Chandra complied without hesitation, their clothes falling to the plush carpet in soft whispers. Their bodies were stunning—slender and pale, lush and curved—and they stood naked without a hint of shame, watching Annette.

Her fingers trembled as she found the buttons of her modest dress. The air was cool on her skin as it pooled at her feet. She crossed her arms over her breasts, feeling wildly exposed.

“Arms at your sides,” Craig said, his voice low. He had stripped completely, and his body was lean, powerfully built for his age. He walked to a wall, selecting a flogger with falls of soft, black leather. “All three of you. Bend over the foot of the bed. Present yourselves.”

Melissa moved first, assuming the position with practiced ease, her pale back arched, her cheek pressed to the duvet. Chandra followed, throwing a look over her shoulder that was both sympathetic and eager. Swallowing hard, her heart hammering against her ribs, Annette mimicked their posture. The cool silk of the bedspread was a shock against her flushed skin.

She heard the soft swish of the flogger through the air a second before it landed.

Thwack.

It struck Melissa first, a crisp, sharp sound. The blonde let out a soft sigh. Thwack. Chandra gasped, but it was a sound of pleasure, her backside jiggling from the impact.

Then it was her turn.

Annette tensed, bracing. The leather tails landed across the crest of her buttocks, and a line of pure, bright fire erupted across her nerves. She cried out, a sharp yelp that was mostly pain. But beneath the sting, a warmth spread, a deep, radiating heat that made her clench internally. The second strike came, and this time her cry was different—a moan tangled with the pain. The pleasure was there, undeniable, blooming hot and needy between her legs.

Craig’s hand fisted in her hair, yanking her upright before the echoes of her own gasp had faded. Tears sprung to her eyes from the sudden sting on her scalp, but it was mixed with a shocking bolt of submission. He guided her roughly to her knees in front of him.

His cock, thick and already fully erect, was at her eye level. The scent of him, clean skin and musk, filled her senses.

“Open,” he commanded.

She parted her lips. He didn’t wait, sliding the broad head past her lips, onto her tongue. It was warm, heavy, silken skin over unyielding hardness. He tasted clean, salty. He gripped the back of her head and began to move, setting a slow, deep rhythm.

“Take it,” he grunted, his fingers tightening in her hair.

She relaxed her jaw, letting him push deeper. The head bumped the back of her throat, and she gagged, her eyes watering. He held her there for a moment, letting her struggle, before pulling back. “Again.”

This time, she was ready. She hollowed her cheeks, sucking as he pushed forward. The gag reflex was still there, a convulsive clenching, but she fought it down, focused on the weight on her tongue, the saltiness of his pre-cum, the absolute control he had over her movements. She looked up and saw him watching her, his expression fiercely pleased.

“Melissa. You're next.”

The blonde knelt beside her, taking Craig’s cock from Annette’s mouth with a slick pop. Melissa’s technique was expert, her lips sliding down the shaft with obscene ease, taking him deep into her throat without a single gag. Chandra joined them, her hand stroking what Melissa’s mouth couldn’t cover, leaning in to lick and suck at his balls. Annette watched, dazed, her own mouth aching and empty, a thin string of saliva connecting her lips to nothing.

After a few minutes of their attentions, Craig pulled Melissa off by her hair. “On the bed, Annette. On your back.”

She scrambled onto the vast mattress, lying down, her body humming with anticipation and fear. Craig loomed over her, but he didn’t join her. He looked at Melissa. “Make her come. Use your mouth.”

Melissa moved between Annette’s legs with a predator’s grace. Her hands slid under Annette’s thighs, pushing them up and apart. Then her mouth was there, and Annette jolted as if electrocuted.

Melissa’s tongue was devastating. It wasn’t tentative or exploring; it was an assault of pure, targeted skill. She licked a firm, flat stripe from Annette’s entrance to her clit, then zeroed in on the swollen bud, circling it with relentless, tight pressure. Annette’s back arched off the bed, a broken cry torn from her throat. It was too much, too good, too direct. She was going to come immediately, embarrassingly fast.

Chandra appeared at her side, her full breasts brushing Annette’s arm. “Not yet,” she whispered, and then her mouth closed over Annette’s nipple, sucking hard, her teeth grazing the sensitive peak. The dual sensation—the brutal focus between her legs, the sharp pull on her breast—scattered Annette’s thoughts into sparks.

Just as Annette felt the first terrifying pulses of an orgasm gather in her core, Melissa pulled away. Annette whimpered at the loss, a sound of pure need.

Craig handed Melissa something. A dildo, large and veined, a glistening shade of mauve. Melissa coated it with clear gel from a bottle on the nightstand, never breaking eye contact with Annette.

“Now,” Craig said.

Melissa positioned the blunt, silicone head at Annette’s entrance. She pushed. There was a stretch, a glorious, burning fullness as the thick intruder penetrated her. Annette cried out, her hips bucking. Melissa began to move it, in and out, with steady, deep strokes that rubbed directly against a spot inside Annette that made her see white.

“Please,” Annette sobbed, not knowing what she was begging for.

“Come for us,” Chandra murmured against her other nipple, biting down gently.

It was the permission she needed. The coil inside her snapped. Her orgasm detonated, a silent scream trapped in her chest as her body bowed, waves of pure, mindless pleasure crashing through her, her channel clamping rhythmically around the fake cock Melissa still pumped inside her.

As the tremors subsided, Craig moved. He pulled the dildo from her, his own body settling heavily between her splayed thighs. He was bigger than the toy, harder, hotter. He didn’t ask. He positioned himself and thrust home in one powerful, deep stroke.

Annette gasped, the feeling of being so utterly filled, so claimed, obliterating everything else. He set a punishing pace immediately, each drive of his hips slamming her into the mattress, the sound of skin on skin filling the room. He was fucking her with a single-minded intensity, his eyes locked on where their bodies joined.

“Chandra,” he growled, his rhythm never faltering. “Ride her face. Let her taste you.”

Chandra, her skin sheened with sweat, climbed over Annette’s chest, straddling her face. Annette’s world was reduced to the musky scent of Chandra’s sex, the view of Craig’s straining abdomen above her, and the overwhelming sensation of being fucked so deeply her thoughts blurred. Chandra lowered herself, and Annette’s tongue found her slick, swollen folds.

She licked, lapping at Chandra’s clit, mimicking what Melissa had done to her. Chandra moaned above her, rocking her hips against Annette’s mouth. The taste was tangy, earthy, addictive. Annette could feel Chandra’s thighs trembling, could hear Craig’s breath becoming ragged.

Chandra came with a sharp cry, her body tensing, a flood of warm, salty release spilling into Annette’s mouth. Annette swallowed instinctively, the act of it sending a fresh, desperate arousal through her own oversensitive body.

It tipped her over the edge again. Her second orgasm was longer, deeper, a rolling quake that started in her core and radiated out to her fingertips as Craig continued to piston into her. She screamed into Chandra’s flesh, her body convulsing around his driving cock.

That seemed to be his undoing. With a final, brutal thrust, he buried himself to the hilt and held there. A hot, pulsing flood filled her as he groaned his own release, his body shuddering atop hers.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of ragged breathing. Then, Craig pulled out of her, the loss of him making her feel suddenly, acutely empty. He stood, looking down at the three women tangled on the bed—Annette spent and trembling, Chandra rolling off to lie beside her, Melissa watching with a small, satisfied smile.

Without a word, Craig walked to a dresser, poured amber liquid into a crystal glass, and took a long sip. He pulled on his trousers, buttoned them. He looked at Annette one last time, gave a curt, approving nod, and left the room, the door clicking shut softly behind him.

Silence descended, broken only by their slowing breaths. Annette’s body felt liquefied, every nerve alight and humming. The pain had melted into a deep, pervasive ache of satisfaction. The fear was gone, replaced by a stunned, sated wonder.

Chandra turned her head on the pillow, her face inches from Annette’s. She was still glowing, her lips curved in a lazy, triumphant smile.

“See?” Chandra whispered, her voice husky. “The rewards are considerable.”

Melissa sat up, running a hand through her disheveled blonde hair. “He’ll want you again tomorrow,” she said, her cool eyes meeting Annette’s. “Probably before breakfast.”

Annette stared at the ornate ceiling, the sensations of the night replaying in her flesh—the sting of the flogger, the stretch of her mouth, the devastating skill of Melissa’s tongue, the crushing fullness of Craig’s possession, the taste of Chandra’s climax. A slow smile spread across her own lips. The poverty, the desperation, the cramped room… they were ghosts. This was real. This was her life now.

She turned her head toward Chandra, her voice a soft, hoarse murmur in the decadent room. “I think I’ll like living here.”

4 - A SURPRISE THREESOME

MFF / BDSM / Group Sex / Threesome / Kissing / Nipple Play / Cunnilingus / Vibrator / Double-ended Dildo / PIV Sex

The key turned in the lock with its usual soft click, a sound that normally signaled the blessed, quiet end of Kenya’s day. She pushed the door open, a weary smile already forming for Wayne, expecting to find him on the couch, controller in hand. The smile froze.

He was there. But he wasn’t alone.

Perched elegantly on the edge of their cream-colored sofa was a woman Kenya had never seen. She was stunning, with dark, inquisitive eyes and a confident posture that seemed to own the space around her. Wayne stood by the window, a look of cool, expectant possession on his face.

“Kenya, baby. You’re home early,” he said, his voice a low rumble that vibrated right through her fatigue.

“Traffic was light,” she managed, her eyes flicking between him and the stranger. Her apartment, their sanctuary, felt suddenly unfamiliar.

Wayne crossed the room in a few strides, his presence immediately dominating the space. He cupped her chin, tilting her face up to his. “This is Jada. I’ve been wanting you two to meet.”

Jada offered a small, knowing smile. “It’s a pleasure, Kenya. Wayne’s told me so much about you.”

Kenya’s mind raced, a jumble of confusion and a strange, unwelcome prickle of insecurity. What was this? Before she could form a question, Wayne spoke again, his thumb stroking her jawline.

“I want a threesome, Kenya. Tonight. With Jada.” His tone left no room for debate; it was a statement of fact, a desire already in motion. Her role was to comply.

Her heart hammered against her ribs. She looked at Jada, then back at Wayne, his dark eyes holding hers, seeing right through her hesitation. She lived to please him, to bask in the warmth of his approval. This… this was the ultimate test of her submission, wasn’t it? A shiver, part terror and part electric thrill, raced down her spine.

“Okay,” she whispered, the word barely audible. “For you.”

A slow, rewarding smile spread across Wayne’s face. “Good girl.”

He took her hand, leading her towards the bedroom, Jada following with a quiet, fluid grace. The air in the bedroom was still, heavy with impending intimacy. Wayne let go of her hand and stood back, crossing his arms over his broad chest.

“Get naked, Kenya.”

His command, delivered so directly, sent a fresh wave of heat through her. Her fingers, trembling slightly, went to the buttons of her blouse. She kept her eyes on Wayne, drawing strength from his intense gaze. As she shrugged the silk from her shoulders, she heard the soft rustle of clothing behind her. Jada was undressing too, a mirror of vulnerability and consent.

Soon, they were both bare. Kenya felt exposed, her skin humming under the dual scrutiny. Jada was even more beautiful naked, all lean muscles and soft curves. She stepped closer, her scent—jasmine and sandalwood—filling Kenya’s senses.

“You’re beautiful,” Jada murmured, her voice husky.

Before Kenya could respond, Jada’s lips were on hers. It wasn’t an aggressive kiss, but it was confident and deep. Kenya’s initial stiffness melted away as Jada’s tongue explored her mouth, a soft, wet caress that was utterly foreign and instantly arousing. A soft moan escaped her, and she heard a low, gratified sound from Wayne. She opened her eyes a slit to see him, still clothed, his hand working slowly over the noticeable bulge in his jeans, his eyes dark with raw hunger as he watched them.

Jada broke the kiss, her own breath coming faster. She took Kenya’s hand and led her to the bed, their bodies sinking into the soft duvet. The world narrowed to this mattress, to the feel of another woman’s skin against hers. Then Wayne was there, finally shedding his clothes, his powerful frame joining them. He stretched out beside Kenya, his mouth immediately finding her breast. He sucked a nipple deep into his mouth, his tongue flicking and swirling, and Kenya cried out, her back arching off the bed.

At the same time, she felt Jada’s hands gently part her thighs. Oh god. A warm, wet mouth descended on her. Jada’s tongue was an artist, painting broad, languid strokes over her sensitive folds before zeroing in on her clit with devastating precision. Kenya’s world exploded into pure sensation—the hard, familiar suction on her nipple, the soft, novel licks between her legs. She was being worshipped from both ends, her pleasure the sole focus of two people.

She was close, so close, trembling on a precipice she’d never approached this fast. Wayne seemed to sense it. He pulled his mouth away with a wet pop, and the sudden loss made her whimper.

“Not yet,” he commanded softly. He reached over to the nightstand, and Kenya heard the distinct buzz of a vibrator springing to life. He handed it to Jada, whose eyes glittered with understanding.

Jada positioned herself between Kenya’s legs again, but this time, she replaced her mouth with the smooth, humming silicone. She pressed the head of the vibrator against Kenya’s dripping entrance, and with a gentle push, slid it inside. Kenya gasped. The vibration was deep, internal, a relentless throbbing that filled her completely. Jada began to move it, a slow, in-and-out fucking motion that made Kenya’s toes curl. She could feel every ridge of the toy, every pulse of its motor, amplified by the awe on Jada’s face as she watched it disappear into her body.

“You take it so well,” Jada whispered, her own free hand drifting down to circle her own clit.

Kenya was mindless, a creature of pure need, bucking against the vibrator. Just as she felt her climax begin to tighten again, Wayne produced something else. A long, double-ended dildo. He coated it with slick from the bottle on the nightstand.

“On your hands and knees. Both of you,” he instructed, his voice thick.

They moved as one, a synchronized surrender. Jada took one end of the toy, guiding it into her own wetness with a soft sigh. She held the other end steady, and Kenya, her heart pounding, pressed back against it. It was a strange, stretching sensation, then a profound feeling of fullness as the length of the toy connected them, a silicone bridge between their bodies.

They began to move, a hesitant rhythm at first, then faster, their hips meeting in the middle, the wet sounds of their joined flesh filling the room. Kenya could feel the echo of Jada’s movements through the toy, their moans mingling, their sweat-slicked backs shining in the low light. The shared tension, the intimate connection, snapped something inside them both. They came together, a cascading, screaming orgasm that left them trembling and collapsed onto the sheets.

Before Kenya could even catch her breath, Wayne was moving. He pulled the toy from between them and positioned himself over Jada, who was still shuddering with aftershocks. He plunged into her in one smooth, powerful stroke. Kenya watched, mesmerized. She thought a spike of jealousy would lance through her, but it never came. Instead, a profound, shocking arousal bloomed hotter than before. Watching Wayne’s powerful body move, seeing the pleasure he was giving and receiving, was the most erotic thing she had ever witnessed.

Then his eyes found hers over Jada’s shoulder. “Your turn.”

He withdrew from Jada and turned Kenya onto her hands and knees. His hands, possessive and strong, gripped her hips. He didn’t tease. He sheathed himself inside her to the hilt in one glorious, stretching thrust. He was so deep. He set a relentless, punishing pace, each drive of his hips hitting a spot that made her see stars. She was still hypersensitive from her first two orgasms, and every movement sent riotous sensations through her.

“Wayne… I’m gonna…” she cried out, her voice breaking.

“Cum for me,” he growled, his thrusts becoming erratic, harder. “Now.”

It was an order she was helpless to disobey. Her climax tore through her, a raw, convulsing wave that made her inner muscles clamp down on him like a vice. A guttural roar was ripped from his throat as he felt her tighten around him. He pulled out at the last second, and she felt the hot, sudden splash of his release across the small of her back, a primal, claiming mark.

For a long moment, the only sound was their ragged breathing. Then, strong arms encircled her from behind, and another from the front. Wayne pulled her back against his chest, and Jada curled into her front, one leg thrown over Kenya’s. They were a tangled, sweaty, sated heap of limbs. Wayne kissed Kenya’s shoulder, his breath warm on her skin. Jada’s fingers gently traced patterns on her arm. The jealousy never came. Only a deep, thrumming satisfaction, and a single, thrilling thought echoing in the quiet: I hope we do this again.

5 - SHARED BY DADDY

MMMF / BDSM / Free Use / Group Sex / Gangbang / Blowjob / Flogging / PIV Sex

“Strip.”

The single word echoed in the stone-lined room, a command that sent a familiar, electric shiver down Mia’s spine. Daddy’s voice held no room for question. Her fingers, trembling not from fear but from the sharp spike of anticipation, went to the clasp of the sheer black teddy he’d chosen for her.

The air in the dungeon was cool, smelling of leather and clean stone. She stood between Ethan and Boris, two men whose tailored suits couldn’t hide the predatory interest in their eyes. Mia’s heart hammered against her ribs, a frantic drumbeat keeping time with the pulse now throbbing between her legs.

This was the surprise.

—

Two hours earlier, the world had been softer.

“I have a surprise for you, kitten.” Daddy’s hand had been warm on the nape of her neck, his thumb stroking her skin. “Something special. Put on the black lace set. The one with the garters.”

The order, delivered in that low, calm tone he used when he had plans for her, made her skin flush. She’d dressed quickly, the silk and lace a second skin that promised and concealed. The car ride had been quiet, his large hand resting on her bare thigh, his touch a steady anchor as he drove them to a part of the city where houses hid behind tall gates and mature trees.

The mansion was a silent monolith of wealth. They were led inside by a discreet staff member, straight to a study where Ethan and Boris waited. Both older, polished, with an air of casual ownership. Introductions were brief. Daddy’s hand stayed firm on the small of her back.

“Mia is very eager to please,” he’d said, his voice smooth. “Aren’t you, kitten?”

Her “Yes, Daddy,” had been a whisper, her gaze lowered. A thrill, hot and liquid, pooled in her stomach.

The walk to the underground dungeon was a blur of expensive art and thick carpet, ending at a heavy oak door. When it opened, the space beyond was a revelation: polished restraint benches, wall racks gleaming with floggers, crops, and cuffs, and soft, recessed lighting that cast dramatic shadows.

Now, here, the final piece of silk slid down her hips. The cool air kissed her bare skin, raising goosebumps. She stood naked, exposed under the gaze of three men, her focus locked on Daddy’s approving nod.

Ethan and Boris didn’t hesitate. The sounds of their zippers were loud in the quiet. They freed themselves, hands moving in slow, confident strokes as they watched her. The sight of their thick, hardening cocks, the heavy scent of male arousal now cutting through the leather and stone, made her mouth water.

“On your knees, Mia.” Daddy’s command was gentle, final.

She sank down, the padded floor soft beneath her knees. Ethan stepped forward first, the broad head of his cock nudging her lips. She opened, taking him in, the taste of him salty and clean. She hollowed her cheeks, her tongue working the sensitive ridge underneath. A low groan left him. His hand tangled in her hair, not forcing, just guiding the rhythm. She lost herself in the act, in the weight of him on her tongue, the way his breathing grew ragged.

After a minute, Boris tapped her shoulder. “My turn, sweet thing.”

She released Ethan with a wet sound, turning to take Boris into her mouth. He was longer, and she had to relax her throat to take him deeper. He fucked her mouth with slow, measured thrusts, his grip on her hair firmer. The contrast was delicious—Ethan’s thickness, Boris’s length, the subtle differences in how they used her.

Then Daddy was there, his own erection in hand, pressing against her cheek. “Look at you,” he murmured, the pride in his voice feeding a deep, needy part of her. “Such a good girl for them.”

She moved her head, taking the tip of Daddy’s cock between her lips while her hand continued to stroke Boris. The room filled with the sounds of their pleasure, of skin on skin, of her own muffled moans as she serviced them. It was a symphony of her submission, and every note made her core ache with a desperate, empty need.

“Enough,” Daddy said, his voice a rough scrape. “The bench.”

She rose on unsteady legs, led to a wide, padded leather bench. She bent over it, her cheek pressed to the cool surface, her ass raised and presented. Her heartbeat was everywhere—in her ears, her throat, the wet heat between her legs.

She heard the soft swish of leather tails before she felt the first impact. Ethan’s flogger landed across her shoulders, a bright, stinging bloom of sensation that made her gasp. Another followed from Boris, lower, across the swell of her ass. The pain was sharp, immediate, then melted into a radiating warmth that sank straight into her nerves, coiling tight in her belly.

“Oh!” she cried out, the sound punched from her lungs.

The blows fell in a sporadic rhythm, from different directions, keeping her skin singing and her mind blank of everything but sensation. The sting. The heat. The profound ache of emptiness between her thighs. Each strike pushed her higher, her breathing becoming ragged sobs of pleasure-pain.

The floggers stopped. A heavy, warm presence moved behind her. Boris. His hands, big and slightly rough, gripped her hips. The blunt, slick head of his cock pressed against her soaked entrance, and he pushed in with a single, relentless thrust that filled her completely.

“Fuck,” he grunted, his hips meeting her ass.

He set a deep, pounding pace from the start. Each drive brushed a spot inside her that made sparks flare behind her eyelids. The earlier sting of the flogger morphed into a full-body hum, amplifying every sensation. The slap of skin, his guttural curses, the slick sounds of their joining—it was raw, obscene, perfect. His rhythm fractured, his thrusts turning erratic, and with a final, grinding push, he buried himself deep. A hot flood filled her as he pulsed inside, his groan long and satisfied.

He pulled out, and she felt the immediate, dripping emptiness. Ethan was there before she could mourn it. His grip was bruising, his entry faster, harder. He used her with a focused intensity, chasing his own peak. The feeling of being utterly claimed, of being a vessel for their pleasure, shattered her last coherent thought. He came with a shout, his release adding to the mess inside her.

Before she could catch her breath, Daddy was there. His hands smoothed over her burning skin. “My turn, kitten,” he whispered, his voice thick. “You took them so well.”

He entered her, and it was different. This was home. This was the connection she craved above all others. He fucked her with a hard, possessive rhythm that spoke of ownership and adoration. The overstimulation was immense—her sore, stretched pussy, the liquid heat of two other men inside her, the sharp pleasure-pain radiating from her skin. It all coalesced into a pressure so intense it bordered on agony.

“Daddy, I’m… I’m gonna…” she choked out.

“Come,” he ordered, his thrust becoming punishing.

The orgasm tore through her, violent and all-consuming. Her internal muscles clenched around him in frantic, fluttering waves, milking his cock. Her cry echoed off the stones. That fierce grip tipped him over the edge. With a low roar, he drove into her one last time, his own release pumping into her, hot and endless, mingling with the others.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their harsh breathing. He leaned over her, pressing a kiss to her damp shoulder before slowly pulling out.

A soft bundle of fabric landed on the bench beside her head. Her clothes. “Get dressed, Mia. You did exceptionally well.”

As she pushed herself up, her body feeling used and gloriously heavy, she caught his smile. The drive home was a warm haze. Sore, filled, and blissfully quiet, she rested her head against the car window.

She had pleased him. That was all that ever mattered.

6 - LINGERIE, LUST, AND LUXURY

MFFF / BDSM / Group Sex / Lingerie / Kissing / Fingering / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex / Anal

“Do you like it?” Jeff’s voice was low, dripping with a confidence that made Rainey’s stomach flip.

She stood there, red lace clinging to her skin, her breath shallow as she caught her reflection in the mirror. The lingerie was perfect—seductive, daring, and just a little bit dangerous.

She glanced over at Melissa and Honey, who were already slipping into their own sets of red lace. Melissa’s long legs seemed to go on forever, and Honey’s curves were accentuated in ways that made Rainey feel both self-conscious and oddly empowered.

“I… I do,” Rainey finally managed, her voice trembling slightly.

She wasn’t used to this kind of attention, but there was something about Jeff’s presence that made her feel like she belonged here, in this moment, in this room.

Jeff leaned in, his lips brushing against her ear. “You look stunning,” he murmured, his hand resting lightly on her hip.

Rainey’s skin prickled with anticipation. She could feel the heat radiating from him, and it made her heart race.

—

The scene hadn’t started like this. Just a few hours ago, Rainey had been folding sweaters in the women’s section of the department store, her mind wandering as she counted down the minutes until her shift ended.

Then he walked in.

Jeff was tall, with sharp features and a smile that seemed to light up the room. He was dressed impeccably—a tailored suit that screamed wealth and confidence. Rainey had seen plenty of wealthy customers before, but there was something different about Jeff. He carried himself like he owned the world, and for a moment, Rainey felt like he owned her too.

“Hi,” he said, his voice smooth and commanding. “I’m looking for some lingerie.”

Rainey blinked, surprised. It wasn’t often that a man came in alone to shop for lingerie, especially one as confident as Jeff. “Of course,” she said, managing a smile. “Follow me.”

She led him to the lingerie section, her heart pounding as she watched him browse the racks. He picked out several outfits—black lace, silk chemises, and finally, three sets of red lace that seemed to make his eyes gleam with approval.

“What do you think?” he asked, holding up one of the red sets.

His gaze was intense, and Rainey felt her cheeks flush. “It’s… nice,” she said, her voice barely above a whisper.

Jeff chuckled, a low, rich sound that sent shivers down her spine. “Nice? I was hoping for something a little more enthusiastic.”

Rainey felt her face grow even hotter. “I mean, it’s beautiful. Red is… sexy.”

Jeff’s grin widened. “That’s more like it.” He added the red lingerie to his pile, then turned to her with a look that made her stomach do somersaults. “You know, you’d look nice in one of these outfits. I was wondering… would you like to hang out sometime?”

Rainey hesitated. She didn’t usually give out her number to customers, but there was something about Jeff that made her throw caution to the wind. “Sure,” she said, pulling out her phone.

The rest of her shift passed in a blur, her mind racing with thoughts of Jeff and what hanging out with him might entail. Just as she was clocking out, her phone buzzed. It was him.

“I’m outside,” he said, his voice even more enticing over the phone. “Come out when you’re ready.”

Rainey grabbed her coat and headed out of the store, her heart pounding with anticipation. When she saw the sleek, black sports car idling at the curb, her breath caught in her throat. Jeff was in the driver’s seat, and in the back sat two of the most stunning women Rainey had ever seen.

“Rainey, meet Melissa and Honey,” Jeff said, nodding toward the backseat. “They’re… friends.”

Rainey climbed into the front seat, her nerves buzzing as they drove to Jeff’s house. It was a sprawling mansion, with floor-to-ceiling windows and a backyard that looked like it belonged in a magazine. The women settled in the living room, and Jeff disappeared to get drinks, leaving Rainey alone with Melissa and Honey.

“So… what’s Jeff like?” Rainey asked, trying to sound casual.

Honey smiled, her red lips curving into a knowing grin. “He’s amazing. Wealthy, connected, and he has a way of making things happen. You’re lucky he picked you.”

Rainey felt a thrill of excitement. She didn’t know what she’d gotten herself into, but she knew she didn’t want to get out.

When Jeff returned with the drinks, the mood shifted. He handed each of them a glass of champagne, then pulled out the red lingerie from earlier.

“I want to see you in these,” he said, his voice firm but not unkind.

Rainey’s heart raced as she followed Melissa and Honey into the bathroom to change. The red lace felt even more luxurious against her skin now, and she couldn’t help but admire how it hugged her curves.

When they returned to the living room, Jeff’s eyes lit up with approval. “You all look incredible,” he said, his gaze lingering on Rainey.

Then Melissa and Honey started kissing, their lips moving together in a way that made Rainey’s cheeks flush. Jeff stepped closer to her, his hand sliding around her waist as he leaned in to kiss her. His lips were warm and insistent, and Rainey felt herself melting into him.

His fingers slipped beneath the lace of her panties, teasing her as he kissed her neck. Rainey gasped, her knees going weak as his fingers found her clit.

“Jeff,” she moaned, her voice barely audible.

He pulled back just enough to look into her eyes, his fingers still working their magic. “You’re so beautiful,” he whispered, his voice husky with desire.

Rainey’s breath hitched as he unhooked her bra, his lips immediately finding her nipples. She could see Melissa and Honey out of the corner of her eye, now completely naked and watching them with hungry eyes.

“Honey,” Jeff called, his voice commanding. “Come here.”

Honey obeyed immediately, kneeling in front of Rainey and pressing her lips to Rainey’s pussy. Rainey moaned as Honey’s tongue flicked her clit, her hands gripping Jeff’s shoulders for support.

Jeff watched with a look of pure satisfaction, his hand moving to his own cock as he stroked himself in rhythm with Honey’s movements.

“Harder,” he instructed, and Honey obeyed, her tongue working Rainey’s clit with relentless precision.

“Oh, God,” Rainey gasped, her body trembling as she came undone.

Jeff didn’t give her time to recover. He lifted her legs over his shoulders, positioning himself at her entrance before thrusting into her with a groan.

“Yes,” Rainey moaned, her back arching as he filled her completely.

Melissa climbed onto the couch, straddling Rainey’s face and lowering herself onto Rainey’s tongue. Rainey moaned against Melissa’s clit, her own pleasure building with every thrust of Jeff’s cock.

“Fuck,” Melissa gasped, her hips grinding against Rainey’s mouth as she came.

Jeff’s rhythm faltered, and Rainey knew he was close. She tightened around him, urging him to finish.

“Rainey,” he groaned, his hips slamming into her one last time before he came inside her.

The room was filled with the sound of heavy breathing and satisfied moans. Rainey lay there, her body still trembling with the aftershocks of pleasure, her mind racing with the realization that her life had just changed forever.

Then Jeff whispered, his voice low and promising, “This is just the beginning, Rainey. I’m going to make all your dreams come true. But first…” he trailed off, his hand reaching out to stroke her cheek.

“Yes?” Rainey whispered, her voice trembling with anticipation.

He leaned in, his breath hot against her ear. “I want your ass.”

Her heart skipped a beat, and she opened her mouth to respond, but Jeff was already moving, his hands sliding down her body with a possessive intensity that made her shiver.

“Jeff,” she breathed, her voice barely audible, but he didn’t stop.

His lips found hers, hard and demanding, as he flipped her onto her stomach, his fingers digging into her hips as he positioned himself behind her.

Rainey gasped as she felt his cock pressed against her asshole. He entered her slowly, his cock filling her ass completely. She gripped the edge of the couch, her body arching to meet his thrusts. The sensation was overwhelming, and she could feel herself climbing toward another climax.

Before she could catch her breath, Jeff growled, “You’re mine now, Rainey.”

She moaned, her body trembling as he fucked her harder, his hands roaming over her body possessively. The room spun around her, and she could hear Melissa and Honey watching, their voices mingling with her own moans.

Just as she was about to come again, Jeff pulled her hair, tilting her head back. “You’re so tight, Rainey,” he whispered in her ear.

Jeff thrusted harder and faster. Rainey felt her muscles clench as Jeff pushed her over the edge. Her eyes rolled back in her head, her body trembling with ecstasy. Jeff groaned, shooting his semen deep in her ass.

Finally, Jeff pulled back, leaving Rainey’s body slick with his cum. “I’m impressed, Rainey. I’d like to see you more often.”

Rainey smiled. “I can’t wait,” she murmured, her body still ringing with pleasure.

Honey caressed Rainey, giving her a gentle kiss. “Told you he was a good guy!”

7 - FREE USE ON THE BILLIONAIRE’S PRIVATE ISLAND
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The envelope felt heavy in Donna’s hand, thick cream paper with her name etched in elegant, dark ink. A free vacation. A tropical paradise. The words shimmered in her mind, a dazzling escape from her grey cubicle and endless inbox. She called the number, her voice a tremor of hope. The instructions were precise, clinical almost. A private jet. An exclusive destination.

The airport was a blur of surreal luxury. She met the others at the gate: Trudie, with a sharp, curious gaze; Melody, soft-spoken and wide-eyed; Samantha, who held herself with a defiant tilt of her chin; and Christine, who seemed to vibrate with nervous energy. They exchanged hesitant smiles, a silent sisterhood of bewildered luck. The jet was a capsule of silent opulence, all cool leather and champagne that did nothing to settle the flutter in Donna’s stomach.

The island emerged from the azure sea like an emerald jewel. The mansion was a spectacle of white stone and glass, arrogant against the perfect sky. Elias Hart met them in a vast, airy lounge. He was older, his hair silver, his suit costing more than her car. His eyes, a pale grey, scanned them with an ownership that made Donna’s skin prickle.

“Welcome,” he said, his voice smooth and low. “You are here because you chose to be. You answered the call. On this island, my word is the only law. For the next week, you will submit. You will explore pleasures you’ve only whispered about to yourselves. There is no boat, no plane, no phone that works beyond the shore. The only way out is through.”

A cold fist clenched in Donna’s chest. Shock. Pure, undiluted alarm. Murmurs rippled through the women. Samantha crossed her arms. Christine let out a small, choked sound.

But beneath the fear, a treacherous heat uncoiled in Donna’s belly. Intrigue. It was dangerous, thrilling. His gaze lingered on her, and she felt seen, stripped bare before he’d even touched her.

The day passed in a sun-drenched haze. They lay by the infinity pool, sipping drinks that tasted of orchids and oblivion. The conversation was a nervous, laughing thing, skirting the edges of what was to come.

“What do you think he’ll do?” Melody whispered, tracing a bead of condensation on her glass.

“Nothing we don’t ultimately want,” Trudie said, her tone leaving no room for debate. Samantha stayed quiet, watching the horizon.

Dinner was a silent, exquisite torture. Course after course appeared, flavors exploding on Donna’s tongue, but she tasted only her own anticipation. Elias presided from the head of the table, saying little, his presence a constant, oppressive weight.

After the final plate was cleared, he stood. “Now,” he said. “The real journey begins.”

He led them down a wide, curving staircase, into the heart of the house. The air grew cooler, tinged with the scent of polished leather and clean, antiseptic stone. The door he opened revealed a room that stole the breath from Donna’s lungs.

It was a dungeon, but one conceived by a billionaire. Gleaming metal anchors protruded from dark walls. Padded benches and strange geometric structures dotted the space. Four sets of thick chains hung from the ceiling, their ends tipped with soft-looking leather cuffs. The lighting was low, indirect, casting dramatic shadows.

Elias turned, his silhouette framed by the stark architecture. “Strip.”

The command hung in the air. For a heartbeat, no one moved. Then, with a shaky exhale, Christine reached for the clasp of her sundress. One by one, they undressed. The soft rustle of fabric, the click of a bracelet on marble. Donna’s fingers trembled as she pushed her own dress from her shoulders, letting it pool at her feet. The cool air kissed her skin, raising goosebumps. She stood naked, exposed, her heart a frantic drum against her ribs. She kept her eyes down, taking in the other women—the curve of Trudie’s hip, the soft swell of Melody’s belly, the proud line of Samantha’s back. They were all beautiful, all vulnerable.

Elias approached a glass cabinet. He returned with a small, lacquered box. Opening it, he revealed a row of silver clamps, each with a tiny, delicate chain dangling from it.

“These will help focus your minds,” he said, his tone conversational, as if discussing the weather.

He started with Christine, pinching her nipple, rolling it until it pebbled tightly, then attaching the clamp. She gasped, a sharp intake of air that wasn’t quite pain. He moved to Melody, then Samantha, each gasp and flinch a punctuation in the quiet room.

Then he was before Donna. His fingers were warm, surprisingly gentle as he took her nipple. A jolt shot through her, straight to her core. He applied the clamp. The pressure was instant, a bright, biting claim that made her eyes water. The sensation was complex—a sharp pain that melted into a deep, throbbing ache. The second clamp followed, and she was anchored by twin points of demanding sensation.

“To the chains,” Elias directed.

They shuffled forward. Donna lifted her arms, and he fastened the cuffs around her wrists. The leather was buttery soft inside, snug but not cruel. He drew the chain up, taking her weight until she was on her toes, arms stretched above her, body a long, taut line. The other women were secured the same way, forming a silent, naked quartet under the lights. The strain in her shoulders was immediate, a burn that grounded her in the reality of her submission. The clamps on her nipples tugged with every slight movement, a constant, humming reminder.

Elias selected a flogger from the wall, its falls a cascade of soft black suede. He moved behind Christine first. The first impact was a dull, heavy thud against her backside. Christine cried out, her body jolting against the chains. He delivered a series of strokes, each one drawing a gasp, a moan, the sound layered with something that wasn’t just distress. A pink bloom spread across her skin.

He worked his way down the line. Donna watched, mesmerized and terrified, as Trudie took the strikes with gritted teeth, her breath coming in sharp pants, as Melody whimpered but pushed her hips back after each impact. When Elias stopped before Samantha, the defiant one simply stared ahead, her jaw tight, but a faint flush spread down her chest.

Then he stood before Donna.

Her whole world narrowed to his pale eyes and the instrument in his hand. The first strike landed across her upper thighs.

It was fire. A brilliant, shocking stripe of sensation that made her cry out. Before the pain could settle, it transformed, spreading through her like warm honey, pooling low in her belly. The second strike crossed her shoulders. She arched, a moan torn from her lips. The third hit the same place as the first, and this time the pain was a gateway, swinging wide open to a flood of pure, shocking arousal. She felt soaked, aching, the empty space between her legs a pounding void. Each thwack of the suede was a punctuation mark in a sentence of escalating need. She lost count, lost in the rhythm of impact and the searing, glorious aftermath.

He stopped.

Her skin sang. Her entire body trembled, suspended by pleasure and strain.

Without a word, Elias walked to Trudie and Melody, releasing their cuffs. They stumbled, rubbing their wrists, their skin glowing from the attention.

“Kneel,” he told them, his voice quiet. He pointed to Donna and Samantha, still hanging in their bonds. “Taste them. Make them come.”

Trudie’s eyes met Donna’s. There was no hesitation, only a dark, shared understanding. She knelt on the cool floor before Donna. Her hands came up to cradle Donna’s hips, her thumbs stroking the creases where thigh met torso. Then she leaned in.

The first touch of Trudie’s tongue was a lightning strike.

It was flat and broad, a slow, deliberate swipe up her entire seam. Donna’s head fell back, a ragged cry escaping her lips. The chains rattled as her body jerked. Trudie did it again, slower, savoring, before zeroing in on the aching center of her.

Her mouth was hot, skilled, relentless. She licked and sucked at Donna’s clit, her tongue circling, flicking, applying perfect, maddening pressure. Donna could hear, just beside her, Samantha’s escalating moans as Melody worked on her with equal dedication. The sounds filled the room, a symphony of wetness and desperation.

Trudie added fingers, one, then two, sliding into Donna with an easy glide. She curled them, finding a spot inside that made Donna see white. The dual sensation—the exquisite torture on her nipples, the stretch and fill inside her, the merciless attention on her clit—drove her to the edge with terrifying speed. Her thighs shook. Her cries became incoherent pleas. The orgasm tore through her, a convulsive, sweeping wave that locked her muscles and stole the air from her lungs. She screamed, the sound raw and unchained, her body convulsing around Trudie’s fingers and mouth until she was spent, limp in the restraints, panting.

Elias released her cuffs and Samantha’s. Donna’s legs buckled, but Trudie caught her, holding her up until she found her footing. Her body felt liquid, used, magnificent.

“On your knees. All of you,” Elias commanded, his own clothing now discarded. He was fully erect, his size making Donna’s throat go dry.

The four women knelt in a row before him. He stepped to Trudie first, his hand threading into her hair. He guided himself to her lips, and she opened for him without resistance. He fed his cock into her mouth, a slow, steady invasion. Donna watched, hypnotized, as Trudie’s cheeks hollowed, as he began to move, setting a deep, rhythmic pace. The wet, muffled sounds were obscene. He fucked her mouth with a focused intensity, his hips pumping, his grip in her hair firm. Trudie’s eyes watered, but she took it, her throat working.

He moved to Samantha next. She looked up at him, that defiance still in her eyes, but she opened her mouth. He entered her with more force, a sharp thrust that made her gag once, a rough sound that quickly smoothed into a wet, sucking rhythm. He held her head still, driving into the tight heat of her throat, his own breath starting to come harder.

Melody was weeping softly before he even reached her, but she parted her lips willingly. With her, he was almost gentle, a slower, grinding penetration that had her gagging reflexively but then relaxing, her tongue lapping at his shaft as he slid in and out.

Then he was before Donna.

Her mouth flooded with anticipation. He tilted her chin up with his fingers. His cock, glistening from the other women’s mouths, looked immense. He pressed the broad, smooth head against her lips.

“Open.”

She did. He pushed inside.

The stretch was immediate, overwhelming. He filled her mouth, the taste of salt and other women sharp on her tongue. He didn’t wait for her to adjust. He pulled back and thrust forward, deeper this time, the tip hitting the back of her throat. She gagged, her eyes streaming. He held there for a moment, letting her struggle, letting her feel the full, impossible invasion. Then he withdrew and did it again. And again.

He set a punishing pace, using her mouth with a brutal ownership that should have humiliated her. Instead, it ignited her. Each gag, each choked breath, each time her nose pressed against his skin, sent a fresh flood of heat between her legs. Her own arousal, so recently sated, roared back to life, a desperate, hungry thing. She could hear the wet, slapping sounds of his hips against her face, her own choked, guttural noises. She lost herself in the act of being used, her mind blissfully blank, focused only on the thickness stretching her lips, the dominant rhythm he set.

He pulled out of her mouth with a slick pop, leaving her gasping, saliva trailing from her chin.

His eyes, dark with lust, locked on hers. He glanced at the others, then back to her. A decision made.

“You,” he said, his voice gravel. “Over the bench.”

A padded, leather-covered bench stood nearby. Weak-limbed, Donna crawled onto it, her belly pressed to the cool leather, her ass in the air. She felt more exposed than ever. She heard the other women shifting, watching.

Elias’s hands gripped her hips, his thumbs digging into the soft flesh. He positioned himself, the blunt head of his cock nudging against her entrance. She was soaked, ready, aching.

He pushed in.

The stretch was exquisite, a full, burning claim that stole her breath. He was larger than she’d imagined, filling her in a way that bordered on pain. He didn’t stop. He sank deeper, an inexorable invasion that made her whimper into the leather. When he was fully seated, he paused, letting her feel the absolute fullness.

Then he moved.

The first thrust was a promise. The second, a demand. The third rocked her whole body forward on the bench. He found a rhythm, hard and deep, each stroke pushing a choked sound from her throat. The slap of skin on skin filled the room. The clamps on her nipples swayed and pulled with each powerful drive, the pain a bright counterpoint to the incredible friction inside her.

“Look at her take it,” she heard Elias growl, not to her, but to the others. “See how her body opens for me.”

Donna turned her head, her cheek against the leather. The other three women were on their knees, watching, their hands between their own legs or on their breasts, their faces flushed with arousal. Seeing their eyes on her, seeing their hunger, tipped her over another edge. Her second orgasm built fast, a tight coil in her belly that wound tighter with every deep, possessive thrust.

He leaned over her, his chest to her back, his mouth at her ear. “Come for me,” he commanded, his voice a rough whisper.

It was all she needed. The coil snapped. Her climax erupted, a violent, shuddering release that clenched around his driving cock, milking him, pulling a guttural roar from his throat. He drove into her once, twice more, then buried himself to the hilt as his own release pulsed hot and deep inside her. The feeling of him spurting, filling her, triggered a third, smaller ripple of pleasure that left her trembling and boneless.

For a long moment, the only sounds were their ragged breaths and the faint hum of the climate control. He pulled out of her slowly, and she felt a warm trickle down her inner thigh.

He stepped back. Donna stayed slumped over the bench, unable to move.

“Get dressed,” Elias said, his voice once again calm, controlled. He was already pulling on his trousers. “Rest. The week has only just begun. The fun,” he said, and she could hear the smile in his voice, “is just getting started.”

Donna pushed herself up, her body sore, used, humming with a strange, profound satisfaction. The fear was a distant memory, burned away in the crucible of sensation. As she reached for her discarded dress, her fingers still unsteady, a single, clear thought cut through the haze.

She was going to enjoy this vacation.

8 - ANNIE’S NEW PLAYMATE
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Annie’s pink room, usually a sanctuary of plush toys and soft blankets, felt suddenly, claustrophobically small. The air, usually scented with her strawberry shampoo, now carried the faint, unfamiliar perfume of the stranger standing beside Daddy Carlos. Katie. A name that sat in Annie’s stomach like a cold, hard stone.

Annie had been Carlos’s little girl for a year now. She’d moved into his house where he’d built her a playroom, full of toys and games. It was a place where she could forget the troubles of the adult world, secure in the knowledge that Daddy Carlos would take care of everything. But then, Katie came along, threatening everything Annie held dear.

Carlos’s hand was large and reassuring on the small of Annie’s back. “This is Katie, sweetheart. She’s going to be your new playmate.”

Katie smiled, a timid, practiced thing. She was dressed similarly to Annie—a frilly, knee-length pastel dress, white socks, and shiny black shoes. A copycat, Annie thought, her jealousy a sharp, green twist in her chest. The afternoon was a blur of forced tea parties and awkward doll-play, Annie’s movements stiff, her responses monosyllabic. Every giggle from Katie felt like a personal affront, every approving nod from Carlos a betrayal.

The breaking point came when Katie proudly presented her porcelain doll, a delicate thing with painted blue eyes. “Daddy got her for me last week,” Katie chirped, her voice saccharine.

Something inside Annie snapped. It wasn’t premeditated. Her hand just lashed out, swatting the doll from Katie’s grasp. It hit the edge of the vanity with a sickening crack, the head separating from the body and rolling under the bed.

Silence, thick and heavy, filled the room.

Katie’s eyes welled with real tears. Carlos’s expression shifted from patient to stern in a heartbeat. The warmth drained from his eyes, replaced by a cool, disappointed authority that made Annie’s heart thud painfully.

“Annie.” His voice was low, a warning rumble. “What did you do?”

“She—she was showing off!” Annie stammered, hearing how petulant she sounded.

“That is no excuse. You have been very, very bad.” He turned to Katie, his tone softening only slightly. “I’m sorry, Katie. Annie will apologize. Right now.”

Annie’s cheeks burned. “Sorry,” she mumbled to the floor.

“Look at her when you say it,” Carlos commanded.

Reluctantly, Annie lifted her gaze to Katie’s tear-streaked face. “I’m sorry I broke your doll.”

Carlos nodded, his decision made. “Good. But sorry isn’t enough for such deliberate naughtiness. You know what happens to bad girls.” He sat on the edge of her fluffy bed and patted his thigh. “Come here.”

A familiar mix of dread and a strange, shivering anticipation coiled in Annie’s belly. She hesitated, but the firm look in his eyes brooked no argument. Slowly, she walked over, the frills of her dress whispering as she moved. He guided her face-down over his solid legs, her stomach resting on his muscular thigh. He flipped up the back of her dress, exposing her plain white cotton panties.

“Count for me, babygirl.”

The first smack landed, a sharp, stinging crack against the thin fabric. Annie gasped. “One.”

He spanked her again, harder, the impact blooming into a warm, spreading heat. “Two.”

Smack. “Three!” Her voice hitched.

Smack. “Four!”

By the time he reached ten, her bottom was throbbing, a deep, radiant ache that pulsed with her heartbeat. She was crying, hot tears soaking into the bedspread, but beneath the sting was a perverse sense of relief, of order being restored. He had seen her badness and was correcting it. She was his.

When he finished, he let her lie there for a moment, his large hand gently rubbing the punished flesh. Then he helped her up, wiping her tears with his thumb. Katie watched, wide-eyed, from the rocking chair, her earlier upset now mingled with fascination.

“Now,” Carlos said, his voice returning to its calm, commanding tone. “I think you two need to bond. A proper, close bond. I want you both to take off your dresses. Right now.”

Annie’s breath caught. She glanced at Katie, who was already standing, her fingers trembling on the buttons of her own dress. The competitive jealousy flared again, but it was different now, filtered through the haze of her punishment and the raw, exposed feeling of being over his knee. She wanted to be good. She wanted to please him.

They undressed in silence, letting the frilly garments pool at their feet until they stood in just their socks and panties. Carlos’s gaze was approving, possessive, moving over both of them. “The panties too. And the socks. I want to see all of you.”

Annie hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her cotton briefs, pushing them down her legs. The cool air kissed her heated skin, making her shiver. She saw Katie do the same, revealing a neat triangle of dark curls. They were both naked now, two young women standing shyly in a little girl’s room, their bodies ripe and undeniably adult under the soft glow of the fairy lights.

“Beautiful,” Carlos murmured. “Annie, come here. Touch Katie. Show her you’re friends.”

Annie’s pulse hammered in her ears. She stepped closer to Katie, who stood perfectly still, her breath shallow. Tentatively, Annie reached out, her fingertips brushing the soft skin of Katie’s stomach. Katie flinched, then exhaled, her body relaxing. Emboldened, Annie cupped Katie’s small, pert breast, her thumb circling the already tight peak of her nipple. Katie’s lips parted in a soft oh.

“That’s it,” Carlos encouraged from his seat on the bed, his own posture relaxed but his eyes intensely focused. “Explore. Learn what she likes.”

Annie’s hand drifted lower, over the gentle curve of Katie’s hip, through the coarse silk of her pubic hair, and finally, into the slick heat between her legs. Katie gasped, her knees buckling slightly as Annie’s middle finger found her entrance and slid inside. It was incredibly wet, tight and hot. Annie began to move her finger, a slow in-and-out, watching Katie’s face contort with pleasure. She added a second finger, curling them slightly, and Katie cried out, a genuine, ragged sound of bliss as her hips began to jerk forward to meet each thrust.

“She likes that,” Carlos observed, his voice a low rumble. “Now, Katie. Your turn. Taste Annie. Make her feel good.”

Katie, her face flushed, dropped to her knees without hesitation. Her hands gripped Annie’s thighs, and then her tongue was there, a flat, hot stroke right up the center of Annie’s slit. Annie’s head fell back, a moan tearing from her throat. Oh god. It was so different from Carlos’s touch—softer, more curious, but no less devastating. Katie licked and sucked at her clit with a frantic, eager devotion, her fingers digging into Annie’s flesh.

The jealousy, the frustration, the sting of the spanking—it all melted, combusting into pure, white-hot sensation. Annie’s hands tangled in Katie’s hair, not guiding, just holding on as the pleasure built, a terrifying, wonderful pressure in her core. She was babbling, pleading, “Yes, right there, don’t stop, please…” and then she was coming, her body convulsing as a flood of wetness gushed over Katie’s chin and mouth. Katie drank it down, lapping at her until Annie, trembling, had to push her gently away.

Carlos stood then, unbuckling his belt. The sound of his zipper was loud in the quiet room. He freed his erection, thick and already fully hard. “My good girls,” he said, his voice thick with arousal. “Come here. Both of you.”

They moved to him, kneeling together on the soft rug before him. Annie leaned in first, taking the broad head of his cock into her mouth, tasting salt and skin. She swirled her tongue around the crown, then Katie was there, kissing and licking the length of his shaft. They worked in tandem, Annie sucking the head deep while Katie worshipped the base, their hands roaming over his hips and thighs. He groaned, a deep, visceral sound of pleasure, his fingers carding through both of their hairs.

“Switch,” he grunted.

Katie took him into her mouth, taking him deeper than Annie had, her cheeks hollowing. Annie lavished attention on his heavy balls, cupping and licking, before tracing her tongue up the prominent vein on the underside of his shaft to meet Katie’s mouth. They shared him like this, a messy, wet, intimate dance, their tongues tangling around his flesh, until his breathing grew ragged.

“I’m going to come,” he warned, his voice strained.

They both pulled back, looking up at him with wide, eager eyes, their lips swollen and glistening. With a final, powerful groan, he came. Thick, hot ropes of cum shot across their faces, striping Annie’s cheek and Katie’s forehead, landing in warm spurts on their tongues and chins. They stayed still, panting, accepting every last drop.

Carlos sank back onto the bed, pulling them both up to nestle against his sides. He kissed Annie’s damp forehead. “You see, my precious Annie? Nothing has changed. You are still my babygirl.” He turned and kissed Katie’s temple. “And you, Katie, are welcome here. You are both mine.”

Annie nuzzled into his chest, the last vestiges of her fear dissolving. The salty taste of him was on her lips, the scent of their shared sex filled the air, and Katie’s warm, sticky body was pressed against her other side. It was chaotic, and overwhelming, and perfect. She wasn’t being replaced. The family had just gotten bigger.
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The door to the Sigma Rose house closed with a solid, echoing thud. Aretha stood in the foyer, her heart pounding a frantic rhythm against her ribs. The air smelled of expensive perfume, lemon polish, and something else—something electric.

Mandie, the chapter president, smiled. It was a sharp, knowing curve of her lips. “Glad you made it, Aretha. The others are waiting.”

She led Aretha into a sprawling living room, where soft lamplight glowed against dark wood. Three other girls—Keri, Marsha, and Lainey—perched on the edges of plush furniture, their faces a blend of nerves and excitement. And there were two guys. They lounged with an easy confidence, their gazes tracking Aretha’s entrance. Alex had tousled blond hair and a lazy grin. Joe was darker, more intense, his eyes like chips of obsidian.

“You know the deal,” Mandie said, her voice smooth as honey. “You four want in. Sigma Rose isn’t just about philanthropy and mixers. We’re about experience. About pushing boundaries.” She gestured to the men. “Alex and Joe are our… guests of honor tonight. They have free use of you. All of you. Consider it your final audition.”

Aretha’s mouth went dry. Free use. The words hung in the air, thick and heavy. She’d expected silly games, maybe some embarrassing dares. Not this. A flush crept up her neck, but it wasn’t entirely panic. A low, unwelcome heat stirred in her belly. She looked at the other pledges. Keri bit her lip, but her eyes were bright. Marsha stared at Joe with open fascination. Lainey just nodded, quick and bird-like.

“Is this…” Aretha started, her voice faint.

“Consensual?” Mandie finished. “Absolutely. You can walk right now. The door’s behind you. But if you stay, you play. And you want to play, don’t you? I can see it.”

Aretha’s breath caught, but not in the clichéd way. It simply stopped, suspended. She did want to. The shame of it burned, but the curiosity burned hotter. The desire to belong, to be one of these sleek, unafraid women, warred with every sane instinct. The war was brief. She gave a tiny, almost imperceptible nod.

Alex chuckled, a low, warm sound. He stood, and his hands went to his belt. Joe mirrored him. The sound of zippers was obscenely loud in the quiet room.

“Keri, Aretha, you’re with Alex,” Mandie instructed, her tone businesslike. “Marsha, Lainey, with Joe. Let’s see how you welcome our guests.”

Keri slid off the couch and onto her knees on the thick rug before Alex without hesitation. Aretha’s legs moved as if through syrup, lowering her beside Keri. Alex’s cock sprang free, already thick and hardening. It looked intimidating, veined and smooth. The musk of him, clean skin and masculine warmth, filled her head.

“Go on,” Alex murmured.

Keri leaned in first, her pink lips parting. She took the head into her mouth, her tongue swirling. A soft groan came from above them. Aretha watched, mesmerized, as Keri’s cheeks hollowed. Then Alex’s hand, warm and large, cupped the back of Aretha’s head. Not forcing, just guiding.

Her own lips parted. The taste hit her first—salty skin, a hint of soap. She flicked her tongue against the shaft, feeling the silken skin over rigid hardness. A jolt went straight through her, settling between her thighs with a damp pulse. She took him deeper, gagging slightly, the stretch of her jaw a strange, submissive pleasure.

They traded off, Keri then Aretha, their lips glistening, their breaths mingling. Aretha glanced sideways. On the other rug, Marsha had taken Joe fully into her mouth, her head bobbing with earnest rhythm while Lainey kissed and licked his balls. The visual sent another surge of heat through Aretha. She was doing this. She was really doing it.

Alex’s hips began a shallow thrust. “Good girls,” he rasped. “So good.”

The praise, filthy and sincere, made her core clench. She sucked harder, using her hand at the base, copying what she saw Keri do. The world narrowed to this: the weight on her tongue, the sounds of wet friction, the pounding of her own blood.

All too soon, Alex pulled back, his cock glistening under the light. Joe did the same. They shared a look.

“Paddles,” Joe said, the single word sending a fresh shock through the room.

From behind an armchair, they produced two polished wooden paddles, smooth and ominous. Mandie smiled. “Strip. Everything. Then bend over the couch. Asses in the air.”

No one protested. The rules were clear now. Aretha’s fingers trembled as she pulled her sweater over her head, unhooked her bra. Jeans and panties followed, pooled around her ankles. The air was cool on her naked skin, raising goosebumps. She was painfully aware of every eye on her. She kept her gaze down, moving with the others to the large, leather sofa.

She bent, pressing her torso against the cool leather, her cheek to the cushion. Her ass was exposed, lifted. To her left, Keri assumed the same position. To her right, Marsha and Lainey lined up along a second sofa.

The first swat landed on Lainey’s behind with a sharp, startling crack. She yelped. Then one hit Marsha. Then Keri. Aretha tensed, waiting.

It came. A bright, stinging burst of pain that radiated across her left cheek. She gasped. Before it could fade, another hit the right side. Crack. The pain was hot, immediate, but underneath it, a deeper, warmer throb began to pulse in her sex. She was getting wet. The shame was gone, burned away by sheer sensation.

The paddles fell in a steady, alternating rhythm. Sting, heat, throb. Sting, heat, throb. Her skin grew fever-hot. Soft cries and whimpers filled the room, her own among them. She heard Joe’s gruff commentary. “Look at that blush. Beautiful.”

Finally, it stopped. The heat in her backside was a living thing.

“Now,” Mandie purred. “The four of you. Pair up. Taste each other. Show us how much you love your sisters.”

Aretha’s head swam. Keri was already turning to her, eyes dark with a shared, wild understanding. They stumbled to the larger couch, Keri pushing Aretha down onto her back, her legs hanging over the edge.

“My turn,” Keri whispered, and her head dipped between Aretha’s thighs.

The first touch of a tongue, hot and pointed, directly on her clit made Aretha arch off the couch with a sharp cry. It was too much, too good. Keri ate her with a focused hunger, licking broad strokes through her folds before zeroing back in on that aching bud. Aretha’s hands fisted in Keri’s hair, not to guide, just to hold on.

Across the room, Marsha was sprawled on the rug, Lainey’s face buried between her thighs. The sounds were obscene—wet, sucking, hungry sounds, mixed with ragged moans.

And the men watched. Alex and Joe stood, stroking their own thick erections, their eyes raking over the four women. The visual of it, the sheer debauchery, pushed Aretha higher. Keri’s tongue worked magic, circling, flicking, pressing. Aretha’s hips began to rock, meeting that delicious mouth.

She was close. So close. The coil in her belly wound tight, ready to snap.

Then a shadow fell over her. Joe.

He nudged Keri’s head aside with his thigh, not roughly, but insistently. Keri kept licking, now focusing lower, on Aretha’s entrance. Joe positioned the swollen head of his cock at Aretha’s lips.

“Open,” he said.

She did, and he pushed in, filling her mouth, stretching it wide. He didn’t thrust, not at first. He just let her feel the heavy, salty weight on her tongue. Keri’s tongue speared into her, and Aretha moaned around the cock in her mouth, the vibration drawing a growl from Joe.

Then he moved. Slow, then harder. His thrusts into her mouth timed with Keri’s flicks on her clit. It was overwhelming. Sensory overload. The slap of Joe’s hips against her face, the slick, relentless pleasure between her legs, the musky scent of sex and sweat. She couldn’t think, could only feel.

The climax tore through her without warning. A white-hot wave of pure release that shook her from her core out to her trembling limbs. Her back bowed, a guttural, muffled scream vibrating around Joe’s shaft. Pleasure pulsed through her in relentless waves, draining her strength.

Joe pulled from her mouth, her lips bruised and slick. She panted, boneless, her vision speckled.

He wasn’t done. “Over,” he grunted, pulling her up by the arm. Her legs barely held her. He manhandled her over the arm of the couch, her stinging ass high in the air, her upper body bent over the back. The position was deeply vulnerable, lewd.

She felt the blunt, hot pressure of him at her entrance. He paused. “This is what you wanted, right, pledge?”

“Yes,” she gasped, the word ripped from her. “Yes.”

He sheathed himself in one long, brutal stroke. She was soaked, swollen from her orgasm, and he filled her completely, a stunning, stretching fullness that stole her breath. He didn’t wait for her to adjust. He set a punishing pace, each thrust jolting her forward, making the leather squeak.

Her gaze, blurred and unfocused, landed across the room. Keri was now straddling Alex on a recliner, riding him, her head thrown back, breasts bouncing. Her cries were high and desperate. Aretha watched, mesmerized, as Keri’s body went rigid, her inner muscles milking Alex as she came with a sharp, sobbing wail.

The sight of it, the raw ecstasy on Keri’s face, combined with the relentless, deep friction inside her own body, ignited Aretha again. A second, sharper orgasm began to build, climbing from the place where their bodies joined. It was different—deeper, less about her clit and more about the fullness, the domination, the sheer possession.

Joe’s rhythm fractured. His thrusts became ragged, deeper. “Gonna fill you up,” he snarled, his hands biting into her hips.

That did it. The words, the promise, tipped her over. She shattered again, her inner walls fluttering wildly around his invading length. Her cry was a broken, continuous sound.

With a final, grinding thrust, Joe buried himself to the hilt. She felt the hot, liquid pulse of his release flooding her, a shocking intimacy that made her whimper. He stayed there, pressed deep, as they both shuddered through the aftershocks.

Silence fell, broken only by heavy breathing.

Slowly, Joe pulled out. A trickle of warmth trailed down Aretha’s inner thigh. She slumped over the couch, spent, her body humming.

Mandie’s heels tapped on the hardwood as she walked into the center of the room. She looked at the four naked, flushed, glistening women, and the two satisfied men.

“Congratulations,” she said, a genuine smile on her face now. “You’ve passed. Welcome to Sigma Rose.”

Aretha’s heart, which had finally begun to slow, gave a little leap. She was in.

Mandie’s eyes sparkled. “Tonight was just a taste. As sisters, you’ll have access to parties, connections… and pleasure beyond anything you’ve imagined. The men we associate with are generous. They appreciate beautiful, skilled women.” She glanced at Alex and Joe, who were pulling on their clothes with lazy smiles. “Get cleaned up. Your real journey starts now.”

Aretha pushed herself up, her legs shaky. Keri stumbled over, handing Aretha her crumpled shirt. They shared a look—exhausted, overwhelmed, but also alive with a fierce, new complicity.

As she pulled her clothes back on, the fabric rough against her sensitive skin, Aretha felt it. Not regret. Anticipation. A hungry, eager thrill for what came next. This was just the beginning. Mandie’s words echoed in her head.

Pleasure beyond anything you’ve imagined.

10 - DADDY CALLS THE DOCTOR

MMF / BDSM / Medical Exam / DDLG / Fingering / Speculum / Enema / Dildo / Buttplug / Anal

The scent of lemon polish hung in the air. Zara was on her hands and knees, scrubbing the kitchen tiles, the short black skirt of her maid’s uniform riding up to expose the pale curve of her ass. The stockings bit into her thighs. She heard the front door open, then the heavy, familiar tread of his shoes on the hardwood.

“Daddy’s home,” his voice rumbled from the foyer.

She stayed on the floor, a flush of warmth spreading through her. That voice, that title, always did that to her. It was a command and a caress all at once.

He walked into the kitchen, his shadow falling over her. She looked up, seeing his tailored suit, his impassive face. “Stand up, pet.”

She did, smoothing her skirt, feeling exposed under his gaze.

“A doctor is coming to see you in an hour,” he stated, his eyes roaming over her body. “Dr. Richardson. I’ve had some concerns.”

Her heart skipped. “Concerns, Daddy?”

“About your performance. Specifically, your anal performance.” He stepped closer, a finger tracing the line of her jaw. “You’re too tight. It’s becoming a problem. The doctor will examine you and recommend a course of action.”

A shiver, part anxiety, part thrill, shot down her spine. She simply nodded. “Yes, Daddy.”

The hour passed in a blur of nervous anticipation. When the doorbell chimed, her stomach clenched. Daddy answered, ushering in a man in his late forties with salt-and-pepper hair and a calm, professional demeanor. Dr. Richardson carried a sleek black medical bag.

“Zara, this is Dr. Richardson,” Daddy said, his hand firm on the small of her back. “We’ll proceed in the bedroom.”

The room felt different with the doctor there. The large bed, usually a place of play and submission, now felt like an examination table. The air was cool on her skin.

“Please, disrobe and lie on the bed, Zara,” Dr. Richardson instructed, his tone clinical as he opened his bag.

Her fingers trembled as she unbuttoned the tiny uniform, letting it pool at her feet. She lay back on the cool sheets, completely exposed. Daddy stood by the window, watching, his arms crossed. A silent, powerful spectator.

The doctor pulled on a pair of latex gloves. The snap was loud in the quiet room. “We’ll begin with a standard pelvic exam.”

His touch was impersonal, efficient. He parted her folds, his gaze analytical. “Relax,” he murmured, though it wasn’t a request. Two slick, gloved fingers pressed inside her. She gasped, her hips lifting slightly. He worked them in and out, his other hand pressing on her lower abdomen. “Vaginal tone is excellent. No issues here.”

Next came the speculum, cold and metallic. He inserted it, the click of the mechanism echoing. She felt stretched, opened, utterly on display for both men. He peered inside, adjusting the light from a small penlight. “Healthy. Very good.”

Daddy spoke from his post. “The concern is the other entrance, Doctor. She’s too tight. It impedes… function.”

Dr. Richardson nodded, removing the speculum. “Turn over, Zara. On your hands and knees, please.”

The position was deeply submissive. She presented herself, her ass in the air, her face buried in the duvet. She heard the squelch of more lubricant.

“A digital examination first,” the doctor said.

The cold, slick tip of his finger circled her tight rosette. She whimpered, pushing back instinctively. So wrong. So clinical. And yet, a heat was building low in her belly. His finger pressed, and with a soft pop, the first knuckle slipped inside. She cried out, her body clenching violently around the intrusion.

“You see?” Daddy’s voice held a note of satisfaction. “Excessively tight.”

Dr. Richardson worked his finger deeper, a slow, torturous invasion. “Indeed. The sphincter is exceptionally strong, but it lacks pliancy. A strict regimen of anal training will be necessary.” He withdrew his finger, leaving her feeling oddly empty. “First, we must ensure she is clean.”

From his bag, he produced a large rubber bulb with a tapered nozzle. He filled it from a bottle of clear solution. “This is a mild saline enema. You will hold it for five minutes.”

The nozzle, cold and liberally lubed, pressed against her. She braced herself. A slow, steady pressure, and then a flood of warm liquid filled her, stretching her insides in a wholly new way. It was a full, heavy sensation. “Hold it,” the doctor commanded.

She squeezed her muscles, trembling. Daddy walked over, stroking her hair. “Good girl. Take it all.” The minutes stretched, the fullness becoming an ache. Finally, she was allowed to scramble to the adjoining bathroom to expel it.

When she returned, feeling hollow and sensitive, the doctor had laid out an array of silicone dildos on the bed, graduating in size from modest to intimidatingly large.

“We begin with dilation,” he said, selecting the smallest, which was still thicker than his finger. He coated it in a thick, clear gel. “Relax your muscles, Zara. Breathe out.”

The cool, blunt tip pressed against her. She panted, pushing back as she’d been taught. There was a sharp sting of resistance, then a slow, burning give as the head popped past her ring. A groan tore from her throat. It hurt. But beneath the burn was a deep, spreading fullness that made her toes curl.

“Good,” Dr. Richardson murmured, working it in to the hilt with slow, shallow thrusts. “The discomfort is normal. Your body is learning.”

He worked it for what felt like ages, until the initial pain faded into a warm, throbbing ache. Then, without removing it, he picked up the next size. This one made her eyes widen. He slicked it, then pressed its tip against the base of the first dildo, slowly pushing it in alongside. The stretch was immense, breathtaking. She felt split open, stuffed beyond belief. A choked sob escaped her, but she was grinding her hips back against him, seeking more of that devastating fullness.

“She’s taking it well,” the doctor observed to Daddy.

“She’s a good pet,” Daddy replied, his voice thick. “She wants to be good.”

The third dildo was monstrous, a deep purple shaft with a pronounced curve. Zara shook her head, a tear slipping down her cheek. “I… I can’t, Daddy. It’s too much.”

“You can, and you will,” Daddy said, his hand coming down in a sharp, stinging slap on her ass cheek. The pain bloomed, mixing with the deep ache inside her. “Try.”

Dr. Richardson removed the two smaller dildos, leaving her gaping and empty. He poured more lube, coating the giant toy, then smearing it around her stretched, quivering hole. The broad, bulbous head pressed against her.

“Breathe, Zara. Push out against me.”

She did, sobbing. There was a terrible, impossible pressure, a white-hot ring of fire. And then, with a final, gut-wrenching push from the doctor, it was inside. The feeling was catastrophic. She was impaled, filled to the absolute limit. She saw stars.

Then he began to move it.

Slow at first, just shallow retreats and advances. The burning began to transmute. The drag of the thick silicone against her overstimulated walls sparked something else—a deep, internal friction that radiated through her whole pelvis. Her clit, neglected and throbbing, pulsed in time with his thrusts.

“Oh god,” she moaned, the sound muffled by the bedding.

“She’s responding,” the doctor said, his clinical tone finally cracking with a hint of exertion. He picked up the pace, fucking her ass with long, smooth strokes.

The sensation built, a coil tightening low in her belly. The pain was still there, a bright edge, but it was now woven through with pure, unadulterated pleasure. Each thrust rocked her forward, grinding her clit against the bed. She was losing herself, mindless, animal. The stretch, the fullness, the commanding rhythm—it overwhelmed her.

Her orgasm crashed over her without warning. A raw, screaming release that clenched her entire body. Her ass muscles spasmed wildly around the huge invading toy, milking it, and her cunt gushed, soaking the sheets beneath her as Dr. Richardson relentlessly fucked her through it.

When he finally stilled, withdrawing the massive dildo with a soft, wet sound, she collapsed, boneless and trembling.

From his bag, Dr. Richardson produced a large, jeweled buttplug. He lubricated it and, without ceremony, pressed it into her well-used passage. It seated itself with a firm pop, the flared base resting snugly against her.

“You will wear this at all times, except for bathroom use and your training sessions,” he instructed, wiping his hands. “The dilation must be performed daily, working through the progression. Consistency is key.”

Daddy stepped forward, his eyes dark with possession. “I’ll take over the training from here, Doctor.”

“Excellent,” Dr. Richardson said, packing his bag. “She has excellent potential. Report any issues.”

After the doctor left, Daddy looked down at her, a slow smile spreading across his face. He tapped the jeweled base of the plug, making her jump. “My good girl. You were perfect.”

Zara, still buzzing with aftershocks, the plug a constant, thrilling reminder inside her, could only manage a weak, blissful smile.

11 - PUNISHED AND PADDLED

MMFFFFFF / First Person / BDSM / Paddling / Blowjob / PIV Sex / Anal

Excerpt from Free Use Behind Bars by Brandi Moore:

The harsh buzz of the overhead lights jolted me awake. My head throbbed from last night’s hooch, and the warm, comfortable tangle of limbs around me suddenly felt like a trap. Eva’s arm was still heavy across my waist, Charlotte’s leg thrown over mine.

Boots echoed on the linoleum, a sharp, angry rhythm. I opened my eyes.

Officer Donovan stood at the foot of the bunks, his pale blue eyes like chips of ice. In his hand, he held the empty plastic hooch bottle, dangling it by the neck. His jaw was set, a muscle ticking in his cheek. The air in the room went cold.

“Up,” he barked.

We scrambled, the drowsy peace shattered. Sheets rustled as we all sat up, blinking in the cruel light. Eva was instantly alert, her body tense beside me. Marie looked terrified. Charlotte wore a defiant smirk that didn’t reach her eyes. Jacqueline and Beverly just looked resigned.

“You think the rules don’t apply to you?” Donovan’s voice was low, dangerous. He shook the bottle. “You think this is a fucking sleepaway camp?”

He pulled his radio from his belt. “Clark. I need you in Dorm Three. Now.”

A crackle of static, then a male voice. “Copy.”

A minute later, another officer filled the doorway. Officer Clark was younger, with a buzz cut and a similar build to Donovan, though leaner. His eyes swept over us with cold appraisal.

“I found contraband,” Donovan said, not taking his eyes off us. “Time for a lesson in consequences. On your feet. All of you. Strip.”

My heart hammered against my ribs. The order was so blunt, so public. I looked at Eva. Her face was a stone mask, but I saw the fury burning in her dark eyes. Slowly, we all stood beside our bunks. Fingers fumbled with buttons. The rustle of cheap fabric filled the silence as orange uniforms pooled on the floor. I stepped out of mine, crossing my arms over my chest, my skin prickling with goosebumps under their twin gazes.

Donovan and Clark each pulled a long, flat leather paddle from their duty belts. The dark leather looked worn, supple. Dangerous.

“Bend over. Grip the footboard of your bunk,” Donovan commanded. “Ass out. You don’t move until I say.”

Eva was first. She didn’t hesitate. She turned, bent smoothly at the waist, and grabbed the metal rail of her bunk, presenting her muscular, rounded ass. Donovan stepped behind her.

The first swing of the paddle cracked through the room like a gunshot. Eva’s body jerked, a sharp gasp hissing through her teeth. A bright red rectangle bloomed on her tan skin.

Smack! Another, on the other cheek. Her knuckles turned white on the rail. She took each blow in rigid silence, but her body trembled with the impact.

Clark moved to Charlotte. The smirk was gone from her face now, replaced by pale fear. She bent over. Clark’s swing was just as hard, just as precise. Charlotte cried out, a short, sharp sound she bit off halfway through. Red welts rose quickly on her fair skin.

The rhythmic, brutal sounds filled the dorm—the sharp crack of leather on flesh, strained breathing, muffled cries. Jacqueline took her punishment from Clark with quiet whimpers, tears streaming down her face. Beverly, from Donovan, with low moans that sounded almost like sobs.

Then it was my turn.

“Willow,” Donovan said, his voice directly behind me.

I was trembling so hard my knees felt weak. I turned, mimicking the others, bending over the cold metal rail. The position was utterly exposing, humiliating. I felt the cool air on my most intimate parts. I closed my eyes, bracing.

The first strike was a sunburst of pure, shocking pain. I yelped, my whole body seizing. The sting was immediate and intense, a line of fire across my left cheek. Before it could fade, the second landed on the right. I cried out again, tears springing to my eyes.

But as the sharp pain ebbed, something else rushed in to fill the space. A deep, throbbing heat. A spreading warmth that curled low in my belly. With the third smack, the fourth, the pain and the pleasure began to blur. Each impact jolted through me, and the heat between my legs grew, a slick, undeniable arousal. I was wet. I could feel it. A soft, shameful moan escaped my lips on the sixth strike.

He stopped. The air cooled the burning skin of my ass. I was panting, my face wet with tears, my core aching with need.

I heard a zipper. Then another.

“Eva. Willow. On your knees. Now.”

We moved, awkward, sore. We knelt on the hard floor between the bunks, facing Donovan. He’d freed his cock, already thick and hard. Clark had done the same, and he’d pulled Charlotte to her feet, turning her to face the wall, his hands on her hips.

“Suck,” Donovan ordered, his gaze boring into me.

Eva went first. She leaned forward, taking the broad head into her mouth, her lips stretching. She sucked hard, her tongue swirling. Donovan’s eyes slid shut for a second, a low grunt in his throat. After a moment, he gripped her cornrows and gently pulled her off. “Switch.”

I moved in. The taste of him, salt and skin and a faint hint of Eva, filled my mouth. I took him as deep as I could, my own arousal spiking at the feel of him on my tongue, the sound of Clark grunting as he pushed into Charlotte from behind. Charlotte’s muffled cries mixed with the wet slap of skin.

We switched back and forth, a rhythm established. Eva, then me, then Eva again. Donovan’s hand fisted in my hair, guiding my pace, pushing a little deeper each time. I gagged, tears welling again, but the humiliation fed the fire inside me. I loved the feel of his control, the sheer force of his desire.

Across the room, Clark was fucking Charlotte hard, her body pressed against the cinderblock wall. His hands gripped her hips, slamming her back onto him with each thrust.

Donovan pulled me off him, a string of saliva connecting my lip to his glistening shaft. “Bed. Hands and knees.”

I crawled onto the nearest bunk, the rough blanket scratchy under my knees and palms. My heart was a wild drum. I felt him position himself behind me, the head of his cock nudging my soaked entrance. He pushed in, not slowly, filling me in one relentless stroke.

I cried out, my back arching. He was so big, stretching me, owning me. He set a punishing pace immediately, each deep drive sending shocks of pleasure-pain through my sore, sensitized body. The sounds were obscene—the wet slap of our joining, his ragged breaths, my own choked moans.

I saw Clark pull out of Charlotte, who slumped against the wall. He turned to Eva, who was still on her knees. He gestured, and Eva stood, turning to bend over the bunk. Clark entered her from behind, and Eva’s head dropped, a long, guttural groan tearing from her throat as he started to move.

Donovan’s thrusts grew more urgent. One of his hands left my hip. I felt a slick, cool finger circle my other entrance. He pressed, and the pressure was intense, overwhelming. My body resisted for a second, then yielded as he pushed the tip of his finger inside.

The dual sensation was incredible—his cock pounding my pussy, his finger breaching my ass. I felt full, stretched, completely possessed. The coil in my belly wound impossibly tight.

He removed his finger. I felt the blunt, wider pressure of his cockhead replace it. “Relax,” he grunted, his voice strained.

He pushed. There was a sharp, burning stretch, a moment of shocking fullness that stole my breath. Then he was in, deeper than I thought possible, buried in my ass. He held still for a heartbeat, letting me adjust to the incredible, invasive feeling. Then he moved.

It was a different kind of friction, tighter, hotter. Each thrust sent bolts of white-hot pleasure straight to my core. The initial burn faded, replaced by a building, urgent need. I was panting, begging wordlessly, my fingers clawing at the blanket.

“That’s it,” Donovan growled, his pace relentless. “Take it.”

My orgasm ripped through me without warning. It wasn’t a wave; it was an explosion. My vision whited out. My ass clenched rhythmically around his invading length, milking him, and a raw, broken scream tore from my throat as pleasure detonated every nerve.

Feeling me convulse around him drove him over. With a final, deep grind, he buried himself to the hilt. A hot flood filled my ass as he came, his own groan harsh and satisfied against my back.

He stayed there for a long moment, both of us trembling, before slowly pulling out. I collapsed onto my side, boneless and wrecked.

I heard Clark finish with Eva, his own release punctuated by a low shout. Then, silence, broken only by our heavy, ragged breathing.

Boots moved across the floor. Zippers. Without a word, Officers Donovan and Clark left. The door clicked shut.

For a minute, no one moved. Then, slowly, we all began to stir, wincing as we sat up, touched our sore, marked skin. We gathered our uniforms and dressed in silence.

Beverly was the first to speak, her husky voice quiet. “You know… I don’t hate it,” she admitted, smoothing her orange top. “The program. There’s a… freedom in it. In not having to think.”

Eva stared at her as if she’d grown a second head. “You’re crazy. This is a cage. I can’t wait to be out of here. I miss my life. My phone. Real food. A cigarette.” She looked at me. “Right, Willow?”

I nodded quickly, forcing my voice to work. “Yeah. Of course. It’s… it’s awful.”

But inside, a secret, shameful warmth still glowed. The memory of the paddle’s bite, the feel of being so completely used, the shocking climax he’d wrung from my body… my skin still hummed with it. I agreed with Eva out loud, but in the quiet of my own mind, I knew the truth. A part of me was starting to crave the awful, wonderful punishment.

12 - A FATHER AND SON’S BDSM BOND

MMF / Taboo / Father-in-Law / Cheating / BDSM / Group Sex / Age Gap / Public / Whipping / PIV Sex / Blowjob

The taillights of Dave’s sedan glowed like malevolent eyes in the deepening twilight. Annie’s knuckles were white on the steering wheel, her heart a frantic drum against her ribs. For weeks, these secret outings with his father, Roger, had frayed her nerves. The vague answers, the whispered phone calls, the faint, unfamiliar scent on his collar—it all coalesced into a tight knot of suspicion in her gut tonight. She had to know.

She followed them downtown, into a district of anonymous, grey-brick buildings. Dave’s car slid into a spot, and the two men, so similar in their confident stride, disappeared through a unmarked metal door. Annie counted to sixty, a painful hammer of each second in her chest, before she followed.

The door gave way to a second, heavier one, muffling a deep, rhythmic thump of music. When she pushed it open, the world shifted.

The air was thick with the scent of leather, sweat, and something metallic. Candlelight flickered off polished steel chains. The music was a primal beat that vibrated through the soles of her shoes. And the people… A woman, arched over a wooden horse, her back a canvas of delicate red lines. A man kneeling, head bowed, as a dominatrix in thigh-high boots circled him. Annie’s breath hitched. This wasn’t a bar. It was a temple to something dark and carnal.

Then she saw them.

In a corner, under a single, stark spotlight, stood Dave and Roger. Dave held a flogger, its falls whispering against the floor. Roger was speaking softly to a nude woman bound to a St. Andrew’s cross. He caressed her cheek, a gesture so at odds with the environment it was terrifying. Then he nodded to Dave.

Annie watched, frozen, as her husband drew his arm back and brought the flogger down. It wasn’t a savage blow, but a practiced, precise one. The soft thud against the woman’s flesh echoed in Annie’s soul. A gasp, not of pain, but of pleasure, filled the space between musical beats. Rage, hot and blinding, erupted in Annie’s chest. She stormed across the room, oblivious to the other patrons.

“Dave! What the hell is this?”

Both men turned. Dave’s eyes widened in shock, then narrowed with something else—annoyance? Roger simply raised an eyebrow, a faint smile playing on his lips.

“Annie. This isn’t what you think,” Dave began, but his father cut him off.

“It’s exactly what she thinks, son.” Roger’s voice was calm, eerily so. He gestured to the bound woman. “Give us the room, please, Sarah.” The woman was swiftly released and retreated, casting a curious glance at Annie.

“It’s a club,” Dave said, his voice low. “Something dad and I… we’ve always shared this interest. It’s how we bond.”

“You… you bond by whipping women?” Annie spat, her voice trembling.

“By understanding power, control, and trust,” Roger corrected gently. His eyes, so much like his son’s, scanned her face, seeing past the anger to the bewildered curiosity beneath. “It’s a world of consensual surrender.” He took a step closer. “You followed him here for a reason, Annie. You wanted in. So… are you in?”

Her heart was a wild bird trapped in her chest. This was madness. It was depraved. But Dave was looking at her not with apology, but with a new, intense heat. And Roger’s presence was a gravitational pull toward the unknown. The knot in her stomach wasn’t just fear; it was a thrilling, terrifying anticipation. She desperately wanted to be part of their world.

“Yes,” she whispered, the word leaving her lips before her mind could veto it.

They led her to a private room, the door clicking shut with finality. It was quieter here, the music a distant throb. Racks of implements lined the walls. A padded leather bench stood in the center.

“Strip,” Roger commanded, his voice shedding all pretense of the gentle father-in-law.

Annie’s eyes flew to Dave. He just nodded, his gaze dark with desire. This was the permission, the confirmation. Her fingers, clumsy with nerves, went to her blouse. Button by button, she revealed herself. Then her jeans, her underwear, until she stood naked and shivering under their appraising stares.

“Bend over the bench,” Roger instructed. “Arch your back. Present yourself.”

The cool leather met her stomach and breasts. She gripped the far edge, her body tensing. She heard the whisper of leather as Roger selected a whip. This was it.

The first strike was a line of pure, startling fire across her shoulders. She cried out, the sound swallowed by the room. But as the initial shock faded, it was replaced by a spreading warmth, a tingling alive-ness that radiated through her muscles. The next fell lower, on the crest of her ass, and a low moan escaped her. It didn’t just hurt; it awoke every nerve ending.

Dave took his turn. His blows were lighter, more teasing, each one a promise of what was to come. With every strike, the coiling tension in her core wound tighter. The pain was a key, unlocking a deep, primal hunger. She was panting now, pushing her ass back into each impact, craving it.

“On your hands and knees,” Dave growled, his voice rough with need.

She scrambled to obey, the leather sticking to her damp skin. She heard the unmistakable sound of his zipper. A moment later, the broad, hot head of his cock was pressing against her soaked entrance. He didn’t ask. He didn’t need to. She was dripping for him.

He drove into her with one powerful thrust, filling her completely. A guttural scream was torn from her throat as he set a brutal, punishing pace. Each snap of his hips rocked her entire body, sending fresh jolts of pleasure-pain from her whipped skin through her core. She was being consumed, used, and it was the most exhilarating feeling of her life.

Then Roger was in front of her. He fisted a hand in her hair, tilting her head up. His cock, thick and veined, brushed against her lips. “Open,” he murmured.

She did, and he slid deep into her mouth, fucking her face with the same dominant rhythm his son was using on her pussy. She was pinned between them, a vessel for their shared desire, and her mind shattered. The world dissolved into sensation: the slap of skin, the fullness, the scent of them, the building pressure in her womb.

Roger’s grip on her hair tightened. “I’m going to cum on that pretty face,” he grunted, his hips stuttering. He pulled out, and hot streaks of salt painted her cheeks, her lips, her closed eyelids.

The vulgarity of it, the sheer possession, tipped her over the edge. Her orgasm exploded, a silent scream tearing through her as her pussy convulsed around Dave’s pumping cock. The rhythmic clenching milked him, and with a roar, he pulled out and emptied himself in thick, warm pulses across the marked skin of her back.

For a long moment, the only sound was their ragged breathing. Dave gently pulled her upright. He tossed her clothes into her lap. “You did great, Annie.”

Roger wiped himself off with a towel, his smile one of deep satisfaction. “I do hope you’ll join us again.”

Annie simply sat there, cum cooling on her skin, her body humming with a profound, well-used ache. She couldn’t believe what had just happened. But as she met Dave’s proud gaze, she knew one thing with absolute certainty: she had never, ever felt more alive.

13 - A STUDENT’S EXAM ROOM AWAKENING


MFF / BDSM / Medical Exam / College / Teacher Student / Age Gap / Fingering / Dildo / Vibrator / Anal / Double Penetration

“A little higher, Kelly. Right there. Yes, just like that.”

Kelly’s gloved finger circled the swollen, pink nub of Hailey’s clit, and the woman on the table let out a sharp, guttural moan that echoed in the sterile exam room. Kelly’s own face burned with a heat that had nothing to do with the overhead lights.

Dr. Johnson’s voice was a low, calm murmur beside her. “Good. Now apply consistent pressure. Observe the physiological response.”

Hailey’s hips gave a tiny, involuntary jerk, a silent plea for more. Kelly’s mind raced, trying to reconcile the clinical setting with the raw, primal sounds filling the air. This wasn’t in any textbook.

—

It started an hour ago, in the main lecture hall. Dr. Jared Johnson, a man in his late forties with an imposing presence and eyes that missed nothing, had announced a special, practical session.

“Medicine is not a spectator sport,” he’d said, his voice carrying to the back of the room. “To understand the female body, you must know it. Intimately. Today, you will pair up and perform guided pelvic examinations on one another.”

A nervous ripple had gone through the class. Kelly had sunk in her seat, wishing she could disappear. Hailey, the confident, blonde student from her study group, had simply raised a perfectly sculpted eyebrow.

When Dr. Johnson called Kelly and Hailey to the private exam room, Kelly’s stomach had twisted into knots. The room was all cold steel and bright lights, dominated by a standard exam table with its intimidating stirrups.

“Hailey,” Dr. Johnson had said, his tone leaving no room for debate. “Please prepare for the examination.”

Hailey, with a shrug that was far too casual, had slipped out of her jeans and panties, folded them neatly on a chair, and laid back on the crinkly paper of the table. She placed her feet in the metal stirrups, exposing herself completely without a hint of shame. Kelly had to look away, her heart hammering against her ribs.

“Kelly,” the doctor continued. “Gloves. You’ll begin the external exam. Describe what you see.”

Kelly’s hands trembled as she snapped on the latex gloves. The smell of powder filled her nostrils. She approached the table, her eyes fixed on a point on the wall behind Hailey’s head.

“Look at your subject, Kelly,” Dr. Johnson chided gently. “How can you learn if you don’t see?”

She forced her gaze down. Hailey’s vulva was prettier than she would have imagined, neat and blonde like the hair on her head. Kelly began a rote description. “Labia majora are symmetrical… no visible lesions or discoloration…”

“Now,” Dr. Johnson interrupted, his voice dropping. “Palpate the clitoris.”

Kelly froze. “I… Dr. Johnson, that’s not a standard part of a—”

“It is today,” he said, his voice leaving no room for argument. “A full understanding includes the epicenter of female pleasure. Its engorgement, its texture. Proceed.”

Her throat went dry. She looked at Hailey, who gave a slight, almost imperceptible nod, her eyes heavy-lidded. She’s enjoying this, Kelly thought with a jolt. The realization sent a confusing thrill through her.

Hesitantly, she brought her finger to the small hood of flesh. She touched it, a feather-light contact.

“Pressure, Kelly. You won’t break her.”

She pressed harder, circling the tiny nub as she’d been instructed. That’s when Hailey moaned. The sound was utterly unclinical. It was pure, undiluted sensation.

“Now,” Dr. Johnson said, his own breath seeming a little shallower. He handed her a smooth, silicone dildo, cool and lifelike. “A internal exam. Slowly.”

“Doctor, this is—” Kelly stammered.

“—Essential training,” he finished for her, his eyes dark and intense. “She’s ready. Look.”

Kelly looked. Hailey was glistening, wetness coating her inner thighs. The air smelled distinctly, musky, of arousal. Kelly’s own body responded with a treacherous pulse between her legs.

Guided by some newfound, foreign instinct, she pressed the tip of the dildo against Hailey’s entrance. It slid in with shocking ease, a smooth, wet glide. Hailey’s back arched off the table, a choked cry escaping her lips.

“Now move it. In and out. Observe the muscular contractions.”

Kelly fucked her with the toy, her own arm moving in a steady rhythm. The wet, slick sounds were obscene. Hailey’s hands gripped the edges of the table, her knuckles white. Her moans became a continuous, rising melody. Dr. Johnson watched, his approval a tangible force in the room.

“She’s going to climax,” he stated, as if noting a change in blood pressure.

And she did. Hailey’s body seized, a sharp, beautiful tremor wracking her frame. A long, low wail was torn from her throat as she collapsed back onto the paper, breathing ragged.

A beat of silence hung in the air, thick and charged.

Dr. Johnson turned to Kelly, a faint smile on his lips. “Well done. Now it’s your turn.”

Any protest died before it reached Kelly’s lips. The thrumming in her own core was too loud, too insistent. She wanted to feel what Hailey had felt. With trembling fingers, she undressed, her skin pebbling in the cool air. She lay back, the paper crinkling beneath her, and placed her feet in the cold stirrups, feeling more exposed than she ever had in her life.

Hailey, now glowing and confident, snapped on a fresh pair of gloves. She didn’t hesitate. Her fingers found Kelly’s center, and one, then two, slipped inside with an expertise that made Kelly gasp. Oh god. It was so much more intense than she’d imagined. Hailey’s fingers curled, stroking a spot deep inside that made stars burst behind Kelly’s eyelids. She couldn’t hold back her moans; they spilled from her, wanton and desperate.

“The anatomy is responsive,” Dr. Johnson noted, his voice husky. “But a full exam includes all external and internal structures. We should assess the rectum.”

Before Kelly could process the words, she felt a new pressure, cool and vibrating, at her other entrance. Her eyes flew open in shock.

“Just relax,” Hailey whispered, her breath warm on Kelly’s thigh. “It’s part of the lesson.”

The vibrator pressed inward, a slow, insistent stretch that was utterly alien and overwhelmingly good. Hailey worked it into her, gently, until it was fully seated, the relentless buzz sending vibrations through her very core. At the same time, Hailey’s thumb found Kelly’s clit, rubbing tight, frantic circles.

Kelly was losing her mind. The dual sensations were too much, too perfect. She was babbling, pleading, though she didn’t know for what.

Then she saw it. In Dr. Johnson’s hands was another dildo, this one larger, thicker. He coated it in gel and handed it to Hailey.

“For a comparative analysis,” he said.

The large silicone head pressed against Kelly’s soaked opening. As Hailey pushed the vibrator deeper into her ass, she simultaneously thrust the dildo into Kelly’s pussy, filling her completely.

Kelly screamed. It was a scream of pure, unadulterated ecstasy. Hailey established a brutal rhythm, fucking her with both toys, scissoring her, stretching her, owning her. The vibrations and the thrusts merged into one overwhelming wave of sensation. The coil in her abdomen wound tighter, tighter, until it—

It shattered.

Her orgasm ripped through her, a silent, seismic event that left her vision whiting out. Her body convulsed, her back arching violently off the table as a flood of her release gushed out, soaking the paper beneath her. Wave after wave of pleasure crashed over her, leaving her limp, boneless, and gasping for air.

Slowly, Hailey withdrew the toys. The loss of fullness was almost painful. Kelly lay there, utterly spent, trying to remember how to breathe.

They dressed in a heavy, sated silence. Dr. Johnson looked at them both, a glint of deep satisfaction in his eyes.

“Excellent work, ladies. Your practical understanding is… coming along. But there’s still much to learn.” He paused, letting the promise hang in the air. “I’ll see you both next week for further training.”

Kelly nodded, unable to speak. As she walked out of the room, her legs still weak, a single, thrilling thought echoed in her mind: she couldn’t wait for the next training session.

14 - COVERED IN CUM

MMMMF / BDSM / Bukkake / Blowjob / Facial / Group Sex / Orgy / PIV Sex / Handjob

The key turned in the lock, a soft click that echoed in the quiet entryway. Derrika hadn’t even managed to drop her purse before his voice, low and commanding, stopped her.

“Stop.”

She froze, her body instinctively going still at the sound. Victor sat in the high-backed armchair by the window, a king observing his domain. The setting sun cast long shadows across his sharp features.

“Come here.”

She walked to him, her heart beginning a heavy, anticipatory rhythm in her chest. He didn’t touch her. He just looked at her, his gaze a physical weight, stripping away the day, the commute, the petty worries. It all fell away until there was only him and the electric promise in the air.

Slowly, deliberately, he unzipped his trousers. The sound was obscenely loud. He freed his already hard cock, thick and demanding. He gripped himself at the base, his knuckles white.

“On your knees.”

It wasn’t a request. A shiver, hot and willing, raced down her spine. Her knees hit the polished floor without a second thought. The cool wood was a stark contrast to the heat flooding her own skin. She looked up at him, at the possessive gleam in his eyes, and her lips parted.

She leaned forward, her tongue darting out to trace the broad head, tasting the clean, salty pre-cum that had already gathered. A low groan rumbled in his chest, and the sound was her reward. She took him into her mouth, sinking down, letting her lips stretch around his girth. Her head began to bob, a slow, steady rhythm, her tongue working the sensitive vein underneath.

His hand came to the back of her head, not forcing, but guiding, setting a pace that grew steadily more urgent. Her world narrowed to the scent of him, the taste of him, the feeling of him sliding deep into her throat. Her own need was a throbbing ache between her legs, a direct line to the eager motions of her mouth. She could feel the tension coiling in his thighs, the telltale tightening in his balls resting against her chin.

“That’s it… take it all, you greedy girl,” he gritted out.

His hips gave a sharp, final thrust and he held her head firmly in place as he came. Hot, salty pulses shot against the back of her throat. She swallowed what she could, but it was too much. It spilled past her lips, coating her chin.

As the last shudder wracked his body, he released her. She pulled back, gasping for air, her face glistening. She started to raise her hand, instinct driving her to wipe the mess away.

“No.”

His voice was a whip crack. Her hand froze mid-air.

“Leave it.” A dark, pleased smile touched his lips. “Now get in the car.”

Dazed, still on her knees, she stared at him. The cum was warm and sticky on her skin. In the car? But the command was absolute. Obedience was her thrill. She rose on unsteady legs and followed him out to the garage, the evidence of her submission cooling on her face.

The drive was a blur of passing streetlights and her own racing thoughts. She didn’t ask where they were going. The sticky feeling on her skin was a constant, thrilling reminder of his ownership. Finally, he turned down a long, secluded driveway, stopping before a large, secluded country house. Music and the low hum of voices pulsed from within.

He led her inside, and the scene hit her like a physical blow. The air was thick with the musky scent of sex and sweat. In the open living room, bodies were tangled together on every surface—on couches, on the floor, against the wall. A moan echoed, then a gasp of pleasure, then a low, masculine laugh. It was an orgy in full, glorious swing.

Victor turned to her, his eyes burning with possessive fire. “Get naked. Now.”

Her fingers, trembling slightly, went to the buttons of her blouse. She let it fall to the floor, then her skirt, her bra, her panties. She stood bare before him and the entire room, his cum still marking her face.

He nodded toward a muscular man with a predatory grin leaning against the fireplace. “She’s all yours, Kyle.”

Kyle’s eyes raked over her body, lingering on her damp between her thighs. “Fucking perfect,” he murmured, taking her wrist and leading her to a large, leather couch. He sat down, pulling her down to her hands and knees in front of him. He didn’t kiss her, didn’t caress her. He just guided his cock, impressively thick and long, to her wet entrance.

With one powerful thrust, he was inside her, filling her completely. A cry was torn from her lips, a mix of shock and pure, unadulterated pleasure. He set a punishing rhythm, each drive of his hips punching a moan from her lungs. She buried her face in the leather cushion, her entire universe the sensation of being stretched and filled.

She opened her eyes and saw Victor standing beside the couch, his pants open again, stroking his own hard cock as he watched Kyle claim her. Their eyes met. The raw hunger in his gaze pushed her higher, closer to the edge.

He moved closer, the head of his cock brushing her lips. She opened for him eagerly, taking him into her mouth again as Kyle continued to pound into her from behind. She was suspended between them, consumed by them, a vessel for their pleasure. The dual sensations were overwhelming—the deep, full feeling in her pussy, the hard length sliding over her tongue.

The tight coil in her belly snapped. Her orgasm ripped through her, a silent, screaming wave of ecstasy that made her clench tightly around Kyle’s cock. Her cries were muffled around Victor’s shaft.

Feeling her climax, Victor grunted, pulling out of her mouth. He fisted his cock twice before hot stripes of cum splashed across her cheek and into her hair, matting it down. Almost simultaneously, Kyle gave a final, deep thrust and groaned, pulling out just as his own release painted warm, wet lines across her back and ass.

She slumped forward, breathless, dripping, used. But it wasn’t over. Another man, dark-haired and lean—Nick—was there, his cock in his hand. He put it to her lips and she knew what he wanted. Too spent to take him in her mouth, she wrapped her hand around him instead, stroking him quickly, roughly. It only took a few pulls before he was groaning, adding his own cum to the collection, splattering it over her swollen breasts.

Now she was truly covered. Spent. Glazed.

Victor looked down at his masterpiece, his breath still coming hard. “My turn,” he growled.

He pushed her onto her back on the couch, her skin sticking to the leather. He shoved Kyle’s cum deeper into her as he thrust inside her well-used pussy. It was slick and messy and so intensely intimate. He fucked her with a fierce, possessive rhythm, his eyes locked on the mess on her face, in her hair, on her torso.

“You’re such a filthy whore,” he breathed, his thrusts becoming erratic. “You love this, don’t you? You love being my dirty little canvas.”

“Yes,” she gasped, her voice ragged. “Yes, Victor.”

With a guttural roar, he came, pumping his release inside her, claiming her all over again. He collapsed on her for a moment before pushing himself up.

He tossed her crumpled clothes at her. They landed on her stomach, sticking slightly to the drying cum. “Get dressed.”

She did, the fabric feeling strange and abrasive against her sensitized, marked skin. He looked her over, a masterpiece of debauchery. Cum was drying in her hair, on her face, on her chest and back. She could smell it, smell all of them, on her.

He leaned close, his voice a whisper that vibrated through her entire being.

“Look at you. Absolutely covered. You belong to me.”

A wide, delirious smile spread across Derrika’s sticky face. She did. She absolutely did. As they walked back to the car, the cool night air a shock on her heated skin, only one thought circled in her mind. A thrilling, desperate anticipation.

What would he want next?

15 - A HOLLYWOOD AUDITION

MMF / BDSM / Group Sex / Spanking / Vibrator / Masturbation / PIV Sex

The bass thrummed through the floor, vibrating up through Raven’s heels as she stood near the bar of the exclusive LA nightclub. She clutched her phone like a lifeline, scrolling through photos of herself at auditions earlier that week.

The club was packed with beautiful people laughing, dancing, and flirting effortlessly. Raven felt out of place, her blue eyes scanning the crowd for someone—anyone—who might recognize her. She had just moved to Los Angeles, and the city felt vast and unforgiving. She wanted to be famous, but tonight, she just wanted to belong.

That’s when she felt it—the weight of someone’s gaze. Raven glanced to her left and saw two men watching her. They were handsome, both in tailored suits that screamed money. One had dark hair, slicked back, and a smirk that made her stomach flutter. The other was blond, with piercing green eyes that seemed to see straight through her. They didn’t look away when she caught them staring. Instead, the dark-haired man raised his glass in a silent toast.

Raven hesitated. She wasn’t sure if she should smile or look away. Before she could decide, the two men were walking toward her. Her heart skipped a beat. Stay calm, she told herself. This is how connections are made.

“Hi,” the dark-haired man said, his voice smooth and confident. “I’m Rick. This is Lyle.”

“Raven,” she replied, shaking their hands. Their grips were firm, their skin warm against hers.

“So, Raven,” Lyle said, his green eyes locking onto hers. “What brings you to a place like this? You don’t exactly look like the usual crowd.”

“I’m trying to break into acting,” she admitted, feeling a little self-conscious. “This is my first time here. A friend got me on the list.”

Rick smiled. “Acting, huh? We might be able to help with that. We’re casting directors.”

Her heart leapt. Casting directors? This was the break she’d been dreaming of. “Really?”

“Really,” Lyle said, his tone casual but his gaze intense. “We’re working on a big project right now. We’re always looking for fresh talent.”

They bought her a drink, and the three of them talked for what felt like hours. Rick and Lyle were charming, asking her about her dreams, her favorite roles, her acting style. They seemed interested in her, not just as a pretty face but as an artist. By the time they finished their drinks, Raven felt like she’d known them forever.

“Here’s the deal,” Rick said, leaning in closer. “We have a suite at the hotel down the street. Why don’t you come back with us? We can discuss a role we think you’d be perfect for. But”—he paused, his eyes narrowing slightly—“you have to do everything we say. No questions asked.”

Raven’s stomach twisted. There was something about the way he said it, the way Lyle’s eyes darkened slightly, that made her hesitate. But the thought of a big role, of finally getting her break, was too tempting to resist.

“Okay,” she said, her voice steady despite the flutter in her chest. “I’ll come.”

The limo ride was short but felt like an eternity. Raven sat between Rick and Lyle, her skirt riding up slightly as the car glided through the city. Then she felt it—Lyle’s hand on her thigh. His fingers traced lazy patterns along her skin, sending shivers up her spine.

“Relax,” he murmured, his voice low and smooth. “This is part of the audition.”

She didn’t know what to say. His hand moved higher, slipping under her skirt. She gasped as his fingers brushed against her panties. Is this really happening? Her mind raced, but her body responded, heat pooling between her legs.

When they arrived at the hotel suite, Raven tried to steady herself. The room was luxurious, with a sprawling view of the city. But her attention was drawn to the tools laid out on the bed—leather restraints, a paddle, a vibrator. Her breath caught.

“This is more than just an acting audition,” Rick said, watching her reaction closely. “We need to see if you’re willing to commit to a role. Are you?”

Raven swallowed hard. She wanted this. She wanted to be famous. “Yes.”

“Good,” Lyle said, his voice firm. “Strip. But take your time. We want to see you dance.”

She felt exposed under their gaze, but she obeyed, moving to the rhythm of the music that filled the room. Her hands slid over her body as she shed her clothes, piece by piece. The men watched intently, their eyes tracking every movement.

When she was naked, Lyle picked up the leather paddle. “On your hands and knees,” he commanded.

She obeyed, her heart pounding. The first strike came out of nowhere, the sharp crack of leather against her skin making her gasp. It stung, but there was an undercurrent of something else—arousal.

Rick handed her the vibrator. “Use this,” he said. “Show us how well you can perform.”

She hesitated for only a moment before pressing the vibrator against her clit. The sensation was electric, and she moaned softly, her hips moving instinctively. Rick and Lyle watched her, their hands moving to their own cocks, stroking in time with her rhythm.

She came with a cry, her body trembling. But the audition wasn’t over.

Rick bound her wrists to the bed with the leather restraints, his movements quick and efficient. “You’re doing great,” he said, his voice almost tender. “Now it’s our turn.”

She felt the weight of him as he positioned himself between her legs, his cock pressing against her entrance. He slid into her slowly, then began to thrust, each movement driving her closer to the edge. When he came, it was with a deep groan, his release filling her.

Lyle was next, his cock thicker, stretching her in a way that made her cry out. He fucked her hard, his hands gripping her hips as he drove into her. When he came, his cum mixing with Rick’s inside her, Raven felt a wave of euphoria wash over her. She came again, her body convulsing with pleasure.

Afterward, they untied her and helped her to her feet. Rick handed her a glass of water, his expression unreadable.

“You did well,” Lyle said, his tone matter-of-fact. “We’ll be in touch.”

As she left the hotel, Raven’s mind was a whirlwind of emotions. She felt used, but also exhilarated. Was this what it took to make it in Hollywood? She didn’t know. All she knew was that she hoped they would call.

The city loomed around her, its lights blurring as she walked. She pulled out her phone and stared at the screen, waiting for a message that might never come. But she couldn’t stop thinking about what had just happened, about the way Rick had looked at her, the way Lyle’s hands had felt on her body.

“What if they don’t call?” she whispered to herself, her voice trembling.

But then she remembered the way they’d promised her fame, the way they’d said she was perfect for the role. She couldn’t give up now. Not when she was so close to her dream.

As she hailed a cab, Raven took a deep breath and repeated the words that had been echoing in her mind all night: This is just the beginning.

16 - SOLD TO HIS FRIENDS

MMMMMF / BDSM / Sex Work / Group Sex / Gangbang / Bukkake / Dildo / Masturbation / Nipple Play / Cunnilingus / Blowjob / PIV Sex

The worn wooden floorboards were cool against Lilly’s knees, the scent of lemon polish sharp in the air. She scrubbed with a fierce concentration, the rhythmic swipe of the cloth a meditation. His floor. His house. Every task was for him, a silent offering to the man who owned her, heart and soul.

The click of the front door opening made her jump. She stayed on her knees, back straightening as Chris’s heavy footsteps echoed through the hallway. He stopped just behind her, his shadow falling over her work. She didn’t need to turn around to feel his appraising gaze, the weight of his approval or disapproval ready to settle on her.

“Look at you,” his voice was a low rumble, a sound that never failed to coil heat low in her belly. “So diligent.”

She remained perfectly still, her eyes cast down. “Thank you, Sir.”

He moved around her, his polished shoes coming into her line of sight. A finger brushed under her chin, tilting her face up to his. His dark eyes were intense, unreadable. “I want to introduce you to some people. Go put on that little black slip. The one with the lace. And the heels.”

A flutter of nerves, instantly quashed by a deeper, more potent thrill. He wanted to show her off. She nodded, rising quickly. “Yes, Chris.”

An hour later, she was sitting in the passenger seat of his car, the silk of her slip whispering against her thighs with every small movement. The city lights streaked past the window, a blur of gold and white. He drove in silence, one hand on the wheel, the other resting on her bare knee, his thumb absently stroking her skin. The possessive touch was both a comfort and an accelerant.

He parked in the circular drive of a towering, opulent hotel. A place of soft lights and gleaming marble. Her heels clicked a nervous staccato on the floor as they rode the elevator to the top floor, the silence between them thick with unspoken promise.

Chris didn’t knock. He simply opened the door to a sprawling suite, where four men turned from the panoramic city view to look at them. They were all well-dressed, exuding an air of casual wealth and sharp appraisal. Lilly recognized them vaguely—business associates of Chris’s. Nick, Joey, Zach, and Harry.

Her smile felt fragile. Nick, a man with a cool, commanding presence, stepped forward. He didn’t look at her face; his eyes traveled the length of her body, from her stilettos to the nervous pulse at her throat. He reached into his suit jacket and pulled out a thick stack of bills, handing it to Chris without a word.

Chris accepted it, his own gaze fixed on Lilly. “She’s ready to please you.”

The words hung in the air. Ready to please you. The implication crashed over her. Her breath hitched. All of them? Her eyes darted to Chris, wide with a silent question. His expression was a mask of calm expectation. He wanted this. The shock was a cold splash of water, but beneath it, a treacherous current of heat began to flow. She wanted to please him. It was her entire purpose. She gave a single, shaky nod.

“You heard me, Lilly,” Chris said, his voice dropping into that familiar, dominant tone that made her knees weak. “Get naked.”

Her fingers trembled as she reached for the thin straps of her slip. She pushed them down her shoulders, letting the black silk whisper down her body to pool at her feet. The cool air of the suite kissed her bare skin, raising goosebumps. She stood before the five men, completely exposed, her heart hammering against her ribs.

Nick stepped closer. In his hand was a large, veined silicone dildo. “Show us what you can do with this.”

She took it, the cool, firm weight of it foreign in her hand. Chris gave an almost imperceptible nod toward the large bed in the center of the room. This is for him. The thought was a mantra. She climbed onto the crisp white duvet, lying back against the pillows. All eyes were on her. She could feel their hunger, a palpable force in the room.

She parted her legs, giving them a view. She brought the tip of the toy to her entrance, already slick with a mixture of anxiety and a shocking, sudden arousal. For Chris. She pushed it inside herself with a soft, shuddering gasp. Oh god. The stretch was immediate, filling her exactly the way she craved. Her eyes fluttered closed for a second as she began to move her wrist, fucking herself with the toy, a low moan escaping her lips. This is what they want to see.

When she opened her eyes, the sight nearly made her climax then and there. All four men had their cocks out, stroking themselves slowly as they watched her perform. The raw, primal masculinity of it sent a jolt straight to her core. Nick and Joey moved to the sides of the bed, leaning down to capture her nipples in their mouths. The dual sensation of hot, wet suction and the relentless thrust of the toy made her cry out, her back arching off the bed.

Then Zach was there, replacing the toy with his mouth, his tongue lashing her clit with a skilled, devastating precision. The orgasm ripped through her without warning, a silent, blinding white wave that made her thighs shake around his head. Before she could even catch her breath, Harry’s thick cock was at her lips. She opened her mouth willingly, letting him push past her lips, her tongue swirling around the head before taking him deep, the salt-and-skin taste of him overwhelming her senses.

“That’s it, Lilly,” Chris’s voice cut through the haze of pleasure, steady and approving from where he watched, leaning against the wall. “You’re doing so good.”

Nick was the first to claim her properly. He positioned himself between her still-trembling legs, his own cock slick and eager. He drove into her with a single, powerful thrust that stole the air from her lungs. So full. He fucked her with a punishing, rhythmic intensity, each slam of his hips pushing her further up the bed, her moans growing louder, more desperate. She came again, her inner muscles clenching around him, and he groaned, spilling into her with a guttural sound.

Joey was next, rolling her onto her hands and knees. He gripped her hips, his fingers digging into her flesh as he plunged into her from behind. The change in angle was exquisite, hitting a spot deep inside her that made her see stars. She pushed back against him, meeting his thrusts, lost in the animalistic rhythm, the sound of skin slapping against skin echoing in the lavish room.

Zach took his turn, his pace slower, more deliberate, drawing out every sensation until she was pleading wordlessly into the duvet. She felt the hot rush of his release join the others inside her, a messy, decadent cocktail.

Finally, Harry lay back on the bed, his cock standing proud. “Your turn on top, sweetheart.”

She moved over him, straddling his hips. She lowered herself onto him, a gasp torn from her lips as he filled her completely. She rode him, setting a fierce, bouncing pace, her breasts swaying, her head thrown back. She was a creature of pure sensation, every nerve ending alive and screaming. The build-up was immense, a coil of pleasure tightening beyond bearing until it snapped. She shattered around him, her climax so intense it was almost painful, and with a roar, he joined her, his own release pumping into her overflowing depths.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of heavy breathing. Lilly slumped forward, then slowly, awkwardly, got off the bed. Cum was already starting to trickle down the inside of her thigh. Her makeup was surely ruined, her hair a mess. She felt utterly, completely used.

Chris pushed off the wall and walked toward her. He cupped her cheek, his thumb smearing a stray streak of eyeliner. His eyes were dark with a possessiveness that made her weak.

“Do you like being my whore?” he asked, his voice low and intimate.

The answer came from a place deep within her, a place she never knew existed until him. “Yes,” she whispered, the word raw and true. “I love it.”

A slow, satisfied smile spread across his face. He unzipped his trousers, freeing his hard cock. Without a word, she dropped to her knees before him, taking him into her mouth with a reverence earned. She worshipped him with her tongue, tasting herself and the others on him, and it only made her suck him harder, deeper. He let her work for a moment before his hands fisted in her hair, holding her still. He pulled out of her mouth just as he came, shooting thick, hot streaks of his own cum across her face, marking her as his final, ultimate possession.

In the car, the cool leather seat stuck to her thighs. The scent of sex and expensive cologne filled the space. Lilly stared out the window, feeling the dried, sticky evidence of the evening on her skin. Chris counted the stack of bills beside her, the soft rustle of paper the only sound.

He placed a hand on her leg, his touch now familiar and calming. “I’m very pleased with you, Lilly.”

Lilly’s heart raced with pride. “Thank you,” she whispered.

17 - AMELIA JOINS IN
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The vacuum cleaner’s hum was the only sound in the sun-drenched living room. Kelsie moved with a practiced rhythm, her mind pleasantly blank as she pushed the machine back and forth over the carpet. This was their agreement. Her submission. His command. A simple, clean dynamic that thrummed just beneath the surface of their domestic life.

The key turned in the front lock.

She didn’t look up, just clicked off the vacuum as Gerald’s familiar footsteps crossed the hardwood. But then a second, lighter set followed. Kelsie’s head lifted.

Gerald stood in the archway, a relaxed smile on his face. Beside him was a woman. She was tall, with dark hair swept over one shoulder and a curious, confident look in her eyes as she surveyed the room, then Kelsie.

“Kelsie, this is Amelia,” Gerald said, his voice calm, factual. He placed a hand on the small of Amelia’s back, guiding her fully into the room. “Amelia, this is Kelsie.”

Amelia offered a small, knowing smile. “Hi, Kelsie.”

Kelsie felt a flutter in her stomach, a sudden, sharp awareness of her own body in her old cleaning t-shirt and shorts. The rules were clear, but this was a new variable. Her eyes darted to Gerald, seeking a cue.

He gave it without words, his gaze holding hers, steady and expectant. Then he gestured toward the hallway. “Come with us.”

He led them both, his authority a tangible force in the quiet house, straight to the master bedroom. The late afternoon light slanted across the rumpled duvet. He turned, leaning against the dresser, and looked from one woman to the other.

“Get undressed. Both of you.”

The command, delivered so plainly, sent a direct current of heat straight to Kelsie’s core. Her fingers went to the hem of her shirt. Across from her, Amelia didn’t hesitate either, her fingers deftly unbuttoning her blouse. There was a soft rustle of fabric, the quiet click of a belt buckle, and then they were standing bare before him and each other. Kelsie’s skin prickled under Amelia’s appraising look, a mix of nerves and a strange, thrilling vulnerability.

Gerald’s eyes darkened with approval. He nodded toward the bed. “Kelsie. On your knees beside the bed. Amelia, lie back.”

Amelia complied, stretching out on the crisp cotton, her body a pale contrast against the dark sheets. Gerald’s hand came to rest on Kelsie’s shoulder, guiding her down until her knees pressed into the plush rug. He positioned her head between Amelia’s spread thighs.

“Taste her,” he said, his voice a low rumble.

Kelsie’s heart hammered against her ribs. She could smell Amelia’s scent, clean and musky and utterly female. She leaned in, her tongue finding the soft, swollen folds. She traced a slow, experimental line. Amelia’s breath hitched.

She likes it, Kelsie thought, a spark of power igniting in her submission. She focused, her tongue flattening to lap more firmly, seeking the hidden nub. When she found Amelia’s clit, she circled it, gently at first, then with more pressure.

A sharp gasp tore from Amelia’s lips. “Oh… yes, just like that.”

Amelia’s hips lifted off the bed, a silent plea for more. Kelsie gave it to her, her mouth settling into a rhythm of firm, sucking kisses. She listened to the symphony of Amelia’s pleasure—the stuttering moans, the creak of the bedframe as she twisted the sheets in her fists. The taste of her, salty and complex, filled Kelsie’s mouth. She felt drunk on it, on the power to unravel this stranger.

From the corner of her eye, she saw Gerald. He had stripped, his cock already hard and thick in his hand. He stroked himself slowly, his gaze locked on the scene before him, on Kelsie’s mouth working between Amelia’s thighs.

“Enough,” he said, though his voice was strained.

Kelsie pulled back, her lips glistening. Amelia was panting, her chest flushed.

Gerald moved to the bed, climbing over Amelia, settling between her legs. He didn’t ask. He guided himself to her entrance and pushed forward in one deep, relentless thrust.

Amelia cried out, her back arching. “Gerald!”

Kelsie watched, frozen. She expected a sting of jealousy, a pang of possession. But it didn’t come. Instead, a hotter, darker wave of arousal crashed over her. Seeing him take another woman, seeing the raw, physical demand of it… it made her own emptiness ache. Her nipples tightened to painful points. Her own wetness was a slick, undeniable truth between her legs.

Gerald fucked Amelia with a hard, driving pace, the sound of skin on skin filling the room. But his eyes found Kelsie’s. He held her gaze as he moved, as Amelia clawed at his back.

He pulled out of Amelia abruptly, leaving her whimpering. In two strides he was before Kelsie, his damp cock hovering at her lips.

“Clean it,” he growled.

She opened her mouth without thought. The broad head pushed past her lips, the taste of Amelia’s arousal now mingled with his own saltier pre-cum. She sucked him deep, her tongue swirling around the shaft, cleaning him, claiming the evidence of his possession of another. The act was profoundly degrading and utterly intoxicating. She moaned around him, the vibration making his thighs tense.

He pulled his cock from her mouth with a wet pop. “On your hands and knees. Now.”

She scrambled to obey, getting into position on the rug beside the bed, presenting herself to him. She felt his hands on her hips, rough and possessive. Then the blunt, insistent pressure of him, not at her entrance, but pushing, demanding.

He entered her in one savage thrust, so deep it stole her breath.

“Fuck!” The word was ripped from her.

He didn’t pause, didn’t gentle. He set a punishing rhythm, each powerful drive of his hips sending jolts of pure, electric pleasure through her center. The angle was perfect, his cock hitting a spot inside her that made her vision blur. She could hear Amelia’s ragged breathing from the bed beside them. She could smell their combined scents in the air.

Her own sounds were shameless—guttural moans, sharp cries with every impact. Her arms trembled, threatening to give out. The coil of pleasure in her belly wound tighter and tighter, a spring about to snap.

“You like watching me fuck her?” Gerald grunted, his pace never faltering. “You like being used after?”

“Yes!” she sobbed, the truth of it overwhelming. “God, yes!”

It was the permission her body needed. The climax tore through her, violent and consuming. Her inner muscles clamped down on his cock in rhythmic, milking spasms, a vise of pure sensation. She screamed into the rug, her body convulsing under his.

Her climax triggered his. With a final, brutal thrust, he buried himself to the hilt. A hot, ragged groan tore from his throat as he pulsed inside her, filling her with his release. She felt every jet, a scalding claim that mirrored the one he’d left in Amelia.

He stayed there for a long moment, both of them panting, dripping with sweat. Then he pulled out, leaving her feeling empty and used in the most exquisite way.

Kelsie collapsed onto her side, her body humming, completely spent. On the bed, Amelia was watching her, a faint, sated smile on her lips. Gerald stood over them both, looking down with an expression of deep satisfaction.

As her breathing slowly returned to normal, one thought crystallized in Kelsie’s bliss-fogged mind, a hopeful, hungry pulse amidst the aftershocks. She turned her head, looking first at Amelia’s languid form, then up at Gerald. “Thank you for inviting her,” she whispered.

18 - JAZZY’S FIRST BUKKAKE
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The silk of the scarlet chemise felt cool against Jazzy’s heated skin. She stood before the full-length mirror, her master’s command echoing in her ears. Put on something sexy. The delicate fabric did little to conceal her, only highlighting the curve of her hips and the deep swell of her breasts. A nervous thrill, sharp and electric, shot through her.

Kohl’s sharp whistle from the doorway made her jump. “Perfect. Now, the car. No questions.”

The drive was silent, tense. Jazzy watched the city lights blur into the manicured darkness of a wealthy enclave. Her heart hammered against her ribs, a frantic drum against the quiet luxury of Kohl’s sedan. He pulled into a circular driveway before a mansion that looked more like a museum, all gleaming marble and soft, golden light.

He didn’t look at her as he killed the engine. “You do everything they ask. You are perfection tonight, Jazzy. My perfect girl. Understood?”

Her voice was a whisper. “Yes, Master.”

The inside was all low lighting and deep masculine tones. Four men stood in a vast living area, glasses of amber liquid in their hands. Their conversation halted as she entered. Four pairs of eyes, hungry and appraising, raked over her body clothed in mere scarlet threads. She felt utterly exposed.

“Gentlemen,” Kohl’s voice was a smooth, commanding baritone. “This is Jazzy. Jazzy, this is Gary, our host.”

A man with silver at his temples and a predatory smile stepped forward. “A genuine pleasure.”

“And these are Rick, Maury, Sean, and Zayne.”

She murmured greetings, her skin prickling under their collective gaze. Kohl’s hand settled on the small of her back, a brand of ownership and reassurance.

“Jazzy is here for your pleasure tonight,” Kohl announced, his tone leaving no room for doubt. He turned his dark eyes to her. “Isn’t that right, pet?”

A flutter of panic, hot and sudden, tightened her chest. So many. Strangers. She’d never… this was entirely new. Her eyes darted to Kohl’s, seeking an anchor.

He saw her hesitation and leaned close, his breath warm on her ear. His voice dropped to a low, private murmur. “You are mine to give. This is a gift. Your submission is my power. Show me how beautiful you can be.”

His words, as always, unspooled the knot of anxiety inside her, replacing it with a heavy, liquid heat. This was for him. She was for him. She gave a single, sharp nod.

“The chemise, Jazzy. Off.”

Her fingers, which felt clumsy and foreign, went to the thin straps. She pushed them down her shoulders, letting the silken garment whisper down her body to pool at her feet on the expensive rug. The air in the room felt heavy, charged. She stood naked, her skin pebbling, her nipples hardening not just from the cool air, but from the intensity of their stares.

The men moved almost in unison, forming a loose circle around her. Zippers descended in a series of soft, definitive clicks. Hands worked. And then they were all there, hard and erect, a circle of rigid flesh pointing toward her, the center of their universe.

Kohl was closest. “Start with me.”

Her hand found his length, familiar and beloved. She stroked him, her thumb smearing the bead of moisture at his tip. He groaned, a deep, gratifying sound, and fisted a hand in her hair. Not hard. Just enough to guide her. He pressed the head of his cock against her lips and she opened for him, welcoming the familiar weight and taste of him on her tongue.

He didn’t wait, didn’t tease. He thrust into her mouth, setting a brutal, possessive pace, fucking her face with deep, smooth strokes that made her eyes water. The other men began stroking themselves, the soft, slick sounds filling the room, a lewd orchestra tuning up.

Kohl pulled out with a wet pop, his chest heaving. “Now the others. Gary and Rick.”

She turned, her movements becoming fluid, instinct taking over. One hand found Gary’s thick shaft, the other wrapped around Rick’s, which was longer and veined. She worked them in alternating rhythms, her own breath coming in short pants. Rick’s free hand cupped her cheek, guiding his cock to her mouth. She took him in, the salt-and-musk taste of him flooding her senses. He was not as gentle as Kohl, thrusting eagerly into the wet heat of her throat. She relaxed her jaw, taking him deeper, the head hitting the back of her throat. His groans escalated, his hips stuttering.

“I’m gonna… fuck…” was all the warning she got before his release shot hot and bitter down her throat. She swallowed convulsively, taking every pulse of him until he softened and withdrew.

“Sean. Zayne,” Kohl directed, his voice rough with his own need.

She dropped to her knees between them, the plush carpet soft beneath her. She took Sean into her mouth, her tongue swirling around his head, while her hand worked Zayne’s impressive girth. She switched, taking Zayne deep, her lips stretching around his width, while her hand feverishly jerked Sean. The world narrowed to this: the smell of sex and cologne, the taste of skin and salt, the feel of hard, hot velvety steel in her hands and mouth. Dicks everywhere. The thought was a delirious thrill. She was surrounded, consumed, used. And she loved it.

Zayne’s grip on her hair tightened. “Oh, yes, on your face…” His release was hot and thick, striping across her cheek, her eyelids, her lips. She gasped, and Sean, who was close, grunted and came, his cum splashing warm and sticky into her hair, trickling down her temple.

Gary stepped forward, his eyes dark. He aimed for her chest, groaning as he coated her breasts and stiff nipples in slick, pearlescent streaks.

Finally, Kohl was before her again, harder than ever. “Look at you. My masterpiece. Open.”

Jazzy tilted her head up, parting her bruised, slick lips. He stroked himself once, twice, and with a guttural cry, his climax hit her tongue, thick and abundant. It overflowed her mouth, dripping down her chin to mingle with Gary’s on her chest, a glistening, messy painting of her submission.

She was covered, claimed, debauched. A fire roared in her belly, an arousal so intense it was almost painful.

Kohl’s eyes burned with possessive pride. He took her hand and led her to a large leather sofa. He positioned her on her hands and knees, her back arched, presenting herself. Her skin was slick with sweat and spend. He ran a hand possessively over the curve of her ass.

“So perfect,” he muttered, and then he was pressing into her from behind, filling her achingly empty heat in one smooth, powerful thrust.

She cried out, the sensation overwhelming. He set a relentless, pounding rhythm, each drive of his hips hitting a spot deep inside that made her see stars. The slap of skin on skin, their ragged breathing, the scent of their union—it was all too much. The coil in her abdomen wound tighter and tighter until it snapped. Her orgasm ripped through her, a silent, searing wave that made her muscles clench around him convulsively.

Feeling her climax, Kohl’s rhythm broke. He drove into her one last, deep time, held himself there, and then pulled out. Hot stripes of his release painted her lower back, a final mark of possession.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their heavy breathing. Then, Kohl gently helped her up. He retrieved her dress from the floor and handed it to her. The scarlet silk felt different now against her spent, sensitive skin. A badge. The men, now composed and dressed, offered smiles that were a mix of sated respect and lingering hunger.

“An incredible gift, Kohl,” Gary said, shaking his hand. “Truly.”

“We’ll be back soon,” Kohl promised, his arm slipping around Jazzy’s waist.

In the car, the cool night air washed over her through the open window. She could still feel the ghost of hands on her skin, the taste of them on her tongue, the pleasant ache between her legs. She stared out at the passing mansions, but she wasn’t seeing them. She was seeing the circle of men, their hungry eyes, their pleasure.

Kohl reached over, his fingers intertwining with hers on the seat. “You were magnificent.”

A slow smile spread across Jazzy’s face. “Thank you,” she whispered, her heart swelling with pride.

19 - A CELEBRITY GANGBANG
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The polished chrome of the perfume counter reflected a version of Layla that felt utterly mundane, a stark contrast to the man now leaning against it. Roger Haze. His face was a map of familiar angles from a dozen movie screens, his smile a white, perfect curve that made her stomach flutter.

“And what would you recommend for a man who’s looking for something new, unusual?” he asked, his voice a low rumble that vibrated right through the glass case between them.

Layla’s professional composure, usually her armor, began to crack. God, he’s even more beautiful in person. She fumbled for a tester bottle, her fingers unsteady. “This, uh, this one is our new wood blend. It’s… bold.”

He took the bottle, his fingers brushing against hers. A jolt, electric and warm, shot up her arm. “Bold is good,” he murmured, his eyes not leaving hers. He didn’t even smell it. He was just looking at her. “I like bold.”

The flirtation was so direct, so improbable, that Layla could only blink. This isn’t happening. He’s not flirting with me. But he was. His gaze was intense, appreciative, stripping away her store-issue vest and seeing something beneath it.

When her shift ended, he was there. Not at the door like some awkward fan meet-up, but idling at the curb in a low-slung luxury car the color of midnight. The passenger door swung open silently. Get in, his gesture said. Her heart hammered against her ribs, a frantic drumbeat of yes, yes, yes. She slid onto butter-soft leather, the door thudding shut with a sound of immense finality.

“Where are we going?” she asked as the city lights began to blur past the tinted windows.

“A friend’s place,” Roger said, his hand resting comfortably on the gear shift, close to her knee. “Just a small get-together. I think you’ll fit right in.”

The “place” was a mansion, a modern fortress of glass and steel perched in the hills. Inside, the air was cool and smelled of expensive whiskey and cleaner. And then, her star-struck disbelief doubled, then tripled.

Leaning against a vast minimalist kitchen island were Kyle Powers, the alt-rock guitarist known for his smoldering stage presence, and Mick Maynard, the charming lead from that hit streaming show. They were both grinning, their eyes raking over her with open, predatory interest.

“You weren’t kidding, Roger,” Kyle said, his voice a gravelly tease. “She’s perfect.”

Mick just nodded, a slow, easy smile spreading across his face. “Absolutely perfect.”

Her mind was a whirl of celebrity magazines and red-carpet interviews. She was in a room with them. They were talking about her. Roger placed a guiding hand on the small of her back, his touch burning through her thin blouse, and led her down a hallway. This is it, she thought, a cocktail of terror and wild excitement fizzing in her veins. I’m going to hang out with celebrities.

The room they entered wasn’t a living room with a bar. It was a bedroom. Dominated by a huge, low platform bed. The door clicked shut behind them, a sound that seemed to suck all the air from the room.

“Alright, darling,” Roger said, his tone shifting from charming to commanding without a single raised voice. “Clothes off. Let’s see what we’re working with.”

The command was so sudden, so stark, that Layla froze. This isn’t a get-together. Her eyes darted between the three men, these idols who were now looking at her with a single, unified hunger. The surprise was a cold splash of water, but it was quickly heated by a surge of raw, intoxicating adrenaline. Without a word, her fingers, which felt curiously detached from her body, went to the buttons of her blouse. She let it fall to the plush carpet. Then her skirt. Her bra. Her panties. She stood there, naked under the soft light, her skin prickling with goosebumps and a shocking, deep thrum of anticipation.

Roger closed the distance, his hands finding her bare waist. “So beautiful,” he breathed against her lips before he kissed her. It wasn’t a gentle, getting-to-know-you kiss. It was a claiming. Deep and hungry, his tongue exploring her mouth as his hands slid down to cup her ass, pulling her firmly against the hard ridge of his erection. She moaned into his mouth, her own desire igniting, melting away the last remnants of hesitation.

He guided her onto the bed, laying her back against the cool duvet. He kissed his way down her body, his lips and tongue tracing a searing path over her collarbone, the swell of her breasts, her quivering stomach. He hooked her legs over his shoulders, and then his mouth was on her. There. Layla cried out, her back arching off the bed as his tongue found her clit. Oh god. He was an artist, his movements expert and relentless. A slow, circling pressure that built a fire in her core, then a faster, firm flickering that made her fists clutch the sheets.

Through half-lidded eyes, she saw Kyle and Mick standing by the bed, watching intently. They had shed their clothes. Kyle’s cock was thick and already hard in his hand, which was slowly stroking it. Mick’s was longer, and he was doing the same. The sight of them, these famous men, pleasuring themselves while watching Roger pleasure her, sent a new, dizzying wave of heat through her.

Kyle moved first, kneeling on the bed beside her head. He offered his cock to her lips. “Open up, sweetheart,” he murmured.

She did, and he slid into her mouth, his groan mingling with her own muffled one. He tasted of clean skin and salt. He set a rhythm, gentle at first, then deeper, his hips pumping, fucking her mouth while Roger’s tongue continued its devastating work on her clit. The dual sensation was overwhelming. The fullness in her mouth, the exquisite pressure between her legs. She was lost in a vortex of pure physical sensation.

Roger shifted suddenly, pulling away. “Turn over,” he commanded, his voice thick with need. “On your hands and knees.”

She complied eagerly, her body thrumming with obedience. He positioned himself behind her, his hands gripping her hips. She felt the broad, slick head of his cock press against her entrance. He’s so big. And then he pushed inside. A deep, stretching, glorious invasion that made her gasp. He filled her completely. He began to move, a steady, powerful rhythm that shook her entire body. Each thrust was a jolt of pure pleasure, each retreat a sweet agony.

Kyle was back at her mouth, and she took him eagerly, the lewd, wet sounds of her sucking filling the air alongside the slap of skin against skin. Mick moved closer, his hand stroking her back, pinching her nipples, feeding on the sight of her taking two of them at once.

Roger’s pace quickened, his breaths coming in ragged grunts. “I’m gonna cum,” he growled, his fingers digging into her flesh.

His thrusts became frantic, deep, and then he buried himself to the hilt with a guttural cry. She felt the hot, pulsing release flood her insides, a sensation so intimate and primal it sent her spiraling over the edge into a silent, shattering orgasm that clenched around him.

He pulled out, and Mick was there instantly, turning her onto her back. He slid into her wet, used warmth without hesitation. Roger’s cum was a slick film between them. Mick’s rhythm was different—longer, smoother strokes that hit a spot deep inside her that made her see stars. She was moaning freely now, a wanton, continuous sound.

Kyle, still stroking himself above her, groaned. “Fuck, I’m there…” His release hit her cheek, then her lips, warm and sudden.

A moment later, Mick pulled out of her, his own climax painting hot stripes across her stomach and breasts. She lay there, panting, utterly spent, her body glistening with a mixture of their sweat and their cum. The room smelled of sex and musk and power.

Roger leaned over her, tracing a finger through the mess on her stomach. A lazy, satisfied smile played on his lips. “So? Did you have fun tonight, Layla?”

A breathless laugh escaped her. Fun. It was the most inadequate word in the history of language. “Yes,” she managed, her voice hoarse. “God, yes.”

“Good,” he said, his smile widening. “We’re doing this again next week. You in?”

Her answer was immediate, a hungry, eager whisper. “Yes.”

20 - DAY 4 - SEVEN DAYS OF FREE USE
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Excerpt from Seven Days of Free Use by Brandi Moore:

The day felt strangely normal. We had breakfast on the terrace, the sun warm on my skin. Ethan was quiet, contemplative. When he finally spoke, his voice held a note of something I hadn’t heard before. Anticipation.

“I have a surprise for you today,” he said, setting his coffee cup down. His dark eyes held mine. “Consider it a test of your training.”

My pulse kicked. A test. My mind raced through possibilities, each more daunting than the last. He stood, offering his hand. I took it, the contact sending a familiar electric current up my arm. He led me, not upstairs, but back down the familiar hallway toward the playroom.

The door felt heavier today. He pushed it open.

Two men were already inside, waiting.

They stood by the equipment rack, dressed in dark, tailored trousers and simple shirts. One was blond, lean and sharp-featured with cool blue eyes—Sebastian. The other, Maurice, was broader, with a close-cropped beard and warm brown skin, his presence more solid, more imposing. They turned as we entered, their gazes sweeping over me with an appraisal that was clinical, yet intense.

“Wren, these are my associates, Sebastian and Maurice,” Ethan said, his hand resting possessively on the small of my back. “They’ve been… eager to meet you.”

Sebastian gave a slight, almost imperceptible nod. Maurice’s lips curved in a faint, knowing smile. A cold trickle of apprehension slid down my spine. This wasn’t a test for me. It was a demonstration. For them.

“She’ll be serving you both this afternoon,” Ethan continued, his tone conversational, as if discussing the weather. He was sharing me. The reality of it landed, a soft, heavy blow to my stomach.

I looked at him, searching his face for… I didn’t know what. A sign of regret? A joke? There was none. I found only calm expectation. He expected my obedience.

Sebastian’s eyes flickered to the leather bench in the center of the room. “Shall we?”

My throat felt tight. I swallowed. The memory of Troy’s face, pleading and weak as he traded me, flashed behind my eyes. Then it was gone, smothered by the stark reality of Ethan’s command. This was the price. This was the world I’d stepped into. A part of me recoiled. A larger, darker part… stirred.

“Yes,” I said, my voice steadier than I felt.

Ethan’s thumb stroked a tiny circle on my back. Approval. “On your knees,” he demanded.

I knelt on the cool floor. I heard the rustle of clothing, the quiet clink of belts. I didn’t look. I kept my eyes fixed on the floor. Then they were in front of me, standing close. Sebastian to my left, Maurice to my right.

Two cocks, already hard, were presented to me. Sebastian’s was long and pale, neatly trimmed. Maurice’s was thicker, darker, a heavy weight in his hand. The sheer reality of it—two—made my head spin.

“Suck,” Ethan instructed from somewhere behind me. His voice was a low command that vibrated in my bones.

I leaned forward, opening my mouth for Sebastian first. The smooth head touched my lips. I took him in, the taste of clean skin and salt filling my senses. I worked him with my tongue, my hand coming up to wrap around his base. After a few strokes, Ethan spoke again. “Switch.”

I released Sebastian, a string of saliva connecting my lip to his glistening tip, and turned to Maurice. He was thicker, stretching my lips wider. A low hum of pleasure came from his chest as I took him deeper, my other hand moving to stroke him in time with my mouth. Back to Sebastian. Then Maurice again. The rhythm was established by Ethan’s curt commands. “Switch.” “Now.”

My world narrowed to the heat and weight on my tongue, the slide of my fist, the muffled sounds of their breathing.

Then a third presence entered my field of vision. Ethan moved in front of the bench, his own cock, familiar and formidable, nudging against my cheek. “Don’t stop,” he murmured.

Now there were three. A dizzying array of flesh and heat. I took Ethan into my mouth, my head bobbing on his length while my hands continued their work on Sebastian and Maurice. I was an instrument, played by three masters. The room filled with the wet, rhythmic sounds of my efforts, the soft groans from the men. My jaw ached. My mind emptied of everything but the task—pleasing, serving, being used. A deep, shameless heat pooled between my legs.

After what felt like an eternity of this, Ethan pulled himself from my mouth with a soft pop. “Enough of that. Stand up.”

I stood on shaky legs. Ethan guided me to the bench. The cool leather met my thighs as I bent over it, my upper body resting on the padded surface. The glass plug inside me shifted, a stark reminder of my place. I gripped the edges, my knuckles white.

Sebastian and Maurice had moved to the rack. They returned, each holding a flogger—leather falls, supple and many-tailed. They took positions on either side of me.

The first strike came from Sebastian, a series of sharp, stinging lashes across my upper back. I gasped, my skin singing. Before I could recover, Maurice’s flogger landed on the backs of my thighs, a heavier, thudding impact that reverberated deep into the muscle.

They began an alternating rhythm, a symphony of pain. Sebastian’s falls were precise, biting. Maurice’s were broader, more thunderous. The sensations crashed over me—sharp sting, deep ache, the heat of my own blood rushing to the surface. I clenched my teeth, a low moan escaping with each hit.

A particularly heavy strike from Maurice caught me across the shoulder blades. A sharp cry was torn from my throat.

Immediately, Ethan was behind me. A hand fisted in my hair, pulling my head back. Something smooth and solid pressed against my lips. A red ball gag. “Open,” he ordered, his voice in my ear. I did, and he pushed the rubber sphere past my teeth, buckling the strap tightly at the back of my head. My cries were reduced to muffled grunts.

The flogging continued. The pain blurred, transforming into a radiant, all-consuming warmth. My skin felt alive, electric. My thoughts dissolved into a haze of sensation.

The floggers stopped. Strong hands gripped my hips, turning me. Sebastian moved behind me, his body pressing against my sore back. I felt the slick head of his cock press against my entrance, already wet and eager from the torment. He pushed inside with a single, deep thrust.

The fullness was a shock after the focused pain. He fucked me with a hard, driving rhythm, his fingers digging into the tender flesh of my hips. Each thrust jolted the plug in my ass, sending dual shocks of pleasure-pain through my core. The gag stifled my screams, turning them into desperate, animal sounds. My climax began to build, a tight coil at the base of my spine, fed by the relentless friction and the lingering sting on my skin.

Sebastian’s pace grew frantic. With a choked groan, he slammed into me, his body stiffening. I felt the hot, sudden rush of his release filling me. He held himself there for a moment, panting, before pulling out.

I was barely given a second to breathe. Maurice was there, his larger frame crowding Sebastian out. His hands on me were hotter, his touch more possessive. The thick head of his cock pressed against my well-used opening, now slick with Sebastian’s cum. He pushed.

The stretch was immense. A raw, burning fullness that made me see stars behind my closed eyelids. He was bigger, stretching me to a new limit. He set a slower, more deliberate pace than Sebastian, each deep, grinding thrust making my knees buckle. The plug shifted with his movement, rubbing a spot inside me that made my vision blur. My muffled cries were constant now, a stream of wanton need against the rubber gag.

He fucked me like he was carving a place for himself, his grip on my hips bruising. When his end came, it was with a deep, guttural sound. He drove in to the hilt, pulsing, his release adding to the wet heat already inside me.

He stepped back. I sagged against the bench, supported only by my trembling arms, filled and dripping.

Then Ethan was there. His hands were on my ass, spreading me. I heard the slick sound of the plug being removed, the cool air a shock on my stretched rim. He didn’t bother with more lubricant; I was soaked, open. The broad head of his cock pressed against that forbidden entrance.

He pushed in.

The invasion was familiar yet shocking every time. A deep, burning stretch that stole the air from my lungs. He seated himself fully, a low groan escaping him. Then he began to move.

He fucked my ass with a controlled, powerful rhythm, each stroke going deeper than the last. The pain was a bright, sharp edge that quickly melted into a pleasure so profound it felt like oblivion. With both my other holes freshly used and dripping, the sensation of being taken here, in the most intimate way, felt like total ownership. My body was his playground, his to use and share.

The coil inside me, wound tight by the floggers and the two cocks before his, finally snapped. An orgasm ripped through me, violent and consuming. My ass clenched around his invading length, rhythmic spasms that milked him. I screamed into the gag, my body convulsing.

With a final, deep thrust, he followed. I felt the hot jet of his release, marking me in the deepest place. He stayed buried in me, his breathing ragged against my neck.

Slowly, he pulled out. I heard the soft click of the lube bottle. Cool gel, then the firm, stretching pressure as he pushed the plug back inside, sealing his claim.

He unbuckled the gag, letting it fall to the floor. I gulped in air, my body trembling violently.

Sebastian and Maurice were already dressing, their movements efficient, silent. With a nod to Ethan, they left the room. The door clicked shut, leaving us alone in the sudden quiet.

Ethan turned me around. His fingers tilted my chin up, forcing my tear-streaked, overwhelmed face to meet his gaze. He studied me for a long moment, then brushed a thumb over my swollen lips.

“You did exceptionally well,” he said, his voice quiet, final.

A strange, warm glow spread through my battered body. Praise. I had pleased him. The fear, the shame, the shock—it all condensed into that single, glowing ember of satisfaction.

He helped me stand, his arm around my waist supporting my shaky legs. As he led me from the playroom, the truth settled into my bones, cold and clear as the glass inside me.

I was becoming completely his. And the most terrifying part was the part that wasn’t terrified at all.
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Excerpt from Seven Days of Free Use by Brandi Moore:

I woke with a dry mouth and a heavy dread in my stomach. I hadn’t slept, just stared at the ceiling, tracing the patterns of light and shadow until dawn. My last day. The thought was a cold stone in my gut. Would he send me away? The memory of other hands, other bodies, flitted through my mind—Sebastian, Maurice, the four strangers. They were echoes. Only Ethan’s touch felt real, essential. Without it, I’d be empty. A shell.

The door opened. Ethan stood there, already dressed in dark trousers and a crisp white shirt, his expression unreadable. My heart squeezed tight.

“Today is your final test,” he said, his voice calm as still water. He entered, carrying a small, black garment bag. He laid it on the bed. “If you pass, you stay. You become mine, completely. If you fail, you leave. We are done.”

My breath caught. Stay. The word was a lifeline. “What’s the test?”

A faint, almost imperceptible smile touched his lips. He unzipped the bag. Inside was an outfit—if you could call it that. Two narrow strips of sheer black lace meant to cover my nipples, connected by a thin string. A matching G-string, just a scrap of fabric. A pair of impossibly high black heels. That was all.

“Put it on.”

My fingers trembled as I undressed. The lace was cool and scratchy against my skin. The G-string settled into the cleft of my ass, doing nothing to hide me. The heels made my legs look long, unstable. I felt utterly exposed, more than naked.

Ethan looked me over, his gaze a physical sweep. He nodded once. “Good. Come.”

He didn’t touch me as we walked through the quiet mansion, out to the garage where a sleek, black car waited. The drive was silent. My mind raced. A test. What could be worse than what I’d already done? The car slid to a stop under a glittering hotel awning. My throat closed.

Ethan led me through the private elevator, his hand firm on my back. The doors opened directly into a vast living area, all glass and pale marble. Six men stood there, holding crystal tumblers of amber liquid. They were all older, polished, wearing suits that cost more than my life. Their eyes landed on me, and the low conversation died.

“Gentlemen,” Ethan said, his voice cutting through the quiet. “This is Wren. She’s here for your entertainment.”

A collective murmur, thick with anticipation. Ethan turned to me. “You will service them. All of them. However they wish. Your only task is to please. Do you understand?”

I looked at the circle of wealthy, hungry faces. My stomach twisted. But then I looked at Ethan. His dark eyes held mine, waiting. Prove it. I swallowed, my mouth dust-dry. “Yes.”

“Good girl.”

He stepped behind me. His hands went to the strings of my flimsy top. He untied them. The lace fell away. Cool air kissed my bare nipples, tightening them instantly. He hooked his thumbs in the sides of the G-string and pulled it down my legs. I stepped out of it, standing there in only the heels, my skin flushing under their combined gaze. Ethan’s fingers found the glass plug. He worked it free. The sensation of removal, the sudden empty ache, made me gasp.

He stepped back, folding my discarded things into his pocket. I was utterly bare.

The men moved in.

Hands. Everywhere. Calloused palms and soft, manicured fingers grabbed my breasts, squeezed, pinched my nipples. They cupped my ass, slid between my legs, probing. I was passed between them, a toy being examined. My skin burned with shame, but beneath it, a treacherous heat ignited. For him. Do it for him.

A man with silver hair and sharp eyes stepped in front of me. He unzipped his trousers, freeing a thick, veined cock. He didn’t speak, just guided my head down with a hand on my nape.

I opened my mouth.

The taste of clean skin and expensive cologne filled my senses. I took him in, my tongue working the underside. Another man appeared at my side, pressing his cock against my cheek. I reached for him, my hand wrapping around his hot length, stroking in time with the motions of my mouth. A third pushed against my other hand. I took him too, my fists pumping two different rhythms.

Cocks surrounded me. The air smelled of musk and whiskey. I lost count, lost sense of who was who. A hand fisted in my hair, pulling my head forward onto a new thickness. This one was bigger. He fucked my face with hard, deep strokes, hitting the back of my throat until tears blurred my vision and spit dripped down my chin. I gagged, but the hand held me firm. He groaned, his hips snapping, and then pulled out, his release spurting in hot stripes across my face.

Before I could wipe it away, strong arms lifted me. The world tilted. I was tossed onto the massive bed, my body sinking into the duvet. I looked for Ethan. He stood near the window, silhouetted against the city lights, watching. He gave a single, slow nod.

Two men climbed onto the bed with me. They bent their heads, sucking roughly on my nipples, the wet pulls sending sharp jolts to my core. A third man, heavy and bearded, pushed my legs apart. He positioned himself, the broad head of his cock pressing against my entrance. I was wet, impossibly wet. He shoved inside.

The stretch was immediate, filling. He fucked me with powerful, grunting thrusts, each one driving the air from my lungs. I moaned, the sound raw and wanton. The feeling of being used, so openly, so completely, fanned the heat in my belly into a blaze. He pounded into me, his pace relentless, and with a sharp cry, he buried himself deep, his release flooding me with sudden, wet heat.

He pulled out. Another man was there instantly. He slid into my slick, used channel without hesitation. His rhythm was different, deeper, harder. Each thrust made the bedframe creak. His hands gripped my hips, his fingers digging in. I was just a body, a hole being filled, and the sheer anonymity of it pushed me higher. He came with a shudder, adding to the mess between my legs.

The third man rolled me onto my hands and knees. He entered me from behind, his cock spearing my pussy at a new, devastating angle. He fucked me like an animal, his balls slapping against my clit with every drive. Just as I felt my climax teetering on the edge, he pulled out. Hot cum splashed across my lower back, dripping down the curve of my spine.

A fourth man’s fingers, slick with lube, found my asshole. He probed, one finger, then two, stretching me open. I cried out, the sensation a bright, shocking burn. Then the blunt pressure of his cockhead replaced his fingers. He pushed.

The invasion was brutal, overwhelming. He didn’t go slow. He shoved himself inside my tight passage, the burn making me sob. But as he began to move, pounding into my ass with deep, punishing strokes, the pain twisted, morphing into a pleasure so intense it bordered on pain. He owned me, claimed this most private part. His climax was a hot, pulsing flood inside me, and I felt it, every jet.

He collapsed aside. A fifth man lay back on the pillows. “Ride me,” he commanded, his voice thick.

I crawled over him, positioning his thick cock at my entrance. I sank down, taking him all at once. The fullness made me gasp. I bounced, my thighs burning, his hands gripping my waist, guiding me. Then I felt a sixth presence behind me. The head of another cock pressed against my ass, still loose and wet from the last man.

He pushed.

They both filled me at once.

The double penetration stole my breath. I was stretched beyond belief, stuffed full, every nerve ending screaming. The man beneath me thrust upward, the one behind me hammered into my ass. The sensations collided, a riot of friction and pressure and raw, electric pleasure. I looked over, my eyes finding Ethan’s.

He had moved closer. He unzipped his own trousers, freeing his cock. He stepped to the edge of the bed, stroking himself. He brought the head to my lips.

I opened my mouth, taking him in just as the two men pounding into me found a synchronous rhythm. The world dissolved into pure, animal sensation. The thrusts, the fullness, the taste of Ethan on my tongue—it all coalesced into a white-hot point of need.

My orgasm detonated. It ripped through me, violent and total, my body clamping down on the two invading cocks in helpless, rhythmic spasms. As I convulsed, Ethan’s hand moved faster on his shaft. With a low groan, he pulled from my mouth and his release erupted over my face—hot stripes across my cheeks, my closed eyelids, my parted lips.

The men inside me followed, their own climaxes triggering fresh pulses deep in my core.

Then, silence. Heavy breathing. The smell of sex and sweat and luxury.

The men pulled out, one by one, dressing wordlessly. They left, nodding to Ethan. The door clicked shut.

Ethan looked down at me. I was a wreck, covered in drying cum, my body throbbing, spent. He tossed the scrap of black lace and the G-string onto the bed beside me. “Get dressed.” He picked up the buttplug. “And put this inside you.”

My movements were slow, mechanical. I slid the buttplug into my ass which was slick with cum. The lace felt abrasive against my sensitive skin. The G-string was damp. I didn’t care. I followed him out, through the elevator, through the glittering lobby. I was aware of stares, of shocked whispers. Cum streaked my thighs, my stomach. A trickle leaked from my pussy, staining the inside of the lace. I kept my chin up, my eyes on Ethan’s back.

The car ride was quiet. The city lights blurred past. My body ached in a hundred glorious ways.

When we entered the mansion’s foyer, Ethan finally turned to me. He studied my face, my disheveled hair, the evidence of my ordeal.

“You passed,” he said, the words simple, final.

A rush of relief, of dizzying joy, swamped me. I could stay.

“Come.” He led me to his study. From a locked drawer, he withdrew a box. Inside, on black velvet, lay a collar. It was exquisite—thin bands of dark leather, intricately woven, set with a single, square-cut emerald that matched the jewels he’d given me before. It was not a restraint. It was a masterpiece. A claim.

He lifted it. “This signifies you are mine. My property. My submissive. Do you accept?”

Tears pricked my eyes. I nodded, unable to speak.

He fastened it around my neck. The leather was soft, supple. The emerald rested cool against my throat. He adjusted it, his fingers brushing my skin, then tilted my chin up.

“You are mine, Wren.”
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The old Honda’s sputter turned into a death rattle, a final, shuddering gasp before the engine died completely. Melissa steered it to the dusty shoulder, the silence that followed ringing in her ears. Shit. Not a house or a streetlight in sight, just a tunnel of overgrown oaks under the vast, darkening sky. She fumbled for her phone, her heart sinking as the blank screen refused to wake. Dead. Of course it’s dead.

A long, lonely walk later, a bass rhythm pulsed through the quiet country air, a throbbing heartbeat that grew louder with every step. It led her to a sprawling modern house, lights blazing against the twilight. A party. Relief, sharp and sweet, flooded her. She could use a phone.

The man who answered the door was all easy confidence and a disarming smile. “Well, hello,” he said, his voice a warm baritone. “Lost?”

“My car broke down. My phone’s dead. I just… I just need to call a tow truck,” Melissa explained, her words tumbling out in a rush.

“Nate,” he said, stepping aside. “Come on in. Phone’s right through here.”

He led her not into a quiet study, but into the heart of the thunderous music. The living room was a swirl of moving bodies, a kaleidoscope of bare skin and decadent pleasure. A woman was arched over the back of a leather armchair, moaning as a man moved behind her. On a large fur rug, two men were exploring a woman’s body with their hands and mouths. Melissa froze, her face flushing with a heat that had nothing to do with the summer night. An orgy. A real, live, tangled mess of an orgy.

Nate watched her, his gaze knowing. “See something you like?”

“I… I should go.” Her feet, however, refused to move.

“The phone’s in the kitchen,” Nate said, his smile never fading. “But the party’s in here. Your choice.”

Melissa made the call on a cordless phone tucked away in the sprawling kitchen, her back to the spectacle, her voice shaky. The news was worse than she feared. “Two hours? Are you serious?” She hung up, the heavy receiver clattering into its cradle.

Nate leaned against the marble island, a glass of amber liquid in his hand. “Looks like you’ve got some time to kill.”

“I have a boyfriend,” she blurted out, as if saying it aloud would fortify her own resolve.

“I’m sure he’s a great guy,” Nate said smoothly, moving closer. “But he’s not here. And this is.” His finger gently traced the line of her jaw. “One night. No names. No strings. Just feeling good.”

Her protest, the word “no,” dissolved on her tongue as his lips met hers. It wasn’t a gentle kiss. It was a claiming, a confident, deep exploration that tasted of whiskey and sin. The thought of her boyfriend was a distant echo, utterly powerless against the raw, magnetic pull of Nate’s mouth on hers, his hands sliding down to grip her hips.

He broke the kiss, his eyes dark with intent. “Let’s get you more comfortable.” His fingers made quick work of the buttons on her blouse, peeling it from her shoulders. Her bra followed, and the cool air hit her hardened nipples, making her gasp. He cupped one breast, his thumb circling the taut peak. “So perfect.”

A woman with fiery red hair and a mischievous smile, Amy, glided over. Nate didn’t even look at her, his eyes locked on Melissa’s. “Amy, why don’t you get our new friend warmed up? Be a good girl and taste her.”

Before Melissa could process the command, Amy was on her knees, her hands sliding up Melissa’s trembling thighs, pushing her skirt up around her waist. This is really happening. Amy’s breath was hot through the lace of her panties. Then, with a deft hook of a finger, the fabric was pulled aside.

The first flat stroke of Amy’s tongue was electric. Melissa’s head fell back as a low moan was ripped from her throat. Amy’s mouth was wicked magic, licking and sucking with a practiced precision that made Melissa’s knees buckle. Nate caught her, lowering her onto a deep, plush couch, spreading her legs wide.

As Amy’s tongue focused on her clit, a relentless, blissful pressure, Nate descended, capturing a nipple in his hot mouth. He sucked hard, his tongue flicking the sensitive bud while his teeth grazed it gently. The dual assault was overwhelming. Pleasure, sharp and coiling, built deep in her core, fed by the slick, rhythmic motion between her legs and the delicious pull at her breast. She was panting, her fingers tangling in Nate’s hair, her hips rising off the couch to meet Amy’s mouth.

“That’s it,” Nate murmured against her breast. “Just let go.”

He stood up, his own clothes disappearing with startling speed. He was all hard muscle and intent. He turned her over, his hands firm on her hips, bending her over the back of the couch. The soft leather pressed against her cheek. She felt the broad, blunt head of his cock press against her entrance, already slick and ready from Amy’s attention.

He pushed inside her with one smooth, powerful thrust that stole the air from her lungs. So full. He filled her completely, stretching her, claiming her. He set a relentless pace, each deep stroke hitting a spot inside her that made her see stars. Amy knelt beside the couch, her hand stroking herself as she watched, her eyes glazed with lust.

Then another man, Shawn, appeared. He was naked, his cock hard and jutting out. He didn’t ask. He simply guided himself to her lips. Dazed, consumed by the feeling of Nate pounding into her from behind, Melissa opened her mouth. He slid inside, the salty taste of him mingling with her own scent on Amy’s face.

It was the ultimate surrender. Nate’s thrusts grew harder, more frantic, driving her face onto Shawn’s length. She was being used, thoroughly and completely, and a wild, animalistic part of her adored it. The orgasm began as a tight coil deep in her stomach, fed by Nate’s grunts, the feeling of Shawn’s hands in her hair, the sight of Amy’s frantic fingers.

It exploded through her, a silent, seizing wave of pure ecstasy that shattered her into a million pieces. Her inner walls clenched around Nate’s cock in rapid, uncontrollable pulses.

Feeling her climax, Shawn groaned, a deep, guttural sound. “I’m gonna cum,” he warned, but he didn’t pull away. He thrust forward one last time, and the hot, bitter rush filled her mouth. She swallowed instinctively, the act itself sending a secondary, shameful thrill through her spent body.

Nate roared his release, pulling out of her and painting her lower back and ass with hot, sticky stripes of his own climax.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of heavy breathing and the distant throb of music. Melissa stayed bent over the couch, boneless and utterly spent. The world slowly came back into focus. Nate patted her hip gently. Amy and Shawn drifted away, merging back into the party’s flow.

Melissa slowly straightened up, her body humming, her skin tingling. She found her clothes in a pile, dressing with trembling fingers. She didn’t look at anyone as she slipped out the front door, the humid night air feeling alien on her sensitized skin.

The walk back to her car was a dream. She could still feel the ghost of Nate inside her, the taste of Shawn on her tongue. The tow truck’s flashing yellow lights appeared in the distance. She couldn’t believe what had just happened. It was a night she would never forget.
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The bass from the bar’s speakers thrummed through the soles of Mena’s boots, a steady pulse that matched the quick, curious beat of her heart. She’d come out tonight for a drink, for a distraction, and maybe, just maybe, for a story to tell. She found more than she’d bargained for when she caught the gaze of two men across the room. They were clearly brothers, sharing the same intense dark eyes and broad shoulders. The taller one, Kent, had a quiet intensity, while the other, Jake, grinned with an easy charm that promised mischief.

An hour later, she was nestled in a booth with them, the chemistry between the three of them a living thing, sparking with each shared laugh and lingering glance. Jake’s foot brushed hers under the table and stayed there. Kent’s hand, resting on the back of the booth, found its way to her shoulder, his thumb tracing idle, electric circles on her skin.

“Our place is just around the corner,” Kent said, his voice a low rumble that vibrated through her. “We’ve got a better beer selection. And… more privacy.”

The implication was clear, thrilling. Mena simply nodded, a slow, deliberate smile spreading across her lips. This is it, she thought. This is the story.

In their sleek, modern apartment, a cold bottle in her hand, Kent closed the distance between them in the living room. He didn’t ask. He just looked at her, a question in his eyes that she answered with a slight, almost imperceptible tilt of her chin. Then his mouth was on hers, the kiss not tentative but claiming, hot and deep with the taste of hops and desire. When he pulled back, both brothers were watching her, their expressions hungry and identical.

“We should be upfront, Mena,” Jake said, his tone conversational, though his eyes burned. “We like to share. It’s more fun that way.”

A jolt, pure and undiluted, went straight to her core. The idea should have startled her, but it didn’t. It unlocked something. Share. The word echoed, conjuring a flood of images that made her breath catch. “I see,” she managed, her voice huskier than usual. “I’m… intrigued.”

Kent took her hand. “Let’s go to the playroom.”

The word ‘playroom’ did not prepare her. The door swung open to reveal a space that was part bedroom, part dungeon. Her eyes widened, taking in the leather-padded bench, the intricate networks of ropes and chains on the walls, the array of floggers and paddles displayed like art. The air itself felt charged, heavy with promise and a hint of leather.

“Get naked for us, Mena,” Jake commanded softly. It wasn’t a question.

Her fingers, which should have fumbled, were steady. She hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her jeans, pushing them down her hips along with her panties. She pulled her top over her head, letting it fall to the floor, then reached back to unclasp her bra. The cool air kissed her skin, raising goosebumps, but she felt no shame, only a powerful, exposing thrill under their unwavering gaze. She stood before them, completely bare.

“Beautiful,” Kent breathed.

In unison, they unbuckled their belts, the clink of the metal loud in the quiet room. They unzipped their flies and freed themselves. Both were thick, hard, and magnificent. A soft, wanting sound escaped Mena’s lips. She didn’t need a second invitation.

She sank to her knees on the plush rug, the world narrowing to the two cocks before her. She reached out, wrapping one hand around Kent’s base, feeling the hot, velvety-steel strength of him. She leaned forward and took Jake into her mouth.

He was a revelation. The weight of him on her tongue, the faint salty-sweet taste of his pre-cum, the way his hips gave a tiny, involuntary thrust as her lips stretched around him. She moaned, the vibration making him curse. Her hand worked on Kent, pumping him in a steady rhythm, her thumb swirling over his slick tip. She lost herself in the rhythm, in the dual sensations of hard flesh in her hand and in her mouth.

After a few minutes, Jake gently pulled her off. “Switch,” he murmured, his voice strained.

She turned her attention to Kent, taking him deep as her hand found Jake. Kent’s hands tangled in her hair, not forcing, but guiding, holding her as she worshipped him. The brothers exchanged a look over her head, a silent communication of pure, lustful approval.

When they pulled her up, her knees were weak. Jake guided her to the leather bench, its surface cool against her overheated skin. “Bend over, sweetheart. Arch your back for us.”

She obeyed, presenting herself, feeling more exposed and desired than ever before. She heard the click of a cap, then felt the cold, slick gel at her rear entrance. She gasped, tensing for a second.

“Easy,” Kent soothed, a hand on the small of her back. “Just a little plug. To get you ready.”

Jake’s finger teased her, then pressed the bulbous tip of the plug against her. He pushed, steadily, inexorably, until it popped past the ring of muscle and settled inside her with a delicious, stretching fullness. She cried out, the sensation so intense it bordered on pain for a split second before melting into a deep, throbbing pleasure.

Then she heard another sound. The soft swish of leather through air.

The first strike landed across her shoulders. It was a kiss of fire, a sharp sting that bloomed into a warm, radiating heat. She jolted, a gasp tearing from her throat. Before she could even process it, another landed slightly lower, from the other brother.They took turns, the floggers landing on her back, her ass, her thighs. The pain was bright and sharp, but each strike was followed by a wave of endorphins that washed through her, leaving her limp and pliant and mindless with need. Her moans were continuous now, a ragged soundtrack to the rhythmic thwack of leather on skin.

Suddenly, it stopped. The room was silent except for her heavy panting. Jake moved behind her, his hands gripping her hips. He positioned himself, the head of his cock nudging against her soaked, eager entrance. With one powerful, grateful thrust, he filled her completely.

“Fuck, you’re tight,” he groaned, his voice guttural.

He set a punishing pace from the start, each drive of his hips slamming her into the bench, making the plug inside her shift and stimulate that incredible, secret spot. She was an instrument and he was playing her, his rhythm wringing ragged cries and pleas from her lips. She could feel his control fraying, his thrusts becoming more erratic, more desperate.

“Gonna cum,” he grunted, plunging deep one final time. She felt the hot, pulsing rush of his release flood her, a claiming so intimate it brought her to the very edge of her own climax.

He pulled out, and Kent was there immediately, not missing a beat. He entered her, his cock slick with his brother’s cum. The feeling was decadent, filthy, and unbelievably erotic. He fucked her with a different rhythm, slower, deeper, each stroke a deliberate possession. He reached around, his fingers finding her clit, rubbing tight, frantic circles.

That was all it took. The coiling tension in her belly snapped. Her orgasm ripped through her, a silent, seizing wave that clenched around Kent’s cock, milking him, pulling a deep, shuddering groan from his chest. He thrust into her hard, once, twice, and then stilled, his own release joining his brother’s inside her.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their ragged breathing. They helped her up, her legs trembling violently. Jake gently removed the plug, making her whimper at the sudden emptiness.

He smiled, brushing a damp strand of hair from her forehead. “You did incredible, Mena. Absolutely fucking perfect.”

Mena leaned against the bench, spent and buzzing, a slow, sated smile spreading on her face. “Wow.”

“We’d love to have you back,” Kent said, his hand warm on her back. “If you’re interested.”

“I’m interested,” she said, the words coming out without a single thought. They exchanged numbers, the act bizarrely mundane amidst the surrounding gear.

Walking out into the cool night air an hour later, the soreness between her legs a persistent, pleasant reminder, she replayed the night in her head. The floggers, the fullness, the feeling of being completely and utterly used for their pleasure—and hers. She couldn’t believe what had just happened.

And she absolutely, definitely, could not wait to do it again. Soon, she thought, looking at her phone.

24 - CLUB CRIMSON
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An excerpt from On Her Knees: Ava’s Affair by Brandi Moore:

The leather seat of Xavier’s luxury sedan was cool against Ava’s thighs. She smoothed her simple cotton dress down, a nervous habit she’d developed since this… whatever it was… with her employer had begun. He drove with one hand resting lightly on the wheel, the other on her knee, his thumb making slow, deliberate circles on her skin.

“I thought we were getting supplies at Walmart,” she said, her voice softer than she intended.

Xavier’s lips curved into a smile that didn’t quite reach his eyes, the one that made her stomach flip. “A change of plans, my dear. Something far more… stimulating.”

He glanced at her, his gaze dark and appraising. “There’s a place I want to take you. A private club. A sanctuary for people with particular tastes.” His thumb pressed a little harder into her knee. “Our tastes.”

Ava’s breath hitched. Our tastes. The words sent a jolt straight to her core. He was talking about the clandestine meetings in his study, the frantic, hushed couplings against the wall while Caroline was at her charity luncheons. He was talking about the way he liked to whisper commands in her ear, the way she was thrilled to obey.

“What kind of club?” she asked, though she was certain she already knew.

He let out a low, rich laugh. “A place where we don’t have to hide. Where we can explore properly. Together.”

She simply nodded, a flush heating her cheeks. This is crazy. But it was a madness she craved. She was utterly under his spell, and the prospect of deeper waters with him was terrifying and irresistible.

The building was nondescript, a plain gray facade downtown with a single black door. Xavier pressed a buzzer, a slot slid open, and they were admitted into a dim, cavernous space. The air was thick with the scent of leather, expensive perfume, and something primal.

The world tilted. To their left, a woman was bent over a wooden frame, her back a canvas of crimson stripes from a flogger wielded by a man in a mask. A low moan echoed from a shadowy alcove where two figures were coupled, moving with a raw, public rhythm. Ava’s heart hammered against her ribs, a frantic drumbeat of fear and dizzying arousal.

Xavier’s hand found the small of her back, a firm, guiding pressure. “Welcome to Club Crimson, Ava. It’s just pleasure. In its purest form.”

He led her through the murmuring crowd to a tall, imposing man who exuded an air of ownership. “Maxwell. It’s been too long.”

“Xavier.” Maxwell’s eyes, sharp and intelligent, immediately slid to Ava, stripping her bare with a single glance. “And who is this lovely new acquisition? How’s Caroline?”

Xavier’s laugh was a sharp, cold thing. “Caroline thinks we’re comparing the efficacy of microfiber cloths versus chamois. This is Ava. She’s… mine.”

The possessiveness in his voice made her knees weak. Maxwell’s smile was knowing. “A pleasure. Shall we adjourn to more comfortable surroundings?”

The private room was like a decadent, sinister library. Dark wood, red velvet, and in the center, a large, heavily padded leather bench. The door clicked shut, sealing them in a world of their own.

Xavier turned to her, his expression shifting from charming to commandingly severe. “Strip.”

The word was not a request. It was a stone dropped into the still pool of her hesitation. Her fingers trembled as she reached for the hem of her dress, pulling it up and over her head. The cool air kissed her skin, raising goosebumps. She stood before them in just her plain white cotton underwear, feeling more exposed than if she were completely naked.

“Everything,” Xavier said, his voice low.

She complied, hooking her thumbs into the waistband of her panties and sliding them down her legs. She straightened up, crossing her arms over her chest.

“None of that,” Maxwell said smoothly. “Hands at your sides.”

She forced her arms down, letting them see all of her. The appraisal in their eyes was unnerving, but it also stoked a fire deep within her. She wanted to be their object of desire.

“Now,” Xavier purred, walking to a wall lined with implements. He selected a flogger with long, supple tails. “Bend over the bench. Present yourself.”

Ava moved on unsteady legs, bending at the waist until her palms were flat on the cool leather, her ass raised in the air, utterly vulnerable.

The first strike was a whisper of air followed by a sharp, stinging heat that bloomed across her skin. She gasped. The second landed lower, a twin flare of pain that quickly melted into a throbbing warmth. Thwack. Thwack. Xavier was an artist, layering sensation upon sensation until her entire world narrowed to the anticipation of the next fall of leather and the deep, aching need building between her legs.

She was lost in the rhythm when she felt a different touch. Maxwell’s large, warm hand smoothed over the heated skin of her rear, a gentle caress after the assault. “Beautifully responsive,” he mused.

She heard the rustle of clothing, the clink of a belt. Then Xavier was behind her again, his voice close to her ear. “Open your mouth, Ava.”

She turned her head, opening her eyes to see Maxwell standing beside her, his cock, thick and fully erect, level with her lips. The size of him was intimidating. He’s so big.

“Suck him,” Xavier commanded, his tone leaving no room for debate. “Make him hard for you.”

She leaned forward, tentatively flicking her tongue against the head. The taste of him, clean and male, filled her senses. She opened wider, taking him into her mouth, her lips stretching to accommodate his girth. She bobbed her head, one hand coming up to steady the base of his shaft, her other hand braced on the bench.

“That’s it,” Maxwell groaned, his hand tangling in her hair, not forcing, just guiding. “Good girl.”

The dual sensations were overwhelming—the throbbing heat on her backside, the weight of a man on her tongue, the filthy, glorious praise. She was adrift in a sea of submission, and it was everything she hadn’t known she needed.

After a few minutes, Maxwell gently pulled himself from her mouth. He lay down on the leather bench, his impressive erection pointing toward the ceiling. Xavier’s hands gripped her hips.

“Ride him, Ava. Take all of him inside that eager little cunt of yours.”

She climbed onto the bench, straddling Maxwell. Reaching down, she guided the broad head of his cock to her entrance. She was soaked, her own arousal making the way slick. With a slow, deliberate roll of her hips, she sank down onto him, a low, guttural moan escaping her lips as he filled her completely.

She began to move, rocking back and forth, finding a rhythm. The fullness was incredible, stretching her exquisitely. Just as she found her pace, she felt Xavier’s presence behind her. A cool, lubricated finger pressed against her other hole, circling, teasing.

“So greedy,” Xavier whispered, his voice thick with lust. “Taking one cock so beautifully. Let’s see if you can handle two.”

The pressure intensified, blunt and insistent. She cried out as he pushed into her ass, the invasion shocking and overwhelming. She was pinned between them, stuffed full, absolutely claimed. For a moment, she was frozen, every nerve ending screaming.

Then Xavier began to move. His thrusts were slow and deep, a counter-rhythm to her own movements on Maxwell’s cock. The friction, the impossible fullness, the sheer decadent depravity of it shattered her. The pain bled into pleasure, then exploded into something else entirely. Her inner muscles fluttered, then clenched violently around the two cocks buried deep within her.

Her orgasm ripped through her, a silent scream on her lips as her body convulsed, milking them both.

It was the signal they needed. Maxwell’s grip on her hips became viselike, and with a raw, ragged groan, he emptied himself into her, his own release triggering Xavier’s. She felt the hot, pulsing jet of Xavier’s climax filling her other channel, the final, claiming act.

They stayed like that for a long moment, a tangled, sweating heap of spent desire. Then, slowly, they withdrew from her, leaving her feeling hollowed out and trembling.

Xavier tossed her crumpled dress and underwear onto the bench beside her. “Get dressed.”

The command was brisk, the spell broken. They spoke in low tones as she pulled her clothes on with shaky hands, her body humming and sore.

The ride home was silent. They stopped at a store five minutes from the house. Xavier ran in and emerged with a bag containing a bottle of bleach and a pack of sponges.

When they walked into the foyer, Caroline was waiting, a smile on her face. “Did you find everything alright?”

Xavier held up the bag, his face a perfect mask of charming nonchalance. “It took forever to find the right brand, my love. But we got everything we need.”

25 - THE GLORY HOLE
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An excerpt from On Her Knees: Ava’s Affair by Brandi Moore:

“On your knees, Ava. Now.”

Xavier’s voice was a low command, stripped of all warmth, leaving only the hard, gleaming edge of desire. It wasn’t a request. It was the culmination of every heated glance, every secret touch, every lesson in submission he’d been teaching her since she’d started working at the Thorne mansion a month ago.

Ava’s heart hammered against her ribs, a frantic drumbeat echoing in the hushed, plush corridor of Club Crimson. The air itself was heavy with musk and illicit promise. She looked from Xavier’s impassive face to the plain, dark wood of the wall in front of them, to the smooth, anonymous cock jutting through the glory hole. Her mouth went dry.

“Xavier,” she breathed, her voice barely a whisper. A question. A plea.

He didn’t look at her. His gaze was fixed on the man on the other side of the wall, a silent communication passing between them. “You belong to me tonight,” he stated, his tone leaving no room for argument. “And I want to watch you serve. Do it.”

Something in her broke and soared at the same time. The hesitation wasn’t about refusal; it was the final, thrilling fracture of her old self. With a shuddering exhale, the well-trained housekeeper vanished. The eager submissive took her place. The silk of her short black skirt whispered against her thighs as she sank to the floor, the cold of the polished concrete seeping through her stockings.

She leaned forward, her eyes fluttering closed. She didn’t know this man. She would never know him. He was just an instrument of her training, a tool for her pleasure and Xavier’s. The first touch of the slick, smooth head against her lips sent a jolt straight to her core. She opened her mouth, letting him slide in.

The taste was clean, male, a stark contrast to the clinical command of the situation. She focused on the mechanics, on the sensation, on the sound of Xavier’s slow, measured breathing behind her. She hollowed her cheeks, taking him deeper, her tongue working along the rigid length. Her world narrowed to this: the weight on her tongue, the faint saltiness of pre-cum, the guttural groan that rumbled from the other side of the wall.

A metallic rasp cut through her concentration. She didn’t need to look. She knew the sound of Xavier’s zipper. She could picture him, tall and imposingly elegant, freeing his own erection, his hand beginning to stroke himself as he watched her. The image, the knowledge of his arousal, flooded her with a dizzying heat. She moaned around the cock in her mouth, the vibration eliciting another ragged gasp from the stranger.

This was for Xavier. Every suck, every slide of her lips was an offering to him. Her own need coiled, tight and aching, between her legs. She was adrift in a sea of sensation, owned, used, and perfectly free.

The man’s hips began to stutter. She went pliant, accepting. A hot, pulsing flood burst against the back of her throat, and she swallowed instinctively, again and again, until he softened and slid from her lips with a wet, soft sound.

She stayed on her knees, catching her breath, a thread of saliva connecting her lip to the floor. She felt debased. Exalted.

Before she could process it, the first man was gone. Another cock, thicker and veined, replaced it. Her eyes widened slightly, flicking up to Xavier for guidance.

“Use your hands,” he instructed, his voice husky now, his own rhythm never breaking. “Make him hard for you.”

Obediently, she reached out, wrapping her fingers around the new shaft. It was warm and firm. She pumped her fist, up and down, a slick, twisting motion she’d practiced on Xavier himself. The man behind the wall cursed, low and appreciative.

“That’s it,” Xavier purred. “Now turn around. Lift your skirt. Let him fuck that beautiful, wet cunt.”

A fresh wave of heat scorched her cheeks. This was the line she hadn’t known was there, the boundary she was now delirious to cross. She turned on her knees, presenting herself to the wall, and gathered the hem of her skirt, pulling it up to her waist. She pulled down her panties. The cool air brushed against her exposed skin, her stockings, the bare swell of her ass. She arched her back, pressing her soaked pussy against the cool wood of the wall, right beside the hole.

She was exposed. Vulnerable. Aching. The blunt, hot head of his cock nudged against her entrance, and with a single, powerful thrust, he was inside her.

Ava cried out, her hands splaying against the wall for balance. He filled her completely, stretching her, fucking her with a raw, animalistic rhythm that was entirely different from Xavier’s calculated possession. She was just a body, a hot, tight channel for a stranger’s pleasure, and the anonymity of it was the most potent aphrodisiac she’d ever known.

She met his thrusts, her ass rocking back against the wall, the sound of skin slapping against wood mixing with their ragged breaths and Xavier’s low, approving growls. Her climax built faster than she expected, a tempest whipped up by the sheer taboo of the act. It crashed over her without warning, a silent, shuddering release that clenched around the stranger’s cock, milking his own orgasm from him. She felt the hot, deep pulse of his release inside her and slumped against the wall, spent and trembling

The cock slipped out. Silence descended, broken only by their heavy breathing. Ava felt the warm trickle of their combined pleasure down her inner thigh.

Then, Xavier’s hand was on her shoulder, turning her. He stood over her, his own arousal gleaming in his fist. His eyes were dark pits of hunger and pride.

“Look at me,” he commanded.

She looked up, her vision slightly blurred, her lips swollen, her face flushed. She was a mess. His mess.

He gave his length a few final, brutal tugs, and with a guttural groan, his release shot across her face. Thick, hot streaks landed on her cheek, her chin, her eyelids. She flinched at the sudden warmth, the intimate scent of him overwhelming her senses. She blinked, wiping the sticky mess from her eyes with the back of her hand.

For a long moment, they just stayed there, the tableau of their decadence complete. Then, as if a switch had been flipped, Xavier tucked himself away, his expression smoothing into its usual unreadable mask. He handed her a crisp, white handkerchief from his pocket.

“Clean up. We need to go. Caroline will be wondering where we are.”

The spell shattered. The real world, with its consequences and its duplicity, came rushing back. Ava quickly wiped her face, adjusted her clothes, and followed him out of the curtained alcove, her body humming, her soul feeling both filthy and purified.

As they walked down the narrow corridor of the club, they passed a heavily tattooed man. His eyes were fixed on Ava as she walked by. She barely noticed him, her mind spinning with thoughts of what she’d just done.

The drive back to the Thorne mansion was silent, thick with unsated tension. Ava had never been more turned on in her life, every nerve ending still singing the anthem of what they’d done.

But when Xavier pushed the heavy oak door open, the foyer light was on. Caroline was there, not waiting up, but waiting. Her arms were crossed, her posture rigid. A cold, sharp smile cut across her face.

“I had you followed, Xavier,” she said, her voice like shattering ice. “I know everything. About your trips to that club. About the affair.”

Ava’s blood ran cold. The lingering heat in her body vanished, replaced by a drenching wave of horror.

Caroline’s eyes, full of venomous triumph, swept over Ava’s disheveled state before locking back on her husband. “I want a divorce. And I’m taking half of everything.”

Without another word, Caroline turned on her heel, walked out the door, and drove away into the night. The silence she left behind was deafening.

Ava stood frozen, her hand flying to her mouth. “Xavier, I… I’m so sorry, I never meant—”

“It’s not your fault,” he said, his voice quiet, tired.

But the words did nothing to soothe the terrible, rising guilt twisting in her gut. She had wanted his world, his darkness. She just never imagined it would cost him everything he’d worked so hard for.
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The clatter of fine china and the low hum of conversation were the only sounds Allie usually noticed, but tonight, her entire world had narrowed to the magnetic pull of the man at table seven. His gaze, a cool, assessing blue, had been tracking her all evening. He was handsome in a severe, expensive way, his suit costing more than her car. The woman beside him, Jade, was his perfect counterpart—all sharp cheekbones and amused, dark eyes that seemed to know a secret everyone else was desperate to learn.

Allie’s hand trembled slightly as she set down their dessert plates. “The chef’s mint chocolate torte,” she announced, her voice thinner than she intended.

“Thank you, Allie,” the man said, his voice a low rumble that vibrated right through her. He’d asked for her name an hour ago. “I’m Gabriel. And this captivating vision is my wife, Jade.”

He held her gaze a moment too long, a smile playing on his lips. “You have the most remarkable eyes. Has anyone ever told you that?”

Heat flooded her cheeks. She clutched the empty tray to her chest like a shield. “I… thank you, sir.”

Jade laughed, a sound like shattering crystal. “Oh, don’t ‘sir’ him, darling. It only encourages him.” She took a delicate sip of wine, her eyes never leaving Allie’s flushed face. “The real question is, does the compliment intrigue you? Or does it make you want to run?”

Allie’s breath hitched. This wasn’t in the employee handbook. “I’m… not sure.”

Jade’s smile widened. She leaned forward, her perfume—something dark and floral—washing over Allie. “What if we were to offer you something… more intriguing? An invitation. My husband is quite taken, and I must admit, I see the appeal.” She paused, letting the implication hang in the air between them. “Would you be interested in joining us tonight? The three of us?”

Allie’s mind went completely, utterly blank. Then, a surge of something hot and forbidden shot through her, a thrill so potent it stole her breath. She wasn’t a risk-taker, but the hunger in Gabriel’s eyes and the wicked promise in Jade’s was a siren call she couldn’t ignore. She gave one shaky, decisive nod.

—

That evening, a sleek black car idled at the curb. Gabriel held the door open for her, and she slid into the plush interior, her waitress uniform traded for a simple dress that suddenly felt inadequate. He drove them to a part of the city she’d only seen in magazines, to a gated mansion that looked more like a museum.

Jade greeted them at the door, having changed into a stunning, backless crimson gown that hugged her every curve. “Welcome,” she purred, taking Allie’s hand. Her touch was electric. “Let’s skip the tedious small talk.”

She led them down a hallway to a door that opened into a room that made Allie’s knees weak. It was a plush, dimly lit paradise dominated by a massive bed, but her eyes were drawn to the walls. They were lined with shelves, each holding an array of implements she’d only ever read about. Floggers, cuffs, paddles, and toys of every conceivable shape and size gleamed under the soft lighting.

“Our playroom,” Gabriel said from behind her, his hands coming to rest on her shoulders. “Do you like it?”

Allie could only nod, her mouth dry. She was terrified. She was mesmerized.

“Good,” Jade said. In one fluid motion, she undid the clasp of her gown and let it pool at her feet. She was breathtakingly naked, her body toned and perfect.

Gabriel shrugged off his jacket and began unbuttoning his shirt, his intent clear.

Jade stepped close to Allie. “Now you. Everything off.”

Her fingers trembling, Allie complied. The dress slipped down, her bra followed, her panties joined the pile on the floor. She stood before them, completely exposed, her skin pebbling in the cool air, a flush creeping down her chest.

Jade didn’t touch her. Not yet. Instead, she selected a flogger from the wall, the soft leather tails whispering as she ran them through her hand. “Such lovely, untouched skin.”

The first strike was a surprise. A sharp, stinging crack across her shoulder blades that made her gasp. Then another, lower on her back. The pain was bright and hot, but it was followed immediately by a warm, tingling thrum that spread through her muscles, melting her anxiety away. She let out a soft moan.

Jade handed the flogger to Gabriel. “Your turn, my love.”

His strikes were different. Harder. More deliberate. Each one landed with a heavy thud that shuddered through her entire frame. A yelp was torn from her throat—a raw sound of pain that twisted seamlessly into pleasure. Her skin was on fire, her nerves singing, a deep, wanton ache beginning to pulse between her legs.

“On the bed. On your back,” Jade commanded, her voice husky.

Allie obeyed, sinking into the impossibly soft duvet. She was lost in a haze of sensation, her body no longer entirely her own. Jade settled between her legs, her dark hair trailing over Allie’s thighs. And then her mouth was there.

Oh, god.

It wasn’t tentative or gentle. It was claiming. Jade’s tongue lashed her clit with expert precision, flicking and sucking until Allie was arching off the bed, her fingers tangling in the sheets. She could hear the soft, slick sounds, could feel the coarse texture of Gabriel’s trousers as he knelt beside her, his hand slowly stroking his thick, hard cock as he watched his wife devour her.

He bent down, his mouth capturing one of her nipples, sucking it deep, his tongue circling the taut peak while his teeth grazed it just enough to make her cry out. The dual assault was overwhelming. Jade’s relentless mouth on her clit, Gabriel’s on her breast—she was being consumed from both ends, pleasure coiling tight and desperate in her core.

Jade pulled away, leaving her throbbing and wet. Allie whimpered at the loss. “Please…”

“So eager,” Jade laughed, selecting a sleek, black vibrator. She flicked it on, a low buzz filling the air, and traced it up Allie’s inner thigh. She teased around her soaked folds, circling her entrance, dancing near her aching clit but never quite touching it. Allie bucked her hips, begging wordlessly. “You have to say it, darling.”

“Please! Please, I need it. Please let me come.”

Gabriel handed Jade a large, realistic dildo. “Use this on her. Stretch her for me.”

Jade coated the toy with glistening lube and without warning, pressed the broad head against Allie’s entrance. She pushed slowly, inexorably, filling her up, stretching her in a way that made Allie see stars. Jade worked it in and out, a steady, deep rhythm that rubbed against a spot inside her that had her clawing at the bed.

Then Gabriel was moving, positioning himself between her legs, pushing the toy aside. He replaced the silicone with the hot, velvety steel of his own cock. He slid into her in one smooth, devastating thrust, seating himself to the hilt. Allie screamed, the fullness beyond anything she’d ever known.

Jade didn’t miss a beat. She straddled Allie’s face, lowering her dripping pussy onto Allie’s mouth. “Eat me,” she commanded. “Make me come while he fucks you.”

The world dissolved into sensation. The taste of Jade, musky and sweet, on her tongue. The pounding rhythm of Gabriel’s hips, his groans filling the room. The slap of skin on skin. Allie lapped at Jade’s clit, mimicking what had felt so good, spurred on by Jade’s grinding hips and gasped encouragement.

Jade came first. A guttural cry was torn from her throat as her body shuddered, her juices gushing into Allie’s waiting mouth. The convulsions against her tongue were the final trigger. Allie’s own orgasm detonated, a violent, crashing wave that clenched around Gabriel’s pumping cock. Her vision whited out as she cried out, the vibrations muffled against Jade’s core.

Gabriel growled, driving into her one last, deep time, his body stiffening as he emptied himself inside her with a hot, pulsing rush.

For a moment, there was only the sound of their ragged breathing. Jade climbed off, her movements languid. She knelt between Allie’s splayed legs again, but this time, she lowered her head. Allie felt the soft swipe of a tongue, cleaning Gabriel’s release from her, gathering it. Jade rose up, her lips glistening, and leaned down to kiss Allie deeply, sharing the taste of him, of them, of everything.

She pulled back, a wicked, satisfied gleam in her eye. Her thumb stroked Allie’s cheek. “So. Was that a satisfactory first time?”

“It was… amazing,” Allie whispered, her heart racing. She couldn’t believe what had just happened, but she knew one thing: she wanted more.
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"That's it, sweetheart. Just like that. Take it all."

Nick's voice was a low, gravelly command, utterly unlike the soaring tenor that had electrified the stadium just an hour before. It was intimate, raw, and it vibrated through Adrienne’s skull as her lips stretched around the thick head of his cock. The taste of him, musky and clean, flooded her senses. Holy shit. I’m sucking Nick Vex’s dick. The thought was a delirious loop in her mind, a stark contrast to the sheer, animal instinct that had taken over her body.

Her own pulse was a frantic drumbeat against her temples, syncing with the heavy bass line still echoing from the main arena. Her clothes were a discarded puddle on the garish carpet, and she was on her knees, the center of a dizzying, intoxicating universe of three rock gods.

—

It had started the moment the house lights had come up.

Adrienne, drenched in sweat and deafened by the roar of the crowd, had been trying to catch her breath when a man in a black headset tapped her shoulder.

“Adrienne? The band would like to see you backstage.”

Her heart had simply stopped. The band. Double Helix. Wants to see me? She’d numbly followed him through a maze of concrete corridors, the sterile backstage air a shock after the furnace of the crowd. He’d stopped at an unmarked door, knocked once, and opened it.

And there they were.

Not as distant icons under blinding lights, but as men. Nick, the lead singer, leaned against a dressing table, a bottle of water in hand. Hal, the drummer, was stretching his powerful shoulders on a low sofa. Lee, the brooding guitarist, was tuning an acoustic guitar in the corner. The room smelled of sweat, stale beer, and expensive cologne.

“Well, hello,” Nick had said, his famous smirk making her knees weak. His eyes, the color of storm clouds, traveled the length of her body, from her flushed face down to her tight band t-shirt and ripped jeans. “We spotted you in the front row. You were… captivating.”

She’d blushed, her words failing her. “Th-thank you. The show was… incredible.”

“We think you’re beautiful, Adrienne,” Nick stated, his voice dropping, losing its performative edge and becoming something far more dangerous. He took a step toward her. Hal sat up, watching with a curious, hungry expression. Lee didn’t look up from his guitar, but a faint smile played on his lips.

Then, the command. Simple. Direct.

“Get naked.”

Her breath had hitched. Is this real? This was a fantasy, one she’d privately indulged in a hundred times. But fantasy was safe. This was three sets of intense, famous eyes waiting for her to obey. A tremor of nervousness shot through her, but it was utterly consumed by a wave of white-hot desire. They want me. They actually want me. With shaking fingers, she’d complied, peeling off her clothes until she stood bare before them, the cool air raising goosebumps on her skin.

She watched, heart hammering against her ribs, as they unzipped their own jeans, freeing their erections. Three very different cocks. Nick’s was long and thick, proudly jutting upward. Hal’s was a solid, formidable weight in his hand. Lee’s was elegant, like the man himself, but with a prominent vein running its length.

The sight of them, these men she’d worshipped from afar, now stroking themselves while looking at her, was the most powerful aphrodisiac she’d ever known.

Nick had closed the distance first, his calloused fingers gently cupping her jaw. “Open,” he’d murmured. And she did.

Now, on her knees, the reality was overwhelming. The weight of Nick on her tongue, the way his hips gave tiny, involuntary thrusts. The rough texture of his jeans against her cheeks. She moaned around him, the sound vibrating along his length, and he groaned in response, his fingers tangling in her hair.

“Good girl. So good.”

A hand, large and slightly rough—Hal’s hand—guided her own. She understood. Without breaking her rhythm on Nick, she reached out, her fingers wrapping around the hard, hot shaft of Hal’s cock. She began to pump him, her fist moving in time with the bobbing of her head. The contrast was exquisite: the smooth, wet heat of her mouth on Nick, the firm, dry friction of her hand on Hal.

Then she felt Lee step closer, his cock brushing her other arm. The unspoken request was clear. More. She shifted, turning her head to take Hal into her mouth, his girth a new, delicious challenge for her lips. At the same time, her left hand found Nick again, stroking him, while her right hand reached for Lee. She was the axis they spun around, a creature of pure sensation, servicing them, worshipped by them, lost in a symphony of groans and ragged breath.

But they wanted more.

Hal’s strong hands were suddenly under her arms, lifting her to her feet. Lee was there, guiding her toward the long, leather couch. He sat down, his hands on her hips, positioning her. She knew what he wanted. She bent over, bracing her hands on the back of the couch, presenting herself to him. She heard the rustle of a condom wrapper—a brief, clinical sound in the primal atmosphere—then the blunt, insistent pressure of his cock at her entrance.

With one smooth, powerful thrust, Lee was inside her, filling her deeply. A cry was torn from her throat, a mix of shock and pure pleasure. The stretch was immense, incredible. He set a relentless, driving rhythm, each snap of his hips pushing her forward.

And then Hal was in front of her. He gripped her hair, not roughly, but with definite ownership, and guided his cock to her lips. She opened for him, taking him into the heat of her mouth as Lee pistoned into her from behind. She was pinned between them, utterly full, a conduit for their pleasure. Hal thrust deep, his tip hitting the back of her throat, and she relaxed into it, letting him use her, her own arousal coiling into a tight, screaming knot within her.

“My turn,” Nick’s voice cut through the haze.

The rhythm stopped. Lee slipped out of her, and Hal withdrew from her mouth. Nick lay down on a Persian rug in the middle of the room, his cock glistening and hard against his stomach. “Ride me, Adrienne.”

She moved on trembling legs, straddling him. She positioned herself above him, lowering herself slowly, so slowly, until the broad head of his cock began to stretch her open. Then she sank down, taking every inch of him with a gasping moan. It was a different fullness, deep and claiming. She began to move, rocking her hips, finding a rhythm that made him curse and dig his fingers into her thighs.

She felt Hal behind her again, his hands spreading her cheeks. Something cool and slick—lube—drizzled down her cleft. Her eyes went wide. Oh God. She felt the pressure, different this time, at a place that had never been touched. It was an intrusion, a claiming so complete it stole her breath. Hal pushed, slowly, inexorably, until he was buried in her ass alongside Nick, who was buried in her pussy.

The feeling was unbelievable. She was stretched to her absolute limit, filled beyond imagining. Every tiny movement sent shockwaves of intense sensation through her. Nick’s groan from beneath her was guttural, primal. Hal’s breath was hot on her back.

“Fuck, she’s tight,” Hal grunted, his thrusts short and deep.

It was the friction, the overwhelming fullness, the sheer taboo of it that shattered her. Her orgasm erupted without warning, a silent, seizing wave that clenched around both cocks inside her, milking them, pulling a ragged scream from her lungs.

She looked up, her vision blurry with tears of ecstasy, and saw Lee standing over her. He was stroking himself, his eyes locked on hers, on the spectacle of her being taken by his bandmates. His own release hit him, and with a hoarse cry, he came, hot stripes of cum painting her face, marking her.

The sensation triggered their own climaxes. Beneath her, Nick’s body went rigid, and she felt the hot, pulsing rush of his cum flooding her. Behind her, Hal slammed home one last time, his own release joining Nick’s, a second wave filling her other channel.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of heavy breathing and the lingering smell of sex and sweat.

Slowly, carefully, they withdrew from her. She felt empty, used, and utterly, gloriously spent. A towel was gently placed in her hand. She cleaned her face as they handed her her clothes. She dressed silently, her body humming, every movement a reminder.

Nick kissed her cheek, his voice soft again. “That was fucking phenomenal. Hope we can do it again next time we’re in town.”

Adrienne just nodded, unable to form words. She stumbled out of the dressing room and into the quiet hallway, the silence a physical shock. She leaned against the cool concrete wall, her legs trembling. She could still feel them inside her, the phantom fullness, the ache of a perfect stretch. A slow, disbelieving smile spread across her face. She’d just been fucked by her favorite band, Double Helix.

28 - SHARED WITH HIS BROTHER

MMF / BDSM / Taboo / Blowjob / Flogging / PIV Sex

The black lace felt cool and slippery against Karen’s skin as she adjusted the straps of her teddy. Jeffrey had said ‘something sexy,’ and this was the sexiest thing she owned. She didn’t question why she needed to look this way to meet his brother; Jeffrey’s word was her command, and the faint, thrilling buzz of submission was already humming in her veins.

The drive to Sam’s house was quiet, filled with the low thrum of the engine and the weight of unspoken instructions. Jeffrey’s hand rested on her thigh, his thumb stroking absently, a constant reminder of his ownership. When they arrived, the door was opened by a man who was undeniably Jeffrey’s brother. Same strong jaw, same intense dark eyes, but where Jeffrey’s gaze was controlling, Sam’s was assessing, sweeping over her with an analytic heat that made her cheeks flush. He’s so handsome, she thought, immediately chiding herself for the treacherous observation.

Inside, the conversation was casual, normal, until it wasn’t. Jeffrey’s arm was around her, pulling her close to his side on the couch. “Karen, you know how close Sam and I are,” he began, his voice a low murmur in her ear. She nodded, leaning into him. “We share everything. Everything.”

The pause that followed was heavy, charged. Sam watched them, a slow smile spreading across his face. Karen’s mind raced, trying to catch up, to understand the implication hanging in the air. Jeffrey’s next words landed not like a question, but a statement of fact. “That includes our women.”

Her breath hitched. The world tilted on its axis. This was not what she had prepared for, yet a shockwave of pure, undiluted arousal rocked through her core, so sudden and intense it left her dizzy. She looked from Jeffrey’s commanding expression to Sam’s hungry one. This was her test. Her ultimate act of submission. A soft, shaky “Okay” was all she could manage, but it was enough. The approval in Jeffrey’s eyes was her reward.

They led her to the bedroom, a dimly lit space that smelled of clean linen and masculine cologne. Jeffrey didn’t guide her; he issued a command. “Undress.”

Her fingers, trembling slightly, went to the delicate straps of her teddy. She shrugged it off, letting the black lace pool at her feet on the dark hardwood floor. She stood before them, utterly exposed, her skin pebbling in the cool air. Sam’s eyes darkened as he appraised her, and he didn’t hesitate. He unbuckled his belt, unzipped his jeans, and freed his cock. It was thick and already hard, and the sight of it sent a fresh jolt of desire through her.

“Kneel,” Jeffrey ordered, his voice leaving no room for doubt. “Suck his dick.”

She dropped to her knees without a second thought, the hard floor a dull pressure compared to the pounding of her heart. She leaned forward, her lips parting. The first taste of him was clean, salty. She took him into her mouth, her tongue swirling around the head before she sank down, taking as much of his length as she could. Her world narrowed to this single point of focus: the feeling of him filling her mouth, the sound of Sam’s sharp intake of breath, the weight of Jeffrey’s gaze upon her.

She was lost in the rhythm, in the act of pleasing, when Sam gently pulled back. “You’re as good as he said,” Sam murmured, his voice rough. He reached to the nightstand and picked up a flogger, its falls soft and supple leather. “Now, bend over the side of the bed. Let’s see how you take a sting.”

A shiver of anticipation, mixed with a thread of fear, raced down her spine. She obeyed, positioning herself so her hands were flat on the comforter, her back arched, presenting herself to him. The first strike was a whisper of air followed by a sharp, bright smack across her shoulders. She yelped, the sound startled out of her. The pain was immediate, then it melted, transmuted into a deep, throbbing heat that spread through her muscles.

Another strike, lower this time, across the crest of her ass. She gasped, her fingers clutching the bedspread. Yes. Each impact was a punctuation mark of his control, a sensation that somehow amplified every nerve ending in her body. She was floating on it, her earlier nervousness burned away by the building inferno between her legs. Sam handed the flogger to Jeffrey. “Your turn.”

Jeffrey’s strikes were different. Harder, more precise, landing with an authority that she knew intimately. Each one drove her deeper into her submission, each bloom of pain a testament to her devotion to him. She was panting now, her skin on fire, her core clenched around a desperate, empty ache. She had never been more turned on in her entire life.

“On the bed. On your hands and knees,” Jeffrey commanded, his voice husky with desire. She scrambled onto the mattress, presenting herself to both of them, utterly wanton, completely theirs.

She felt Sam’s hands on her hips, his grip firm. The blunt, wet head of his cock pressed against her entrance, and with one powerful, smooth thrust, he was inside her. A ragged cry tore from her throat as he filled her utterly, stretching her, the fullness a perfect counterpoint to the stinging heat on her skin. He set a brutal, deep rhythm, each plunge hitting a spot inside her that made her see stars.

Before she could even adjust to the overwhelming sensation of being taken by Sam, Jeffrey was in front of her. He gripped her hair, not roughly, but with absolute ownership, and guided his cock to her lips. She opened her mouth willingly, taking him in, the dual penetration sending her spinning into sensory overload. She was the center of their world, the object of their shared desire, completely and utterly used for their pleasure—and her own.

The sound of skin slapping against skin, their grunts, her own muffled moans around Jeffrey’s length—it was a symphony of debauchery. Sam’s thrusts became more erratic, his grip on her hips tightening to the point of bruising. She could feel her own climax coiling, tight and inevitable, deep in her belly.

“I’m gonna cum,” Sam groaned, the words a strained warning.

It was all she needed. The permission to let go. Her orgasm exploded through her, a silent, seismic wave that clenched around Sam’s pumping cock and made her body convulse. Jeffrey pulled out of her mouth with a guttural moan, and she felt the warm, sudden splash of his release across her cheeks and lips. A heartbeat later, Sam withdrew from her, and another hot stripe painted her lower back, mingling with the sweat-slicked, well-marked skin.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of heavy breathing. Karen stayed on her hands and knees, trembling and spent.

Jeffrey was the first to move. He tossed her clothes onto the bed beside her. “You did great, Karen.”

Sam, tucking himself back into his jeans, clapped Jeffrey on the shoulder. “Thanks for bringing her over, bro. She’s a natural whore. Let’s do it again soon.”

29 - VELVET DUNGEON REVENGE

MMF / BDSM / Cheating / Public / Group Sex / Spanking / Cunnilingus / Nipple Play / Cunnilingus / Vibrator / PIV Sex

The message glowed on Evelyn’s screen, a cold, hard slab of truth. Missing you, babe. Stuck at the office again. Below it, a photo from her ‘best friend’s’ private story: Mark, his arm draped around a laughing blonde, a half-empty bottle of champagne on the table. The timestamp was an hour ago.

A numbness spread through her chest, cold and sharp. Then, it ignited.

Fine. If he wanted to play that game, she would play it better. The thought was a live wire in her brain, sizzling with a dangerous new energy. The Velvet Dungeon. She’d heard whispers. Tonight, those whispers would become her roar.

Hours later, the heavy bass of the club vibrated up through the soles of her boots. The air smelled of leather, expensive perfume, and illicit promise. She stood at the edge of the main floor, her simple black dress feeling both like a shield and an invitation. Her heart hammered against her ribs, a frantic drum solo of nerves and grim determination.

Then she saw him.

Leaning against the bar, a glass of amber liquid in his hand, was a man who looked like he owned the very shadows he stood in. His gaze, dark and assessing, scanned the room until it landed on her. It was like a physical touch, a hot brand of attention that made her breath catch. He didn’t smile. He just watched. Jared.

He pushed off the bar and closed the distance between them with a predator’s grace. “You look… purpose-driven,” he said, his voice a low rumble that cut through the music.

Evelyn lifted her chin, meeting his intense stare. “I need to do something… kinky.” The word felt foreign and thrilling on her tongue. “Something memorable.”

A slow, knowing smile touched his lips. “I’d be happy to provide a memorable experience.” He gestured across the room. “But some experiences are better shared. Come meet Frank.”

Frank was broader, with a quiet strength that contrasted with Jared’s sharp dominance. He looked her over, not with lechery, but with a craftsman’s appraisal. “New to the scene?” he asked, his voice softer than she expected.

“It’s my first time,” Evelyn admitted, the heat of her revenge fueling her bravery.

Jared led them to a sturdy wooden bench in a semi-public area. “Let’s start simple. Bend over, Evelyn. Let everyone see what happens to beautiful creatures who seek new sensations.”

A thrill, hot and sharp, shot through her. This was it. The point of no return. She leaned forward, the cool wood pressing against her hips, her palms flat on the opposite side. The dress pooled around her waist, exposing her bare ass to the cool, watching air. She heard a few low murmurs from the periphery, felt the weight of unseen eyes. Let them watch. Let them all see.

The first crack of Jared’s palm was a shockwave. A searing heat bloomed across her left cheek, followed instantly by a matching sting from Frank on her right. She gasped, her fingers curling against the wood. Thwack. Thwack. The blows fell in a rhythm, alternating, building. The initial sting melted into a deep, throbbing warmth that pooled low in her belly. Each smack was a punctuation mark on her anger, driving it out, replacing it with a purely physical, shocking pleasure. A soft moan escaped her lips. She was wet. Soaked. And the two men could undoubtedly see it.

“I think she’s ready for a more private lesson,” Jared murmured, his hand gently rubbing the heated skin he’d just abused.

The private room was a sanctuary of sin. Black walls, a huge four-poster bed, and a cabinet brimming with toys that gleamed under the low light. Before she could take it all in, Frank was there with soft leather cuffs. “Okay?” he asked, his eyes checking in. She merely nodded, her voice lost to anticipation. He secured her wrists and ankles to the bedposts, leaving her spread open and utterly exposed.

The feeling of vulnerability was absolute. And it was the most freeing sensation she’d ever known.

Frank knelt between her legs, his breath a warm ghost against her inner thigh. Then his tongue was on her, a flat, slow, devastatingly precise stroke from her entrance to her clit. Evelyn cried out, back arching against the restraints. Oh god. He licked and sucked, his stubble a rough, exquisite contrast to the softness of his mouth. He wasn’t just eating her out; he was devouring her, and all she could do was take it, her hips bucking against his face.

A click sounded. Jared was there, phone in hand, a dark smile on his face as he captured the image of her, bound and being pleasured. “He’s going to love this one,” Jared purred, then lowered his head to her chest.

His mouth closed over one nipple, sucking hard while his fingers rolled and pinched the other. The dual assault was overwhelming. Pleasure streaked from her core and her breasts, converging into a tsunami building inside her.

She was close. So close.

Jared pulled away, selecting a large, intimidatingly thick silicone dildo. He lubricated it slowly, his eyes locked on hers. “Look at me,” he commanded.

She did. He pressed the blunt head against her dripping entrance and pushed. She was stretched, filled so completely it stole her breath. He began to piston it in and out, a deep, rhythmic fucking that had her seeing stars.

Then she felt a new sensation. A cool, thin slickness at her other hole. Frank, with a tiny vibrator. “Breathe out, beautiful,” he coaxed. She exhaled shakily, and he pressed. It slipped inside, a shocking, full feeling, and then he turned it on.

The buzz was electric, a high-frequency hum that resonated through her entire body, amplified by the deep thrusting of the dildo. It was too much. It was everything. Her world dissolved into pure sensation—the stretch, the buzz, the devouring heat of their mouths earlier. Her orgasm detonated, a silent, screaming wave that clenched around the toys, milking them, shaking her apart. Her vision whited out.

Before she could even come down, Frank was unbuckling the restraints. “Hands and knees,” he growled, his own pants coming undone.

She moved on trembling limbs, presenting herself to him. His cock, thick and hard, nudged at her slick entrance before he plunged in, hilting himself in one brutal, perfect thrust. Yes! He fucked her with a powerful, animalistic rhythm, each drive sending jolts of pleasure through her oversensitive body. She met him thrust for thrust, a raw, guttural noise tearing from her throat. Mark was a ghost, a faded photograph in a forgotten drawer. There was only this—the slap of skin, Frank’s groans, the mind-numbing friction.

With a deep, shuddering roar, Frank came, pumping his release deep inside her. He pulled out, and Jared was there instantly. He rolled her onto her back, his eyes blazing with unrestrained hunger. He drove into her, his length different, hitting new depths. Her legs wrapped around his waist, pulling him closer, taking him deeper still. He pounded into her, the bed rocking, her second climax already coiling, tighter and hotter than the first. It broke over her with less violence and more profound intensity, a deep, pulsing earthquake that made her scream his name. Jared followed her over the edge, his own release joining Frank’s inside her with a guttural cry.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their ragged breathing. Jared collapsed beside her, and Frank handed her a towel with a grin.

Evelyn reached for her clutch, pulling out her phone. Her fingers, slightly unsteady, found the picture Jared had taken. Her, blissed out, bound, with Frank between her legs. She attached it to a text to Mark.

Looks like we both had a late night at the office.

She hit send. A slow, genuine smile spread across her face. The jealousy he’d feel would be a cold comfort, but the fire she’d found in herself? That was a revelation.

She looked at Jared, then at Frank, a new, hungry glint in her eye. “So… what’s next on the menu?”

30 - CALLIE’S FIRST ORGY

MMFF / BDSM / Group Sex / Orgy / Blowjob / PIV Sex / Cunnilingus / Cum Sharing

An excerpt from On Her Knees: Callie’s Education by Brandi Moore:

Callie looked at the stack of overdue tuition notices on her rickety kitchen table. Thank god for Rhett, she thought. I don't know what I’d do without him. The buzzer’s harsh sound shattered the quiet of her shabby apartment, making her jump. Callie already knew who it was.

“I’m outside,” Rhett’s voice, low and smooth as aged whiskey, came through the intercom. “Be down in five.”

Her heart hammered against her ribs. Five minutes. She put on a red dress. It hugged her curves just right, and she knew it. A quick spritz of perfume on her wrists and neck, a final glance in the mirror at her flushed cheeks, and she was out the door.

Rhett leaned against his sleek, black sedan, looking utterly out of place in her rundown neighborhood. His sharp suit probably cost more than her rent for the year. A slow, appreciative smile spread across his face as she approached. “Stunning, as always, Callie.”

He opened the passenger door for her, and she slid inside, the scent of leather and his cologne enveloping her. The engine purred to life.

“Where are we going?” she asked, her voice a little too breathy.

“A surprise,” he said, his eyes on the road, a hint of a smirk playing on his lips. “A private party. An opportunity for you to… demonstrate your appreciation.”

An hour later, they were turning down a long, tree-lined driveway, leading to a modern, secluded house glowing with soft light. Music pulsed from within, a deep, primal beat that she felt in her bones. Inside, the air was warm and thick. Well-dressed people mingled, holding crystal glasses, their laughter sharp and knowing.

Rhett’s hand settled on the small of her back, possessive and guiding. He led her to a tall, muscular man with a charming, predatory grin. “Callie, this is Nick, our host. Nick, this is the remarkable Callie I told you about.”

“A pleasure,” Nick said, his eyes roaming over her with an open, hungry appreciation that made heat bloom low in her belly.

Rhett vanished for a moment, returning with a chilled glass of champagne. She took a nervous sip, the bubbles doing little to settle her nerves.

Suddenly, the music cut out. Nick, standing on a small raised platform, raised his hands. “Everyone! The formalities are over. The fun… is now starting.”

As if a switch had been flipped, the atmosphere shifted. A woman nearby laughed, a throaty, delighted sound, and simply unzipped her dress, letting it pool at her feet. A man loosened his tie, then pulled his shirt over his head. All around them, clothes began to fall, revealing slick, eager skin. Callie stood frozen, her champagne flute trembling in her hand. Oh my god.

Rhett turned to her, his eyes dark with intent. He didn’t ask. He commanded, his voice a low thrum that vibrated through her. “Take it off, Callie. All of it.”

Her fingers, clumsy with a chaotic mix of terror and dizzying excitement, obeyed. The dress, her strapless bra, her lace panties. They joined the pile of clothing on the polished concrete floor. She stood completely bare, exposed under the warm light, her skin prickling with goosebumps. She’d never felt more vulnerable, or more alive.

Rhett shed his own clothes with efficient grace, his body every bit as powerful and imposing as she’d imagined. He wasn’t asking anymore. He cupped her chin, tilting her face up. “On your knees.”

She sank down, the cool floor against her skin. His cock, already hard and thick, was right there. The musky, clean scent of him filled her senses. Her lips parted, and she took him into her mouth.

The world narrowed to this single, wet point of connection. The weight of him on her tongue, the smooth glide of his skin against her lips. She heard a low, approving groan rumble in his chest. She lost herself in the rhythm, in the taste of him, her own desire coiling tight and hot within her.

Then another presence was there. Nick stood beside Rhett, his own erection firm in his hand. He didn’t speak, just looked down at her with that same hungry grin. Rhett’s hand tangled in her hair, not roughly, but with absolute authority. He gently guided her head, turning her mouth from his own length to Nick’s.

The transition was seamless. One cock, then the other. Her world became a dizzying cycle of different textures, different tastes. Rhett’s familiar thickness, then Nick’s, slightly longer, hitting the back of her throat. She gagged, tears springing to her eyes, but the sound she made was one of pure, wanton need. She was the center of their attention, a good girl being used perfectly.

Rhett pulled her up, spinning her around to face the back of a deep, leather couch. He bent her over it, her cheek pressed against the cool leather. She heard him spit into his hand, then the slick, initial pressure as he pushed into her from behind. Ohgodohgod. He filled her completely, a delicious, stretching burn that instantly morphed into piercing pleasure.

He set a punishing, deep rhythm, each thrust driving a gasp from her lips. Before she could fully adjust, Nick was in front of her again, his cock nudging at her lips. She opened her mouth, taking him deep, her body being used at both ends. The sensation was overwhelming, a feedback loop of pleasure. The thrust in her core echoed the thrust in her mouth, the vibrations of her moans around Nick’s length teasing Rhett buried deep inside her.

She was just a body, a vessel for their pleasure, and the freedom of that thought ripped a ragged cry from her throat. Her climax crashed over her without warning, a violent, shuddering wave that clenched tightly around Rhett’s driving cock. Her cries were muffled around Nick’s shaft.

Feeling her tighten around him, Rhett’s rhythm faltered. He drove into her one last, deep time, his own groan long and guttural as he emptied himself inside her, warmth flooding her core.

Nick wasn’t far behind. He gripped her hair, holding her still as his hips stuttered forward. “Swallow it,” he grunted, and the first hot, salty pulse hit the back of her throat.

She obeyed, drinking him down as he emptied himself, her body still trembling from her own orgasm.

Spent, they pulled away from her. She stayed slumped over the couch, breathless, boneless. She heard a woman’s soft laugh. Aimee, a gorgeous redhead with knowing eyes, guided Callie onto her back on the couch. She didn’t speak, just smiled and gently pushed Callie’s legs apart.

Callie flinched as Aimee’s tongue, hot and seeking, traced her sensitive folds. But then Aimee did something entirely unexpected. She dove deeper, her tongue licking and lapping, not just at Callie, but at Rhett’s release as it seeped from her. The taboo intimacy of it sent a fresh, shocking jolt of arousal through Callie’s spent body. Aimee’s mouth was relentless, worshipful, coaxing a second, softer, yet somehow more intense orgasm from her. It rolled through her in slow, sweet waves, wringing a soft, continuous moan from her lips.

When Callie opened her eyes, Aimee was leaning over her, a speculative smile on her glossy lips. She kissed Callie, deep and slow, and Callie could taste herself, and Rhett, and Nick, a complex flavor of utter debauchery. And she kissed her back, hungry for it.

Later, dressed and walking back to the car on wobbly legs, the cool night air felt surreal against her skin. The drive home was quiet. Rhett focused on the road, a satisfied silence hanging between them. Callie stared out the window at the passing dark trees, the ghost of a hundred sensations dancing on her skin.

She could still feel the deep, full ache between her legs, the phantom stretch of her lips. The memory of the taste, the sounds, the sheer abandon of it all played on a loop in her mind. A slow smile spread across her face in the darkness. She had never, ever done anything like that before.

And she’d loved every second of it.

31 - A SECRET SOCIETY INITIATION

MMMFFFF / BDSM / Group Sex / Orgy / Cunnilingus / Facial / Blowjob / Bukkake

Nina hadn’t been expecting much when she picked up the flyer on campus. It was one of those glossy, mysterious things—black with silver lettering that simply read: “The Starstones. Tomorrow night. 9 PM. Victorian Manor on Willow Lane. Refreshments provided.” It was vague, but that was part of the allure. Free food? A secret society? It sounded like the kind of thing her friends would laugh about over coffee, but Nina was curious. What did she have to lose?

The Victorian manor loomed ahead of her, its tall windows glowing with warm light. Nina hesitated on the front steps, clutching her jacket tighter against the crisp autumn air. She took a deep breath and rang the doorbell. The door creaked open almost instantly, revealing a striking woman with raven-black hair and a smile that was equal parts inviting and enigmatic.

“You must be Nina,” the woman said, her voice smooth like honey. “I’m Charlotte. Welcome to the Starstones.”

Nina stepped inside, her eyes widening as she took in the opulent foyer. A grand chandelier hung above, casting a soft, golden glow over the polished wood floors. The air smelled faintly of sandalwood and something sweet—incense, perhaps. She could hear the murmur of voices and the clink of glasses from somewhere deeper in the house.

Charlotte handed her a glass of champagne, the bubbles dancing lazily to the surface. “We’ve been expecting you. Come, let me introduce you to the others.”

Nina followed Charlotte into a lavish sitting room where five people lounged casually. Three men and two women, all impossibly attractive, their elegance almost intimidating. They turned to her with curious smiles.

“This is Nina,” Charlotte announced. “Nina, meet Ronan, Lawrence, Michael, Lily, and Cordelia.”

The men nodded, their eyes lingering on her in a way that made her pulse quicken. Lily and Cordelia smiled warmly, their gazes sharp and assessing. Nina felt a thrill of something she couldn’t quite name—excitement, curiosity, maybe even a hint of unease.

“So, what is this place?” Nina asked, sipping her champagne to steady her nerves.

Ronan, a tall man with dark, piercing eyes, stepped forward. “The Starstones is a secret society. For generations, we’ve helped each other succeed—through connections, resources, and... other means. Many of the most influential people in the world are members. Tonight, you’re being invited to join us.”

Nina’s heart skipped a beat. “Me? Why?”

Charlotte chuckled softly. “Because we see something in you, Nina. Potential. Power. But joining us isn’t as simple as saying yes. There’s an initiation. Are you interested?”

Nina hesitated, her mind racing. This was insane, right? But the allure of it—the mystery, the promise of success—was intoxicating. “What kind of initiation?”

Charlotte’s smile deepened. “You’ll see. Trust me, it’s nothing you can’t handle. And it’ll be... rewarding.”

Before Nina could respond, Charlotte took her hand and led her up a grand staircase, the others following behind. They stopped at a set of double doors, which Charlotte pushed open to reveal a bedroom straight out of a dream. The room was bathed in soft, golden light, the walls draped in rich fabrics. A massive bed dominated the center, its sheets a deep, inviting red.

Charlotte turned to Nina, her gaze intense. “Take off your clothes.”

Nina blinked, her stomach tightening. “What?”

“The initiation,” Charlotte said simply. “You have to be... open. Vulnerable. It’s the only way to truly join us.”

Nina’s heart pounded in her chest. This was insane. She should leave. But something about the way they were looking at her—the way Ronan was looking at her—made her stay. Slowly, she unzipped her jacket and let it fall to the floor. Then her sweater, her jeans, her underwear, until she stood completely naked before them, her skin prickling with a mix of fear and arousal.

Charlotte’s hands were on her instantly, guiding her to the bed. Nina lay down, her breath coming in shallow gasps. Charlotte and Cordelia knelt beside her, their lips finding her nipples almost simultaneously. Nina gasped, her back arching as their tongues flicked and sucked, the sensation sending shockwaves through her body. Lily crawled between her legs, her tongue tracing delicate patterns along Nina’s inner thighs before finding her core.

Nina’s eyes fluttered shut as the women worked her body, their hands and mouths everywhere at once. She could hear the men behind her, the sound of their breathing growing heavier. She opened her eyes just in time to see Ronan, Lawrence, and Michael pulling down their pants, their cocks already hard and ready.

Charlotte’s lips moved to Nina’s ear, her voice a low whisper. “You’re doing so well, Nina. Just let go.”

Nina moaned as Lily’s tongue delved deeper, her climax building with terrifying speed. She came with a cry, her body trembling as the waves of pleasure crashed over her. Before she could catch her breath, Michael was standing over her, his cock in his hand. He stroked himself quickly, his eyes locked on hers as he came, streaks of hot cum splattering across her face.

Lawrence was next, his release joining Michael’s on her skin. Nina’s heart raced, her body still tingling from her orgasm as Ronan approached. He didn’t say a word, simply gripped her hair and guided his cock into her mouth. Nina gagged as he thrust deep, her throat stretching to accommodate him. He pulled out just as quickly, his cum joining the others on her face.

The women continued to touch her, their hands gentle now, almost soothing. Charlotte helped Nina sit up, her expression soft. “You were perfect. Come, let’s get you cleaned up.”

Nina followed them to a bathroom, her legs shaky beneath her. The hot water of the shower felt like a balm against her skin, washing away the evidence of what had just happened. As the steam rose around her, Nina leaned against the tile, her mind spinning.

She couldn’t believe what she’d just done. But even as the shock lingered, a spark of excitement flickered inside her. This was just the beginning. And she couldn’t wait to see what came next.

32 - BECOMING A STAR
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Ronette’s heart pounded as she stood in the middle of the dimly lit studio, her chest rising and falling with each nervous breath. Jasper “Jazz” Redding leaned casually against the soundboard, his fingers tapping rhythmically on the edge. Big D, the towering rapper with a gold chain glinting against his chest, stood beside him, arms crossed, his expression unreadable.

“You’ve got talent, kid,” Jazz said, his voice smooth but edged with something darker. “But talent alone doesn’t sell records. You want this? Really want it?”

Ronette swallowed hard, her hands trembling at her sides. “Yes,” she whispered, barely audible. “I want it.”

Big D chuckled low, a deep rumble that sent a shiver down her spine. “Then you know what’s gotta happen, right? You wanna play with the big boys, you gotta pay the price.”

Her stomach twisted, but she nodded. She’d come too far to back out now.

—

It started with a phone call.

Ronette had been pacing her tiny apartment, the walls closing in around her as she scrolled through yet another rejection email from a label. Her demo tapes weren’t getting her anywhere. She was on the verge of giving up when her phone buzzed. The number was unfamiliar, but the voice on the other end was unmistakable.

“Ronette?” The man’s voice was rich, confident, like honey poured over gravel. “This is Jasper Redding. I heard your demo. You’ve got something. I want you in my studio tomorrow.”

Her breath hitched. Jazz Redding was a legend—a producer who’d launched the careers of some of the biggest names in the industry. This was it. Her shot.

She spent the night rehearsing, her mind racing with possibilities. When she arrived at the studio the next day, she was greeted by Jazz himself. He was tall, with sharp features and a smirk that made her stomach flip. But he wasn’t alone. Leaning against the wall was Big D, his presence imposing, his eyes piercing through her like he could see every secret she’d ever tried to hide.

“Ronette, meet Big D,” Jazz said, clapping a hand on the rapper’s shoulder. “You’re gonna cut a track with him today. Let’s see what you’ve got.”

They spent hours in the booth, her voice blending with Big D’s deep, rhythmic flow. The chemistry was undeniable, the track pulsating with energy. When they finally emerged, Jazz was grinning.

“That,” he said, “was fire. This could be your big break, Ronette. But…” He trailed off, his smile fading into something more calculating. “There’s a catch.”

—

Now, standing in the studio, her dreams dangling just out of reach, Ronette felt the weight of that catch pressing down on her. Jazz stepped closer, his eyes locking onto hers.

“Take it off,” he said, his voice low and commanding.

Her hands shook as she reached for the hem of her shirt, her mind screaming at her to stop. But the thought of walking away, of going back to her empty apartment and her endless rejections, was worse. She pulled the shirt over her head, letting it fall to the floor.

Big D whistled low, his eyes raking over her. “Damn, girl. Jazz wasn’t kidding.”

She unbuttoned her jeans, sliding them down her legs, leaving her in nothing but her lace bra and panties. Jazz’s smirk widened as he stepped closer, his fingers brushing against her cheek.

“You’re beautiful,” he murmured, his breath hot against her skin. “But we’re not done yet.”

Her fingers trembled as she unhooked her bra, letting it fall to the floor. She stepped out of her panties, standing naked in front of them, her face burning with shame and something else she couldn’t quite name.

Jazz and Big D exchanged a glance before unzipping their pants, their cocks springing free. Ronette’s stomach churned, but she forced herself to step closer. She reached out, taking Jazz in one hand and Big D in the other, her fingers wrapping around their lengths.

Jazz groaned, his hand tangling in her hair as she dropped to her knees. His cock was thick, heavy in her hand, and she hesitated for just a moment before leaning forward, her lips parting. She took him into her mouth, her tongue swirling around the tip as he hissed in pleasure.

Big D stroked himself, his eyes fixed on her as she worked Jazz’s cock, her head bobbing up and down. Jazz’s grip on her hair tightened, pulling her closer as he thrust into her mouth.

“That’s it, baby,” he murmured, his voice thick with desire. “Take it all.”

She gagged as he pushed deeper, her throat tightening around him. Big D stepped closer, his cock brushing against her cheek.

“My turn,” he growled, pulling her away from Jazz.

He guided her to the couch, pushing her down onto her hands and knees. She felt his hands on her hips, his cock pressing against her entrance. She braced herself as he thrust into her, his thick length stretching her painfully.

“Fuck,” he groaned, his fingers digging into her hips as he pounded into her.

Jazz stepped in front of her, his cock brushing against her lips. She opened her mouth, taking him in as Big D continued to fuck her from behind. The rhythmic slapping of skin filled the room, punctuated by their groans and the wet sounds of her mouth working Jazz’s cock.

Big D’s pace quickened, his thrusts becoming more erratic. “I’m close,” he growled, his fingers tightening on her hips.

She felt him surge inside her, his cock pulsing as he came, his cum filling her. He pulled out, leaving her panting and trembling as Jazz moved behind her.

“My turn,” Jazz said, his voice rough with need.

He pushed into her, his cock stretching her already sensitive walls. She cried out, her body trembling as he fucked her hard, his pace relentless.

“You’re so fucking tight,” he groaned, his hands gripping her hips as he drove into her.

She could feel the tension building in her own body, her orgasm crashing over her as he pounded into her. He let out a strangled moan as he came, his cum spilling inside her.

Later, as she dressed in silence, Jazz handed her a card. “You’ve got what it takes to be a star,” he said, his voice casual, like the last hour hadn’t happened. “I’ll be in touch.”

She left the studio, her body still aching, her mind a whirlwind of emotions. But as she walked down the street, a small smile tugged at her lips. She’d finally gotten her big break.

—

A few months later, Ronette leaned back in the driver’s seat of her new car, the radio playing softly in the background. The song she’d recorded with Big D filled the air, her voice blending seamlessly with his. She couldn’t help but smile as she turned up the volume, her heart swelling with pride.

She was a star. And she’d do whatever it took to stay that way.

As the chorus swelled, she thought back to that day in the studio, the choices she’d made. The price of fame. It had been worth it. Hadn’t it?

Her fingers tightened on the steering wheel as the song faded out, the DJ’s voice cutting in with the next track. She took a deep breath, the weight of her decision settling over her once again. But before she could dwell on it, her phone buzzed.

A text from Jazz flashed on the screen. “Got another project for you. You in?”

Ronette hesitated, her thumb hovering over the screen. Then, with a determined smile, she typed back. “When and where?”

33 - AN INTERN’S GANGBANG
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The plane cabin hummed softly as Jasmine settled into her first-class seat, her heart racing with a mix of excitement and nerves. She couldn’t believe her luck—just weeks into her internship at Powers & Associates, one of the most prestigious law firms in the city, she was already being invited on a high-profile work trip to New York.

Sitting across the aisle were her boss, Sam Powers, and two senior associates, Rick and Josh. The three men exuded confidence, their tailored suits and sharp demeanors making them seem larger than life. Jasmine adjusted her blouse nervously, hoping she looked as professional as they did.

Sam glanced over at her, a warm smile spreading across his face. “First time in first class?” he asked, his voice smooth and inviting.

Jasmine nodded, trying to contain her giddiness. “It’s amazing,” she replied, her voice barely above a whisper.

Sam chuckled, leaning slightly closer. “You’ll get used to it. We take care of our own here at Powers.”

His words felt like a promise, and Jasmine couldn’t help but blush. She noticed Rick and Josh exchanging knowing glances, their eyes occasionally flicking in her direction.

Rick leaned forward, his tone light but with an edge of flirtation. “So, Jasmine, what’s your secret? How’d you manage to snag this trip so soon?”

She laughed nervously. “I guess I just got lucky,” she said, though she sensed there was more to their attention than simple curiosity.

The flight passed with a mix of light conversation and subtle flirting. Sam’s charm was almost overwhelming, his every word and gesture seeming to draw her in. Rick and Josh weren’t far behind, their comments growing bolder as the hours ticked by. By the time they landed in New York, Jasmine felt both flattered and overwhelmed, her mind racing with thoughts she wasn’t sure she wanted to confront.

The hotel was as luxurious as she’d expected, its towering glass exterior glinting in the city lights. After checking in, Jasmine made her way to her room, her heels clicking softly against the polished marble floors. The room was spacious, with a breathtaking view of the Manhattan skyline. She sighed, letting the weight of the day melt away as she stepped into the bathroom and turned on the shower. The hot water was a welcome relief, washing away the tension in her muscles and the lingering doubts in her mind.

Wrapped in a plush white robe, Jasmine stepped out of the bathroom, her hair still damp and her skin glowing. She was just about to pour herself a glass of water when there was a knock at the door. Her heart skipped a beat. Who could that be? she wondered, tightening the belt of her robe as she approached the door. Through the peephole, she saw Sam standing there, a casual smile on his face. She hesitated for a moment before opening the door.

“Sam,” she said, trying to sound composed. “Is everything okay?”

He stepped inside without waiting for an invitation, his presence filling the room. “Couldn’t sleep,” he said, his eyes scanning her from head to toe. “Thought we could chat for a bit.”

Jasmine felt a flutter in her stomach but nodded, closing the door behind him. Sam walked over to the minibar, pulling out a small bottle of whiskey. “Drink?” he offered, holding it up.

Jasmine shook her head. “No, I’m fine, thanks.”

Sam shrugged, pouring himself a glass before sitting down on the edge of the bed.

There was a moment of silence, the air thick with unspoken tension. Sam took a sip of his drink, his gaze steady on her. “You’ve got potential, Jasmine,” he said, his voice low and deliberate. “I see a lot of myself in you. Ambitious, smart, willing to do whatever it takes to succeed.”

Jasmine felt a rush of pride but also a pang of unease. “Thank you,” she said softly. “That means a lot coming from you.”

Sam leaned forward, his elbows resting on his knees. “I’ll cut to the chase,” he said, his tone shifting. “I want to offer you a full-time position at the firm. But there’s a condition.”

Jasmine’s breath caught in her throat. A full-time position? This was everything she’d been working for, everything she’d dreamed of. But the way Sam was looking at her made her stomach twist. “What kind of condition?” she asked, her voice barely a whisper.

Sam’s smile was slow, almost predatory. “You’d have to prove your loyalty,” he said, his eyes locked on hers. “To me. To the firm.”

Jasmine’s heart raced, her mind struggling to process what he was suggesting. “I’m not sure I understand,” she said, though deep down, she knew exactly what he meant.

Sam stood up, closing the distance between them in a few strides. “I want you,” he said, his voice a low purr. “But not just me. Rick and Josh, too. Think of it as… a team-building exercise.”

Jasmine’s face flushed, her mind spinning. This was wrong, so wrong. But the thought of turning him down, of losing this opportunity, was unbearable. She swallowed hard, her voice trembling. “And if I say yes?”

Sam’s smile widened. “Then the job is yours. You’ll be set for life.”

“Okay,” Jasmine murmured. “I’ll do it.”

Sam pulled out his phone, dialing a number without taking his eyes off her. “Hey, Rick. Yeah, it’s Sam. Bring Josh and come to Jasmine’s room. We’ve got something to discuss.” He hung up, slipping the phone back into his pocket.

Jasmine’s knees felt weak, but she couldn’t bring herself to move. This is happening, she thought, her pulse pounding in her ears.

A few minutes later, there was another knock at the door. Sam opened it, letting Rick and Josh step inside. The two men looked at Jasmine with a mixture of curiosity and hunger, their eyes darkening as they took in her robe-clad figure. Sam closed the door behind them, locking it with a soft click.

He turned to Jasmine, his smile turning predatory. “You made the right choice,” he said, his voice thick with desire.

He reached out, his hands gripping her shoulders as he pulled her into a kiss. His lips were demanding, his tongue invading her mouth as he claimed her. Jasmine’s mind was a whirlwind of emotions, but her body reacted instinctively, her arms wrapping around his neck as she kissed him back.

Sam’s hands moved to the belt of her robe, untying it with a quick tug. The robe fell open, revealing her naked body to the room. Rick and Josh let out low whistles, their hands already moving to their belts as they watched with hungry eyes.

Sam broke the kiss, his breathing heavy. “On your knees,” he commanded, his voice firm.

Jasmine hesitated for only a moment before sinking to the floor, her heart pounding as she looked up at him.

Sam unzipped his pants, pulling out his already hard cock. “Suck it,” he ordered, his tone leaving no room for argument.

Jasmine’s hands trembled as she reached out, wrapping her fingers around his shaft. She leaned forward, her lips parting as she took him into her mouth. He was thick, his taste filling her senses as she began to move her head, her tongue swirling around him. Sam groaned, his hands gripping her hair as he guided her rhythm.

“Good girl,” he muttered, his voice thick with pleasure. “Now, take care of Rick and Josh.”

Jasmine pulled away, her lips slick with saliva. She turned to Rick first, his cock already in his hand. She leaned in, taking him into her mouth as her hand reached for Josh, stroking him in time with her movements. Rick groaned, his hips jerking forward as he thrust into her mouth. Jasmine alternated between them, her movements growing more confident as she felt their reactions, their groans filling the room.

Rick was the first to cum, his release shooting onto her face as he let out a low growl. Josh followed soon after, his cum mixing with Rick’s as it dripped down her cheeks. Jasmine wiped at her face with the back of her hand, her arousal spiking as she felt the sticky warmth on her skin.

Sam pulled her to her feet, his hands roaming her body as he pushed her toward the bed. “You’re doing great,” he murmured, his lips trailing down her neck. “But we’re not done yet.”

Sam climbed on top of Jasmine. His hands explored her body, touching her breasts in a way that made her shiver with delight. She felt his cock press against her entrance as he kissed her neck. Sam let out a groan as he pushed inside, filling Jasmine.

Jasmine felt the pleasure building as Sam pounded her faster. With each thrust, Sam drove her closer to release. Finally, she climaxed, her eyes rolling back in her head as she gripped the sheets. Sam let out a low moan as he filled her with his seed. He pulled away, leaving her sticky with his semen.

“You were amazing,” Sam whispered, his eyes locked on Jasmine.

“Thank you,” Jasmine replied, still catching her breath.

“We can’t wait for you to start working with us, full-time,” Rick said, caressing Jasmine’s smooth skin.

Jasmine felt proud. She’d gotten the job, and she was eager to see where her relationship with Sam would lead.

34 - BROTHERS IN DOMINATION
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Vivienne sat alone at the bar, her fingers tracing the rim of her half-empty gin and tonic. The noise of the crowded room buzzed around her, a cacophony of laughter and overlapping conversations that made her feel even more isolated. She’d come here hoping to meet someone—anyone—who might make her feel like she belonged, even for a night. But the longer she sat there, the more she regretted her decision.

A man slid onto the stool beside her, his presence sudden but not unwelcome. He was older than the usual crowd, his dark hair streaked with silver at the temples, and his sharp blue eyes locked onto hers with an intensity that made her stomach flutter.

“You look like you’re waiting for something,” he said, his voice smooth and low, almost a purr. “Or someone.”

Vivienne hesitated, unsure how to respond. She wasn’t used to this kind of attention. “Just… trying to get out of my head,” she admitted, her voice barely above a whisper.

The man smiled, leaning in closer. “I’m Mark. And I think I can help with that.”

Her cheeks flushed at the way his gaze lingered on her lips. She wasn’t sure if it was the alcohol or the loneliness, but something about him made her feel suddenly alive. “Vivienne,” she said, offering her name like a peace offering.

Mark reached out, brushing a strand of hair away from her face. “Vivienne,” he repeated, as if testing the sound of it.

Then, without warning, he kissed her. His lips were warm and insistent, and she found herself leaning into it, her hands gripping the edge of the bar for balance.

When he pulled away, she was breathless, her heart pounding in her chest. Before she could say anything, another man appeared at Mark’s side. He was younger, with the same sharp features and cocky grin, but there was something rougher about him, something wilder.

“This is my brother, Joey,” Mark said, his arm slung casually over Joey’s shoulder. “We’re a package deal.”

Joey smirked, his eyes raking over Vivienne with an appraising look that made her shiver. “Nice to meet you, Vivienne,” he said, his voice deeper than Mark’s, with a hint of playful menace.

She wasn’t sure what to say. This wasn’t what she’d expected when she’d walked into the bar, but there was something undeniably thrilling about the way they both looked at her, like she was the center of their world.

“Why don’t you come back to our place?” Mark suggested, his hand resting lightly on her thigh. “We can get to know each other better.”

Vivienne hesitated, her mind racing. She knew she should say no, should walk away and go back to her apartment, but the thought of spending the night alone was unbearable. “Okay,” she said, the word slipping out before she could stop it.

Mark’s smile widened, and Joey let out a low, approving laugh. “Let’s go,” Joey said, taking her hand and pulling her off the stool.

The walk to their apartment was a blur, the cool night air doing little to clear her head. Mark kept his arm around her waist, his touch possessive but not unpleasant, while Joey walked slightly ahead, his hands shoved in his pockets.

When they reached the apartment, Vivienne was struck by how modern it was—all sleek lines and minimal decor. But it was the bedroom that caught her attention. The walls were painted a deep, sultry red, and in the corner of the room was a collection of BDSM equipment: restraints, a flogger, a vibrator.

Her breath hitched at the sight. “I… I don’t know about this,” she said, taking a step back.

Joey was behind her in an instant, his hands resting on her shoulders. “Relax,” he murmured, his lips brushing against her ear. “We’ll take care of you. You’ll enjoy it, I promise.”

Mark stepped in front of her, his hands cupping her face. “You’re safe with us,” he said, his voice soft but firm. “But if you want to leave, now’s the time.”

She looked into his eyes, searching for any hint of deception, but all she saw was raw desire. And she realized, with a jolt of mingled fear and excitement, that she wanted this. She wanted them.

“I’ll stay,” she whispered.

Mark’s smile was triumphant as he leaned in to kiss her, his tongue slipping into her mouth with a hunger that made her knees weak. Joey’s hands moved down to her waist, pulling her closer to him, and she could feel the hard line of his erection pressing against her back.

Joey’s fingers worked quickly, undoing the buttons of her blouse and sliding it off her shoulders. Her bra followed, and then her skirt, until she stood before them completely naked, her skin tingling under their gaze.

Mark stepped back, his eyes raking over her body with an intensity that made her flush. “On your knees,” he said, his voice commanding.

She hesitated for only a moment before sinking to the floor, her hands resting on her thighs. Both men undid their pants, their cocks springing free, and her mouth watered at the sight.

Joey stepped forward first, his cock inches from her face. “Open,” he said, his voice husky.

She obeyed, her lips parting as he slid his cock into her mouth. She moaned around him, the taste and weight of him filling her senses.

Mark watched with a satisfied smirk, his hand moving to stroke himself as she sucked Joey off. “Good girl,” he murmured, his voice thick with arousal.

When Joey pulled out, Mark took his place, his cock sliding into her mouth with practiced ease. She moaned around him, her tongue swirling around the head as he thrust deeper.

They took turns, each one pulling out just as she started to get used to the rhythm, and she found herself craving more. Her pussy was wet, throbbing with need, and she could barely think straight.

“On the bed,” Mark ordered, his voice sharp.

She obeyed, climbing onto the bed and lying down. Mark grabbed a pair of restraints, binding her wrists to the bedposts with a firmness that sent a shiver of anticipation down her spine.

He grabbed the vibrator, turning it on and holding it just above her pussy. She whimpered, her hips lifting off the bed as he teased her, the vibrations just barely brushing against her clit.

Joey leaned over her, his hands cupping her breasts as he teased her nipples with his tongue. She cried out, her body writhing as pleasure coursed through her.

“Please,” she begged, her voice trembling. “I need to cum.”

“Not yet,” Mark said, his tone firm. He moved the vibrator closer, the vibrations becoming more intense, but still not enough to push her over the edge.

She whimpered, her body taut with tension, and then Mark was on top of her, his cock sliding into her pussy with a single, deep thrust. She cried out, her body arching as he started to fuck her, his hips slamming into hers with a force that took her breath away.

Her orgasm hit her like a tidal wave, her body convulsing as she came, her pussy clenching around his cock. Mark groaned, his thrusts becoming erratic as he followed her over the edge, his cock pulsing as he filled her with his cum.

Before she could catch her breath, Joey was on top of her, his cock even bigger than Mark’s. She gasped as he pushed into her, the stretch sending a fresh wave of pleasure through her.

He fucked her hard, his hands gripping her hips as he pounded into her, and she came again, her body trembling with the intensity of it. Joey groaned, his cock pulsing as he filled her with his cum, mixing with Mark’s already leaking out of her.

When he pulled out, Mark released the restraints, his fingers brushing against her reddened wrists. “Did you enjoy it?” he asked, his voice gentle.

She nodded, too overwhelmed to speak.

Joey smirked, leaning down to kiss her. “Good. Because we’re just getting started.”

35 - WORSHIPPING BIG COCK
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The phone buzzed on the nightstand, and I reached for it without looking, my mind still fogged with sleep. Quentin. His name flashed across the screen, and I sat up instantly, the sheets pooling around my waist. I hadn’t expected to hear from him again so soon.

“Hey, Quentin,” I answered, my voice still rough from sleep but laced with curiosity.

“Brandi,” his voice was smooth, confident, almost smug. “I’ve got a proposition for you. Something… special. You in?”

I ran a hand through my long dark hair, already intrigued. Quentin was a name that carried weight in the industry, and not just because of his reputation as a porn producer. He was the guy with the ego as big as his… well, you know. I’d worked with him once before, and it had been intense, but profitable. Very profitable.

“What’s the gig?” I asked, my tone casual but my heart already picking up speed.

“BDSM. I need you and two other girls. You’ll be submitting to me, worshipping me, and really selling it. Think you can handle it, Brandi?”

I smirked, even though he couldn’t see me. “You know I can. Who else are you thinking?”

“Your friend Laura, for starters. And maybe that tall one—Cheyenne? She’s got the look. Bring them both. You’ll all be well taken care of.”

I didn’t need to think twice. Quentin’s shoots paid well, and the exposure… well, that was priceless. “Alright, I’ll make the calls. When and where?”

“Tomorrow. 10 a.m. My studio. Don’t be late.” The line went dead before I could respond. Classic Quentin.

I called Laura first. She picked up on the second ring, her voice bright and bubbly. “Brandi! What’s up?”

“Got a job for us. Quentin’s shooting a BDSM video tomorrow. He wants you, me, and Cheyenne.”

There was a pause, then a laugh. “Sounds great! I’ll be there.”

Next was Cheyenne. She was an experienced escort, and she had a natural confidence that translated well on camera. “BDSM, huh?” she said after I explained. “Sounds intense. I’m in.”

—

The next morning, the three of us arrived at Quentin’s studio, a sleek, modern space that screamed both luxury and professionalism. We were ushered into a dressing room stocked with lingerie. The outfits were skimpy—tiny bras and panties in black lace, designed to leave little to the imagination.

“Well,” Laura said, holding up a bra that looked more like a suggestion than actual coverage. “This should be fun.”

We changed quickly, the air buzzing with a mix of nerves and excitement. When we stepped onto the set, Quentin was already there, dressed in black leather pants and a smirk that made my stomach tighten. The cameraman was setting up angles, and the room was lit to highlight every curve, every movement.

Quentin’s eyes swept over us, lingering a fraction too long on each of us. “Ladies,” he said, his voice low and commanding. “You know the drill. This is a BDSM shoot. You’re here to submit to me, to worship me. And most importantly, to worship this.”

He undid his pants, and there it was—Quentin’s infamous cock. It was huge, thick and long, and it almost seemed to command attention all on its own. I felt a flush creep up my neck, but I kept my expression neutral. This was business, after all.

“Strip,” Quentin ordered, his tone leaving no room for argument.

We exchanged glances, then began to peel off the lingerie, letting it fall to the floor. The camera caught every move, every shift of our bodies as we bared ourselves. Quentin stepped closer, his cock swaying slightly with each step.

“Brandi,” he said, his voice cutting through the silence. “On your knees. Now.”

I obeyed without hesitation, sinking to my knees on the cold floor. Quentin’s cock was right in front of me, and I could smell the faint musk of him, a primal scent that made my mouth water. I wrapped my hand around the base, feeling the weight of him, the heat. Then I leaned in, taking him into my mouth.

He was massive, stretching my lips wide as I tried to take as much of him as I could. I gagged slightly, but I didn’t stop, working my mouth up and down his length. Behind me, I heard Laura move. She gripped Quentin’s ass, her tongue flicking out to tease his hole. Cheyenne joined us, her hands cupping Quentin’s balls, her mouth sucking and licking with practiced precision.

The camera zoomed in on us, capturing every detail—the way my lips stretched around Quentin’s cock, the look of pure bliss on his face as Laura’s tongue worked its magic, the way Cheyenne’s mouth moved over his balls. It was a symphony of pleasure, and I was right in the middle of it.

Quentin’s hand fisted in my hair, holding me in place as he thrust into my mouth. I gagged again, tears pricking at the corners of my eyes, but I didn’t stop. I couldn’t. I was lost in the sensation, in the sounds and smells and feel of him.

“That’s it,” Quentin growled, his voice rough with pleasure. “Take it, Brandi. Take all of it.”

I felt him tense, his cock swelling in my mouth, and then he was coming, his release shooting down my throat and covering my face. The camera caught it all, the moment immortalized in high definition.

Quentin pulled back, a satisfied smirk on his face. “Good girl,” he said, his hand patting my cheek almost affectionately. “Now, over the bench. All of you.”

We moved quickly, bending over the leather bench with our asses in the air. Quentin started with Laura, his hand landing on her ass with a loud slap. She yelped, but there was a grin on her face. Next was Cheyenne, her caramel skin flushing red under Quentin’s palm. Then it was my turn.

The first slap took my breath away, the sharp sting of pain quickly turning into a deep, throbbing pleasure. Quentin’s hand came down again and again, each slap leaving a red mark on my ass. I bit my lip to keep from crying out, but I couldn’t stop the moan that escaped when he finally stopped.

“Well done,” Quentin said, his voice dripping with satisfaction. “Now, let’s finish this.”

He stepped behind Laura, his cock sliding into her with a practiced ease. She moaned, her head falling forward as he started to move, his thrusts deep and deliberate. Cheyenne and I were handed dildos, and we didn’t need to be told what to do. I pressed the toy against my entrance, gasping as it slid inside, filling me perfectly. Cheyenne did the same, her moans joining Laura’s as we fucked ourselves in time with Quentin’s thrusts.

The room was filled with the sounds of flesh against flesh, of moans and gasps and the occasional slap of skin. Quentin’s pace quickened, his breathing ragged as he drove into Laura, his cock hitting her in just the right spot. She came with a cry, her body shuddering under his.

Quentin pulled out, his cock glistening with her slickness. He grabbed a bottle of lube, slicking himself up before turning to me. “Your turn, Brandi.”

I bent over the bench, my heart pounding as I felt him position himself against my asshole. He pushed in slowly, the stretch almost unbearable but so, so good. I bit down on my lip, my nails digging into the leather as he started to move, his cock pistoning in and out of me with a rhythm that left me breathless.

The camera was right there, capturing every thrust, every expression on my face as Quentin fucked my ass hard and deep. I could feel the pleasure building, coiling tight in my belly, but I didn’t want it to end. Not yet. Quentin’s pace quickened, his hands gripping my hips as he drove into me one last time, his release filling me with a warmth that made me moan.

He pulled out, stepping back as the camera zoomed in on his cock, still slick with lube and cum. “Cut,” he called, his voice steady despite the exertion.

We were given a moment to catch our breath, then ushered off to shower. The water was hot, soothing against my skin as I washed away the sweat and cum. Quentin paid us well, as promised, and as I counted the bills, I couldn’t help but smile.

“You did good,” Quentin said, his hand resting on my shoulder. “The fans are going to love this. And they want more of you, Brandi. Think you can handle it?”

I looked up at him, my hazel eyes meeting his with a confidence I didn’t have to fake. “Just watch me.”

Quentin grinned, his hand squeezing my shoulder before he walked away. I turned to Laura and Cheyenne, the three of us exchanging knowing smiles. This was just the beginning. And Quentin… well, he was the key to something big.

36 - MILTON’S DOMINANCE

MFF / BDSM / First Person / Threesome / Bondage / Whipping / Butt Plug / Vibrator / Blow Job / PIV Sex / Anal

Excerpt from An Escort’s Confessions Part 4: Conquering the Game By Brandi Moore:

I was sprawled on the plush couch in my penthouse, one leg dangling over the edge, sipping an apple martini. Laura was across from me, her blonde hair catching the sunlight streaming through the floor-to-ceiling windows. We’d built this empire together, our escort service, and it had turned us into the queens of this city. But tonight, something was off. I could feel it in my bones.

“Danielle’s out,” I said, swirling the olive in my glass. My voice was calm, but the tension in the room thickened instantly.

Laura froze, her glass halfway to her lips. “Out? As in… out of jail?”

I nodded, my hazel eyes meeting hers. “Yeah. Out. Free. Walking around like she didn’t steal from us, like she didn’t betray us.” The bitterness in my voice was sharp, cutting through the air.

Danielle—former friend, former employee, and now permanent enemy—had crossed us one too many times. We’d made sure she paid for it, with Donte’s help. But now she was back, and I wasn’t naive enough to think she’d let bygones be bygones.

I described my encounter with Milton to Laura—a kinky competition where he invited Danielle and I to compete against each other to see who could make him cum first. Of course, I walked away with the twenty grand.

I was surprised Danielle had remained so professional during our encounter with Milton, but I was convinced it was an act. She was planning something. And, I’m sure that losing Milton’s freaky sex game made her even more vengeful.

Laura leaned forward, her green eyes narrowing. “What’s the plan, Brandi? You know she’s coming for us.”

Before I could answer, my phone buzzed on the glass coffee table. I glanced at the screen and felt a jolt of excitement. Milton. The name alone made my heart race. Our last encounter had been intense. What would he want this time? I picked up the phone, my voice smooth as silk. “Milton. To what do I owe the pleasure?”

“Brandi,” his deep voice purred through the speaker. “I’ve got another proposition for you. Something… exciting. You in?”

I exchanged a glance with Laura. I didn’t even need to ask her; she was already nodding, her lips curling into a wicked smile. “I’m listening,” I said.

“Meet me at the Regal Crescent in an hour. Oh, and bring a friend. Someone who can keep up.” The line went dead before I could respond.

I set the phone down, my pulse quickening. “Looks like we’ve got a date.”

—

The Regal Crescent was the kind of place where money screamed louder than words. Marble floors, chandeliers that looked like they belonged in Versailles, and a staff so polished they probably didn’t even sweat. Laura and I strutted through the lobby like we owned the place, our heels clicking in unison. We took the elevator to the top floor, the anticipation building with every passing second.

When the doors slid open, we were greeted by the sight of Milton himself, leaning against the doorway of the suite. He looked like he’d stepped out of a magazine—tall, impeccably dressed, with eyes that seemed to see everything. His smile was crooked, dangerous, and it sent a shiver down my spine.

“Ladies,” he said, stepping aside to let us in. “Welcome to my playground.”

The suite was luxurious, but it wasn’t the decor that caught my attention. It was the BDSM equipment scattered around the room. Leather benches, restraints, whips, and toys that made my stomach twist in a mix of nerves and excitement. I glanced at Laura, her eyes wide, but there was a spark there too. We both knew Milton was worth it—both the cash and the experience.

Milton shut the door behind us, his gaze sweeping over us like he was assessing a pair of racehorses. “Strip,” he commanded, his voice firm but not unkind.

I hesitated for only a second before reaching for the zipper on my dress. The fabric pooled at my feet, revealing the black lingerie I’d chosen for the occasion. Laura followed suit, her movements confident, her red hair cascading over her bare shoulders. Milton’s eyes darkened with appreciation, but there was no warmth there. This was business, and we all knew it.

“On the bench,” he said, gesturing to the leather piece of furniture in the center of the room. “Side by side.”

We obeyed, our bodies pressed together as Milton secured us with restraints. The leather was cool against my skin, the smell of it heady and intoxicating. My heart was pounding now, my breath coming in shallow gasps. I felt exposed, vulnerable, and strangely exhilarated.

Milton picked up a whip, the sound of it cutting through the air making me flinch. The first strike landed on my thigh, the pain sharp and immediate. I bit my lip to keep from crying out, but the sting was followed by a rush of heat that made me squirm. He moved to Laura next, her gasp echoing in the room as the whip connected with her skin.

The next part came quickly. I felt the cool touch of lubricant, then the pressure as Milton slid a butt plug into me. I gasped, the sensation both strange and intoxicating. He teased my clit with a small vibrator, the buzz building until I was panting, begging for release. But he stopped, leaving me aching and frustrated, before turning his attention to Laura.

He took a large dildo, the sight of it making my stomach clench. Laura moaned as he thrust it into her, her body arching against the restraints. But just as she seemed on the edge, he stopped, leaving her as unsatisfied as I was.

When Milton finally released the restraints, I was trembling, my body humming with need. He unzipped his pants, and I didn’t hesitate. I dropped to my knees, taking him into my mouth, the taste of him making my head swim. Laura joined me, our lips and tongues working in tandem as we took turns pleasing him.

Then it was time for the main event. Laura and I bent over the bench, our bodies side by side. I heard Laura’s moans as Milton entered her from behind, her pleasure spilling out in a cascade of gasps and cries. When it was my turn, I braced myself, knowing what he wanted.

He removed the butt plug, the sensation making me shiver. I felt the coolness of the lube, then the pressure as he pushed into me. It was intense, overwhelming, and I had to bite down on my lip to keep from screaming. He moved with a precision that left me breathless, his thrusts building until I felt him release inside me.

When it was over, Milton handed us each an envelope filled with cash—ten grand apiece. Laura and I showered together, the hot water washing away the sweat and the remnants of the night. We dressed in silence, our hearts pounding with excitement.

As we walked out of the hotel, the city lights sparkling around us, I couldn’t shake the feeling that this wasn’t the end. It was only the beginning.

“What’s next?” Laura asked, her voice low.

I didn’t have an answer. Not yet. But I knew one thing for sure—Milton and his wealth would be very beneficial to us. He was a good person to have on our side, but I was experienced enough to know that crossing someone like him could be very dangerous. We’d have to be careful.

37 - SHARED WITH A STRANGER

MMF / BDSM / Public / Blowjob / Voyeurism / PIV Sex

Debra was on her hands and knees, scrubbing the floor with a damp cloth. Her back arched, her ass high in the air, the tiny thong she wore doing little to cover her. The cool air teased her skin, sending shivers down her spine. She could feel Shane’s eyes on her, watching, always watching. It was part of their routine, his dominance etched into every detail of her life.

“Stop,” Shane’s voice cut through the room, sharp and commanding.

Debra froze, her hands still gripping the cloth. She turned her head slightly, her eyes flicking up to meet his. He leaned against the doorway, arms crossed, a smirk tugging at the corner of his lips.

“I have a surprise for you,” he said, his tone laced with something that made her stomach flutter.

She stood slowly, wiping her hands on a towel. “A surprise?”

He nodded, stepping closer. His fingers brushed her cheek, then trailed down her neck, sending a jolt of electricity through her. “Get in the car. Now.”

Debra obeyed without hesitation. She grabbed her purse and followed him out to the car, her heart pounding. Shane’s surprises were never just surprises—they were tests, challenges, moments that pushed her further into submission.

The drive was quiet, the tension in the car thick. Shane didn’t tell her where they were going, and she didn’t ask. She knew better. When they pulled into a dimly lit parking lot near the park, her breath hitched. This place—it had a reputation.

Shane turned off the engine and looked at her, his gaze intense. “You’re going to pick up a man. Any man. And I’m going to watch.”

Debra’s eyes widened. “Here? In public?”

“Yes,” he said, his voice firm. “You’ll do what I say. And you’ll enjoy it.”

Her throat tightened, but she nodded. She always did. Slipping out of the car, she adjusted her tiny tank top and mini skirt, feeling exposed and vulnerable. The park was quiet, the occasional passerby casting curious glances her way.

It didn’t take long for someone to approach. He was tall, with sharp features and a confident stride. His eyes raked over her, lingering on her curves.

“Hey,” he said, his voice low. “How much?”

Debra bit her lip, her heart racing. “It’s... it’s free. But my boyfriend wants to watch.”

The man—Victor—paused, his brow furrowing. “Watch?”

“Yes,” she said, her voice trembling slightly. “Is that... okay?”

Victor glanced around, then back at her. His hesitation was brief, his gaze dropping to her body. “Yeah,” he said, his voice deeper now. “Yeah, that’s fine.”

Shane stepped out of the car, his presence commanding as he approached. He gave Victor a nod, then gestured toward a secluded area of the park. “Let’s not waste time.”

Debra followed, her legs shaking with every step. They found a spot behind a cluster of trees, the dim light casting shadows on the ground. Victor unzipped his pants, his cock already hard.

“Suck it,” Shane commanded, his voice cold and authoritative.

Debra dropped to her knees without hesitation. She leaned forward, her lips parting as she took Victor’s cock into her mouth. The taste of him was unfamiliar, but not unwelcome. She moved her head slowly, her tongue swirling around his shaft.

Victor groaned, his hands tangling in her hair. “Fuck, that’s good,” he muttered, his hips thrusting slightly.

Shane watched, his hand stroking his own cock through his pants. “Deeper,” he ordered.

Debra obeyed, taking Victor’s cock as far as she could. Her throat relaxed, letting him slide in with ease. Victor’s moans grew louder, his fingers tightening in her hair.

When she pulled back, she glanced up at him, her lips wet and swollen. Victor’s eyes were dark with desire, his breathing heavy.

“On your hands and knees,” Shane said, his voice firm.

Debra moved quickly, her hands pressing into the ground. Victor pushed her skirt up around her waist, his fingers brushing against her soaked panties. He pulled them aside, his cock pressing against her entrance.

“Fuck,” he muttered, thrusting into her in one swift motion.

Debra gasped, her back arching as he filled her. His hands gripped her hips, pulling her back onto his cock with each thrust. The sound of skin slapping against skin filled the air, mingling with their moans and groans.

Shane stood nearby, his hand working his cock as he watched. His eyes were locked on Debra, his breathing uneven.

Victor’s thrusts grew harder, faster. “God, you’re tight,” he muttered, his voice strained.

Debra’s nails dug into the ground, her body trembling with pleasure. She could feel the tension building inside her, the pressure coiling tighter and tighter.

“Cum for me,” Shane said, his voice low and commanding.

Victor groaned, his movements erratic. “I’m gonna—fuck, I’m gonna cum,” he muttered, his hips slamming into her.

Debra’s body tensed, her orgasm crashing over her in waves. She cried out, her voice muffled by the trees. Victor let out a low growl, his cock pulsing as he spilled his cum inside her.

Shane stepped forward, grabbing Debra by the hair. “Open up,” he ordered, shoving his cock into her mouth.

She took him eagerly, her tongue swirling around his shaft. Shane’s moans filled the air, his hips thrusting as he fucked her throat.

“Such a good girl,” he muttered, his voice thick with lust.

Debra’s eyes fluttered shut, her body still trembling as Shane came, his cum spilling into her mouth. He pulled out, his breathing heavy, and looked down at her.

“You did great,” he said, his voice soft now.

Debra felt a surge of pride, her cheeks flushing. She liked this. She liked being his, being shared. It was a strange, twisted kind of love, but it was theirs.

Shane helped her up, his hand gentle on her arm. “Let’s go home,” he said, his tone leaving no room for argument.

Debra nodded, her legs still shaky as they walked back to the car. She climbed into the passenger seat, her mind racing.

Shane started the engine, his eyes on the road. “You’re mine,” he said, his voice firm. “And I’m going to share you whenever I want.”

Debra leaned back in her seat, a small smile tugging at her lips. “Yes, Master,” she said softly, her heart pounding with anticipation of what was to come next.

38 - BDSM WITH NICK AND ALEXIS

MFF / BDSM / First Person / Group Sex / Spanking / Blowjob / PIV Sex

Excerpt from Danica’s Revenge: Part 2: A Friend’s Jealousy By Brandi Moore:

The luxurious hotel suite felt like a world of its own, the air thick with anticipation and the faint hum of the camera equipment warming up. I stood there, my long black hair cascading over my shoulders, the white lace lingerie hugging my tan skin in all the right places.

My best friend, Alexis, was already beside me, her own matching set making her look like a porcelain doll, her blonde hair a stark contrast to my dark strands. She caught my eye and winked, her confidence infectious. “Ready for this, D?” she teased, her voice low and sultry.

Alexis was also an adult content creator. After filming some girl girl scenes together, we’d quickly become friends. She’d used her industry connections to help me get started, and I was eternally grateful. Now, she was my confidant—my bestie.

Sure, it had been difficult to trust other women after Kaleigh’s betrayal, but Alexis was different. She’d gone out of her way to help me, and I trusted her.

I nodded, feeling the familiar flutter in my stomach that always came before a shoot. This wasn’t just any scene, though. This was my first BDSM shoot, and Nick, my boyfriend and partner in this wild journey, was going to be the one in control. I trusted him implicitly, but the thought of giving over that much power still sent a shiver down my spine. It’s just acting, I reminded myself, though I wasn’t sure who I was trying to convince—me or the butterflies in my stomach.

Max, the director, walked in. He looked me up and down and nodded with approval. “Lookin’ good, Danica,” he winked as he set up another camera.

Nick entered the room, his presence commanding as always. He was shirtless, his muscular frame on full display, and I couldn’t help but bite my lip as I took him in.

Max yelled, “Action!” and the cameras started to roll.

Nick had that look in his eyes, the one that told me he was already slipping into character. “On the bed, both of you,” he ordered, his voice firm but not unkind.

Alexis and I exchanged a quick glance before obeying, climbing onto the plush mattress and kneeling side by side.

“Bend over,” Nick instructed, his tone leaving no room for argument.

I hesitated for a split second, my heart pounding as I complied, my hands gripping the edge of the bed for support. Alexis mirrored my position, her back arched perfectly. I could feel the tension in the room mounting, the silence broken only by the soft clicks of Max adjusting his camera.

The first spank landed with a sharp crack, the sting radiating through my backside. I gasped, the pain mixing with a strange thrill that made my breath hitch. Nick didn’t hold back, his hand coming down again and again, each strike sending a jolt of electricity through me.

It hurts, I thought, but I can take it. Beside me, Alexis let out a yelp as Nick turned his attention to her, her blonde hair swaying with the motion. I could hear her breathing quicken, her arousal palpable even through the discomfort.

“Get naked,” Nick commanded, his voice low and dripping with authority.

My fingers trembled as I reached for the straps of my lingerie, sliding them down my shoulders and letting the fabric pool at my feet. Alexis was already ahead of me, her body on full display, her skin flushed from the spanking. We were exposed now, vulnerable, and yet there was a strange sense of empowerment in it.

“Alexis, eat her,” Nick said, his words sending a jolt of heat straight to my core.

I glanced at her, our eyes locking for a moment before she moved between my legs. Her hands gripped my thighs, holding me open as her tongue flicked against me, slow and deliberate. I bit back a moan, my head falling back as pleasure coursed through me. Nick was watching, his hand moving over his cock as Max zoomed in, capturing every detail.

“So fucking good,” I whispered, my voice barely audible as Alexis’s tongue worked its magic.

Her pace quickened, her lips closing around me as she sucked, the sensation almost too much to bear. I could feel myself unraveling, my body trembling with the need for release, but Nick had other plans.

He grabbed me by the hair, pulling me toward him. “Open,” he commanded.

I obeyed without hesitation, my mouth wrapping around his cock. He wasted no time, thrusting into me with a force that made me gag. It was rough, intense, and I loved every second of it. My eyes watered as he fucked my face, his grip on my hair tight enough to keep me in place but not enough to hurt. This is what it means to submit, I thought, the realization sending a shiver of arousal through me.

When he pulled away, I was left gasping for air, my lips swollen and my body tingling. Nick turned his attention to Alexis, positioning her on her hands and knees. He entered her in one smooth motion, her gasp of pleasure echoing through the room.

I watched, transfixed, as he fucked her with the same intensity he’d just shown me, his muscles flexing with every thrust. The sight was almost too much, my own need building with each moan that escaped her lips. He didn’t last long, his release coming with a groan as he buried himself deep inside her.

When he pulled out, his cock was slick with her and his cum, and he turned to me with a smirk. “Suck it clean,” he ordered.

I didn’t hesitate, taking him into my mouth with a hunger that surprised even me. The taste of them both was intoxicating, and I worked him until he was hard again, his hand gripping the back of my head as he came once more, this time all over my face.

Alexis laughed softly, her eyes meeting mine as I wiped the cum from my cheeks. “You’re a natural,” she said, her voice filled with admiration. I couldn’t help but smile, the rush of the scene still coursing through me.

Max’s voice broke the moment. “Cut! That was fucking amazing,” he said, his excitement evident.

I looked over at Nick, who was already checking out the footage with Max, his focus unwavering.

Alexis leaned in, her lips brushing against my ear. “You okay?” she whispered, her concern genuine.

I nodded, my heart still racing. “Better than okay,” I replied, my voice quiet but steady.

This was my life now, this world of pleasure and control, and I was starting to love every second of it.

39 - SAM MEETS LAURA

MFF / BDSM / First Person / Best Friends / Bondage / Dildo / Cunnilingus / Blow Job / Facial / PIV Sex / Voyeurism / Exhibitionism

Excerpt from An Escort’s Confessions Part 1: Getting Started By Brandi Moore:

“You should’ve asked permission, Brandi,” Sam growled, his voice low and commanding, as his hand gripped the back of my neck, forcing me to look up at him.

My heart raced, my body trembling with a mix of fear and excitement. His eyes were dark, intense, and I could feel the weight of his dominance pressing down on me. He wasn’t just watching—he was in control.

I glanced over at Laura, who was lying on the leather bench, her body glistening with sweat, her nipples hard and erect. She was panting, her chest rising and falling rapidly as she tried to catch her breath. Her legs were spread wide, her pussy still quivering from the orgasm I had just given her with the dildo. The sight of her like this, so vulnerable and exposed, sent a shiver down my spine.

Sam’s hand tightened around my neck, pulling me back to the present moment. “Do you understand?” he demanded, his voice sharp and unyielding.

“Yes, Sir,” I whispered, my voice barely audible. My throat felt dry, my mouth parched, but I knew better than to ask for water right now. I had messed up, and I needed to own up to it.

“Good,” he said, releasing his grip on my neck. He took a step back, crossing his arms over his chest as he stared down at me. “Now, clean yourself up.”

—

I was sitting in my bedroom, scrolling through my social media feed, when my phone rang. When I saw Sam’s name, my heart started racing. Our last encounter had been quite intense. I answered, my voice cautious. “Hello?”

“Brandi?” Sam asked. His voice was deep, confident, and immediately sent a thrill through me. “I was hoping to see you again.”

“That would be great,” I replied, sitting up straighter.

I’d been working as an escort for a few months now, but there was something different about Sam. Something that made my stomach tighten with anticipation. Our last session had left me shaken, yet wanting more.

“I want you to bring a friend, this time,” Sam requested. “Someone pretty and submissive.”

I knew just who to call. When I’d told Laura about my encounter with Sam, she seemed pretty curious. And when she saw the money I made, she was excited. So, I knew she’d be down for an adventure.

But when I brought up the idea to Laura, she hesitated. She had seen the marks Sam left on my ass from our last encounter—big red welts that still stung whenever I sat down—and she wasn’t sure if she was ready to subject herself to that kind of treatment.

“Are you sure about this, Brandi?” she asked, her voice filled with uncertainty. “I mean, what if it’s too much? What if I can’t handle it?”

“You can,” I assured her, placing a hand on her arm. “I’ll be there with you every step of the way. And think about the money we could make.”

In the end, the promise of financial reward was enough to sway her. So, I found myself standing in Sam’s basement once again, this time with Laura.

—

“Strip,” Sam commanded, his voice firm and authoritative.

Laura and I exchanged a glance before complying, our hands trembling slightly as we removed our clothes. The air was cool against my skin, raising goosebumps along my arms and legs. I could feel Sam’s gaze on us, taking in every inch of our bodies, and the intensity of his stare made my heart race.

“Laura, get on the bench,” Sam ordered, his tone leaving no room for argument.

Laura hesitated for a moment before climbing onto the leather bench, her movements slow and uncertain. Her pale skin contrasted sharply with the dark leather, and her chest rose and fell rapidly as she tried to calm her nerves.

Sam handed me a large, black dildo, its surface smooth and cold against my palm. “Fuck her,” he said simply.

My mouth went dry as I stepped behind Laura, my heart pounding in my chest. I positioned the dildo at her entrance, pausing for a moment to look up at Sam. He was watching us intently, one hand wrapped around his thick, erect cock as he stroked himself slowly.

Taking a deep breath, I pressed the dildo into Laura, sliding it into her with careful precision. Her body tensed momentarily before relaxing, accommodating the intrusion. With each thrust, I could feel her walls clenching around the dildo, her juices coating the shaft as I worked it deeper inside her.

Sam moved closer, his hand still pumping his cock as he watched us with hungry eyes. As I continued to fuck Laura, he began jerking faster, his breaths becoming heavier and more labored.

Unable to resist, I leaned down and started licking Laura’s pussy, my tongue moving in lazy circles around her clit. Her moans grew louder, her body writhing beneath me as she approached her climax.

“Brandi!” Sam barked, his voice slicing through the heated atmosphere like a whip.

I froze, my breath hitching as I looked up at him, his expression stern and unrelenting.

“You should’ve asked permission,” he repeated, his tone icy, dangerous.

My cheeks burned, a mixture of arousal and humiliation coursing through me as I swallowed my pride. “Please, sir… may I taste her?”

His smirk was slow, deliberate, as he gave a curt nod. “Finish what you started.”

As I returned to Laura, savoring her sweet nectar, I felt Sam looming closer. His fingers tangled in my hair, yanking my head back as his cock throbbed inches from my face.

“Open,” he commanded.

I obeyed without hesitation, my lips parting as he aimed his swollen tip toward my open mouth. Just as Laura’s orgasm erupted around my tongue, Sam unleashed his own release, hot ropes of cum splattering across my face.

It dripped down my cheeks, pooled on my lips, and clung to my lashes. My vision blurred, but I managed to hold steady, my own body trembling with restrained need.

Sam tilted my chin up, smearing his seed across my skin with his thumb. “Good girl,” he murmured, his voice rough with satisfaction.

Wiping his hand clean on my shoulder, he stepped back, glancing toward Laura. “Both of you—follow me.”

Still reeling, I helped Laura off the bench, her legs shaky from her climax. We trailed after Sam, moving toward a luxurious bathroom illuminated by soft, ambient lighting.

“Get cleaned up,” he instructed, gesturing toward the marble shower. “Then we’ll discuss your next task.”

I stepped forward, my bare feet silent on the cool floor, and followed him into the bathroom. It was massive, all marble and glass, with a shower big enough for three people. Laura trailed behind me, her fingers brushing against my arm as if to remind me she was there.

Sam turned the water on, steam rising almost instantly, fogging up the mirrors. He glanced at us, his gaze steady, calculating. “Laura, you first,” he said, nodding toward the shower.

She didn’t hesitate, stepping under the spray. I watched her for a moment, the way the water cascaded down her body, how she tilted her head back, letting it soak her blonde hair. She looked beautiful, relaxed, and completely at ease—something I couldn’t quite manage yet, not with Sam’s eyes on me.

When she was done, Sam gestured for me to take her place. I stepped in, the water hot against my skin, washing away the sweat and tension of the night. But before I could fully relax, I felt him behind me, his hands on my shoulders, sliding down to my back. His touch was firm, deliberate, as he began to wash me. Soapy bubbles slid over my skin, his fingers tracing every curve, every dip. My breath quickened, my heart pounding in my chest.

His hands moved lower, and I braced myself against the wall, my palms flat on the cool tiles. When he pressed himself against me, I could feel the hardness of him, the heat radiating off his body. He didn’t say a word, but his intentions were clear. One hand gripped my hip, pulling me back against him, while the other tangled in my long dark hair, forcing my head to tilt to the side.

“Look at her,” he murmured, his lips brushing against my ear.

I did. Through the fogged-up glass, I could see Laura standing outside the shower, watching us with a hunger in her eyes that mirrored my own. There was something about being seen, being exposed like this, that made my pulse race. Her gaze lingered on me, on the way Sam’s body moved against mine, and I couldn’t look away.

He entered me then, thrusting hard and deep, making me gasp. My nails scraped against the tiles as he set a relentless pace, each movement driving me closer to the edge. The sound of the water hitting the floor mixed with the slap of skin against skin, filling the room with a rhythm that matched the pounding in my chest. I could see Laura biting her lip, her hands drifting to her own body as she watched us, and the sight of her touching herself pushed me even further.

I came with a cry, my body trembling as waves of pleasure crashed over me. Sam didn’t stop, though. He kept going, his grip on me tightening as he chased his own release. When he finally came, spilling inside me, I felt the warmth of it, the possessive claim of it, and it made my knees buckle. He held me up, his arms strong and steady, until I could finally stand on my own.

We dressed in silence, the air heavy with the aftermath of what had just happened. Sam handed Laura and me each a stack of cash—five thousand dollars. I stared at it for a moment, disbelief warring with satisfaction. I was making more money than I’d ever dreamed of. But before I could say anything, Sam stepped closer to me, his eyes locking on mine.

He reached into his pocket and pulled out a collar, black leather with a small silver tag. Without a word, he fastened it around my neck. It fit snugly, the weight of it unfamiliar but not uncomfortable.

“You’re mine now,” he said, his voice leaving no room for argument.

I swallowed hard, my mind racing. What did this mean? Was I ready for this? But when I looked at him, at the power and confidence radiating from him, I knew the answer.

Laura took my hand, her fingers lacing through mine as we left the mansion. The night air was cool against my skin, but I barely noticed. My thoughts were consumed by what had just happened, by the collar around my neck, by the promise—or maybe the threat—of what was to come.

“You okay?” Laura asked, her voice soft but filled with curiosity.

I nodded, though I wasn’t entirely sure if that was true. “Yeah. Just… thinking.”

She smiled, squeezing my hand. “We’re really lucky to have met Sam. He’s gonna change our lives.”

Lucky. That was one way to put it. As we walked to the car, I couldn’t help but wonder what Sam had planned for us next. And despite the uncertainty, I couldn’t deny the thrill of anticipation that coursed through me.

40 - A DAUGHTER-IN-LAW’S UNEXPECTED VISIT

MFF / Taboo / Father-in-Law / Mother-in-Law / Age Gap / Group Sex / BDSM / Cheating / Bondage / Flogging / Blowjob / Cunnilingus / Nipple Play / Vibrator / PIV Sex

The casserole dish, a simple blue stoneware thing, was the last item on her list. Danielle had baked a lasagna in it for Rick and Nicole last week, and now, driving home from work on a whim, she decided to retrieve it. They wouldn’t mind; her in-laws were always telling her to stop by anytime.

She pulled into the familiar driveway, noting the quiet serenity of the house. No cars in the drive besides Nicole’s sedan. She knocked on the front door, the sound echoing hollowly in the late afternoon stillness. No answer. She knocked again, louder. Strange. She tried the knob. It turned easily in her hand. Unlocked.

“Hello? Nicole? Rick?” she called out, her voice feeling too loud for the quiet entrance hall. “Just picking up my dish!”

Silence. Then, a sound. A distant, muffled noise from upstairs. Not a cry for help, exactly, but a… a moan. Followed by a sharp, staccato yelp that was unmistakably a sound of pain. Her heart leapt into her throat. Was someone hurt? Alarm, cold and immediate, propelled her feet forward. She took the stairs two at a time, her pulse drumming in her ears.

The master bedroom door was slightly ajar. Another, clearer moan seeped out, this one layered with a breathy, feminine keen. Without another thought, driven by a surge of protective panic, Danielle pushed the door open.

The scene froze, a lurid tableau. On the large four-poster bed, Nicole was on her back, her hands tied with crimson silk to the bedposts. Her skin was flushed, and a few faint, pink lines crossed her stomach and breasts. Next to her, standing tall and completely nude, was Rick. He held a small, leather flogger in his hand. His expression wasn’t one of anger, but of intense, focused concentration.

Danielle’s brain short-circuited. Her mouth fell open. “I— oh my God— I’m so sorry— the door was—” she stammered, her face burning with a humiliation so profound it felt like a physical force. She turned to flee.

“Danielle.” Rick’s voice was calm, steady, not a trace of embarrassment. It stopped her in her tracks. “Wait.”

She turned back, unable to meet his eyes, her gaze instead falling on Nicole, who was looking at her not with shame, but with a dark, glittering curiosity.

“We were… hoping you might join us,” Rick said, his tone as casual as if he were offering her a cup of tea.

Her first instinct was a vehement, horrified no. But it died in her throat. Because underneath the shock and the embarrassment, another feeling was uncoiling, hot and insistent. Intrigue. A thrilling, terrifying curiosity. She saw the way Nicole’s body was thrumming with energy, not fear. She saw the possessive, adoring way Rick looked at his wife. Her own heart was pounding, but not just from panic. What would it feel like?

Her voice was a whisper. “Okay.”

A slow smile spread across Rick’s face. “Good. Clothes off. Now.”

Her fingers, trembling, went to the buttons of her blouse. Each undone button felt like a step across a threshold. The soft fabric of her shirt whispered to the floor, followed by her slacks and underwear. She stood naked in the middle of the room, the air cool on her skin, a stark contrast to the heat blooming within her.

Rick stepped closer, the flogger discarded. He was fully erect, his cock thick and demanding. He didn’t touch her, just stood there, letting her look. “On your knees.”

Danielle sank to the plush carpet, the world narrowing to the space between his legs. She leaned forward, her lips parting. The first touch of him against her mouth was like a spark. She took him in, the salt-and-skin taste of him flooding her senses. She used her tongue, flattening it against the underside of his shaft as she moved her head, her hand cupping his sac, feeling the tight, heavy weight. A low groan rumbled in his chest.

Out of the corner of her eye, she saw Nicole watching, her breathing quick and shallow, a small, approving smile on her lips. This is for her, too, Danielle realized, and the thought made her take him deeper, until her throat relaxed and she could feel him hitting the back of it.

“Enough,” Rick grunted, his voice thick. He gently pulled her head back. “Now, taste her.”

He guided her to the bed where Nicole was still bound. “Make her come.”

Danielle climbed onto the bed, her face inches from Nicole’s glistening core. The scent was musky and sweet. She hesitated for only a second before her tongue darted out, finding the hard, swollen nub of Nicole’s clit.

Nicole jerked against her restraints, a sharp, guttural cry escaping her. “Yes.”

Danielle licked and sucked, mimicking what she herself loved, her movements growing more confident as Nicole’s moans escalated into a continuous, pleading chant. She could feel the tension building in Nicole’s thighs, the way her whole body tightened. Then, with a shattered cry, Nicole came, her hips bucking, her release gushing against Danielle’s chin and mouth. Danielle didn’t pull away; she drank her in, the act feeling shockingly natural, necessary.

Rick untied Nicole’s wrists with practiced ease, rubbing the circulation back into them. He turned to Danielle, the crimson silk ropes in his hands. “Your turn.”

A fresh wave of nervous excitement washed over her. She lay back on the warm sheets where Nicole had been, offering her wrists. The silk was smooth but unyielding as Rick tied her to the bedposts, the sensation of being utterly helpless sending a thrill of pure adrenaline through her.

Nicole, now free, crawled up the bed beside her. “Such a good girl,” she purred, before lowering her head and taking one of Danielle’s nipples into her mouth. Her tongue was expert, circling, flicking, sucking until the sensation was almost painful in its intensity. At the same time, Rick parted Danielle’s legs. She felt the cool, hard plastic of a vibrator nuzzle against her clit before it buzzed to life.

The dual sensations were overwhelming. The wet, pulling heat on her breast and the insistent, electric vibration on her most sensitive spot made her back arch off the bed. “Oh God… please… more…” she begged, the words torn from her. They were a team, Rick and Nicole, playing her body like a finely tuned instrument, ratcheting the pleasure up until she was teetering on the edge of orgasm.

Then, Rick removed the vibrator. She felt the blunt, heavy pressure of him at her entrance. He didn’t ask. He just pushed inside, filling her in one long, slow, devastating stroke. It was a fullness she’d never known. He began to move, a deep, rhythmic pounding that shook the bed.

At the same time, Nicole straddled her face, lowering her wet, still-quivering pussy onto Danielle’s mouth. The command was clear. Danielle’s tongue went to work again, lapping at Nicole’s folds as Nicole ground against her. The room was filled with the sounds of skin slapping against skin, of ragged breathing, and of her own muffled moans as she was fucked from both ends.

The pleasure became a crashing wave, rising from where Rick was plunged deep inside her, merging with the taste of Nicole on her tongue. Her body seized, her cries stifled by Nicole’s body as her orgasm exploded through her, violent and all-consuming. As she convulsed around him, she felt Rick’s own release, a hot, pulsing flood that seemed to go on forever.

Slowly, the world drifted back. Rick pulled out, untied her wrists. The silence was heavy, broken only by their collective panting. Danielle got dressed with shaky hands, the fabric feeling alien on her sensitized skin. She couldn’t look at them.

As she reached the bedroom door, Nicole’s voice, soft but firm, stopped her. “Danielle.”

She turned. Rick stood behind Nicole, his arm around her waist. Both of them looked utterly satiated, and completely serious.

“We’d like you to join us again,” Rick said.

Danielle hesitated at the door, her mind a whirlwind of confusion and a dark, hungry anticipation she could no longer deny. She knew she should say no, should walk away and pretend this never happened. But the phantom sensations on her skin, the memory of that utter loss of control, screamed a different answer.

She finally met their gaze. “Yes.”

41 - BLACKMAILED BY TWO INMATES

MMF / Prison / Blackmail / BDSM / Blowjob / PIV Sex

The fluorescent lights buzzed overhead, a sound as monotonous and oppressive as the gray concrete walls of D-block. But for Alonis, the stale, recycled air had started to smell like opportunity. The wads of cash tucked into her boot, the ones she’d gotten for looking the other way as a package moved from the laundry truck to Cell 14, felt like a promise. A promise of a life beyond this shitty minimum wage existence. Thousands a week. The number played on a loop in her mind, a tempting mantra that silenced the tiny, shrill voice of her conscience.

That voice screamed back to life when Garrett, a mountain of a man with cold, intelligent eyes, crooked a finger at her as she passed his cell. His voice was a low rumble, barely audible over the din of the block. “Officer Alonis. A word.”

She stepped closer, her hand resting on her hip, near her pepper spray. A professional, intimidating posture. “What is it, Garrett?”

He smiled, a slow, predatory thing that didn’t reach his eyes. “I know about your new side business. The little parcels from the laundry.” He leaned forward, the scent of cheap soap and hard muscle filling the space between the bars. “The whole block knows.”

Her blood ran cold. Her professional mask slipped, her eyes widening for just a fraction of a second. It was all the confirmation he needed.

“Now, I’m not a greedy man,” he continued, his voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper. “But information like this… it has value. I could take it to the warden. Or… we could come to a different arrangement.”

Panic, cold and sharp, lanced through her. “Please,” she breathed, the word leaving her lips before she could stop it. “Don’t. I’ll… I’ll do anything.”

Garrett’s smile widened. “Anything? Now that’s a dangerous word to use in a place like this, sweetheart. Be here. Tonight. After lights out.” He turned his back, the conversation clearly over.

The hours dragged. Every shuffling footstep, every clang of a cell door, felt like a countdown to her ruin. When the lights finally snapped off, plunging the block into a dim, security-lit twilight, her heart was a frantic drum against her ribs. She moved on silent feet, her keys held tight to avoid their tell-tale jingle. Garrett’s cell was at the end of the row. The door was already unlocked, slightly ajar.

She slipped inside. And froze.

It wasn’t just Garrett leaning against the far wall, arms crossed. Stan, another inmate, younger and leaner but with the same hardened look, was perched on the edge of the lower bunk. Their eyes pinned her in place.

“Took you long enough,” Garrett murmured.

Her mouth went dry. This was it. The point of no return. She was about to beg again, to offer money, anything else.

Then they moved in unison. Working in silence, they unbuckled their pants. The soft shush of denim and cotton was deafening in the small space. They pushed them down just enough. And Alonis’s plea died on her lips.

Her breath hitched. They were both huge. Garrett’s was thick and heavy, curving slightly upward with a prominent vein running its length. Stan’s was longer, straighter, the head already glistening. A bizarre, terrifying thought cut through her fear: I’ve never seen one that big. A flicker of something else, something warm and dark, uncoiled in her stomach. Intrigue.

Garrett saw the shift in her eyes. “You know what to do.”

Her career, her freedom, it all flashed before her eyes. But it was blurred, distorted by the sheer, intimidating presence of their cocks and the dark, thrilling curiosity they ignited. She was in too deep to say no.

Her knees met the cold concrete floor. The rough texture was a stark contrast to the smooth, hot skin of Garrett’s shaft as she tentatively wrapped her fingers around its base. She leaned forward, her heart hammering, and opened her mouth.

The first touch of him on her tongue was a revelation. Salty, musky, undeniably male. She swirled her tongue around the broad head, and a low groan echoed above her. The sound went straight to her core, pooling heat between her legs. She took him deeper, her jaw stretching to accommodate his girth, her world narrowing to the feel of him sliding against her tongue, the roof of her mouth.

“Switch,” Garrett grunted.

She pulled off with a wet pop, turning to Stan. He was less patient, his hands immediately tangling in her hair as she took his length. He was different, smoother, and she had to use her hand to work the base as she sucked. The loss of control, of him guiding her head, setting the pace, should have terrified her. Instead, a dizzying wave of submission washed over her. She was just a tool for their pleasure. The thought was degrading. It made her wet.

“Enough,” Garrett said, his voice rough with desire. “Get naked. Now.”

Her fingers, trembling slightly, went to the buttons of her uniform shirt. She shrugged it off, letting it fall to the filthy floor. Her bra followed, then her pants, her boots, her panties. She stood before them, completely exposed under their hungry gaze. The cool air pebbled her nipples.

“On the bunk. On your hands and knees.”

She climbed onto the thin, squeaky mattress, presenting herself to them. She heard the tear of a foil packet. At least there’s that, a distant part of her mind noted.

A moment later, Garrett’s broad hands were on her hips, his thick tip nudging at her entrance. He didn’t ask. He didn’t tease. He just pushed inside with one powerful, devastating thrust.

Alonis cried out, a strangled gasp as he filled her utterly, stretching her to a point just on the edge of pain. He set a brutal, punishing rhythm, each slam of his hips rocking her entire body forward. Just as she adjusted to the overwhelming fullness, she felt Stan’s hands on her head, guiding his cock back between her lips.

She was trapped between them, a prisoner herself now. Garrett’s thrusts from behind forced Stan deeper into her throat. Tears welled in her eyes from the effort, from the sheer animalistic use of her body. Stan’s grip in her hair was firm, holding her in place as he fucked her face with short, sharp strokes. The lewd, wet sounds of their bodies meeting, of her sucking, filled the cell. The degradation was complete. And her climax began to build, hot and shocking and inevitable.

“Gonna switch,” Garrett growled, pulling out.

In a fluid motion, he was in front of her, shoving his slick cock into her waiting mouth. Stan took his place behind her, his angle different, hitting a spot inside her that made her see stars. She moaned around Garrett’s shaft, the vibration pulling a guttural curse from him.

The dual sensations tore her apart. Stan’s relentless pounding on that perfect, sweet spot, and the heavy weight of Garrett on her tongue. The coil in her belly snapped. Her body seized, a silent scream trapped behind the cock in her mouth as an orgasm racked her, waves of pure, blinding pleasure crashing through her, making her shake and clench around Stan.

Her climax triggered theirs. Garrett pulled out of her mouth with a sharp grunt. “Look at me.”

She forced her glazed eyes open. His hot release striped her face, landing on her cheeks, her chin, her parted lips. She tasted him, salty and primal, as another splash hit her eyelid.

Behind her, Stan shuddered, his thrusts becoming erratic before he stilled, burying himself deep as he came, his warmth spreading against the small of her back, dripping down her skin.

For a long moment, the only sound was their ragged breathing. Then, Garrett stepped back. “Get dressed. Get out. Before we get caught.”

The spell was broken. She scrambled off the bunk, grabbing her clothes from the floor. She didn’t look at them as she dressed, her uniform sticking to the drying streaks on her back. She fumbled with the buttons, her fingers clumsy.

She slipped out of the cell without a backward glance, hurrying down the darkened corridor. The reality of what she had just done began to settle over her like a shroud. She had been used, degraded, blackmailed. She should feel shame. Regret. Terror.

But as she reached the guard station, her skin still tingling and sensitive, the taste of them still on her tongue, one traitorous, thrilling thought echoed in the silence of her mind: I’ve never come that hard in my life.

42 - A LIFE-CHANGING TREATMENT

MMF / BDSM / Medical Exam / Humiliation / Vibrator / Nipple Play / Dildo / Anal

The ad was a flash of lurid magenta in the dull grey of her social media feed. Libidol: Reclaim Your Spark. A Clinical Trial Seeking Women Ages 30-45 Experiencing Female Sexual Interest/Arousal Disorder. Shelly thumb-scrolled past it, then back to it. The words “Viagra for women” pulsed with a promise that felt both embarrassing and irresistible. For months, her body had been a silent, uninterested houseguest in her own marriage. Sex with Mark was a quiet, functional transaction that left her feeling emptier than before. She clicked ‘Learn More’.

A week later, her heels clicked on the pristine linoleum of the research wing at St. Jude’s Hospital. The air smelled of antiseptic and anxiety. Dr. Allen Kessler’s office was all cool, masculine efficiency: dark wood, leather, and diplomas asserting his expertise. He was older, with silvering hair and a gaze that felt like an X-ray.

“Shelly, welcome,” he said, his voice a calm, low rumble. “We’re pleased to have you. This is Kyle Reed, one of my top medical residents. He’ll be assisting me today.”

A younger man, perhaps in his late twenties, nodded from the corner. He had a kind, almost shy smile that seemed out of place here. Kyle Reed. The name was as clean-cut as his appearance.

“The procedure is straightforward,” Dr. Kessler explained, his tone clinical, devoid of any salaciousness. “We will administer the topical agent, Libidol, and then measure your physiological responses to various stimuli. This will give us a baseline. For the integrity of the trial, we require you to disrobe completely and position yourself on the examination table. Kyle, the stirrups, please.”

Her heart hammered against her ribs. This was more invasive than she’d imagined. But the memory of Mark’s disappointed sigh last night propelled her. Fingers trembling, she unbuttoned her blouse, slipped out of her slacks and underwear, folding them neatly on a chair, a pathetic attempt to maintain some dignity. The leather of the exam table was shockingly cold against her bare skin. She leaned back, placing her feet in the cold metal stirrups, and stared at the acoustic tiles on the ceiling. Don’t think. Just breathe. She felt utterly, terrifyingly exposed, her most intimate self presented to these two strangers for judgment.

Dr. Kessler pulled on a pair of latex gloves with a soft snap. “You’ll feel a slight chill,” he stated, his professional demeanor unwavering. He held a small tub of white cream. But his description was a gross understatement. As his gloved fingers applied the cream directly to her vulva, a simple clinical act, it was the rubbing that stole her breath. He wasn’t just applying it; he was working it in with a firm, deliberate pressure, his fingers circling her labia, pressing against her entrance. It was vigorous, thorough, and utterly unlike anything she’d ever experienced.

A low, unfamiliar warmth began to pool deep within her, a heat that spread through her pelvis, a tingling that whispered to nerves she thought had long since retired. Oh god. Her cheeks flushed with a heat that rivaled the one between her legs. This was supposed to be clinical. This wasn’t supposed to feel… good.

“Initial vasocongestion is evident,” Dr. Kessler noted calmly, as if commenting on the weather. “Kyle, place the sensors. One on the inner thigh, the abdomen, and the sternum.”

Kyle approached, his movements hesitant. His fingers, also gloved, were gentle as he adhered the cold, small sensors to her skin. His touch was a stark contrast to the doctor’s purposeful ministrations, and the combination of the two—the dominant and the hesitant—sent another confusing jolt through her system. She was acutely aware of both men watching her, studying her naked, responding body.

“Now, for the calibrated stimulus,” Dr. Kessler said, picking up a sleek, white medical vibrator. He turned it on. A low, resonant hum filled the room. He started at her nipples, first the left, then the right. The vibration wasn’t gentle. It was a direct, intense buzz that shot straight down her spine, a live wire connecting her breasts to the now-throbbing ache between her legs. She bit her lip, a soft gasp escaping anyway.

“Arousal levels climbing steadily,” the doctor murmured.

Then he moved the device lower. He didn’t tease. He went straight for her clitoris. The moment the humming tip made contact, Shelly’s back arched off the table entirely. A sharp, raw cry was torn from her throat. It was an electric shock of pure, undiluted pleasure. This… this is what was missing. The vibrator circled, pressed, retreated, then pressed again, a relentless, expert assault. She was dissolving under its touch, her hips beginning to move of their own volition, seeking more pressure, more friction. She could feel how wet she was, a slickness that was utterly humiliating and utterly exhilarating.

“Remarkable response,” Dr. Kessler said, his voice holding a hint of something else now—not quite clinical interest, but fascination. He put the vibrator down and picked up something else from the tray. A large, flesh-colored dildo, medical-grade and intimidatingly substantial. “We need to test deeper receptor response.”

He coated it in gel and without preamble, pressed the bulbous head against her entrance. She was so ready, so open, that it slid into her with a single, smooth, deep thrust that made her see stars. “Oh!” she cried out, her hands gripping the edges of the table. He began to move it in and out, a slow, deep, punishing rhythm that filled her completely, stroking places inside her that had been dormant for years. Each thrust was a revelation. Each withdrawal a fresh ache. Her moans were continuous now, a desperate soundtrack to her own undoing. The humiliation was still there, a faint echo, but it was being drowned out by a ravenous, primal need for more.

“Kyle,” the doctor said, his own breathing slightly uneven. “Simultaneous stimulation. The vibrator. Anally.”

Kyle’s eyes went wide for a fraction of a second before his training took over. He picked up the still-humming device. Shelly flinched as she felt the cool tip press against the tight pucker of her ass. This was too much. This was…

The vibrator slipped inside her just as Dr. Kessler thrust the dildo deep. The dual sensation, the overwhelming fullness, the buzz vibrating through her very core—it was a sensory overload that short-circuited her brain. The pleasure wasn’t building anymore; it was detonating. Her body seized, back bowing off the table as a torrential orgasm crashed through her. It was a convulsing, mind-blanking wave of ecstasy that seemed to go on forever, her juices gushing out around the dildo, her cries raw and unfiltered. She shuddered through the aftershocks, completely spent.

Dr. Kessler slowly withdrew the instruments. “A definitive response. Thank you, Shelly. Your participation has been invaluable.” He peeled off his gloves while Kyle, avoiding her glazed eyes, gently removed the sensors. “We’ll provide you with a four-week supply of Libidol. Apply it topically before intercourse with your husband. I’ll need to see you next week to monitor your progress.”

He handed her a small paper bag. She took it with trembling hands, her body still humming with the echoes of the most powerful pleasure she’d ever known. The humiliation had burned away, replaced by a deep, thrumming satisfaction. She dressed quickly, avoiding looking at either man, yet hyper-aware of Kyle’s quiet presence.

She walked out of the hospital into the afternoon sun, the small bag feeling like a stolen treasure in her purse. She had her miracle drug. But as she replayed every shocking, exquisite detail in her mind, she realized with a jolt that her anticipation for next week had very little to do with the cream, and everything to do with the men who administered it.

43 - LOST AND FOUND

MFF / BDSM / Group Sex / Threesome / Spanking / Bondage / Restraints / Cunnilingus / Nipple Play / PIV Sex

The city’s evening rush had faded into a confusing labyrinth of unfamiliar streetlights and shadows. Charlene’s phone had died an hour ago, and the paper map she’d foolishly relied on was now a crumpled, useless thing in her damp palm. A cold knot of anxiety tightened in her stomach as she turned down another dead-end street, the imposing glass and steel buildings feeling less like architecture and more like a cage. She was utterly, completely lost.

The low, purring growl of a luxury sedan rolling to a stop beside her made her jump. The window slid down silently, revealing a man whose handsome features were softened by a look of genuine concern. “You look like you’re fighting a losing battle with the city grid,” he said, his voice a warm, smooth baritone.

“I… I am,” Charlene admitted, her own voice sounding small and fragile. “My phone died and I can’t find my bus stop.”

“I’m Rob. Let me give you a ride. It’s not safe for you to be out here alone like this.” He gestured to the pristine leather interior of his car. It was an offer of sanctuary.

Hesitation warred with desperate relief. He seemed nice. He looked successful, safe. After a final, nervous glance down the darkening street, she nodded. “Thank you. I’m Charlene.”

The car was as quiet on the inside as it had seemed from the outside, enveloping her in a world of soft leather and subtle, expensive cologne. Rob was a confident driver, his hands relaxed on the wheel as he navigated the streets with an effortless grace she envied.

“So, Charlene,” he said, glancing at her with a smile that made her stomach flutter. “New in town?”

“Is it that obvious?”

“Let’s just say the look of sheer panic is usually reserved for tourists and recent transplants.” He laughed, a rich, inviting sound. “What brings you here?”

They talked for the twenty-minute drive, the conversation easy and flirty. He was charming, asking questions about her life, complimenting her laugh. By the time he pulled up in front of her modest apartment building, the knot in her stomach had been replaced by a different, warmer tension.

“I have a better idea,” he said, his voice dropping to a more intimate pitch. He placed a hand over hers on the center console. His skin was warm. “Come back to my place. I’ll make you a proper drink. No pressure. You can leave whenever you want.”

It was madness. She knew it was madness. But the thrill of it, the sheer unexpected adventure of this night, was intoxicating. This wasn’t something the old Charlene would do. The old Charlene would have mumbled a thank you and scurried inside. The new Charlene, the one who had moved to this city to start over, heard herself say, “Okay. Yes.”

His house wasn’t a house; it was a modern mansion, all sharp angles and glowing glass, perched on a hill with stunning views of the city lights. Her awe must have been plain on her face because Rob just smiled, a knowing, possessive little quirk of his lips as he led her inside.

The interior was all minimalist art and deep, comfortable-looking furniture. And then, another woman glided into the room. She was stunning, with long dark hair and an elegant black dress that clung to her curves. Charlene froze, confused.

“Charlene, this is my wife, Lana,” Rob said, his hand resting comfortably on the small of Charlene’s back.

“Wife?” The word slipped out, laced with surprise and a sudden, sharp insecurity.

Lana’s smile was warm and disarmingly kind. “It’s a pleasure to meet you, Charlene. Rob has good taste.” She stepped closer, her perfume something exotic and floral. “We have a proposition for you. An invitation, really.”

Rob’s voice was a low hum next to her ear. “We’d like you to join us. Both of us. Tonight.”

A threesome. The word echoed in her mind, shocking her system. “I’ve… I’ve never… anything like that…” she stammered, her face flushing hot.

Lana reached out and took Charlene’s hand. Her touch was cool and sure. “We’ll take such good care of you. Just let yourself feel. That’s all you have to do.”

The decision was made not in her mind, but deep in her core, a throbbing, curious ache that overpowered her nerves. She gave a slow, shaky nod.

They led her to a sprawling bedroom, dominated by a huge bed. Lana didn’t hesitate. She cupped Charlene’s face and brought their lips together in a soft, exploring kiss. It was nothing like kissing a man. It was softer, more intuitive. Lana’s tongue tasted of wine and mint, and Charlene melted into it, a soft moan escaping her as Lana’s hands began to unbutton her blouse.

“So beautiful,” Lana whispered against her mouth, letting the blouse fall to the floor. Her fingers made quick work of Charlene’s bra, and then her cool hands were on Charlene’s breasts, thumbs circling her nipples until they were tight, aching peaks.

“Turn around, darling,” Lana instructed gently. “Bend over the bed for us.”

Heart hammering against her ribs, Charlene obeyed, pressing her palms into the soft duvet and presenting herself. She heard Rob move behind her.

The first spank landed on her bare ass without warning. A sharp, stinging crack that made her yelp, the sound swallowed by the luxurious room. The pain was immediate, a hot bloom that quickly dissolved into a deep, radiating warmth. Another one followed, on the other cheek, and she pushed back against his hand, a wanton motion she didn’t know she was capable of.

Then Lana’s hand replaced his, delivering a series of lighter, teasing smacks that had Charlene gasping and writhing. “You like that, don’t you?” Lana purred. “You like the heat.”

Before Charlene could form an answer, Rob was guiding her onto her back on the bed. He produced soft leather cuffs from a drawer, and with a look that asked for permission—a look to which she frantically nodded—he secured each of her wrists to the ornate posts of the bedhead. The helplessness was a drug.

Lana knelt between her spread legs, her eyes dark with desire. “Now, let me taste you.” She lowered her mouth to Charlene’s pussy, and her tongue was a flat, hot stroke against her soaked folds.

Charlene’s head threw back against the pillows, a strangled cry tearing from her throat. It was too much. Lana’s tongue was an artist, flicking and circling her clit with a precision that made her thighs tremble. Just as the pleasure began to crest, Rob was there, his mouth closing over one taut nipple, sucking hard while his fingers pinched and rolled the other.

She was being consumed from both ends, pleasure arcing through her like lightning. She pulled against the restraints, the leather straining, the resistance only heightening the sensations. The room filled with the wet, hungry sounds of Lana feasting on her and her own ragged, pleading moans.

“I want to feel your mouth on me,” Lana murmured, climbing up her body. She straddled Charlene’s face, lowering her dripping pussy onto her mouth. The scent was musky and primal. Tentatively, Charlene stuck out her tongue, tracing Lana’s slit. Lana groaned, a deep, guttural sound of pleasure, and ground herself down. “Yes, just like that. Lick my clit. Make me come.”

Charlene obeyed, losing herself in the taste and the sound of Lana’s pleasure. She heard the sound of a zipper, then felt the weight of Rob settling between her legs. The broad, blunt head of his cock pressed against her entrance, and with a single, powerful thrust, he filled her completely.

She screamed, the sound muffled by Lana’s pussy. He was huge, stretching her, the friction utterly overwhelming as he began to piston into her. Lana’s hips began to buck against Charlene’s mouth, her moans becoming higher, more desperate. Charlene felt the orgasm ripple through Lana, a series of violent tremors against her tongue.

That was the final trigger. The combined sensations—Lana’s climax, Rob’s relentless pounding, the delicious captivity of her wrists—shattered her. Her own orgasm exploded, a white-hot wave that seized her entire body, milking Rob’s cock as he drove into her.

With a guttural groan, Rob slammed into her one last time, and she felt the hot, pulsing release of his own climax filling her. For a long moment, the only sounds were their ragged breaths.

Rob gently uncuffed her wrists, kissing the faint marks they’d left. He looked down at her, his expression a mix of affection and raw satisfaction. “So? Did you enjoy your first experience, Charlene?”

She was boneless, every nerve ending still singing. She could only manage a breathy, honest reply. “That was… incredible.”

Lana curled up beside her, tracing patterns on her stomach. “We’d like to see you again.”

“I’d like that,” Charlene replied, her heart racing.

44 - A FAMILY INITIATION

MFF / Taboo / Father-in-Law / Mother-in-Law / Age Gap / Group Sex / BDSM / Flogging / Bondage / Restraints / Nipple Clamps / Fingering / Cunnilingus / Blowjob / PIV Sex

The grand marble staircase seemed to descend forever, a river of polished stone flowing down into shadow. Ariel’s delicate heels clicked a nervous rhythm beside Roger’s confident strides, while June’s silent presence behind her felt both guiding and inescapable. The vibrant music from the ballroom above faded, replaced by the heavy, expectant silence of the manor’s private depths.

“We so appreciate you indulging us, my dear,” Roger said, his voice a smooth, low murmur that echoed in the hushed corridor. “Some traditions are simply… important to the family.”

Ariel nodded, her throat tight. Desperate to be accepted, to prove she was worthy of their world, of Mack. She clutched her mask, its feathers now feeling silly, a costume for a party that was clearly just a prelude.

June produced a heavy, old-fashioned key and unlocked a seemingly ancient oak door. It swung open without a sound, revealing a room that made Ariel’s breath catch. It wasn’t a wine cellar or a study.

Soft, ambient light glowed from sconces on stone walls, illuminating a space of stark contrasts: lavish red velvet drapes against cold, iron chains; a plush rug on a hard, stone floor. In the center stood a sturdy, leather-padded bench. A rack of various implements, some sleek and polished, others ominously dense, hung neatly on one wall. A dungeon.

Her heart hammered against her ribs. “What is this?”

“Your initiation, Ariel,” Roger stated calmly, closing the door with a definitive thud. The lock clicked. “To be one of us, you must prove yourself worthy.”

Initiation. The word echoed in her mind, cold and hot at once. She looked at June, seeking reassurance, a sign this was some bizarre joke.

June stepped forward, a gentle smile playing on her lips. She took Ariel’s hand. Her touch was warm, steadying. “I was so nervous my first time,” she confessed, her voice intimate. “But it was the most liberating experience of my life. It is a gift, Ariel. A welcome. It means we want you. All of you.”

The words, coupled with June’s earnest gaze, soothed the sharpest edge of her panic. This was a test. A strange, terrifying test, but one she had to pass. For Mack. For her future.

“Okay,” Ariel whispered, the word tasting of both fear and thrilling submission.

“Excellent.” Roger’s approval was a tangible warmth in the cool air. “Now, the gown. It’s beautiful, but it’s a barrier. Remove it.”

Her fingers, trembling slightly, went to the delicate clasp at the back of her neck. The silk whispered as it slid down her body, pooling at her feet in a shimmering heap. The cool air kissed her skin, raising goosebumps on her arms and making her nipples peak tightly against the lace of her bra. She stood before them in only her heels and delicate ivory lingerie, feeling utterly exposed yet vibrantly alive.

“Everything,” Roger commanded, his voice dropping an octave, thick with an authority that sent a shiver straight to her core.

She obeyed, hooking her thumbs into the waistband of her panties and pushing them down, then reaching behind to unclasp her bra. They joined the dress on the floor. She was naked, save for the stiletto heels. Her skin hummed with a mixture of vulnerability and raw anticipation.

“Bend over the bench,” Roger instructed. “Arch your back. Present yourself.”

Ariel moved on unsteady legs, the cold leather a shock against her belly and thighs. She grasped the opposite side of the bench, her knuckles white. She heard the soft rustle of movement behind her, then the unmistakable sound of a strap being selected.

The first strike of the flogger was a line of pure, startling fire across her shoulders. She gasped, the pain sharp and clean. The second landed lower, on the swell of her ass, and a moan escaped her lips this time, the sting blossoming into a deep, throbbing heat that spread through her entire lower body. Pain and pleasure, inextricably linked. June took a turn with a different implement, something softer, perhaps suede, that landed with a heavy thud that resonated deep in her muscles, making her cry out and push her hips back against the sensation, craving more.

They worked in a silent, practiced rhythm, alternating strokes until her skin was flushed and singing, her mind floating in a hazy space where there was only sensation. Her soft yelps had transformed into continuous, breathy moans.

The whipping ceased. Strong, gentle hands guided her to lie flat on her back on the bench. Roger buckled a soft leather cuff around her right wrist, then her left, securing them to rings above her head. She was stretched out, completely open to them.

June’s face appeared above hers, her eyes dark with intent. “You’re doing so well, darling.” Her fingers, cool and skilled, found Ariel’s nipples, pinching and rolling them until they were aching pebbles. Then came a sharp click, and a sudden, piercing pressure as a silver clamp fastened onto each one. The initial bite of pain quickly morphed into a persistent, sweet ache that pulsed in time with her heartbeat.

Then June’s hand slid down her stomach, through her damp curls, and parted her folds. Oh god. Two of June’s fingers slipped inside her, and Ariel arched off the bench with a choked cry. She was so wet, her body responding shamelessly to the mix of pain and dominance. June’s fingers curled, finding a rhythm, pressing against that exquisite spot inside her while her thumb made slow, firm circles on her clit.

Ariel’s world narrowed to that building pressure, the expert touch pushing her higher and higher. Then she felt Roger at her head. His fingers tangled in her hair, not roughly, but with absolute ownership, tilting her head back. The broad, velvety head of his cock pressed against her lips.

“Open,” he murmured.

She did, and he filled her mouth, a salty, musky taste exploding on her tongue. He began to move, a slow, deep rhythm that made her gag slightly before she relaxed her throat, taking him in. The dual sensations were overwhelming: June’s fingers pumping inside her, Roger’s cock thrusting into her mouth, the clamps sending jolts of sensation with every movement. Her moans vibrated around him.

Roger withdrew from her mouth, his breathing ragged. He moved between her splayed legs, his hands gripping her hips. The thick head of his cock pressed against her thoroughly soaked entrance, and then he was pushing inside, filling her completely in one long, stretching, glorious thrust.

The weight on her face was unexpected, the scent of feminine arousal now overwhelming as June straddled her, lowering her wet, heated core onto Ariel’s mouth. Instinct took over. Ariel’s tongue lashed out, tracing June’s folds, seeking her clit, drinking the essence of her. June’s answering cry was guttural, her hips grinding down against Ariel’s face as Roger watched, his own thrusts becoming harder, faster.

June came with a sharp, shuddering cry, her release flooding Ariel’s senses. The taste, the smell, the feel of it pushed Ariel herself to the very brink.

Ariel screamed into June’s thigh, the sensation of being so utterly full tipping her over the edge. Her orgasm ripped through her, a tidal wave of pleasure that clenched around Roger’s cock, milking him as he drove into her, each thrust pushing her higher. She felt him swell inside her, his rhythm becoming erratic, and then with a deep, guttural groan, he poured himself into her, his heat spreading through her core as his own release pulsed in time with her fading contractions.

For a long moment, the only sounds were their ragged breaths. Slowly, June dismounted. Gently, so gently, Roger unbuckled the restraints from her wrists, his fingers rubbing feeling back into them. The clamps were carefully removed, the rush of blood a new, sharp pleasure.

“You did perfectly, Ariel,” Roger said, his voice warm with genuine approval. He helped her sit up, her body trembling with aftershocks. “Welcome to the family.”

They dressed in a comfortable silence that felt more intimate than anything Ariel had ever known. She slipped her gown back on, the silk now feeling like a second skin, a badge of honor. When she turned, both Roger and June were smiling at her, a look of shared, profound knowledge in their eyes.

She climbed the stairs, her legs shaky but sure. The music and laughter of the ballroom washed over her, a world away. She spotted Mack across the room, laughing with a guest. He turned, his eyes finding hers instantly. A slow, knowing smile spread across his face, a smile that held secrets and promises. He excused himself and walked toward her.

“There you are,” he said, his voice a low caress. He took her hand, his thumb stroking her palm. His eyes searched hers, full of dark amusement and something like pride. “So… did you enjoy your little tour? Did my parents make you feel welcome?”

45 - TELLING THE TRUTH TO SAVE HER MARRIAGE

MMF / BDSM / Medical Exam / Lie Detector / Restraints / Nipple Clamps / Electric Shocks / Dildo

The air in Dr. Morris’s office was cool, sterile, but Kate’s skin was feverish. Jed sat rigid beside her, his jaw a hard line. The doctor, a man with calm eyes and an expensive suit, steepled his fingers.

“Complete honesty,” Dr. Morris said, his voice a smooth, low baritone. “It’s the only foundation left to build on. Without it, this marriage is scaffolding over a void.”

“I’ll be honest,” Kate whispered, the promise feeling flimsy even to her. “I swear.”

Dr. Morris’s gaze lingered on her. He didn’t look convinced. “Promises are often the first lies we tell ourselves. I propose something more… empirical. A polygraph session. The body cannot deceive the machine.”

Jed nodded instantly, a spark of grim hope in his eyes. “That’s a great idea. The truth. All of it.”

Kate’s heart hammered against her ribs. This is for Jed, she told herself. To save our marriage. “I agree,” she heard herself say.

Dr. Morris led them down a short hallway to a different room. It was all clinical white and chrome, dominated by a padded examination table. A machine with dials and a spool of paper sat on a cart nearby.

“Please, disrobe, Kate,” the doctor said, his tone leaving no room for discussion.

“What? Here? Now?” Her eyes flew to Jed.

“The sensors require direct skin contact for accurate readings. Jed will be right here. This is about transparency, is it not?”

Jed gave a stiff nod. “Do what he says, Kate.”

Her fingers trembled as she unbuttoned her blouse. The silky fabric whispered to the floor. Then her slacks, her underwear, until she stood naked in the center of the room, arms crossed over her chest. The cool air pebbled her skin, tightened her nipples. She felt utterly exposed, a specimen.

“On the table, please,” Dr. Morris instructed.

She lay back on the cold leather, a shudder running through her. He produced wide, velvety straps, securing her wrists and ankles to the table’s corners. The restraint was firm, inescapable. Next came the electrodes, cold circles of gel and metal placed on her sternum, her temples, the inside of her wrist. His touch was clinical, efficient.

Then, he produced two small, wicked-looking clamps connected by thin wires to the machine. “These will measure galvanic skin response,” he explained, as if lecturing. He took her right nipple, already hard from cold and fear, and attached the clamp. A sharp, biting pinch made her gasp. He repeated it on the left. The sensitive flesh throbbed under the relentless pressure.

“The protocol is simple,” Dr. Morris said, powering on the machine. A low hum filled the room. “Conditioning. You tell the truth, you receive pleasure. You lie, you receive pain. The machine will tell me which is which. Your body will learn to crave honesty.”

Kate swallowed, her throat dry. She gave a hesitant, terrified nod.

“First question. Do you love your husband, Jed?”

Her eyes found Jed’s. “Yes. I love him.”

The machine whirred, the needle tracing a steady line. “Truth,” Dr. Morris announced. From a drawer, he produced a sleek, silver vibrator. He didn’t ask. He simply pressed the cool tip against her clit and turned it on.

A low, insistent buzz shot through her. Oh. Her back arched off the table, a moan caught in her throat. It was direct, intense, a jolt of pure sensation that had nothing to do with emotion and everything to do with raw, unexpected nerve endings firing. He held it there for ten seconds, watching her hips strain against the straps, before switching it off.

“Good. Very good.” He turned to Jed. “You see? Honesty is rewarding.”

Jed’s expression was unreadable.

“Second question,” Dr. Morris continued, his eyes back on Kate. “Are you sexually satisfied by Jed?”

A hot flush crept up her neck. “Yes.”

The machine hummed agreement. “Truth.” The vibrator returned, this time with a more deliberate motion, circling her swollen clit. Pleasure, sharp and bright, coiled deep in her belly. She panted, her head thrashing side to side. It’s just a reward, she thought desperately. A clinical reward.

“Now,” Dr. Morris said, his voice dropping. “Do you still communicate with the man with whom you were unfaithful?”

Panic, cold and slick, doused the building heat. “No,” she blurted.

BEEEEEP.

A harsh, grating alarm screeched from the polygraph. The needle scratched jagged peaks across the paper.

“A lie,” Dr. Morris said, his voice chillingly calm. “You’ve been a bad girl, Kate.”

He didn’t touch the vibrator. Instead, he turned a dial on the main console. A sharp, agonizing jolt of electricity erupted from the clamps on her nipples. It wasn’t just pain; it was a violation, a white-hot lance of pure torment that made her scream, her body seizing against the restraints. It stopped as abruptly as it started, leaving a deep, throbbing ache in its wake. Tears sprang to her eyes.

“The truth, Kate.”

“Yes!” she sobbed. “Once. A text last week. I’m sorry, Jed, I’m so sorry!”

Another dial turn. Another shock, shorter this time, but just as vicious. She cried out, her vision swimming.

“The conditioning must be consistent,” Dr. Morris murmured, more to Jed than to her. “Now, a more… psychological question.” He leaned close, his breath on her ear. “Do you enjoy this? The exposure. The humiliation. Being used like this, in front of your husband?”

No, her mind screamed. Never. But her body, traitorous and alive under the remnants of pain and the memory of the vibrator, clenched. She hesitated, trying to form the lie.

BEEEEEP.

The machine betrayed her again. Dr. Morris raised an eyebrow.

“Y-yes,” Kate choked out, the admission a humiliation deeper than her nakedness. “I… I think I do.”

“Truth,” Dr. Morris said, a slow smile touching his lips. He didn’t reach for the vibrator. He turned to Jed, opening another cabinet. He handed Jed a large, realistic dildo, veined and glistening with a sheen of lubricant. “Your wife has been honest about her nature. She enjoys this. Now, you provide the reward. Fuck her with it.”

Jed took the object, his knuckles white. He looked from the dildo to Kate, splayed and tethered before him, her skin flushed, tears on her cheeks, the cruel clamps still on her breasts. A strange, possessive light entered his eyes. He moved to the end of the table.

He didn’t speak. He positioned the slick, cool tip at her entrance and pushed in.

It was a slow, filling invasion. Kate gasped, her inner muscles fluttering around the unfamiliar girth. Jed watched her face, then began to move. It was methodical at first, then harder, driven by a mix of anger and a newfound, dark curiosity. Each thrust rocked her body against the table. The earlier pain in her nipples had faded to a hot, persistent throb that seemed to pulse in time with Jed’s movements.

Dr. Morris watched, his hands behind his back. “Tell him,” he commanded Kate. “Tell your husband how it feels.”

“Jed… oh, God…” she moaned, the words torn from her. “It’s… it’s so much. I can feel… everything.”

“Is it a good reward for being honest?” Dr. Morris pressed.

“Yes! It’s a good reward!” she cried, the pleasure building, a tidal wave fed by shame and surrender and the sheer, overwhelming physicality of it all. The coil in her belly snapped. Her orgasm ripped through her, violent and shocking, a gush of heat that soaked the leather beneath her. Her scream was raw, endless, her body bowing against the straps in helpless, ecstatic spasms.

As the waves subsided, leaving her boneless and gasping, Dr. Morris moved. He unstrapped her wrists, then her ankles. The freedom felt alien. Jed pulled the dildo free, setting it aside, a look of stunned awe on his face.

Dr. Morris gently removed the electrodes and, with a careful twist, the clamps from her nipples. The relief was immense, the tender flesh screaming in protest.

“Thank you for your honesty today, Kate,” the doctor said, his voice back to that professional, soothing tone.

Jed stepped forward, taking her limp hand. “We… we did it. This is the first step. We’re saving us.” He looked at Dr. Morris, his voice filled with a gratitude that turned Kate’s stomach even as a fresh, damp heat stirred between her own thighs. “We’ll need more sessions. As many as it takes. Thank you, Doctor.”

Kate looked from her husband’s eager, revitalized face to the doctor’s calm, knowing one. Her body hummed, spent and yet inexplicably hungry. She pulled the sheet around herself, her voice a hoarse whisper.

“When… when is the next appointment?”

46 - THE PROFESSOR’S PAST INDISCRETION

MMF / Age Gap / College / BDSM / Blackmail / Group Sex / Threesome / Blowjob / Masturbation / PIV Sex

The scent of old books and stale coffee filled her office, a familiar comfort that shattered the second the two young men stepped inside. Professor Annie Reed smiled politely, setting down her red pen. “Mike, Dave. What can I do for you?” Her office hours were nearly over, and she was eager to get home.

Mike, the more forward of the two, closed the door with a soft, definitive click. The sound echoed in the sudden quiet. “We had a question about the midterm, Professor,” he said, his voice casual, but his eyes held a glint that made her stomach tighten.

“Of course,” she said, gesturing to the chairs opposite her desk. “Which part was unclear?”

Instead of sitting, Mike slipped his backpack from his shoulder. He unzipped it slowly, deliberately, his eyes never leaving hers. “It’s more of a… historical question.”

Her polite smile faltered. Dave stood silently by the door, a sentinel blocking her escape. Mike pulled out a magazine, its pages well-thumbed, the glossy cover obscured by his hand. He dropped it onto her neat desk, right on top of a stack of essays.

Annie’s blood ran cold. She didn’t need to see the cover. The type of paper, the layout, the very smell of cheap ink… it was unmistakably a pornographic magazine. A relic from a life she’d buried.

“What is the meaning of this?” she demanded, her voice trembling despite her effort to sound stern.

Mike flipped it open to a dog-eared page. Her page. There she was, twenty-two years old, staring back at her thirty-eight-year-old self. Her hair was wilder then, her body softer in some places, tighter in others. She was splayed across a red velvet couch, a look of bold invitation in her eyes that she scarcely remembered.

The office walls seemed to close in. Her heart hammered against her ribs, a frantic bird in a cage. This isn’t happening.

“We were doing… research,” Mike said, a slow smirk spreading across his face. “And we found this. Imagine our surprise.”

Humiliation, hot and acidic, burned through her. Her professional life, the respect she’d worked for over a decade to build—it was all crumbling in an instant. “Please,” she whispered, the word choked. “You can’t… you can’t show anyone.”

Dave finally spoke, his voice a low rumble. “That depends.”

“On what?” she asked, though she already knew. A strange, traitorous pulse throbbed between her legs. The part of her that missed the thrill, the danger, the raw abandon, was waking up after a long, dormant sleep.

Mike leaned forward, planting his hands on her desk, invading her space. “We keep your secret. But we want something in return.”

Her mind raced. She could report them. Have them expelled for blackmail. It was the logical, sane choice. The professorial choice. But that other part of her, the girl on the velvet couch, was already nodding. It’s been so long since you’ve done anything reckless.

She looked at Mike’s confident smirk, at Dave’s hungry gaze. The air crackled with illicit potential. Her dignity warred with a deep, shocking need.

“What do you want?” she breathed, her decision made.

In answer, Mike unbuckled his belt. The rasp of the zipper was deafening. Dave followed suit. They freed their cocks, both already half-hard with anticipation. The sight of them, thick and real, sent a jolt straight to her core.

You asked for this, the old Annie whispered. Now take it.

Annie slid from her chair, her knees meeting the worn carpet. She looked up at Mike, her heart pounding not just with fear, but with a thrilling, terrifying excitement. She wrapped her fingers around the base of his shaft, feeling the hot, velvety skin stretched taut over rigid strength. She leaned forward and took him into her mouth.

The taste of him, clean and musky, flooded her senses. She swirled her tongue around the head, savoring the saltiness, before sinking down, taking more of him. Mike groaned, his hand coming to rest on the back of her head, not forcing, just guiding. She lost herself in the rhythm, in the primal act of pleasing him. She hollowed her cheeks, sucking firmly, her other hand stroking what her mouth couldn’t reach.

To her side, she heard the slick, rhythmic sound of Dave fisting his own cock as he watched, his breath coming in short, sharp gasps. “Fuck, Professor. Look at you.”

After a few minutes, Mike gently pulled back. “Switch,” he commanded, his voice rough.

Annie turned to Dave without hesitation, capturing his length in her wet, eager mouth. He was thicker, and she had to work to accommodate him, a low groan vibrating in her throat as she did. She moved between them, a willing servant to their pleasure, her own desire building into a desperate, aching throb.

“Now get naked,” Mike ordered, his voice husky.

Her fingers, which were so steady when grading papers, fumbled with the buttons of her blouse. She shed her professional armor—the silk blouse, the sensible skirt, the practical bra and panties—until she stood bare before them, her skin pebbling in the cool office air.

Dave quickly swept a clear space on her desk, sending pens and papers clattering to the floor. “On the desk. Show us how wet you are. Play with yourself.”

Annie hoisted herself onto the cold wood, leaning back on her elbows. She let her legs fall open, offering them a blatant view. She brought her fingers to her slick folds, circling her clit with a practiced touch. A shiver wracked her body. They’re watching. My students are watching me do this. The taboo of it all sent another gush of heat through her. She moaned, slipping two fingers inside herself, fucking herself with them as Mike and Dave stroked themselves, their eyes glued to her display.

“I’m going first,” Dave growled, moving between her legs. He positioned himself and drove into her with one sharp, deep thrust.

Annie cried out, her back arching off the desk. He filled her completely, stretching her, claiming her. He set a punishing pace from the start, each powerful thrust jolting through her, making the desk creak in protest. She clawed at his arms, meeting him thrust for thrust, all pretense gone, lost in a storm of sensation. The pressure built, coiling tight in her belly until it snapped. She came with a ragged scream, her inner muscles clenching around him wildly. That was all it took for Dave. With a guttural groan, he buried himself to the hilt, and she felt the hot, sudden pulse of his release filling her.

He pulled out, and Mike was there instantly. “Bend over the desk.”

Still shuddering from her orgasm, Annie obeyed, her breasts pressing against the cool wood. Mike’s hands gripped her hips, and he entered her from behind. This angle was different, deeper. Each thrust sent a jolt of pure, electric pleasure through her core. He fucked her with a focused intensity, his balls slapping against her wetness. She could feel Dave’s cum leaking out of her, and the thought of it, of being used and filled, sent her spiraling toward another climax.

“Yes… oh god, Mike, yes!” she begged, her voice a broken thing.

He pistoned into her, his rhythm becoming erratic, frantic. “Gonna cum,” he grunted. “Gonna fill you up.”

His final, deep thrust was followed by a hot flood that joined Dave’s inside her. He held himself there for a long moment, both of them panting, before collapsing over her back.

Silence descended, broken only by their ragged breaths. Mike pulled out and handed her the incriminating magazine. “Your secret’s safe, Professor Reed.”

He zipped his jeans, a slow smile spreading across his face. He looked at her, naked, glistening, and thoroughly used on her own desk. “So… would you like to see us again?”

Annie hesitated, the rational part of her screaming no. But the part of her that was still throbbing, still full of them, the part that remembered the velvet couch, answered. Her voice was hoarse, but clear. “Okay.”

47 - SERVING HIS FRIENDS

MMMF / BDSM / Group Sex / Nipple Play / Cunnilingus / Fingering / Masturbation / PIV Sex / Anal / Double Penetration

An excerpt from On Her Knees: Jessica’s Training by Brandi Moore:

Jessica’s fingers trembled slightly as she hung the last of her new designer dresses in the closet, the soft fabric brushing against her skin like a whisper. The collar around her neck—Cole’s collar—felt heavier than usual, a constant reminder of the pact she’d made with him. She ran her fingertips over the smooth leather, her breath catching as her mind wandered to the man who’d given it to her. Wealthy, commanding, and impossibly irresistible, Cole had taken control of her life in ways she’d never imagined. Just as she was about to sink into the plush sofa, her phone buzzed. Cole. Her heart skipped a beat.

“Hey,” she answered, her voice steadier than she felt.

“Jessica,” his deep, authoritative tone sent a shiver down her spine. “I’m outside. Get down here. Now.”

She didn’t hesitate. Grabbing her purse and slipping into her heels, she practically floated out the door, her excitement bubbling beneath the surface. When she saw his sleek black car idling at the curb, her stomach fluttered. Cole leaned against the hood, his tailored suit hugging his broad shoulders, his piercing gaze locking onto hers as she approached.

“You look stunning,” he said, his voice low and approving. “But you always do.”

She blushed, the praise sending warmth through her chest. “Thank you,” she murmured, sliding into the passenger seat as he held the door open for her.

The drive was short but tense, the air between them crackling with unspoken anticipation. When they pulled up to a luxury apartment complex, Jessica’s curiosity peaked. “Where are we?” she asked, eyes wide as she took in the opulent building.

“A surprise,” Cole replied, a playful smirk tugging at his lips. He led her inside, guiding her to the penthouse elevator with a hand resting possessively on the small of her back.

When the doors opened, Jessica froze. Two men stood in the living room, both tall, muscular, and undeniably attractive. One had dark hair and a confident smirk, while the other had piercing green eyes and a body that looked like it belonged on a magazine cover. Cole stepped forward, his voice calm but firm.

“Jessica, these are my friends, Ken and Roger.”

Her throat went dry. “Hi,” she managed to say, her voice barely above a whisper.

Cole’s hand slid up her spine, his touch sending a jolt of electricity through her. “They’re going to help me show you just how special you are.”

Jessica’s heart raced as Ken and Roger stepped closer, their gazes raking over her body with an intensity that made her skin heat. She glanced at Cole, seeking reassurance, and he gave her a single nod, his expression unreadable but commanding. I agreed to this, she reminded herself. This is part of the deal.

Ken moved first, his hands sliding up her arms as he leaned in to kiss her neck. His lips were warm, his breath hot against her skin, and she couldn’t help but melt into him. Roger was behind her in an instant, his fingers deftly unzipping her dress. The fabric slid to the floor in a pool of silk, leaving her standing in nothing but her lace lingerie. She felt exposed, vulnerable, but also… exhilarated.

Ken’s hands cupped her breasts through the lace, his thumbs brushing over her nipples until they hardened. Jessica gasped, her back arching instinctively as Roger’s fingers hooked into the waistband of her panties and tugged them down. Cool air kissed her bare skin, and she shivered, though not from the cold.

Roger knelt behind her, his hands spreading her thighs apart as he buried his face between her legs. Jessica’s knees nearly buckled at the sensation of his tongue sliding through her folds, teasing her clit with long, slow strokes. She moaned, her fingers tangling in Ken’s hair as he pulled down the cups of her bra and took one of her nipples into his mouth. His tongue swirled around the sensitive bud, sucking and nipping until she was writhing between them.

Cole watched from across the room, his eyes dark with desire as he unbuttoned his shirt and unbuckled his belt. Jessica caught sight of him pulling his cock free from his pants, stroking it slowly as he drank in the sight of her being pleasured by his friends. The knowledge that he was watching only heightened her arousal, and she let out a keening whimper as Roger pushed two fingers inside her.

“Fuck,” she breathed, her hips rocking against his hand as he curled his fingers just right, hitting that spot that made her vision blur.

Ken released her nipple with a pop, his lips trailing down her stomach as he sank to his knees beside Roger. He pressed an open-mouthed kiss to the inside of her thigh, his teeth grazing her sensitive skin before he leaned in to join Roger in devouring her. Their tongues worked in tandem, licking and sucking at her pussy until she was trembling on the edge of release.

Jessica cried out as Ken sucked her clit into his mouth while Roger fucked her with his fingers, the dual sensations overwhelming her senses. Her orgasm hit hard, waves of pleasure crashing over her as she came on their tongues. They didn’t let up, continuing to lick and stroke her through the aftershocks until she was gasping for air.

Before she could catch her breath, Roger stood and lifted her onto the bed. He positioned himself between her legs, his cock pressing against her slick entrance. Jessica wrapped her legs around his waist as he thrust into her, filling her completely. Her nails dug into his back as he set a relentless pace, each stroke driving her closer to another climax.

Ken climbed onto the bed behind her, his hands gripping her hips as he lined himself up with her asshole. Jessica tensed for a moment before relaxing into it, letting him push inside her slowly as Roger continued to fuck her pussy. The double penetration was intense, overwhelming in the best way possible. She moaned loudly, her body trembling as they moved in unison.

Ken reached around to play with her clit as he thrust into her ass, his fingers working in rhythm with their movements. Jessica’s second orgasm hit hard, a scream tearing from her throat as she came around their cocks. They followed soon after, Roger groaning as he emptied himself inside her pussy while Ken let out a low growl and filled her ass.

Cole approached the bed then, his cock still in hand. He grabbed Jessica by the hair and pulled her head back forcing to look at him.

Her eyes drifted to his thick cock. She opened wide for him as his manhood slid past her lips. He fucked her face hard, emptying himself deep in her throat. She swallowed his semen, wiping her mouth with a smile.

“You did so well,” he murmured. “I have a gift for you.” He reached into his pocket, pulling out a key. “This apartment… it’s yours. I want you to get your stuff and move in.”

Jessica looked at Cole in disbelief. Was he serious?

He pressed the key into her hand. “The rent is already paid. I told you, I’d take care of you.”

Jessica’s heart raced. “Thank you,” she whispered.

48 - A KINKY SURPRISE

MMF / BDSM / Public / Blowjob / Flogging / Fingering / PIV Sex / Anal

An excerpt from On Her Knees: Chandra’s Salvation by Brandi Moore:

The morning light filtered through the sheer curtains of the Parisian hotel suite, casting a soft glow over Chandra’s sleeping form. Her dark hair fanned out against the silk pillow, and her lips parted slightly as she breathed in the crisp air. The room smelled faintly of lavender and expensive cologne—Jasper’s scent, lingering from the night before. Chandra stirred, her green eyes fluttering open just as Jasper’s voice cut through the quiet.

“Good morning, beautiful,” he murmured, his deep voice laced with a hint of mischief. He sat on the edge of the bed, already dressed in a tailored suit, his golden cufflinks catching the light. His hand brushed her cheek, sending a shiver down her spine. “I have a surprise for you.”

Chandra propped herself up on her elbows, curiosity flickering in her gaze. “A surprise?” she asked, her voice still heavy with sleep.

He smirked, leaning in closer until his lips were just inches from hers. “Wear something sexy,” he instructed, his breath warm against her skin. “Something that will make it impossible for anyone to look away.”

She felt a thrill run through her as she sat up fully, her heart beginning to race. Something sexy. Those words always sparked a mix of excitement and unease in her, but with Jasper, it was different. He made her feel...safe. Protected. Scar was far away now, and Jasper had given her a new world to explore. She swung her legs over the edge of the bed and padded to the closet, her mind already racing with possibilities.

An hour later, they were in the back of a sleek black car, winding through the streets of Paris. Chandra wore a tight red dress that hugged her curves, the fabric shimmering subtly in the sunlight. Jasper’s hand rested on her thigh, his fingers tracing idle patterns that sent little sparks of warmth through her.

“Where are we going?” she asked, glancing out the window as the car turned down a narrow street lined with unassuming buildings.

“You’ll see,” Jasper replied, his tone teasing. He leaned in, his lips brushing against her ear. “But I think you’re going to like it.”

The car came to a stop in front of a nondescript building. Jasper stepped out first, offering Chandra his hand. She took it, her heels clicking against the pavement as they walked inside. The moment the door closed behind them, the atmosphere shifted. The air was thick with the scent of leather and sweat, and the low hum of voices echoed through the space. Chandra’s eyes widened as she took in the scene before her.

Women in corsets and stockings were tied to pillars, their skin flushed beneath the flick of leather whips. A man lounged on a velvet couch, his head tilted back as a woman knelt between his legs, her lips wrapped around him. Everywhere Chandra looked, there was something—someone—that made her pulse quicken.

“Do you like it?” Jasper asked, his voice low and close.

Chandra swallowed, her throat suddenly dry. “It’s...intense,” she admitted, her gaze darting from one corner of the room to another. But there was no fear in her voice—only fascination.

Jasper smirked, clearly pleased with her reaction. “Good. Because I want you to meet someone.” He led her toward a tall man with sharp features and piercing blue eyes. “Chandra, this is Louis. He’s an old friend of mine.”

Louis extended his hand, his grip firm as he shook Chandra’s. “A pleasure,” he said, his accent thick and melodic.

Before Chandra could respond, Jasper’s voice cut through the air once more. “Louis is going to help train you,” he said smoothly, as if it were the most natural thing in the world.

Chandra blinked, her heart skipping a beat. Train me? For what? But before she could ask, Jasper was guiding her toward a private room, Louis following close behind. The room was dimly lit, the walls lined with shelves filled with ropes, paddles, and other tools she couldn’t quite identify.

“Take off your clothes,” Jasper commanded, his voice leaving no room for argument.

Chandra hesitated for only a moment before reaching for the zipper of her dress. The fabric pooled at her feet, leaving her standing in nothing but her lingerie. Jasper’s gaze raked over her, appreciative and hungry, and she felt a flush creep up her neck.

Louis stepped forward, his expression unreadable but his eyes dark with intent. He unbuttoned his shirt slowly, revealing a toned chest that made Chandra’s breath catch. And then he undid his belt.

Her stomach tightened as understanding dawned on her. Jasper’s hand cupped her chin, tilting her face up to meet his gaze. “Do as you’re told,” he murmured, his eyes never leaving Chandra’s.

Chandra’s breath hitched as Louis’s belt slid free, the sound sharp in the otherwise quiet room. His pants dropped to the floor, and her eyes widened at the sight of his cock, already hard and throbbing.

Jasper’s hand tightened on her chin, tilting her face up to meet his gaze once more. “Suck him,” he commanded, his voice low and firm.

Her stomach fluttered, a mix of nerves and excitement coiling within her. She dropped to her knees without hesitation, the cool floor pressing against her bare skin. Louis stepped closer, his cock twitching as it hovered just inches from her lips. She could smell the musk of his arousal, heady and primal. Her tongue darted out, lightly tracing the tip, and she heard him groan softly above her.

She took him into her mouth slowly, savoring the weight of him on her tongue. God, he was thick. Her lips stretched around him as she worked him deeper, her hand wrapping around the base to guide him. Louis’s fingers tangled in her dark hair, encouraging her rhythm, and she moaned around him, the vibrations making his hips jerk forward.

Jasper’s deep chuckle broke through the haze of pleasure. “Switch,” he said, his voice dripping with authority.

Chandra pulled back reluctantly, a string of saliva connecting her lips to Louis’s cock. She turned her head to see Jasper had freed himself, his own length equally impressive. She leaned forward, taking him into her mouth this time, her tongue swirling around the head. He tasted different, stronger, and she sucked eagerly, her cheeks hollowing as she worked him.

“Good girl,” Jasper murmured, his hand settling on the back of her head.

She alternated between them, her mouth moving from one to the other, each man groaning in appreciation. The room was filled with the sounds of wet suction and heavy breathing, and Chandra felt herself growing wetter with every passing moment. Her thighs clenched as a dull ache settled between them, begging for attention.

Finally, Jasper stepped back, his cock glistening with her saliva. “On the bench,” he ordered, gesturing to a padded surface in the center of the room.

Chandra obeyed immediately, crawling onto the bench on her hands and knees. The leather felt cool beneath her palms and knees as she positioned herself. Her breath came in shallow gasps as she waited, anticipation coursing through her veins.

Louis was the first to act. He picked up a flogger from a nearby table, the leather tails swaying as he stepped behind her. The first strike landed across her ass with a sharp crack, the sensation stinging but quickly morphing into warmth. Chandra gasped, her back arching as he struck again and again, each blow sending jolts of pleasure-pain through her body.

Jasper watched for a moment before joining in, his flogger landing lower, across her thighs. The dual sensations were overwhelming, and Chandra found herself moaning openly, her pussy throbbing with need. Her skin felt alive, every nerve ending firing as the floggers rained down on her.

Louis stopped first, tossing the flogger aside. His hands replaced the leather tails, massaging the heated flesh of her ass before sliding lower. His fingers parted her folds, brushing against her swollen clit, and she cried out, her hips bucking against his touch. “So wet,” he murmured, sliding two fingers inside her with ease.

Chandra whimpered as he stroked her inner walls, his fingers curling to find that sensitive spot within her. He pumped them in and out, matching the rhythm of Jasper’s flogger strikes that still landed on her thighs. The combined sensations were too much, and she felt herself teetering on the edge.

Louis withdrew his fingers suddenly, leaving her trembling with unfulfilled desire. But she didn’t have to wait long. He positioned himself behind her, his cock pressing against her entrance. With one thrust, he was inside her, filling her completely. Chandra cried out, her hands gripping the edge of the bench as he began to fuck her with deep, powerful strokes.

Jasper continued to flog her intermittently, the sharp bites of pain mixing with the overwhelming pleasure of Louis’s cock moving inside her. Her body trembled uncontrollably as they drove her higher and higher. Louis’s pace quickened, his breath coming in harsh pants as he neared his release. With a final thrust, he buried himself deep inside her, spilling his seed as he groaned her name.

He pulled out slowly, leaving her feeling empty but still burning with need. Jasper wasted no time stepping into position behind her. She heard the sound of a cap opening, and then his fingers were spreading lube over her tight entrance.

“Relax,” Jasper murmured, guiding the head of his cock to her hole.

The initial stretch was intense, but Chandra forced herself to breathe through it. Jasper pressed forward with steady pressure until he was fully sheathed inside her. The feeling was unlike anything she’d ever experienced—pain and pleasure twisted together in an intoxicating blend. He began to move, his thrusts slow at first but quickly building in intensity. Chandra’s moans grew louder as he fucked her ass with relentless precision. Her body writhed beneath him, every nerve alight with sensation.

Jasper leaned over her, his breath hot against her ear. “Take it,” he growled, his thrusts becoming harder, faster.

She could feel herself unraveling, her orgasm building with each punishing stroke. When it finally hit her, it was all-consuming. Her vision blurred as waves of pleasure crashed through her, leaving her gasping Jasper’s name. He wasn’t far behind, his rhythm faltering as he spilled himself deep inside her.

They stayed like that for a moment, both panting and trembling. Finally, Jasper pulled out, giving her ass a gentle slap. “Get dressed,” he said, his voice still tinged with the remnants of their passion.

Chandra climbed off the bench with shaky legs, her body humming with satisfaction. She reached for her clothes, quickly getting dressed. Jasper took Chandra’s hand, leading her out of the club.

As they drove back to the hotel, Chandra felt proud. She’d pleased Jasper, eagerly taking everything he’d given her. And she couldn’t wait to see what he would do next.

Once they returned to their suite, Chandra and Jasper took a quick shower and went to bed. They were both completely exhausted from the encounter at the club, and they had to catch a flight the next morning.

Their romantic vacation was coming to an end. Chandra didn’t want to leave Paris, but she knew they had to. She couldn’t hide forever. Soon, she would be back within Scar’s grasp. But she knew she could count on Jasper. No matter what happened, he’d promised to keep her safe.

49 - A STEAMY SPA DAY

MMMF / BDSM / Group Sex / Blowjob / Massage / Sensation Play / Fingering / PIV Sex

The humid air clung to Alina’s skin as Carlos guided her along a winding stone path, the scent of frangipani and damp earth heavy around them. The spa pavilion was a private fantasy, open on three sides to the jungle, the fourth a wall of smooth river rock with steaming waterfalls. Inside, low couches lined with silk cushions surrounded a wide, padded massage table. Shelves held crystal bottles of oil, coiled silk sashes, and an array of intriguing tools.

Carlos, his hand possessive on the small of her back, stopped her in the center of the room. “Your gift, mi reina,” he murmured, his voice a low command. “Remove the robe.”

Her fingers trembled slightly as she untied the single silk belt. The sheer fabric sighed to the floor, pooling around her ankles. The warm, mist-laden breeze kissed her naked body, making her nipples tighten instantly. She stood exposed, her skin flushing under the gaze of not just Carlos, but the two men who had entered silently from a side entrance.

Kai and Luka were visions of sculpted perfection, their bodies already gleaming with a light sheen of aromatic oil. Kai was taller, with a calm, watchful intensity. Luka had a mischievous grin and a dancer’s lean grace. They said nothing, their eyes appreciative, waiting for Carlos’s direction.

“Kai and Luka are masters of sensation,” Carlos explained, circling Alina slowly. “Tonight, they are yours. And you are theirs. The only rule is your pleasure. Do you understand?”

Alina’s breath hitched. “Yes, Carlos.”

“Good. Show them your gratitude.”

He didn’t need to elaborate. The hunger in the men’s eyes was instruction enough. She sank to her knees on the soft rug, the scent of sandalwood and male skin filling her senses. Kai stepped forward first, his hardened cock already emerging from the loose wrap around his hips. She leaned in, taking the smooth, hot length of him into her mouth, her tongue swirling around the head. He tasted of salt and coconut oil.

After a few deep, sucking pulls, Carlos’s hand touched her hair. “Share your attentions, Alina.”

She released Kai with a soft pop and turned to Luka, who was just as ready. His was slightly thicker, and she opened wider to accommodate him, her moan vibrating against his skin as he slid deep into her throat. She lost herself in the rhythm, switching between them, her hands gripping their muscular thighs, the taste of one blending into the taste of the other. Carlos’s murmured praises—“So eager,” “Look at her take you,” “That’s it, swallow him deep”—fueled her, making her core clench with empty, desperate need.

When her jaw began to ache, strong hands lifted her. They guided her, pliant and aching, onto the massage table. Her back met the cool, padded leather. Kai and Luka moved to either side of her, their oil-slick hands beginning to glide over her skin in long, firm strokes. But Carlos stood at her feet, picking up a silk sash and a small, feather-light paddle.

The first touch of the silk was a whisper across her collarbone. The first tap of the paddle on her inner thigh was a sharp, bright spark. They worked in a devastating symphony. Kai’s mouth closed over one nipple, sucking and laving while Luka’s fingers found her slick folds, stroking her clit in slow circles. Just as the pleasure began to crest, a sharp, stinging slap from Carlos’s paddle landed on the swell of her ass.

She cried out, her back arching. “More,” she gasped, the word torn from her.

They obliged. The sensations layered—soothing oiled hands kneading her breasts, the cruel-delicious bite of the paddle, the teasing drag of silk over her stomach, the relentless, skilled pressure of Luka’s fingers on her clit. She was panting, writhing, a live wire of exposed nerve endings.

Kai moved first. He positioned himself between her thighs, his body covering hers. The blunt head of his cock pressed against her entrance, and with one smooth, oil-aided thrust, he filled her completely. A ragged moan tore from Alina’s throat. He was so deep. His rhythm was slow and measured at first, each withdrawal an agony, each penetration a relief that stoked the fire higher. She wrapped her legs around his waist, meeting his thrusts, the slap of skin on skin joining the sounds of the jungle night.

Just as she felt the first tremors of an approaching climax, Kai slowed, then stilled, pulling out. She whimpered in protest, but Luka was there instantly, his body replacing Kai’s. His energy was different—fervent, passionate. He plunged into her wet heat with a claiming groan, his pace faster, harder. His hands gripped her hips, holding her steady as he drove into her, each pump hitting a spot that made her see stars. She clutched at his shoulders, her cries becoming continuous, pleading sounds.

Carlos watched, his own arousal evident. When Alina was on the brink, shuddering under Luka’s relentless fucking, Carlos spoke. “On your hands and knees, Alina. Now.”

Luka withdrew, and for a moment, she felt empty, aching. He helped her turn over, her body slick with sweat and oil. Then Carlos moved behind her. She felt the broad head of his cock, larger than the others, press against her soaked core. He entered her with a single, powerful thrust that stole her breath.

“Carlos,” she sobbed, her arms trembling as she held herself up.

One of his hands snaked around her hip, his fingers finding her clit, rubbing tight, frantic circles. The other hand, slick with more oil, traced the tight pucker of her ass. She tensed for a second, but his voice was in her ear, dark and commanding. “Relax. Take it all.”

He pushed one thick finger inside her ass, just as he drove his cock deeper into her cunt.

The dual invasion, the overwhelming fullness, the precise friction on her clit—it was too much. The orgasm exploded through her with violent, shocking intensity. Her vision whited out as her body clenched and convulsed around him, a raw, screaming release that seemed to shake the very foundation of the pavilion. Through the haze, she felt Carlos’s rhythm become frantic, his own control shattering. With a final, deep grind, he buried himself to the hilt and came, his hot release pulsing inside her as he groaned her name into the damp skin of her shoulder.

For a long moment, the only sounds were their ragged breaths and the distant rush of water. Gently, Carlos withdrew. Kai and Luka were there, their touches now solely tender, wiping her skin with warm, scented cloths. Carlos draped the sheer robe back over her shoulders, his fingers brushing her cheek.

“You are exquisite,” he said, his voice thick with satisfaction.

Alina, boneless and floating in a serene, sated bliss, could only lean into his touch as the fragrant mists swirled around them, the echoes of pleasure still humming in her veins.

50 - A JOB AT NORTHFIELD MANOR

MMF / BDSM / Age Gap / Taboo / Wealthy / Blowjob / Cunnilingus / Nipple Play / PIV Sex

The dust motes danced in the slants of afternoon sunlight as Evelyn ran the cloth along the mahogany banister. Northfield Manor was vast, silent, and opulent, a world away from her small apartment in the city. She could feel the weight of the mansion’s history, the gaze of portraits lining the walls. And then she felt another gaze, tangible and heated.

She turned.

In the shadowed doorway of his study stood Mr. Richard Northfield. He wasn't just looking; he was studying her, his eyes tracing the line of her spine as she bent, the way her blonde ponytail brushed her neck. He was older, his hair silvered at the temples, but his posture was commanding, his gaze unnervingly direct. He didn't smile. He simply watched, a predator assessing new territory. A flush crept up her neck, a confusing mix of embarrassment and a thrill she couldn’t name.

Hours later, the summons came. His voice, a low rumble from the intercom by the kitchen, called her to the study.

Her heart hammered against her ribs. She smoothed her simple black dress and entered.

The room smelled of leather and expensive whiskey. Richard stood by the fireplace, a crystal tumbler in hand. “Close the door, Evelyn.”

She did, the soft click of the latch sounding final.

“You’re efficient. I like that,” he began, his voice a low purr. “But efficiency isn’t all I require from the staff in my inner circle.”

“Sir?” she asked, her voice barely a whisper.

He set his glass down. “My son, Lex. He’s… talented. Brilliant, even. But he lacks a certain… conviction. A dominance that a man of his station must command.” He took a step closer, and Evelyn’s breath hitched. “I believe you can help him acquire it.”

“I’m… I’m just a housekeeper,” she stammered.

“No,” he said, a slow smile finally gracing his lips. “You are a beautiful young woman with a submissive streak she’s too polite to acknowledge. I see it in the way you avert your eyes, in the slight tremble in your hands right now. You want to be told what to do.” He moved behind his desk, his eyes never leaving hers. “And we want to tell you.”

Her mind raced, but her body was already betraying her, a pulse of pure, undiluted heat throbbing between her legs. She was intrigued, terrified, and utterly, completely aroused.

“Lex,” Richard called out, his voice sharp. “Join us.”

The door opened, and the young man from earlier entered. Lex was his father’s opposite—sun-kissed hair, bright blue eyes, a leaner build. But the same intensity lived in his gaze, now mixed with a curiosity that made Evelyn’s skin prickle.

“Watch,” Richard commanded his son. He unbuckled his trousers, freeing his cock. It was thick, rigid, and already glistening at the tip. He looked directly at Evelyn. “On your knees.”

It wasn’t a request. It was an order she had secretly been waiting for her whole life. Her knees met the soft Persian rug without a second thought. The scent of him, musky and clean, filled her senses as she leaned forward.

She opened her mouth, her tongue flattening to receive him. The first touch was electric. Salty. Smooth. Overwhelming. She took him in, her lips stretching around his girth, her tongue swirling around the head before she sank deeper, her eyes fluttering closed. A low groan rumbled from Richard’s chest, his hand coming to rest on the back of her head, not forcing, just guiding.

“Now you,” Richard said to his son.

Evelyn’s eyes opened as Lex, his movements slightly hesitant, freed his own erection. He was longer, leaner, just as hard. Richard guided her head, turning her toward his son.

She moved willingly, her mouth leaving Richard’s warmth to envelop Lex. His taste was different, younger, and his sharp, startled gasp of pleasure vibrated through her. She worked him, one hand wrapping around his base, her mouth sucking firmly. She was the conduit between them, a living, breathing lesson.

“Good,” Richard murmured, his voice thick. “Switch.”

She moved back to him, taking his fullness again, then back to Lex, her rhythm becoming a filthy, wet pendulum between father and son. The room filled with the sounds of their harsh breathing and the slick, obscene sounds of her mouth.

“The couch,” Richard growled, pulling her up by her arm. Her legs were weak. “Strip. Now.”

Her fingers, trembling with a wild combination of nervousness and fervent need, fumbled with the buttons of her dress. It pooled at her feet. Then her bra, her panties. She stood before them, completely exposed, her skin flushed, her nipples tight peaks, the wetness between her legs impossible to hide.

Richard sat on the couch, pulling her down onto his face. His hands gripped her thighs, yanking her core against his mouth. The first swipe of his tongue was a bolt of lightning. Oh god. He was relentless, his tongue circling her clit, licking into her, devouring her with a starved intensity that made her cry out.

At the same time, Lex knelt before her, his hands cupping her breasts. He lowered his mouth, sucking a nipple deep, his tongue flicking and teasing while his father feasted below. The dual assault was maddening. Pleasure crashed over her in waves, each one higher than the last. She was their plaything, their beautiful, writhing center of the universe.

“Enough,” Richard finally said, his voice ragged. He turned her, bending her over the back of the plush couch, her perfect, round ass presented to Lex. “Take her. Don’t be gentle.”

Lex positioned himself, the broad head of his cock pressing against her soaked entrance. He pushed, and the feeling of him stretching her, filling her, was so intense she saw stars. He started to move, a slow, deep rhythm that quickly grew frantic. Each thrust drove a gasp from her lips, each withdrawal leaving her aching for more.

Richard moved to her front, his cock nudging her lips. She took him gratefully, greedily, as he began to fuck her mouth in time with his son’s pounding rhythm. She was pinned between them, filled at both ends, completely and utterly possessed. The world narrowed to the slap of skin, the guttural moans of the men, the overwhelming sensations coiling tighter and tighter inside her.

Lex’s thrusts became erratic, harder, deeper. “I’m… I’m going to…” he groaned, his voice breaking.

That was all it took. His climax triggered her own. A silent scream tore through her as her orgasm exploded, a tidal wave of pure ecstasy that clenched around Lex’s pumping cock. He cried out, burying himself to the hilt as he pulsed inside her.

Richard pulled from her mouth with a wet pop. He stroked himself once, twice, and then hot streaks of his release painted her face—her cheeks, her lips, her eyelids. She kept her eyes closed, tasting him, smelling them both on her skin, her body still quivering from the aftershocks.

The room was silent except for their ragged breathing. Slowly, Richard stood straight, tucking himself away. He looked down at her, a masterpiece of debauchery bent over his furniture.

“I am a very wealthy man, Evelyn,” he stated, his composure already returning. “This can be your life. Luxury. Purpose. This. All you have to do is submit.”

Evelyn hesitated, but she knew Richard was right. She wanted this. She wanted him. “Okay,” she agreed. “I’m yours.”
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