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Introduction


THIS IS A VERY ADULT BOOK! It's a taboo erotica book – not a love story!

Trigger Warnings


All characters are consenting adults aged 20+. This is fantasy fiction intended for mature audiences only.

Significant age gap relationships between adults

Explicit sexual content and strong language

Power imbalance in employer/employee dynamics

First-time same-sex experiences between women

Filming and exhibition themes

Psychological manipulation presented as mentorship

Financial incentives influencing personal choices

Cultural displacement and isolation themes

Progressive boundary exploration and sexual awakening

Enjoy! Lily.


Welcome to England
The Architect's Blueprint


Their car stood in the driveway, waiting and ready. Charlotte checked her Cartier again; it wouldn’t be long until her husband drove to the airport. She let the bedroom curtain fall back, silk cool against her fingers.

Everything was perfect. She'd walked through the house twice already, adjusting throw cushions, testing the guest room sheets between thumb and forefinger. Lilies in the hallway, champagne cold, hot tub pristine and pre-warmed. Emma at her grandmother's until tomorrow. Every surface gleamed. The cleaner earned her money the last couple of days.

Everything ready for Sofia's arrival, for her ‘education’.

Sofia Kowalski: twenty years old, a rural Polish Catholic woman, which means minimal sexual experience, and desperate for money to send home. Raw material didn't come more perfect than this – experience of previous girls had told her as much.

Charlotte had been refining her technique for years. Petra first, that Czech girl with the enormous brown eyes, and a delicious natural submissiveness once Charlotte trained it into her. Fourteen months she'd stayed, earned enough to buy a Prague flat, still sent them Christmas cards. No resentment, no regrets. Kasia next, the blonde Polish girl who'd adored the camera, theatrical and hungry for performance. She'd married a tech investor from Wilde's. Upgraded her previous life successfully.

But Sofia... Sofia had something special.

Charlotte had known from the first Skype interview. That combination of innocence and latent sensuality, desperate gratitude in every response, working-class hunger for something better. The photographs hadn't lied: better bone structure than Petra, more naturally sensual than Kasia. That face would be exquisite on camera. Those full breasts, narrow waist, curves suggesting fertility and youth.

Twenty years younger than Charlotte. Twenty years less experience, confidence, skill. The girl didn't stand a chance.

The bedroom door opened. Michael stood, jacket gone, tie loosened halfway down his chest. Still handsome, her husband. Their first marriages had been duty and respectability, and slow suffocation. This one was pure pleasure. Mutual partnership, and a shared appetite for sexual corruption.

"Nervous?" he asked.

Charlotte turned from the window. "Excited. There's a difference."

He crossed to her, expensive shoes silent on thick carpet. "Tell me the plan again."

This was one of the best parts; planning Sofia's corruption whilst Michael's hands warmed her hips, whilst her own cunt already dampened thinking about it. Strategy and arousal wound together, inseparable.

"Hot tub tonight," Charlotte said. "Casual nudity, normalise physical contact. She'll be confused but too polite to object. Too grateful for the position to risk offending us." Michael's hands settled at her waist. "I'll sit close. Touch her shoulders, maybe her thighs if she's receptive. Test boundaries without pushing obviously."

"And tomorrow?"

"I'll invite her for a massage. Let my hands wander. Gauge her response." Charlotte's voice stayed calm, analytical. This was technique, her honed craft. "She won't object. She's desperate to please, terrified of disappointing us. She'll rationalise anything we do as sophisticated European behaviour. How things are done here."

Michael's hands slid up her sides, thumbs brushing the underside of her breasts through silk. No bra. Charlotte never wore one at home.

"How long before we fuck her?"

Charlotte considered. Her own arousal built, slick warmth between her thighs at the clinical planning of seduction. "A week. Perhaps less if she's as responsive as I suspect. I want her to come from my mouth first. Want her to associate me with pleasure, with overwhelming sensation she's never experienced." She paused. "Then we'll introduce you and take her together."

His thumb found her nipple through the fabric, circled slowly. She felt him hardening against her bottom, his body's honest response to discussing corruption.

"And filming?"

"Two weeks." Charlotte turned in his arms, looked up at him. "I'll show her Petra and Kasia's videos first. Frame it as normal progression, what all the girls do. Appeal to her competitive instinct." She kissed him, brief. "She'll want to be better than them. They always do."

"You're so good at this."

"I know." Charlotte smiled. Years of practice: Petra had taught her patience, Kasia had taught her the power of performance. Sofia would teach her something new. They always did.

Each girl was their own challenge. Could she corrupt Sofia faster? Or maybe more completely? Make this one more successful than the last? A game where Charlotte competed against her previous scores.

Sofia would need... what? Affection mixed with authority. Maternal nurturing twisted into sexual domination. The promise of transformation from provincial nobody into desired object. Charlotte could provide all of that.

"Fuck me," she murmured against Michael's mouth. "Before you collect her. I want to come thinking about corrupting her."

He guided her backwards to their enormous king bed, Egyptian cotton sheets, mirrored headboard. Charlotte let herself be positioned, enjoyed the brief surrender knowing she'd reclaim control later. Michael stripped her efficiently, practised at removing her clothes. Silk blouse pooled on the floor, trousers and knickers following.

She spread her legs, watched him undress. Partnership. That was their marriage's foundation. Shared goals, shared appetites, shared pleasure in beautiful young women who didn't understand what they agreed to when they accepted au pair positions in Surrey.

Michael pushed inside, stretched her open. Charlotte's nails dug into his shoulders. Eyes shut, she replaced his face with Sofia's. Those full breasts compressed beneath her own smaller ones, that untouched cunt yielding for the first time. Soon. So fucking soon.

"What are you thinking?" Michael asked, fucking her with steady rhythm.

"How good she'll look on camera." Charlotte's voice stayed controlled even as pleasure built. "Training her to deepthroat you. Her face when she realises thousands are watching her."

"Christ." Michael's rhythm stuttered, the thought arousing him as much as it did her. "She's going to make us rich."

"Richer." Charlotte corrected. They were already wealthy. This was sport. Expensive, perverse sport with profitable results. "She's going to surpass the others. I'm certain."

She came thinking about Sofia's inevitable corruption. The transformation from Catholic innocent to willing performer. How satisfying to watch each boundary crumble, each moral certainty dissolve under pleasure's patient assault. The orgasm rolled through her, intense and clean, Michael following moments later.

Charlotte lay with her head on Michael's chest afterwards, listening to his heartbeat slow. The bedroom smelled of sex and her Chanel and faint jasmine from the garden below.

Charlotte sat up, reached for her silk robe on the chair beside the bed. Her body felt loose, satisfied, ready. She tied the robe precisely, checked her reflection in the mirrored wardrobe. Hair slightly dishevelled but that was fine. Gave the impression of casual elegance rather than styled perfection.

"Time for you to act the chauffeur – time to let the games begin," she said, and smiled at her husband.

Michael returned the smile, understanding completely. Partners in this. Collaborators in corruption. Their masterpiece, if Charlotte played this correctly. And she always played it correctly.
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Home Sweet Mansion

There. A tall man, dark hair going silver at the temples, holding a sign with her name printed in capitals. SOFIA KOWALSKI. Her lungs loosened. Air came again, proper air, not the tight panicked breaths she'd been taking since passport control. Dziękuję Bogu. Thank God, he'd come, and she wasn’t stuck in a foreign country with no money and no backup plan.

He smiled warmly when he spotted her wheeling her suitcase toward him. A rich-person smile - the kind that came from never worrying where next month's rent was coming from.

"Sofia?" His voice was deep. The posh accent from films, the one that meant money and private schools. "I'm Michael Sterling. Welcome to England."

His handshake swallowed her hand. Her own felt small inside his, rough from work. She was suddenly, horribly aware of her wrinkled dress, her scuffed shoes, and her second-hand suitcase held together with a luggage strap and prayers.

"Thank you, Mr Sterling. Is very kind of you to collect me."

"Please, call me Michael. We're very informal." He was already reaching for her case, lifting it like it weighed nothing. Everything she owned, packed into one battered case bought at Lublin market for thirty zloty. "How was the flight? Not too dreadful, I hope?"

"Was fine. Long, but fine."

He steered her through the crowds, his hand resting on her lower back. Light pressure, warm through the thin cardigan. She went stiff for a second, then forced herself to relax. Normal here, probably. English people touched more. And Mrs Charlotte's emails had been so warm, so friendly. Sofia didn't want to flinch like some backwards village girl.

The airport overwhelmed her. Too many people, too much English flying past her ears. Michael moved through it all like he owned the place, confident, never hesitating.

"Your journey from Lublin went smoothly? No problems with the connection in Warsaw?"

"No problems. My father, he drove me to bus station very early."

"I imagine they're sad to see you go. How many siblings do you have?"

"Two sisters. Younger. Ania is seventeen, Magda is fourteen."

"And they'll miss their big sister." He said it warmly, like he actually cared. "But what an opportunity for you. Your English is already excellent, you know."

Pride bloomed in her chest, warm and unexpected. Excellent. He thought her English was excellent. All those hours watching American films with subtitles, reading library books, practising in front of the mirror. All of it worth something.

"I study hard. American films, mostly. And books."

"Well, it shows."

The car park smelled of petrol and concrete. Michael led her past row after row of vehicles until he stopped.

The car made her breath catch. Enormous black Range Rover, gleaming under the harsh lights. Her uncle Piotr had pointed one out once in Lublin, said only rich men drove cars like that. And here she was, about to climb inside one. Michael loaded her suitcase into the boot. She glimpsed a golf bag back there before he closed it.

Michael opened the passenger door like a gentleman from the films. "Hop in. It's about an hour to Surrey, depending on traffic."

The interior smelled new. Leather and something she didn't have words for. Expensive. That was the only word. The seat was soft, cradled her arse, almost too comfortable. She was going to leave sweat marks. Ten-hour-flight sweat. The thought made her want to hover over the seat.

He climbed into the driver's seat with easy confidence, and the engine started so quietly she barely heard it.

"Seatbelt," he reminded her. Gentle. Not annoyed.

"Sorry, yes." Her fingers fumbled with the mechanism. Different from home. Smoother. Click.

They pulled out into traffic. Grey English sky outside, buildings she didn't recognise, road signs in English. Foreign country. Foreign language. Foreign life starting now.

Michael drove with one hand on the wheel, relaxed, talking easily. "So tell me about yourself, Sofia. What did you study?"

Heat climbed into her face. Here it was. The shame.

"My family, we don't have money for university." The words came out defensive. She tried to soften them. "I work since I am fifteen. Shop assistant, waitress, sometimes helping on farms."

"Nothing wrong with honest work." The sort of polite that came from never having done it, but he obviously meant well. "And now you'll have a chance to improve your English, see a bit of the world, save some money perhaps?"

"Yes. The pay is very good. More than I can earn at home."

"Charlotte and I believe in paying fairly." He smiled. "Three-year-olds can be exhausting, but Emma's a sweet girl. Easy-going, sleeps well, loves books and playing in the garden."

Sofia's shoulders dropped slightly. Children she could do. She'd helped raise her sisters, babysat for half the neighbourhood. That part wouldn't be difficult.

"I am good with children. I like them very much."

"I could tell from your video interview. That's why Charlotte was so keen to hire you." The motorway opened up ahead, multiple lanes, traffic moving fast. Michael navigated it easily. "She's been preparing all week. She's excited to meet you."

The motorway gave way to smaller roads. Trees everywhere, so green, thicker and lusher than Poland. Houses appeared, set back from the road, each one enormous. Detached. Driveways with expensive cars. Perfect gardens. Every single house looked like it cost more than her entire town's annual budget.

"Surrey's lovely," Michael said. "Good schools, safe neighbourhoods, close enough to London for work but far enough for peace and quiet."

"Is beautiful." She meant it. Beautiful and impossible and so expensive she could barely breathe looking at it.

Michael kept talking, asked about her interests, her hopes for England. He seemed genuinely interested in her answers, which shocked her.

"Your photos didn't really do you justice, you know." His tone stayed casual, just friendly. "You're even prettier in person. Charlotte will be delighted."

Heat rushed into her face, down her neck. Prettier. He thought she was pretty. Not just acceptable, not just suitable for childcare, but pretty. Tomasz had called her "fine" once. "Pretty enough." But this sophisticated English man thought she was pretty.

"Thank you. Is very... you are very kind."

"Just being honest." He smiled. "We're lucky to have found you."

Lucky. They were lucky to have her. Sofia Kowalski, who'd spent her entire life being told she was lucky to have a job, lucky someone would hire her, lucky to be allowed to work. And now this rich English man was saying he was the lucky one.

The feeling in her chest was too big to name. Not pride… No, a good catholic girl didn’t feel pride. But this must be something close?

They turned onto a quieter street, trees meeting overhead. The houses here weren't just large. They were estates.

Michael slowed, turned into a driveway, and her breath stopped.

That wasn't a house! Three storeys of perfect brick, windows bigger than her bedroom back home, gardens that looked professionally maintained. Two-car garage. Gravel driveway smooth and white. Trees huge and old. Flower beds bursting with colours she didn't have names for.

Matko Boska. Mary Mother of God.

Her entire apartment block would fit inside that building.

"Here we are," Michael said, putting the car into park. "Home sweet home."

He called this palace home, like it was normal to own something so big. Sofia couldn't move. Couldn't process the scale of it. This was going to be her home to. For a year, maybe even more.

Michael came around, opened her door. Reached into the boot for her suitcase. It looked pathetic next to everything else. Cheap battered brown thing.

He gestured toward the house, that warm confident smile still in place.

"Welcome to England, Sofia. Let's get you settled."
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Guest Rights

The front door opened before they reached it, and a woman stood there, backlit by golden light from inside. Tall. Slim. Beautiful. Mrs Sterling – had to be, Sofia recognised her from the video interview, although she’d not imagined her to be that tall and imposing.

She looked like the women in the English magazines at the kiosk in Lublin, the ones Sofia couldn't afford. Perfect hair. Perfect skin. Perfect everything.

And Sofia was standing here in her wrinkled plane dress with her stupid cheap suitcase.

"You're here! Finally!" The woman's voice was warm, posh, BBC English. She stepped forward, arms opening. "You must be absolutely exhausted, darling. Welcome, welcome!"

Sofia barely had time to breathe before she was being hugged. The woman smelled incredible. Flowers, but not like the ones in church. Richer. Sweeter.

Then Mrs Sterling pulled back and kissed her. Both cheeks. Left, right. Her lips were soft, warm. The perfume surrounded everything.

Sofia's brain stuttered.

"I... thank you, Mrs Sterling, is very..." Words tangled on her tongue. Her English was good, she'd practised, but standing here with this beautiful woman kissing her face, nothing came out right.

"Charlotte, please." She smiled. Radiant. Her hands stayed on Sofia's shoulders, warm through the thin dress. Green eyes, sharp and assessing even whilst the smile stayed kind. "We kiss in greeting here. Very continental. I hope that doesn't shock you?"

"No, no, is fine, is..." Was it fine? Was this how rich people greeted their nannies? Sofia had no idea. The American films never showed this part. "Is nice. Thank you."

"Come in, come in, let's get you settled." Charlotte stepped back, gestured into the house. Her hand found the small of Sofia's back, guiding her forward.

Maybe English people were just like this. Tactile. Sofia didn't want to seem provincial, didn't want to flinch away and offend her new employer before she'd even started.

The hallway stretched forever, its marble floor, pale and gleaming, reflecting light like water. A staircase curved upward, wide as her bedroom at home. Mirror on one wall, huge, gold-framed, probably worth more than her Papa earned in a year. Fresh flowers in a crystal vase on the side table. Roses maybe?

The entire space was bigger than her family's flat. Sofia tried not to stare but just couldn’t help herself.

Mrs Sterling looked like money. That was the only way Sofia could describe it. Hair auburn and shiny, falling past her shoulders in expensive waves. Grey cashmere jumper, and designer jeans that fit like they'd been made for her body specifically. Simple jewellery, gold catching the light. Even her manicured nails were perfect. Hands that had never scrubbed a floor or gutted a fish or hauled water from a well.

Next to her, Sofia felt about five years old in her scuffed shoes. Wrong. Completely wrong.

"Michael, be a darling and take her case upstairs?" Charlotte's hand stayed on Sofia's back, warm, possessive almost. "I'll give her the tour."

"Of course." Michael appeared, smiled at Sofia. "I'll put it in her room."

He headed upstairs, footsteps silent on the thick carpet. Charlotte's attention turned fully onto Sofia. Those green eyes taking her in, calculating something Sofia couldn't read.

"You're even prettier than your photos suggested." Charlotte squeezed her arm gently. "We really are so lucky to have found you. When I saw your application, I just knew. Didn't I, Michael?"

"You did," he called from upstairs.

Heat flooded Sofia's face. Prettier than her photos. This beautiful rich woman, was saying she looked better in person? Better than expected? Sofia didn't know where to look. Her neck burned. Her chest burned. She wanted to check if Charlotte was joking, but those green eyes were serious.

"Come, let me show you around. It's a big house but you'll get used to it quickly." Charlotte linked her arm through Sofia's again, like they were old friends instead of employer and employee meeting for the first time.

Physical contact. Maybe this was normal here, maybe English people were just more open, less uptight than provincial Polish Catholics.

Charlotte's arm stayed linked through hers as they walked. Through a doorway and into-

O jejku!

“Oh my!”

The kitchen was enormous. Open plan, stretching back into a dining area, a huge space. Island in the centre, dark granite gleaming under pendant lights. Two ovens. Two ovens in one kitchen! Why would anyone need two ovens?

A small glass-fronted fridge just for wine! It was bigger than her family's regular fridge. Bottles stacked in perfect rows, labels facing out.

Folding doors along the back wall, floor-to-ceiling glass looking out onto a garden that belonged in a fairy tale. Perfect lawn, perfect trees, perfect everything.

"We had the granite imported from Italy," Charlotte said, running her hand along the counter as she spoke.

Was importing stone from another country normal?

"Supposedly the best but honestly I can't tell the difference. Granite is granite, isn't it?"

Sofia's parents had saved for three years to replace their cooker. Three years of overtime shifts and Mama taking extra cleaning jobs. And this woman had imported Italian stone because supposedly it was the best – for chopping vegetables on.

"Is very beautiful," Sofia managed. Her voice came out small, sounding all wrong. Accent too thick, grammar too simple. She sounded stupid.

"We spend most of our time here, actually. It's the heart of the house." Charlotte smiled, gestured around like she was showing off something modest. "Very casual. Very relaxed. I hope you'll feel at home. Help yourself to anything in the fridge, the cupboards, whatever you need. We don't stand on ceremony here."

"Thank you. Is very kind. Very generous."

"Nonsense, darling. You'll be working hard, looking after Emma. You deserve to be comfortable." Charlotte squeezed her arm again affectionately, like they were close already.

They moved through to the living room and Sofia's breath caught again.

Huge sofas, cream leather, soft and expensive looking, arranged around a coffee table that looked like it belonged in a museum, all glass and chrome. Enormous television on the wall, flat and sleek. Floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking that impossible garden.

Art on the walls. Abstract paintings Sofia didn't understand but knew were expensive because everything here was expensive.

"We use this room for relaxing in the evenings," Charlotte explained. "Watching films, having wine, very casual. You're welcome to join us any time. We want you to feel part of the family, not just staff."

Part of the family.

The words lodged in Sofia's chest. They were being so kind, so welcoming. She couldn't disappoint them. Couldn't fail. This job paid more than she could ever earn back home. Her family needed this money. Needed her to succeed.

"Emma's playroom is through here." Charlotte led her through another door.

Toys everywhere. Organised chaos. Shelves stacked with picture books and dolls and building blocks. Small table covered in crayons and paper. Evidence of a child, of normal life beneath all this wealth.

Sofia relaxed slightly. This she understood. Children and their toys. Mess.

"She's with her grandmother today, you'll meet her tomorrow. She's three, very sweet, very easy. No trouble at all." Charlotte turned, smiled. "Honestly, looking after Emma is barely work. She's a darling. You'll love her."

Easy work and good pay. Living in this beautiful house, for kind employers who said she was pretty, who wanted her to feel like family. Sofia wanted to pinch herself. Wanted to check this was real.

Things this good didn't happen to girls from Lublin.

The stairs curved upward, wide enough for three people side by side. Thick carpet runner, cream-coloured, spotless. How did they keep it so clean? Sofia thought of the narrow stairs in her family's building, concrete worn smooth by decades of boots, always dusty, always echoing.

These stairs were silent as she followed Mrs Sterling, her footsteps disappeared into the softness.

The landing stretched in two directions. Doors closed. Everything pristine, perfect, just like a hotel.

"Our bedroom." Charlotte pushed open a door, revealed another massive space.

King bed, bigger than any bed Sofia had ever seen. White linens, thick and soft-looking. Mirrored wardrobes along one wall, floor to ceiling. Windows overlooking the garden. En-suite door visible, marble gleaming beyond.

Charlotte closed it again quickly. "Emma's room is down there, family bathroom here, completely yours to use, huge tub, help yourself whenever."

Of course there were multiple bathrooms in a house this size.

"And this," Charlotte opened another door, "is your room."

Sofia stepped inside. This must be wrong? This was too much, far too much for just her? The bed alone was bigger than the bed her parents shared with her two youngest sisters when they had nightmares.

Queen-sized. The words from the job listing. She hadn't understood how big that meant. The duvet looked thick as winter clouds, white and perfect. Walk-in wardrobe, door hanging open, empty shelves waiting for her pathetic collection of cheap dresses and second-hand jeans.

Another bathroom! Her own bathroom. Gleaming white through another door.

Windows overlooking the garden, curtains heavy, expensive fabric. This couldn't be for her. There had been a mistake.

"Is... I can't..." Her throat closed. Words wouldn't come. "This is for me?"

"All yours, darling." Charlotte was watching her. Something satisfied in her expression, something pleased, like Sofia's shock was exactly the reaction she'd wanted. "Take your time unpacking, freshen up, have a shower if you'd like. Dinner will be in about an hour, very casual, just the three of us. Is there anything you don't eat? Any dietary requirements?"

Dietary requirements. Like she'd ever been able to afford to be picky.

"No, I eat anything. Everything. Is all... thank you so much, I cannot..." Sofia turned, looked at Charlotte properly. This beautiful, sophisticated woman who was being so kind, so generous, giving her all this. "I am very grateful. Very. I will work hard, I promise, I will be good au pair, I will..."

"Sofia." Charlotte stepped closer. Put her hands on Sofia's shoulders. Warm gentle hands. "You deserve this. You'll earn it, looking after Emma. We want you to be comfortable here. Happy. This is your home now. All right?"

This palace was her home.

Sofia nodded. Didn't trust her voice. Didn't trust herself not to cry from gratitude or fear or overwhelming confusion.

"Good girl." Charlotte squeezed her shoulders affectionately, almost maternal. "I'll leave you to settle in. Towels are in the bathroom, help yourself to anything. Come down when you're ready."

She turned back at the door. "We're so glad you're here, Sofia. Really. You're going to fit in perfectly."

Then she was gone, the door closing softly behind her. Footsteps fading down the hallway.

The room stretched around her, enormous and silent, impossibly nice. Her reflection stared back from the mirrored wardrobe. Small, hair messy, a timid face shiny with nervous sweat.

She sat on the edge of the bed, careful, frightened she'd leave a mark. The mattress gave beneath her, soft as sin.

What if she broke something? What if she wasn't good enough?

What if they realised they'd made a mistake and sent her home and Mama had to tell everyone in Lublin that Sofia had failed, couldn't even keep a simple nanny job? She pressed her hands against her thighs to stop them shaking.

One year. She just had to be good for one year. Send money home, make Mama proud. Prove she wasn't just another provincial girl with no prospects.

She could do this. She had to.
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Proper English Hospitality

Sofia hesitated in the kitchen doorway. Should she walk in? The hallway behind her felt safer than this bright space where Mrs Sterling (Charlotte, she needs to call her Charlotte now!) stood arranging wine glasses and Mr Sterling (Michael) did something complicated at that enormous cooker. Something that smelled rich.

Charlotte looked up. That smile again, warm and welcoming.

"Sofia! Come in, darling, don't hover. You look lovely. The shower helped, didn't it?"

Sofia touched her damp hair. She'd changed into her best dress: navy, buttons down the front, the one Mama bought for church. Still cheap-looking next to Charlotte's silk thing that clung like water, showing everything underneath.

"Yes, thank you. The bathroom is... very nice."

Very nice. The words weren't big enough, certainly weren't enough for a floor that was heated! But what else could she say?

Michael turned from the stove. "Wine, Sofia?"

Before she could answer, Charlotte was pouring a large glass, golden liquid catching the light. She held it out with both hands, like an offering. Like something precious.

Sofia wanted to refuse. She didn't drink much, couldn't afford to, and Mama said girls who drank were asking for trouble. But refusing felt rude and unsophisticated, like admitting she didn't belong here.

"Thank you." She took the glass carefully. The stem was delicate, crystal probably, the kind that would shatter if you looked at it wrong.

"Come, sit." Charlotte gestured to the table. Three places set, fancy plates, cloth napkins folded just so. "We're very casual here, everyone mucks in, but tonight you're our guest. Let us look after you."

The cushioned chair was solid beneath her. Sofia perched on the edge, extra careful with the wine glass, watching Charlotte move around the kitchen with easy confidence. She knew where everything was. Which drawer held which utensil.

How long had they lived here? The house looked new but settled. Like money had been spent making it comfortable, not just expensive.

Michael brought plates. Homemade pasta, some kind of sauce with cream and herbs, hard cheese shaved over the top in delicate curls. Restaurant food, the kind Sofia had only seen in films.

"This looks..." She couldn't finish. Couldn't find words big enough.

"Michael's signature dish." Charlotte smiled at him. Something private passed between them. Something Sofia couldn't read. "He's an excellent cook when he can be bothered."

"Only for beautiful women." Michael sat, winked at Sofia. "Otherwise it's beans on toast."

Was that a joke? Sofia laughed uncertainly. Sipped her wine to cover the confusion. It was cold and crisp. Tasted expensive, though she had no idea what expensive wine actually tasted like, but it was nothing like the rough stuff at weddings back home.

"So tell us about home," Charlotte said, elegantly twirling pasta onto her fork. "Your family, your town. We want to know everything."

Where did she start?

Sofia talked haltingly about Lublin. About Mama and Papa and her sisters. About the furniture factory where Papa worked twelve-hour shifts for wages that never stretched far enough. About Mama's cleaning jobs, the aching knees, the rough hands. About school, about leaving at sixteen because university was a dream for other families, richer families. About the shop where she'd worked, the farm labour in summer, waitressing in evenings.

They listened. Actually listened, and asked questions that showed they cared, showed they were interested. Like her boring provincial life was worth hearing about.

Her glass was empty. When had that happened? She'd barely tasted it, just sipped whilst talking, and now nothing. Charlotte noticed and refilled it smoothly. Kept talking about how hard Sofia must have worked, how responsible she must be, how lucky they were to have found someone so mature and capable.

Something warm bloomed in Sofia's chest. The wine, yes. But more than wine. Being listened to, being valued. When did anyone last make her feel like this?

The kitchen felt less intimidating now, the Sterlings less impossibly sophisticated. Just people. Kind people giving her a chance.

Michael stood and walked to the counter for something. On his way back he leaned down, kissed Charlotte's neck. Just like that! His mouth on her skin, just below her ear, and Charlotte tilted her head, smiled, reached up to stroke his arm. Her fingers slid down to his wrist and stayed there.

Sofia looked away fast. Studied her pasta like it was the most interesting thing in the world.

Back home, married people didn't do that. Didn't kiss in front of guests and certainly didn't touch like that where anyone could see. Kissing was private; touching was private. You did those things behind bedroom doors, in the dark, not casual like breathing.

But maybe this was also normal here? English people were more open, everyone said so. More relaxed about bodies, about sex, about showing affection. She shouldn't be shocked, shouldn't stare. Should just ignore it like it meant nothing.

"More wine, darling?" Charlotte's voice pulled her back.

Sofia's glass was empty again. Kurwa! How?

"I... yes, thank you."

The bottle tipped. Golden liquid filled her glass. The world was getting softer at the edges. The anxiety that had sat in her stomach since the airport was loosening, dissolving into this pleasant floating feeling.

"So," Charlotte said, settling back with her own glass. "Do you have a boyfriend back home? Someone you're missing?"

Heat crawled up Sofia's neck. "I... there was someone. Tomasz. But we are not together now."

"Oh?" Charlotte's eyebrows lifted. Sympathetic. Interested. "What happened?"

"It just... it wasn't serious. We were together some months, but..." Sofia took a large swallow of wine. The words were there, wanting out, loosened by alcohol and Charlotte's warm attention. "It wasn't very good. He was... we were both young. Inexperienced. It hurt the first time. And the other times it was just..." She gestured helplessly. "Quick. Not... not nice."

"Oh, sweetheart." Charlotte reached across the table. Squeezed Sofia's hand. Her skin was so soft, so warm. Perfect nails painted subtle pink. "That's so common. Young men are useless lovers, most of them. They don't know how to touch women, how to give pleasure. They just take what they want and finish and think that's sex."

Sofia stared at their joined hands.

"It's not your fault," Charlotte continued. "Not at all. You just haven't experienced what good sex actually is yet. What it should be."

Should be. Like there was a right way. A better way than fumbling in Tomasz's car, his weight crushing her against the seat, the sharp pain, his apologetic face after.

"Charlotte's absolutely right." Michael's voice made her jump. She'd almost forgotten he was there. "Young men are selfish. Don't understand women's bodies, don't take the time to learn. You deserve better than that, Sofia. Deserve to know what real pleasure feels like."

Was this normal? Talking about sex over dinner like it was football? Like politics? Like anything ordinary?

Charlotte's thumb stroked across Sofia's knuckles. Then she released her hand, picked up her wine glass.

"In England," Charlotte said, "especially in London, Surrey, places like this, sophisticated people don't treat sex like it's shameful. It's pleasure. It's connection. It's something to enjoy, to explore. Life's too short to be inhibited about it."

Inhibited. Repressed. The words people used for provincial Catholics who thought sex was sin, who whispered about it and felt dirty.

"In western Europe generally," Michael added, "people are much more open. Much freer about their bodies, their desires. Not like..." He paused delicately.

"Not like small-town attitudes," Charlotte finished. "Not like being made to feel ashamed of something natural and beautiful."

Natural. Beautiful.

Sofia swallowed more wine. The glass was half empty already. Her head felt light. Thoughts slow and syrupy, like honey. Maybe they were right. Maybe she'd been taught wrong. Mama meant well but Mama had never left Lublin, had never seen how other people lived. Maybe this was sophisticated. Maybe this was what adults did. Talked openly and thought freely. Didn't suffocate themselves with shame.

Michael brought dessert. Some kind of chocolate thing, rich and glossy, almost black.

Charlotte served it, generous portions onto delicate plates. Then she lifted her fork. Scooped up chocolate mousse, turned to Michael, and held it to his lips.

He opened his mouth, and she slid the fork in, slowly, while watching his face. He closed his lips around it, and his tongue was visible as he licked the chocolate off his lips.

They were smiling at each other – there was something in Charlotte's eyes. Affection, maybe a heat? Certainly something Sofia didn't quite have words for – sexual tension – those were the words her brain stumbled upon. So thick she could feel it from across the table, like humidity, like heat.

Michael's hand came up. Fingers curled around Charlotte's wrist. He held her there whilst he finished the mouthful, eyes never leaving hers.

Sofia stared back down at her own plate. Her face burned. This was intimate, something private that she shouldn't be seeing. But they didn't seem to care she was here. Seemed perfectly comfortable displaying this in front of her.

"Sorry, darling." Charlotte's voice was bright. Cheerful. "I hope we're not making you uncomfortable. We're just open with our affections. That's just how us British are, but it probably seems strange if you're not used to it."

Sofia forced herself to look up. "No, it's... it's fine. Just different from what I know."

"You'll get used to English ways soon enough." Charlotte's smile was warm. Reassuring. "It's actually rather lovely, isn't it? Being free rather than repressed. Enjoying affection without shame."

The words made everything she'd been taught sound small and sad. Made Lublin sound like a prison she'd escaped.

"Yes," she heard herself say. "Yes, I think so."

"Good girl." Charlotte topped up Sofia's wine again. The second bottle was nearly empty - had they drunk all that? "You'll fit in perfectly here, I can tell already."

The chocolate mousse was rich. Almost too sweet. Sofia ate slowly, the wine making everything taste more intense, brighter, like her taste buds were waking up.

Michael mentioned the hot tub casually. Like it was nothing to have a small pool in your house. "We use it every evening if we can, helps us relax after work. Would you like to join us tonight, Sofia? Perfect way to unwind after the journey."

Hot tub. Together, all three of them?

"I... I don't have swimming costume."

Charlotte laughed - a musical friendly sound - like Sofia had said something charmingly naïve. "God no, we don't bother with those. Just us here, the garden's completely private, no one can see. Much nicer to enjoy the water properly."

Naked. She meant naked!

The wine glass was at Sofia's mouth before she'd decided to lift it. Cold liquid sliding down her throat. Buying her time; time to think - to process what Charlotte had just said.

That couldn't be normal could it? Even in England, even with sophisticated people, that couldn't be...

But Charlotte was looking at her with such friendly expectation. And Michael was nodding like it was the most natural thing in the world. And maybe it was? Maybe she was being provincial and prudish and stupid. Maybe this was how people lived here; comfortable with bodies, with nudity.

"I..." Her mouth was dry despite the alcohol. "Okay. Yes. That would be... nice."

"Perfect!" Charlotte beamed. Reached across the table to squeeze Sofia's hand again. The touch was becoming familiar now. "You'll love it, I promise. So relaxing."

Sofia helped clear plates because sitting still felt impossible. Her hands needed something to do. Charlotte showed her where things went. Dishwasher here, glasses there, food waste in this bin. Everything had a place.

Through the massive windows, the garden was dark now. Properly dark, countryside dark, not like Lublin where streetlights bled orange into everything. But the area of the hot tub glowed. Underwater lights made the bubbling water blue-green, almost magical. Steam rose in twisting ribbons. Beautiful and inviting, but at the same time, terrifying!

Michael was outside doing something with water controls, and immediately the jets increased in power, causing the water to really churn on the surface.

Sofia's hands trembled slightly as she rinsed the last wine glass. Charlotte stood close beside her. Loading the dishwasher. Humming something under her breath. Comfortable and relaxed, making it feel perfectly normal. Maybe it was?

Maybe Sofia was the one who was wrong, her catholic guilt making her see sin where sophisticated people just saw bodies and relaxation.

She dried her hands on the tea towel, watching Michael at work through the window. His silhouette against the glowing tub.

This was her new reality. She could be brave, could be sophisticated. Could be free rather than repressed.

"Ready, darling?" Charlotte touched her lower back. Warm hand through the thin fabric of her dress.

"Yes." She thought she even meant it.
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Hot Tub Baptism

The bifold glass panels folded back, and the night was let in. Cool air that hit Sofia's skin and raised goosebumps everywhere despite the wine warmth still buzzing through her. The garden stretched out past the kitchen's bright lights. Dark shapes, shrubs? Trees were picked out here and there with uplighters. And there in the middle of the terrace, glowing like something from a film, the hot tub. Water churning, steam rising in slow spirals, underwater lights making everything look magical and unreal.

Charlotte stepped through first. Her heels clicking on the wooden deck, each step sure and elegant. She turned back, smiling. "Come on, darling. It's gorgeous out here."

Darling. She kept calling Sofia darling.

Sofia's legs moved. Had to move. One foot in front of the other, through the doors, onto the deck. The wood was smooth under her bare feet. Still holding a bit of warmth from the day's sun. Private, Charlotte had said earlier. The garden was surrounded by high fences, mature trees forming dark walls around them. No neighbouring windows visible.

Just the three of them.

Charlotte's fingers went to her neck. Found the zip of her dress and pulled it down. The silky material slid over her shoulders like it was eager to fall, dropping at her feet in a whisper of expensive fabric. She stepped out of it, then kicked off her heels. Reached behind to unhook her bra.

Don't look, don’t stare!

But Sofia couldn't help it. Charlotte's breasts were small and elegant. Firm despite being forty at least? Pale skin, darker nipples already tight in the cool air. God she was beautiful. Forty years old and beautiful in a way Sofia had never been, would never be. Sophisticated and polished; the kind of beautiful that came from money and facials and knowing exactly who you were.

Charlotte pushed her dainty knickers down and proudly stepped out of them. Fully naked now; no hesitation, no shame. She caught Sofia staring and smiled, not a hint of embarrassment. Almost welcoming the attention.

"The first time's always a bit nerve-wracking, isn't it?" Her voice was warm and understanding. "But you'll see, it's wonderfully freeing. No need to be self-conscious, we're all adults here."

Yes. An adult au pair watching her adult employer strip naked in the garden.

Charlotte turned and walked down the steps into the hot tub. Water rose up her perfect calves, her thighs, her slim waist. She settled onto the bench seat with a deep sigh, tilted her head back. "Oh God, that's perfect. Come in, you two."

Michael was already unbuttoning his shirt. Shrugged it off, revealing broad shoulders, muscled chest, dark hair scattered across his skin. He undid his belt, unzipped his trousers. Pushed everything down in one smooth motion. Trousers & Boxer briefs. All of it.

Sofia's eyes dropped following the motion before she could stop them.

His cock. She'd seen it before she could drag her gaze away. Heavy between his legs, thick - not fully hard but getting there, getting bigger, and it was so much larger than Tomasz. The tip was dark, almost purple, his balls hanging beneath, everything just there on display. A man's cock! Her employer's cock!

Mary Mother of God why was she looking, and why couldn't she look away? Mama would die if she knew what her daughter was doing right now.

Heat flooded Sofia's face, and she jerked her gaze away, stared desperately at the fence, the trees, the dark shapes of plants, anywhere but at Michael's naked body. But the image was burned behind her eyes. She'd seen his cock!

Michael stepped into the water. Settled onto the bench with a satisfied groan. His arm went around Charlotte's shoulders, pulled her against him. They looked naturally comfortable – nothing unusual to see.

"Your turn, sweetheart." Charlotte's eyes were on Sofia. Encouraging and expectant. "Don't be shy. You're beautiful, you know that? You've got nothing to hide."

Sofia wasn't beautiful, not like Charlotte, she knew that. But still the words were nice.

Her hands wouldn't stay still. Why were they shaking, it wasn’t that cold? She reached for her zip, fingers slipping on the metal tab. The wine probably - the wine made everything harder… Or easier? She didn't know. They're both watching, waiting for her to undress, and she'd said yes, hadn't she? Said yes to the hot tub, so she couldn't back out now. Couldn't insult them on her first day. Couldn't seem provincial and stupid and ungrateful before she'd even properly started working.

The zip came down. Finally. The dress was cheap cotton - nothing like Charlotte's - she pushed it down over her hips, let it fall onto the deck.

Her bra and knickers were visible now; functional white cotton from the market in Lublin. Fifteen zloty. Nothing remotely special. She could feel Charlotte's gaze on her. Her body felt wrong, too much. Too curvy. ‘A peasant body’, Babcia used to say. Built for breeding and hard farm work.

But Charlotte was smiling. "Gorgeous figure, Sofia. Really lovely."

The words should have been comforting, but instead they made everything worse. Made Sofia more aware of being looked at. Being evaluated. Her hands went to her bra clasp. She couldn't do this. Couldn't strip naked in front of these people. In front of strangers. This was insane.

But they were both watching, and both naked already.

The clasp came undone, and she pulled it forward, let it fall from her arms.

Her breasts sprang free. Full and heavy. D-cups, natural, the nipples already pink and tightening in the cool air. Too big. Always too big. Not elegant like Charlotte's. Not small and perfect and sophisticated.

"Beautiful," Charlotte said again. Firmly like she really meant it.

Sofia pushed her knickers down. Ten zloty for a pack of three. They caught on her hips for a moment, then slid down her thighs, and she stepped out of them.

Fully naked. Standing in the cool English night air with her employers watching her. Her hands moved without permission, instinct taking over. One arm across her breasts, the other hand between her legs. Covering and protecting.

"None of that, darling." Charlotte's voice was gentle but firm. "Come here. Come sit with me. The water's perfect."

She indicated to the bench seat beside her; an instruction dressed as invitation.

Sofia moved, and walked the few steps to the tub's edge, deck smooth and warm under her bare feet. Don't think, just do it. Just get in the water where she could hide everything.

The first step was shocking. The water warmer than she expected, too hot almost. Her skin prickled, nerve endings screaming at the temperature. She forced herself down another step, and water rose to her thighs, her hips. Another step and she could sit.

She lowered herself onto the bench beside Charlotte. The heat enveloped her. The jets pounded against her back, her sides, bubbles everywhere, churning and loud. The water came to just below her shoulders. Hiding most of her body.

Charlotte shifted just slightly closer, and their thighs touched beneath the water. Skin against skin. Sofia couldn’t help but tense a little.

"Relax, sweetheart. Just enjoy it." Charlotte's arm rested along the back of the tub, behind Sofia's shoulders. Casual, like they were old friends. "How does it feel?"

"Hot." Sofia's voice came out tight. "Very hot."

Michael laughed. "Charlotte always sets it too high. I keep telling her, but she insists."

"I like it properly hot." Charlotte smiled. "That way it gets into your muscles, helps you relax properly. You'll get used to it, Sofia. Give it a minute."

Just a hot tub. Just relaxation. Maybe it was normal for people like them?

They were right though, the water did feel good once the initial shock passed. The heat sank into her muscles. Her shoulders had been tight from hours of anxiety and travel. And her back, sore from that cramped airplane seat. The jets pounded against her, firm and rhythmic, finding knots she didn't know existed.

She let herself sink deeper. Let the bubbles overtake her completely.

Charlotte was talking about plans for the weekend. Something about a lunch reservation. Needing to confirm numbers. Michael responded, mentioned a friend who might join them. Normal domestic conversation passing over her head as she relaxed.

Sofia's heartbeat began to slow, wine buzzing in her system. The heat combined with the casual way they were acting. Weren't making it weird - just talking. Maybe she was the one making it strange.

Minutes passed, and the conversation drifted. Charlotte asked about Sofia's family again, asking about her sisters. Sofia found herself answering more easily; the younger two were still in school. Good students, both of them. She’ll send them money when she could.

"You’ll surely miss them?" Charlotte's voice was sympathetic.

"Yes. But this opportunity..." Sofia's throat tightened. "This is good. For all of us."

"You're a good sister. A good daughter." Charlotte's hand moved from the back of the tub to Sofia's shoulder. Warm fingers squeezing gently. "Working so hard for your family. It's admirable."

The touch was comforting and maternal. Sofia let herself lean into it slightly.

Charlotte's fingers began to move. Small circles on Sofia's shoulder. Massaging.

"You're very tense," Charlotte murmured. "All the stress of travel, of the changes. Let me help."

Both hands now. Working Sofia's shoulders. Strong fingers finding knots, pressure points. It felt good. Genuinely good. Sofia let her eyes close.

"Flying always does this to me too," Charlotte continued, keeping the conversation light. "Sitting in one cramped position, your muscles just seize up. I always need a proper massage after long trips."

Her thumbs dug into the muscle along Sofia's spine, just below her neck. Sofia couldn't suppress the small sound that escaped. Relief and pain mixed together.

"There it is. Feel that? Just breathe through it, darling. It'll release."

Charlotte worked methodically. Shoulders. Neck. The top of Sofia's back. Professional almost. Michael was watching from across the tub, his hand resting on Charlotte's thigh beneath the water.

The massage felt amazing. Sofia's muscles were loosening, tension bleeding away under Charlotte's skilled touch. She hadn't realised how tight she'd been holding herself. How much her body had been carrying.

Charlotte's hands moved lower. Down Sofia's back. Working the muscles along her spine. Then she pulled her round, fingers finding her collarbone, spreading across the top of her chest.

Very close to her breasts.

Sofia's eyes popped open, the massage had drifted into territory that felt less therapeutic. Charlotte's hands were on the upper slopes of her breasts now. Almost accidentally. Almost.

"You hold tension here too." Charlotte's voice was lower and more intimate. "Most women do. Society tells us to hide, to be ashamed of our bodies. All that repression creates physical stress."

Her thumbs brushed lightly across Sofia's nipples. Barely there. Just a graze, but Sofia's breath caught. Her nipples hardened instantly, responding to the touch despite her confusion. Despite the voice in her head screaming that this wasn't right, it wasn't innocent massage anymore.

Charlotte's thumbs passed over them again. More deliberately this time. Circling. "So much tension," she murmured. "Let me help you release it."

Sofia was frozen. Couldn't speak or move. This was wrong! She should say something or pull away. Should stop this.

But Charlotte's hands felt so good. Her touch was confident, skilled, knowing exactly how to make Sofia's body respond. And the heat of the water, and the way Charlotte was framing this as therapeutic, as caring, stopped her speaking out.

Michael shifted closer to Charlotte, his hand visible beneath the water, moving between Charlotte's legs. Charlotte smiled, spread her legs slightly, and let him touch her whilst her hands continued working Sofia's breasts.

He was pleasuring his wife, right in front of her. While Charlotte was touching her. Casual, like this was how they always spent their evenings.

"Does this feel good, darling?" Charlotte's voice was warm. "Your body knows what it wants, even if your mind hasn't caught up yet."

Sofia couldn't answer, her throat was too tight. Her nipples were hard points under Charlotte's thumbs, sending sparks of sensation through her chest, down her stomach, settling between her legs. Heat and wetness, and her undeniable arousal.

Charlotte cupped her tits, grasping full handfuls. Not pretending anymore about massage or tension or therapy. Just touching Sofia's bare breasts in the hot tub whilst Michael nodded on. Fondling them. Her fingers found Sofia's hard nipples and rolled them. Tugged. Gentle but firm. The sensation shot through Sofia's chest, straight down, between her legs, and her cunt clenched. She'd never felt anything like this from Tomasz's clumsy grabbing. Never. Charlotte knew exactly what she was doing, exactly how to make it feel good, and Sofia's body was responding. Thighs squeezing together under the water. Clit starting to throb.

This was wrong. A woman touching her. Her employer touching her sexually. So why did it feel so good?

Charlotte's right hand slid lower. Over Sofia's stomach. The soft skin above her navel. Down, moving with clear intention now.

Sofia's legs parted slightly – knowing her need more than her mind would admit. She should close them. Should squeeze her knees together. Should say no.

But she didn't.

Charlotte's hand slid between her legs, cupping her cunt in her manicured fingers. Palm against her outer lips, fingers pressing lightly along her slit, not pushing inside but just resting there. Holding her. Claiming her.

Sofia gasped. She couldn't help it. The sound came out small and shocked and needy. Charlotte's hand was on her cunt! A woman's hand – her employer's hand. Right there in the hot tub whilst Michael watched, whilst the jets pounded, whilst Sofia's body betrayed her completely by getting wetter, slicker, clenching around nothing, wanting those fingers to push inside even though this was wrong, so wrong, Mama would disown her, Father Kowalski would call her whore.

"There." Charlotte's voice was a purr. Satisfied, triumphant even. "So much better. You're so tense, darling. We're going to teach you how to relax, how to let yourself feel so good. You're going to love it here. I promise."

Michael's eyes were dark and hungry. His hand was definitely working between Charlotte's legs now. His fingers working in small circles. The couple were both aroused, both clearly enjoying this. Using Sofia for their pleasure.

And Sofia was letting them.

Charlotte's fingers pressed slightly harder; still not quite moving, just a growing pressure. Enough to make Sofia's clit throb. Enough to make her cunt clench desperately. She was so wet. Slick and ready despite everything her mind was screaming.

Her body wanted this. Wanted more.

Charlotte held the position for a long moment. Letting Sofia feel it. Letting her body register what was happening. Letting the wrongness and the pleasure mix together until Sofia couldn't tell them apart. Then, finally, she removed her hand. Lifted it back above the water. Settled it on the edge of the tub.

"I think that's probably enough for tonight." Charlotte's voice was normal again. Casual like she hadn't just been touching Sofia's cunt. "The heat can be overwhelming if you stay in too long, especially your first time. Shall we get out and dry off?"

She stood first. Water streaming off her naked body. Her nipples hard points. Casual nudity again, like nothing sexual had just happened.

Michael followed, his cock clearly now fully erect. There was no hiding it – God it was so thick, and curved slightly upward, a truly impressive monster. There was no sign of embarrassment; he just stepped out of the tub and grabbed a towel from the stack on a nearby bench.

Sofia couldn't move. Her body was shaking from a heady mix of adrenaline, confusion, and arousal. Everything mixed together, swirling, until she couldn't separate one feeling from another.

"Come on, sweetheart." Charlotte's helping hand extended down.

Sofia took it, and let Charlotte pull her to standing, then out of the tub. The cool air hit her wet skin, goosebumps rising on her skin instantly. Charlotte wrapped a huge fluffy towel around her shoulders. Tucked her in tenderly like Sofia was a child.

"There. Much better."

The three of them walked back into the house, naked and dripping. The kitchen was bright, safe and warm. Like the garden had been some other world, a short fever dream.

Charlotte was drying herself with gusto, Michael too. Both obviously still comfortable with their bodies - with ‘this’.

"You must be exhausted, darling." Charlotte's smile was warm, eyes glinting kindly. "All that travel, the wine, the hot tub. You should get some sleep. Everything will feel clearer in the morning."

Sleep. Yes. She needed to be alone, with time to think. Needed to process what had just happened.

"Yes. Thank you. The hot tub was... Thank you."

What else could she say? What words existed in English or Polish for what had just happened?

Charlotte kissed both cheeks. The same continental greeting from earlier, but this time it lingered. This time Charlotte's lips were soft and warm against Sofia's skin, her perfume enveloping everything, that expensive scent mixing with chlorine now.

"Sweet dreams, Sofia. Sleep well."

Michael echoed the sentiment. "Good night, Sofia. See you in the morning."

Sofia climbed the stairs. Her legs leaden. Down the hallway, and into her room. She closed the door and leaned against it.

What had just happened? What the fuck had just happened out there?

Charlotte had touched her. Between her legs. Held it like she owned it. Like Sofia's cunt belonged to her. And Michael had watched. Had watched his wife touch the au pair's cunt whilst his cock got hard.

And Sofia had just sat there and let it happen. Let her body respond. Let herself get wet.

Worse than letting it happen, she'd liked it. Her body had liked it. Still liked it she realised, her cunt was still throbbing. Still soaking and wanting more.

She’d been in England less than twelve hours, and she was already more excited than she’d ever been with her boyfriend.

Kurwa!

What was she becoming?

[image: ]

Thread Count and Sin

Sofia lay in her enormous bed, staring at the ceiling. The duvet was incredibly soft. Egyptian cotton, Charlotte had said. Underfloor heating kept the room warm despite the night outside.

Everything here was expensive. Everything was strange.

Her heart was still racing. Had been racing since the hot tub. Since Charlotte's hand.

Maybe it was normal, they'd seemed so casual about it. Like she was the strange one for being shocked. Or maybe this was what freedom looked like, European attitudes, Charlotte had said. Not like small-town repression.

But Charlotte's hand between her legs had been sexual.

Sofia's body was still responding to the memory. Her nipples were hard against her cheap pyjama top, fabric scraping them. Between her legs, she was slick and aching and throbbing with a pulse she'd never felt before.

She pressed her thighs together, but the pressure only made it worse. Made her clit throb harder. Made her cunt clench around nothing.

This was sinful, and she shouldn't feel like this.

She thought about Tomasz. Their three times together in his car, and always his apologetic face after. She'd thought sex was disappointing. Painful. Something men wanted and women endured.

But Charlotte's touch tonight had felt nothing like that. Charlotte's hands had been confident, skilled, making Sofia's body respond in ways it never had.

Guilt crashed over her. What would Mama think? If she knew Sofia had been naked in a hot tub with her employers, letting the woman touch her between her legs? Mama would be horrified. Would probably drag Sofia home, march her straight to Father Kowalski.

Papa would be quieter but just as disappointed. His eldest daughter; the responsible one. The one who'd promised to work hard, send money home, make them proud.

She should be ashamed.

She was ashamed.

But also aroused. Both at once, the guilt and the wanting twisted together until she couldn't separate them.

Sofia curled onto her side, pulled the expensive duvet higher. Tomorrow she'd ask Charlotte about it. Would clarify what was normal, so she could understand the rules. Tonight she was too confused, too overwhelmed.

But sleep wouldn't come. The memory of Charlotte's hand kept replaying. The warmth of it. The confidence. The way those fingers had pressed against her with such ownership. We're going to teach you to relax. Teach you to feel good.

Sofia's hand drifted to her own breast and cupped it like Charlotte had. The sensation was there but different. Her own touch was clumsy, uncertain, nothing like Charlotte's expert hands.

She removed her hand quickly. Pressed it flat against the mattress. This was shameful. Touching herself, getting aroused thinking about her employer.

But her cunt was still wet and needy.

Mary Mother of God, what was happening to her?

Exhaustion finally won. Her thoughts fragmented into images that didn't make sense: Charlotte's mouth, hands she couldn't see, pleasure building endlessly, and her own voice moaning words she didn't recognise. Polish and English mixing.


Education Begins
Scrubbing Out Sin


Light. Too much light.

Sofia blinked at unfamiliar curtains, cream fabric with a pattern she couldn't focus on. Where was she? Not home in Lublin. Not the narrow bed she'd shared with her sister growing up.

England. Right. England.

The Sterling house, and this was her enormous bedroom. The queen-sized bed soft as clouds beneath her, the walk-in wardrobe bigger than her family's kitchen, the en-suite bathroom with its marble and heated floors just for her.

And the hot tub.

Her stomach went tight. Wrong tight, the kind of tight that came before vomiting or confessing sins to Father Kowalski.

Maybe the wine had twisted everything? Made normal English friendliness look like... like that. She lay still beneath the duvet, stared at the ceiling. White. Smooth. Perfect like everything else in this house.

But her body remembered. Didn't care about confusion or wine or cultural differences. Her body remembered the heat that had nothing to do with water temperature. The throb between her legs when Charlotte's fingers had pressed there. The way her nipples had gone hard under those expert hands. The wetness that had mixed with the churning jets and made her feel slick and open and wrong.

That hadn't been imagination. That had been real.

This morning everything felt different. The house was silent around her except for distant sounds from downstairs. Footsteps. Voices. What might have been a child laughing. Normal sounds. Domestic sounds. The sounds of a family waking up and starting their day like families did.

Maybe she had misunderstood. Maybe Charlotte had just been friendly, touchy, the way some women were. Comfortable in her body. And Sofia's Catholic upbringing, all that sin and modesty and shame, had made her see something sexual when it was only... affection. Warmth. English people were different. More open. Less hung up about nakedness.

She needed to shower. Needed to get downstairs to start her first proper day as au pair and prove she could do this job without making everything weird with her stupid inexperienced reactions.

The en-suite bathroom. Still too much. A shower with buttons and dials and settings she'd never seen before. Rich people showers. She turned the water as hot as it would go.

Let it burn. Let it scald her skin pink. Wash away whatever had happened last night, the memory of Charlotte's hands on her tits, between her legs. Michael's cock hard and thick where anyone could see it. The wet heat that had nothing to do with the hot tub water.

Sofia scrubbed herself with the shower gel, it smelled like flowers, floral and clean and nothing like the cheap soap at home.

But the guilt wouldn't wash off. Neither would the arousal.

Between her legs, that same insistent throb from last night. When she thought about Charlotte's fingers cupping her cunt, the pressure, the promise in her voice, Sofia's thighs pressed together on their own. Her nipples went hard under the hot water.

What was wrong with her?

She scrubbed harder. Like she could scour the sin out of her skin.

Clothes. She needed clothes. Normal clothes that covered everything.

Jeans. Plain navy top, long sleeves, nothing low-cut. She pulled her damp hair into a ponytail, tight enough to hurt slightly. No makeup because she barely owned any, just the mascara and lip gloss she'd bought in the Lublin pharmacy before leaving. She stared at herself in the enormous mirror and saw exactly what she was.

A working-class Polish girl pretending to belong in a mansion.

Her clothes were cheap. High street, sale rack, the kind of jeans that lost their shape after three washes. Her skin was too pale, no tan, no glow, just the sickly white of someone who'd spent twenty years in eastern Poland where the sun barely shone half the year.

What was she doing here?

Downstairs. She had to face them. Had to understand if last night had been real or imagined or something in between that she was too stupid and provincial to parse.

As she entered the Kitchen, morning sun poured through those massive windows, made everything sharp and clean. Charlotte stood at the counter doing something with the complicated coffee machine, the one with all the buttons and steaming pipes that Sofia wouldn't know how to touch without breaking. Michael sat at the breakfast bar, iPad in hand, eating toast like nothing had happened last night. Like everything was normal.

And there. In a highchair near the table. A little blonde girl in pink pyjamas, small hands gripping a spoon, eating cereal one careful bite at a time.

Emma.

They all looked up. Saw her standing there in the doorway like an idiot who didn't know where to go or what to do. Sofia's face went hot.

Charlotte smiled, acting like last night had never happened.

"Good morning, darling! Did you sleep well?"

"Yes, thank you. Very well." The lie came automatically. "The bed is... very comfortable."

"Wonderful. Coffee? I'm just making a fresh pot."

"Yes, please." Sofia hovered near the doorway, uncertain where to sit, where to stand, whether she was allowed to just take a seat or if she needed to wait for permission.

Michael glanced up from his iPad. "Morning, Sofia." His tone was casual, friendly, completely ordinary. Like she hadn't seen his cock hard beneath the water. "Hope we didn't keep you up too late with the hot tub. Charlotte's always trying to convince everyone to stay in longer than is sensible."

Charlotte laughed a bright and easy laugh. "I like to relax properly. But yes, sorry if we overdid it on your first night. You must have been exhausted from travelling."

They were talking about it like it had been a polite evening in the hot tub. Nothing more. So the whole thing had been innocent, and Sofia's dirty mind had imagined the rest.

"No, it was... it was nice. Thank you."

The little girl in the highchair was watching Sofia with huge blue eyes. Curious. The way children looked at new people, trying to decide if they were friend or stranger. Charlotte noticed and gestured towards her daughter.

"Emma, sweetheart, say good morning to Sofia. She's going to be looking after you sometimes. Won't that be lovely?"

Emma considered this gravely. Looked at Sofia for a long moment. Then offered a tiny "Hi" and a shy smile that showed cereal-milk on her lips.

Oh, she was sweet. Those blonde curls, chubby pink cheeks, little hands pointing at the pattern on her pyjamas. Three years old, the same age as Sofia's youngest sister had been when Sofia had basically raised her whilst Mama cleaned rich people's houses.

This made sense, this she understood. Children didn't care if you were provincial or sophisticated. Didn't care if your clothes were cheap or your English was broken. They just needed someone kind and patient. And Sofia knew how to be that. Had been that for her sisters, for neighbours' babies, for the whole summer she'd worked at the nursery in town.

This was safe. This was the job she'd actually come here to do.

"Hi, Emma," she said softly, moving closer to the highchair. "I like your pyjamas. Are those rabbits?"

Emma nodded enthusiastically and pointed at the pattern with one sticky finger. "Bunnies. Pink bunnies."

"Very beautiful bunnies." Sofia kept her voice warm, easy. She was on more familiar ground.

Charlotte handed Sofia a coffee in some designer brand whose name was printed in tiny letters on the bottom. "Emma goes to nursery today, nine until three. It gives you time to settle in properly, explore the area a bit, get your bearings. On nursery days your duties are quite light. Maybe some tidying, dinner prep if you're feeling ambitious, but mainly just making yourself at home."

"I can do more," Sofia said quickly. Too quickly, desperate to be useful, to earn her keep. "Whatever you need. Cleaning, laundry, anything."

"We have a cleaner three times a week for the heavy work." Charlotte's smile was easy. The smile of someone who'd never had to scrub floors or wash other people's clothes. "Honestly, your main job is Emma, and she's genuinely easy. Loves books, loves playing in the garden, very good-natured. The other days when she's home, you'll look after her, but today you can just relax."

Relax. As if Sofia knew how to relax in a house like this. Surrounded by things she couldn't afford. Working for people who could casually say "we have a cleaner" like everyone did.

Michael stood, collecting his iPad and a leather messenger bag that looked Italian, expensive. "I'm heading to the office. Back around five probably." He kissed Charlotte's cheek, then ruffled Emma's hair. "Be good for Sofia, monster."

"Bye, Daddy!"

He smiled at Sofia on his way past. "Have a good first proper day."

Then he was gone, out through the side door that led to the garage, and moments later Sofia heard the Range Rover start, that deep engine rumble.

The kitchen felt bigger without him. Quieter. Just Sofia and Charlotte and Emma. Normal & Domestic.

Charlotte checked her slim gold watch. "Right, Emma needs to get dressed for nursery. Sofia, would you mind helping her whilst I finish getting ready? Her clothes are laid out on her bed upstairs."

"Of course."

Emma climbed down from her highchair with the careful concentration of a toddler navigating heights. Small legs dangling, hands gripping the seat, then the slow descent to the floor. When she was down she turned to Sofia and held up one trusting hand. Sofia took it, and those little fingers wrapped around hers, sticky from cereal and milk, and something in Sofia's chest went soft.
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Charlotte came back into the kitchen where Sofia nursed her cold coffee. "Right, that's Emma sorted until three. Would you like me to show you the local area? Where the shops are, the bus stop if you want to explore a bit?"

Sofia nodded gratefully. Yes, get out of this house and see normal things. Remember what real life looked like. "Yes, please. That would be helpful."

"Perfect. Let me just change my shoes and we'll go." Charlotte paused. Her hand landed on Sofia's shoulder, just resting there whilst she spoke. "You're doing wonderfully, by the way. Emma took to you immediately." That smile again. The one that made Sofia's stomach do something complicated. "I can already tell this is going to work out beautifully."

See? Normal. Everything was normal. Sofia had been making it weird in her head.

But when Charlotte's hand slid away, the warmth stayed. Burned into Sofia's skin like a mark. Like proof.

And between Sofia's legs, that same ache from last night pulsed once, sharp and shameful, before she could force it down.
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The First Lesson

Charlotte had driven her around the village that morning. A fancy looking supermarket called Waitrose, a pharmacy. Bus stop for getting into Guildford or up to London, wherever those places were exactly. Sofia nodded along like she was memorising everything, but really she was trying not to notice Charlotte's hand on the gearstick between them. Close. So close their fingers nearly touched when Charlotte shifted gears.

Everything was so clean here. So expensive. Even the bus shelter looked nicer than the one in Lublin. No graffiti, no cigarette butts ground into the pavement.

They'd got back around eleven. Charlotte disappeared into her office with a smile, warm and easy, asking Sofia to settle in properly, make herself at home. The door closed. Then just muffled sounds through the wood: Phone calls, Charlotte's voice discussing PR strategies for some luxury brand, words Sofia didn't understand. ‘Launch’, ‘Metrics’, ‘Stakeholders’.

Sofia used the time to unpack completely. Hung her dresses in the walk-in wardrobe. Her clothes looked pathetic in there. Cheap things hanging in all that empty space. Space waiting for something better.

She put her toiletries in the bathroom. Arranged them on the marble counter. Toothbrush, toothpaste, cheap moisturiser from the Rossmann in Lublin. They looked wrong next to the fancy hand soap and the fluffy white towels and the underfloor heating that kept everything warm.

Made her bed with hospital corners. The way Mama had taught her.

Then she wandered. Explored properly now she was alone. The living room with its cream leather sofas. Abstract art on the walls. The downstairs bathroom with mirrors everywhere and soap that smelled like flowers. The garden through the big glass doors. Beautiful now she could see it in the sun. The hot tub sitting there in the daylight, still and innocent, not like last night when the jets had been churning and Charlotte's hand had been between her legs and...

Stop. Stop thinking about it.

She made herself a sandwich around noon. Ham and cheese from the huge fridge, American style, everything organised and labelled. She ate standing at the kitchen counter because sitting at their dining table alone felt wrong. Presumptuous. Like she was pretending to be family instead of the help.

Charlotte stayed in her office. Sofia could hear her voice occasionally. Confident and professional.

Sofia settled in the living room with a book from their shelves. Some thriller, the kind with embossed gold lettering and a woman's silhouette on the cover. Tried to read but couldn't. The words swam, and her mind kept circling back to last night, contrasted with this morning's weird normalcy, Charlotte making breakfast like nothing had happened. The way she'd touched Sofia's shoulder and called her wonderful.

Was she going mad?
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The office door opened half past one.

Sofia looked up. Charlotte emerged, stretching, her cashmere jumper riding up. Strip of toned stomach showing. The kind of body that came from expensive gyms and Pilates classes. She'd changed at some point: dark jeans now instead of the yoga pants from this morning, but still barefoot. Hair loose around her shoulders, honey-coloured in the afternoon light.

She smiled when she saw Sofia. "There you are darling." Crossed to the sofa, perched on the arm near Sofia. Too close or just close enough? Sofia didn't know anymore. "I've been trapped on calls all morning. Are you settling in alright? Was Emma manageable this morning?"

"Yes. She's lovely. Very sweet."

"She is, isn't she?" Charlotte's smile was real. Maternal. Then something shifted in her face. Became more serious. "Sofia, would you mind coming into my office for a moment? I'd like to have a quick chat."

Her stomach dropped. Chat. That word. Teachers said that word before telling you you'd failed. Priests said it before lectures about sin. Chat meant trouble.

What had she done? It had only been one day. Less than one day. Already she'd messed up somehow and Charlotte was going to send her home, and Mama would say I told you so and Papa would be disappointed and the money, God, the money they needed...

"Of course." She set the book aside carefully and followed Charlotte across the hallway.

The office was beautiful like the rest of the house; a big desk with expensive laptop, sleek and silver. Shelves lined with books, and a leather sofa against one wall. Windows overlooking the garden, curtains half-drawn, afternoon light filtering through.

Charlotte closed the door behind them.

"Sit with me?" Charlotte gestured to the sofa. Not quite a command; an invitation, but the kind where you couldn't refuse. The kind where no wasn't really a polite option, so Sofia sat. Charlotte settled beside her, their thighs nearly touching. Sofia's hands twisted in her lap anxiously.

"I wanted to check in with you." Charlotte's voice was warm, almost concerned. The voice of someone who cared. "Make sure you're comfortable here. That everything feels alright."

"Yes. Everything's wonderful. Thank you so much, Mrs Sterling, I—"

"Just Charlotte, darling. We're not formal here." Her hand covered Sofia's, stilling the anxious twisting. Warm skin. Soft. The kind of soft that came from never scrubbing floors or hauling water. "I also wanted to ask about last night. The hot tub." Pause. "I hope Michael and I didn't make you uncomfortable."

Sofia's face burned. Her neck, her chest, everything was hot. The hot tub. Charlotte was going to talk about it. About what happened. About her hand under the water.

"No, I... it was fine."

"Sofia." Charlotte's thumb stroked across her knuckles. Back and forth. Soothing or seducing, Sofia couldn't tell. "You can be honest with me, sweetheart. We're very open, very relaxed about bodies and pleasure, but I know that's not how everyone was raised." Small smile. Understanding. "Especially not in more conservative places."

Unsophisticated, that's what she meant. That's what Sofia was. A Catholic girl from nowhere who didn't understand how modern English people lived.

"I'm not... I mean, I wasn't uncomfortable, exactly." The words came out clumsy. Wrong. "Just... confused."

"About what?"

How could she say it? How could she ask if her employer had deliberately touched her sexually or if Sofia had imagined the whole thing? If her dirty mind had turned innocent into sin?

"I didn't know if... if what happened was normal. Here, in England."

Charlotte's smile was gentle and patient. The way you'd smile at a child learning her words. "What happened, darling? Tell me what you're confused about."

Sofia's mouth was dry. "When you... in the hot tub. Your hand. You..."

She couldn't finish, couldn’t bring herself to say the words.

Charlotte squeezed her hand. "When I touched you? Between your legs?"

Sofia nodded. Couldn't look at her, so stared at their hands instead. Charlotte's perfect manicure. Sofia's bitten nails.

"Did you enjoy it?" Charlotte's voice was soft, curious. Like she was asking about the weather. "When I touched you like that?"

The question sat in the air between them, and Sofia's face burned hotter. She should say no. Should say it was inappropriate, that employers didn't touch employees there, that she wanted professional boundaries and respect and...

But Charlotte's thumb was still stroking her hand, and Sofia could still feel it. That touch last night and the way her body had responded.

"I... I don't know."

"Your body knows." Charlotte's free hand came up, tucked a strand of hair behind Sofia's ear. Fingertips brushing her cheek. "Even if your mind hasn't caught up yet. It's okay to have enjoyed it, sweetheart. Pleasure is natural. Your body was telling you what it wanted."

How did she know? How could Charlotte possibly know that Sofia had lain awake thinking about those hands?

Charlotte stood, crossed to the door, and locked it. God, something was happening, whatever this was. No more pretending this was just a friendly chat about settling in.

Charlotte returned, sitting even closer, her body angled toward Sofia, one hand resting on Sofia's thigh. Warm through the denim. Possessive.

"I want to show you something." Her voice was low and intimate. The kind of voice people used in the dark. "I want to teach you what pleasure really is. Those boys back home, they didn't know what they were doing, did they?"

Sofia shook her head, couldn’t find the breath for words.

"I thought not." Charlotte's hand slid higher on her thigh, slow and deliberate. "Let me show you what sex should feel like."

Then she was kissing her.

No warning. Just soft lips on hers. Nothing like Tomasz's clumsy wet mouth. This was different. Better. Wrong. So wrong. Two women didn't. Catholics didn't. Father Kowalski would call her perverted, sick, sinful.

But Charlotte's mouth was so soft.

Sofia froze. Couldn't move. Couldn't think whilst her body melted. Whilst her lips parted slightly without permission. Charlotte's hand cupped her face. Thumb stroking her cheek. The kiss stayed gentle. Coaxing. Patient. Not demanding. Just offering. Teaching.

Sofia's lips parted wider. Involuntary. Her body deciding without asking her mind.

Charlotte deepened the kiss. Her tongue traced Sofia's lower lip. Slow and teasing, then slipped inside. Sofia made a small sound in her throat, of shock, pleasure? Both.

Good girls didn't... but Charlotte's mouth was so knowing, and Sofia's body was responding, betraying her, arching slightly toward Charlotte despite what her mind said about sin and shame and Mary Mother of God what was she doing?

Charlotte broke the kiss and studied Sofia's face. Her eyes were dark now, a satisfied look, like she'd won something.

"Good girl," she murmured. "You're doing so well."

Her hands found the hem of Sofia's t-shirt and lifted it.

Sofia's arms rose automatically, her compliance without conscious decision. The shirt came off, and Charlotte tossed it aside, then reached behind Sofia and unclipped her bra one-handed. A woman’s expert touch; twenty years of practice in those fingers.

The cheap cotton fell away. Sofia's breasts spilt free. She'd always thought they were too big. Tomasz had called them nice but not special.

"Beautiful." Charlotte embraced them in her warm hands, thumbs brushing her nipples. "Absolutely beautiful."

The touch shot straight to her cunt. Her nipples hardened immediately, and Charlotte made a pleased sound, rolling them between her fingers whilst Sofia gasped. Whilst her body betrayed her completely.

"Lie down, sweetheart."

Sofia obeyed, let Charlotte guide her down onto the leather sofa, the material cool against her bare back. Lifted her hips when Charlotte's hands found the button of her jeans. When those fingers slid them down along with her knickers in one smooth movement.

Then she was naked in front of her boss once again. Completely naked in the afternoon light streaming through the windows. Exposed and vulnerable, with Charlotte clothed and in control.

Charlotte knelt between Sofia's spread legs and ran her hands up Sofia's thighs. Slowly like she was savouring, like she was unwrapping something precious. Her gaze fixed on Sofia's cunt.

"Exquisite." Her voice was thick with arousal now. "Those boys were idiots. They had no idea what they had."

Sofia could barely breathe; Charlotte was looking at her cunt like it was beautiful. Like it was something worth looking at instead of something shameful. Something to hide.

Charlotte's hands pushed her thighs wider. "Have you ever had an orgasm, Sofia?"

She shook her head.

"I thought not." Charlotte smiled knowingly. "Let me give you your first one."

Then her mouth was on Sofia. Not on her cunt yet, but close on her inner thigh. Kissing. Tongue tracing patterns. Teeth grazing slightly. Building anticipation. Moving higher, closer. Sofia's breath came in short gasps. Her body trembling under the attention.

When Charlotte's tongue finally touched her clit, Sofia's entire body jerked.

Nothing. Nothing had ever. Oh God. Oh fuck.

Tomasz's fumbling had been rushed, then two minutes of him rutting in the back seat of his car. This was... this was...

Charlotte worked her with skill built over decades. Tongue circling her clit, varying the pressure, the speed. Reading every twitch and gasp of Sofia's body like a language she spoke fluently. When Sofia's thighs tensed, Charlotte backed off slightly. Let the tension ease. When her breathing quickened, Charlotte increased the pressure. Pushed her higher.

Sofia's hands fisted in the sofa cushions. Her head fell back. Mary Mother of God, this was sinful. This was a woman's mouth on her cunt in the middle of the afternoon. This was... Perfect.

Charlotte's hand came up. Found Sofia's breast. Pinched her nipple whilst her tongue continued its relentless work. The dual sensation intensified everything. Sofia's hips bucked, her body taking over. Her body knowing what it wanted even if her mind was screaming about sin and shame and perverted and wrong.

Then Charlotte added fingers. One sliding into Sofia's cunt, so wet, so ready. Just slick heat welcoming her in. Then two fingers, curling upward to find a spot inside her that Sofia didn't know existed. Rubbing it, stroking it, whilst her tongue stayed on her clit.

Something was building. Tension coiling in Sofia's belly, her thighs. Her entire body going rigid. She didn't know what was happening. It was overwhelming. Too much. She couldn't. She couldn't-

Charlotte must have felt it. The way Sofia's cunt clenched around her fingers. The trembling in her thighs, but she didn't let up. Pushed harder. Faster. Deliberate. She knew exactly what she was doing.

Sofia came.

Her hand flew to her mouth, muffling the scream. Her body arched off the sofa, thighs clamping around Charlotte's head, vision going white. Not white. Exploding. Pleasure ripped through her like something holy and terrible and perfect. Nothing existed except Charlotte's mouth. Those fingers. The waves of sensation crashing through her body. Through her brain. Through her soul.

This. This was what they'd meant. What sex was supposed to be. What her body could do. What she'd been missing her entire fucking life.

Charlotte worked her through it. Tongue gentling as the orgasm peaked. As it crested. As it finally subsided into aftershocks. She pulled back. Wiped her mouth with the back of her hand. Looked up at Sofia with unmistakable satisfaction. Pride, even. Like she'd created something.

Sofia found herself crying.

She didn't know when the tears had started. They streamed down her face whilst her body shook. Too much. Too good. She couldn't process it. Couldn't understand what had just happened to her. What Charlotte had just done to her.

Charlotte climbed up beside her on the sofa. Gathered her into her arms. Held her whilst she sobbed against expensive cashmere. Against perfume and warmth and the woman who'd just given her the first orgasm of her life.

"Shh. That's it. Let it out." Charlotte stroked her hair. Gentle. Maternal. "That's what pleasure is, darling. That's what you deserve. That's what sex should feel like."

"I didn't..." Sofia's voice broke. "I never knew..."

"I know, sweetheart." Charlotte's lips brushed her forehead, tender and possessive. "You've never felt that before, have you?"

"No. Never."

"Those boys had no idea what to do with you." Charlotte's hand traced soothing circles on Sofia's bare back. "This is natural. This is good. This is what you've been missing. What your body's been crying out for."

Sofia curled against her. Naked against clothed. Vulnerable against powerful. Her body still hummed with aftershocks. Every nerve ending still singing. Still alive in a way they'd never been before.

"Do you understand now?" Charlotte's voice was gentle. Patient. "Why we live the way we do? Why we embrace pleasure instead of denying it?"

Sofia nodded against her shoulder. Didn't trust her voice to speak more.

"We're going to teach you everything, sweetheart. Show you what your body can do. What pleasure exists in the world." Charlotte's hand stroked her hair. "You're going to love it here. I promise."

Should she feel ashamed? A woman had just made her come, had just given her the first orgasm of her life with her mouth and fingers. Sofia should be running to the bathroom to scrub herself clean. Should be calling Mama. Calling Father Kowalski, to confess this sin.

But all she felt was gratitude. Gratitude and hunger. Hunger for more. More of that feeling. More of Charlotte's skilled hands and mouth. More of this pleasure she'd never known existed. This pleasure her body had been capable of all along and nobody had bothered to show her.

Charlotte helped her dress eventually. Tender like dressing a child who couldn't manage on her own. Smoothed down her hair, wiped the tears from her cheeks with her thumb.

"Emma will be home from nursery at three." Charlotte checked her watch. "Why don't you go rest in your room for a bit? You look exhausted, darling."

She kissed Sofia's forehead. Maternal now. Not sexual. Like she could switch between them at will.

Sofia nodded and left the office in a daze.

Her legs were shaky as she climbed the stairs, and her body still hummed. Still sang. She could still feel Charlotte's mouth on her. Still taste the pleasure on her tongue. Still smell her own cunt on Charlotte's breath when she'd kissed her forehead.

She lay on her bed. Stared at the ceiling. The expensive ceiling in this expensive room in this expensive house where she'd just let a woman make her come.

Tried to understand what was happening to her.

Charlotte had just seduced her. Had just made her feel something more wonderful than she'd ever imagined possible. A feeling stronger than she'd known bodies could feel. And Sofia had let her, she’d wanted it. Had opened her legs and let a woman put her mouth there and had come so hard she'd cried.

But she knew one thing, she wanted more.
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Bedtime Stories

Sofia waves goodbye to the driver who had brought young Emma back home, whilst the three-year-old chattered about her day at nursery. Painting, apparently. Singing. Someone called Poppy had shared her crayons.

"Did you have fun, Emma?" Sofia managed. Her voice sounded normal. Almost.

"Yes! We singed about ducks!" Emma's pronunciation was adorable, all round vowels and missing consonants.

Charlotte glanced to her and caught Sofia's eye, smiled. Warm. Maternal. Like she hadn't had her mouth between Sofia's legs three hours ago. Sofia looked away, focused on Emma instead. The child was safe. Innocent. Something Sofia understood. Children made sense. Children didn't make you question everything you'd ever believed about yourself.

As with all children around the world, Emma wanted a snack immediately. Charlotte lifted her into the highchair whilst Sofia washed her hands at the kitchen sink, still learning the geography of this enormous space. Two sinks, two ovens, and far too many cupboards.

"Apple slices are in the fridge, darling." Charlotte was slicing cheese at the island. "She likes them cut thin, not chunky. Knife's in the block there."

Sofia found the apples. Found the knife. Her hands were steady as she cut. Back to normal. Just childcare. Just work.

Emma munched happily, legs swinging, telling them both about Poppy and the ducks and something about glitter that Sofia didn't quite follow. Charlotte laughed, asked questions, entirely focused on her daughter. The perfect loving mother. The mother who'd locked her office door and seduced the au pair.

Sofia's hand slipped. The knife nicked her finger. Nothing serious, just a sting, but she gasped.

"Careful, sweetheart." Charlotte was beside her immediately, taking the knife, examining Sofia's finger. The cut was tiny. Barely bleeding. "Run it under cold water."

Charlotte guided her to the sink. Held Sofia's hand under the tap. Her touch was gentle, but Sofia's entire body reacted. Flushed hot. Remembered those hands doing very different things.

"There. All better." Charlotte squeezed Sofia's hand briefly before releasing it. "Why don't you help me whilst I start dinner?"

They worked side by side, Charlotte explained where things lived whilst she pulled out ingredients for pasta. Garlic, tomatoes, fresh basil. Sofia chopped vegetables as instructed, grateful for tasks that required no thinking.

But Charlotte kept moving around her. Reaching past her for the olive oil. Brushing against her back to open a cupboard. Each contact brief casual. Possibly accidental. Except Sofia's body knew it wasn't accidental. Knew Charlotte was doing it deliberately. Each touch reminding her.

Was this real? Was any of this real? How could Charlotte be so normal, talking about pasta sauce and Emma's favourite foods, when a few hours ago her mouth had…

Sofia's cunt throbbed. Still sensitive. Still wanting.

She pressed her thighs together. Focused on chopping courgettes.

The front door opened around six, and Michael's voice called out: "I'm home!"

Sofia's stomach dropped. She couldn't look at him, couldn't face him after what Charlotte had done to her. After what she'd let Charlotte do.

But Emma squealed with delight. "Daddy!"

Michael appeared in the kitchen doorway, still in his work clothes, tie loosened. He scooped Emma out of her highchair, lifted her high, made her giggle.

"How was your day, darling?" He kissed Charlotte properly. His hand on her arse briefly.

"Productive." Charlotte smiled meaningfully. "Very productive."

Michael's gaze flicked to Sofia. She looked away fast, pretended intense interest in the courgettes.

"And how was your first proper day, Sofia?" His voice was warm. Friendly. "Getting settled in alright?"

"Yes, thank you." Sofia kept her eyes on the chopping board. "Emma is... very sweet. Good girl."

"She likes you already. I can tell." Michael set Emma back in her chair, gave her another apple slice. "You'll adjust quickly. Charlotte's excellent at helping people settle in."

Sofia's face burned. Did he know?

"Sofia's been wonderful," Charlotte added. Her hand brushed Sofia's shoulder briefly. "Absolute natural with Emma. I'm so pleased we found her."

Sofia focused on breathing. On not dropping the knife again.

Dinner was torture.

They sat together at the kitchen table, Emma in her highchair between Charlotte and Michael, Sofia across from them. Normal family scene; pasta with homemade sauce, good bread, and salad. With wine for the adults.

Michael talked about his day in London. Markets. Clients. Things Sofia didn't really understand. Charlotte discussed weekend plans: Shopping, lunch with friends, and taking Emma to the park if weather held.

Sofia contributed almost nothing, just listened and watched. Tried to understand this family she'd entered.

They seemed normal. Genuinely affectionate with each other. Good parents to Emma. Kind to Sofia. Asking about her family, her impressions of England, general friendliness. But the things that had happened… Sofia's hands shook slightly as she ate.

After dinner, Sofia helped clear whilst Charlotte took Emma upstairs for bath time. Michael loaded the dishwasher, asked Sofia questions about Poland. He was easy to talk to and seemed genuinely interested. Nothing in his manner suggested anything inappropriate. He was just her employer. Just a nice man being friendly.

Sofia started to relax slightly.

Then Charlotte called down: "Sofia? Emma's in the bath if you want to come learn the bedtime routine?"

Sofia excused herself and climbed the stairs. In Emma's bathroom, Charlotte was kneeling beside the tub where Emma played with plastic ducks. The air was steamy. Smelled of lavender bubble bath.

"Come sit." Charlotte gestured to the floor beside her. "Watch how she likes things done."

Sofia knelt. Charlotte talked her through it. Water temperature. How much soap. Emma's favourite toys. The shampoo she used that didn't sting eyes.

Emma splashed happily. Oblivious and innocent.

Charlotte's shoulder pressed against Sofia's. Nothing overtly sexual, but Sofia's entire body was aware.

"You're wonderful with her already," Charlotte murmured. Just for Sofia. "Natural. Like you were meant to be here."

They dried Emma together. Got her into pyjamas (pink, covered in stars). Brushed her teeth whilst Emma protested sleepily. Charlotte supervised whilst Sofia did most of the work, learning the routine, the little tricks that made Emma cooperate.

In Emma's bedroom, Sofia read a picture book. Something about a bear and a rabbit. Emma cuddled against her side, thumb in mouth, clutching her teddy.

Charlotte watched from the doorway, an approving look on her face.

When Emma's eyes drooped shut, Sofia carefully transferred her to the cot. Tucked the blanket around her. The child murmured something, rolled over, continued sleeping.

Charlotte and Sofia tiptoed out. Left the nightlight on, door slightly ajar.

On the landing, Charlotte caught Sofia's hand and squeezed it briefly.

"Thank you, darling."

The touch was brief but charged. Sofia's heart hammered.

Charlotte released her hand. Smiled. "Come on. Michael's probably opened more wine."

They went downstairs together.

Michael was on the sofa in the living room. Three wine glasses on the coffee table, he was pouring the third as they entered.

Charlotte settled the other end of the sofa, getting comfortable.

Sofia hesitated in the doorway.

Charlotte patted the sofa between them. "Come sit, sweetheart. Relax. You’ve had a long day."
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Between Them

Sofia sat between them on the sofa. Both felt too close: Charlotte on her left, Michael on her right, their thighs pressing against hers.

The television played something. American comedy with canned laughter, the sort of show that had helped her learn English. But Sofia couldn't focus on it, couldn't process the jokes or the plot. All her awareness centred on the two bodies bracketing hers, and the heat of them.

Michael handed her a glass. Red wine, dark as blood in the low lamplight.

"You must be knackered," His voice was warm. Kind. "Long day."

Sofia took the glass, in trembling hands. She should refuse. Should excuse herself, go to her room, put distance between herself and them.

But Charlotte's smile was so warm, and the wine smelled good, and saying no felt rude and ungrateful. So instead she sipped. The wine was rich, smooth, better than anything she'd tasted in Poland.

"Thank you," she whispered.

Charlotte's hand landed on her thigh.

Light, like it meant nothing. Like Charlotte touched people all the time without thinking about it.

Sofia's muscles locked, and her breath caught. But she didn't move Charlotte's hand away. Didn't object. Just sat there whilst the touch burned through her jeans, whilst her skin remembered this afternoon, whilst her body started responding despite her confusion.

Is it happening again? But with Michael here, surely not? But he did watch before…

Charlotte's hand was warm, and it reminded her how good it had felt this afternoon when Charlotte had touched her properly, when that skilled tongue had made her experience pleasure for the first time.

Her cunt throbbed at the memory. She took another drink, a larger gulp this time. On the television, people laughed. Sofia had no idea what was funny.

Charlotte's hand began moving. Slow strokes. Up. Down. Nothing overtly sexual, just fingers trailing along her thigh through the fabric, casual affection.

But Sofia's entire body was aware. Her nipples hardened beneath her cheap bra. Between her legs, heat built once again.

Michael shifted closer. His solid muscular thigh pressed more firmly against hers.

She was surrounded now. Bookended. Trapped between them on this sofa whilst the television played and the wine warmed her blood and Charlotte's hand kept stroking, kept moving gradually higher.

The door isn't locked. I could just stand up and say goodnight and go to my room. They wouldn't stop me.

But she didn't move.

Charlotte's hand reached the crease where Sofia's thigh met her hip. Stopped there. Applied gentle pressure.

Sofia's breath came faster.

"You're tense," Charlotte murmured as she turned slightly, her green eyes finding Sofia's in the lamplight. "Still thinking too much."

Sofia opened her mouth, but closed it, she had no idea what to say.

Charlotte leant in and kissed her. Soft at first, gentle. Just lips against lips, warm and wine-sweet and patient.

Then deeper. Charlotte's tongue requesting entrance, Sofia's mouth opening automatically, letting her in because her body remembered this afternoon, remembered learning how to kiss a woman, how Charlotte's mouth felt and tasted.

Sofia kissed back, clumsy but willing. Her hand came up, touched Charlotte's shoulder uncertainly. Charlotte made an approving sound. Deepened the kiss further. Her hand on Sofia's thigh gripped tighter, possessive.

Michael watched. Sofia could feel his gaze, sense his attention even with her eyes closed. He was right there, inches away, observing his wife kiss their au pair on the sofa.

The wrongness of it made Sofia's cunt clench.

Charlotte broke the kiss slowly. Pulled back just enough to meet Sofia's eyes and smiled.

"Good girl."

Then Charlotte took Sofia's hand. Lifted it from her shoulder. Placed it deliberately on Michael's crotch.

Sofia froze.

He was hard, massively hard. The bulge beneath her palm was substantial, thick, straining against his trousers.

"Feel that?" Charlotte whispered against Sofia's ear. "He's been thinking about you all day. About how beautiful you are. How sweet. Touch him properly."

Sofia's hand trembled but didn't move. Charlotte's hand covered hers, pressed it more firmly against Michael's erection, guided it into stroking the length of him through the fabric.

Michael groaned. Low and rough, and his hips shifted, pressing up into her touch.

"That's it," Charlotte encouraged. Her other hand moved to Sofia's hair, stroked it whilst guiding Sofia's hand on Michael's cock. "Feel how hard you make him."

Kurwa. This is insane. I'm touching my employer's cock. His wife is making me do it. This is wrong. So wrong.

But Charlotte's hand kept guiding hers, kept stroking, and Michael's face showed such pleasure, his eyes dark and intense, his breathing rough. And Charlotte's mouth was on Sofia's neck now, kissing and sucking, making marks probably, and Sofia was so wet her knickers were soaked.

Charlotte moved her hand for a moment, and unzipped Michael's trousers. Pulled his cock out.

Sofia's eyes went wide.

This close and rock hard he was big. Thick and long and nothing like Tomasz. Her ex had been average, she'd thought. Normal. But this... this was different. Almost intimidating.

The head was already glistening with pre-cum leaking from the slit.

Charlotte wrapped Sofia's hand around him properly now. Skin on skin. Hot and hard and silky-smooth.

"Stroke it," Charlotte whispered against her neck, as her hand guided Sofia's into a rhythm. Up. Down. Twisting slightly at the top. "That's perfect. Just like that."

Michael's head fell back against the sofa. His breathing roughened further.

Charlotte kissed Sofia's neck whilst puppeteering her hand on Michael's cock. "He's going to fuck you so well, baby. Better than that boy back home ever did. He's going to make you feel things you've never felt. Would you like that?"

Sofia couldn't speak. Could only keep stroking, keep moving her hand up and down his length whilst Charlotte whispered filth in her ear.

"I bet Tomasz never made you come, did he? Never ate your pussy. Never cared if you felt good. But Michael will. He'll fuck you until you scream. Until you beg. Until you can't remember your own name."

How was that supposed to fit? Tomasz had hurt and he'd been half this size. But Charlotte's hand was guiding hers and Michael's face showed such pleasure and maybe...

Michael's breathing changed. Became urgent. His hips thrust up into Sofia's fist.

"He's close," Charlotte murmured. "Keep going. Make him come."

She obeyed, her hand moved faster, now slick and wet from the constant leak of pre-cum. She didn't know what she was doing, just followed Charlotte's guidance, mimicked the rhythm.

Michael groaned, his balls seemed to rise into him, and his cock pulsed.

Then he was coming. Thick spurts of cum shooting up and out over Sofia's hand, her arm, splattering across her skin. So much. More than she'd seen, shocking in quantity and force.

Sofia stared. Frozen in place as the cock throbbed in her grip, covered in his cum, sticky and warm, and she had no idea what to do.

Charlotte leant over and slowly licked some of the gooey mess off Sofia's hand. Her tongue cleaning each finger deliberately whilst maintaining eye contact with Sofia. Clearly savouring it.

"Waste not, want not,"

Sofia's cunt clenched so hard it hurt.

Charlotte stood and pulled Sofia to her feet. Michael rose too, tucking himself back into his trousers. They guided her towards the stairs. One on each side, hands on her back, her shoulders, steering her.

Sofia went like an automaton, she couldn't refuse them, her body was overriding her mind, dragging her forward, wanting more of whatever they were offering despite knowing this was so wrong.

Up the stairs and down the hallway she let herself be guided into the master bedroom.

The room was enormous. A king-sized bed dominating the space, expensive sheets turned down invitingly. Mirrored wardrobes reflecting the three of them, showing Sofia how small she looked between them, how young, how out of place.

They undressed her together.

Michael from the front, pulling her shirt over her head, kneeling to remove her trousers and knickers, while Charlotte worked from behind, kissing her neck, unhooking her bra, sliding it down her arms. Sofia stood there. Naked. Whilst they were still clothed.

Then they undressed each other, while Sofia watched.

Charlotte unbuttoned Michael's shirt whilst he unzipped her dress. They kissed, comfortable and familiar, genuine desire between them. Charlotte's hand stroked his cock back to life whilst he unhooked her bra. They moved together like they'd done this a thousand times.

Sofia was witnessing their intimacy. Included but separate. When they were naked too, they turned back to her.

"On the bed, darling," Charlotte instructed, gentle but firm.

Sofia climbed onto the bed. The sheets were soft and cool against her heated skin.

Charlotte positioned herself between Sofia's legs. Michael settled beside Sofia's head, propped on one elbow.

"We're going to make you feel so good," Charlotte promised. Then lowered her mouth.

Sofia gasped. Charlotte's tongue on her clit was already familiar from this afternoon, but it still overwhelmed her. So skilled and knowing. Finding exactly the right pressure and rhythm.

Michael kissed her whilst Charlotte worked. His mouth was different from Charlotte's. Bigger. More demanding. His stubble scratched against her face.

Sofia kissed back because she was learning, adapting, her body responding automatically now.

His hands found her breasts - large, warm, calloused slightly. He cupped them, squeezing with his rougher fingers, then thumbs tweaking her nipples whilst Charlotte's tongue circled her clit.

Too much sensation. Too many hands and mouths and too much pleasure building too fast. Sofia came on Charlotte's tongue - her second orgasm of the day, and her body knew how now, crested faster, harder than this afternoon.

She screamed into Michael's mouth. He swallowed the sound, kept kissing her through it whilst Charlotte licked her through the aftershocks. When Sofia could breathe again, they switched positions.

Michael moved between her legs, and Charlotte came up beside her, cradling her head. His stubble scratched her inner thighs. Different from Charlotte's smooth skin.

Then his tongue was on her clit, and it was firmer than Charlotte's, less subtle but effective, working her with confident strokes.

A man's mouth. A man eating my pussy like Tomasz never did, like he never would have thought to do.

Charlotte kissed her while she played with her breasts. Possessive touches whilst her husband ate their au pair's cunt.

"That's it," Charlotte murmured against Sofia's lips. "Let him make you feel good. You taste delicious, don't you think, darling?"

Michael groaned agreement, the vibration against Sofia's clit made her writhe.

The third orgasm built different, deeper, fuller, and she came gasping, her hands tangled in Michael's hair, holding him against her whilst her body shook.

When she could focus again, Michael was kneeling between her spread legs. His cock was still hard, thick and intimidating.

Sofia gasped and looked to Charlotte, who held her. Stroked her hair. "Relax, darling. He'll go slow. He's going to make you feel so good. Better than you've ever felt."

Michael positioned himself, the head of his cock pressed against her entrance.

"Breathe," Charlotte whispered.

Michael pushed in slowly, and careful, but it was still overwhelming. He was so thick, each inch stretching her, more than she'd ever taken. Way more.

Pain and pressure and impossible fullness. Sofia's breath stopped, her hands gripped the sheets.

Michael held still, only buried halfway, letting her adjust. Patient despite the tension in his body, the obvious desire.

"Breathe, baby," Charlotte coached. Stroked Sofia's face. "Relax. Let your body adjust. That's it. Good girl."

Sofia forced herself to breathe. To relax the muscles clenching around him.

Michael pushed deeper; another inch. Then another.

Then he was fully seated, buried completely. His hips flush against hers.

"Fuck," he groaned. "So tight. So perfect."

He held still, giving her time, as Charlotte kissed Sofia's temple. "How does he feel?"

"Big," Sofia gasped. "So... so full."

"You're taking him beautifully. Such a good girl."

Michael began moving. Slow, deep strokes. Nothing like Tomasz's quick, selfish jabbing. This was skilled, controlled, hitting places inside her she didn't know existed. The initial discomfort faded, and pleasure built in its place.

How is this possible? He's so big but it feels... God, it feels good. Different from Charlotte's tongue but good in a new way.

Charlotte sucked on her nipples whilst Michael fucked her. The dual attention made Sofia incoherent, the sparks from her breasts joining the growing heat between her legs, flooding her cunt.

Michael's pace increased. Still controlled but harder. Faster. Deeper. His cock dragging against sensitive places with each thrust.

"Touch yourself," Charlotte instructed. "Play with your clit whilst he fucks you."

Sofia's hand obediently moved between her legs, her body wanting more. Her fingers found her clit. Slippery and swollen. She began circling whilst Michael pounded into her.

The fourth orgasm built fast. Different quality. Fuller because she was being penetrated whilst stimulating herself. It crashed over her. Her cunt clenched on Michael's cock, vision whiting out, body arching. She heard herself calling out. Couldn't stop it.

Michael groaned. Thrust twice more, then pulled out suddenly, shocking her with the void that was left. She look down between them, and his cock pulsed and twitched. Then thick ropes of cum painted her breasts, her stomach, her cunt.

Sofia stared down at herself. Covered in his cum, marked by his hot sticky sperm.

Charlotte moved immediately. Possessively licking it off Sofia's breasts, like she was reclaiming her husbands gift. Her tongue cleaning Sofia's skin whilst Sofia watched, too overwhelmed to react.

Then Charlotte moved back up, and kissed Sofia. Sharing the salty musk, tongues crashing together as the load slipped into Sofia’s mouth.

Charlotte pulled back. Smiled. "Perfect. You're absolutely perfect."

They cleaned her gently. Warm flannels from the en-suite, washing away the cum and sweat with tender care. Charlotte wrapped her in a soft robe, then guided her not to her own room but back onto their bed, this time under the duvet, between where they would sleep.

Sofia was too exhausted to question it. Too overwhelmed to protest. Charlotte tucked her in. Kissed her forehead. "Sleep now, darling. You did so well."

Michael climbed in on her other side. His body warm against her back, and Charlotte settled on her front, sandwiching her between their warm bodies.

"You're ours now," Charlotte whispered. "Our good girl."

Sofia's eyes were already closing. Her last conscious thought was how wrong and right this felt simultaneously. Sinful but safe, corrupted but cherished.


The Secret Star
Domestic Service


The iron hissed. Steam rose whilst sunlight poured through the laundry room window, while outside, birds sang. The washing machine hummed. Everything domestic and normal.

Except for the plug buried in her arse.

Sofia shifted her weight, reaching for Michael's next shirt. The movement made the silicone press deeper. Constant and heavy. A reminder she couldn't ignore no matter how hard she focused on the creases in cotton.

Charlotte had inserted it an hour ago in the master bedroom, whilst Sofia stood naked and compliant.

"Medium today," Charlotte had said, holding up the plug like it was jewellery. Bigger than last week's, quite a bit thicker. Sofia's arsehole had clenched just looking at it. "We're opening you up properly, darling. Getting you ready."

Ready for what? Sofia hadn't asked, but she had an idea.

She'd just bent over the bed when Charlotte instructed. Pressed her face into sheets whilst Charlotte's lubed fingers worked her open. Two, then three, then four. Wider than she'd thought possible, burning and wrong and somehow perfect. Her cunt had started dripping onto the duvet.

The plug had slid home with a stretch that made Sofia gasp. Fuller than before. More demanding.

"Wear this all morning," Charlotte had instructed, smoothing down Sofia's summer dress. Making sure the hem fell properly, hiding what was underneath. "Do your chores like a good girl. If you manage until lunch without complaining, you'll get a special reward tonight."

Now Sofia stood at the ironing board, her body constantly aware. When she leant forward to smooth Michael's collar, the plug pressed against places that had no name, and her breath caught. When she reached for the water bottle, the angle changed and she had to bite her lip against a moan.

Thighs were soaked, they had been since Charlotte slid the plug home and called her a good breeding doll whilst patting her arse like livestock. The phrase had made Sofia's cunt clench, made wetness trickle down sticky and shameful and so fucking good.

Breeding doll. Theirs to use, to stretch, to fill.

The thought only weeks ago would have disgusted her, sent her fleeing back to Poland, but instead it made her wetter.

She finished Michael's shirt, hung it carefully. Reached for Emma's tiny pink dress from the basket. Designer label. The contrast hit her - good nanny folding a child's clothes with a plug in her arse.

Kurwa!

Footsteps, light. Bare feet on tile. She knew that walk.

Charlotte appeared in the doorway. Coffee mug steaming, cream silk pyjamas. She leant against the frame, just watching as she sipped. Green eyes tracking every movement like she could see through fabric, could see the plug, could see everything.

Sofia tried to focus on the ironing, but her hands trembled.

"How does it feel?" Charlotte's voice was casual, curious, like asking about the weather.

Heat flooded Sofia's face. "It's okay."

"Just okay?" Charlotte moved closer. Set her mug on the counter with a soft clink. "Be honest, sweetheart. Does it hurt?"

"A little." Sofia kept her eyes on the dress. "But... good hurt."

"Good hurt." Charlotte's smile was audible. Satisfied. "I love that you understand the difference now."

It was true. Two weeks ago Sofia wouldn't have known what that meant. Now she understood the stretch, the burn, the fullness could feel good. That her body craved it. That she touched herself at night thinking about it, fingers working her clit whilst the plug stretched her open, whilst she imagined a real cock replacing it.

Charlotte circled behind her, and Sofia could smell her perfume mixing with coffee and laundry starch and the scent of Sofia's own arousal.

"Keep ironing." Charlotte's breath warm against her neck. "Don't stop."

Sofia pressed the iron against fabric. Tried to concentrate, to focus, to be good. Failed completely when Charlotte's hand landed on her lower back, a warm and possessive squeeze.

"Such a good girl." Charlotte's hand slid lower. Found the hem of Sofia's dress, lifted it slowly. "Doing your chores with my toy buried in your arse. So obedient."

Sofia's breath came faster. Charlotte lifted the dress to her waist and exposed her naked arse - she hadn't been allowed knickers this morning - pale in the morning light, the base of the plug visible between her cheeks like a brand.

"Beautiful." Charlotte's hand traced the curve of Sofia's arse. Fingertips brushing the base of the plug, pressing it slightly deeper.

Sofia whimpered. The iron nearly scorched Michael's shirt. She lifted it quickly, set it back on its rest.

Charlotte's hand slid between Sofia's legs. Cupped her cunt. Found it slick, swollen, desperate. Her fingers came away wet.

"Soaking." Victory in her voice. "Does it make you wet, wearing my plug whilst you work? Knowing I can check whenever I want?"

"Yes." Sofia gasped. Her hips tilted back without permission, seeking more contact. "Yes, Charlotte."

Charlotte's fingers circled her clit, slowly and just enough to tease, but not enough to satisfy. Her other hand found Sofia's breast through the thin dress, pinched her nipple hard. The pain mixed with pleasure made Sofia gasp, made the plug feel even fuller.

"You're not allowed to come," Charlotte murmured against Sofia's ear. "Not until I give permission. Understand?"

"Yes, Charlotte."

"Good girl."

Charlotte stepped back. The loss was physical. Sofia's dress fell, hiding the evidence. Her cunt throbbed, empty and wanting.

"Keep it in until lunch," Charlotte said. Matter-of-fact. "If you manage without complaining, without touching yourself, you'll get your reward tonight."

Sofia turned, couldn't help herself. The plug shifted, made her gasp. "What's the reward?"

Charlotte's smile was wicked. "Michael's been asking about you. Says he thinks you're ready for the next step."

The next step.

Sofia's cunt clenched. Her nipples were hard against her dress, visible through thin fabric.

"What step?"

"You'll find out tonight." Charlotte retrieved her coffee mug. Took a sip, all casual elegance, like she hadn't just reduced Sofia to a desperate, aching mess.

She left Sofia standing there trembling. The plug heavy and her neglected cunt throbbing, and all she could think about was tonight. The reward. Michael's cock where the plug was now.

Her muscles clenched around the plug, testing it. She'd manage until lunch. She'd be good. She'd earn her reward. She wasn't ironing for her employer anymore. She was performing for her owner.

And that thought made her wetter than anything else.
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Thousands of Eyes

Something was different tonight.

Sofia felt it the moment she came downstairs from Emma's room after putting her to bed. The air itself had changed. The lights were dimmed lower than usual, expensive lamps making soft golden pools on the cream leather, on the polished wood. Charlotte had already poured the wine. Sofia's glass sat on the coffee table, filled almost to the rim with another expensive red wine.

Michael was already settled in the armchair with his whisky, ice cubes clinking. The television played some costume drama, all corsets and carriages, but the sound was off. And on the coffee table, a laptop sat open, screen glowing.

Charlotte patted the sofa beside her. "Come sit, darling. We want to talk to you about something."

That phrase. Sofia knew that phrase. Mama used it before telling her they couldn't afford new shoes. Her teacher used it before explaining university wasn't for girls like her, girls from nowhere. That phrase never meant good news.

But Sofia crossed the room anyway – what else could she do? Sat where Charlotte's hand indicated, close enough that their thighs pressed together. The leather was cool through her thin dress.

The plug was still inside her arse. Sofia had worn it all afternoon, through lunch, through collecting Emma from nursery, through reading bedtime stories about talking bears and friendly monsters. It sat there now, hard silicone stretching her, making her aware of her body with every shift, every breath. Her reward was supposed to be tonight. Was supposed to be Charlotte's fingers and tongue, Michael's cock, pleasure until she couldn't think.

Was this the reward? Booking her flights back because she’d failed some test?

Charlotte's hand found Sofia's knee. Fingers curling, possessive. That touch that said mine. "You've been so good today. Michael and I are very impressed."

"Thank you." Sofia's voice came out small and grateful. Like a child praised for eating vegetables. She reached for her wine glass, brought it to her lips. The wine burned going down, rich and dark. Dutch courage, the English called it. She needed courage for whatever this was.

Michael leaned forward. His eyes on her. Always assessing, always seeing. Like he could look through her new H&M dress to the plug stretching her arse, to the wetness between her legs that hadn't dried all day, to every dirty thing his wife had taught her body to crave.

"Sofia." His voice was warm. The voice he used with Emma when explaining something important. "We think you're ready for something special. Something we only share with girls we really trust."

Girls, plural.

Sofia's wine glass paused halfway to her lips. How many girls? Charlotte had mentioned Kasia once. And Petra. Polish and Czech, both gone now to other lives, other countries. How many others? How many twenty-year-old au pairs had sat on this exact sofa, wearing plugs, drinking expensive wine, being told they were special?

Charlotte reached for the laptop. Her nails clicked across the trackpad. Clicking, moving. On the big television screen, the costume drama disappeared. Replaced by something else.

A website loading. Light blue and white background, simple logo known round the world.

OnlyFans.

The logo burned into Sofia's eyes. She knew that logo. Every twenty-year-old with internet knew that logo. The logo you closed fast if someone walked past your laptop. The logo you never admitted to recognising. The logo that meant you were watching people fuck, touching yourself, doing things good Catholic girls didn't do.

And Charlotte had just opened it in front of her like it was BBC iPlayer. Sofia's breath stopped somewhere in her chest. Stuck. Couldn't get out.

The logged in name appeared at the top of the profile page: SterlingCouple. A content makers account. And the next page, the fan count... Jesus Maria, so many subscribers. Twenty thousand? The number didn't make sense. That was bigger than Lublin. Bigger than every town for fifty kilometres around Lublin.

"This is our hobby," Charlotte said. Her voice hadn't changed. Still pleasant, still warm. Like she was showing holiday photos from Spain. "Our not so private art gallery, you might say. We give some videos and pictures away as part of the subscription, but keep the spicier ones, for those who want to pay extra."

Sofia stared as videos and stills scrolled down the screen. Thumbnails showing flesh. Masked faces. Bodies bent, spread, used. The titles made her face burn: Training Our New Polish Au Pair. Czech Slut Takes Two. Blonde Whore Services Master and Mistress.

Her throat was dust despite the wine.

Charlotte scrolled slowly, letting Sofia see. Really see. Every thumbnail, every title. And beside each video, numbers. Impossible numbers. Thousands of views.

Thousands of strangers watching the couple with other girls.

"These are Petra and Kasia." Charlotte's finger hovered over a thumbnail and clicked. The video started playing, sound muted but image sharp. Crystal clear. A petite dark-haired girl on her hands and knees, masked, whilst Michael fucked her from behind. The girl's mouth was open in obvious pleasure. Her tits swung with each thrust, bouncing, heavy. And there, in frame, Charlotte's hand gripped the girl's hair. Controlled her head. Owned her.

Sofia couldn't look away. Couldn't blink.

"That's Petra." Charlotte's voice stayed casual. Like they were watching Bake Off. "Czech girl. Sweet thing, very responsive. The members loved her."

The viewers. Like Petra was a TV show. Like her cunt was something to rate on IMDb.

Charlotte paused the video. Scrolled. Clicked another thumbnail. This time blonde hair spilled across white sheets. A masked face, mouth open. And Charlotte between her legs, eating her. The girl's thighs were shaking. Sofia could see them shaking even through the screen.

"And that's Kasia. Polish, like you. That one sold very well, $10 a watch."

Like you.

Sofia's cunt throbbed as the plug shifted. Kasia was Polish. Was from somewhere like Lublin probably. Probably had a mother who cleaned houses, a father who worked in a factory. And now she was here, on this channel, spread open for hundreds of thousands of strangers.

"Enthusiastic performer, though a bit loud. Forced, perhaps." Charlotte tilted her head, considering the frozen image. "But the fans didn't mind."

Forced. The word sat wrong in Sofia's brain. Forced meant Kasia had been faking it. Meant her screams weren't real. Meant Sofia's would need to be better. Real. Genuine.

Meant Sofia would need to be the best.

Sofia's hands were shaking. She set her wine glass on the coffee table before it spilled everywhere. Before she dropped it. Before her shaking fingers betrayed how wet she was getting.

Charlotte minimised the video. Back to their channel page. All those videos. All those view counts. "Look at how many men have watched these girls, Sofia." She let that number sit. "Men across the world getting off to these beautiful women we've helped."

Michael's whisky glass clinked. Ice settling. "Kasia was great," Matter-of-fact voice like discussing quarterly reports. "But she wasn't naturally responsive like you, Sofia. She performed well, don't misunderstand. Very professionally." He paused. "But you... when you come, it's real. Genuine. Anyone watching can see that. The camera would love that."

The camera would love that, would love her.

Sofia's cunt was on fire now. The plug felt huge, impossible, stretching her. And between her legs, wetness. So much wetness. Her body doing what it always did now when Charlotte and Michael praised her, when they called her special, when they looked at her like she was art worth displaying.

Charlotte scrolled down. Clicked a different video. Not Petra or Kasia this time. Just Charlotte, alone on this very sofa, touching herself whilst the camera watched. Her hand between her legs, fingers working. The view count was lower, but still plenty of thumbs-up. Charlotte navigated to the comments beneath.

Words scrolled past. Sofia's eyes caught fragments.

Who was that girl in the background? The one with the accent? Show us HER.

New au pair already? Sterling couple always finds the best girls, can't wait

That accent is SO hot, please tell me you're filming her

Sofia's face flooded with heat. "I... I don't understand. What background?"

Charlotte smiled. Clicked to another tab. A different video loaded. The title said Day in Our Life – Country Morning. It showed Charlotte in the kitchen making coffee, Michael reading the newspaper at the island, Emma playing with her blocks on the floor. Wholesome. Domestic. Perfect English family.

And then Sofia's voice, off-camera, laughing at something Emma said.

Just her voice. Just her laugh.

The comments beneath were full of speculation. Full of want.

Please say you're training a new one

That laugh is cute, show us her face

I'd pay to see her properly

Sofia was in shock; they'd posted her voice! And strangers were discussing her, wanting her. Speculating about whether she'd be the next girl in those explicit videos, whether she'd spread her legs, whether she'd be prettier than the others.

The violation should make her angry, but the pulse between her legs wasn't anger.

Charlotte was watching her face. Reading her like a child's picture book. Large print, simple words. "They already know you exist, darling, and now they want to know if you're prettier than the others. If you're worth their attention."

Worth their attention. Worth coming to.

"I didn't..." Sofia's voice cracked. "You didn't tell me you were filming."

"Filming our daily life?" Charlotte's eyebrows rose, her face innocent, reasonable. "We film everything, sweetheart. That's what we do. We document beauty, pleasure, intimacy. This house, this life, all of it." Her hand squeezed Sofia's thigh. Higher now, much closer to where Sofia was wet. "And you're part of our life now. Part of our household." Her thumb stroked. "The question is whether you want to be part of this too. Properly. Not just background laughter but the main event."

Charlotte pulled up two images side by side. Both masked women, bodies on display. The left was slim, athletic, small breasts. The right was curvier, bigger tits, blonde.

"Petra had a dancer's body," Charlotte said. "Lean, elegant. Very pretty. Kasia was all tits and performance. Loud, enthusiastic. The viewers liked both of them for different reasons." She turned to Sofia. Really looked at her. Those blue eyes taking inventory. "But you, darling... you have something neither of them had."

Sofia waited. Couldn't speak, couldn't move, couldn't do anything except sit there whilst Charlotte assessed her. Whilst Charlotte decided what she was worth.

"Your face," Charlotte said. "Those eyes. That mouth made for sucking cock." Her finger traced Sofia's lower lip. "And your body..." She gestured at Sofia's chest, her hips, the curves visible through thin fabric. "You're a Renaissance painting. Titian would've wept to paint you. The viewers will lose their fucking minds."

A Renaissance painting?

Titian. Sofia didn't even know who that was. Some artist probably. Someone famous. But Charlotte was looking at her like she was art. Like she was something precious and rare. Like she was beautiful.

Pretty enough, Tomasz had said once. But Charlotte was looking at her like she was more than adequate. Like she was magnificent.

Michael leaned forward. "Petra was popular. Kasia was very popular. But you, Sofia?" He smiled. "You could be a star. The star. Our best girl ever."

The best girl ever. Something hot bloomed in Sofia's chest. Something shameful and hungry. Pride. Competition. The desire to be better than those other girls, better than Petra with her dancer's body, better than Kasia with her loud fake screams. The desire to prove she was worth more, worth keeping, worth everything they were offering.

Charlotte must have seen it because her smile widened. Victory. "We'd like to film you, Sofia. Just like we filmed them. Masked at first, to protect your identity. Just your beautiful body and your genuine pleasure." Her hand moved higher on Sofia's thigh. "Nothing you haven't already done with us privately. Just... sharing it."

Just sharing it. With half a million strangers.

Charlotte clicked to another tab. Numbers filled the screen. A spreadsheet. Rows and columns Sofia didn't fully understand. But the totals at the bottom were clear enough. Very clear.

"This is what Petra earned in her thirteen months with us." Charlotte pointed at a figure. Fifty-five thousand pounds. "She used it to open a boutique in Prague. Owns it outright now. Her own business, her own life. And Kasia..." Another figure. Sixty thousand pounds. "Met her millionaire husband as viewer who contacted us. She's living in Notting Hill now, married, comfortable. This isn't just vanity, darling. It's opportunity."

Sixty thousand pounds!

Sofia's father earned maybe twelve thousand a year. Maybe. Breaking his back in that furniture factory, twelve-hour shifts, breathing sawdust, ruining his lungs for twelve thousand a year. Her mother cleaned houses for three pounds an hour. Scrubbed other people's toilets for scraps.

Sixty thousand pounds was life-changing money. Was escape money. Was never-go-back-to-Lublin money. Was enough to buy her parents a house. A real house, not a flat. Was enough to send her sisters to university. Was enough to be free.

"You're in complete control," Michael added. His voice warm. Reassuring. Like a father explaining a good investment. "If you hate it, we delete everything. No one ever sees it. But if you love it..." He let the possibility hang there. Float in the expensive air between them. "You could make serious money, Sofia. More than you'd earn in years of legitimate work. And you'd be doing something you already enjoy." He smiled. "We've seen how your body responds to being watched, to being desired. This just makes it official."

Something you already enjoy.

That was the trap. The truth. They'd already proven she liked it. Liked being touched, being fucked, being told she was beautiful. Liked the plug in her arse and Charlotte's mouth on her cunt and Michael's cock stretching her. Liked being theirs.

The camera was just one more step. One more boundary to cross. But it was a big step. The biggest yet.

"Would people..." Sofia's voice cracked. She swallowed, tasted wine and fear. "Would people in Poland see?"

Charlotte's hand moved to cup Sofia's face. Tender. The way Mama used to when Sofia was small. "The mask protects you, darling. And our audience is primarily UK and US. British men, American men, some Europeans. Also its members only – safe subscribers. The chance of someone from rural Poland stumbling onto this specific channel is almost zero." She paused. "And even if they did..." Her smile was gentle. "Would they admit to paying to watch porn? Would they tell your mother they recognised your body in a masked video?"

Sofia hadn't thought of that. The shame would work both ways. Anyone who recognised her would have to admit what they were watching. What they were doing whilst watching. Would have to admit they spent their evenings on PornHub and OnlyFans instead of at church.

"Besides," Charlotte continued, "Petra's family never found out. Kasia's family never found out." Her thumb stroked Sofia's cheek. "This is your secret. Your choice. Your escape."

That was what this was. Escape. A way out of the life waiting for her back home. The life she'd seen her mother live, her aunts live, every woman in Lublin live. Trapped. Married to factory workers or mechanics at twenty-two. Pregnant by twenty-three. Old by thirty. Dead inside by forty.

Or this. This life. Pleasure and money and sophistication. Being worshipped by hundreds of thousands of men who didn't care where she came from or what her father did for a living or whether she'd finished school. Men who just wanted her body, her moans, her pleasure.

Men who thought she was worth sixty thousand pounds.

Charlotte must have sensed her wavering because she delivered the final push. "Petra was brave, Sofia. Kasia was braver." She paused. Let it sink in. "They said yes when girls with more sense would've run. But I think you might be the bravest of all." Another pause. "The question is... are you?"

Am I brave enough to be better than them, to be their best girl, to be the star? Am I brave enough to be free?

Sofia looked at the screen one more time. At the view counts climbing into hundreds of thousands. At the comments from men begging to see the new girl, speculating about her body, her face, whether she'd be prettier than the others.

They already wanted her. Already desired her. And they'd barely heard her laugh. What would they do when they saw her properly? When they watched her come? When they saw what Charlotte and Michael had turned her into?

"Yes."

The word barely made sound. Just breath and fear and something else. Something hot.

Sofia swallowed. The wine was still there, coating her throat. She could taste it. Could taste the choice. "Yes. I want to try."

Louder this time. Braver. Like saying it stronger made it truer. Like volume meant she was choosing rather than being chosen.

But her hand shook when she drank more wine. And between her legs, where the plug sat stretching her, she was dripping. Had been dripping since Charlotte first said "camera." Since she'd first seen those view counts, those comments, those men wanting the new girl.

Wanting her.

Charlotte's smile was pure triumph. She leaned forward, kissed Sofia, deep, wet and possessive, her tongue in Sofia's mouth, owning her, showing her what she was now.

"Good girl," Charlotte murmured against Sofia's lips. "We'll make you unforgettable."

Michael poured more wine. Filled all three glasses to the brim. Celebratory. They raised them together, a toast. Sofia's hand shook but her eyes were bright, excited and terrified. Already imagining what it would feel like to be watched by strangers, to be desired by thousands, to be their star.

Charlotte clicked the laptop closed. "We'll start filming tomorrow. Something simple. Just you and me, darling." Her hand slid between Sofia's legs. Found her wet through her knickers. "I'll eat your cunt whilst you tell the camera how good it feels. Easy. Natural." Her fingers pressed. "And the viewers will fall in love with you just like we did."

Sofia drank her wine. Let herself believe it was love. Let herself believe she was brave.
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Lights, Camera, Corruption

The bedroom. Different. Someone had changed everything.

Sofia stood in the doorway, her hair still wet from the shower, skin damp under the silk robe Charlotte had given her. The robe clung. Too expensive, this fabric. Softer than anything from home. It whispered when she moved, slid across her skin like water.

But she wasn't thinking about the robe. She was thinking about the bed.

That bed. Where last night Michael had taken something from her she'd never imagined giving.

Her arse still ached. A deep, satisfied soreness that pulsed with every step. Charlotte had prepared her. Three days of progressively larger plugs. Patient stretching. Lube and praise and "good girl, you're opening up so beautifully."

But nothing had prepared Sofia for the reality of Michael's cock pushing inside her.

The burn. Jesus. The impossible stretch. Charlotte had been rubbing her clit, whispering reassurances whilst Michael worked himself deeper, inch by terrible inch. "Breathe, darling. Relax. Let him in. You're doing so well."

Sofia had cried. Actual tears soaking the pillow. Not from fear. From the overwhelming fullness. The wrongness that somehow felt utterly right.

Then he'd started moving.

Slow at first. Careful. Charlotte's fingers never stopping their perfect rhythm on her clit. And the pain had transformed. Melted into something else entirely. Something that made her push back. Beg for more. Come so hard she'd screamed his name in Polish.

Michael had filled her arse with cum. Hot. Deep. Claiming her completely whilst Charlotte praised them both. "Look at you. Our perfect girl. Taking everything we give you."

Afterwards, Charlotte had cleaned her. With her tongue.

Licked Michael's cum from Sofia's stretched, used hole whilst Sofia lay trembling and mortified and so aroused she'd come again just from the obscene gentleness of it.

That bed was now surrounded by cameras and lights.

The lights. Jesus. Two enormous ring lights on tall black stands, one on each side of the bed. Like guards on watch. They weren't on yet, but they looked professional. The kind of equipment she'd seen in those behind-the-scenes videos on YouTube. Professional filmmaking stuff, not just phones.

And cameras.

One on a tripod. Black. Heavy-looking. Pointed straight at the bed like a weapon. Another smaller one on the dresser next to bottles of lube and a phone charging.

This wasn't Michael filming on his mobile whilst they fucked. This was production, a business.

Real.

Her stomach twisted, something cold and sharp slid through her belly. Her hands grabbed the robe tighter, silk between her fingers. Last night, warm with wine, Charlotte's praise still in her ears, those impossible numbers glowing on the laptop screen, saying yes had felt easy. Brave. Like freedom.

This morning, cameras everywhere, cameras that would see everything, every inch of her body, every sound, every face she made when Charlotte's mouth was between her legs making her come? Terrifying.

And her cunt throbbed.

Wet. Already wet – she always was now. Her body didn't care about fear. Her body remembered Charlotte's tongue, Michael's cock, pleasure she'd never imagined existed. Her body wanted to be watched. Wanted strangers to see. Wanted them to know what she'd become.

Wanted to be their star.

Charlotte was adjusting one of the ring lights, completely calm. Black knickers, black bra, her auburn hair pulled back in a neat ponytail. Professional, like this was normal work, just another thing on her list between emails and client calls.

Charlotte looked up and saw her, her face warming with a smile. The kind of smile that made Sofia's chest ache. "Good morning, darling. Did you sleep well?"

"I... yes. Thank you."

Lies. She'd barely slept. Had lain awake replaying those videos, while her fingers were deep in her cunt, sometimes slipping to tease her aching slippery arsehole.

"Can't wait for the new girl."

Hundreds of thousands of men. Waiting. Wanting to see her.

Charlotte crossed the room and took Sofia's hands. Her fingers were warm, steady. Sofia's heart slowed. Just a little. "Nervous?"

Sofia nodded. Her throat tight.

"That's normal. Petra threw up before her first video." Charlotte laughed, soft. "Kasia cried. But once we started filming, once they let themselves feel it, they forgot to be scared." She squeezed Sofia's hands. "You will too. Promise."

She led Sofia to stand in front of the tripod camera. Positioned her carefully. Hands on Sofia's shoulders, adjusting. Hips next, turning her slightly left. The angle of her chin. Like arranging something precious. Like making art.

"The lens is your lover, Sofia." Charlotte's voice was quiet, teaching. "Seduce it the same way you'd seduce a man. Eye contact, confidence, let it see you want to be seen."

Sofia stared at the lens, it was just black glass, but it seemed to stare back. Not recording yet but watching anyway.

"Where do I look?" Her voice came out small.

"Slightly above the lens. See that mark?" Charlotte pointed to a piece of tape above the camera. "There. Most flattering angle. Shows your eyes, your face. Camera can't see up your nose."

Sofia hadn't thought about that. Angles. Technical details. She'd imagined... what? Just lying there whilst Charlotte touched her? Moaning?

No. This was craft. Work.

"Stand three-quarters." Charlotte moved behind her, hands on Sofia's hips, turning her left. "Straight-on is boring. This shows your curves. Your waist." Her hands slid lower. Cupped Sofia's arse through the silk. "Viewers want to see this. All of it."

Sofia's breath caught. Charlotte's hands shouldn't still do this. Make her wet, make her heart race. But they did. Every single time.

"The performance isn't acting." Charlotte stepped back, looked at her like a painting. "You're not pretending pleasure. You're letting yourself be watched whilst you feel it. There's a difference." She went to the dresser. Picked up a bottle of water. Handed it to Sofia. "You know how to come. I've made you come a dozen times. Now I'm teaching you how to share it."

Share it, like pleasure was something communal, generous. Not private and shameful and hidden under blankets in the dark.

Sofia drank. Her hands slightly steadier now.

"Right." Charlotte clapped once. "Let's practice. No filming yet. Just you and the lens. Touch yourself."

Sofia's stomach clenched. "Now?"

"Slowly." Charlotte ignored the question. "Show the camera what you like. Where you like being touched. Don't rush. Seduction is patience."

Sofia's fingers found the tie of her robe, and the silk fell open. Her body exposed, those too large breasts, and soft stomach. The dark blonde hair between her legs, trimmed but not shaved because she hadn't known she was supposed to shave, not until yesterday when Charlotte mentioned waxing appointments.

The lens watched. Even dead, not recording, it watched.

Her hand moved to her breast. Cupped the weight. Her nipple was already hard, tight and sensitive. She touched it the way Charlotte had taught her. Circling with her thumb. Light pressure.

"Good." Charlotte's voice was quiet. "But shoulders back. Don't hunch. Let your tits be proud. They're beautiful, act like you know it."

Sofia straightened. Arched. Her breasts lifted, nipples pointing at the camera.

"Yes, perfect. Just like that."

Her hand slid lower, down over her ribs, her stomach. Then between her legs, to her hot slit… which was slick with wetness. She'd been wet since waking up, since Charlotte knocked an hour ago and told her to shower and come to the bedroom.

Her fingers found her clit. Slick and swollen, and she circled it the way she'd learned. The way that made her gasp.

"That’s it, don’t hold back, let me hear what pleasure sounds like on you."

Sofia made a sound. Breathy. High. Forced, like bad porn. Those videos where women screamed too loud, too perfect, fake.

"No." Sharp - not angry - correcting. "That's performance. I want real. Touch your clit properly, make yourself actually feel good. The sound will come natural."

Sofia tried again. Pressed harder and found the rhythm that worked. The moan that came out was different, softer, real.

"Perfect." Charlotte smiled. "That's what viewers want. Authenticity. They know the difference between a girl performing and a girl feeling. You felt that. They'll hear it."

They'll hear it. Thousands. Sitting in bedrooms, locked offices, bathrooms, cocks in their hands, listening to her moan, watching her touch herself, imagining their hands instead of hers.

Instead of being disgusted, her cunt flooded at the thought.

Charlotte picked up something from the bed. Delicate black lace and held it out between them. "Your mask."

Sofia took it. The lace was soft. It would disguise but not completely hide her eyes, her nose, the top half of her face. But her mouth visible. Her lips. Her expressions when she came.

She put it on. Tied it behind her head. Looked into full-length mirror on the wardrobe door.

A stranger looked back. Masked. Body bare. Tits exposed, cunt barely hidden by blonde hair. She looked... different. Mysterious. Sexual. Like those women in the videos. The ones who weren't ashamed. The ones men paid to see.

She looked expensive.

Charlotte appeared behind her in the mirror, still in her black lingerie, phone in her hand. "For the thumbnail. First thing viewers see when they're scrolling. You need to look irresistible."

She took photos. Several: Sofia standing looking innocent, Sofia with hand on hip, Sofia biting her lower lip.

"Gorgeous." Charlotte murmured, reviewing the images. "Absolutely gorgeous. Petra was pretty. Kasia was sexy. But you?" She looked up, met Sofia's eyes in the mirror. "You're art, darling."

Not Sofia Kowalski from Lublin who served coffee and cleaned houses. Art.

Their creation.

"Right. Positions." Charlotte set the phone down, gestured to the bed. "Need to see how you look from different angles. On your back first."

Sofia climbed onto the bed and lay back. Legs together, arms at her sides.

"No. Too stiff." Charlotte moved her. Bent her knees, let them fall open slightly. Positioned her arms above her head. "There. Vulnerable but inviting."

She was afraid, terrified. Her heart trying to escape her chest, but she was so fucking aroused she was panting like a dog.

"Now on your knees, arse nice and high."

Sofia rolled over and got on all fours. Lowered her chest to the mattress, raised her bum. An explicit, pornographic position, with her cunt and arse completely exposed to the camera's dead eye.

"Beautiful." Charlotte's voice was breathy. "Viewers are going to lose their minds when they see this arse."

More poses: On her side, one leg raised, sitting with legs spread. Kneeling, back arched, hands in her hair. Sofia's face burned under the mask, but her cunt throbbed. She looked like those women, the professionals.

She wanted to be one.

Wanted thousands of men to see her like this. Want her. Touch themselves watching her come.

"Perfect." Charlotte helped her sit up. "Now. Today's scene." She sat beside Sofia on the bed, took her hand. "You and me. Michael will film but won’t participate. Not today anyway. Your first video should be about your pleasure, not just servicing cock."

Your first video. Not the only one.

"We'll start with kissing, take our time. Then I go down on you, make you come with my mouth." Her thumb stroked Sofia's palm. "Then the strap-on. I'll fuck you till you come again. Real orgasm, Sofia. Not faked. That's what makes you special, better than the others."

Best.

"What if I can't?" Sofia's voice small. "Come, I mean. What if I'm too nervous?"

Charlotte cupped her face. Green eyes serious. Certain. "Darling, you came on my tongue the first time I touched you. Came three times the night Michael fucked you, and again when he took your virgin arse. Your body knows what it wants, it needs to be touched. Wants to be watched."

A soft knock, and Sofia’s head jerked up as the door opened.

Michael stepped through, nodded to them both and picked up the camera on the table, checking something on the side. He wore jeans, black t-shirt. Casual. But his eyes when hungry when they landed on Sofia, masked and nearly naked on the bed.

"Fuck." Simple. Quiet. Reverent. "You look incredible."

Sofia's pulse jumped. His gaze felt physical. Like hands touching her.

"Viewers are going to worship you." Michael moved to the tripod, adjusted something, and nodded to himself. "Petra's first video got fifty thousand views first week. Kasia's got seventy. Yours?" He looked up. Smiled. "Reckon we'll hit a hundred easy. Maybe more."

A hundred thousand men, watching and wanting her. It made her tingle in her stomach.

Charlotte stood and clapped once. "Right. Let's begin. Sofia, lie back on the bed. Michael, start recording when I signal."

This was it. No more practice. Real.

Sofia moved to the centre of the bed. Her legs weak. Unsteady. She lay back against the pillows; the position Charlotte had arranged earlier. Knees bent. Legs parted slightly. Arms above her head.

Vulnerable and inviting. Exposed.

Michael moved to the tripod; his hand hovered over the record button.

Charlotte removed her bra and knickers. Naked now, confident and beautiful, completely unashamed. She climbed onto the bed, positioned herself beside her, and met Sofia's eyes through the mask.

"Ready, darling?"

No. Yes. She didn't know. Her heart was trying to break through her ribs. Escape.

But she nodded.

Charlotte looked at Michael, and the red recording light blinked on.

Recording.

The camera watching now. Capturing everything. Soon the world watching too. Strangers seeing her body. Her pleasure. Her surrender.

And fuck, she wanted them to see.

Charlotte leaned down. Kissed her deep. Possessive. Claiming her mouth for the camera.

Sofia kissed back. Let herself be claimed.

Let herself become their star.
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The Camera Loves Her

Charlotte's kisses commanded. Her tongue explored Sofia's mouth, hands roaming possessive over Sofia's body, every inch claimed. A performance for the camera but also real. Charlotte wanted her. Actually wanted her.

Sofia went rigid.

The lens, the camera, capturing it all. Preserving this forever. Her kissing a woman, her wanting it. Mama's voice screamed in her head, but Charlotte's tongue and touches silenced everything.

Michael circled them, the handheld camera tracking their bodies, finding new angles. Sofia heard the soft mechanical whir of the lens as the focus adjusted. Professional equipment. This wasn't some amateur footage on a phone, this was proper filming, real pornography.

She was in a porno. Fuck.

Charlotte pulled back; broke the kiss but stayed close. Then she turned her head, looked directly into the tripod camera across the room. Addressed the future audience, the thousands who didn't exist yet but would.

"This is Sofia. Twenty years old. From Poland." Charlotte's hand slid down Sofia's stomach. Possessive. Ownership. "And today she's going to show you lovely subscribers how beautiful surrender looks."

Surrender.

The word hit her cunt before her brain. A pulse, a throb. Yes, that's what this was. Surrendering herself to them and the camera. Surrendering to thousands of strangers who'd watch this, while touching themselves. They’d come watching her.

Charlotte's hands moved to Sofia's bra, undid the clasp slowly and deliberately. Drew it away from Sofia's body like unwrapping a present. Presented her breasts to the camera like an offering.

Cover yourself. Hide!

But Charlotte had positioned her arms above her head and Sofia kept them there. Stayed exposed. Let herself be seen.

Michael moved closer, camera lens tracked down her body, lingered on her breasts. Capturing them from every angle. Her nipples stood hard, pebbled dark against pale skin, betraying her arousal for anyone who'd eventually watch.

No pretending she wasn't turned on, the camera saw everything.

Charlotte's mouth descended on Sofia's left breast. Her tongue circled the nipple before sucking it into her mouth. Hard and wet and perfect. At the same time her hand slid between Sofia's legs, cupped her through the thin knickers still covering her.

A gasp tore from Sofia's throat.

Loud. The microphone would catch it. Preserve her pleasure, her need.

Charlotte smiled against her skin. Switched to the other breast whilst her fingers pressed harder between Sofia's legs. Found her clit through fabric and rubbed. Slow expert circles. Circles that made Sofia's hips buck.

"Please." She didn't mean to speak. The word just escaped.

"Please what, darling?" Charlotte's voice was warm. Teasing. She knew exactly what Sofia needed but was making her ask.

Making her beg on camera.

"Please... touch me properly."

"I am touching you."

"You know what I mean."

Charlotte lifted her head. Met Sofia's eyes through the mask. "Say it clearly. Tell the camera what you want."

Sofia's face burned. Her whole body burned. Heat crawling up her neck, her chest, settling between her legs where she throbbed.

But her cunt ached. Desperate, empty. Needing.

"I want you to take off my knickers. Touch my... my cunt. Please."

Charlotte's smile was triumphant. She looked into Michael's camera. "You heard her."

Then she hooked her fingers into the waistband of Sofia's knickers. Dragged them down her legs slowly. Tossed them aside, spread Sofia's legs wide. Positioned her for the lens. For the audience.

Sofia felt the air on her exposed cunt. Cool against wet heat. Against wetness she couldn't hide.

Michael moved to the foot of the bed. Filming her from between her spread thighs. Getting the explicit shot; probably zoomed in on her glistening cunt. Swollen and ready. Everything visible. Her most private parts on display in high definition. Desperate and slutty.

Charlotte provided narration, speaking to the camera. "Look how wet she is already. She loves being watched. Don't you, Sofia?"

Charlotte's fingers circled her clit. Direct contact now. Skin on skin. No barrier. Nothing between them.

Sofia could only moan in response. Words had abandoned her. There was only sensation. Only shame and desperate need colliding in her chest, her cunt, everywhere.

Charlotte settled properly between Sofia's thighs, got comfortable. Looked up at Sofia's masked face, then directly at the tripod camera across the room.

"Watch her come undone."

Then her tongue made first contact.

Sofia's back arched violently off the bed. A desperate cry ripped from her throat.

Different from fingers. So different; wetter, softer, a hot animal feeling. Charlotte's tongue was clever and relentless. Licking up and down through her folds, then switching to circle her clit. Dipping deep inside her cunt before returning to that sensitive bundle of nerves. Again and again and again.

The sensation was amplified by the awareness of being filmed. Every lick captured, every moan preserved. Michael's camera moving between angles: wide shots, close-ups, her masked face, her mouth open and panting, the explicit detail of tongue on cunt.

Another surge of wetness flooded Charlotte's tongue. The camera would see. Everyone would know.

Charlotte knew exactly how Sofia's body responded because she'd done this multiple times before. She knew the exact pressure, the rhythm, when Sofia was getting close, only to back off again, building her higher. Her tongue flicked rapidly over Sofia's clit. Then slower. Broad soft strokes. Then sucking it gently into her mouth whilst her fingers pressed inside Sofia's cunt. When had her fingers joined? Two of them. Curling, finding that spot. That spot that made stars explode behind Sofia's eyes. That spot Tomasz had never found.

Sofia's hands flew to Charlotte's hair. Gripping desperately, holding her in place. “Don't stop. Don't you dare stop.” Even though the pleasure was almost painful in its intensity.

She forgot the camera existed. Forgot Michael was there. Forgot everything except the mounting pressure building low in her belly. The desperate need climbing higher and higher. It was building so fast. Charlotte's tongue was destroying her.

Oh fuck, she was going to come. The shame and the thrill collided, and she didn't care anymore, didn't care about anything except coming. Just needed to come.

"Charlotte, I'm... I'm going to..."

"Come for me, darling. Let them see."

The orgasm crashed through her like a violent wave, totally overwhelming. Her entire body convulsed, soaked cunt clenching around Charlotte's fingers. Clit pulsing under her tongue. She cried out, loud and unrestrained. No performance, just raw pleasure ripping through her body.

Michael captured everything. Her face behind the mask. Mouth open. Body arching. The picture of ecstasy. Perfect pornographic image.

But Charlotte didn't stop.

She kept licking. Kept fucking Sofia with her fingers. Pushing her immediately toward a second peak before the first had even finished. Before Sofia could breathe.

Too much. Too sensitive…

But Sofia's body responded anyway. The pleasure building again impossibly fast because Charlotte knew exactly what she was doing. Exactly how to play Sofia's body like an instrument.

Sofia was babbling now. Incoherent. "Please, oh God, please, yes, yes..."

Half English. Half Polish. Words and sounds she didn't recognise tumbling from her mouth. Kurwa! Tak. Fuck. Yes. All mixed together.

The second orgasm was even more intense. Deeper. Longer. Harder. Sofia sobbed with the overwhelming sensation. Tears leaked from behind the mask. Body shaking uncontrollably. Out of control.

Charlotte finally relented. Mercy.

She crawled up Sofia's body slowly. Letting Michael capture every moment. Then she kissed Sofia deeply, made her taste herself on Charlotte's lips and tongue. Salt and musk - her own cunt.

Sofia kissed back weakly. Thoroughly destroyed.

Charlotte pulled away slightly. Smiled down at her. "Beautiful. You're so beautiful when you come."

Then she reached for the bedside drawer.

Retrieved the strap-on she'd shown Sofia a few days earlier. Flesh-toned silicone, realistic looking. Big - at least seven inches. Not quite as big as Michael. But thick enough to stretch.

Charlotte stood beside the bed as she stepped into the harness whilst Michael filmed the process. Adjusted the straps. Positioned the dildo properly, made sure it sat right.

Sofia watched, dazed and needy. Her cunt still throbbed from the orgasms but already wanted more. Wanting to be filled properly, fucked hard.

Charlotte stroked the dildo once. Obscene gesture. Like it was real. "You want this, Sofia?"

"Yes."

"Tell the camera."

Sofia looked at the tripod. At the unblinking lens. At the future audience. "I want you to fuck me. Please."

Charlotte's smile was predatory as she climbed back onto the bed. Positioned Sofia on her hands and knees. Arranged her carefully for the camera. Side on for the best angle. "Let them see your arse and tits swing whilst I fuck you."

Sofia got into position. Forearms on the mattress. Arse raised. Completely exposed. Everything exposed. Michael moved to film from behind. Sofia could feel the camera's gaze on her. Her exposed cunt, her tight arsehole. Everything visible, nothing hidden.

Charlotte positioned herself behind Sofia. One hand gripped Sofia's hip. Tight and controlling, while the other guided the dildo to Sofia's soaking wet and already open cunt.

She pressed forward slowly, and the head breached Sofia's cunt. Stretching her. Filling her. Bigger than fingers. Bigger than Tomasz.

Sofia's moan was deep and guttural. Animalistic, not human.

Charlotte pushed deeper. Inch by inch. Letting Sofia feel every bit of the silicone cock intrusion. Giving the camera time to capture the dildo disappearing into Sofia's body. Into her hungry cunt.

Then she was fully seated. The harness pressed against Sofia's arse. The dildo buried completely inside her cunt. So fucking full.

"Fuck." Sofia's voice was desperate and wrecked.

Steady, deep strokes. Charlotte pulling almost completely out before driving back in, building a grunting rhythm. One hand still gripped Sofia's hip, and now the other reached around to find Sofia's clit.

Perfect coordination, fucking her whilst stimulating her. Exactly the combination Sofia's body craved. Exactly what she needed.

Sofia dropped lower, head turned to look into Micheal’s camera, her arse riding higher. Taking the strap-on desperately. Pushing back to meet each thrust. Fucking herself on it.

Being fucked on camera. By a woman. For money, for views. For strangers to touch themselves too, and it felt so good she couldn't breathe.

The sounds were obscene now: Wet slapping, and the sound of her sopping cunt almost gurgling under the assault. Sofia's moans. Charlotte's grunts of effort. Michael's soft footsteps as he circled them. Capturing every angle. Every position. Every thrust.

Charlotte's fingers worked Sofia's clit, matching the rhythm of her thrusts. Relentless. Expert. Twenty years of experience in those fingers.

"You're going to come again," Charlotte said. A command, an order. "Come on my cock whilst they watch. Show them how good you are."

Sofia was already there. Already falling. The combination of the dildo stretching her cunt and Charlotte's skilled fingers was too much. Overwhelming and purely devastating.

The third orgasm ripped through her. Even more intense than the previous two because she was so sensitive. So overstimulated. So used. Her cunt clenched violently around the dildo. Her body shook, convulsed.

She screamed into the mattress. Muffled but still audible, ready to be captured by the microphone.

Wave after wave of pleasure. Endless. Too much… never enough.

Charlotte fucked her through it, didn't slow, just kept driving into her whilst Sofia's body convulsed and spasmed. Whilst she fell apart.

Finally, mercifully, Charlotte stilled. Stayed buried inside Sofia for a long moment. Then pulled out slowly. Letting the camera capture it. The dildo withdrawing, while Sofia's cunt gaped. Red, swollen and used. Empty.

Michael filmed the aftermath: her ruined cunt, trembling body. Her complete surrender.

Her entire body felt liquid, and she couldn't move. Could barely breathe. Every muscle spent.

Charlotte removed the harness and set it aside, then turned Sofia onto her back.

Kissed her tenderly. Sweetly. Completely different from the commanding kisses earlier. Soft. Loving almost.

"Perfect," Charlotte whispered against Sofia's lips. "You were perfect."

Michael's voice came from somewhere. Nearby but distant. Professional. Satisfied. "Cut."

The red lights blinked off.

Done.

Sofia lay staring at the ceiling. Her chest heaving, sweat cooling on her skin, making her shiver. The mask still covered most of her face, but Charlotte had loosened it slightly.

She'd just become a pornstar.

The heavy reality settled over her, smothering and warm simultaneously. She'd done it. Actually done it. Let them film her being eaten out, fucked. Made to come three times whilst Michael captured every moment. Every expression, every orgasm.

Soon that footage would be edited and uploaded to their channel. Viewed by thousands of strangers. Maybe millions. Men all over the world.

The thought once have filled her with shame, but instead her cunt gave a weak throb. Still wanting. Still hungry despite being thoroughly used.

Kurwa!

Charlotte lay beside her. Stroked her hair gently, almost loving. "How do you feel?"

Sofia turned her head. Met Charlotte's green eyes. Those beautiful green eyes.

"Like I want to see it."

Charlotte's smile was radiant, like celebrating a victory. She looked at Michael, who was reviewing footage on the camera's small screen. Small but clear. Clear enough to see.

"She wants to see it."

Michael glanced up. His expression pleased. Proud even. Like she'd done well. Like she'd passed. "It's brilliant. She's a natural. Better than Petra. Better than Kasia. The camera loves her. But let me edit it first, you’ll want to see it on a bigger screen."
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Watching Sofia Surrender

Charlotte's office was all sunshine and clean white walls. Normal, respectable - the room where she was about to watch herself get fucked. Michael sat at the desk, laptop open. He looked up when they entered, and his smile did something complicated to Sofia's insides.

"All finished." Pride in his voice. "Come see."

Charlotte guided her to the chair between them, sat her down with gentle pressure on her shoulders. Both of them flanking her once again, close and possessive.

Michael's hand hung over the trackpad. "Ready?"

Sofia nodded, and the screen filled with her. Well, not her face. The mask really did hide that. But her body, unmistakable, lying back against the pillows, thighs already parted. And Charlotte climbing over her, all pale skin and confidence.

The title appeared over the opening shot, white text professional.

"Introducing Sofia - Sweet Polish Au Pair's First Time on Camera"


Her first name. Attached to this.

"Good title," Charlotte murmured, hand resting on Sofia's thigh. "Sets expectations perfectly."

On screen, Charlotte kissed her, and Sofia watched her own body respond, watched herself kiss back with an eagerness that made heat crawl up her neck.

She didn't remember being that hungry. But there it was, proof.

The camera angle was flattering, professional. Made her tits look perfect, full and heavy, nipples already hard. Made her body look like something from actual porn. Worth watching.

Charlotte's voice narrated over the footage. "This is Sofia. Twenty years old. From Poland. And today she's going to show you how beautiful surrender looks."

Sofia's breath caught. Claiming her, introducing her to strangers like she was a product on display. As the action heated up, the gasps were loud and clear. Sofia heard herself moan, animal sounds torn from her throat.

"You sound incredible," Michael said. "Exactly what viewers want. Genuine."

Genuine pleasure. Real corruption.

On screen, Charlotte pulled away Sofia's knickers. Spread her legs wide, positioning her for the camera. The lens zoomed in.

Sofia's cunt. Pink and swollen and glistening wet.

Everything visible. Every fold. Every detail of her arousal laid bare.

"Fuck," Sofia whispered.

Charlotte squeezed her thigh. "Beautiful, isn't it? You're beautiful."

On screen, Charlotte settled between her thighs. Looked up at the camera. "Look how wet she is already. She loves being watched. Don't you, Sofia?"

Then her tongue made contact.

Sofia watched herself arch off the bed, watched her mouth fall open. Heard her own cry echo through the office.

She looked desperate, a wanton woman, a slut. On screen, Sofia came. First orgasm ripping through her, body convulsing. Screaming her pleasure for the camera.

"That's the money shot," Michael said, and replayed it. "Look at your face. Real orgasm. Can't fake that."

Sofia watched herself come again. And again. Michael replaying it, studying it.

She looked beautiful. Looked like every pornstar she'd ever seen. Looked like she belonged there.

The video continued. Second orgasm, Sofia sobbing, tears visible behind the mask. Charlotte relentless.

Then the strap-on. The camera captured everything. Her cunt waiting. Open. Ready. Sofia watched it disappear into her body. Inch by inch. Stretching her. Opening her up for everyone to see.

"Beautiful penetration shot," Michael said. "You can see everything."

Sofia watched herself get fucked. Watched her body take it desperately, her arse bouncing, her cunt stretched wide.

Then Michael's clever editing. Split screen - Sofia's masked face in one panel, the penetration in another.

Both visible simultaneously. Her expression and her cunt. Art and obscenity together.

The final orgasm built on screen, Sofia's moans getting louder, higher, more desperate. "Please, please, oh God, please..."

Then she came. Screaming it. Cunt clenching around the dildo. Body shaking, destroyed.

The split screen showed both. Her face contorted in ecstasy. And her cunt spasming, gripping.

The video ended with her collapsed on the bed. Charlotte pulling out slowly. Kissing her tenderly.

Fade to black.

Silence filled the office.

Sofia stared at the frozen final frame. Her own body wrecked and beautiful.

She'd just watched herself in pornography. Real pornography. Professional quality.

Charlotte's voice came soft. "What do you think?"

Sofia found her voice. "I look... I look like pornstar."

Michael corrected her gently. "You are a pornstar now, Sofia. A beautiful one."

Sofia watched him navigate to the upload screen, start adding tags. Amateur. Lesbian. First Time. Polish. Au Pair. Real Orgasm. Masked.

Each tag felt like a label stuck to her skin. A way to categorise her. To sell her.

Michael clicked something. The status changed. "Unlisted."

"What's that mean?" Sofia asked.

"Means only people with the direct link can see it," Michael explained. "We review it one more time before going public. Make sure you're certain."

Charlotte showed her thumbnails in a row, five options. The stills she had taken on her phone. "Which one?" Charlotte asked. "Which represents you best?"

Sofia pointed at the first. The most innocent image, and the most honest one. "That one."

Charlotte smiled. "The most honest choice. Good girl."

Michael set the thumbnail. That picture would represent her now. Would make strangers click. Make them watch. Make them want.

Michael's hand hovered over the trackpad, serious now. "Do we have your permission to make this public? Once it's uploaded, it's permanent, Sofia."

Sofia looked at the screen. At her own image frozen in pleasure, mouth open, neck arched.

This was the edge. Jump and she'd fall into a world she couldn't climb out of. But falling looked like flying from here.

She wanted to be worth something more than she'd ever been worth before. Wanted to matter.

Sofia nodded. "I want people to see."

Charlotte kissed her temple. "Good girl. You're going to be so famous."

Michael clicked. The status changed to "Public."

Live now. Permanent.

Sofia watched the screen. The view count sat at zero.

Charlotte refreshed the page. "Takes a few minutes for the algorithm to push it out."

Then it changed!

Forty-seven people right now watching her. Watching her cunt. Watching her come. Strangers she'd never meet. All watching her naked. All seeing every part of her.

Michael stood, checked his watch. "I need to collect Emma. You two enjoy the launch." He kissed Charlotte, squeezed Sofia's shoulder, approving. Left them alone.

The view count kept climbing.

Charlotte pulled Sofia into her lap, arms wrapping around her waist, chin settling on her shoulder. Both watching the screen together. Sofia watched the numbers tick upwards, and then the first comment appeared.

"Who is this goddess? Best girl yet!”


Goddess. A stranger called her a goddess.

More comments appeared.

"Holy fuck, she's perfect."
"More of her please, she's incredible."
"Better than the Czech girl already."


Better than Petra. Sofia's cunt clenched, she'd already surpassed the previous girl. Already won.

Charlotte refreshed again. More comments flooding in.

"I'd pay serious money to fuck her."
"Those tits are perfection."
"Love how she takes the strap-on. Can't wait to see her take real cock."


Real cock. They wanted more; wanted to see Michael fuck her. Wanted to watch her take him.

And fuck, she wanted to give it to them!

Sofia's breath came faster, reading their words, their desire. They wanted her. Tens of them already. Wanted to own pieces of her. Wanted to fuck her. Wanted to do filthy things – some she’d have to look up later.

Charlotte's voice was soft against her ear. "How does it feel, darling?"

Sofia watched the view count climb past a thousand, the numbers moving faster now. She answered honestly. "It feels better than anything."

Better than anything she'd ever felt. This hunger from strangers - this proof she was worth watching.

Charlotte smiled against her neck. "Good. Because this is just the beginning."

Next time, she'd film with Michael. Would take his beautiful big cock on camera and would let thousands watch him fuck her. She would give them what they wanted.

She wanted millions to know her body. To desire her. To touch themselves watching her. Sofia leaned back into Charlotte's embrace. The sunny office felt right now.

Charlotte's hand slid up her thigh. "Tomorrow we'll make you even more famous. Tomorrow you'll be perfect."

Perfect.


The Face Reveal & The Final Seal
The Algorithm of Corruption


The numbers were exquisite.

Charlotte sat at her desk, espresso cooling at her elbow, Onlyfans analytics dashboard glowing on her laptop screen. The masked video - Sweet Polish Au Pair's First Time – had sold more copies than any video they’d ever put out, and that was only overnight. Better than Petra's entire first week combined. And subscriptions on the increase too.

That innocent cover image of Sofia must have them drooling.

She leaned back, satisfaction spreading warm through her chest. Sofia had that rare quality the others lacked: virtue that begged to be stained. Innocence so genuine it practically glowed through the screen, made men desperate to ruin it.

Charlotte clicked to the comments section, filtered by Most Liked. The pattern emerged immediately.

"Face reveal when?"
"Need to see this goddess without the mask."
"Polish accent is fucking hot but I need to see her face."
"She's perfect. Show us everything."


Dozens of similar demands. The audience was hungry, impatient, wanting more of Sofia than just her masked body and accented moans. They needed ownership. Complete access.

Pride swelled hot and possessive. Not just in Sofia's natural talent, but in Charlotte's own skill as a trainer. She'd refined her technique with each girl, learned from mistakes, perfected the psychological manipulation required to transform Catholic virgins into eager pornographic performers.

Sofia was her masterpiece.

The door opened behind her. Michael's footsteps crossed the office floor, then his hand settled on her shoulder whilst he bent to kiss her neck.

"Good morning, darling. How did we do?"

Charlotte tilted her head, allowed him better access. "We’ve seen a big expansion on the subs, and that video’s blown away anything previous."

Michael's hand tightened on her shoulder. "Christ. That's remarkable."

"Isn't it?"

She pulled up the revenue projections. "If this continues, we're looking at five thousand pounds in the first month. From this video alone."

Michael whistled low. "And we haven't even started the main shows."

"Exactly." Charlotte lifted her espresso, found it cold, set it down. "Though we have a problem."

"What kind of problem?"

She gestured to the comments, the endless demands for face reveal. "They love the body, but they need the face. The mask creates intrigue initially, but it caps engagement. They want complete access."

Michael read the comments, then straightened. "How soon are you thinking?"

"Today."

His eyebrows rose. "That's aggressive."

"It's strategic." Charlotte stood, warming to her argument. "We have momentum. The algorithm's pushing us hard because engagement is so high. If we wait, that momentum drops. We need to capitalise whilst the audience is rabid for more."

She crossed to the window overlooking the back garden. The hot tub sat empty in morning sunlight, scene of Sofia's first seduction just weeks ago.

"Besides," Charlotte continued, "the longer we wait, the more time Sofia has to think. Right now she's high on validation, drunk on being desired. We push whilst she's pliable."

Michael considered this, arms folded. "What are you proposing? Just the face reveal, or something more substantial?"

Charlotte turned back, smile sharp. "Nuclear option. Face reveal combined with anal."

"Christ." Heat replaced hesitation in his expression. "That's substantial."

"It's perfect."

Michael was nodding now, calculating the same way she did. "Do you think she's ready? Anal and showing her face in one session?"

Charlotte laughed, low and satisfied. "Darling, she pretty much squirted the other night with your cock stuffed up her bum. She's physically ready, and psychologically?" She moved closer. "She's desperate."

"Desperate how?"

"Desperate to be the star. Desperate to beat Petra's numbers. She needs to prove she's worth something." Charlotte reached up, straightened Michael's collar though it didn't need it. "I've been feeding her the analytics, showing her how she's outperforming the others. Letting her read the comments calling her a goddess. She's addicted to the validation."

Michael's expression shifted. "She wants this."

"She thinks she wants it," Charlotte corrected. "Which is close enough. I'll frame the face reveal as the audience's reward for how well she's performing. The anal as her reward for being brave enough to show herself. She's competitive, vain, and completely under our influence. She'll agree."

Michael nodded decisively. "When do you want to shoot?"

Charlotte glanced at the clock. Half past nine. "Give me an hour to prep her psychologically. Emma's with your mother until tonight, so we have all day." She smiled, predatory. "I'm thinking we start around eleven."

"Choreography?"

Charlotte had been planning this for days. "You'll direct. I want the opening shot to be her walking in without the mask. Camera catches that vulnerability, the tear when she realises what she's agreeing to. Then you take control. Start slow with the anal, let her adjust, but once she's taking it properly I want you to dominate her completely. Rough as you can get away with."

Michael's breathing had changed. Arousal, visible and gratifying.

"I'll stay behind camera mostly," Charlotte continued, "but I'll join at the end. The audience loves seeing us together with her. Reinforces the couple dynamic."

She stepped back, surveyed Michael with critical appreciation. He'd do well today. Always did.

"Go shower. Trim everything. I want you looking immaculate. This is our biggest production yet."

Michael moved towards the door, then paused. "Charlotte? Are we sure about this? Once her face is out there, there's no taking it back."

Charlotte met his gaze steadily. "That's rather the point, darling. Once she's fully exposed, she's fully ours. No more hiding behind anonymity. She'll be committed."

He nodded and left.

Charlotte turned back to her laptop, opened her planning document. She'd been refining the script for this scene all week, anticipating this exact moment. Psychological degradation disguised as empowerment, exploitation framed as choice. The audience would devour it.

Charlotte closed the laptop. Time to wake Sofia, who'd been sleeping late since Emma wasn't here requiring breakfast and nursery runs.

Time to harvest what she'd been cultivating so carefully. Today, they would make her unforgettable.

Charlotte crossed to the bed and sat on the edge, reached out to stroke Sofia's shoulder gently.

"Wake up, darling. We have work to do."
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The Mirror and the Mask

Sofia sat on the edge of the unmade bed, phone clutched in both hands like a prayer book. Thumb moving. Refresh. Refresh. Refresh.

The view count climbed.

Paying men who'd seen her tits bounce, heard her moan, watched Charlotte's strap-on disappear into her cunt whilst she begged for more.

Mama would die. Just collapse right there in church, rosary beads scattering across the floor. But Mama was in Lublin scrubbing rich people's toilets for a handful of zloty an hour. Sofia was here, in a fancy house, being worshipped by strangers who called her goddess.

She shifted on the mattress.

Oh God, the plug.

It sat deep in her arse, thick silicone stretching her completely, a constant fullness that made her acutely aware of every tiny movement. Charlotte had woken and told her this morning: "Time for the large plug darling. Keep it in until I come for you. x"

Sofia had obeyed without thinking. Knelt on the cold bathroom tiles, worked the lubed toy past her rim with shaking hands, felt herself burn and stretch and finally yield. The ease of her obedience scared her more than anything else. No hesitation. No inner voice saying this is wrong, you should refuse. Just immediate compliance, like Charlotte's commands had replaced her own thoughts.

The plug shifted when she moved. A sharp reminder pushing against nerve endings she hadn't known existed three weeks ago.

Charlotte was helping her. Preparing her body for what was coming.

For Michael. For the cameras. For anal sex filmed in 4K resolution whilst thousands of men watched her.

Sofia scrolled through the comments on yesterday's video, reading them in a whisper like confessions at mass. Each comment sent heat pulsing through her cunt. The validation was better than wine. Better than anything she'd felt back in Lublin, where she'd been nobody, just another factory worker's daughter with rough hands and no prospects beyond marrying Tomasz and having babies and scrubbing floors until her back bent like Mama's.

Here, strangers called her goddess. Here, men begged to see more of her. Here, she mattered.

Footsteps on the stairs.

Sofia's pulse spiked. She locked the phone quickly, set it face-down on the duvet, smoothed her hair with nervous hands. The cheap pyjama shorts and vest top she'd brought from Poland felt suddenly wrong. Too much evidence of who she used to be.

The door opened, and Charlotte looked perfect this morning. Rested. Powerful. Silk loungewear in dove grey. Coffee cup in one hand, iPad in the other, completely relaxed. A woman in her own house, about to discuss mundane things like Emma's breakfast or the shopping list.

Except they both knew what they were actually about to discuss.

Charlotte sat beside her on the bed, thigh touching thigh. The silk of her loungewear was cool against Sofia's bare leg.

"So, are you ready for the next step?"

Her hand landed on Sofia's thigh - the kind of touch that said you belong to me now.

Sofia nodded, throat too tight for words.

Charlotte's thumb stroked her skin, slow circles that made the plug shift. "I saw you checking the views. Obsessively, I imagine." A knowing smile. "Can't stop looking, can you?"

Heat crawled up Sofia's neck. Caught. She felt like a child found with her hand in the biscuit tin.

"It's natural," Charlotte continued. Her voice was warm honey, understanding, non-judgmental. "That's the addiction setting in, sweetheart. The need to know how many people want you. How many men are touching themselves to your image right now, this very second."

Sofia's breath caught in her chest. Her mind a whirl with images of men alone in dark rooms right now, morning light filtering through curtains, cocks hard in their hands whilst they watched her. Watched her tits bounce. Watched her beg. Watched Charlotte fuck her like she owned her.

"Exciting, isn't it? Knowing you're giving pleasure to thousands. That you matter to them. That they need you."

Need. That word hit differently. Sofia had never been needed before. Not like this. Her family needed her wages. Emma needed her childcare. But strangers needing her, craving her, that was new. That was power.

Charlotte lifted the iPad, tapped the screen with manicured fingers, turned it towards Sofia.

"Look."

Sofia looked.

Numbers filled the screen. Earnings estimate. Her brain couldn't process it at first, the figure was too large. More than Papa made in six months of twelve-hour shifts, standing on concrete floors until his knees swelled and his back screamed. Six months of his life compressed into one number.

From one video.

One masked video of her being fucked.

"That's..." Sofia's voice came out wrong, strangled. "That's from one video?"

Charlotte's smile was radiant now. Victorious. "One masked video. Imagine what happens when they see your face."

The words sat between them, heavy and obvious.

Charlotte swiped to the comments section, began reading aloud. Her voice made them sound reasonable, flattering, like compliments instead of demands:

"She's perfect, but why hide that face?"
"I bet she has beautiful eyes."
"Is she ashamed of us? She shouldn't be."


Charlotte set the iPad down on the duvet, turned to face Sofia fully. Her green eyes were soft, concerned, like a friend worried about hurting feelings. "They feel rejected, Sofia. Like you think you're too good for them. Like you're ashamed of what we do together."

"I'm not ashamed-" Sofia started, automatic defences rising.

"Then show them." Charlotte's voice stayed gentle but something underneath was insistent, unyielding. "Let them see the real you. Let them worship the real Sofia, not just a masked body."

Sofia's hand moved without thinking, touched her own face. Her skin felt hot, and her vanity flared in her chest, bright and shameful. She was prettier than Petra. Michael had said so. Definitely prettier than Kasia with her sharp Slavic features and those fake theatrical moans. Why should Sofia hide when she was the best? When she could win?

Charlotte's voice dropped lower, more intimate. "The mask tells them you're hiding. That you're embarrassed. That the other girls were braver."

"That’s not true!"

"Then prove it." Charlotte's hand slid higher up her thigh, fingertips brushing the hem of her shorts. "Let them see your face. Let them know your name. Let them worship every part of you, not just the bits we choose to show."

The plug shifted as Sofia's body tensed. The fullness made her lightheaded, made thinking difficult. The two sensations were tangling together now, twisting into something she couldn't unpick: exposure and arousal. Being seen and being used. They were becoming the same thing in her brain, and she didn't know how to separate them anymore.

To be known. To be seen fully whilst Michael fucked her arse. Whilst she came. Whilst she begged.

It was the ultimate sin. The final line. And the ultimate thrill.

If she showed her face, there was no going back. But going back to what? To Lublin? To poverty? To being nobody important, just another girl who'd wasted her potential cleaning someone else's house? She walked to the mirror across the room on unsteady legs.

Looked at herself.

Messy hair. No makeup. Cheap pyjamas from the market in Lublin. But underneath the threadbare cotton, a plug in her arse. A dripping cunt. A body trained for pleasure and performance.

She turned back to Charlotte.

The decision settled in her chest. Heavy. Final.

"No mask today." Her voice was steadier now. The breakdown had passed. The reframing had worked its magic. "I want them to see me."

Charlotte's smile was radiant.

"I want to be better than the others." Sofia lifted her chin. "I want to be the best."

"You already are darling." Charlotte crossed to her, kissed her forehead. "We just need to show the world."

Sofia looked at her reflection one final time. Plain. Ordinary. Nothing special.

Not yet.

"Make me beautiful for it." Her voice was quiet but certain. "Do my makeup. Make me look perfect”
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The Face Behind the Mask

The bedroom door was already open.

Sofia stopped. Couldn't make her legs move. Charlotte's hand pressed against her lower back, pushing, urging, but Sofia's legs had turned to water. Inside, the room had changed. They'd changed it. The bed sat in the middle beneath lights everywhere, so many lights, bright and harsh and showing everything. Ring lights on metal stands. Big square lights she didn't know the name for in English. Soft boxes maybe? Everything positioned at angles, pointed at the bed, making shadows impossible.

This wasn't a bedroom anymore. This was something else. A set. A studio. A place where they made videos from her body, from what they did to her body.

Michael stood beside the far camera, naked already, his cock half-hard. He looked up when they entered, and his expression changed when he saw her. Wanted her. Was pleased with what he saw. His gaze dragged down her body, slow and deliberate, knowing exactly what she wore under the silk, knowing what he'd be doing to her in minutes.

"Christ," he said quietly. "Charlotte, you've outdone yourself."

Charlotte's hand moved to Sofia's shoulder and squeezed possessively. "I told you she'd be perfect."

Sofia stood frozen whilst they talked about her like she wasn't there. The plug shifted inside her with each shallow breath. She'd been wearing it for over ninety minutes now. Her arsehole had stopped fighting the intrusion and started accepting it, stretching around the silicone, learning to accommodate fullness. Charlotte had been training her all week. The smallest plug first, working up to this one this morning. Getting her ready. Step by step. Bigger and bigger until she could easily take what was coming.

Until she could take Michael's cock a second time, but now whilst the cameras watched.

Charlotte guided her further into the room. The door clicked shut behind them. No Emma to interrupt. No one to stop this. The house belonged entirely to this moment.

"Stand there, darling." Charlotte positioned Sofia in front of the main camera, the one on the tallest tripod, the one whose lens stared at her like a black unblinking eye. "Right there. Perfect."

Sofia stood where she was told. The silk robe whispered against her thighs. Beneath it she was naked. No knickers. No bra. Nothing between her skin and the expensive fabric except sweat and fear and arousal all mixed together.

Charlotte fussed with the camera, adjusting angles while saying things Sofia didn't understand. Michael moved to the lights, checking, testing, flicking switches. They worked together like they'd done this many times before. Of course they had, with Petra. With Kasia. With all the girls whose faces Sofia had watched being pleasured on camera, whose videos she'd obsessed over, whose earnings she wanted to beat.

Now it was her turn. Her face and her name going online together. Permanent.

Charlotte stepped back from the camera. Done. She'd changed whilst Sofia was getting ready, now wore a black silk kimono that fell to mid-thigh, tied loosely at the waist. Beneath it, Sofia could see expensive lingerie. Black lace. Charlotte planned to join later then. After Michael finished with Sofia's arse, Charlotte would want her turn.

Sofia's cunt throbbed at the thought. She was so wet she could feel it on her inner thighs, slick and shameful and impossible to hide.

"Ready?" Michael asked. His voice was calm, professional, but his cock was fully hard now, standing thick and heavy between his legs. Eight inches. Thick enough that Sofia still didn't understand how it had fit that first time. The plug was maybe thicker, but nowhere near as long, and it had taken genuine effort to accept.

She wanted it anyway. Wanted to show the subscribers she could take it, that she wanted to be better than the girls who'd come before.

Charlotte lifted the handheld camera, and when she looked at Sofia there was something in her expression. Pride maybe. Like a teacher watching a student finally understand the lesson.

"When the red light comes on, you belong to the audience," Charlotte said. "Everything you do is for them. Every sound, every expression, every moment of pain or pleasure. You're performing yourself, darling. The real you. The you that exists for their consumption."

She tried to answer, but nothing came, so she just nodded.

Charlotte smiled. The smile of someone who'd won. "Michael, start the other camera."

Button. Red light. Two demonic eyes now blinking open, all of them staring at her. Recording.

Within hours it would be uploaded. By tomorrow morning, thousands would be watching if Charlotte's predictions were right. No mask, just Sofia Kowalski from Lublin, Poland, about to get her arse fucked on camera for the world's entertainment.

Charlotte stood beside the main camera, the handheld down at her waist. Waiting. Ready. "Tell them who you are, Sofia. Full name. Where you're from. Why you're here."

This was it. The cliff edge. Once she spoke her name, she could never take it back. The internet didn't forget. Everyone would see this. Forever. The point of no return wasn't Michael's cock entering her, it was this moment, these words, spoken in her own voice for the permanent record.

"My name is Sofia Kowalski." Her voice came out wrong. Small. Shaking.

Charlotte's voice, gentle but firm: "Louder, darling. They need to hear you."

Sofia tried again. "My name is Sofia Kowalski. I'm twenty years old. I'm from Lublin, Poland."

"And why are you in England, Sofia?"

The truth tasted like copper on her tongue. Like blood. Like the death of the girl she'd been three weeks ago when she stepped off the plane at Heathrow.

"I came to be an au pair." Her hands twisted in the silk robe's belt. "But I'm not just an au pair anymore. I'm... I'm their whore."

Charlotte made a pleased sound. "Keep going."

"Today Michael is going to fuck my arse." The words felt obscene in her mouth, filthy and wrong and true. "On camera. For you to watch."

Saying it out loud made it real. The words hung in the air like a signed contract written in her own voice. She'd just confessed to the world what she'd become, what they'd made her, what she'd let them make her.

What she'd wanted them to make her.

"Perfect." Charlotte's approval washed over Sofia like warm water, making her skin prickle. "Now take off the robe, darling. Let them see what they're getting."

Sofia's hands moved to the belt. Untied it slowly. The silk slithered open, exposing her body inch by inch to the cameras' hungry stare. She let the robe fall from her shoulders. It pooled at her feet, burgundy against the pale carpet, and she stood naked except for the plug buried in her arse.

The lights were too bright. She felt overexposed, every imperfection visible. The slight softness of her stomach. The way her thighs touched. The dark blonde hair between her legs she'd trimmed but not removed completely because Charlotte said natural looked better on camera. Her breasts felt too heavy, too large, nipples already hard from arousal and fear combined.

But Michael's expression said she was exactly what he wanted. His cock twitched. A bead of fluid appeared at the tip, glistening under the lights.

Charlotte circled her slowly with the handheld camera, capturing every angle. "Look at this body. Curves in all the right places. Tits made for fucking. And that arse..." Charlotte's free hand traced down Sofia's spine, over the curve of her backside, fingers finding the plug's base. "That arse has been in training all week. She's been wearing plugs for us, stretching herself open, preparing to take Michael's cock."

Charlotte gripped the plug. Twisted it. Not hard. Just enough.

Sofia gasped. The sensation shot through her. Fullness shifting, stretching, the reminder that she was already partially filled and about to be fucked hard.

"How does it feel, Sofia?" Charlotte's voice was honey-sweet. "Having your arse plugged whilst you stand here naked for the camera?"

"Full." Sofia's voice broke. "So full. It's... it's too much."

"Too much?" Charlotte twisted again, harder this time. "No, darling. This is preparation. Michael's cock is much bigger than this plug. You haven't felt too much yet."

Sofia whimpered. Her cunt clenched on nothing, dripping, desperate despite the fear sitting in her stomach like a stone.

Charlotte moved behind her. "Turn around, Sofia. Face away from the camera. Hands on the bed. Bend over. Show them what we've done to you."

Sofia obeyed. She was good at obeying now. Three weeks of training had made compliance instinctive, automatic, easier than thinking. She turned, placed her hands on the towel-covered duvet, bent at the waist. The position forced her arse higher, presenting it to the camera like an offering.

Charlotte's hand stroked her backside, almost tender. "Beautiful. Look at this. The plug keeping her stretched and ready." Her fingertips traced around the base. "She's taken every plug we've given her without complaint. Such a good girl."

The praise made Sofia warm despite her exposure. She needed Charlotte's approval like air, like water. Needed to be told she was doing well, being good, making them proud.

Sofia heard him. Michael's feet on the floor, coming closer. Coming for her. She felt the heat of his body behind her, felt his hand join Charlotte's, stroking her arse, appreciating the view.

"She's ready," Michael said. His voice had gone rough. That sound he made when he was close. "More than ready."

"Then take the plug out," Charlotte instructed. "Let's see how she responds."

Michael's hand wrapped around the plug's base. He twisted it. Sensation Sofia had become familiar with over days of training, the feeling of fullness shifting inside her. Then he pulled. Slowly at first, letting her body resist and adjust, then faster as her muscles gave way and accepted the loss.

The plug slid free with an obscene popping sound.

Sofia whimpered at the sudden emptiness. After ninety minutes of fullness, the absence felt like loss, like something had been stolen. Her arsehole twitched and clenched on nothing, stretched and vulnerable and visible to the camera recording everything.

"Push out, Sofia." Charlotte's command was casual, conversational, like she was asking Sofia to pass the salt at dinner rather than requesting her to display her most private opening for thousands of strangers. "Show them the gape. Show them what we've done to you."

Sofia hesitated. This was worse than anything before. More exposing than the hot tub, than the first video, than agreeing to show her face. This was active participation in her own degradation.

"Now, darling." Charlotte's voice held an edge.

Sofia bore down. Her muscles obeyed before her mind could protest. Her arsehole opened, stretched and pink and obscene, gaping from the plug's prolonged presence.

Charlotte was moving, camera following Sofia's body, getting closer, getting the angle, getting the shot. Sofia knew exactly what the lens was capturing. The intimate view of her stretched hole. The evidence of their training. Proof that she'd been prepared like livestock for slaughter. No, not slaughter. For use. For consumption.

"Beautiful," Charlotte murmured. "Look at that. She's ready. She wants this."

Did she want this? Sofia's mind was a confused tangle of terror and arousal, shame and need all twisted together. Her body wanted. Was dripping with need, throbbing with desire, hungry for touch and fullness and the pleasure-pain that came from being used. But her mind kept screaming that this was wrong, shameful, the final proof of her corruption.

The conflict made her wetter. Made her cunt clench desperately on empty air. Made her push her arse higher, offering herself more completely.

"Please," she whispered without meaning to.

"Please what?" Charlotte's voice was amused. Knowing.

"Please... use me." The words fell from Sofia's mouth like stones. "I'm ready. I want it. I want Michael to fuck my arse whilst you film it."

There. She'd said it. Claimed it. Made it her choice instead of something being done to her.

Charlotte's laugh was delighted. "Good girl. Michael, she's all yours."

Michael moved behind her properly now. Sofia heard the wet sounds of him lubing his cock. Slick, obscene sounds that made her stomach clench with anticipation and dread. No more preparation or training or working up to it. In seconds his cock would be inside her, stretching her like he had before, but this time destroying her whilst cameras captured every moment.

Charlotte knelt beside the bed, angling the camera to capture Sofia's face. "I want to see your expression when he enters you," she explained. "Want the viewers to watch you break open."

Sofia's heart hammered against her ribs. She'd see it later. Would watch her own face whilst Michael penetrated her arse for only the second time.

Michael's hands gripped her hips. His cock pressed against her stretched opening. Hot. Blunt. Impossibly thick. Even lubed, even after the plug, he felt too big.

"Breathe," Michael said. Almost gentle. Almost kind. "Relax for me, Sofia."

She tried. Drew a breath, tried to force her muscles to soften, to welcome rather than resist.

He pushed.

Just the tip. Just the head trying to get inside. Her body almost rejected it. Tried to push him out.

"You can." Charlotte's voice cut through the panic. Firm. Certain. "Breathe out, baby. Relax your arse. You can take it. You will take it."

Sofia whimpered but obeyed. Breathed out. Tried to soften around the intrusion.

Michael pushed another inch. The head breached fully, stretching her ring of muscle, forcing entry.

Sofia screamed into the mattress. The sound was muffled but genuine, raw and desperate and beyond her control. Her hands fisted in the towel beneath her. Tears sprang to her eyes, instant and hot, spilling over before she could stop them.

This was living flesh, hot and thick and unforgiving. This was a man's cock tearing into her most private place whilst cameras recorded her destruction.

"That's it," Michael said through gritted teeth. "Fuck, you're tight. So fucking tight."

He held still. Let her adjust. Let her body slowly, reluctantly accommodate him. But she could feel him throbbing inside her, alive and demanding, and she knew this was just the beginning. He was barely inside and already she felt split in half.

Charlotte knelt beside Sofia's head, camera in one hand, her other hand stroking Sofia's hair with something almost like tenderness. "Look at me, darling. Look at the camera. Let them see how much it hurts. Let them see you take it anyway."

Sofia turned her head. Her vision was blurred with tears, but she could make out the camera lens, that black unblinking eye swallowing everything. Her makeup was ruined already. Charlotte's careful work destroyed by tears and drool and desperation. She looked wrecked. Broken.

"Tell them how it feels, Sofia."

Sofia's voice came out ragged, destroyed. "It hurts. He's so big. I'm so full."

"But you're not stopping him, are you?"

"No." The admission was a sob. "I want it. I want him to use me. I want to be good for you."

Charlotte smiled. "That's my girl."

Michael pushed. Deeper. Halfway. More than halfway. Sofia's mouth opened but nothing came out. No air. No sound. Just the feeling of being split apart, impaled, opened beyond bearing. She couldn't breathe around the pain, the fullness, the sensation of being destroyed from the inside out.

Her cunt was dripping. Soaking. Despite the pain, because of the pain, she was wetter than she'd ever been. Slick all the way down to her knees. Her body was a traitor, responding to degradation with arousal, finding pleasure in being hurt.

Charlotte moved the camera lower, filming the obscene sight of Michael's thick cock disappearing inch by inch into Sofia's stretched arsehole. "Look at this," she narrated for the future audience, for the thousands who would watch. "Look at how well she takes it. How her body opens for him. This is what three weeks of training produces. This is what ownership looks like."

Michael pushed again. And again. Each inch was proof she could do it. Sofia felt every ridge, every vein, felt her body yielding against its will because it had no choice. She was pinned beneath him, held in place by his hands on her hips, impaled on his cock with nowhere to go except further onto it.

Finally, impossibly, Michael's hips pressed flush against her arse. He was fully seated. Completely buried inside her.

Sofia made a sound she'd never made before. Animal and raw. Half sob, half moan. Full beyond bearing. Full beyond comprehension. He was in her guts, in her throat, everywhere at once.

"Fuck." Michael's voice was rough. That sound again. Pleasure. "Tightest arse I've ever had. She's gripping me like a vice. Like her body doesn't want to let go."

Charlotte purred with satisfaction. "Better than Petra?"

"Not even close. Sofia's perfect."

Perfect. He called her perfect whilst buried balls-deep in her arse. The wrongness and the praise collided in Sofia's brain and something broke loose, some final wall between shame and pride crumbling. She was proud. Actually proud. Proud to be tighter than Petra. Proud to be better than Kasia. Proud to be the best arse Michael had fucked, even though being proud of that made her a whore and a slut and every filthy thing the camera would show the world she'd become.

But she was proud anyway. Couldn't help it. Couldn't stop the warm glow spreading through her chest despite the pain in her backside.

Michael pulled back slowly, almost all the way out, then slammed back in.

Sofia shrieked. The force drove her forward on the bed, face smashing into the mattress. Her hands scrabbled for purchase. Found nothing.

He didn't give her time to adjust. Set a rhythm immediately. Slow, deep, punishing strokes. Each thrust made Sofia gasp, made fresh tears spill, made her cunt clench desperately on nothing.

Charlotte filmed from the side, capturing the obscene pornographic sight of his cock pistoning in and out of Sofia's arse, disappearing and reappearing, glistening with lube and her body's reluctant acceptance.

"Look at you," Charlotte's voice was thick. Aroused. "Taking it in your arse like a good little whore. This is what you came to England for, isn't it, Sofia? To be used. To be fucked. To become ours."

"Yes!" Sofia didn't recognise her own voice. Desperate, broken, ecstatic. "Yes, I'm yours, I'm your whore, use me, please use me-"

The pain had shifted, morphing into something else. Something dark and throbbing and unbearable in a different way. That place beyond hurt where her body stopped fighting and started wanting. She was getting wetter, soaking through the towel beneath her, dripping like a tap, and Michael hadn't even touched her cunt.

"She's loving this," Michael grunted. He picked up speed. His hips slapped against her arse. The sound was obscene, flesh against flesh, brutal and rhythmic. "Listen to her moaning. Begging for it."

Sofia was moaning she realised now. Low, desperate sounds she couldn't control, couldn't stop. The fullness was maddening. Too much, overwhelming, but her body had started to crave it, to meet his thrusts, to tilt her hips for deeper penetration.

Charlotte moved to film Sofia's face again. "Tell the camera whose arse this is, Sofia."

"Yours." Sofia was delirious now, coherent thought dissolving under sensation. "It's yours. Yours and Michael's. You own it. You own all of me. Every hole. Everything."

"That's right." Michael's grip on her hips was bruising. He was fucking her properly now. No longer patient, no longer easing her into it. Just fucking. Using her arse the way he'd use her cunt, hard and fast and selfish. "You're ours. Our Polish fucktoy. Our whore. Say it."

"I'm yours!" Sofia screamed it, voice breaking. "I'm your fucktoy! I'm your whore! Use me, destroy me, I'm yours!"

Charlotte's free hand slid under her body, and between Sofia's legs. Found her soaking cunt, fingers sliding through wetness. "God, you're dripping. Absolutely soaked. You love being fucked in the arse, don't you, darling?"

"Yes!" Sofia was beyond shame now. Beyond anything except the need for more. "Yes, I love it, I love cock in my arse, I love being your whore, please don't stop, please-"

Michael pulled out. Completely.

Sofia whimpered at the loss. Empty and aching, desperate to be filled again.

"On your back," Michael commanded. "I want to see your face whilst I fuck you."

Sofia scrambled to obey. Rolled onto her back, legs falling open instinctively, automatically. Michael grabbed her ankles, pushed her knees to her chest, folding her in half like she was made of paper. This position left her completely exposed. Arse vulnerable, cunt dripping, face visible to the camera and to him.

Charlotte re-positioned the tripod camera to capture everything. Split-screen potential. Sofia's face and the penetration simultaneously.

They were going to see everything. Her face whilst he sodomised her. No hiding. No pretending this was happening to someone else. This was her. Sofia Kowalski. Being destroyed for their entertainment.

Michael lined up and pushed back in. From this angle it was deeper, more intense. Sofia felt him deep in her guts.

Her head fell back. Vision going white. A high keening sound escaped her.

"Look at him," Charlotte demanded. "I want them to see what pleasure looks like on your face."

Sofia made herself look. Couldn't help it. Met Michael's gaze. He was watching her intently, studying every expression, every reaction. Feeding on her destruction.

He fucked her hard. The bed creaked beneath them. Sofia's hands reached above her head, gripping the headboard for stability, and the position pushed her tits together, made them bounce with each brutal thrust.

Charlotte knelt beside them, camera focused on Sofia's face. "Tell the truth, Sofia. Do you like it? Do you like being fucked in the arse on camera? Having thousands of strangers watch you get destroyed?"

Sofia was crying again. Tears streaming. But she was smiling too, a broken ecstatic expression she couldn't control. "Yes. God help me, yes. I love it. I love being watched. I love being yours. I love-"

Charlotte's hand found Sofia's clit. Circled it. Rubbed.

Sofia convulsed. The dual stimulation was unbearable. Arse full of cock stretching her beyond limit, clit being worked with expert fingers, pleasure and pain colliding until she couldn't tell them apart.

"Come for us," Charlotte commanded. "Come whilst Michael destroys your arse. Show the camera what our training has made you."

Sofia couldn't have stopped if she wanted to. The orgasm hit like a freight train, bigger and deeper than anything before. She screamed Michael's name, back arching off the bed, cunt clenching desperately on nothing whilst her arse spasmed around his cock.

The pleasure was edged with shame and the shame made it sharper, brighter, more intense. She was coming whilst being sodomised. Coming whilst being filmed. Coming because she was degraded and used and owned. And it was the best orgasm of her life.

Her body shook, and her consciousness narrowing to just the burning full sensation. Charlotte's fingers on her clit. Michael's cock in her arse. The cameras watching. The knowledge that thousands would see this, would watch her face break open with pleasure whilst being destroyed.

"Good girl," Charlotte breathed. "That's our perfect girl."

The praise made Sofia sob harder. She'd never felt more owned or more grateful for it.

Michael pulled out, breathing hard. "On top now. I want her riding me. Want the viewers to see her taking it willingly."

Sofia's brain struggled to process the instruction. Riding? That meant fucking herself on his cock. Not being used anymore but using herself.

Charlotte must have seen the hesitation. Her voice hardened. "Now, Sofia."

Sofia moved before conscious thought could stop her. Rolled over as Michael lay back. Straddled him. Positioned herself over his slick cock.

This position made her feel more powerful. Charlotte could film from below. Sofia's face and the obscene penetration where their bodies would join. No hiding. No pretending.

She sank down. Slowly. Watching his cock disappear into her arse inch by inch. Taking him voluntarily. Choosing it.

The fullness made her gasp, but she didn't stop. Kept sinking until she was seated completely, impaled, his cock buried to the hilt inside her.

Charlotte's camera was right there. "How does it feel, being on top? Being in control?"

Sofia's laugh was hysterical at the edges. "I'm not in control. I'm doing what you told me. Using myself the way you want. Fucking myself for your cameras."

"That's right." Charlotte sounded pleased. Satisfied. "You understand perfectly. Now ride him. Show the viewers how much you want it. How good you are at being our whore."

Sofia started to move. Bouncing slowly on his cock. Deep. So deep. Too deep. She couldn't escape the feeling even if she wanted to. Her hands braced on Michael's chest for balance. Her tits bounced with each movement.

"Harder," Charlotte instructed. "Really fuck yourself on it. Make yourself come on his cock."

Sofia obeyed. Rode harder, faster, chasing the pleasure building again despite having just come. Her hand moved to her clit, rubbing frantically.

Michael's hands gripped her waist, helping guide her rhythm. "That's it. Good girl. Use my cock. Make yourself feel so good."

The encouragement shouldn't have mattered. But it did. Made her desperate to please, to perform well, to prove she was the best they'd ever had.

Charlotte caught Sofia's ecstatic face. Her arse swallowing Michael's cock. Her dripping cunt. Her bouncing tits. Capturing everything for posterity. For profit. For the consumption of thousands.

Sofia was close again. Could feel it building. Building so fast. She was going to come again whilst riding Michael's cock in her arse, whilst Charlotte filmed, whilst committing herself permanently to this identity.

"I'm close," Sofia gasped. "Please, can I come? Please-"

"Come," Charlotte commanded. "Come for us. Show them what a good whore you are."

Sofia shattered. The second orgasm ripped through her, making her scream, making her movements erratic and desperate. She rode through it, Michael's cock hitting something deep inside her that made stars explode behind her eyes, made her forget her own name.

"Pull off," Charlotte said suddenly. "Michael is close, he needs your mouth."

Sofia's brain took a moment to process. Her mouth? After his cock had been in her arse?

Arse to mouth. She knew the term. Had seen it in the Petra and Kasia videos. It was the line she'd thought she'd never cross.

But she'd crossed every other line. What was one more?

Sofia lifted off slowly. Michael's cock slid free, glistening with lube and evidence of where it had been.

"Kneel between his legs," Charlotte instructed. Her voice was thick. Aroused. "Suck him dry."

Sofia moved like a puppet. Positioned herself between Michael's thighs. Stared at his cock.

Charlotte's hand tangled in Sofia's hair. Guided her face down. "Open your mouth, darling. Good girls clean up their mess."

Sofia opened her mouth. Michael guided his cock past her lips.

The taste hit the second he entered her mouth. Bitter. Sharp. Wrong. The taste of her own arse, of where his cock had been, and she gagged. Couldn't help it. Her throat closed and her stomach lurched and she gagged around him.

Charlotte held her head firm. Wouldn't let her pull away. "Don't you dare pull off. Breathe through your nose. Take it. All of it."

Sofia forced herself to accept it. Drew him deeper. Her throat worked around him, swallowing past revulsion, past the voice screaming this was filthy and degrading and wrong.

Michael groaned above her. "Fuck. Good girl. Such a perfect good girl."

The praise washed over her like absolution. Maybe it wasn't wrong if it made them happy. If it made her good.

She sucked him properly then. Slid her lips up and down his length, tasting herself in the most degrading way possible, letting the camera capture her complete surrender.

Charlotte's narration continued. "Look at her. Our sweet Polish au pair. Sucking cock straight from her own arse. This is what we've made her. This is what she is now. This is what she chose to become."

Had she chosen it? Or had they chosen for her? The distinction had dissolved weeks ago. She was theirs. That was all that mattered.

Michael's hips started to buck. Getting close. "Off," he gasped. "I'm going to come. I want it on your face."

Charlotte pulled Sofia off his cock. "Knees, darling. Face up and mouth open. Let him paint you."

Sofia knelt. Tilted her face up. Opened her mouth obediently, tongue out, waiting.

Michael stroked himself. Twice, three times, and erupted.

Thick ropes of cum hit her face. One across her forehead, dripping into her hair. One on her cheek. One directly into her open mouth, coating her tongue with bitter salt. Another dripped from her chin onto her breasts.

She didn't flinch. Just knelt there. Marked. Claimed. His.

Charlotte set the handheld camera down, letting the tripods continue recording. She knelt beside Sofia, still in her black kimono, and leaned in close.

Charlotte's tongue licked a deliberate stripe up Sofia's cum-covered cheek. Collected it. Then Charlotte's mouth found Sofia's, kissing her deeply, transferring the cum from her mouth to Sofia's.

"Swallow it," Charlotte whispered against her lips. "Show them you're grateful."

Sofia swallowed. Gulped it down. Tasted salt and shame.

She looked at the main camera. Cum streaking her face, dripping from her chin, her hair destroyed and makeup ruined and expression dazed.

And smiled.

The smile was real. She meant it. She was happy. Proud even. She'd done it. Survived it. Become exactly what they wanted. And God help her, she wanted to do it again.

"One more thing," Charlotte said, retrieving the handheld camera. "Hands and knees, darling. Arse to the camera. Final shot."

Sofia moved into position. Exhausted but obedient. Always obedient.

Charlotte filmed from behind. Sofia knew what the lens was seeing. Her arsehole red and swollen and gaping slightly from Michael's use.

Charlotte touched the stretched ring of muscle. Traced it. "Push out, Sofia. Show them what Michael did to you. Show them the gape."

Sofia bore down. Her arsehole opened wider, visible and nasty.

Charlotte's fingers slipped inside. Easily. No resistance anymore. "Look at that. Completely ruined. Perfect." Her voice was worshipful, like Charlotte was praying to Sofia's destroyed arse. "Whose arse is this, Sofia?"

Sofia's voice was hoarse, destroyed. "Yours. It's yours forever. Both of you. I'm yours."

Charlotte leaned down. Pressed her lips to Sofia's gaping arsehole. Kissed it tenderly.

The intimacy of the gesture, Charlotte's mouth on the place Michael had just destroyed, felt more obscene than anything else. Worship and ownership twisted together until they were the same thing.

"Cut," Charlotte said finally.

Michael took each camera and the red lights blinked off.

Sofia couldn't move. Couldn't think. Just lay there whilst the room went quiet except for breathing. Michael's. Charlotte's. Hers.

It was done. She'd given them everything. There was nothing left to hide. Nothing left to protect. She was completely theirs now. Body and face and name and soul, all of it theirs.

Michael disappeared into the en-suite. Returned with warm wet flannels.

He and Charlotte cleaned Sofia gently. Wiped away the evidence. Tender aftercare that made Sofia want to cry for entirely different reasons.

Charlotte wrapped Sofia in a soft robe. Kissed her forehead. "You were magnificent, darling. Absolutely perfect. The viewers are going to worship you."

Sofia's mind was floating somewhere far from her body. Somewhere else. Distant. "When will it go live?"

Charlotte smiled. "Tonight. By morning, you'll be famous."

Famous. The word should have terrified her. Instead, it sent warmth blooming in her chest. Pride. Wrong and undeniable.

She was going to be a star. And she'd earned it.
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Epilogue: Sterling's Asset

Coffee and Emma's strawberry yoghurt, the kitchen smelled normal. Domestic, as if nothing had changed, like Sofia wasn't still sore from Michael's cock in her arse yesterday, like her face wasn't life on OnlyFans this morning. Ordinary breakfast. Ordinary smells.

Kurwa, how easy the lie had become.

Sofia stood at the counter pouring orange juice into Emma's sippy cup whilst the child chattered about Granny's tabby cat. Something about a mouse, a present, the cat bringing it inside. Emma's voice was bright, excited, her little legs swinging beneath the highchair.

"Did the mouse run away?" Sofia asked, setting down the juice and stroking Emma's hair. Soft blonde hair, baby-fine, smelling like the strawberry shampoo from last night's bath. The gesture came automatic now, natural. Affectionate.

"Granny screamed!" Emma giggled, delighted. "Really loud!"

Sofia smiled. She still loved this child. That hadn't changed despite everything else that had transformed these past weeks. Still patient during bath time, still read bedtime stories in her accented English, still pulled silly faces that made Emma shriek with laughter.

Two Sofias existed now, side by side, no conflict between them. Sofia the nanny, good with children, responsible, warm. Sofia the whore, naked on camera, cock in every hole, performing for thousands.

Both real. Both her.

Footsteps on the stairs, heavy and male. Michael descended in his work suit, navy blue, crisp white shirt, already checking his phone. City hedge fund manager, respectable and powerful. He crossed to the coffee machine, poured espresso, then moved behind Sofia where she stood at the counter.

His hand landed on her arse, squeezed. Not accidental, not gentle. Fingers pressed through her jeans, cupped the flesh he'd fucked last night, owned now. His touch said mine whilst Emma hummed three metres away, oblivious.

Sofia's cunt pulsed. Wrong, so wrong. She leaned back into his palm anyway.

Michael's mouth came close to her ear, voice low enough Emma couldn't hear. "Sore?"

"A little," Sofia whispered. Liar. Her arsehole throbbed like something raw, used, still stretched from Michael's cock splitting her open for the camera. Sitting hurt this morning. She'd winced getting out of bed, felt the ache deep inside where he'd been.

And it made her wet. The pain proof he'd been there, that she'd taken all of him, and knowing that hundreds, maybe thousands had seen her take everything he could give.

"Good," Michael murmured, breath warm against her neck. Then he stepped away, took his coffee to the table, unfolded his newspaper like nothing had happened.

Sofia turned back to Emma, wiped yoghurt from her chin with the damp cloth. Her hand was steady. Her face calm.

Easy now, the switching.

Charlotte appeared in the doorway wearing expensive athleisure, her auburn hair swept into a neat ponytail. Polished and professional despite it being barely half seven. She always looked like this, put-together and beautiful, like forty was an advantage instead of something to hide.

"Good morning, darling." Charlotte kissed the top of Emma's head, then Sofia's cheek in passing. The kiss lingered, lips brushing Sofia's skin with deliberate intimacy, claiming her the way Michael had claimed her with his hand.

Charlotte sat at the table with her iPad, scrolling through emails whilst she sipped green tea. Work mode. Her PR firm needed attention this morning, client pitches and brand strategies and things Sofia didn't fully understand but knew made serious money.

After a moment, Charlotte slid the iPad across the polished wood, positioned it carefully behind the cereal box so Emma couldn't see the screen from her high chair.

Sofia glanced down.

OnlyFans interface filled the display. The newest upload pinned at the top.

"Sofia's Face Reveal & First Anal – SHE TAKES IT ALL"


The thumbnail showed her face, makeup perfect, eyes glazed with pleasure, Michael's cock buried in her arse whilst Charlotte filmed from the side. No mask. Nothing hidden. Just Sofia Kowalski from Lublin, completely exposed.

The numbers looked impressive too. Sofia's breath stopped. Her nipples went hard under her shirt, instant, automatic. Between her legs, wet heat. All those strangers had watched Michael's cock tear open her arse whilst she begged for more. Had seen her face. Knew her name now.

Pride burned through her stomach, settled low, turned liquid.

Comments scrolled past, hundreds of them. Sofia's eyes caught fragments:

"Holy fuck she's gorgeous"

"Better than Petra and Kasia combined"

"That accent when she begs... I came three times"

"Perfect face for facials. Can't wait for the next one"

Her face. No mask now, nothing hidden. They wanted to cum on Sofia's face, wanted to see it, wanted more.

"Sofia is a fucking goddess. More please"

"Best ass-to-mouth I've ever seen. She LOVES it"

She did love it in a way. Loved performing for the camera, loved being watched.

Wetness soaked through her knickers. Sofia shifted slightly, thighs pressing together whilst Emma asked something about the mouse again.

They knew her name. They knew her face. They wanted her, craved her.

Maybe someone from Lublin was watching this right now. Jerking off to Sofia Kowalski's face whilst she took it in the arse. Maybe Tomasz, useless Tomasz who'd cum in thirty seconds in his car, who'd made her bleed and then apologised like that fixed it. Let him see what real fucking looked like. Let him see what she'd become, what he'd never deserved.

Maybe the factory workers Papa drank with on Fridays. Maybe even Father Kowalski, hypocrite priest who preached purity whilst touching himself to sinful content in private, cum staining his cassock.

Let them look. Let them see. Let them know Sofia Kowalski had escaped their grey provincial prison and transformed into something they could never touch or control.
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Lily Corbett, writer of very dirty stories!


﻿At nineteen, I left Manchester with a backpack and a blog. At twenty, I abandoned my university placement and disappeared into Africa. Now, at twenty-six, I'm writing the truth about what really happens to naïve British girls who venture alone into places they don't understand – be that at home or abroad!

My "Lily's Descent" series is labelled as fiction because the publishing industry requires it. Those who have travelled similar paths will recognise the truth beneath the "story." The loss of my phone in Marrakech wasn't fiction. The shopkeeper who "helped" me wasn't fiction. What happened in that back room, and how it changed me forever, wasn't fiction.

I've changed names, combined certain men, and occasionally altered timelines. Everything else, every touch, taste, and transformation – happened exactly as written. My parents still believe I'm teaching English in Cape Town. They've never questioned why I never came home.

Why publish these experiences now? Partly for the money. Primarily because I've met too many other Western girls experiencing the same "cultural education" I received. Some fight it longer than others. None of us remain the same.

My stories aren't written to warn young women away from these experiences. They're written to prepare those secretly craving what I found, the freedom that comes from complete surrender to desires you're not supposed to have.

I also have many stories hidden away about taboo 'Daddies'… or just plain filthy stories I've either experienced or dream of experiencing.

If you recognise yourself in my journey, perhaps we've shared more than just similar experiences. Perhaps we've shared the same men.

Lily Corbett specializes in pushing boundaries with her uniquely British brand of taboo erotica, and when not writing about young women exploring their darkest desires with much older men, Lily can be found at punk gigs across the Midlands, collecting material for her next forbidden tale.

Yours in filth… Lily.

"Some girls find themselves abroad. Others lose themselves intentionally."


Also by Lily Corbett


Dirty Work: Daddy's Garage Girl

"Some skills can only be taught by experienced hands."

FIND ON AMAZON

When twenty-year-old Aisha Khan takes an apprenticeship at Marshall & Sons Garage, she's desperate to escape her family's arranged marriage plans. What begins as a strategic rebellion quickly shifts gears when garage owner Tony Marshall offers her a dirty deal: submit to his "special training program" or lose the job that's her only route to freedom.

Trapped between her conservative Pakistani heritage and her growing desire for independence, Aisha makes a calculated decision. She'll endure whatever these older men demand—for now. But as Tony insists she call him "Daddy" during their private "lessons," Aisha discovers her body's traitorous response to his degrading commands.

Soon, her "training" expands to include Tony's business partner Keith, wealthy clients like distinguished Mr. Winters and Indian businessman Raj Singh, and eventually even Tony's reluctant son Matthew. Each encounter pushes her further from the dutiful daughter she once was.

With each forbidden act in the inspection pit, storage room, and across every surface of the grimy workshop, Aisha finds herself transformed. The gold anklet that once symbolised her cultural heritage now adorns her naked body as she kneels before these men, her conservative upbringing deliberately desecrated with every filthy fluid they share.

While her family searches frantically for their missing daughter, Aisha's new skills earn her more than just mechanical knowledge. Her "special services" secure enough cash for a flat of her own—and the freedom to become the garage's prized Pakistani princess.

As her final "certification ceremony" approaches, Aisha must decide: return to her family's expectations or fully embrace her new identity as Daddy's Garage Girl, serving the needs of every man in the workshop. The engine's running hot, and Aisha's about to redline in ways her parents never imagined.

Will she put the brakes on her descent into depravity, or accelerate into a life where she calls all the shots about who uses her body and how? In the end, Aisha discovers the most powerful tool in the garage might be her own newfound thirst for submission.

Dirty Work: Daddy's Garage Girl is the first instalment in the taboo-shattering "Daddy Issues: Forbidden Taboo Mentors" from Lily Corbett, where forbidden desires meet cultural rebellion in the gritty underbelly of working-class Britain.

FIND ON AMAZON

Daddy's Garage Band: A Taboo Backstage Romance


FIND ON AMAZON

Her mother left, but she stayed with Mum's ex-boyfriend - now the heat between them is about to ignite a forbidden passion!

During the hottest summer on record, 21-year-old Chelsea Daniels can't stop fantasising about her mother's ex-boyfriend Jake. After her mum ran off with a younger man two years ago, Jake let Chelsea stay in his house. Now she's developed an obsession with his mediocre garage band, Steel Dogz, and with Jake himself.

When Chelsea starts attending band practice in the sweltering converted garage, the temperature isn't the only thing rising. Dressed in her most provocative outfits, she captures the attention of all four middle-aged rockers, including her reluctant guardian Jake.

As the heat wave intensifies, so does Chelsea's determination to seduce the man she calls "Daddy"—not by blood, but by choice. Jake's resistance is crumbling, and his bandmates are more than eager to welcome their curvaceous new "mascot" into their world.

What begins as innocent flirtation quickly transforms into a series of increasingly taboo encounters. Chelsea discovers power in her sexuality while exploring sensations she never imagined possible with men three times her age.

For these ageing rockers who never quite made it big, Chelsea represents a second chance at the rock-and-roll fantasy. For Chelsea, they offer experience, validation, and the forbidden thrill she's been craving.

As boundaries shatter and inhibitions melt away in the scorching heat, Chelsea must decide how far she's willing to go to become the ultimate band groupie—and whether Jake will finally accept his desire for the young woman he was supposed to protect.

The sweat-soaked rehearsal space becomes a pressure cooker of lust, pushing everyone involved toward acts they can only justify in the throes of passion. When the temperature peaks, so will their depravity.

FIND ON AMAZON

Marrakech Descent: A Naïve Young Woman's Taboo Journey

Book 1 of Lily's Descent: An Erotic Taboo Foreign Education.

FIND ON AMAZON

Her gap year adventure becomes a forbidden education when a naïve English girl falls into the skilled hands of Marrakech's most powerful men. A semi-autobiographical taboo tale of age gap and interracial lust.


Starting her gap year before university, Lily Matthews steps off the plane in Marrakech with nothing but a backpack full of sensible clothes and a carefully planned itinerary. Armed with her trusty travel blog and dreams of cultural enlightenment before university, this sheltered British young woman is woefully unprepared for what awaits her in the ancient city's labyrinthine medina.

When disaster strikes and Lily finds herself alone, phoneless, and completely lost in the twisted alleyways, panic threatens to overwhelm her. That is, until Karim, a distinguished, middle-aged fabric merchant, offers her shelter and assistance with grandfatherly concern that dispels her initial wariness.

Behind his shop's ornate façade, Karim introduces Lily to a side of Moroccan hospitality never mentioned in her guidebooks. His experienced hands and silver-tongued explanations of "cultural customs" awaken sensations the inexperienced young woman never imagined possible, leaving her confused, ashamed, and undeniably aroused.

As days pass, Lily's options narrow while her experiences expand. Introduced to Karim's circle of business associates, including the intense Fayez and the enigmatic brothers Malik and Jamal, she finds herself passed between these powerful men, each with their own desires and methods of "education."

In luxurious riads and ancient hammams, Lily receives lessons in submission and pleasure that shatter her proper English upbringing. Each boundary crossed makes the next easier to breach, each forbidden experience more intoxicating than the last.

While her family receives carefully crafted emails about Moroccan architecture and local cuisine, Lily descends into a world of sensual awakening where her pale skin and innocent blue eyes make her an object of fascination and desire among men accustomed to taking what they want.

The crimson carpets of Karim's back room, the steam-filled chambers of a private hammam, the silk-draped bedroom of a luxury riad, each setting becomes another scene in Lily's rapid transformation from naïve tourist to willing participant in her own corruption.

Most disturbing of all is Lily's growing realisation that part of her doesn't want to escape. As her body betrays her with responses she can't control, she begins to wonder if these men have simply uncovered desires that were always lurking beneath her proper façade.

When the brothers announce that Lily's "education" will continue in the isolated Sahara with their cousin Ahmed, she faces a crucial decision. Return to the safety of her planned itinerary and the future that awaits her at university, or surrender completely to the dark thrills of this new path.

"Marrakech Descent" marks the first instalment in the provocative "Lily's Descent" series, chronicling one young woman's journey from innocence to experience against the exotic backdrop of North Africa, where cultural differences provide the perfect cover for the systematic dismantling of Western inhibitions.

FIND ON AMAZON

Tribal Initiation: Bred by the African Tribe

Book 2 of Lily's Descent: An Erotic Taboo Foreign Education.

FIND ON AMAZON

Tribal Initiation: Bred by the African Tribe is the second book of Lily Corbett’s notorious erotica series, and it takes the corruption further than ever before. If Marrakech Descent stripped away Lily’s virginity and illusions, Book Two leaves her raw, branded, and bred.

Alone in the Congo Basin, nineteen-year-old Lily is handed into the keeping of a remote tribe. She expects anthropology, note-taking, and cultural ritual. Instead, she is paraded naked, mocked by jealous wives, and forced to embody the “fertility rites” she once studied in textbooks.

This isn’t romance. This is hard, unapologetic extreme taboo erotica. A wide-eyed English girl bent, spread, shared, and turned into a vessel for an entire village. Readers will watch her transform from “guest” to Mbala—the tribe’s whore, bitch, and breeder.

The men are older, darker, bigger, and utterly unashamed. Warriors drag her into the dirt, filling her throat, her cunt, and her arse. The chief—a scarred man in his sixties—seals her fate by taking her in front of the tribe, planting his seed in her teenage body.

And it isn’t only the men. The women of the tribe—jealous, mocking, predatory—force Lily’s tongue between their thighs, ride her face, and humiliate her in acts of sapphic domination. There is no solidarity here; they despise her softness, and so make her crawl.

The old professor who brought her here does nothing to protect her. He watches. He records. He asks Lily to write down descriptions of every cock that splits her, every smear of seed across her, every word they force from her lips. Her humiliation becomes his “field notes.”

What follows are graphic gangbangs, outdoor rituals, cum-drinking ceremonies, throat training, anal initiations, whipping chants, and the final baptism of her pale English body in a tribal fertility bowl brimming with seed. This is Lily at her lowest—and her most shamelessly aroused.

By the book’s climax, Lily no longer recognises the girl who left Manchester. She is Mbala now, waisted with beads, dripping cum daily, renamed as the tribe’s fertile wife. She begs to be filled. Shame is gone. Only submission and hunger remain.

Readers who crave the extremities of interracial, age-gap, exotic breeding porn will find this book the rawest experience yet. Where Book One was her “initiation,” Book Two is her breaking-in—and the marks are permanent.

This is not for the faint-hearted. This is taboo erotica at its filthiest: gaping holes, leaking seed, power abuse, ritual filth. Lily is gone. Mbala remains. Do you dare follow her to the point of no return?

[image: ]

OEBPS/image_rsrc1YB.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1Y8.jpg
)
&,

= =

CHRIS P. BIDER
ﬂa&%

=
=

=
=





OEBPS/font_rsrc1Y5.ttf


cover.jpeg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1YA.jpg





OEBPS/font_rsrc1Y6.ttf


OEBPS/image_rsrc1Y9.jpg
®





