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The blindfold pressed against her eyelids, silk that smelled faintly of lavender and someone else's perfume. Mia's fingers found the rough texture of exposed brick as she descended the stairs, one hand guided by a palm that was warm and slightly damp. The air grew cooler with each step, and she heard the whisper of fabric—velvet, maybe—brushing against itself somewhere in the darkness ahead.

"Careful on the last step," the guide said. His voice was young, bored almost. "It's deeper than the others."

She stumbled anyway, and the sundress rode up her thighs. She tugged it down with her free hand, though she wasn't sure why she bothered. Her cheeks felt hot despite the basement chill.

The floor beneath her heels changed from concrete to something softer. Carpet, plush enough that her ankles wobbled. The guide's hand left hers, and she stood alone, blind, listening to the sound of her own breathing and the low murmur of voices ahead.

"Gentlemen," the guide said. "Your ten o'clock appointment."

"Bring her closer."

The voice that spoke was deep, textured like smoke over gravel. Mia felt hands on her shoulders—different hands, larger—steering her forward. Her hip bumped against what felt like the arm of a couch. Leather creaked. The air smelled like expensive cologne, the kind that came in bottles shaped like complicated geometry, and underneath that, something earthier. Sweat, maybe. Anticipation.

"The sundress was a nice touch," another voice said. This one was lighter, amused. "Makes her look like she's here for a church picnic."

Laughter rolled through the room. Five distinct voices, she counted. Five men.

"Turn around," the first voice commanded. "Let us see you properly."

The hands on her shoulders rotated her in a slow circle. She felt their eyes on her like heat lamps, tracking the curve of her hips, the way the fabric clung to her plump frame. Her auburn hair fell past her shoulders, and she wondered if it was tangled from the blindfold.

"Beautiful," someone murmured. "Exactly what we needed."

"Can she follow instructions?" a fourth voice asked. Nasal, skeptical.

"Let's find out." The first voice again, the one that seemed to be in charge. "Mia, is it?"

"Yes," she whispered.

"Louder. And come forward three steps."

"Yes," she said, and her voice cracked slightly. She stepped forward, arms out slightly for balance, until her shin touched something. A table, low to the ground.

"Kneel."

She knelt. The carpet was soft beneath her knees, but she could feel the hard floor underneath. Her sundress rode up again and this time she left it.

"Now then," the leader said. She heard movement, the rustle of fabric, a zipper's metallic purr. "Open wide and show us what that pretty mouth can do."

Her lips parted. Her tongue darted out to wet them—a nervous habit—and she tasted her own lip gloss, cherry-flavored and too sweet.

Fingers touched her chin, tilted her head up. Then she felt it: the blunt pressure of a cockhead against her lower lip, already slick with precum. The taste hit her tongue before she even closed her mouth around it—salt and musk and something slightly sweet, like he'd been eating fruit. Her eyes watered behind the blindfold, and a small sound escaped her throat. Not quite a moan, not quite a whimper.

"Eager little thing," the fourth voice observed.

She was eager. That was the problem, or maybe it wasn't a problem at all. Her pussy clenched, already wet, and she hadn't even touched herself. She opened wider, letting the cock slide past her lips and over her tongue. Thick, velvet-soft skin stretched over steel. It pulsed against her palate, and she tasted another bead of precum, this one thicker than the first.

Her moan was louder this time, genuine. It vibrated through her chest and throat, and the man above her—the leader, she assumed—made a satisfied grunt.

"That's it," he said. "Take it slow. Show us you can appreciate quality."

She could. God, she could. Her cheeks hollowed as she sucked, creating pressure, and her tongue worked the underside of his shaft in slow circles. He was big enough that her jaw ached already, but the ache was delicious, something she wanted to sink into. She took him deeper, felt him hit the back of her throat, and swallowed around him.

His hand found her hair, gripped it, not pulling but holding. A claim. "Fuck," he breathed. "She's not gagging."

"Natural talent," the amused voice said.

She wasn't sure about talent, but she knew about hunger. Her whole body was humming with it, a frequency that started low in her belly and spread outward. She bobbed her head, taking him deeper with each pass, and saliva began to drip from the corners of her mouth. Her lipstick was probably ruined. Her carefully applied mascara was probably running. She didn't care.

The cock in her mouth grew harder, impossibly harder, and she felt it throb against her tongue. A warning. She moaned again, encouraging, and increased her pace. Her hand came up to grip the base of his shaft, stroking what she couldn't fit, and she felt him shudder.

"Christ," he muttered. "I'm going to—"

He came without finishing the sentence. The first pulse hit the back of her throat, hot and thick, and she swallowed reflexively. Then another, and another, each one coating her tongue with salt and bitter earth. She drank it down like she was dying of thirst, like this was the first liquid she'd had in days. Her throat worked, swallowing, swallowing, until he was finished and pulling back.

She licked her lips, chasing the taste, and realized she was panting. Her sundress was sticking to her back with sweat. Her thighs were slick.

"Jesus Christ," the skeptical voice said. "Did she just—"

"She swallowed every drop," the leader confirmed. His hand was still in her hair, stroking now, almost gentle. "And look at her. She's still hungry."

She was. The hunger hadn't subsided; if anything, it had grown sharper. Her pussy ached, untouched, and she squeezed her thighs together for friction that didn't come. She licked her lips again, tasting the lingering salt, and felt something primal settle in her chest. More. She needed more.

"Please," she whispered, and the word surprised her. She hadn't meant to beg, not yet, but it slipped out anyway.

The five men laughed, but it wasn't cruel. It was delightful, like they'd unwrapped a present and found something better than they'd expected.

"Gentlemen," the leader said, and she could hear the smile in his voice. "I think we've found our girl."



The cushion was velvet too, or something like it, and thick enough that her knees sank into it without touching the floor beneath. Hands guided her into position, adjusted her shoulders until she was at the right height. The blindfold stayed on, but she felt it loosen slightly, someone's fingers working the knot.

"Leave it," the leader said. "I want to see her face, but she doesn't need to see us. Not yet."

The silk slipped away and light hit her eyelids. She kept them closed for a moment, adjusting, then opened them slowly. The room swam into focus: low lighting from recessed fixtures, velvet curtains the color of dried blood, leather furniture arranged in a loose circle. Five men watched her from various positions around the space. Suits, mostly. Expensive watches catching the light. Faces that ranged from middle-aged to older, all of them wearing expressions of interest and something darker.

The leader stood directly in front of her. Tall, silver-haired, with a jaw that looked like it had been carved from granite. His cock was still out, half-hard already, streaked with her saliva.

"Take your time with this one," he said. His voice was gentler now, almost instructive. "Show me what you can really do."

She nodded and leaned forward. Her hair fell around her face like a curtain, auburn strands sticking to her damp cheeks. She took him in hand first, stroking slowly, feeling him harden fully against her palm. His skin was fever-hot, the veins prominent. She licked a stripe from base to tip, tasting herself on him—saliva and lipstick—before taking the head into her mouth.

This time she went slow. Deliberate. Her tongue circled the ridge of his glans, dipping into the slit to catch the precum already gathering there. He tasted the same as before, salt and earth and something slightly bitter, but now she had time to savor it. She hummed her appreciation and felt him twitch against her tongue.

"Good girl," he murmured. His hand found her hair again, not gripping, just resting. A weight that steadied her.

She took him deeper, inch by inch, until he hit the back of her throat. She paused there, breathing through her nose, then pushed further. Her throat opened—not easily, but it opened—and she felt him slide past the resistance. Her eyes watered immediately, tears spilling over and running down her already-flushed cheeks. Mascara, definitely ruined now.

"Fuck," someone breathed from the side. "Look at her take it."

She could feel them watching, five sets of eyes tracking every movement, and the attention made her pussy clench. She was so wet that it was uncomfortable, her thighs sticky, the sundress plastered to her skin. She wanted to touch herself but kept her hands where they were—one gripping the leader's hip for balance, the other working the base of his shaft.

She pulled back until just the tip remained in her mouth, then sank down again. Slow, steady, building a rhythm. Her cheeks hollowed with each stroke, creating suction, and saliva pooled in her mouth and dripped down her chin. The wet sounds filled the room—obscene, unmistakable—and she heard someone groan.

The leader's breathing had changed, grown rougher. His hand tightened in her hair, not pulling but holding her in place as she worked him. "That's it," he said. "Just like that. Don't stop."

She had no intention of stopping. The hunger from before had grown into something else, something that felt like need. Her jaw ached, her throat was raw, her knees hurt despite the cushion, and none of it mattered. What mattered was the cock in her mouth, the taste of him, the way he was getting harder and harder with each pass.

She went faster. Her head bobbed in quick, fluid motions, taking him deep and pulling back, deep and pulling back. Her hand twisted on his shaft, matching her rhythm, and she felt his hips start to move, small thrusts that matched her pace. He was close. She could tell by the way his thighs tensed, the way his breathing went shallow.

"Fuck, I'm going to—" He didn't finish. The first pulse hit her tongue, thick and hot, and she moaned around him. It set off something in her chest, a burst of pleasure that had nothing to do with her own untouched body and everything to do with the act itself. She swallowed, felt another pulse, swallowed again. He came harder this time, longer, painting the inside of her mouth with rope after rope of cum.

It was more than before. Much more. She swallowed desperately, trying to keep up, and still some escaped, dribbling from the corners of her mouth. The taste overwhelmed her—salt and copper and something musky that coated her throat. She swallowed until he was finished, until he pulled back with a low groan, and then she licked him clean, chasing every last drop.

When she finally released him, her lips were swollen and slick. She licked them, tasting him, and realized she was panting again. Her chest heaved, breasts straining against the sundress, and she felt gloriously used.

"Jesus Christ," the skeptical voice said. He sounded less skeptical now. "She swallowed all of that?"

"Every drop," the leader confirmed. He was tucking himself away, but his eyes stayed on her face. "And look at her. She's still hungry."

Mia nodded before she could stop herself. She was hungry. Starving, actually. Her pussy ached so badly it was almost painful, and her throat felt wonderfully raw, and she wanted—needed—more.

"Please," she whispered, her voice rough. "Can I have the next one? Please, I need more."

The room went quiet for a moment. Then laughter, warm and delighted, rolling through the space like summer thunder.

"She's begging for it," the amused voice said. "Christ, where did you find her?"

"I didn't find her," the leader said. "She found us." He looked down at Mia, still kneeling on the cushion, still licking her lips. "And I think we're going to keep her."

One of the other men stood, already unfastening his belt. "My turn," he said. "Let's see if she's still this eager after the second one."

She was. God help her, she was.

"She's a natural," the leader said, and there was pride in his voice. Pride and possession and promise.



The second man was thicker than the first, and her jaw protested immediately, the hinge aching as she stretched to accommodate him. He tasted different too—sharper, with an undertone of soap and sweat that made her nostrils flare. She worked him slower than she'd worked the leader, taking time to adjust, but her enthusiasm hadn't dimmed. If anything, it had grown brighter, hotter, a need that pulsed between her legs with every heartbeat.

He gripped her hair harder than the leader had, used it to control her pace, and she let him. Her eyes watered as he pushed deep, held her there, pulled back. Again. Again. When he came, it was with a grunt that sounded almost angry, and the cum was thicker, coating her throat in heavy pulses. She swallowed it down and immediately turned to the third.

The third man was older, his cock slightly curved, and he watched her with dark eyes that missed nothing. "Open wider," he said, and she did. He was gentler than the second but lasted longer, his stamina impressive for his age. By the time he finished, her jaw was numb and her throat felt scraped raw, but she swallowed his load just as eagerly as the others. Three down. The taste of them mingled in her mouth, a complicated mixture that she was starting to crave.

The fourth man didn't wait for her to catch her breath. He was already hard, already guiding himself between her swollen lips before she'd finished licking them clean. She took him gratefully, desperately, even as her body started to protest. Her knees ached despite the plush cushion. Her back hurt from maintaining the position. Her belly felt strangely full, weighted down by the sheer volume of cum she'd consumed.

But none of that mattered. What mattered was the cock in her mouth, the salt-sweet taste, the way her pussy clenched every time she swallowed. She was trembling now, her hands shaking as she gripped his thighs, but she didn't stop. Couldn't stop. The fourth man came quickly, perhaps overwhelmed by watching her service the others, and added his load to the collection pooling in her stomach.

"Look at her," someone said. The amused voice, though it sounded less amused now. More awed. "She's still going."

"Think she can handle two?"

The question hung in the air. Mia pulled back from the fourth man, gasping, and looked up. Her vision was blurry—tears and ruined mascara turning the room into a smear of shadows and low light. But she could see well enough. The fifth man stood beside the leader, both of them hard again, and something in her chest tightened with anticipation.

"Yes," she whispered. Her voice was barely recognizable, scraped raw and hoarse. "Please. Both of you."

They didn't need more encouragement. The leader positioned himself in front of her while the fifth man moved to her side. She turned her head to take the fifth into her mouth first, stroking the leader with one hand to keep him ready. The logistics were complicated—her neck twisted at an awkward angle, her hand cramping as she worked—but she managed. More than managed. She switched between them, taking one deep while stroking the other, then switching, building a rhythm that had both men groaning.

"Fuck, look at her cheeks," someone breathed.

Her cheeks were bulging, she could feel it. When she tried to take the fifth man too deep while still gripping the leader, her mouth stretched obscenely, lips straining. Saliva poured down her chin, dripped onto her breasts, soaked the neckline of her sundress. The wet sounds were overwhelming now, filling the room, and she heard someone—the skeptic, maybe—mutter "Christ" under his breath.

The fifth man came first, flooding her mouth without warning. She swallowed frantically, but her mouth was too full, occupied by two cocks and now cum as well, and some escaped. It ran down her chin, thick and white, dripping onto her cleavage. She switched to the leader immediately, taking him deep, and he followed seconds later. More cum, hotter, coating her already-slick throat. She swallowed, swallowed, swallowed until both men were finished and stepping back.

She knelt there, gasping, the cushion soaked beneath her knees from sweat and saliva. Her hands dropped to her thighs, unable to hold themselves up any longer. She was trembling all over, muscles quivering with exhaustion and something else. Her pussy ached, swollen and untouched and desperate. Her belly felt round now, distended slightly from the sheer volume she'd consumed. Five loads, each one thick and copious, all of it sitting heavy in her stomach.

Mascara ran in dark rivers down her cheeks. Her lipstick had been gone for at least three men. Her hair was tangled, matted in places where hands had gripped too hard. The sundress was soaked through, clinging to her skin, and she could smell herself—sweat and arousal and the musk of five different men.

And she wanted more.

"More," she whispered. Then louder, urgent: "Please, I need more."

The room was silent. She looked up through blurry eyes and saw them staring at her. All five of them, their expressions ranging from shock to hunger to something like reverence.

"She can't be serious," the skeptic said, but his voice wavered.

"Look at her," the leader replied. "She's dead serious."

Mia nodded, licking her lips, tasting the mixture of cum and saliva. "Please," she said again. Her voice broke on the word. "I'll do anything. Just... more. Please, I need more."

Her hands moved to her breasts, squeezing through the damp fabric of her dress, and she whimpered. The sound was pathetic, needy, and she didn't care. Her hips rocked slightly, seeking friction that wasn't there, and she felt fresh tears streak through the ruins of her mascara.

"She's an addict," the amused voice said, and now he did sound amused again. Delighted, even. "Jesus Christ, we've created a cum addict."

"Created nothing," the leader said. He stepped forward and cupped her chin, tilting her face up to meet his eyes. "She came to us this way. We just helped her figure it out."

Mia's tongue darted out, licking at a stray drop on her lower lip. The leader's thumb brushed her cheek, smearing the mascara, and she leaned into the touch like a cat seeking affection.

"More," she whispered one more time. "Please."

The five men exchanged glances. Then the leader smiled—a slow, satisfied expression that made something in Mia's chest flutter.

"Don't worry," he said. "We're just getting started."



Saturday night arrived with spotlights. They'd moved her to a raised platform in the center of the room—a dais covered in burgundy velvet that scratched against her bare knees—and positioned lights that turned her skin ghost-pale and made every streak of fluid gleam like oil. The sundress was gone. She couldn't remember when they'd removed it, only that she now knelt naked except for a pair of heels that someone had insisted she wear. The heels dug into her calves when she sat back on her haunches, but she barely noticed.

Ten new men had arrived. She'd heard them come in, voices mixing with the familiar five, felt the room's energy shift and intensify. The original group had moved to the leather furniture arranged around her platform, settling in like an audience at a theater. The new arrivals—VIPs, someone had called them—stood in a loose semicircle, waiting.

They were varied. That was the first thing she noticed through the haze of exhaustion and hunger. Young and old, fit and soft, dark-skinned and pale. Some wore suits like the original five. Others had dressed more casually, as if they'd come from different events and converged here. One man wore a wedding ring that caught the light. Another had tattoos crawling up his forearms. Their cocks, already out or being freed from expensive trousers, showed the same variety—thick and thin, long and average, cut and uncut.

Fifteen men total. The number settled in her mind like a challenge.

"Gentlemen," the leader's voice cut through the murmurs. "As promised, our newest acquisition. I think you'll find she's worth every penny of your membership."

Mia's pussy clenched at the words, a Pavlovian response. She was being presented like merchandise, and the thought made her wetter than she'd been all night.

"Who's first?" someone asked.

"All of you," the leader replied. "She doesn't stop until everyone's satisfied. Isn't that right, Mia?"

She nodded, licking her swollen lips. "Please," she whispered, her voice barely functional. "I'm ready."

The first new man stepped onto the platform. She didn't get a good look at his face—the spotlights were too bright, creating shadows where features should be—but she saw his cock clearly enough. Average length, thick at the base, already leaking. She leaned forward and took him into her mouth without preamble.

He lasted three minutes. Maybe less. The sight of her, the feel of her raw throat, was too much. He came with a strangled groan, and she swallowed automatically, barely tasting him before the next man took his place.

The second new VIP was rougher. He gripped her hair and fucked her face with quick, brutal thrusts that made her gag and her eyes stream. She took it, throat opening and closing around him, saliva pouring down her chin. When he came, he held her down, buried to the hilt, and she swallowed while choking on him. He pulled out and she gasped, coughed, then immediately opened her mouth for the next.

They kept coming. One after another, an assembly line of cock and cum, each man different but all of them the same. Some were gentle, almost reverent. Others were rough, testing her limits. She serviced them all with the same desperate hunger, her jaw long past aching into a weird numbness, her throat so raw that each swallow burned.

The cum began to overflow. Even swallowing immediately after each pulse, she couldn't keep up with the volume. It dripped from the corners of her mouth, ran down her chin, splattered onto her breasts and belly. The lights made it shine like glaze on pastry, coating her heaving chest until she looked frosted. Some of it pooled in the hollow of her throat. More ran between her breasts, following the curve of her soft belly to collect in her navel.

She lost count after seven. Or maybe eight. The faces above her blurred together, became a succession of groans and grunts and muttered curses. Her hands moved automatically, stroking what wouldn't fit, cupping balls, doing whatever each man seemed to need. Her knees were numb. Her back screamed. Her belly was so full it looked distended, round and tight like she'd eaten a feast.

But her pussy. God, her pussy was on fire. Untouched, neglected, swollen with need. Every time she swallowed, every time cum hit her tongue, her clit throbbed like a second heartbeat. She was so wet that it ran down her thighs, probably dripping onto the velvet beneath her. She wanted to touch herself, needed to, but her hands were occupied and no one had given her permission.

"Look at her," someone breathed. One of the original five, watching from the furniture. "She's glowing."

She was. The combination of exertion and arousal had turned her skin flushed and damp, shining under the spotlights. Mascara had long since given up, leaving dark streaks down her cheeks that mixed with tears and saliva. Her hair was matted, tangled, hanging in clumps around her face. She looked destroyed and radiant at the same time.

Another cock filled her mouth. She didn't know whose—she'd lost track of who was new and who was returning for seconds. It didn't matter. She sucked greedily, desperately, moaning around the thick shaft. Her tongue worked the underside, her cheeks hollowed, her throat opened. When he came, she swallowed frantically, and some still escaped, adding to the glaze covering her chest.

"More," she gasped when he pulled out. Her voice was gone, reduced to a rasping whisper. "Please, more."

Laughter rippled through the room, but it was approving. Appreciative. She'd become what they wanted—insatiable, desperate, a perfect vessel for their pleasure.

The next man stepped forward, and she opened her mouth like a baby bird. Her jaw barely functioned, but she made it work. Her throat was a raw hamburger, but she swallowed it. Her belly was distended, but she made room. Because she needed it. Needed the taste, the weight, the fullness. Needed the approval in their eyes and the groans they made when they came down her throat.

She was a cum addict. The amused voice had been right. And she'd never felt more alive.

The rotation continued. Ten men became fifteen as the original five joined back in, unable to resist. Mia's world narrowed to cock and cum and the burning need between her legs. Her throat never emptied. As soon as one man pulled out, another took his place, and she serviced them all with greedy, desperate hunger.

Under the spotlights, glazed and glowing and still begging for more, Mia had found her calling.



Dawn light crept through gaps in the velvet curtains, turning the room gray and soft. The VIPs had left hours ago, satisfied and spent, leaving only the original five. They sat around her dais like sentinels, watching as she knelt in the ruins of the night—cum-glazed, trembling, barely conscious but still hungry. The spotlights had been turned off, returning the basement to its original intimate dimness.

Mia's body was a map of excess. Cum coated her from chin to navel, dried in some places and fresh in others. Her thighs were slick with her own arousal, still untouched despite hours of desperate need. Her belly was round and tight, distended from the sheer volume she'd consumed. She'd lost count of how many loads—twenty? Thirty? More? The number didn't matter. What mattered was the hollow ache in her chest that said she could take more.

"Come here," the leader said. His voice was gentler than it had been during the marathon, almost tender. "We're not done with you yet."

She lifted her head, movements slow and uncoordinated. Her muscles screamed in protest, but she crawled off the dais and toward them. They guided her to the central table—a massive thing made of dark wood that she hadn't noticed before—and lifted her onto it. Her plush body settled against the cold surface, and she gasped at the shock of it against her overheated skin.

The five men surrounded her, standing in a circle with her at the center. They were all hard again—she didn't know how, given how many times they'd already finished—but there they were, cocks jutting toward her like offerings.

"This is the final round," the leader said. He stroked himself slowly, watching her watch him. "After this, you're ours officially. Understand?"

She nodded. She understood perfectly.

"On your knees," he commanded. "Head up."

She struggled into position, her body protesting every movement. Her knees pressed against the table's hard surface, no cushion this time, and she straightened her spine. Her head tilted back, mouth already falling open in anticipation.

The leader and the amused voice—she'd started thinking of them by their voices since she'd never learned their names—positioned themselves in front of her face. The other three moved to her sides and back, close enough that she could feel their body heat.

"Open wider," the leader said.

She did, jaw cracking with the effort. The leader guided himself between her lips first, just the head, while the amused voice pressed in beside him. Her mouth stretched obscenely, lips straining, and for a moment she thought it wouldn't work. But then her jaw relaxed into that numb space beyond pain, and she took them both.

Not deep. She couldn't take them deep, not like this. But enough. Enough that both heads rested on her tongue, both of them leaking precum that mixed into a complicated taste. She sucked weakly, her strength nearly gone, and moaned around them.

The sensation of having two cocks in her mouth simultaneously was overwhelming. Her tongue couldn't move properly, trapped between them. Saliva pooled and overflowed immediately, running down her chin in thick streams. She couldn't breathe through her mouth, had to drag air through her nose in desperate gasps, and even that was difficult with her face pressed so close to their bodies.

She felt hands on her breasts, her belly, her thighs. The other three men touched her reverently, almost worshipfully, while they stroked themselves. She couldn't see them but felt their presence, their heat, the promise of what was coming.

The leader thrust shallowly, and the amused voice matched him. They moved in tandem, a slow rhythm that she couldn't quite accommodate but tried anyway. Tears streamed down her face—not from sadness but from the physical strain, the overwhelming fullness. Her jaw screamed. Her throat ached. Her pussy throbbed, neglected and desperate.

"Now," the leader grunted, and everything happened at once.

The two cocks in her mouth pulsed simultaneously. Cum flooded her tongue, too much to contain, and she swallowed frantically while more poured in. At the same time, she felt hot splashes on her cheeks, her forehead, her neck. The other three had finished together, painting her face and chest with thick ropes of cum. It hit her closed eyelids, dripped into her hair, ran down the curve of her breasts to join the dried layers already there.

She swallowed and swallowed, choking slightly, cum running from her nose and the corners of her mouth. The taste overwhelmed everything—five different men, all at once, coating her inside and out. Her throat worked desperately, trying to take it all down, and still it overflowed. She was drowning in it, baptized in it, marked inside and out.

When they finally pulled back, she collapsed forward, catching herself on shaking arms. Cum dripped from her face in thick strings, pooled on the table beneath her. She gasped for air, coughing, and tasted nothing but salt and musk.

Hands lifted her chin gently. The leader's face swam into focus through her cum-covered lashes. He was smiling, that slow satisfied expression she'd seen before.

"Perfect," he murmured. Then he held up something that glittered in the dim light. "For our Harvest Queen."

The collar was platinum, or maybe white gold, studded with diamonds that caught what little light remained. The leader fastened it around her throat, and she felt the weight of it settle against her cum-slick skin. Cool metal, warmed quickly by her body heat. She reached up with trembling fingers and felt the stones, the engraving on the front.

"What does it say?" she whispered. Her voice was completely gone, just air and roughness.

"Harvest Queen," the skeptic said. He didn't sound skeptical anymore. He sounded proud. "That's what you are now. Ours. Officially."

The words settled in her chest like an anchor. Ours. She was theirs. Claimed, marked, collared. The hunger in her chest didn't disappear—she didn't think it ever would—but it shifted into something else. Satisfaction. Purpose.

"You're booked every weekend from now on," the leader continued. He was putting himself away, all of them were, returning to the civilized veneer of suits and watches. "Friday through Sunday. We have a waiting list of VIPs who want to experience our Harvest Queen."

Every weekend. The thought made her pussy clench, finally given attention as someone's hand—she didn't know whose—brushed between her thighs and found her swollen, soaked, desperate. The touch was brief, teasing, then gone.

Mia smiled. Her lips were numb and swollen, barely functional, but she managed it. She licked at a stray drop of cum on her lower lip—couldn't help herself—and tasted five men at once. The collar was heavy and perfect around her throat. Her belly was full to bursting. Her body was destroyed and remade.

"When do I start?" she whispered.

The five men laughed, warm and delighted, and the leader leaned down to kiss her forehead—a strangely tender gesture given everything that had happened.

"Next Friday," he said. "Be ready."

She would be. God help her, she would be.
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