
        
            
                
            
        

    
Prologue

The guys started showing up around seven, all of them loud, half-buzzed already, and ready to settle in for our weekly poker game. I had the chips out, beer cold, cigars on the table. Just another Friday night with the boys.

But I knew tonight would be different the moment she came downstairs.

My stepdaughter—twenty-two, home from grad school for a few weeks—walked into the living room like she didn’t know she was the only woman in a room full of middle-aged men. Or maybe she knew exactly what she was doing. She wore one of those little sleep shorts that could barely be called shorts, and a thin tank top that didn’t bother with a bra.

The conversation faltered. Heads turned. Even the cards paused mid-shuffle.

“Evening, sweetheart,” I said, trying to sound casual while every man at the table openly stared.

“Hey, Dad,” she said with that sweet, teasing smile. She always called me Dad in front of people—step never mattered to her. Or maybe she liked the way it sounded.

She stretched like a cat waking from a nap, arms over her head, tank top lifting just enough to tease the line of her stomach. Her shorts rode even higher. One of the guys muttered something under his breath.

“What’re you boys playing tonight?” she asked, walking behind my chair, resting her hands on my shoulders for just a second—warm, soft, deliberate.

“Texas Hold ’Em,” Mark said. He wasn’t looking at the cards. None of them were.

She bit her lip. “Mm. Sounds fun.”

Then—like she’d rehearsed it—she leaned over to grab a beer from the cooler beside me, bending at the waist, ass pushing out toward the table. The room went silent again, except for the sound of her popping the cap with her thumb.

“You want to hang around for a bit?” one of the guys asked, too hopeful.

She took a slow sip. Still smiling. “Maybe.”

She looked at me first. Always at me first.

Some part of me should’ve told her to go upstairs, put on something decent, stop teasing my friends.

But another part of me… the part that was waking up in a way it shouldn’t… didn’t say a thing.

She sat on the arm of my chair, her thigh brushing mine, close enough that every man at the table was wondering the same thing:

Does she do this on purpose? Does she do this for him?

And for the first time, I wondered too.




Chapter 1

She stayed perched on the arm of my chair, sipping her beer like she had no idea she was turning a room full of grown men into statues. The cards were dealt, but half the guys didn’t even look at their hands—they were looking at her legs. Her tank top. The way her fingers kept idly brushing my shoulder.

Mark was the first to crack.

“So,” he said, clearing his throat and pretending to look at his cards, “you sticking around to be our good-luck charm, sweetheart?”

She turned her head slowly, a strand of hair falling over her cheek. “Maybe. Am I lucky?”

“Hell, just having you in the room feels lucky,” another guy laughed, already a little too bold.

She smiled, soft but knowing. “Aw. You boys need a mascot that badly?”

Ben—big guy, bad filter—leaned back in his chair and said, “Mascot? I was thinking more like… dealer’s assistant. Maybe you sit on the lap of whoever’s losing. Give him a little morale boost.”

Everyone laughed. Everyone except me.

She paused mid-sip, her eyes sliding to mine. Testing. Checking. Waiting to see if I’d stop this.

I should have.

But my throat went tight, and I couldn’t get a word out before she said, all sweetness:

“Well… who’s losing?”

A chorus of “Me,” “Over here,” “I folded already,” rose from the table. They were half-joking, half-deadly serious.

She slid off the arm of my chair, her bare thigh brushing my hip, and walked—no, sauntered—around the table. Slow enough that every man had time to stare at her legs, her hips, the hem of those ridiculous shorts.

She stopped behind Ben, resting her hands on his shoulders.

“You?” she asked, leaning down just enough that her chest brushed his back. “You need cheering up?”

Ben swallowed hard. “I, uh… wouldn’t complain.”

She glanced at me again.

Not a request.

Not permission.

Just… checking if I’d break.

I didn’t.

She swung her leg over Ben’s, lowering herself into his lap. A soft breath left him—half shock, half disbelief. Her shorts rode up, practically nonexistent now, and she settled against him like she’d been doing this for years.

The whole table froze.

Except Ben, who slowly—too slowly—put his hands on her hips, like he wasn’t sure if he was allowed.

She didn’t move them away.

“Is this good luck?” she asked him, voice playful but with something deeper underneath.

“For me,” he croaked. “Fuck yeah.”

His fingers tightened on her waist.

And I felt something dark and hungry twist in my chest as I watched another man’s hands on my stepdaughter.

Something I didn’t stop.

Something I didn’t want to stop.

Ben’s hands were still tentative on her hips, like he couldn’t believe she was real. She solved that for him—slowly rolling her hips once, a subtle grind that stole his breath and shut the whole room up.

He choked out a noise that barely sounded human.

“That helping your luck?” she murmured, shifting just enough that her ass pressed more firmly into him.

Ben nodded, jaw tight, eyes squeezed shut like he was praying.

The guys laughed, but it wasn’t friendly laughter. It was envy sharpened to a point.

“Jesus, Ben,” Mark said, “give the rest of us a chance before you bust in your pants.”

She giggled—high, wicked, delighted—and leaned back against Ben’s chest. I watched her settle, watched his hands slide instinctively to keep her steady. Her tank top slipped lower, the edge of her nipple barely hidden.

She noticed me noticing.

Her smile got smaller. More intimate. More dangerous.

Then she turned in Ben’s lap, facing him now, her thighs straddling one of his legs. Her hands rested lightly on his collarbone, and she rocked forward just once—barely moving, but enough that Ben let out another helpless breath.

The table erupted.

“Oh, fuck this,” one of the guys muttered.

“No way he gets all of that to himself.”

“Run the next hand—winner gets her next.”

Her eyes snapped up at that.

“You’re… betting on me?” she asked, pretending to sound scandalized, but her voice was breathier than before. She was into it. Into being wanted. Into the eyes. Into the risk.

Mark smirked. “Not betting on you, sweetheart. Betting for you.”

“Big difference,” another guy added, licking his lips.

Ben didn’t even protest. He knew the room wanted her. Hell, I wanted her. Wanted her off his lap and back where she started—close enough for me to feel her but not enough for anyone else to touch.

But she shifted again, a slow grinding circle of her hips that made every man groan.

“I don’t know…” she whispered, pretending to think. “What if I like this seat?”

She punctuated it with a gentle, deliberate roll of her hips that made Ben curse under his breath.

That pushed the men over the edge.

Cards slapped onto the table. Chips clattered. One guy said, “Highest bet wins first lap,” while another countered, “No—winner of the hand gets to pick what she does.”

She raised her eyebrows. “What I do?”

“If you’re staying,” Mark said, “we’re making this interesting.”

I watched her process that. Her tongue touched her lip. Her thighs squeezed around Ben’s leg. She was getting wetter—anyone watching her move could tell.

She looked at me last.

“Should I let them bet?” she asked softly, fingertips playing with the hem of her shorts. “Should I… play along?”

I should have said no.

But she bit her lip and rolled her hips again, and any good intention I had shattered.

“Deal the cards,” I said.

The room exploded.

Ben’s hands tightened on her hips.

The deck was shuffled with shaking fingers.

And she stayed right where she was, grinding softly as the first card hit the table, knowing she was the pot everyone wanted to win.




Chapter 2

The hand played out fast, sloppy, frantic—no one cared about strategy, not with her shifting in Ben’s lap, grinding slow enough to make him lose focus, fast enough to make everyone else desperate.

I should’ve folded. I should’ve focused.

But all I saw was the way her thighs squeezed around him, the way her nipples were starting to show through her tank top, the way she kept looking at me like she wanted me to drag her off him myself.

Mark won.

The moment he slapped his cards down, he leaned back with a wolfish grin.

“Alright, sweetheart,” he said, tapping his thigh, “your seat’s right here now.”

Ben didn’t want to let her go—his hands lingered, gripping her hips like he thought she might reconsider. But she slid off him slowly, deliberately, leaving him dazed.

And then she walked to Mark.

No—she strutted.

Hips swaying. Hair falling loose. Her tank top slipping just a bit lower with each step.

She climbed into his lap without being told, knees on either side of his thighs, settling onto him with a little sigh that made every man shift in his chair.

Mark was older, rougher, more confident than Ben. His hands went directly to her waist—strong, assured, claiming. He guided her down until her chest pressed to his.

“Jesus,” he murmured, loud enough for all of us to hear. “You’re even softer than you look.”

She giggled, a breathy sound that went straight to my spine.

Then Mark looked up at her, then at me, then at the rest of the table—with challenge in his eyes.

“You want to give us all a real show, sweetheart?”

Her breath hitched.

His fingers slid up her sides, under the hem of her tank top.

“You want me to?” she whispered.

“I won the hand,” he said, shrugging. “Seems fair.”

She bit her lip.

Looked at me.

My mouth didn’t move, but something in my eyes must’ve told her yes, because her fingers lifted the bottom of her tank top… hesitating only a heartbeat…

And then she pulled it up.

Up her stomach.

Up over her ribs.

Up until her breasts spilled free—full, soft, perfect, nipples flushed and tight from all the attention.

The men groaned.

Mark didn’t even try to hide what he felt. His hands came up immediately, cupping her breasts, thumbs brushing her nipples so slowly it felt obscene. She gasped and arched into him, offering herself to his touch.

“Fuck, sweetheart,” he murmured, squeezing gently. “You’re incredible.”

Her eyes fluttered. Her back arched more. Her breasts lifted into his palms like her body wanted more of him.

He pinched one nipple between his fingers.

She whimpered.

I felt my jaw clench, felt something territorial and wrong and hungry rise in me at the sight of another man playing with her like she belonged to him.

But I didn’t stop it.

I watched.

Her tits moved in his hands with every breath she took. He kneaded them, rolled her nipples between thumb and forefinger, tugging just enough to make her moan softly into his mouth.

My friends stared like animals.

Her body trembled.

And Mark grinned like he’d won more than a poker hand.

“Next hand,” he said, still squeezing her breasts, “the stakes go higher.”

She was too breathless to argue.

And I was too far gone to pretend this could stop.

Mark kept one hand on her breast even as he dealt the next round, his thumb lazily circling her nipple, making her squirm on his lap. She was flushed, breathing unevenly, completely aware of how every man at the table stared at her bare chest.

She wasn’t embarrassed.

She was turned on.

The cards hit the table. Chips clattered. The men played harder this time, more aggressively, because everyone knew what the winner got.

She watched them, chest rising and falling under Mark’s greedy hands, lips parted like she was waiting to see whose lap she’d end up in next.

It wasn’t Mark.

It wasn’t me.

It was Jason—the quietest guy at the table, younger than the others, usually the polite one.

Tonight, there was nothing polite in the way he looked at her.

He leaned back in his chair, tapping his thigh.

“C’mere, sweetheart.”

Mark let her go reluctantly; his hands slid off her body with one last deliberate squeeze that made her gasp.

She rose slowly from his lap, topless, hair messy, skin flushed… and walked toward Jason. Her breasts swayed just slightly with each step, nipples tight from being played with for so long.

Jason didn’t even wait for her to sit before he spoke.

“First thing,” he said, voice low, “those shorts come off.”

The room went dead quiet.

Her breath caught; her fingers hovered over the waistband. She looked at me—always at me—like she was asking if I’d stop this, if I’d pull her back, if I’d ruin the game.

I didn’t move.

Her chest rose in a shaky breath.

Then she hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her tiny shorts… and began sliding them down.

Slowly.

Teasingly.

Just enough at first to show the top of her panties—thin, black, nearly transparent.

“Keep going,” Jason murmured.

She pushed the shorts further, revealing more skin, more curve, more of the lingerie she definitely hadn’t worn by accident tonight. The shorts reached mid-thigh, then her knees, then pooled at her ankles. She stepped out of them, now standing in nothing but those thin panties… and the entire room groaned in unison.

Jason’s voice was rougher this time.

“Panties too.”

She inhaled sharply, fingers resting on the waistband again. Her legs pressed together instinctively, thighs rubbing. She looked torn between embarrassment and arousal—but arousal was winning.

“Do I have to?” she whispered.

Jason smiled. “I won. That’s the rule, isn’t it?”

Her eyes flicked to me again.

Begging me to stop her.

Begging me not to.

I said nothing.

Her fingers curled into the thin fabric, pulling it down over her hips—slow, trembling, exposing soft skin, then the trimmed, perfect curve between her thighs.

When the panties dropped to her ankles, she stepped out of them too.

Now she stood completely naked in the middle of the room—my stepdaughter, twenty-two, flushed and breathing hard, stripped by the rules of a game the men were barely pretending to play anymore.

“Good girl,” Jason murmured, reaching out and pulling her into his lap.

She straddled him, thighs bare on his jeans, breasts pressed to his chest, her core settling directly onto the bulge straining against him.

Jason’s hands went straight to her ass—no hesitation, no shyness—cupping both cheeks, spreading them slightly as he pulled her tighter against him.

She gasped, hands gripping his shoulders, body trembling from being so exposed, so wanted, so controlled.

“Fuck,” Jason whispered into her ear, “you feel even better than you look.”

And the way she arched into him told all of us she agreed.

Jason held her firmly on his lap, fingers sinking into the soft flesh of her ass, pulling her down until her bare heat pressed against the thick outline in his jeans. She gasped, fingers curling over his shoulders, her whole body trembling from the closeness.

“Relax,” Jason murmured, kissing just below her ear, “I want to see you.”

His hands slid lower, to the underside of her thighs, and he pushed—

Not gently.

Not asking.

He just spread her.

Right there in front of all of us.

Her legs opened over his lap, knees falling wide apart, her slick center glistening in the warm light of the living room. She froze for a heartbeat, chest heaving, nipples hard and dark as she realized exactly how much she was revealing.

The table groaned in chorus.

“Holy shit…”

“Look at her.”

“Jesus, she’s soaked.”

She tried to close her knees, instinct kicking in—but Jason kept them apart easily, one big hand under each thigh.

“Keep them open,” he murmured against her neck. “They all want to see you, sweetheart.”

Her breath broke. A soft, helpless sound. And then she let him hold her wide.

She wasn’t fighting anymore.

She was offering.

Ben leaned forward first, eyes glued between her thighs.

“Damn, sweetheart… you were like this in my lap too?”

She whimpered—just a little—and that only made him smile darker.

Mark shook his head, licking his lips.

“Spread her a bit more, Jase. Let her show us everything.”

Jason obeyed.

He slid his thumbs up along the inside of her thighs, guiding them even wider, until she was fully exposed—open, trembling, glistening under every hungry stare in the room.

Her face burned, her chest rising fast, nipples pointed and desperate for touch. But her hips… her hips tilted forward, like she wanted to be seen.

“That’s a good girl,” someone said.

“Such a pretty little thing…”

“Look how wet she is just from sitting with us.”

Jason brought one hand up, running the back of his fingers slowly along the soft, swollen crease of her center.

She jerked.

Her breath hitched.

Her nails dug into his shoulders.

“Easy,” he whispered. “Just feeling how warm you are.”

But he didn’t stop.

His fingers traced the outline of her desire again—slow, deliberate, teasing. Not inside her. Not yet. Just enough to make her thighs tremble in his grip, enough to make her arch helplessly forward, enough to make a thin, glistening string cling to his fingertip when he pulled away.

Every man inhaled sharply.

“Ohhh fuck…”

“She’s dripping…”

“Touch her again—go on.”

She hid her face in Jason’s neck, embarrassed and turned on all at once.

Jason chuckled softly.

“Don’t hide, sweetheart. They’re talking to you.”

He slid his hand back down, thumb brushing delicately over her clit.

She moaned—a soft, broken spill of sound—her whole body jumping in his lap.

The room reacted instantly.

“That’s it…”

“Let him play with you.”

“You like being our little show, don’t you?”

Her thighs quivered, but she didn’t close them.

She didn’t pull away.

She didn’t say stop.

She pushed forward instead—bare, flushed, and trembling—inviting more.

Inviting all of it.

She was trembling, completely naked, thighs glistening, chest flushed, hair messy from being touched and stared at and wanted by a room full of men.

“Look how ready she is,” someone muttered, staring openly.

Jason let his fingers drift back to her heat—slowly, like he was savoring every centimeter. He stroked along her folds again, this time with more pressure, more intent, more claim. Her hips lifted off his lap, offering herself to the touch instinctively.

“Please…” she whispered, barely audible.

Jason smiled. “Please what, sweetheart?”

Her eyes fluttered shut.

Her thighs shook.

She swallowed hard.

“Please don’t tease…”

That drew low groans from the table.

“She’s begging for it…”

“Fuck, she’s so ready…”

“Give it to her, Jase.”

Jason shifted his hand, pressed his middle finger right at her entrance—and paused, letting her feel the promise of it.

I saw her whole body tighten in anticipation.

Then he pushed.

Slowly. Deeply.

Her lips parted on a silent gasp as his finger slid inside her, her body gripping him immediately, hungry for more.

“Good girl…” he murmured, voice thick with approval. “You take it so well.”

She clung to his shoulders, nails digging in, her head falling forward as he began to move—long, slow strokes, filling her and dragging out, making her tremble with every thrust of his hand.

The men shifted closer to the table edge, chairs scraping quietly as they leaned in for a better view.

“Look at her swallow his finger…”

“She’s so fucking tight…”

“Spread her a bit more, let us see.”

Jason did exactly that. His other hand pressed gently at the inside of her thigh, opening her a little wider, giving the whole room a perfect view of his finger sliding in and out of her slick, dripping heat.

She moaned—louder this time, unable to hold it back—and rolled her hips into his hand, chasing the rhythm.

“More,” she breathed. “More, please—”

He gave her what she wanted.

A second finger slid inside—slow, stretching her, filling her deeper. She nearly collapsed against him, thighs shaking uncontrollably as he worked both fingers in a steady rhythm, curling them just enough to make her whine into his neck.

“Fuck, look at her take two…”

“She’s losing it…”

“She loves being watched.”

He started pumping them faster, deeper, curling up into the soft spot inside her that made her gasp and jerk every time he found it. His thumb pressed gently against her clit, circling just enough to make her moan into his chest, over and over.

Her whole body shook.

She wasn’t just aroused—she was unraveling, coming apart in his lap, riding his hand like she needed it to breathe.

Jason leaned in, voice low but not quiet enough to hide from the room.

“You gonna come for me in front of all of them, sweetheart?”

Her answer was a broken, desperate sound.

And her hips kept moving.

Jason had two fingers buried deep inside her, his thumb circling her clit in tight, controlled strokes that made her whole body jerk with every pass. She was trembling in his lap, thighs quivering, head resting weakly against his shoulder as he worked her open faster and deeper.

Her breath came in little broken gasps.

“Jason—Jason—”

“Mm-hm. Let it happen.”

Her hips surged into his hand, chasing it, begging for more without needing to say a word.

And that’s when Mark moved.

Silent, slow, predatory—he stepped behind her, kneeling beside Jason’s chair. His big hands came up, cupping her breasts from behind. She gasped at the sudden touch, arching back into him as he squeezed and lifted them, thumbs sliding over her sensitive nipples.

“Couldn’t resist,” he murmured, voice thick with hunger.

She moaned—a needy, helpless sound—as his thumbs brushed her nipples again, harder this time. Her back arched beautifully, pushing her chest into Mark’s hands and her soaked center harder onto Jason’s fingers.

Jason groaned approvingly.

“That’s it. Ride my hand. Just like that.”

She did.

Her hips moved in choppy, desperate circles, every motion grinding her clit into his thumb while his fingers curled deep inside her over and over, hitting the spot that made her gasp each time.

Mark pinched her nipples, firm and deliberate.

She cried out, hips jolting.

The men around the table leaned in closer—some with fists clenched tight under the table, some with lips parted, all of them staring like they were watching the most erotic thing they’d ever seen.

Jason whispered into her neck, low and commanding:

“Come for me, sweetheart. Come right here in my lap. Let them all watch you fall apart.”

Her breathing snapped into short, frantic bursts.

Her thighs clamped, then flew open again.

Her back arched so hard her head fell onto Mark’s shoulder.

“Good girl,” he murmured, squeezing her tits harder. “Let him make you lose it.”

Her whole body tightened—every muscle tensing, trembling—

And then she broke.

She came with a gasping cry, loud and unrestrained, hips bucking hard into Jason’s hand. Jason held her tight, fingers pumping through every pulse of her orgasm as she clenched around him, wetness spilling over his hand, down her thighs, onto his jeans.

Mark kept her upright, holding her breasts firmly as she convulsed, moaning into his chest while she rode out every wave.

“Fuck…”

“Look at her…”

“She’s soaking him…”

The orgasm went on and on, her body jerking helplessly as Jason worked her through the last shudders, slower now, coaxing every remaining twitch out of her.

When her hips finally stopped moving, she collapsed against Jason’s chest—breathless, shaking, drenched.

Jason kissed her shoulder.

“That’s one.”

Mark chuckled darkly behind her.

“Hope you’ve got more in you, sweetheart. The night’s young.”

Her legs were still spread.

Her chest still heaved.

And every man in the room still stared at her like it was just the beginning.




Chapter 3

Jason was still holding her in his lap, her body limp and trembling from the orgasm he’d just wrung out of her… but she wasn’t spent. Her chest still heaved, her thighs still glistened, and her eyes—half-lidded, dazed—kept drifting to me.

Not Jason.

Not Mark.

Me.

Her step father.

The one she’d been brushing against all night.

The one she’d kept checking for permission.

The one she’d been teasing from the moment she came downstairs in those tiny shorts.

Jason was about to pull her back into another kiss when I stood.

The room froze.

I walked around the table, slow, silent, steady. Jason’s hands loosened on her thighs as I approached, confusion flickering across his face. But her eyes went wide, breath catching, a spark of something raw and needy lighting inside her.

I held out a hand.

“Come here.”

Not a question.

Not a request.

A claim.

She swallowed—hard—then pushed weakly against Jason’s chest, trying to rise. Her legs were shaking too much to stand, so I took her wrists and pulled her gently but firmly into my arms.

Her naked body fell against mine, warm, soft, trembling. She smelled like sweat and arousal and need. Her breasts pressed into my chest; her thighs brushed my jeans; her breath hit my throat in little frightened, aroused gasps.

Jason leaned back, jaw tight, but he didn’t say a word.

No one did.

They all knew what was happening.

They all knew who she wanted to give herself to first.

I lifted her chin with two fingers.

Her lips parted immediately.

“You’ve been teasing me all night,” I murmured. “Walking around this room like you didn’t know exactly what you were doing.”

She shivered.

“I… I wasn’t teasing—”

“Yes,” I said, brushing my thumb over her lower lip. “You were.”

She let out a shaky whimper.

“And you’re going to give yourself to me first,” I added. “Before any of them.”

The men exhaled—some frustrated, some thrilled to watch.

Her legs nearly gave out.

I caught her hips, guiding her backwards until her ass pressed against the edge of the poker table. She braced her hands behind her, chest arched forward, breasts rising beautifully with every tremor of breath.

I stepped between her knees.

She opened them instinctively—wide, obedient, offering herself exactly the way she had on Jason’s lap, but this time for me.

I cupped her cheek with one hand, her inner thigh with the other.

“You want this,” I said quietly, but not softly. “Say it.”

Her eyes lifted to mine—wide, pleading, completely undone.

“I want this,” she whispered. “I want you. Please daddy…”

The men groaned, some shifting in their chairs, some leaning forward so far they were almost standing.

I lowered my mouth to her throat, kissing down along the curve of her neck, tasting the softness of her skin as she whimpered and clutched the table edge tighter.

My hand slid between her legs—slow, deliberate, possessive—feeling the slick, hot proof of how ready she was.

“You’re dripping for me,” I murmured against her ear. “You’re going to let me take you right here, in front of everyone.”

Her hips jerked helplessly.

“Yes—please—”

I unbuckled my belt.

The room went silent except for her breathing.

She lifted her hips desperately toward me, her entire body begging without words.

And I lined myself up between her thighs, guiding her open with my hands—

Taking her first, just like she’d silently asked for all night.

Just like every man in the room wished it was them instead.

Just like she wanted it.

She looked up at me—big-eyed, flushed, trembling with anticipation.

Not nervous.

Not shy.

Wanting.

Her hands slid up my chest, fingers curling around the fabric of my shirt as if trying to pull me closer.

“Please,” she whispered. “I want you inside me.”

I guided myself along her slit, dragging the length of me through her slick heat.

She moaned—high, breathy, uncontrollable.

Her hips lifted off the table.

“Is this what you wanted?” I murmured, letting the head of my cock press right against her entrance.

“Yes…”

Her voice cracked.

“Please… take me…”

Her friend’s father.

In front of my poker buddies.

On the table where the cards still lay scattered around her open legs.

I pushed.

Just the tip at first—slow, steady, stretching her around me.

Her mouth fell open in a soft gasp, her hands flying to my shoulders as her body welcomed me inside.

“God—” she breathed, voice shaking.

I slid a little deeper, letting her feel every inch, her walls gripping around me tighter than I imagined, hot and wet and utterly perfect.

The men around us groaned softly, chairs shifting, breath catching.

“Fuck…”

“Look at that…”

“She’s taking him so deep…”

I pushed further.

Her nails dug into my back.

Her thighs trembled around my hips.

Her breath came in sharp, desperate whimpers.

When I bottomed out—when her body took all of me—she let out a broken moan that echoed across the table.

“Oh my god…”

I held still, letting her adjust, letting her feel every inch of how deeply I filled her.

Her lips parted. Her eyes fluttered. She looked completely overwhelmed, undone, devoted.

Mine.

“You’re perfect,” I said quietly, brushing her hair back as she panted beneath me.

“So fucking perfect.”

Then I drew back.

Slowly.

Her body clung to me, pulling, grasping, greedy for more.

And when I thrust back into her—deep, deliberate, claiming—her back arched hard off the table, her breasts bouncing, nipples stiff and catching the warm light.

She cried out, hands scrambling for something to hold onto.

I gave her another long, slow stroke.

Then another.

Her body moved with mine, meeting every thrust, opening for me completely.

Every man in the room stared, silent except for their ragged breaths.

I grabbed her thighs and pushed them wider, angling her exactly how I wanted—giving the room the perfect view as I slid in and out of her, her body pulsing around me.

“Fuck…” someone murmured.

“She’s made for you…”

“Look at how she takes him—like she needs it…”

She did need it.

Her eyes locked onto mine—hungry, pleading, trusting.

“Don’t stop…” she whispered. “Please don’t stop…”

I didn’t.

I thrust deeper, harder—but still controlled—making her feel every inch, making her moan louder each time our bodies met.

Her breasts bounced beautifully with each movement, nipples flushed from being handled earlier, her mouth open in breathless little sounds she couldn’t hold back.

She wasn’t just being taken.

She was giving herself completely.

And I wasn’t about to let anyone else touch her until I was finished claiming her first.

Her body was trembling beneath me on the table, her breath coming in quick, broken gasps each time I thrust into her. Her legs were open, her hands gripping the felt, her eyes half-closed and unfocused.

Perfect.

But I wanted more.

I wanted her held.

I wanted her against me.

I wanted every man in this room to see exactly who she gave herself to first.

I slid my hands under her ass and lifted.

She gasped—surprised—and instinctively wrapped her arms around my neck as her wet heat slipped partway off my cock. Her legs clamped around my waist, heels digging into my back, desperate to keep me inside her.

“Don’t drop me—” she whispered breathlessly, clinging tighter.

“I’m not dropping you,” I murmured, gripping her thighs tighter. “I’m going to fuck you standing. And you’re going to look at them while I do it.”

Her eyes widened, pupils blown and shining.

I positioned her with one hand at her lower back, guiding her down onto me again—slow, deliberate, watching her face as her body stretched around me, taking me inch by inch until she was fully seated on my cock again.

She moaned—long, trembling, helpless.

Then I thrust up into her.

Her breath broke.

Her nails dug into my shoulders.

Her entire body tightened around me so hard I nearly groaned.

I set a rhythm—harder, deeper, lifting her up and down in my hands, her body bouncing on my cock as easily as if she weighed nothing.

Her breasts bounced against my chest; her breath was hot against my throat; her thighs were shaking uncontrollably around my hips.

“Eyes open,” I growled into her ear.

She tried to bury her face in my neck again, overwhelmed.

I grabbed her chin, firm but gentle, and tilted her face toward the table.

“Look at them. Look who’s watching you.”

Her eyes fluttered open.

The men were leaning forward—silent, hungry, stunned—watching her body take mine over and over. Watching her breasts shake with each thrust. Watching her stretched, filled, trembling in my arms.

She let out a soft cry, hips rolling down on me instinctively.

“That’s it,” I whispered. “Let them see who you came for first.”

Her breath hitched.

Her pussy clenched around me—tight, wet, pulling—so sweetly I almost lost control right then.

I fucked her harder.

Her back arched, her moans turning loud, unrestrained.

Her eyes stayed on the men—because my hand on her jaw kept them there—forcing her to see exactly who was watching her get taken, used, claimed.

“She’s… fuck…” someone whispered.

“She’s riding him like she—”

“She’s gonna make him—”

They were right.

Her body tightened again, that trembling, breathless edge she had earlier snapping back instantly, her heat pulsing around me, squeezing, begging.

“You want me to spill inside you,” I growled into her throat.

Her whole body jerked.

“Yes—yes—please—inside—”

Her voice cracked on the word, needy and honest and dripping with desire.

That was it.

I slammed her down onto me one final time, burying myself so deep inside her that her breath died in her throat. She clutched my shoulders, legs locked around me, body shaking violently as she came again—tight, wet spasms gripping my cock in desperate pulses.

And I followed her.

My release hit hard, thick, hot—spilling deep inside her as she trembled in my arms, her pussy milking every last drop while the men watched her gasp and break and cling to me like she belonged there.

I groaned into her neck, holding her tight as she went limp against me, panting, overflowing with me, body shaking from the force of it.

Her head rested weakly on my shoulder.

The men were silent.

She was full.

And they all knew exactly who had taken her first.

She was still trembling in my arms when the last pulse of my release faded. Her legs were wrapped around my waist, her chest pressed to mine, her breath hot and shaky against my neck. I could feel the warmth of my spill slowly leaking from her—soft, slow, intimate.

Mine.

But her body was far from finished.

I eased her gently down into my lap, sitting in my chair at the head of the table. She sighed, boneless and pliant, her limbs draped over me as if she couldn’t hold herself upright anymore.

Her step father.

Her first.

And every man in the room knew it.

I adjusted her, cradling her thighs over mine so she stayed open—still dripping softly from where she’d taken me. When she shifted, a little whimper escaped her lips.

“Easy,” I murmured, brushing her hair back from her damp face. “You did good.”

She melted into my chest, head resting just under my jaw.

I placed a slow kiss on her temple.

The men watched—breathing hard, eyes dark, barely holding themselves back.

But no one moved closer.

Not yet.

I lifted her chin so she’d look up at me.

“You’re staying right here,” I said softly. “On my lap. Right where I want you.”

She nodded, dazed and submissive from being filled and held.

I glanced at the table, cards and chips scattered from when I’d lifted her off it.

I reached with one hand and reshuffled the deck.

“We’re not done,” I said.

A ripple went through the room—anticipation, hunger, disbelief that the night was still just building.

“Next hand decides who gets her next.”

Her breath caught.

Her thighs squeezed around me.

Everyone saw it.

I ran a hand down her stomach, stopping just above where she was still open and warm from me.

“You hear that?” I asked her quietly. “You’re sitting here on my cock… but the next man is already playing for you.”

She whimpered, leaning her forehead to my collarbone.

“Do you want that?” I asked.

“Do you want to be won?”

She nodded—small, trembling, honest.

“Yes…”

I kissed her cheek.

“Good girl.”

Then I looked up at the men.

“Ante up.”

Chairs scraped. Chips clattered.

Their hands shook with excitement as they picked up their new cards.

She shifted on my lap, spreading her legs instinctively as the first bets hit the felt.

I kept one hand on her thigh.

Possessive.

Guiding.

Preparing.

“Play well,” I told them. “She’s worth it.”

And the game continued.




Chapter 4

I shuffled the cards with one hand, the other resting on her thigh—light at first, just enough to remind her she was still open, dripping softly against my lap. Her breath hitched every time my fingers brushed higher.

Around the table, the men tried to pretend they were focused on the game.

They weren’t.

Their eyes kept drifting to her.

To the way her legs were spread over mine.

To the slow rise and fall of her chest.

To the slick gleam still lingering between her thighs.

I dealt the cards out with deliberate calm.

She let out the tiniest whimper when my thumb stroked an inch up her inner thigh.

Jason snapped his gaze up immediately.

“Hey—she’s supposed to be ours next, not yours.”

I smirked. “Play better.”

A few men laughed nervously; the rest stared at my hand creeping higher along her thigh.

She leaned back against me, head on my shoulder, completely pliant from being used and filled. My fingers slid another inch up, brushing the sensitive inside of her thigh.

She gasped—soft, breathy—her knees instinctively falling wider open.

One of the men dropped a chip.

“Jesus…” he muttered.

I pretended not to notice.

I kept dealing.

She shifted on my lap, hips moving slightly, smearing more of my release against me. Her face went hot with embarrassment and arousal.

“Keep still,” I whispered into her ear.

She trembled.

She tried.

And then my hand slid directly over her mound—slowly, barely touching, just enough pressure to remind her she was still stretched from me.

Her breath caught.

She tried to keep quiet.

Didn’t work.

A soft, involuntary moan slipped out of her.

Every man at the table froze.

Cards halfway to the felt.

Chips forgotten.

Breath held.

I lifted my hand, thumb tracing the spot just above her clit, not quite touching it.

She jerked.

“Oh—please—” she whispered.

I cupped her jaw gently and tilted her face toward me.

“You’re going to be patient,” I murmured.

“You’re going to sit here, spread and dripping on my lap, and you’re not going to come again until one of them earns you.”

She whimpered—a broken, desperate sound that rippled through the room.

Mark swore under his breath.

“Fuck… she’s killing me…”

Jason dragged a hand down his face.

“How the hell are we supposed to play like this?”

I smiled lazily, letting my fingertips slip lower again—almost touching her clit but not quite.

“That’s the fun of it,” I said.

“Try to focus.”

She writhed, trying to press her hips forward, but my arm across her stomach held her still.

“You’re mean…” she whispered, shaking.

“No,” I corrected softly.

“I’m keeping you ready.”

Her thighs trembled as I traced slow circles around her clit, never quite on it, keeping her breathless and pleading. Her hands clutched the edges of my shirt.

The men were practically vibrating with frustration.

“Deal the next card,” someone growled.

I dragged my fingers one more time across the slick heat of her entrance—light, teasing, maddening.

She gasped.

Everyone heard.

Then I dealt the flop.

Chips hit the table fast—reckless, desperate, furious.

They were playing for her like their lives depended on it.

And she lay helpless in my lap, shaking, needy, sweating, trying not to fall apart before someone won her body from my hands.

The men were trying to concentrate, gripping their cards, pretending they weren’t seconds from losing control just watching her tremble naked in my lap.

But she wasn’t pretending.

She was barely holding herself together—breathing fast, thighs quivering, fingers twisting the fabric of my shirt as she struggled not to grind against me.

And she was losing.

I tightened my arm around her waist, pulling her back flush against my chest. She gasped softly, body molding to mine.

“Sit still,” I growled against her ear.

She nodded, trembling.

I didn’t believe her for a second.

My free hand slid down her stomach, fingers tracing the warm, soft skin just above where she was spread open. She sucked in a sharp breath.

“Cards,” I reminded the table.

They glanced down, but every pair of eyes kept darting back to her… and to my hand slowly lowering between her thighs.

I spread her with two fingers—firmly, deliberately—exposing her swollen, slick folds to the entire table again.

She whimpered, back arching as the cool air hit her.

“Look at that,” one of the men muttered, voice breaking. “She’s glistening…”

“Because she hasn’t come again yet,” I murmured, just loud enough for everyone to hear.

I dipped my fingers lower.

Not touching her clit, not giving relief—just spreading her wider, revealing every inch of her to their hungry stares.

She squirmed helplessly.

I held her hips down.

“You don’t move unless I let you,” I whispered.

She moaned—quiet, needy.

“Please…”

“No.”

My fingers dragged up her slit, slow enough to torture her, stopping right before the spot she wanted touched more than anything.

She gasped, shaking.

Mark swore under his breath.

“Jesus—she’s dripping down your hand…”

I smirked, tapping her inner thigh lightly.

“She’s trying not to beg,” I said.

Then I tapped her clit.

Just once.

A light, teasing flick.

Her entire body jolted.

Her legs snapped wider.

Her breath spilled out in a broken whine she couldn’t hide.

“Fuck—” one of the men hissed.

She covered her mouth with both hands, mortified and aroused.

I pulled her hands down.

“No hiding,” I growled. “If you want to moan, you moan. They earned the right to hear you.”

Her eyes fluttered, pupils blown with desire.

I tapped her clit again—slightly harder.

Her hips bucked; she shook uncontrollably.

Cards dropped.

One man cursed.

Another adjusted himself under the table.

I slid my fingers down, collecting the slickness dripping from her.

She held her breath—waiting—

And I spread her again, wide, showing her pulsing, throbbing need to the entire room.

“This,” I said quietly, “is what they’re playing for.”

Her head fell back on my shoulder, lips parted in a silent, desperate plea.

I put my mouth to her ear.

“Do you think they’ll play better tonight,” I whispered, “knowing how close you are to coming in my lap again?”

She whimpered, thighs shaking violently.

“Or worse?” I murmured.

The men all swallowed hard.

“Deal the next card,” someone rasped, trying to sound steady.

I smirked and tapped her clit one more time—soft, wicked—which made her cry out again, her entire body jolting.

Then I dealt.

They were shaking.

She was shaking.

And I was nowhere near done.




Chapter 5

The turn card hit the felt.

The river followed.

My fingers stayed between her thighs the whole time, stroking slow, cruel lines just shy of her clit—keeping her trembling, breathless, unable to think straight while the men frantically tried to finish the hand.

She was right on the edge again—her slick heat pulsing, thighs shaking, eyes unfocused—but I kept her held down, kept her denied.

“Please—” she whispered, barely audible.

“Not for me,” I murmured. “You come when someone earns you.”

Her entire body shuddered.

And then—

Cards slammed onto the table.

Chips scattered.

A chair scraped back.

“I win.”

Jason.

His voice was low, rough, shaking with want.

The room froze.

She did too—her legs still spread over my lap, her entire body slick and trembling from my teasing. Jason pushed away from the table, standing slow, deliberate, hunger radiating off him in waves.

I felt her pulse hard between her thighs at the sight of him rising.

He walked to us without hesitation.

His eyes didn’t go to me.

His eyes went straight to her—her chest heaving, nipples flushed, her slick heat still open from where my fingers had been teasing her relentlessly.

I slid my hand out from between her thighs—slowly, letting her feel the loss.

She whimpered when my fingers left her.

Jason reached her first.

“You’re mine next,” he said softly, almost reverently—as if he couldn’t believe he’d won her.

She swallowed hard, body going pliant in my arms.

Jason held out a hand to me.

“Give her to me.”

I met his eyes.

He held steady.

Good.

I lifted her from my lap—her body light, trembling, leaking down her inner thighs—and placed her into Jason’s arms.

She gasped softly as he took her weight, his hands sliding under her thighs, lifting her effortlessly.

Her legs wrapped around his waist on instinct—her body recognizing exactly what was coming next.

Jason groaned under his breath.

“Fuck… she’s so warm…”

Her arms looped around his neck, her face flushed, her eyes half-lidded with need.

“Where do you want her?” he asked me.

“As long as we can all see,” I said.

He nodded.

Then he kissed her—hungry, deep—while carrying her backward toward an open space next to the table. His hands gripped her ass, spreading her slightly, guiding her body exactly where he wanted it.

She moaned into his mouth, grinding down on him desperately.

The men leaned forward, breathing hard.

Jason pulled away from her lips, panting.

“I’ve been waiting all night for this,” he told her.

Then he lowered her to her knees on the soft rug, holding her by the hair just long enough to make her gasp—

Before pulling her back up and bending her over the edge of the poker table where she’d been fucked earlier.

She braced her hands, breasts hanging, legs parted instinctively.

And Jason stepped behind her.

Ready.

Hungry.

Claiming the prize he’d just won.

Jason had her bent over the edge of the poker table, her hands braced on the green felt, her back arched in a perfect trembling curve. Her breaths came fast, anticipating his next move before he even touched her.

She was still slick, still swollen, still open from being fucked in my lap minutes ago.

Still full of me.

Still dripping for the next man.

Jason stood behind her, just looking for a moment—taking in the sight of her glistening thighs, her trembling knees, the way her pussy fluttered with every breath.

“God,” he murmured, dragging his fingertips along the curve of her ass, “I’ve been waiting to get my hands on you properly.”

She whimpered softly, arching toward his touch.

The men shifted in their seats, leaning forward, barely hiding their anticipation.

Jason spread her cheeks with both hands—slow, deliberate—showing her completely to all of us again.

She gasped, eyes squeezing shut.

“Look at her,” one of the men whispered.

“So fucking ready…”

“So open…”

Jason hummed in agreement.

“Not ready enough.”

And then—

He slapped her.

A sharp, echoing crack across her ass.

She cried out, her body jolting forward against the table.

Her fingers clenched the felt.

Jason grinned, rubbing the spot he struck, soothing the sting with his palm.

“You like that?” he asked softly.

She swallowed hard. “Y-yes…”

“Good.”

Another slap.

Harder.

Her knees buckled.

Her back arched deeper.

A little drip of slickness ran down her thigh.

Jason’s voice dropped.

“Such a pretty little thing when she takes a spanking…”

He grabbed her hips and pulled her back into position, then spread her again—fingers opening her wide, exposing her pussy, still coated in my cum, gleaming for the entire room.

She moaned from the humiliation, the heat, the wanting.

Jason ran two fingers through her soaked entrance, collecting a mixture of her arousal and mine.

“Oh my god…” she whispered, trembling.

He pressed those same fingers into her—slow, steady—pushing my spend deeper inside her before curling them just enough to make her sob aloud.

“Fuck, she’s still so full…” Jason muttered, pumping his fingers into her. “You really gave her everything, didn’t you?”

I stepped closer.

“And she took it beautifully.”

Jason fingered her harder, faster—his knuckles tapping against her as her hips rocked back helplessly, chasing the friction.

She moaned uncontrollably, her voice edging toward pleading.

“Jason—please—please—take me—”

He laughed softly.

“I said you weren’t ready yet.”

He slipped his fingers out, leaving her empty and shaking. She rocked her hips back, desperate for anything to fill the sudden absence.

He smacked her ass again—this time lower, making her gasp and jolt.

“Beg properly.”

Her arms trembled as she pushed herself up slightly, turning her flushed face toward him.

“Please,” she whispered, voice shaking. “Please fuck me. I want you inside me… I want to feel you…”

Jason’s breath caught.

He grabbed her hips.

His cock brushed her slick entrance.

The men leaned in.

She moaned softly, pushing back against him—

And Jason pressed just the tip inside her.

Jason didn’t give her a second more to brace.

The moment his tip pushed inside her—wet, hot, already clenching around him—he grabbed her hips with both hands and slammed into her.

Hard.

Her cry echoed across the room, sharp and breathless, her body jolting forward on the table.

“Fuck—JASON—!”

He growled, dragging her back onto him even harder.

“That’s right,” he said through clenched teeth, his hips pounding into her. “Take it. Take all of it.”

Her fingers clawed the felt, her knees spreading wider as if her body knew exactly what he needed from her.

He slammed into her again—deep, brutal, unapologetic.

The men groaned.

“Holy shit…”

“She’s taking him so deep…”

“Look at how she opens for him—fuck…”

Jason wasn’t listening to them.

He was locked on her.

“God damn,” he hissed, gripping her hips so tightly his knuckles whitened. “You were made to be fucked like this.”

He slapped her ass again—hard, loud—exactly where he’d hit before.

Her whole body jerked forward, her moan dissolving into a needy whine.

“Oh my god—again—”

He obliged.

Another crack across her cheeks.

Then another.

Then a fast pair of smacks that left her shaking uncontrollably.

I stepped closer, watching her body ripple with every hit, every thrust, every collapse of strength.

She wasn’t just taking him.

She was meeting him.

Pushing back on every stroke, arching and trembling, her pussy gripping him so tight Jason let out a ragged, desperate sound.

“Fuck, sweetheart… you’re squeezing the life out of me…”

She babbled something incoherent into the felt, voice broken with pleasure.

“What was that?” Jason taunted, giving her ass another sharp slap that made her yelp.

“Please—harder—please—”

He snarled and obliged.

He pulled almost all the way out—her slick stretching, clinging—then slammed into her so deep her breath caught in her throat.

Her entire back arched off the table, her breasts bouncing, her nails dragging across the felt.

Jason leaned over her, one hand on her lower back, the other gripping her hair, pulling her head up just enough for her to moan into the room.

“You hear that?” he said to the men, voice low and feral. “That’s the sound she makes when she’s getting fucked right.”

He thrust again—harder—making her scream.

“Oh fuck! Jason—oh god—”

“That’s it,” he growled, hips pistoning relentlessly. “Say my name. Say who’s using you right now.”

“You! You—Jason—fuck—!”

“Louder.”

“JASON!”

He slapped her again—another sharp crack—sending a wave of heat across her skin.

She sobbed out a moan.

He grabbed her wrists, pinning them to the table, forcing her down while he drove into her with heavy, punishing strokes that echoed in her body and the room.

Her legs shook violently.

“Look at her,” Mark whispered. “She’s gone—she’s fucking gone…”

Jason laughed breathlessly, sweat dripping from his jaw.

“She loves it rough,” he said, rutting deeper. “She loves when someone grabs her and fucks her like they own her.”

He slapped her ass again—right where she was reddest.

She screamed in pleasure.

“Oh my god—Jason—don’t stop—don’t stop—!”

He didn’t slow.

His balls slapped against her, her slick coating him with every brutal thrust, her moans dissolving into helpless cries as he pounded her so hard the table legs rattled.

Her whole body was just movement—rocking, shaking, breaking open for him—her pussy gripping him with wet, rhythmic clenches that made Jason swear under his breath.

“Fuck—she’s close—” he grunted.

She was beyond close.

She was seconds from shattering.

And every man watching knew it.

Jason was pounding into her from behind, each thrust hard enough to shake the table—and her body was coming apart under him. Her moans were ragged, her nails clawing at the green felt, her knees buckling with every brutal snap of his hips.

Then he growled:

“Get the fuck up here.”

He grabbed a fistful of her hair and yanked her upright.

Her cry was sharp, breathless—but her back arched beautifully as he pulled her against his chest, her feet barely finding purchase, her body fully open to him.

He wrapped one arm around her ribs, holding her tight, and with the other he grabbed her hip and hauled her down onto his cock.

She gasped—loud, desperate—her whole body shaking as he thrust into her from underneath now, lifting her with pure strength.

“Jesus…” Mark whispered. “Look at him throw her around…”

Jason’s mouth was at her ear, breath hot, voice low and filthy.

“You like being used like this, don’t you?”

She moaned—too far gone to deny it.

“You like being fucked in front of all these men?”

He slammed into her harder.

“You like showing them what a needy little slut you are?”

“Yes—yes—I’m a slut—!” she cried, her voice breaking as he forced her down onto him again.

“Oh, I know you are,” Jason snarled. “I knew it the second I saw you dripping on his lap.”

She gasped, body tightening.

“I knew you wanted all of us to use you,” he continued, spitting the words against her throat. “You wanted to get passed around like a good little whore, didn’t you?”

Her answer was a choked, desperate sob of pleasure.

“Say it,” he growled, grabbing her jaw and forcing her face toward me.

“Say you want to be our slut.”

Her eyes locked onto mine—dazed, ruined, begging.

“I—I want it,” she whispered.

“I want to be your slut. All of you.”

Jason rewarded her with a brutal snap of his hips that punched a sharp moan out of her lungs.

“Good girl,” he hissed. “Now ride me like it.”

He dropped one hand to her ass, grabbed a handful, and slammed her onto him again—hard.

Her head fell back onto his shoulder, mouth open, body bouncing helplessly as he thrust up into her, each impact deep and violent, his growl echoing against her skin.

“Fuck this tight pussy,” he grunted. “You’re gripping me like you’re trying to pull my cock out of my body.”

She wasn’t just gripping him—

She was milking him.

Her legs shook, her fingers dug into his forearm, her pussy clenching in fast, desperate spasms around him.

“Jason—I’m— I’m gonna—”

“Oh yeah?” he taunted. “Gonna come on my cock too? Gonna cum like a little slut for the whole room to see?”

“Yes—yes—please—”

He slapped her ass—hard—while she was impaled on him.

“Then fucking come.”

The command broke her.

Her orgasm hit like a shockwave—her whole body convulsing, legs trembling uncontrollably as she screamed, loud and raw and open, her pussy spasming in violent pulses around his cock.

Jason snarled—

“Fuck—fuck—fuck—”

He thrust upward twice—deep, vicious strokes that drove her cry into a strangled gasp—

And then he crushed her hips down and spilled inside her.

A deep, feral groan tore from his chest as he emptied himself into her, grinding her down onto him, filling her until his cum mixed with the father’s and spilled hot down her thighs.

She shook violently, collapsing against his chest, still twitching around him as he held her upright, panting hard into her shoulder.

The room was dead silent except for their ragged breathing.

Jason kissed her neck, still thrusting tiny aftershocks into her weak body.

“Good little slut,” he whispered. “Taking two loads already. And we’re nowhere near done with you.”

Her knees buckled completely.

Jason held her up by the hips, cum leaking down her inner thighs onto his jeans.

And every man in the room knew he was next.

Jason was still buried in her when the last tremor of his orgasm faded.

Her body sagged weakly against him, boneless and trembling, thighs slick and shining from two men’s release dripping down her legs.

He didn’t let her drop.

With a grunt, he turned, lifted her easily—still inside her—and sat back down in his chair.

She landed in his lap with a soft cry, her pussy squeezing around him reflexively from the sudden angle.

Jason exhaled hard through his teeth.

“Fuck… still holding me,” he muttered, hands on her hips. “God, sweetheart… your little slut cunt doesn’t want to let me go, does it?”

She whimpered and shook her head against his shoulder.

“No… don’t… don’t pull out yet…”

“Oh, I’m not going anywhere,” he said, kissing her neck, still planted deep inside her. “Not until the next man wins you.”

Her breath caught, her thighs twitching.

Even the idea of the next man made her clench around him again.

Jason growled softly.

“Greedy slut,” he whispered against her ear. “Still milking my cock while you’re waiting for someone else to take you.”

She whimpered again—helpless, needy.

The men at the table shifted, staring at the way she sat on him—full, pulsing, dripping—and the way Jason kept her body open on display.

I sat back down, shuffling the deck.

“Cards?” I asked calmly, as though she wasn’t shaking in another man’s lap.

Chips moved sharply.

Chairs scraped.

Men leaned forward—hungry, competitive, barely holding themselves back.

Jason slid a hand between her thighs, spreading them over his as if to remind everyone she was still wet, still full, still being used.

His fingers brushed her oversensitive clit—light, teasing.

She jerked violently, a strangled gasp ripping from her throat.

“Oh god—please, Jason—”

“What’s wrong, sweetheart?” he murmured, lips brushing her ear. “Too sensitive? Or do you want more?”

She shook her head—then nodded—then couldn’t decide at all.

Her whole body quivered.

Jason chuckled darkly.

“I’ll help you think.”

His finger flicked her clit.

Hard.

She cried out, gripping the table edge in front of her even though she wasn’t on it—her back arching against his chest.

The men groaned.

“Fucking hell…”

“She’s gonna break before the next round even starts…”

“Jason, give her a minute—”

“She’ll get a minute,” Jason said lazily, “once someone wins her.”

He kept her open with one hand while the other toyed with her—teasing, tapping, circling too lightly to give relief, too intensely to ignore.

I laid out the next hand.

“She’s going to come again,” one man muttered.

Jason grinned.

“No. She’s going to beg again.”

He pinched her clit.

She screamed softly into her own arm.

Every man in the room groaned in unison.

Jason held her steady, voice low and viciously tender.

“That’s right, sweetheart… Sit on my cock and take the teasing. Let them hear what a desperate little slut you are.”

She gasped out:

“Please—please just play—someone hurry—please—”

Cards hit the felt.

Men fumbled chips.

Breaths shortened.

The game for her began again.

And Jason kept her trembling on his lap the whole time.




Chapter 6

Jason had her trembling and messy in his lap—her thighs slick with two loads, her clit raw from teasing, her breath coming in soft, broken sobs of pleasure she couldn’t stop. His hand kept her open, twitching, desperate.

The men weren’t focusing on the cards.

They were barely remembering how to breathe.

The next hand went fast.

Very fast.

Three cards down.

Two men folded instantly because they couldn’t think straight.

And then—

“Full house.”

Ben.

He stood so fast his chair nearly toppled over.

Jason let out a low whistle, pulling his hand from between her legs.

“Well,” he murmured, kissing the back of her neck, “looks like you just got won again, sweetheart.”

Her whole body shivered.

Ben didn’t wait for permission.

Didn’t hesitate.

Didn’t even bother pretending to be calm.

He came around behind her and gripped her waist—firm, hungry—lifting her right off Jason’s softening cock. She whimpered from the sudden emptiness, cum dripping down in a warm spill onto Ben’s hand.

“Fuck…” Ben breathed. “She’s still full of both of you…”

She trembled in his arms.

Ben lifted her bodily—hands under her thighs—and sat down with her straddling him, facing him. Her legs folded around his waist automatically, her pussy pressed right against his hard length under his jeans.

“Sit down,” he whispered, voice thick.

“Ride it. Come on my lap like a good little slut.”

Her breath hitched—need sharpening through her exhausted body.

He didn’t even wait for her answer.

He unzipped, freed himself, and dragged the head of his cock through her slick heat, smearing the mixture of fluids along her folds.

She moaned loudly, head falling back.

“Oh—Ben—”

“Yeah,” he growled, lining himself up. “Say my fucking name. You’re riding me now.”

He slammed her down.

All in one thrust.

Her scream tore out of her in a raw, shaking burst—

“BEN—OH GOD—!”

The men moaned at the sight of her sinking down his length, her body opening again, stretched to take a third man tonight.

Ben’s hands clamped on her hips.

“That’s it,” he groaned, feeling her pulse around him. “Fuck, sweetheart… you’re so warm… so sloppy from the others…”

She whimpered, trying to lift herself.

He didn’t let her.

He began bouncing her on his cock—hard—lifting her by the hips and slamming her back down each time so her breasts bounced, her thighs quaked, and the cum from the others dripped messily onto his lap.

Her voice broke.

“Please—Ben—oh—fuck—I—”

“Yeah?” he said, panting into her neck. “You my little ride now?”

She nodded frantically.

“Say it,” he demanded, one hand sliding up to grab her breast.

“Say you’re my ride tonight.”

“I’m your ride!” she cried.

“I’m your slut—I’m your—”

He crushed her nipple between his fingers.

She screamed.

“Louder,” he said, bouncing her harder, faster, making her tits slap against his chest.

“Let every man in this room hear what a cock-hungry slut you are.”

She was shaking violently, close to coming again, speared deep on him with every snap of his hips.

He grabbed both her breasts—full handfuls—and squeezed roughly as he thrust up into her.

“Goddamn…” he grunted. “Look how you cling to me. Fuck, sweetheart… you’re gonna milk me dry…”

She sobbed—desperate, needy, overwhelmed.

Her nails dug into his shoulders.

“Ben—Ben—I’m—I’m gonna—”

“Then come,” he growled. “Come all over my cock, slut.”

He slammed her down again—deep, brutal—

Her body broke.

She came screaming, pulsing around him, milking him in tight, violent spasms that shook them both.

Ben groaned, head thrown back.

“Fuck—fuck—you’re squeezing the life out of me—!”

She kept riding—helpless, frantic, trembling—still in the throes of her orgasm.

And Ben looked like he was seconds away from spilling with her.

He didn’t even consider slowing.

“Fuck—no—” she gasped, voice breaking, “I—I’m still—!”

“Good,” Ben growled, grabbing her hips with both hands.

“Ride it out on my cock.”

He slammed up into her—

hard

deep

merciless

—forcing her body to take his thrusts even as she came helplessly around him.

Her scream cracked into sobs of pleasure, her head falling back, the sound echoing through the room.

“Ben—Ben—I can’t— I can’t—!”

“Yes you fucking can,” he snarled into her neck.

“Take it. Take all of it. Keep milking me, slut. You’re not done.”

He held her down on his cock, grinding her in tight circles that made her thighs twitch uncontrollably. Her pussy spasmed again—another aftershock rolling through her—and she moaned so loudly half the table flinched.

“Oh—fuck—Ben—please—please—”

Her voice dissolved into a trembling whine as his cock dragged against every sensitive, overstimulated inch inside her.

And then—

Even through the shaking and the breathlessness—

Even as tears gathered in the corners of her eyes—

Her hips started moving.

Slow at first.

Barely a grind.

Then again.

A little harder.

A little needier.

Ben froze.

“Ohhh fuck…” he whispered, watching her with pure hunger. “She’s grinding on me…”

Her voice was a broken, desperate plea.

“I need you—please—I need you to cum inside me—please—fuck me—”

Ben grabbed her ass with both hands and yanked her down onto him.

“Jesus Christ,” he groaned, “you really are a little cumslut, aren’t you?”

“Yes—yes—Ben please—fill me—fill your slut—”

That shattered him.

“FUCK—” he snarled, thrusting up into her with brutal urgency. “Take it—take it—take it—”

She bounced helplessly on his cock, her thighs shaking, sweat dripping down her chest, her pussy squeezing him so hard he could barely move.

Her moans turned into sobbing gasps.

“Ben—Ben—I’m— I feel—!”

He clutched her hips and slammed into her one last, brutal time—

“FUCK— I’m cumming—!”

His body shuddered violently beneath her.

His cock throbbed deep inside her—

once

twice

three hard pulses—

And then he spilled into her.

Hot.

Heavy.

A thick, forceful rush that made her cry out again as she felt his release flood into her, mixing with the two loads she was already dripping with.

Her whole body trembled as he filled her, her pussy gripping him in slow, greedy contractions, milking every drop he poured into her.

Ben groaned into her shoulder, still thrusting small, shaky pulses as he emptied himself completely.

When he finally stopped, she collapsed forward onto his chest—sweaty, shaking, breathless, dripping.

Ben held her tight, panting hard.

“Oh… my god…” she whispered, barely conscious.

Ben stroked her hair, voice ragged.

“That’s it… Good slut… Took three loads like you were made for it…”

The men around the table stared—silent, starving, waiting for their turn next.

And she sat in Ben’s lap, pussy overflowing, thighs trembling, body still twitching from overstimulation…

Ready to be played for again.

Ben was still breathing hard, sweat dripping down his neck, his cock buried deep inside her as she slumped forward against him. Her entire body trembled from overstimulation and the weight of three loads dripping inside her.

When she tried to lift herself—weak, shaky—Ben immediately grabbed her hips and yanked her back down.

“Oh no,” he growled into her neck.

“You stay right here on my cock, sweetheart.”

She gasped, collapsing again as he forced her to sit fully on him, the movement pushing a warm spill of cum up inside her.

“Ben—”

Her voice was barely a whisper.

“I’m so full…”

“That’s the point,” he muttered, squeezing her ass. “You’re keeping every drop.”

Her thighs clenched involuntarily.

She whimpered through her teeth.

Around the table, the men shifted closer, watching the way her body twitched every time Ben adjusted her. Watching how his cock kept her plugged, held open, filled.

I reached for the deck.

“Alright,” I said calmly, “let’s see who wins her next.”

Ben snorted a breathless laugh, pulling her even closer.

“Hear that, sweetheart? You’re getting a fourth load soon…”

She trembled in his lap.

“Don’t—don’t say it like that—”

Her voice cracked.

“It makes me—”

Ben slid a finger between her folds—overstimulated, slick, leaking—and pushed it inside her together with his cock.

She jerked violently, crying out.

“Oh—fuck—Ben—!”

He smirked up at me.

“Too sensitive for you?”

He curled the finger inside her.

She choked on a sob.

“You’re keeping all of us inside you,” he growled.

“I’m making sure of it.”

Her pussy clenched around him again, milking him and his finger, trembling in overstimulated waves that made her cry into his shoulder.

The men around the table let out quiet groans.

“Jesus Christ…”

“She’s still squeezing him…”

“She’s riled up even when she’s full…”

Ben’s lips brushed her ear.

“You’re the table toy tonight,” he whispered.

“You don’t get breaks.”

She whined—weak, overwhelmed—but her hips tilted forward, offering herself without thinking.

I started dealing cards.

“She stays plugged until the hand’s over,” I announced.

Ben laughed.

“Trust me—she’s not going anywhere.”

He pumped his finger inside her again—

slow

deep

purposeful

—pushing another warm drip of mixed cum back up into her.

She whimpered brokenly, her body shaking in his lap.

“Ben… please… I can’t… I can’t take more…”

“Yes you can,” he murmured, kissing her throat.

“You want to.”

She nodded helplessly, cheeks flushed, breath shaking.

I laid the flop.

Chips moved.

Cards slapped the felt.

But everyone’s attention kept dipping to the girl shaking in Ben’s lap—

plugged, throbbing, wet, overstimulated,

and getting pumped by his cock and finger at once while waiting for her next “winner.”

Ben whispered:

“Get ready, sweetheart.”

Another curl of his finger.

Her whole body jerked.

“Someone else is gonna fill you next.”




Chapter 7

Ben still had her in his lap, plugged full of three loads and twitching around his cock and finger while she tried to breathe through the overstimulation. She was barely upright, chest heaving, throat releasing soft, broken sounds every time he curled that finger inside her.

But the cards were flying now.

The men were beyond desperate.

Jason leaned forward, eyes locked on her.

Another man tossed chips like his life depended on it.

But Mark…

Mark was calm.

Focused.

Sharp.

Silent.

He’d been watching her all night—watching her strip, get teased, get fucked, get filled—waiting, calculating exactly when he’d take his turn.

The moment I laid the river card down—

Mark slammed his hand on the table.

“Ace high straight,” he said.

No hesitation.

No delay.

No mercy.

Ben froze mid-thrust of his finger.

Jason swore under his breath.

The other men groaned, furious and jealous.

And she—

even in her dazed, overstimulated state—

lifted her head weakly toward Mark.

Her breath stopped.

Because Mark was already standing.

“Finally,” he exhaled, cracking his knuckles. “My turn.”

Ben started to slide his fingers out of her.

Mark held up a hand.

“No,” he said calmly. “Keep your fingers in her until I get there. I want to feel how fucking full she is.”

Ben swallowed—then obeyed.

She moaned, trembling violently as Ben kept her plugged.

Mark approached slowly, rolling his sleeves up.

“You’ve been dripping for me all night,” he said as he reached her, voice low and dangerous. “I’ve watched you get filled, watched you cum, watched you shake…”

He grabbed her chin and tilted her face up to his.

“And I’ve been waiting for my turn to ruin you.”

Her lips parted.

Her whole body twitched.

Ben finally slid his cock and finger out of her—slow, wet, and messy—leaving her gaping and dripping onto his jeans.

She gasped from the sudden emptiness.

Mark smiled.

“Good. Stand her up.”

Ben lifted her by the hips—her legs shaking uselessly beneath her—and handed her over. She collapsed into Mark’s chest, panting, barely able to hold her own weight.

Mark caught her easily.

“Hey,” he murmured, brushing her hair back. “Look at me.”

She forced her eyes open.

Mark’s voice dropped to a growl.

“I’m the last one tonight,” he said, grabbing her waist. “Which means I get to finish what all the others started.”

He slid his hand down between her thighs—

his fingers gliding into the slick, warm mess of cum from three men—

and let out a quiet, hungry laugh.

“Ohhh sweetheart…” he murmured. “You’re overflowing.”

She whimpered.

He lifted his hand—coated in cum—so she could see it.

“This all yours?” he teased.

She nodded weakly. “Y-yes…”

Mark grabbed her hips, spun her, and bent her over the table in one swift movement.

She landed with a gasp, her breasts pressing into the felt, her ass up, dripping, open.

Mark stood behind her.

“So fucking pretty like this,” he murmured.

He dragged two fingers through the cum leaking out of her and pushed them back inside.

She sobbed.

“Oh god—Mark—”

“That’s right,” he whispered. “Say my name. Because I’m about to fuck the last bit of strength out of you.”

He curled his fingers.

Her knees buckled.

Mark smirked.

“Yeah… she’s ready.”

He unzipped.

The men leaned forward, breath held.

Mark lined himself up against her swollen, messy, desperately used entrance—

And pushed the tip inside.

Mark had only the tip inside her when he let out a low, hungry growl.

“Hold her,” he snapped.

Two of the men reached out instinctively—one pinning her wrists to the table, the other steadying her hips as she trembled, already overstimulated and barely upright.

Mark didn’t wait.

Didn’t ease her in.

Didn’t give her even a second to prepare.

He slammed into her.

All the way.

In one brutal, claiming thrust.

Her scream tore out of her, desperate and shaking:

“MARK—!”

His hips hit hers hard, the sound sharp and obscene as he buried himself to the hilt in her cum-slick, already-stretched pussy.

“Fuck yes,” Mark hissed, his hands crushing her hips. “I knew you’d take me like this.”

She clawed uselessly at the felt, her legs buckling as he pulled out—almost all the way—

letting everyone see her gape around him,

then he slammed into her again.

Harder.

Her whole body jolted, tits bouncing against the table.

“Oh my god—Mark—too much—!”

“Shut up,” he growled, folding over her back.

“You’re taking it.”

He drove into her again, deeper than the men before, his hips pounding her with brutal precision—each thrust pushing the mix of cum inside her up around his cock and down her thighs.

She moaned, sobbed, twisted—

Mark slapped her ass.

Hard.

Her cry cracked into a high, broken sound as he struck her again, leaving her skin blazing red.

“That’s right,” he grunted, thrusting harder.

“Cry for it. Show them how a real slut takes a cock.”

Her pussy spasmed around him—

tight

needy

helpless—

And Mark groaned, digging his fingers into her waist.

“Fuck—she’s gripping me like she wants to rip my cock off—Jesus—”

He grabbed her hair, yanked her head back, forced her to arch while he pounded into her from behind, his balls slapping hard against her cum-soaked lips.

“You’ve been waiting for me, haven’t you?” he growled into her ear.

“Waiting for the last man to ruin you?”

“Yes—yes—oh fuck, Mark—!”

He slammed into her so hard the table legs scraped across the floor.

The men couldn’t look away.

They were leaning forward, breathing hard, mesmerized by the violent fullness of his strokes, the way she sobbed with every impact.

Mark grabbed her arms, yanked them behind her back, pinning both wrists in one fist.

Now she couldn’t brace herself at all.

Her breasts flattened against the table, her back bowed, her pussy completely at Mark’s mercy.

He thrust again—

deep

punishing

claiming

Her voice cracked:

“Mark—Mark—please—I can’t—!”

He slapped her ass mid-thrust.

“You can take it.”

Another brutal thrust.

“And you will.”

Her knees buckled, but Mark held her steady, fucking her through the collapse—

hard, relentless, using her body like it belonged to him.

“Look at her,” one man whispered.

“She’s getting split open…”

“She’s taking him deeper than anyone—fuck…”

Mark snarled, pace increasing, hips snapping into her with savage rhythm.

“That’s it,” he growled.

“Take every inch. Take it like a perfect little fucktoy.”

She was shaking uncontrollably—

her voice a string of broken gasps—

her pussy flooding around him, slick and messy and gaping with every thrust.

Mark bit her shoulder.

She screamed.

And he pounded harder.

She was barely breathing.

Barely thinking.

Barely conscious.

Her voice was nothing but raw sound — high, desperate, breaking with every vicious snap of his hips.

Mark pulled her hair, yanked her head up, and growled into her ear:

“You’re gonna cum for me, slut.”

She sobbed — a trembling, helpless moan.

“No— Mark — I’m gonna — too much —!”

“That’s right,” he snarled, pounding into her harder.

“You’re gonna cum while I fuck you like a hole. That’s what you want, isn’t it?”

She cried out, legs buckling.

He didn’t let her fall — he fucked her through it.

“Say it,” he growled.

“Say you’re my slut. Say you’re here to get used.”

“I—I’m your slut—!” she screamed, voice cracking.

“I’m your slut—fuck me—!”

Mark slapped her ass so hard her whole body jolted.

“Louder.”

“I’M YOUR SLUT!”

“Good.”

His pace increased, brutal and deep, cock splitting her open on every thrust.

“Now cum like one.”

He drove into her —

harder

deeper

relentless

punishing

claiming —

until her entire body started shaking uncontrollably.

“Oh—oh god—Mark—Mark—!”

Her voice dissolved into a scream.

Mark laughed — low, savage, breathless.

“Do it,” he growled.

“Cum on my cock, you filthy little fucktoy. Let everyone watch you lose it.”

His free hand slid under her belly, fingers pressing right on her clit —

Once.

Twice.

A rough, perfect stroke.

Her body exploded.

She came HARD.

Violently.

Her legs gave out.

Her voice broke into a scream.

Her pussy clamped down so tightly around Mark’s cock he nearly choked on his own breath.

“Fuck—yeah—squeeze it—milk me—!”

She gushed around him —

slick flooding down her thighs, splashing the floor, her entire body convulsing in wild, uncontrolled waves.

Her orgasm went on and on, her cries echoing through the room as Mark held her down and fucked her through it, driving every last shudder out of her.

Then his voice dropped to a guttural snarl:

“I’m gonna fill you—”

She moaned, ragged and broken, unable to do anything but tremble under him.

“You want it?” he growled.

“You want my cum too, slut?”

“Yes—yes—please—fill me—!” she sobbed.

Mark slammed into her one last time —

deep

hard

to the hilt —

and his entire body jerked.

“Fuck—!”

His breath tore out of him in a rough, feral groan.

He spilled inside her — hot, heavy, pulse after pulse — his hips grinding against hers as he poured his cum deep into a pussy already dripping with three men before him.

She collapsed against the table — shaking, gasping, overflowing.

Mark held her hips tight, riding out the last twitch of his orgasm, then slowly pulled out.

A thick spill of cum ran down her thighs, dripping onto the floor.

She lay there limp, ruined, used —

and utterly, beautifully finished.

Mark smirked down at her.

“That’s four,” he murmured.

And the room was silent except for her broken, satisfied breaths.




Epilogue

Mark had just pulled out of her—slow, thick strings of cum spilling down her trembling thighs—when I finally stood.

She was barely holding herself up on shaking arms, her breath broken and soft, her body ruined in the most intoxicating way.

I walked behind her, placed my hands around her waist, and lifted her off the table.

She let out the faintest gasp as I turned her, her body limp in my arms, her legs falling open instinctively.

“Come here,” I murmured.

She melted into me.

Exhausted.

Dripping.

Perfect.

I sat on the chair and settled her on my lap—guiding her down onto my already hardening cock.

She moaned—weak, shattered, helpless—as she sank onto me, my length sliding into the messy, stretched heat still full of four men.

Her head fell onto my chest.

“Oh—god—” she whispered. “I’m… I’m still so—”

“I know,” I murmured, holding her hips as she trembled around me.

“I’m taking you anyway.”

Her pussy fluttered tight around me, clenching instinctively, pulling me deeper even though she could barely move.

I lifted her chin so the room could hear her soft, broken moan.

Then I looked at the table—at the men staring at her, exhausted, hungry, still not done wanting her.

I smirked.

“Same time tomorrow.”

Several of them groaned.

One swore softly.

Jason laughed under his breath.

Ben said, breathless, “Fuck yes.”

Mark nodded, adjusting his shirt.

“You know I’ll be here.”

I stood—still inside her.

She gasped, arms flying around my neck as I lifted her effortlessly, her legs dangling, cum trailing down her thighs in warm streams.

“Don’t worry,” I murmured into her ear as she trembled, my cock buried deep while I held her up by her ass.

“You won’t walk tomorrow anyway.”

Her breath hitched—a quiet, shivering sound of surrender.

I turned away from the table, tightening my grip around her thighs.

The men watched silently as I carried her down the hall—

her face flushed against my shoulder,

her pussy stretched around me,

her body limp and taken and mine for the rest of the night.

I kicked my bedroom door open.

She whimpered softly, clinging tighter.

“Good girl,” I whispered, stepping inside.

And the door closed behind us.
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