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EROTICA BUNDLE


THE NEW GIRL IN THE HOSTEL

––––––––

The Greyhound bus smelled faintly of diesel, old vinyl, and someone’s half-eaten tuna sandwich three rows back. Amy pressed her forehead against the cool window and watched the Hudson River glitter under the late-afternoon sun like a sheet of crumpled aluminum foil.

She is 18 and this is the farthest she had ever been from Stockton. She lifted a long strand of  her long chestnut hair and wound it slowly around two fingers. The bus lurched over a bridge and she caught her reflection superimposed on the skyline. Pale skin, wide hazel eyes, a small mouth that always looked like it was about to smile even when she wasn’t. Tall enough that her knees pressed uncomfortably against the seat in front, but narrow-hipped and small-breasted in a way that made most tops hang loose across her chest.

Lucia College of Art & Design. Fashion Design major. She had the acceptance letter folded inside her journal, the one with the tiny silver lock she’d never actually clicked shut. She shifted in the seat. The thin cotton of her sundress rode up her thighs; she didn’t bother smoothing it back down right away. Her nipples tightened against the soft lining of her bralette, two small points she could see if she angled her head just right. She didn’t look down. She just felt them, aware in a way she hadn’t let herself be aware very often back home.
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The bus finally stopped outside the tall iron gates of Lucia College. Amy stepped down, dragging her small suitcase and backpack. It was a women’s college. Hundreds of  girls are wandering in the campus. Short dresses, tiny shorts, crop tops that showed flat stomachs and belly-button rings. Some stood in groups, laughing loudly. Others leaned against the brick walls smoking openly, blowing perfect rings into the warm September air. No one seemed to care about rules here.

Amy smoothed her sundress and tucked a strand of long hair behind her ear.  A girl walked straight toward her, short black skirt barely covering her thighs, tight white t-shirt stretched across full breasts, bubble gum popping between glossy lips.

“Heey, sweetie,” the girl drawled, voice thick with fake sweetness.

“Where you goin’ all lost and pretty like that?”

The girls behind her burst into giggles.

Amy’s cheeks burned.

She managed a quiet “Hi,” then hurried past, pulling her suitcase faster. Their laughter followed her like smoke.

Inside the admission building it was cooler and quieter. Papers were signed, keys handed over, a quick map of the campus shoved into her hand. Then the housing officer smiled too wide and said, “You’re in Willow Hall, room 312. Hostel warden Susy will help you there. Good luck, freshman.”

Amy walked across the green lawn toward the tall red-brick building that loomed at the edge of campus. Willow Hall looked old and beautiful from far away - ivy crawling up the walls, big arched windows. Up close it felt heavy, like it was watching her.

At the ground-floor desk, sat the warden. Susy. Mid-forties, heavy-set, blouse straining over enormous breasts that seemed to rest on the counter like they had their own gravity. Dark hair pulled into a messy bun. When Amy approached, Susy’s eyes slid over her slowly - up her long legs, across her small chest, lingering on the smooth fall of chestnut hair.

Amy shifted her weight. The look felt heavy, almost sticky.

“Name?” Susy asked, voice low and rough.

“Amy Carter.”

Susy checked the list, nodded. Her gaze didn’t leave Amy’s body.

“Room 312. Third floor. And listen good girl, obey the rules.

“Yes, ma’am.”

Susy’s lips curved, not quite a smile. “Good. Go on up.”

Amy hurried away, cheeks hot again. She could feel those eyes on her back the whole way to the stairs.

She climbed the wide staircase to the third floor. The hallway smelled like nail polish, weed, and coconut body lotion. Music thumped from behind several doors.

Room 312. The door was already open.

The room was small.

Two single beds pushed right together, making one big mattress that took up most of the space. A narrow window with thin white curtains. A desk crammed against the wall, covered in makeup and empty energy-drink cans. One open suitcase spilling clothes. An attached bathroom door stood half-open; she could see tiles and a foggy mirror.

And on the joined beds lay Ruby.

Twenty-two. Asleep on her stomach, face turned to the side, dark auburn hair fanned across the pillow. She wore only a thin black tank top and pale pink boyshorts that hugged her hips. The tank had ridden up, showing the smooth dip of her lower back and the gentle curve of her ass - round, firm, the kind that made the shorts look painted on. Even lying down, Amy could see the gentle swell of her 34B breasts pressed against the sheet, nipples faintly outlined through the fabric.

Amy set the suitcase down as quietly as she could. She sat carefully on the very edge of the empty side of the bed, so close their hips would almost touch if Ruby rolled over. Her long hair brushed the sheet.

Ruby suddenly stirred, her eyes fluttered open. She propped herself up on one elbow, auburn hair falling messily over one shoulder.

“Hey,” Ruby said, voice low and rough from sleep. “Who the fuck are you, shithole?”

Amy jumped to her feet like she’d been caught stealing.

“I’m Amy,” she said quickly. “I’m here for the fashion design degree. First year.”

Ruby sat up fully now, legs dangling off the side of the joined beds. Then she looked at Amy. Slow. From Amy’s white sneakers, up her long legs, over the sundress that suddenly felt paper-thin, past her small chest, to her face. Her gaze lingered like she was pricing something.

“Cute girl,” Ruby said, lips curling. “Where you from?”

“Stockton,” Amy answered.

“Ruby. California. By the way, I’m your senior.” She smirked.

“Repeating the year. Failed backup, whatever.

Amy nodded nervously. “O-okay...”

Ruby tilted her head. “So let me see you properly. Strip.”

Amy blinked. “What?”

Ruby rolled her eyes like Amy was being slow.

“It’s a ritual here. Every new girl has to strip when she walks into the room for the first time. Hostel tradition. Don’t make it weird.”

Amy’s mouth went dry. “What kind of rule is that?”

“Rule of this hostel,” Ruby said flatly. “If you’re done with questions... now strip.”

Amy’s heart slammed against her ribs. She looked toward the door-  locked. The window curtains half-drawn. No one could see in. But still.

She reached behind her neck with shaking fingers and untied the thin straps of the sundress. The fabric slid down her body in one soft rush, pooling at her feet. She stepped out of it, standing in plain black bra and matching panties. Her arms crossed over her chest instinctively.

Ruby’s eyes narrowed. “Everything.”

Amy hesitated. Her fingers hovered at the bra clasp.

Ruby leaned forward slightly. “Come on, new girl. Don’t be shy.”

Amy unhooked the bra. It fell away. Her small breasts were bare now - pale, pink nipples already tight from nerves and the cool air. She felt tiny under Ruby’s stare.

Ruby let out a soft laugh.

“Ohhh, so small. Don’t worry, sweetie. We’ll make them big.”

Amy froze. “W-what do you mean?”

Ruby just smiled wider. “Later. Now the panties.”

Amy’s hands trembled as they slid to the waistband. She pushed the black cotton down slowly over her hips, past the neat triangle of soft brown hair, down her thighs, stepping out one foot at a time. The panties landed beside the dress.

She stood completely naked.

Nude in front of a stranger. A woman she’d known for three minutes. She hadn’t imagined this when the bus pulled into Greenport. Not even close.

Ruby’s gaze dropped between Amy’s legs. She studied the smooth skin, the neat patch of hair, the faint pink lips of her pussy. A slow, hungry smile spread across her face.

“Fuck,” Ruby murmured, almost to herself. “You’re pretty.”

Amy’s arms hung useless at her sides. She didn’t cover herself. She didn’t know if she was allowed to. Her skin felt electric, every inch aware of Ruby’s eyes.

Ruby patted the bed beside her.

“Come here, little Stockton girl. Sit.”

Amy took one shaky step, then another. The mattress dipped under her weight. Amy sat on the edge of the bed, her naked body rigid. Slowly, Ruby lifted her hand, her fingers trailed through the air, then descended to hover just above the junction of Amy’s thighs.

Amy flinched.

Ruby didn’t pull back. Her hand remained, a silent, patient question.

“Do you have a boyfriend?”

“No.” Amy replied

“Hmm.” Ruby’s hand began to move, a slow, deliberate slide down the trembling plane of Amy’s thigh. “You ever had a boyfriend?”

The touch reached the crease where thigh met her pussy. Ruby’s fingers, brushed through the soft, downy hair there. Amy’s whole world contracted to that point of contact. A shudder wracked her frame. “N-noo...”

Ruby: “Good.”

Ruby’s index finger found the outer fold of her labia. It was a whisper of a touch, tracing the soft, closed seam. Amy felt a jolt, like static electricity, shoot straight up her spine. Her stomach clenched, a swarm of butterflies taking violent flight.

“Please,” Amy whispered, the word tearing from a place of pure, instinctive fear. “Don’t do this.”

Ruby leaned in. Her lips were so close they brushed the shell of Amy’s ear. Her whisper was a hot, velvet command. “Shhh.”

Amy’s protest died in her throat. Ruby’s finger stopped its tracing. It pressed, with a little more insistence, against the tight, virginal entrance. The pressure increased, a steady, unwavering force. The fingertip slipped past the initial tight ring of muscle.

Amy cried out a short, sharp cry.

Ruby let out a soft, appreciative hum.

“Mmm. It’s too tight.” Her finger retreated slightly, then pushed forward again, gaining another millimeter.

“Let’s break your seal today.”

Tears welled in Amy’s eyes. They weren’t tears of sorrow, but of overwhelming sensory overload.

“Please,” she sobbed, the word ragged. “Leave me.”

Ruby didn’t leave. Her finger withdrew completely, slick now with Amy’s wetness. The sudden absence was its own kind of shock. Then, with the same slow certainty, she pushed back in. Deeper this time. The stretch was more pronounced, a burning, full feeling that made Amy gasp and arch her back.

Out. In.

A rhythm established itself. A relentless, gentle piston. Each inward stroke delved a fraction deeper, each withdrawal felt like a loss. The initial sharp pain was softening, melting into a persistent, throbbing ache that spread heat through her lower belly. Amy’s hands fisted in the sheets. She was crying openly now, silent tears tracking through the blush on her cheeks. Her breath came in ragged hitches that matched the rhythm of Ruby’s hand.

“Shut up,” Ruby murmured. “And enjoy, cutey.”

As Amy’s body yielded, stretched, Ruby added a second finger. It was a smoother entry, aided by the slickness. Amy’s body was being opened, filled in a way she had never imagined.

A huge, guttural moan ripped from her throat.

“Ahhhh!” It was a sound of surrender.

Ruby began to move in earnest. Her two fingers curled slightly, finding a rhythm that was no longer just about penetration. She fucked Amy with her hand, a spontaneous, exploring cadence. She’d thrust deep, then scissor gently, stretching. She’d press upward, rubbing against something inside that made Amy’s toes curl and a new, sharper cry tear from her lips.

Ruby’s free hand came up. She cupped Amy’s small breast, her thumb sweeping over the taut nipple. The dual sensation, the invasion below, the teasing above sent Amy’s mind spinning. She was being played, like an instrument, and Ruby was the only one who knew the tune.

“That’s it,” Ruby breathed. She watched Amy’s face, the play of agony and ecstasy, the tears and the parted lips. “Just feel it. Let it happen.”

Her moans became continuous, a soft, broken melody. Her head tipped back, throat exposed. Ruby felt the change. She shifted the angle of her fingers, pressing more firmly against that spongy, miraculous spot inside. She curled them, a come-hither motion that scraped directly over it.

Amy’s body went taut as a bowstring. A high, keening sound escaped her. Her back arched clear off the bed. Her inner muscles clamped down vise-tight around Ruby’s fingers. She cried out, a raw, shattered sound, as her orgasm ripped through her. It seemed to last forever. Convulsions wracked her, milking Ruby’s buried fingers. Juices gushed with blood, hot and copious, flooding Ruby’s hand and trickling down to wet the sheets beneath them.

Ruby didn’t stop. She kept her fingers inside, gentling her movements to small, coaxing pulses that prolonged the aftershocks, each one making Amy sob with oversensitivity. Finally, as Amy’s body went limp, boneless and trembling, Ruby slowly withdrew her fingers. They emerged slick and glistening in the faint light. She held her hand up between them, examining the evidence.

“So quick,” Ruby said. She lowered her hand, showing Amy the glistening trails of fluid that still coated her palm and dripped down her wrist.

“Dirty little slut. You ruined my hands.”

Ruby pushed her to the bed. She fell forward, the motion sudden and graceless. Her face pressed into the twisted, damp sheets of Ruby’s bed. The scent of her own release was overwhelming here, mixed with the clean cotton and Ruby’s lavender soap. Her small breasts were flattened against the mattress, her nipples peaked and sensitive from the earlier touch. Her legs were splayed, knees bent, her ass in the air. A position of utter vulnerability.

Ruby’s shadow fell over her. She could feel the heat of her body hovering close. The warm, smooth curve of Ruby’s palm landed on the crest of Amy’s right buttock. It was a possessory touch, cupping the soft, pale flesh. A thumb stroked the outer curve, a slow, appreciative caress.

“Such a pretty canvas,” Ruby murmured. Her other hand joined, both palms now mapping the slopes of Amy’s ass. They squeezed gently, testing the give, the resilience. Amy felt like a specimen, pinned and examined. A sheep in the hands of a tiger.

Ruby’s thumbs moved inward, tracing the delicate crease where her ass cheeks met. They brushed against the furled, forbidden knot of her anus, making Amy jolt and gasp into the sheets. Ruby chuckled, a dark, pleasant sound.

“So jumpy. Every nerve is awake, isn’t it?”

Her touch grew more deliberate. She used her fingertips to pinch, not hard, but with a sharp, surprising pressure. She pinched the soft flesh of Amy’s ass. Amy yelped, the sound muffled by the bedding. The pinch was a bright spark of sensation.

“Shh,” Ruby soothed. She pinched the other side, a mirroring claim. Then she dragged her nails lightly, so lightly, up the center of Amy’s spine, making every hair on Amy’s body stand on end. The contrast was maddening. The sharp pinches, the feather-light scratches. Amy squirmed, a helpless, involuntary movement.

Ruby’s hands returned to her ass, this time spreading her cheeks apart. The cool air of the room kissed her most intimate places, the slick, swollen lips of her pussy and the tight pucker behind them now exposed. Amy whimpered, humiliation and arousal twisting together in her gut. She was being opened, displayed.

“Look at you,” Ruby breathed, her voice thick with arousal. A single finger, still slick from before, trailed down the damp path between her ass cheeks. It circled her anus. Amy clenched.  Then, the touch vanished. For a second, there was only the weight of anticipation, the cool air on her wet skin.

The slap came without warning.

A sharp, stinging crack of palm on flesh. It wasn’t a brutal hit, but it was firm, decisive. It landed on the fullest part of her right buttock.

Amy cried out, a sharp, genuine cry of surprise and pain. Ruby’s hand came down again. Left cheek this time. Another crisp slap. The sound was louder in the silent room. Amy cried out again, tears springing to her eyes. “You take it so well,” Ruby cooed, her voice a mix of praise and dominance. She rubbed the reddening skin, her palm soothing the burn she’d just created. Another slap, harder this time. Amy’s cry was broken, a sob. Her body was alight. The sting was a bright, clean fire on her skin, and it fanned the embers of the pleasure still simmering inside her.

Ruby leaned over her, her breath hot on Amy’s ear.

“Your skin is turning such a pretty pink. My color on you.” She punctuated the sentence with two quick, successive slaps - crack! crack! that made Amy sob and push her face deeper into the sheets.

Ruby’s hand stopped. She spread Amy’s stinging ass cheeks wide again. Amy felt the blunt, thick head of something press against her entrance. Not fingers. Ruby’s thumb. Amy froze.

“Relax,” Ruby commanded, her voice leaving no room for argument. She pushed. The thumb breached, a shocking, impossible invasion. The stretch was intense, a burning ring of fire that made Amy scream, a raw, ragged sound. It was a fullness unlike anything, a pressure that felt like it reached into her very core.

Ruby withdrew the thumb with a slow, slick sound that made Amy flinch. Ruby’s weight shifted off the bed. Amy heard the rustle of fabric. A zipper. The soft thump of clothes hitting the floor. Ruby was undressing, methodically, completely.

Ruby’s strong hands grasped Amy’s shoulders again. This time, they didn’t push her down; they pulled her up. Ruby carried Amy to the bathroom on her shoulder. The bathroom light flickered on with a harsh, fluorescent buzz. It was brutally bright, exposing every detail: the cheap white tiles, the small shower stall, the toilet, the sink with a single toothpaste stain. It was a clinical, impersonal space. And Ruby was leading her naked into the center of it.

Ruby guided her down to the floor. The linoleum was cold, unyielding against Amy’s back. The shock of it made her gasp. She lay there, looking up at the water-stained ceiling, her small breasts pointing upward, her legs falling open slightly of their own accord. Ruby stood over her, a nude goddess in a fluorescent-lit cubicle, her gaze traveling the length of Amy’s spreadeagled form.

Then Ruby knelt. Between her legs. Ruby placed her hands on Amy’s inner thighs, just above the knees. She pushed, spreading Amy wider, opening her completely to the light and the air and her own intent.

Amy’s breath hitched. Ruby lowered her head.

The first touch wasn’t her tongue. It was her breath. A warm, deliberate exhale against Amy’s slick, swollen folds. Amy jerked, a tiny, helpless movement. Then, the flat of Ruby’s tongue. A slow, broad, claiming swipe from the very bottom of her slit all the way up to her clit. Amy cried out, a sharp, broken sound that echoed off the tiles. Her hands flew to her sides, fingers scrabbling against the cool, smooth linoleum for purchase.

Ruby didn’t pause. She established a rhythm immediately. Long, languid licks that coated Amy’s pussy with saliva. The sound was lewd, wet, and obscenely loud in the small room - a rhythmic, slurping shlick, shlick, shlick. Her virgin body clenched. It was an involuntary, whole-body spasm. Her inner muscles, still loose and tender from her first penetration, tightened rhythmically around nothing, as if trying to grasp the tongue that was tormenting her from the outside. Her back arched, lifting her hips off the cold floor.  A high, desperate whine escaped her lips.

The sound seemed to encourage Ruby. She shifted her focus. The broad strokes narrowed, became more precise. Her tongue tip found Amy’s clit, a hard, desperate little nub already straining for attention.

She teased her. She circled it. Flicked it lightly, once, twice, making Amy gasp and buck, then abandoned it to trace the inner folds, to dip shallowly into her entrance, tasting the deeper, musky flavor there. She’d return to the clit, applying a firm, steady pressure for just two seconds, just enough to make Amy’s vision blur before pulling away again to lap at her thighs, to nibble gently on her inner lips.

The teasing was torture. It was mastery. Amy was sobbing, begging wordlessly, her hips moving in frantic, circular grinds against Ruby’s face. “Please... please...” she chanted, not even knowing what she was pleading for. For it to stop? For it never to end? For the release that was coiling, impossibly tight, in the pit of her stomach.

Ruby’s hands tightened on her thighs, holding her steady, pinning her in place for the feast. She increased the pace. Her tongue became relentless, a soft, wet, living thing dedicated solely to Amy’s destruction. She ate her out with a steady, hungry rhythm. The slurping sounds grew louder, wetter. Amy could feel Ruby’s nose pressed against her, could feel the heat of her breath.

Her pussy was eaten out in her new hostel’s small bathroom. The thought flashed, absurd and vivid. This sterile, cheap little room was now the site of her most profound degradation and pleasure.

“Ruby... God... I can’t...” Amy babbled, her head thrashing side to side on the hard floor.

Ruby’s only response was to sink deeper, to seal her mouth over Amy’s entire clit and suck, hard. The sensation was electric, blinding. It pulled the coiled spring in Amy’s belly taut to its breaking point.

It only took a few minutes.

The orgasm hit her not like a wave. A silent scream stretched her lips. Then sound returned, a raw, guttural, continuous cry that tore from her throat as the pleasure detonated. It was a deeper, longer, more wrenching climax than the first. It rolled through her in endless, crashing pulses, each one milking a fresh gush of wetness into Ruby’s waiting mouth. Her vision whited out. Only when Amy’s body finally went limp, a boneless, sobbing wreck against the tile, did Ruby slowly lift her head.

She sat back on her heels, her chin glistening with Amy’s release. Her lips were swollen, wet. She looked down at Amy with dark, satisfied eyes. Amy lay utterly ruined, her chest heaving, tears streaming from the corners of her eyes to pool in her ears and wet her hair on the floor. Her legs were still splayed wide, her pussy exposed, swollen, and glistening under the harsh light, a beaten, pink flower.
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Amy barely slept that night. The next morning Amy couldn’t look at her roommate. Her whole body felt raw, nipples still tender, thighs. She needed help. She needed someone to stop this.

She went straight to the ground-floor office.

Warden Susy was behind the desk again, blouse buttons straining, eyes lighting up the second Amy walked in.

“Trouble already, sweetie?” Susy’s voice was syrupy.

Amy’s words tumbled out in a rush - Ruby touching her, pinning her, making her feel small and exposed. She left out how wet she’d gotten; that part burned too much to say.

Susy listened, nodding slowly. Then she smiled - wide, slow, almost hungry.

“Alright,” she said. “We’ll handle this the hostel way.

Susan announced all girls to come to the common hall.

She led Amy to the large common hall at the back of Willow. It was already filling up. Girls drifted in, some in tiny sleep shorts, others in sports bras and boy shorts, a few still damp from morning showers. Forty of them, maybe more. Laughter and chatter died down when Susy stepped to the center, Amy trailing behind like a scared shadow.

Ruby sauntered in last, arms crossed under her full breasts, smirking like she already knew what was coming.

Susy clapped once. The room went quiet.

“New girl here has a complaint,” Susy announced. “Says Ruby was... inappropriate last night.”

A ripple of giggles.

Amy’s stomach dropped.

Susy turned to her. “And you want justice, don’t you, Amy?”

Amy nodded, throat tight.

“Good.” Susy’s gaze raked over Amy’s body - sundress again today, thin straps, no bra because she’d been too rattled to put one on. “In Willow Hall, we settle things openly. No secrets. No hiding.”

She stepped closer. Voice dropped low, but loud enough for everyone to hear.

“Undress.”

Amy froze. “W-what?”

“Take off your clothes.” Susy spoke each word like she was tasting it.  

“If you want your complaint taken seriously, you show us you have nothing to hide. Prove you’re brave enough to be honest.”

The room buzzed. Phones came out, some discreet, some not. Ruby leaned against the wall, eyes gleaming.

Amy looked around. Forty pairs of eyes. Some curious. Some amused. A few hungry.

Her hands shook as they rose to the straps of her dress. She glanced at Susy - hoping for mercy, finding none.

The first strap slipped down her shoulder. Cool air hit skin. A soft whistle from somewhere in the back.

Second strap. The bodice loosened. She held the fabric to her chest for a second, heart slamming.

Susy raised an eyebrow. “All of it, girl.”

Amy let go.

The dress slid down her tall frame in one slow wave - over small, upturned breasts, past narrow waist, pooling at her feet. She stepped out of it, standing in only pale blue cotton panties that clung damply between her thighs from last night’s memory.

Nipples hardened instantly under so many stares. They were small, pale pink, embarrassingly stiff. She crossed her arms over her chest.

“Hands down,” Susy ordered.

Amy obeyed. Arms fell to her sides. Long chestnut hair spilled forward, brushing the tops of her breasts, but it didn’t hide anything.

A low murmur went through the crowd.

“Turn,” Susy said.

Amy turned slowly. She could feel eyes on her back, on the curve of her ass under the thin panties, on the long smooth length of her legs.

“Panties too.”

Amy’s breath hitched. “Please...”

“You want protection from Ruby?” Susy asked sweetly. “Then show us you’re one of us. No hiding. No pretending you’re above it.”

She hooked thumbs into the waistband. Pulled down.

The cotton dragged over her hips, past the neat triangle of soft hair, down her thighs. She stepped out. Naked.

Completely naked in the middle of forty girls.

Silence for one long beat.

Then Ruby broke it with a slow clap.

“Fuck,” someone muttered. “She’s actually kinda pretty like that.”

Amy stood trembling, arms useless at her sides, hair falling like a curtain but not enough to cover her small breasts or the slick shine she could feel gathering at the top of her inner thighs.

Susy circled her once, slow. Reached out and lifted a long strand of Amy’s hair, letting it run through her fingers.

“See?” Susy said to the room.

“She came to complain... but look how wet she is already. Complaint dismissed.”

Laughter rolled through the hall.

Amy wanted to disappear.

Then Ruby moved towards Amy. Ruby stopped a foot in front of her.

“Show us what you done to her yesterday,” Susy echoed, her voice low but carrying in the quiet hall.

Amy’s eyes darted to Susy, who stood with arms crossed, her severe face an unreadable mask of professional observation. There was no rescue there.

Ruby stepped closer to Amy, and before Amy could flinch or protest, Ruby lifted her as if she weighed nothing. Amy gasped, her arms instinctively looping around Ruby’s neck for balance. The contact was shocking - the soft cotton of Ruby’s t-shirt against her naked breasts, the firm muscle of Ruby’s arms holding her aloft. She was carried, a helpless offering, the few steps to the table in the middle of the hall.

Ruby laid her down upon it. Amy flinched, a sharp inhale catching in her throat. The table was small; her shoulders fit widthwise, but her head and the cascade of her blonde hair hung off one end, her calves and feet off the other. She was displayed on a platter, utterly centered and vulnerable.

Slowly, with inexorable pressure, Ruby pushed Amy’s knees apart. Amy resisted for a second, a primal instinct to close herself off from the staring eyes. But Ruby’s will was a tangible force. Her legs yielded, falling open until her thighs were spread wide, her most private self fully exposed to the room. A low, collective murmur rippled through the watching girls. Somewhere, a nervous giggle was quickly shushed.

Ruby stood at the foot of the table, between Amy’s spread legs, like a clinician or a priestess. She placed her palms flat on the inside of Amy’s thighs, just above her knees, holding her open. Her touch was firm, possessive.

“Come closer,” Ruby said, not looking away from Amy. “Don’t you want to see?”

There was a shuffling of feet. The circle tightened. Amy could see faces now, hovering at the edges of her vision. Girls she didn’t know, with expressions ranging from wide-eyed shock to avid curiosity to uncomfortable embarrassment. They were so close she could smell their morning breath, their floral shampoos.

Ruby’s right hand left her thigh. She held it up, examining her own fingers in the light, as if judging their suitability. Then, she lowered it. The first touch was not on her pussy, but a single, slow stroke from the bottom of her slit, up through her folds, gathering the slickness that had already gathered there. Then Ruby positioned her hand. Her index finger, glistening with Amy’s moisture, pressed against her entrance. Amy flinched, a full-body jolt that made the table legs squeak against the linoleum floor. Her eyes squeezed shut. She couldn’t look at the faces anymore.

The pressure increased. The blunt tip of Ruby’s finger pressed inward, breaching her slowly. Ruby slid her finger in to the knuckle, then paused, letting the reality of it sink in for everyone watching. Amy could feel every millimeter of that embedded finger, a claiming stake driven into the core of her pussy before an audience. Her breath came in ragged pants.

Then Ruby began to move. A slow, deliberate withdrawal, then a smooth, firm push back in. The rhythm was unmistakable. A gentle, rhythmic fucking. The wet, slick sound of her passage filled the hushed hall.

Shlick... shlick... shlick.

A moan tore from Amy’s throat. Her back arched slightly off the cold table, her small breasts lifting. Her hands, which had been gripping the edges of the table, now clenched into impotent fists. The girls watching were mesmerized. The giggles had stopped, replaced by an intense, focused silence. They leaned in, eyes wide, watching the pale, slender form on the table, watching the dark, confident hand moving between her spread legs. They watched the way Amy’s body trembled, the way her hips began to make tiny, matching circles against Ruby’s thrusting finger.

“She’s so tight,” Ruby commented clinically, increasing the pace slightly. “A virgin just yesterday. Now look at her. Taking a finger like she was made for it.”

Another moan spilled from Amy’s lips. She was lost in the sensation, the awful public shame of it burning away under the relentless, skilled friction inside her. The eyes on her were no longer just judgment; they were witnesses to her undoing, to her transformation. And a dark, shocking part of her thrilled at that.

Then Ruby slowed. She pulled her finger almost all the way out, making Amy whimper at the loss. She held up her hand again, two fingers now pressed together. They shined under the lights.

“She’s ready for more,” Ruby announced.

She didn’t ask. She simply positioned her middle finger alongside her index and pressed both tips against Amy’s stretched, glistening entrance.

Amy’s eyes flew open.

“N-no...” she breathed, but it was a plea devoid of conviction. Her body was already pulsing, aching for the fullness.

Ruby pushed. The stretch was significant, a burning, delicious pressure that made Amy gasp. She watched, horrified and fascinated, as the two fingers sank into her, inch by inch, before forty pairs of eyes. Her head thrashed side to side on the hard wood, her blonde hair fanning out.

Once fully sheathed, Ruby began to move again. A deeper, more potent rhythm. Her fingers fucked into Amy with a steady, piston-like motion. The lewd, wet chorus echoed in the hall. Amy’s moans became a continuous, low stream of sound. Her hips rolled and bucked, meeting Ruby’s thrusts, seeking more friction, more depth. Her small breasts bounced with the movement, pink nipples drawn tight.

The girls were no longer silent. Whispers crisscrossed the room.

“Look at her move...” “She’s loving it...” “I can’t believe this...” The giggles returned, but now they were edged with awe and a shared, voyeuristic excitement. Ruby’s expression was one of intense concentration and deep satisfaction. Her fingers worked tirelessly, curling, scissoring slightly, exploring the hot, clutching depths she had claimed as her own. Amy was completely at her mercy, her pleasure orchestrated for a crowd.

The heat in Amy’s belly was coiling again. Her breaths came in sobbing hitches. She was approaching the edge, the precipice of a climax, and she was going to tumble over in front of everyone.

Her cries grew more frantic. Her hands scrabbled at the smooth tabletop, finding no purchase.

“Ruby... please... I’m...”

“I know,” Ruby said. She leaned over slightly, driving her fingers in deeper, her thumb finding Amy’s clit and pressing a firm, circular pattern against it.

That was it. Amy’s body seized. A sharp, broken scream was torn from her lungs as the orgasm ripped through her. It was a public convulsion. Her back arched violently off the table, only Ruby’s grip on her thigh keeping her from falling. Her inner muscles clenched and fluttered around the thrusting fingers, milking them rhythmically. The room erupted in a cacophony of shocked gasps, more giggles, and a few low, impressed whistles. They had seen it all. The trembling, the penetration, the unabashed, vocal climax.

As the last tremors subsided, leaving Amy a boneless, weeping wreck on the table, Ruby slowly withdrew her glistening fingers. She held them up for a moment, letting the evidence gleam, before casually wiping them on the leg of her own shorts.

Warden Susy, who had watched the entire proceedings with that same unreadable, analytical expression, finally uncrossed her arms. She gave a single, crisp nod, as if a satisfactory experiment had concluded.

“Have fun, girls,” she said, her tone flat and dismissive. Then, without another glance at the ruined girl on the table or the electrified crowd, she turned on her heel and walked out of the common hall.

The moment the door shut behind her, the tension in the room snapped. A cheer went up - a collective release of scandalized energy. The circle around the table tightened further. Amy lay exposed, spent, and trembling, the echo of her own cries and the girls’ cheers ringing in her ears. Ruby stood over her, a victorious queen, her dark eyes scanning the eager, curious faces of their audience.

Ruby’s hands slid under her back and knees once more, lifting her from the table. Ruby set her on her feet, but her legs were liquid, buckling instantly. Ruby’s arm hooked around her waist, holding her upright, pressing Amy’s back firmly against her own front. Amy could feel the soft cotton of Ruby’s t-shirt, the firm band of her shorts’ waistband against the small of her back.

“Easy,” Ruby murmured into her ear.

“We’re not done. The show’s just starting.”

Ruby’s other hand came up, fingers threading into the long, tangled cascade of Amy’s blonde hair at the nape of her neck. Ruby gathered a thick handful of hair, pulling it over Amy’s shoulder.

“Such pretty hair,” Ruby mused aloud, for the benefit of the rapt audience. “So... useful.”

With deliberate movements, Ruby began to braid. Her fingers were swift and sure, weaving the thick strands together into a tight, solid rope. Amy stood frozen, feeling every pull and twist, the rasp of hair against hair the only sound in the now-quieting room. The girls watched, mesmerized, as Ruby fashioned a crude, living cord from Amy’s own body. She braided it down to the ends, then took the thick plait and brought it behind Amy’s back.

What is she doing? The thought was a panic-stricken flutter.

Ruby took Amy’s right wrist, guiding it behind her back. Then, she wrapped the braided rope of hair around both wrists, once, twice, pulling it taut. Amy’s arms were forced together at the small of her back. The bind was tight, unyielding. The pressure was not painful, but it was absolute. The final tug secured the ends of the braid around itself, a knot that was inseparable from the rope that formed it. Amy’s own hair, her defining feature, now held her prisoner.

Ruby stepped back, surveying her work. Amy stood nude in the center of the room, her slender arms pinned behind her by the pale rope of her hair. Her small breasts were thrust forward by the posture, her back slightly arched. Every curve, every dip, was exposed. There was no hiding, no covering. The girls’ eyes drank in the sight - the helpless posture, the flush on her skin, the damp evidence of her recent pleasure glistening between her still-trembling thighs.

“There,” Ruby said, satisfaction rich in her voice. “A proper presentation.”

She placed a firm hand between Amy’s shoulder blades and pushed. Amy stumbled forward, her balance compromised by the binding, until she stood in the very center of the open floor. The circle of girls tightened around her, a wall of flannel pajamas and eager faces. The air was close, warm with their breath and excitement.

“Down,” Ruby commanded, her voice leaving no room for hesitation.

Amy’s eyes, wide and glistening, sought Ruby’s. She found only cool certainty behind the glasses. A final, silent plea died in her throat. Slowly, awkwardly, she lowered herself. With her hands bound, she had to rely on her core and legs, sinking first to her knees on the hard linoleum. The floor was cold and unyielding. She then leaned forward, her bound arms forcing her chest out, until her shoulder and the side of her face met the ground.

Ruby stood over her for a moment, a queen surveying her subject. Then, she hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her own shorts. With a slow, deliberate shimmy, she pushed the soft fabric down over her hips, past her thighs, and let them fall to her ankles. Her thumbs slid into the waistband of her panties. Down they went, revealing the dark, neat triangle of hair at the junction of her thighs, the full, rounded swell of her buttocks. She kicked the underwear aside, standing completely naked except for her t-shirt and glasses. She turned, giving the room a view of her back, her own ass a perfect, generous sphere, before her gaze settled back on Amy, cowering on the floor.

Without a word, Ruby stepped over Amy’s prone body. She straddled her, one knee on either side of Amy’s ribs, facing her feet. Then, she lowered herself backward.

Amy’s world disappeared.

The warm, heavy weight of Ruby’s ass settled fully over Amy’s face, smothering her. The soft, pillowy flesh enveloped her nose and mouth. For a terrifying second, Amy couldn’t breathe. She instinctively tried to turn her head, but Ruby’s weight was immovable. Panic flared, bright and white. Then, her nostrils flared, dragging in air through the tight seal of flesh.

And the smell hit her, the unique, earthy scent of Ruby, concentrated and potent. And beneath it, faint but unmistakable, a darker, organic hint, the intimate evidence of a body’s functions. The smell of her asshole. A wicked, delighted laugh bubbled from Ruby above her.

“Mmm. That’s it. Get a good whiff, Stockton. Breathe me in.”

The girls erupted. Laughter, cheers, clapping. Ruby began to move. A slow, grinding rotation of her hips. The smooth skin of her ass cheeks rubbed against Amy’s face. Amy could feel the firm cleft of Ruby’s ass pressed against her nose and mouth.

“She’s so soft, isn’t she?” Ruby called out to the audience.

“A perfect little pillow.”

The laughter grew. After a long, humiliating minute, Ruby lifted herself slightly. Cool air rushed over Amy’s wet, heated face. She gasped, dragging in a ragged breath that still tasted of Ruby’s skin. Ruby didn’t get up. She shifted, turning to look over her shoulder at the crowd of girls, her ass still hovering just above Amy’s prone head.

“Come on, girls,” Ruby said.

“Don’t be shy. She’s all warmed up for you.” A grin spread across her face. It was as if a spell broke. A tall girl with red hair and a smattering of freckles was the first to step forward.

“Hell yes,” she muttered, her voice thick with excitement.

She didn’t hesitate. She shoved her flannel pajama bottoms and underwear down in one rough push, stepping out of them. She was leaner than Ruby, with a smaller, firmer ass. She followed Ruby’s example, stepping over Amy and lowering herself backwards. The weight was different, the smell was different - a lighter, soapier scent. But the act was the same. Amy’s world went dark again, filled with the press of unfamiliar flesh, the sound of the girl’s giggles vibrating through her body into Amy’s skull, the roar of the crowd cheering her on.

The girl ground down for thirty seconds, maybe a minute, before hopping up with a laugh. She pulled her pants back on, disappearing back into the crowd, which patted her on the back as if she’d scored a goal.

Another girl was already moving. A curvier brunette. Then a petite Asian girl. Then a muscular blonde. A queue formed, a loose, giggling, jostling line of forty young women, all eager for a turn. The common hall became a chaotic, charged carnival. Music from someone’s phone started playing a pulsing, bass-heavy pop song. The cheers and claps fell into rhythm with it.

Amy lost all sense of time, of sequence. She became a fixture, a piece of living furniture. Face after face sat upon her. Ass after ass. Each one was a new universe of sensation. Some smelled of lavender lotion, some of sweat, some of nothing but clean skin. The line was orderly in its chaos. A girl would finish, get up, pull her clothes on, and melt back into the cheering crowd, making space for the next. The applause was for each participant. Amy was the constant, the silent, bound center of it all.

Through the haze, she saw snippets. Ruby, now dressed again in her shorts, leaning against a wall with her arms crossed, watching the procession with a proud, proprietorial smile. She met Amy’s bleary gaze each time a new girl stood up, and her smile would widen, as if to say, See? You belong to all of us now.

The queue continued. The music played. The laughter rang. Amy lay on the floor, her own hair biting into her wrists, her face a used, slick altar for the sisterhood’s initiation ritual. She lost count. The faces and bodies blurred into a continuous stream of warmth and pressure. Her body throbbed with a strange, exhausted arousal, a beaten-down hum that resonated with each new weight. She was the dorm’s new pet, their plaything, their shared secret.

As the last few girls in line took their turns, the initial frenetic energy began to wane, replaced by a sated, buzzing camaraderie. The final girl, a shy-looking thing with glasses similar to Ruby’s, practically jumped up after a few seconds, her face scarlet. A final, weary cheer went up.

The music clicked off. Footsteps approached. She knew the cadence. Ruby’s hands were on her again, rolling her onto her back. Ruby’s fingers went to the knot in the braid behind Amy’s back. With a few deft tugs, it came loose. The brutal tension on Amy’s scalp released. A wave of relief so profound it was almost painful washed over her.

Ruby didn’t help her up. She simply stood, looking down at the ruined girl on the floor, pale skin mottled from the cold and pressure, face glistening and smeared, eyes vacant and red-rimmed, slender limbs limp.

“Class dismissed,” Ruby said to the room, her voice conversational, as if ending a lecture. Then she looked directly at Amy, and her voice dropped, a private thread in the public space.

“Welcome to Lucia, Amy. Really welcome.”
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The girls went to college and tired Amy went to her room. she lay on the narrow bed, the thin mattress offering no comfort to her aching body. She stared at the ceiling, at a small water stain shaped like a continent. Her mind was a static-filled void, unable to process, only to feel. She had orgasmed, for the first time in her life. A part of her, a part she was terrified to acknowledge, had liked it. The excitement of the unknown, the thrill of being the center of such fierce, focused attention... it whispered to her from beneath the shame.

This is new, she thought, her fingers tracing the rough weave of the blanket beside her. The Amy who had unpacked her textbooks yesterday was gone. Someone else lay in this bed, naked and used, and that someone was... curious.

The door clicked open.

Amy flinched, curling instinctively into a fetal position, arms crossing over her small breasts. She hadn’t locked it. She hadn’t thought to.

Three figures spilled into the small room, a wave of perfume, cigarette smoke, and giggling energy that instantly displaced the heavy silence. In front was a girl Amy vaguely recognized - the one from her first day on campus, the one chewed bubble gum and teased her at college entrance. She wore a different skirt today, denim and impossibly short, and she was blowing a large pink bubble of gum. Her dyed-blonde bob was messy, artfully tousled, and her bright blue eyes locked onto Amy with predatory interest.

“Hey, sweetie,” the girl said, popping her bubble with a sharp snap.

“How are you holding up? We heard there was a real party in the common hall this morning.” She pouted in mock sympathy. “We had to go to this lame off-campus thing last night. Slept right through the alarm. Total bummer.”

The two girls behind her filtered in. One was tall and lean, her dark hair intricately braided and piled high on her head like a crown. She had a quiet, watchful energy, her eyes sweeping over Amy’s curled form with analytical calm. The other was shorter, stockier, with a round, friendly face currently split by a wide, mischievous grin. They closed the door, leaning against it, effectively blocking the exit.

Amy’s heart hammered against her ribs. She tried to sit up, to grab for the blanket, but her movements were slow, clumsy with exhaustion and shock. “I... I’m fine,” she whispered, the lie pathetic even to her own ears.

The blonde girl just smiled. It was a wide, warm smile that didn’t quite reach her calculating eyes.

“Don’t worry, we’re here to make it up to you.” She swung a small leather backpack off her shoulder, dropping it onto Ruby’s bed with a thump.

“By the way, I’m Candy. This is Val,” she nodded to the tall, braided girl, who gave a silent, regal incline of her head, “and that’s Frankie.” The stocky girl wiggled her fingers in a playful wave.

Candy unzipped her bag. Her hand emerged holding something that made Amy’s breath catch. It was a strap-on dildo. It was huge. Made of sleek, flesh-toned silicone, it had a pronounced, veined shaft that curved slightly upward, ending in a broad, rounded tip. The harness was simple, black nylon webbing. It looked less like a toy and more like a tool, a weapon of pure, blunt intention.

Amy’s eyes widened. She couldn’t look away. A strange, electric current shot down her spine, settling low in her belly. Candy watched her reaction, the smile on her lips turning knowing. The other two girls smiled too, seeing the unguarded fascination on Amy’s cute, tear-stained face. They moved to the edges of the room, settling in. Val leaned against the dresser, arms crossed, a silent spectator. Frankie hopped up to sit on Amy’s desk, kicking her legs like a child at a movie theater.

“Don’t be shy,” Candy purred. She hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her denim skirt and shimmied it down over her hips in one smooth motion. She wasn’t wearing anything underneath. The skirt pooled at her ankles, revealing long, toned legs, a narrow waist, and a thatch of trimmed blonde hair of her pussy. She picked up the harness, stepping into the leg loops with the practiced ease of someone putting on a favorite jacket. She pulled the webbing up, adjusted the central O-ring, and fastened the buckle at the small of her back. The empty ring hung against her lower belly. Then, she took the silicone shaft. She made a show of it, holding it up, giving it a little squeeze, her eyes never leaving Amy’s. With a soft, wet sound from a small bottle of lube she produced from her bag, she slicked the entire length of the toy, making it gleam under the overhead light. The smell of artificial strawberries mixed with the room’s dust.

Amy watched, mesmerized, as Candy aligned the base of the dildo with the O-ring and pushed it through. It clicked into place. The effect was transformative. The toy was no longer separate; it became an extension of Candy. It jutted out from her pelvis, huge and heavy, the weight of it making the harness straps dig slightly into her hip bones. It hung there, a blatant, intimidating proposition.

Candy took a step forward, the dildo swaying with the motion.

“You are soo cute,” she repeated, her voice dropping to a husky register.

“All tired and used up, lying there. But I think you’ve got a little more in you, don’t you?”

Amy couldn’t speak. Her mouth was dry.

Candy closed the distance between them. The bed dipped as she put one knee on the mattress, then the other, straddling Amy’s legs. She loomed over her, a blonde goddess armed with silicone. Candy reached down, her fingers not touching Amy’s body, but instead tracing a line in the air above her, from her collarbone, down between her breasts, over the quivering plane of her abdomen.

“Such a pretty little canvas,” Candy murmured.

“Ruby did some interesting work. But she works in... sketches. Quick studies.” Candy’s bright blue eyes burned with intensity. “I like to take my time. I like to paint in oils.”

Her hands finally made contact. They were warm, slightly rough. They settled on Amy’s hips, fingers splaying possessively over the sharp bones. Candy’s thumbs stroked the delicate skin of Amy’s hip creases, making her shiver.

“This,” she glanced down at the strap-on, “is a lot to take. Especially for a first-timer. But I’m good at what I do.” She leaned down, bringing her face close to Amy’s. Amy could smell the bubble gum on her breath, see the faint smudge of eyeliner at the corner of her eye.

“You want to try, don’t you? You want to see if you can.”

Candy’s hands moved from Amy’s hips, sliding under her thighs. She pulled, gently but firmly, easing Amy’s legs further apart, bending her knees until her feet were flat on the mattress. The position was profoundly open, vulnerable. Amy’s heart was a frantic bird in her chest.

Candy shifted her own weight, settling more firmly between Amy’s spread thighs. The silicone tip of the strap-on, cool and slick, brushed against the inside of Amy’s knee. The contact was electric. Amy gasped, her back arching slightly off the bed.

“Shhh,” Candy soothed, one hand coming up to stroke Amy’s cheek. “Just feel it.”

She reached down between their bodies, her fingers finding Amy’s core. Amy flinched at the direct touch, but Candy’s fingers were skilled, circling, gathering the wetness that proved Amy’s treacherous arousal. She coated the head of the strap-on with it, the silicone glistening. Amy watched, hypnotized, as Candy positioned the broad, rounded tip. It pressed against  her pussy.

“So small,” Candy whispered, more to herself than to Amy. She adjusted her angle, the tip dragging upwards through damp folds, leaving a wet trail, until it found its target. The pressure changed, becoming centered, focused. The blunt, slick silicone nudged against Amy’s virgin entrance.

Amy’s whole body went taut. Her fingers clawed at the bedsheet. Her eyes were wide, locked on Candy’s face. The toy felt massive, impossible. Her body clenched in automatic, fearful rejection. Candy didn’t push. Not yet. She held the pressure, letting Amy feel the insistent, unyielding presence of it. She leaned down again, her lips brushing the shell of Amy’s ear.

“Breathe, sweetie,” she whispered, her voice a velvet command. “Just breathe. And let me in.”

She didn’t shove. She didn’t thrust. She pressed. A slow, relentless increase of force. Amy’s body screamed in protest. Her inner muscles, tiny and virginal, clenched in a fierce, automatic spasm, trying to bar the gate. The rounded tip pushed against that tight ring of muscle, stretching it, demanding entry. The stretch was a bright, burning line of pain. Amy whimpered, her head pressing back into the thin pillow, her eyes squeezing shut. Her fingers twisted in the bedsheet.

“Breathe, sweetie,” Candy commanded, her own breath coming a little faster. “You have to breathe out.”

Amy gasped, a ragged inhale, and on the shaky exhale, Candy pushed forward another fraction of an inch.

The sensation was seismic. A tearing, burning fullness that was so acute it blurred the line between pain and something else entirely. The thick crown of the dildo breached her, popping past that initial resistance with a soft, wet sound. Amy cried out, a short, sharp sound that was swallowed by the tense silence of the room. She was open. Stretched around an impossible girth. And it was only the tip.

From her perch on the desk, Frankie let out a low, appreciative whistle. Val, leaning against the dresser, uncrossed her arms, her dark eyes fixed on the point where flesh met silicone.

Candy paused, letting Amy adjust to the brutal new reality. She rotated her hips slightly, a tiny, grinding motion that made the silicone head move inside Amy, rubbing against her screaming inner walls

Then, Candy began to push in earnest. It was a slow, torturous invasion. Inch by terrifying inch, the thick, veined shaft disappeared into Amy’s slender body. The stretch was continuous, a burning ache that radiated outwards from her core, making her thighs tremble and her toes curl. Her channel, so small and untouched, was forced to accommodate a girth it was never designed for. She felt every ridge, every subtle vein of the toy as it forged its path inward. It was too much.

The full, impossible length of the strap-on was buried inside Amy. The ache was immense, a full, throbbing pressure that consumed her lower abdomen. She couldn’t breathe. She could only feel the overwhelming presence inside her. A guttural moan, torn from a place beyond pain, ripped from Amy’s throat. That was the signal Candy was waiting for.

She withdrew. Not all the way, but a slow, slick slide out until just the tip remained, stretching her entrance. The relief of the retreat was almost as shocking as the penetration. Then, with a snap of her hips, Candy pushed back in.

The thrust was harder, more confident. It punched the air from Amy’s lungs in a choked gasp.

“Oh, God,” Amy slurred, her vision swimming.

Candy set a rhythm. Slow, deep, punishing thrusts. Each inward stroke stretched her brutally, the thick shaft rubbing against every nerve ending. Each withdrawal was a teasing loss, a hint of emptiness that made her clench helplessly around the retreating toy, only to be filled again, harder, deeper. The pace was methodical, relentless. The sound in the room was reduced to the wet, rhythmic slap of Candy’s pelvis against Amy’s pussy, their combined heavy breathing, and Amy’s broken, escalating moans.

Her small breasts, pale and tipped with hard, pink nipples, jiggled and bounced with each powerful drive of Candy’s hips. The sight seemed to drive Candy wild. She leaned forward, bracing one hand on the mattress beside Amy’s head, her tank top gaping to give Amy a dizzying view of her small, perfect breasts swaying with the motion. The other hand slid up Amy’s body, fingers skimming her ribs before closing over one small breast. She squeezed, pinched the nipple, rolling it between her fingers. The sharp, bright pain there fused with the deep, throbbing ache below, creating a feedback loop of sensation that left Amy mindless.

“That’s it,” Candy grunted, her rhythm increasing incrementally. The thrusts came faster, harder. The bedsprings began a metallic protest, squeaking in time.

“Take it. You love it, don’t you? You love being my little fucktoy.”

Amy couldn’t deny it. Her body was answering for her. Between her legs, a flood of wetness gathered, easing the brutal friction, turning the searing pain into a slick, burning stretch. The sound grew wetter, messier. She was sobbing now, tears streaming down her temples into her hair, but her hips had begun to move. A tiny, reflexive jerk upwards to meet Candy’s downward strokes. She was fucking herself on the toy, seeking that devastating friction against that magical inner spot.

“Look at her go,” Frankie chuckled from the desk, her voice husky.

Val said nothing, but her hand had drifted to her own thigh, rubbing slowly over her pajama pants.

Candy noticed Amy’s movement and a savage grin split her face.

“There she is. There’s the hungry little cunt.” She changed her angle slightly, driving upwards now, hitting that deep spot with unerring accuracy on every thrust.

Ah! Ah! God!

Amy’s cries were wordless, punctuating each impact. The pleasure was building, a terrifying wave rising from the bedrock of pain. The pace became brutal. Candy was fucking her in earnest now, like a man possessed, her lean muscles corded with effort. Sweat dripped from her chin onto Amy’s chest. The slap of skin on skin was loud, rhythmic, obscene. Amy’s body was a ragdoll, jolted with every powerful stroke. Her cries rose in pitch, becoming screams that were muffled only by her own raw throat.

And then, she felt it. A new wetness, warmer, thicker, mingling with her own copious juices. A coppery tang hit the air, cutting through the scent of sweat and silicone lube. Candy’s thrusts pulled it out, smearing it on Amy’s inner thighs, painting the harness straps. Blood. Her virgin tissue, stretched beyond its limits, had given a little. It was proof. Proof of her violation, her surrender, her transformation.

Her orgasm didn’t crest; it detonated.

It ripped through her with a violence that dwarfed anything Ruby had given her. It was a full-body convulsion, a white-hot seizure of pure, unadulterated ecstasy that had its roots in the very ache of her stretching flesh. Her back arched off the bed, a strangled scream tearing from her lips. Her channel clamped down on the massive invading shaft with a series of brutal, milking spasms that were as much a final resistance as they were a rapturous welcome. Juices - her own, mixed with the faint, telltale pink of blood gushed out around the toy, soaking the bed beneath her hips in a warm, sticky flood.

Candy rode her through it, her thrusts becoming short, jagged jabs, grinding the silicone deep into Amy’s pussy, prolonging the agony and the ecstasy until Amy was sobbing, begging wordlessly for mercy, her body spent and shaking.

Finally, Candy stilled, buried to the hilt, panting heavily. She looked down at the wrecked girl beneath her. Amy was a vision of debauchery: tear-streaked face, bruised lips, small breasts heaving, body glistening with sweat, and the evidence of her brutal deflowering smeared across her thighs and the sheets.

Candy slowly pulled out.

The toy, once it was free, was glistening with a slick mixture of clear lubricant, Amy’s cream, and streaks of bright, fresh blood.

Candy looked at it, then at Amy’s ruined, open entrance, which pulsed weakly, swollen and glistening. A slow smile of deep satisfaction spread across her face.

“Perfect,” she breathed.
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The morning light through the classroom window felt accusing. The lecture hall for “Textile Science 101” was half-full, buzzing with the low chatter of two dozen students. Amy sat, her spine rigid, trying to merge with the beige wall behind her. Every shift in her seat sent a fresh chorus of aches through her body - a deep, persistent throb between her legs, a tender soreness in her jaw, the ghost of countless hands on her skin.  Most were girls she now vaguely recognized from the common hall, from the ring of watching faces. They didn’t stare openly. They were subtler. A glance held a beat too long from a brunette two rows ahead. A whisper behind a hand, followed by a shared giggle that made Amy’s ears burn. A girl passing her aisle to sharpen a pencil let her fingers trail over Amy’s shoulder, a touch that was neither accidental nor friendly. It was a knowing touch. They all knew.

When the door finally swung open, a wave of stale air preceded him. Jambo. He was a man in his late thirties, soft in the middle with a pronounced pot belly that strained the fabric of a worn, coffee-stained sweater. He moved with a sighing lethargy, dropping a battered leather satchel on the desk with a thud. His dark hair was thinning, greasy. And there, caught in the bristles of his unkempt mustache and at the corner of his mouth, were the unmistakable remains of his breakfast - flecks of sesame seed, a smear of yellowish sauce.

The smell followed him - grease, fried onions, processed meat. The ghost of a fast-food burger. It filled the front of the room.

He didn’t greet the class. He simply opened a textbook, cleared his throat wetly, and began to drone about the “socio-political contexts of Dutch Golden Age portraiture.” His voice was a monotone, devoid of passion. The students reacted immediately, the energy slumping. Phones emerged. Notebooks closed. A girl in the front row began meticulously drawing vines in her margin.

Amy tried to focus, to lose herself in dates and names. But her body ached, and the smell of old meat was nauseating. She wrote “Vermeer” and “camera obscura” without absorbing their meaning.

Jambo’s gaze, dull and roving, swept over the disinterested class. It passed over the top of a phone, over a doodle, and landed. On her. The new face. The nervous girl in the back.

He paused his mumbling lecture. “You,” he said, his voice gaining a fraction of interest. He pointed a thick finger with a grimy nail directly at her. “What’s your name, sweety?”

Every pair of eyes in the room swung to her.

“I’m... Amy,” she said, her voice a mouse-squeak.

“Amy,” he repeated, as if tasting the name. He leaned back against his desk, crossing his arms over his belly. “No one told me about a new girl. Which room are you in?”

Amy felt the collective intake of breath. She saw the smirks start to form.

“I’m in... 312,” she whispered.

For the remaining forty minutes, Amy felt his occasional glances like pinpricks on her skin. She didn’t hear a word about Rembrandt’s chiaroscuro. She just counted the seconds until escape.
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The college canteen was a cacophony of clattering trays and shouted conversations. Amy sat alone at the end of a long table, pushing a limp salad around her plate. The food was unappealing; her body felt both hollow and overly full of jangling nerves. She was adrift, a ghost in the bustling midday crowd.

A shadow fell across her tray. A familiar, lavender-and-smoke scent cut through the smell of steamed vegetables. Ruby stood beside the table, a tray balanced in one hand. She looked effortlessly casual in a tight black t-shirt and ripped jeans, her dark curls a wild frame for her glasses. Her expression was unreadable.

“How are you, sweety?” Ruby asked.

Amy’s heart hammered. She tried to smile, but it felt brittle and nervous on her lips.

“I’m... okay.”

Ruby’s dark eyes scanned her face, seeing the fatigue, the lingering shock, the faint traces of yesterday’s tears. A small, knowing smile touched the corner of her mouth. She gave Amy’s chin a little squeeze.

“Eat your greens,” Ruby said, her tone lightly mocking. “You’ll need your strength.” She winked, then turned and walked away, melting into the crowd without a backward glance.
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Evening light slanted through the thin curtains of Room 312, turning everything golden and soft. Amy stepped out of the attached bathroom wrapped in a thin white towel, droplets still clinging to her collarbone and the tops of her small breasts. The towel barely reached mid-thigh; every move threatened to flash more skin.

Her skin still stung from the morning’s scratches: faint red lines across her thighs and ribs where nails had dragged. Ruby lounged on the joined beds, legs crossed, scrolling lazily on her phone.

Amy padded to the small mirror bolted to the wall. She unwound the towel from her hair, letting the long chestnut strands fall wet and heavy down her back. She started toweling it gently, section by section. The motion made the towel slip a little lower on her chest; one pale nipple peeked out for a second before she tugged it back up.

She dropped the bath towel to the floor and stepped into the skirt, zipping it high on her narrow waist. No bra tonight, her nipples were too sore for anything tight. The hem barely skimmed the tops of her thighs. She pulled the crop top over her head; it clung damply to her skin, outlining the small, stiff peaks of her breasts.

The door handle rattled, then turned. The door swung inward and Professor Jambo filled the frame. He looked even softer, more rumpled in the evening light. His sweater was the same stained one, his pot belly leading the way. Ruby glanced over the top of her book, her expression flat.

“Hey, sir,” she said.

Jambo’s eyes, small and dark behind his smudged glasses, swept past Ruby and locked onto Amy. A slow, unpleasant smile spread across his face, disturbing the crumbs in his mustache.

“Ruby,” he grunted, his voice a low rumble.

“You bad girl. You didn’t tell me about your new roommate.”

Ruby let out a soft, airy giggle, a sound that held no real humor.

“I was about to tell you.” She said it like it was the most obvious thing in the world, like his presence in their dorm room at night was a scheduled event.

Amy greets him.

“Hi, sir,” she whispered, her voice thin.

Jambo didn’t acknowledge her greeting. His gaze was a physical weight, traveling from her face, down the line of her camisole, over the small swell of her breasts, down to the scandalous hem of her skirt. He licked his lips, a quick, pink flash. Then, with a sigh of mundane effort, he hooked his thumbs into the waistband of his wrinkled trousers. He pushed them down, along with a pair of stained gray boxers, in one clumsy motion. They pooled around his ankles, revealing his throbbing big black cock. It was erect, thick and ruddy, standing out from his body at a slight angle. It throbbed visibly in the still air, a vein pulsing along its length. Amy’s breath caught. Her eyes widened. It was the first time she had ever seen one. In person, in the flesh.

Ruby, meanwhile, had picked her book back up. She opened it to the dog-eared page, as if Jambo’s naked lower half was no more interesting than a piece of furniture. She reached to her side table, picked up a neatly rolled joint, and put it to her lips. A lighter flicked, the flame catching. The acrid, sweet smell of weed began to curl into the air, mixing with the smell of him.

“Come on, sweety undress,” Jambo said, his voice dropping to a gravelly murmur.

Amy’s breath caught. “No Sir, please.

Ruby looked up.

“Better obey Jambo,” she said.

“Otherwise, I’ll make you obey. And you know how mean I can get when I’m annoyed.”

Amy had no other option. Her hands moved to the side tie of her denim skirt, her fingers fumbling with the simple knot. It came loose. She pushed the soft fabric down over her hips. It whispered down her legs to puddle on the floor. She stood naked.

Jambo took a heavy step forward, kicking free of his trousers. He turned her and pushed her backwards toward her own narrow bed. The back of her knees hit the mattress and she folded onto it, falling onto her back. He followed her down, his body a heavy, warm blanket that smelled of burgers and stale sweat. He didn’t waste time. His face descended, his mouth covering hers.

It wasn’t a kiss. It was a consumption. His lips were wet, slack. His tongue pushed past her teeth immediately, thick and probing, tasting of coffee and meat. Amy’s head pressed into her pillow. She made a small, muffled sound. His weight was immense, crushing the air from her lungs. She could feel the hard, hot line of his erection pressing against her inner thigh.

He drank from her mouth, his tongue mapping her teeth, her palate, with a grotesque intimacy. One of his hands slid down, over her ribcage, her flat stomach, and then between her legs. His fingers were blunt, calloused. They found her folds, already slick with a traitorous wetness her fear and shock couldn’t suppress. He grunted into her mouth, a sound of approval.

He broke the kiss, saliva stringing between their mouths. He shifted his weight, his knees pushing her legs apart. He positioned himself at her entrance, the broad, spongy head of his cock nudging against her pussy. Amy’s eyes shut tight. Her body was a tense line of anticipation.

This is it.  A real one.

He pushed.

The sensation was a shock of fullness, different from the strap-on. This was living heat, a pulsing, velvety hardness. It breached her, stretching her tender, recently used passage. A low, guttural moan escaped her lips. He sank into her slowly, with a wet, yielding sound. Amy could feel every inch as he filled her, a deep, burning stretch that made her toes curl. He was thick, and he buried himself to the hilt, his soft belly pressing against her pelvis. He held there for a moment, letting her adjust, his breath hot and ragged in her ear.

Then he began to move.

A slow, deep withdrawal, then a thrust back in. The pace was measured, almost lazy at first. Each stroke dragged against her inner walls, a friction that ignited the raw nerves Candy had already exposed. From the other side of bed, the soft crackle of paper as Ruby turned a page. A long, slow exhale of weed smoke.

Jambo’s pace began to increase. The slow, deep thrusts became more urgent, more rhythmic. The bed, a cheap hostel-issue frame, started a rhythmic creak-creak in time with his hips. The sound was obscenely loud in the small room. Amy’s moans became sharper, punctuating each drive. Her hands, which had been lying limp at her sides, came up. They didn’t push him away. They fluttered, then settled on his broad, sweater-clad back, feeling the muscles work beneath the wool.

He was ramming into her now, his hips slapping against her upturned thighs. The force of it jolted her body up the bed. Her head bumped the wall. The pain was sharper now, a burning stretch with each impact, but her body was betraying her utterly. A coil of heat, familiar and terrifying, was tightening deep in her core. Her channel, despite its soreness, was clenching around him, slick and eager.

“Fuck,” Jambo grunted, his voice a harsh whisper by her ear.

“Tight little virgin cunt. Knew it.”

He lowered his head, his mouth leaving a wet trail down her neck. His mouth found  one of her small, peaked nipple. He sucked it in, his tongue rough and flat against the sensitive bud. He bit down, gently at first, then harder. Amy gasped, her back arching, offering herself more fully to his mouth and his cock.

The dual assault was overwhelming. The deep, pounding fullness below. The sharp, possessive pain on her breast. Her mind fragmented. She was no longer a person, but a collection of raw, singing nerves. The creak of the bed, the wet slap of skin, Jambo’s ragged breathing, her own helpless whimpers - it was a symphony of her own defilement. And through it all, the silent, smoky witness on the other side of the bed.

Jambo’s thrusts became erratic, frantic. He was chasing his end, his body slamming into hers with a brutal, final urgency. The pain flared, but Amy was beyond it now, riding a wave of something dark and inevitable. Her own climax gathered, not as a sharp peak, but as a deep, rolling quake of submission. Her inner muscles fluttered wildly around his driving length.

With a final, guttural groan that shook his entire frame, Jambo buried himself as deep as he could go. Amy felt a sudden, shocking warmth flood her insides. A pulsing, liquid heat as he released, jet after jet filling her, marking her in a way the strap-on never could. Her own orgasm crested in response, a silent, internal convulsion that milked his softening cock, drawing out every last drop.

He collapsed on top of her, a dead weight, panting heavily. The smell of sex and sweat and old food was overpowering. Amy lay beneath him, utterly spent, feeling the warm trickle of his release begin to seep out of her, onto her thighs and the sheets beneath.

After a moment, he pushed himself up with a grunt. He pulled out of her with a soft, wet sound. He stood, looking down at her sprawled, used body, his cock already shrinking, glistening with their mixed fluids. He didn’t say a word. He simply pulled up his boxers and trousers, fastened them, and turned for the door.

As he left, Ruby finally spoke, her voice calm and clear through the haze of smoke. “See you Thursday, sir?”

Jambo just grunted, the door closing behind him with a soft click.

Silence descended, broken only by Amy’s shaky breaths. She lay exposed, legs still splayed, the evidence of what just happened cooling on her skin. She felt hollowed out, claimed, and strangely, profoundly awake.

Ruby took a final drag of her joint, held it, then exhaled a slow, perfect smoke ring that drifted toward the ceiling. She glanced over at Amy, a faint, unreadable smile on her lips. “You okay, sweety?”

Amy turned her head on the pillow. She looked at Ruby, then down at the mess between her legs. She didn’t answer.

A moment later, Ruby’s shadow fell across Amy. Ruby stood beside the narrow bed, looking down. In one hand, she held the smoldering joint, its tip a glowing orange eye. She took a long, contemplative drag from the joint, holding the smoke in her lungs before exhaling a slow, fragrant cloud. She then sat on the edge of Amy’s bed, the mattress dipping under her weight.

“Here,” Ruby said. She held out the joint, pinched between her fingers. “Your turn.”

Amy stared at it. The paper was crinkled, the end damp from Ruby’s lips. It felt like a threshold more profound than the one she’d just been pushed across. Smoking was a Stockton taboo, a sure sign of delinquency her mother had warned about with grim fervor. But every other rule had been shattered.

Her fingers brushed Ruby’s as she took it. She brought the joint to her lips, mimicking what she’d seen. The paper tasted of ash and Ruby’s lip balm, something faintly sweet. She inhaled.

A violent, racking cough erupted from her chest, bending her double. Tears sprang to her eyes. She gasped for clean air, the joint nearly falling from her fingers. Ruby’s laughter was a soft, rich sound, devoid of mockery.

“Easy, sweety. You don’t fight it. You welcome it.” She took the joint back, her fingers steadying Amy’s shaking wrist for a moment.

Amy wiped her eyes, her throat raw. The initial shock receded, leaving behind a strange, buzzing emptiness in her head.

“Again,” Ruby instructed, offering it back.

This time, Amy was ready. She took a smaller, more cautious pull. She held the acrid smoke in her mouth for a second before tentatively drawing it into her lungs. She held it, her eyes watering slightly, then exhaled a thin, wispy stream.

Ruby watched her, a small, knowing smile playing on her lips. She took the final drag, extinguishing the roach in a small ceramic dish on the nightstand. Then she pulled her tight black t-shirt over her head. Her breasts, fuller than Amy’s with dark, pert nipples, were bared. She stood, shucking her jeans and underwear in one smooth motion, and stood naked in the golden pool of lamplight. Her body was a curve of confidence, the swell of her hips, the neat triangle of dark hair at the junction of her thighs, the smooth, glowing skin. She was art, unashamed. She turned back to the bed.

“Scoot over.”

Amy moved automatically. Ruby slid in beside her, the single bed suddenly impossibly small and intimate. The heat from her naked skin radiated against Amy’s side.

Then Ruby turned onto her side and opened her arms. Amy hesitated for only a heartbeat before turning into her, burying her face in the crook of Ruby’s neck. Amy’s arms went around Ruby’s waist, holding on as if she were the only solid thing in a spinning world. Ruby’s arms encircled her, one hand coming up to cradle the back of Amy’s head, fingers tangling in her damp hair. They fit together, skin to skin, curve to slender line.

Ruby’s smile was a vibration Amy felt against her cheek.

“See?” Ruby whispered, her breath warm on Amy’s temple. “It’s better when you stop fighting.”
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The first year of college became a blur of sensation and transformation, a shedding of skin that happened not in one painful tear, but in a thousand gradual slips. The joint in room 312 became a nightly ritual. The initial choke became a practiced, deep inhale. Weekends were for the off-campus parties in rattling Victorian houses, the air thick with sweat and bass and the same sweet smoke. Amy learned to dance, her body moving with a looser, more confident rhythm she didn’t recognize as her own. She learned to drink, cheap, fruity vodka mixes that burned less than the weed and to laugh loudly at nothing.

And there were guys. Boys, really, from the brother college across town. Their hands were eager and clumsy on her in dark corners, their kisses sloppy with beer. She let them. Sometimes in dusty bedrooms upstairs, sometimes in the backseats of their cars. Her “body count,” a term she learned from Candy, ticked upward. It felt less like a loss and more like a collection.

Her body changed. Her once small breasts grew fuller, rounding against her bras, becoming a curve she would catch sight of in mirrors and feel a jolt of foreign pride. Her ass, once barely there, took on a definite, shapely swell that filled out her jeans. She gained weight, but it was a weight of substance.
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A full year had slipped by like smoke.

Ruby had graduated in the spring. The joined beds felt too big without her weight pressing close every night. Amy kept them pushed together anyway. Habit. Memory. Power.

Amy sat cross-legged on her bed in a cropped tank and tiny sleep shorts, rolling a joint. She licked the paper, sealed it, lit the tip. First long drag curled smoke toward the ceiling. Her eyes half-closed in pleasure.

The door creaked open slowly.

A girl stood in the doorway, slim and small-framed, luggage clutched in both hands like a shield. She looked nervous but smiled anyway, small and hopeful.

Amy exhaled slow, smoke drifting between them. She tilted her head, studying the newcomer the way Ruby once studied her.

“Who are you, sweetie?”

The girl shifted. “Hi... I’m Rosy. I just joined. They said this is Room 312?”

“Welcome, dear,” Amy purred. “Come in.”

Rosy stepped inside, wheels of her suitcase rumbling softly on the floor.

Amy smiled wider. “Now, undress.”

Rosy blinked. “W-what?”

“It’s the ritual here.” Amy’s tone was calm, almost sweet. She tapped ash into an empty soda can on the nightstand. “Come on. Do it. Fast.”


THE END
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The morning sun filtered through the  palms, casting dappled shadows on the narrow, red-dirt path that wound through the village in Narka, Kansas. The air was thick with the scent of jasmine and the faint tang of woodsmoke from distant kitchen fires. Angel, eighteen years old and as delicate as the first bloom of a lotus stepped lightly along the path, her schoolbag slung over one shoulder. Her long, ebony hair, meticulously oiled and plaited by her mother that morning, swung in a neat ponytail, catching the sunlight in glossy waves. She loved her hair, its weight, its sheen, the way it seemed to hold the warmth of her mother’s hands long after the comb had been set aside. It was her pride, her shield, a cascade of midnight that reached past her waist, a silent testament to care and tradition.

Angel adjusted the thin, wire-framed spectacles that rested on her small nose, their lenses glinting as she glanced down at the ground to avoid a stray pebble. Her skin, fair as the inside of a coconut shell, glowed softly in the morning light, though she never thought much of her appearance. She was slim, almost fragile, her frame draped in the crisp white blouse and navy-blue skirt of her school uniform. The hem of her skirt brushed her knees, and her white socks were pulled up neatly, her black shoes polished to a shine. Everything about Angel was precise, unassuming, and quietly beautiful, like a melody played on a single string.

She walked alone, as she often did, her eyes fixed on the path ahead. Angel was not one for idle chatter or crowded company. Her world was small, carefully curated a handful of friends, her books, and the music that lived in her throat like a caged bird yearning to sing. She was the topper of her  School, her name a permanent fixture at the top of the academic rolls, her desk always buried under textbooks and neatly written notes. But it was her voice that set her apart, a gift that had earned her a shelf full of medals and certificates from singing competitions across the district. Her renditions of classical Carnatic songs could hush a room, her notes soaring with a clarity that seemed to touch the divine. Yet, for all her talent, Angel remained shy, her voice reserved for the stage or the quiet of her room, where she would hum softly to herself, the notes mingling with the rustle of palm fronds outside her window.

Her mother, Rosy, was her anchor. Every morning, before the first rooster crowed, Rosy would sit Angel down on a woven mat in their modest courtyard, a small brass bowl of coconut oil in her hands. She would massage the oil into Angel’s scalp with gentle, practiced fingers, her touch a ritual of love that had begun when Angel was a toddler. “Your hair is your crown dear,” Rosy would say, her voice warm and low. “Keep it strong, keep it beautiful.” Angel would sit still, her eyes half-closed, savoring the moment, the scent of oil and the soft hum of her mother’s voice weaving a cocoon of safety around her.

Today, as she approached the school gates, Angel’s steps slowed. The courtyard was already buzzing with students, girls in identical uniforms giggling in clusters, boys roughhousing near the  trees, their laughter loud and careless. Angel’s heart quickened, a familiar unease settling in her chest. Boys made her nervous. It wasn’t that she disliked them; she simply didn’t know how to navigate their brash energy, their teasing grins, or the way their eyes sometimes lingered on her. She knew, vaguely, that some of the boys in her class harboured crushes on her, whispered confessions overheard in the corridors, notes passed and quickly discarded, but she wanted no part of it. She kept her distance, her eyes averted, her words few. Her small circle of friends - Coxy, with her quick wit, and Rees, with her gentle smile were enough. They understood her quiet ways, her need for solitude, her love for the worlds she found in books and songs.

“Angel!” Coxy’s voice cut through the morning chatter, and Angel looked up to see her friend waving at her. Coxy’s braid was slightly askew, her tie loosened already, a stark contrast to Angel’s pristine appearance. “Come on, you’re going to miss the bell again, daydreamer!”

Angel smiled, a small, fleeting curve of her lips, and quickened her pace. She slipped into the shade beside Coxy, her shoulders relaxing slightly. “I wasn’t daydreaming,” she murmured, though her thoughts had been drifting to the new song she’d been practicing, a devotional piece her music teacher had given her for the upcoming district competition.

“Sure, you weren’t,” Coxy teased, nudging her arm. “You had that look again like you’re hearing music no one else can.”

Angel blushed, tucking a stray strand of hair behind her ear. “Maybe I was,” she admitted softly, her voice barely above a whisper. She didn’t elaborate, and Coxy didn’t press. That was the beauty of their friendship, Coxy knew when to let Angel’s silences speak for themselves.
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The last days of school slipped away like water through cupped hands. The final exams, a whirlwind of late-night revisions and ink-stained fingers, had come and gone, and the results were pinned to the noticeboard outside the principal’s office at the school. Angel  stood before it, her heart thudding softly, though she already knew what she would see. Her name was at the top, as it always was, each subject marked with a crisp A+. The whispers of her classmates swirled around her admiration, envy, the usual mix, but Angel barely heard them. She adjusted her spectacles, her ponytail swinging as she turned away, her mind already drifting to the uncertainty that lay beyond the school gates.

At home, the small, tiled-roof house buzzed with pride. Her father  beamed as he read the results aloud, his voice thick with emotion. Her mother Rosy, clasped her hands together, murmuring a prayer of thanks to God. Angel’s younger brother, Jose, a lanky twelve-year-old with a mischievous grin, teased her relentlessly. “Topper again, sister? Don’t you ever get tired of it?” he said, dodging the playful swat she aimed at him. But beneath the celebration, a question loomed, one that made Angel’s stomach twist with unease: what next?

That evening, as the family sat around the wooden dining table, the ceiling fan creaking overhead, her father broached the subject. “Angel, dear, you’ve done us proud,” he said, his eyes crinkling behind his bifocals. “Now we need to think about college. A good course, medicine, engineering, maybe law. Something that will secure your future.” Rosy nodded, setting down a steaming plate of rice. “You’re so bright, Angel. You can do anything you set your mind to.”

Angel poked at her food, her appetite fading. “I... I don’t know yet, dad,” she admitted, her voice barely above a whisper. “I need time to think.” The truth was, she felt adrift. Medicine seemed daunting, engineering too technical, and law too confrontational for her quiet nature. Her heart leaned toward music, but the thought of saying so aloud felt frivolous, like confessing a daydream. Her parents exchanged a glance, their smiles patient but expectant. “You have one month, dear,” Rosy said gently. “Pray, think, and you’ll find your path.”

The next morning, the family piled into their old car for a trip to  where there family friend George lived in a sprawling, traditional house that seemed to belong to another era. George is Angel’s father Ray’s childhood friend and they are more like a family. The drive was a familiar one, the road flanked by paddy fields, the air heavy with the scent of rain-soaked earth. Jose pressed his face to the window, pointing out every passing cow, while Angel sat quietly, her hands folded in her lap, her mind turning over the question of her future. She loved these trips, a place where time seemed to slow, where the weight of decisions felt lighter, if only for a day.

The house was a marvel of old architecture, teak pillars, sloping roofs, and a wide courtyard shaded by a massive mango tree. It belonged to Mary, and her husband George, whose success in the textile business had made them far wealthier than Angel’s family. They were generous, often helping with school fees or medical bills when times were tight, and their warmth made Angel feel at home. As the car pulled into the gravel driveway, Mary rushed out and enveloped Angel in a hug. “Our little scholar!” she exclaimed, pinching Angel’s cheek. “Topper again, I hear!” George and Ray hugged each other.

Inside, the house smelled of polished wood and freshly made deserts. Georg’s daughter Ditty, a bubbly ninth-grader with a cascade of curly hair, bounded toward her, grabbing her hand. “Angel sister, come see my new sketchbook!” she chirped, pulling Angel. Angel smiled, her shyness melting in Ditty’s infectious enthusiasm. The two settled on a swing, Ditty chattering about school, her latest drawings, and her dreams of becoming an artist. Angel listened, her heart light, happy to let Ditty’s energy fill the space. They played a round of carrom, Ditty’s laughter echoing as she flicked the striker with exaggerated flair, and Angel found herself laughing too, a rare, unguarded sound.

In the living room, the adults talked over cups of tea, their voices a low hum of family gossip and local news. Jose, meanwhile, had found a cricket bat and was pestering George to play with him in the courtyard. But Angel’s attention drifted when Xavier, Ditty’s elder brother, appeared in the doorway. At twenty-one Xavier was everything Angel was not, bold, modern, effortlessly confident. He was studying engineering in Stanford university, his world one of city lights, a far cry from Narka’s quiet rhythms. His hair was neatly styled, his T-shirt and jeans a stark contrast to the attire of the elders. He grinned when he saw Angel, pulling a chocolate bar from his pocket. “For my little Angel,” he said, tossing it to her with a wink.

Angel caught it, her cheeks warming. “Thanks, Xavier ,” she murmured, tucking the chocolate into her bag. She liked Xavier, though she’d never admit it aloud. He was kind in a way that didn’t demand anything of her, his teasing gentle, his presence easy. He never made her feel small or awkward, unlike the boys at school whose stares made her want to disappear. Xavier plopped onto the swing beside her and Ditty, stretching out his long legs. “So, topper,” he said, his tone light but curious, “what’s the plan? IT? Medical college? Or are you going to surprise us all and become a rock star?”

Angel’s smile faltered, the weight of the question pressing down again. “I... I haven’t decided,” she said, her fingers twisting the end of her ponytail. Xavier raised an eyebrow, but before he could press further, Mary called them in for lunch.

The dining table was a feast of colors and aromas - bread, chicken and  desserts. The families ate together, the room filled with laughter and stories. Xavier told tales of California, of crowded streets and college festivals, while Ditty chimed in with exaggerated imitations of her teachers. Angel listened quietly, her eyes flickering to Xavier now and then, her mind a tangle of admiration and uncertainty. What would it be like, she wondered, to step into a world as big as his? To know what you wanted and chase it without fear?

Then, mid-bite, Xavier leaned forward, his fork pausing above his plate. His dark eyes, bright with a sudden idea, fixed on Angel across the table. “Angel,” he said, his voice cutting through the din with casual confidence, “why don’t you join my college? It’s got great programs, engineering, sciences, even arts if that’s your thing. I’m there, so I can take care of you. Show you the ropes, you know?”

The room stilled for a moment, or so it seemed to Angel. Her fork hovered over her plate, a piece of bread forgotten. California. The word landed like a pebble in a pond, sending ripples of excitement and fear through her. A big city bright, chaotic, alive in ways Narka could never be. She pictured towering buildings, crowded streets, and a world so vast it made her chest tighten. Her lips parted, but no words came. Instead, a shy smile curved her mouth, more out of surprise than agreement. She wasn’t expecting this, not from Xavier, not now.

Her father Ryan,  set down his glass of water, his face lighting up. “That’s a good idea, Xavier,” he said, nodding thoughtfully. “California has some of the best colleges. And if you’re there to look out for her, Angel won’t feel so alone.” He glanced at Angel, his eyes warm but expectant, as if the decision were already half-made. George, Xavier’s father also backed that idea.

Rosy, ever cautious, tilted her head. “It’s a big step,” she said softly, though her tone carried a note of curiosity. “Angel, what do you think, dear?”

Angel’s smile faltered, her fingers tightening around the edge of her plate. “I... I don’t know,” she murmured, her voice barely audible over the clink of spoons and Ditty’s chatter with Jose. “It’s... California is so far.” Her words trailed off, and she pushed her glasses up her nose, a nervous habit. Xavier leaned back, unfazed, a playful glint in his eyes.

“Come on, Angel, it’s not that scary. You’d love it. And I’d make sure you’re okay. No one messes with my Angel.” He winked, and Ditty giggled, nudging Angel’s arm.

“Sister, you have to go!” Ditty said, her eyes wide with excitement.

Angel’s cheeks warmed, and she ducked her head, her ponytail slipping over her shoulder. Ryan reached across the table, patting her hand. “No need to decide today dear,” he said, his voice gentle but firm. “But it could be a good opportunity. A fresh start.” He glanced at George and Mary, who nodded in agreement, their smiles encouraging.

The conversation shifted, moving to lighter topics, Jose’s latest antics at school, Mary’s plans for a new dress collection, but Angel’s mind stayed with Stanford and California. She ate quietly, her thoughts a tangle of possibility and doubt. Xavier caught her eye once, offering another reassuring grin, and she felt a flicker of warmth.
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The days following the lunch at Xavier’s place blurred into a whirlwind of decisions, forms, and farewells. Angel’s future, once a nebulous question, had crystallized with startling speed. Xavier’s suggestion to join his college in Stanford had taken root, watered by her father’s enthusiasm and her mother’s cautious approval. The college, a reputed institution known for its engineering and arts programs, had accepted Angel’s application for BBA  with glowing commendations for her academic record. Her parents, Ryan and Rosy, had deliberated late into the night, weighing the costs and the distance, until Xavier’s father, George always generous, always steady stepped in. “Let me take care of the first year’s fees,” he said, his voice firm, brooking no argument. “Angel deserves this chance.” And so, it was settled. Angel would study in Stanford, with Xavier as her guide in the sprawling city.

Now, the morning sun hung low over the  railway station in Missouri, its golden light glinting off the tracks. The platform buzzed with the chaos of departure. Angel stood amidst her family, her small suitcase at her feet, her heart a knot of excitement and dread. Her long hair, oiled and tied into its familiar ponytail, gleamed under the station’s fluorescent lights. She wore a simple skirt, pale green and modest, her spectacles slipping slightly down her nose as she glanced nervously at the train pulling in.

The AC First Class coach was a luxury Angel had never experienced, a private coupe booked for her and Xavier to ensure their comfort on the long journey. The thought of the enclosed space, just the two of them, made her cheeks warm. She clutched her bag, its contents sparse but precious, a few clothes, her favorite books, a small photo of her family,  tucked carefully into a velvet pouch.

Rosy stood closest to her, her eyes glistening. “Be careful, daughter ,” she whispered, her voice thick with emotion. “Call us every day. And don’t forget to pray.” Angel nodded, her throat tight, and then threw her arms around her mother. The hug was fierce, tearful. Angel’s eyes stung, tears spilling over as she buried her face in her mother’s shoulder. “I’ll miss you, mom,” she murmured, her voice breaking.

Ryan stepped forward, his hand resting on Angel’s head. “Make us proud, as you always do,” he said, his smile warm but strained. Jose, usually so cheeky, was quiet, his eyes fixed on the ground as he shuffled closer. “Don’t forget to send me chocolates, sister,” he mumbled, and Angel managed a watery laugh, ruffling his hair.

Mary and George stood nearby, Ditty clinging to Angel’s arm. “You’re going to love California !” Ditty said, her voice bright. “You have to tell me everything!” Angel nodded, squeezing Ditty’s hand, her heart aching at the thought of leaving her lively cousin behind.

Xavier hoisted his backpack over his shoulder, his grin unwavering. “Come on, Angel, time to board,” he said, his tone light but kind. He led the way to the coach, holding the door open for her as they stepped into the cool, air-conditioned interior. The coupe was small but plush, with two cushioned berths, a tiny table, and a window framed by heavy curtains. Angel set her suitcase down, her hands trembling slightly as she turned back to the platform.

The family gathered near the door, their faces a mix of pride and sorrow. Angel stood at the entrance, her hand gripping the railing as the train’s whistle pierced the air. She waved, her smile shaky, tears streaming down her cheeks. Xavier stood beside her, his own hand raised in farewell, his grin softening as he caught sight of his parents and Ditty waving back. “Take care of her, Xavier!” George called, and Xavier gave a thumbs-up, his confidence a quiet reassurance.

As the train began to move, its wheels clattering against the tracks, Angel’s heart lurched. She kept waving, her eyes locked on her mother’s face, on Jose’s small figure, on the familiar shapes of her world shrinking into the distance. The platform blurred, swallowed by the motion of the train, and soon it was just the two of them Angel and Xavier in the quiet of the coupe.

Angel sank onto the berth, wiping her tears with the edge of her skirt. Xavier sat across from her, pulling out a chocolate bar from his bag and sliding it toward her. “For the journey,” he said, his voice gentle. “Don’t worry, Angel. I’ve got your back.”

She nodded, clutching the chocolate, her gaze drifting to the window where Narka’s greenery rolled by trees, paddy fields, the life she’d always known. California lay ahead, a city of dreams and uncertainties, and for the first time, Angel felt the weight of both. She adjusted her glasses, took a deep breath, and let the rhythm of the train carry her forward, toward a future she could only begin to imagine.

The train rocked gently through the night, its steady rhythm lulling Angel and Xavier into sleep. The world outside slipped by unseen while the two cousins slept, carried toward a new chapter.
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Morning arrived with a soft glow through the coupe’s curtained window. Angel stirred first, blinking awake as the train’s motion slowed, the distant clamor of a station filtering through. She sat up, smoothing her hair, still neatly tied in its ponytail, and reached for her glasses. The air was cool, the AC humming softly, and she felt a flutter of nervous excitement. Xavier, roused by the sound of her movements, swung down from the upper berth, his hair slightly mussed but his grin as bright as ever. “Morning, sleepyhead,” he teased, stretching his arms.

They sat close to each other on the lower berth, the small table holding their steaming Coffee cups. The coffee was strong, its bitterness softened by a generous dose of sugar, just how Angel liked it. She sipped quietly, her eyes drifting to the window where the outskirts of as California began to appear, sprawling suburbs, clusters of concrete buildings, and the faint haze of city life. Xavier, ever relaxed leaned back, his cup balanced on his knee. Then, with a playful glint in his eye, he slid closer, draping an arm around her shoulder.

Angel froze, her coffee cup halfway to her lips. The weight of his arm was warm, unfamiliar, and startlingly casual. “Hey,” she said, her voice a mix of surprise and uncertainty, her cheeks flushing. She managed an awkward smile, her heart giving a quick, unsteady thump. Xavier just chuckled, his fingers brushing lightly against her shoulder as he took another sip of coffee, clearly enjoying the moment.

A few minutes passed, the train’s rhythm steady, and Angel began to relax, her initial shock easing into the comfort of Xavier’s familiar presence. Then, she felt his hand shift, his fingers tracing small, lazy circles at the back of her neck, just above the collar of her skirt. A giggle escaped her, unbidden, as the ticklish sensation caught her off guard.

“What are you doing, Xavier?” she asked, her voice light but tinged with playful reproach.

“Nothing, my dear,” he replied, his tone teasing, his grin widening as he gave her ponytail a gentle tug. “Just making sure you’re awake for the big city.”

Angel laughed softly, shaking her head, her nervousness melting into amusement. She swatted his hand away, but there was no real force behind it. Xavier’s easy affection was new, a little unsettling, but it felt like an extension of his protective, brotherly warmth. She sipped her coffee, her eyes returning to the window.

The train pulled into station with a final, shuddering halt. Xavier took charge, hoisting both their bags and guiding Angel through the bustling platform, where the air was thick with the sounds of announcements, hawkers, and hurried footsteps. They hailed a taxi outside, and as they settled into the backseat, Angel pressed her face to the window, her eyes wide with wonder. California was a sensory assault, towering glass buildings that caught the sunlight, streets choked with honking cars and darting scooters. It was nothing like Narka’s quiet lanes, and Angel felt both thrilled and overwhelmed, her fingers clutching the strap of her bag.

The taxi wove through the traffic, finally stopping at a modern apartment complex in a lively neighborhood. Xavier’s apartment was on the fourth floor, and as they stepped out of the elevator. The building was sleek, with clean lines, a far cry from the tiled-roof homes of her village. Xavier unlocked the door to his apartment, ushering her inside with a dramatic “Welcome to my palace!”

The place was modest but stylish, an above-average space for a student. The living room had a plush sofa and a small TV mounted on the wall, its decor brightened by colorful cushions and a woven rug. The air conditioner hummed softly, keeping the space cool despite the city’s warmth. A small kitchen gleamed with stainless steel appliances, and a narrow balcony overlooked the bustling street below, where the city’s pulse seemed to hum. The single bedroom was tidy, with a bed neatly made and a desk piled with engineering textbooks.

Angel put her suitcase down as her eyes roaming the place. It was modern, vibrant, a world away from home. She felt a pang of homesickness, thinking of her mother’s morning rituals, Jose’s teasing, the quiet of her room. But as she stepped onto the balcony, the city sprawling before her, she felt a spark of possibility. California was vast, intimidating, but it was also hers to discover. Xavier joined her, leaning against the railing, his presence steadying.

“Ready for this, Angel?” he asked, his voice soft but encouraging.

She adjusted her glasses, her ponytail catching the breeze, and gave a small, determined nod.

“I think so,” she said, her voice quiet but resolute. Xavier again pulls her towards him and starts playing his fingers behind her neck. She felt a sudden pleasure inside her body. She blushes and pulls away. Xavier looks at her body closely. Fair skin, beautiful smile, long hair, thin figure, small boobs, small ass. Xavier pulls out his iPhone and takes a picture of her. Angel smiles, “why are you taking picture Xavier?

Xavier: to show you after 3 years when you complete your BBA.

Angel little surprised, “for what?”

Xavier: because after 3 years you will not look same. You will look like an asset, I promise.

Angel laughs “ what... asset. What do you mean Xavier ?

Xavier smiles, “you will find out dear.” 

For the first time, she felt the city might not swallow her whole, not with Xavier by her side, and not with the melody of her own courage beginning to hum within her.

There was only one bedroom in the flat and Xavier confronted angel that it is a big bed and we can sleep together which angel agreed.

Xavier took her for lunch in his bullet bike. It was her first ride in bullet. Angel’s breath caught as the city blurred past honking cars, darting scooters, and huge buildings. The wind tugged at her ponytail, and she clung to the seat, her knuckles white. Then, without warning, Xavier hit the brakes, the bike jerking to a stop at a traffic light. Angel pitched forward, her small frame colliding with his back, her soft boobs pressing against him for a fleeting moment. A flush of heat surged through her, and she pulled back quickly, her face burning with embarrassment.

Xavier turned his head, his grin wicked.

“You better hug me, Angel, or I’ll brake like that again. Trust me, you don’t want to fall off.”

Her heart raced, half from the jolt and half from his words. She hesitated, her shyness warring with practicality, then tentatively wrapped her arms around his waist. Her small boobs pressed lightly against his back and she felt a rush of something new nervousness, yes, but also a thrill she couldn’t name. The bike roared to life again, and as they sped through the streets, Angel’s grip tightened, her cheek brushing the fabric of his jacket. The city unfolded around her glass skyscrapers, bustling markets, the pulse of a world so unlike her own and she found herself smiling, the wind stealing her breath. Xavier took her to restaurant, cafes, buy her new dresses for college. Back to the flat, resting her head on Xaviers back while on the bike, Angel thought how good is Xavier. He is taking care of me well”.

But Xavier was not the innocent guy as she thought. Beneath his charming grin and easy laughter lay a different truth, one Angel was too naive to see. In Stanford, Xavier was a star, the kind of guy who turned heads and drew crowds. He had a gang, rowdy friends who ruled the college scene, their nights filled with parties and whispers of things darker than Angel could fathom. He smoked, he drank, he dabbled in drugs when the mood struck, and his reputation as a playboy was no secret among the girls who vied for his attention. His charm was a weapon, honed and deliberate, and his invitation to bring Angel to California wasn’t entirely selfless. There was an agenda, a shadow in his intentions, though its shape remained hidden, coiled beneath his warm smiles and teasing words.
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For her first day at college, she had traded her familiar skirt for a pair of jeans and a simple white T-shirt, an outfit Xavier had insisted would help her blend in. The jeans felt foreign, tight against her slim legs, the denim stiff and unyielding compared to the flowing fabrics she was used to. She shifted uncomfortably on the bike, her ponytail bouncing with each turn. As they pulled into the college campus, Angel’s breath caught. The institution sprawled across acres, its modern buildings all glass and steel, with manicured lawns and pathways buzzing with students. It was nothing like in Narka, where the world felt small and contained. Here, girls and boys roamed freely, laughing and shouting, their confidence almost overwhelming. Angel’s eyes widened at the sight of girls in cropped tops, ripped jeans, and short skirts, outfits she’d never seen in her village, where modesty was woven into every thread. She adjusted her glasses, feeling suddenly small, her jeans clinging to her like a second skin she wasn’t sure she wanted.

Xavier parked the Bullet near a cluster of students, and Angel slid off, her stomach a knot of butterflies. The campus was alive, vibrant and intimidating, a sea of unfamiliar faces and bold energy. As they walked toward the main building, a group of seniors lounging under a tree caught Xavier’s eye. Leading them was Sam, a tall, broad-shouldered senior with a roguish grin, his leather jacket emblazoned with a Che Guevara print. His gang, a mix of boys and girls with a rebellious air, were playfully ragging a group of nervous newcomers, their laughter sharp and teasing.

“Xavier, my man!” Sam called, striding over with a swagger. He clapped Xavier on the shoulder, their easy camaraderie clear. Xavier grinned, nodding back.

“Sam, this is my family friend Angel,” Xavier said, his tone firm but casual as he gestured to her. “She’s starting today. I don’t want anyone disturbing her, got it?”

Sam’s eyes flicked to Angel, taking her in with a quick, appraising glance. “Sure, man,” he said, his voice smooth. He turned to Angel, his grin widening. “Hi, Angel. Welcome to the jungle.”

Angel managed a shy smile, her cheeks warming under his gaze. “Hi,” she murmured, her voice barely audible.

“Catch you later, Sam,” Xavier said, steering Angel away toward the auditorium for the freshers’ orientation program. The massive hall was already filling with students, the air thick with chatter and anticipation. Angel’s heart raced as she found a seat near the back and said bye to Xavier. The program began with a booming welcome from the dean, followed by a parade of faculty introductions and campus rules that blurred in Angel’s mind. Then came the part she dreaded: the freshers’ introductions. One by one, students stood, stating their names, hometowns, and aspirations with varying degrees of confidence. When Angel’s turn came, she rose slowly, her legs trembling. The auditorium seemed to expand, the eyes of hundreds pinning her in place. “I-I’m Angel,” she stammered, her voice cracking. “From Narka. I... I’m here to study... um....” Her face burned as a ripple of laughter spread through the crowd, not cruel, but enough to make her want to shrink into her seat. She sat down quickly, her hands clasped tightly in her lap, her ponytail falling forward to shield her face. As the program ended and students spilled out into the campus, Angel felt the weight of the day settle over her. The college was vast, its energy overwhelming, and she was a small, quiet girl in a world that felt too big.

The classroom was a world apart from the modest rooms of her school in Narka. Angel sat near the back, her jeans still feeling stiff and foreign against her skin, her white T-shirt slightly creased from the morning’s ride. The room buzzed with the chatter of her new classmates, boys and girls sitting together in a casual mix.  She adjusted her glasses, her ponytail resting against her shoulder, and kept her eyes on her notebook, its blank pages a small comfort. A girl slid into the seat beside her, her short bob bouncing as she dropped her bag with a thud. She wore a bright red top and ripped jeans, her confidence as bold as her smile.

“Hi, I’m Sucy,” she said, her voice warm and direct, her eyes sparkling with curiosity.

Angel glanced up, her shyness softening at the girl’s friendliness. “Hi, I’m Angel,” she replied.

“First day jitters, huh?” Sussy said, leaning closer. Where you from?”

“Narka,” Angel said, her fingers tracing the edge of her notebook.

“Cool! I’m from Seattle. This city’s a whole different beast, but it’s fun. Stick with me, and you’ll be fine.” Sucy’s easy chatter was like a breeze, lightening the weight on Angel’s chest. She nodded, grateful for the warmth, though her eyes kept darting to the mixed groups around her, the unfamiliarity of it all still sinking in.

The morning passed in a blur of lectures, syllabi handed out on crisp sheets, and the constant hum of students whispering. When the bell signaled break time, Angel lingered at her desk, unsure of where to go. Sucy had already darted off to join a group by the door, leaving Angel to gather her things alone. As she stood, adjusting her bag, a shadow fell across her desk.

“Hi, I’m Romy,” said a tall, handsome boy, his voice smooth and warm. Angel froze, her heart giving a nervous thud. Boys still made her uneasy, their boldness a language she didn’t speak. She managed a shy smile, her cheeks warming. “Hi,” she said, barely above a whisper.

“You’re from Narka, right?” Romy asked, leaning casually against a desk, his eyes kind but curious.

“Yes,” Angel said, her voice steadier now.

“Me too,” he said, his smile widening. I heard you in the auditorium. Thought I’d say hi.”

Angel’s shoulders relaxed slightly, the familiar lilt of his accent and the warmth in his smile easing her nerves.

“That’s nice,” she said.

“We can be good friends,” Romy said, his tone earnest, his eyes meeting hers with a sincerity that felt safe, unlike the teasing edge she sometimes caught in Xavier’s voice. “You know, stick together in this big city.”

Angel hesitated, her shyness creeping back. “S-sure,” she stuttered, her smile awkward but real. Romy nodded, unfazed by her hesitation, and with a quick wave, he rejoined his friends, leaving Angel with a flutter of relief and something new a spark of connection.

The rest of the day was a whirlwind, more classes, unfamiliar faces, and the constant buzz of the sprawling campus. By the time Angel climbed onto the back of Xavier’s Bullet for the ride back to his flat, her head was spinning. The first day had been hectic, overwhelming, a plunge into a world that felt too big, too fast. She clung to Xavier’s waist, her small frame pressed lightly against his back. The city roared past lights flickering on as dusk settled, traffic weaving in chaotic patterns, the air alive with possibility and uncertainty.
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Back at Xavier’s flat, Angel slipped into the bathroom to change, trading her tight jeans and T-shirt for a loose comfortable T-shirt and a pair of shorts. She sat on the sofa, her phone pressed to her ear, her ponytail swaying as she spoke to her family back in Narka.

“Mom, the college is so big,” Angel said, her voice soft but animated as she recounted her day. “There are so many people, and the buildings... they’re huge. I met a girl, Sucy, and a boy  Romy. He was nice.” She hesitated, her cheeks warming as she remembered Romy’s dimpled smile, but she didn’t mention the laughter in the auditorium or the way the mixed classroom had made her heart race.

Rosy’s voice crackled through the phone, warm but tinged with worry. “Are you okay, dear? And Xavier, is he taking care of you?”

“Everything’s fine, Aunt,” Xavier called out, his voice confident. “Angel’s settling in great. Nothing to worry about, I’ve got her back.” His words were smooth, reassuring.

After a few more minutes of chatter Angel hung up, her chest lighter but still swirling with the day’s emotions. She set the phone down, tucking a strand of hair behind her ear, her glasses slipping slightly as she leaned back on the sofa.

Xavier had disappeared into the bedroom, and when he returned, Angel’s eyes widened. He’d changed into a pair of loose boxers, his casual ease stark against her lingering shyness. The sight of him so relaxed, so different from the formal cousins she knew back home sent a flutter of excitement and unease through her. She averted her eyes, her cheeks warming, but couldn’t help stealing a glance as he moved with that effortless confidence.

“Come here, Angel,” Xavier said, his voice low and inviting as he gestured  “Let’s have a glass of wine. You’ve survived your first day, time to celebrate.”

Angel hesitated, her fingers twisting the hem of her T-shirt. Wine? She’d never had alcohol before, not even a sip.

“Is it... safe to drink it?” she asked, her eyes wide behind her glasses.

Xavier chuckled, already pouring a deep red liquid into two glasses from a bottle on the counter. “Yes, dear, it’s just wine. Come and sit.” He handed her a glass, his fingers brushing hers briefly, and patted the spot beside him on the sofa. Angel took the glass, her hands trembling slightly, and settled beside him. Xavier switched on the TV, and the opening scenes of Life of Pi flickered to life, the vibrant colors of the film casting a soft glow across the room. She took a tentative sip of the wine, its sharp, fruity tang surprising her. Not bad, she thought, a small smile tugging at her lips as she took another sip, the warmth of it spreading through her chest.

Xavier poured himself another glass, leaning back with a relaxed sigh. His arm slid casually behind her, his fingers finding the back of her neck, tracing those familiar, playful circles he’d done before. The sensation sent a tingle down Angel’s spine, and she giggled, the wine loosening her usual reserve. “Xavier, what are you doing?” she asked, her blush deepening as she squirmed slightly.

“Just relaxing, my dear,” he said, his tone teasing. Angel laughed softly, the wine and the movie and the strangeness of the day blurring together. Xavier’s fingers danced lightly across the back of Angel’s neck, his touch gentle yet deliberate, as if he were tracing the contours of her skin with an artist’s precision. His movements were slow, almost hypnotic, and Angel found herself leaning into his touch, her eyelids growing heavy under the combined influence of the wine and his caress.

After a few minutes, the warmth of the wine and the electric sensation of Xavier’s fingers on her neck began to stir something within her. Angel shifted closer to him, her body instinctively seeking the comfort and heat of his presence. She could feel his breath on her hair, warm and steady, and the scent of his cologne mingled with the faint aroma of the wine in her glass. Xavier noticed her movement and smiled, his eyes never leaving the screen but his attention fully on her. He reached for the bottle of wine on the coffee table and poured her another glass, his hand brushing hers as he handed it to her.

As Angel took the glass, Xavier’s other hand slid beneath the hem of her  t-shirt, his fingers grazing the soft skin of her lower back. She froze, her breath catching in her throat as his touch sent a jolt of surprise through her. Before she could process the sudden intimacy, his hand moved upward, his fingers brushing against the underside of her breasts. Angel’s eyes widened, her heart racing as she felt the warmth of his palm against her skin. She opened her mouth to speak, but before any words could escape, Xavier leaned in, his lips pressing softly against hers.

At first, Angel resisted, her lips parting in a silent protest. But Xavier’s kiss was insistent, his lips moving with a slow, deliberate rhythm that seemed to melt her defenses. Her resistance waned, replaced by a growing sense of surrender as she found herself leaning into the kiss, her lips parting slightly to allow his tongue to trace the seam of her mouth. His hand cupped her breast, his thumb brushing lightly over the sensitive peak, and Angel moaned softly into his mouth her body arching toward him. Xavier deepened the kiss, his tongue delving further, tasting her with a hunger that left her breathless. His hand squeezed her breast gently, his fingers molding to the softness of her flesh, and Angel felt a surge of desire ripple through her. With a deft motion, Xavier pulled her t-shirt over her head, tossing it aside before unclasping her bra and letting it fall to the floor. Angel’s breasts were small and perky, her nipples already tight and Xavier’s eyes darkened with desire as he took in the sight of her bare chest. He cupped her breasts in his hands, his thumbs brushing over her nipples, and Angel gasped, her head falling back as a wave of pleasure washed over her.

“You’re so beautiful,” Xavier murmured, his voice thick with desire. His lips descended to her neck, kissing and nipping at the sensitive skin, his breath hot against her ear. Angel shivered, her hands clutching at his shoulders as he sucked gently on her nipple, his tongue swirling around the tight peak. She cried out, her body arching off the sofa as the sensation overwhelmed her.

“Xavier ...” she whispered, her voice trembling. But he didn’t respond, his mouth too busy lavishing attention on her other breast, his hands roaming over her body with a possessive urgency. Angel felt herself losing control, her senses drowning in the pleasure of his touch. She was dimly aware of the movie still playing on the TV, the sound of the waves crashing against the lifeboat a distant echo in her mind.

Without warning Xavier lifted her in his arms, cradling her against his chest as he carried her to the bedroom. Angel’s head rested on his shoulder, her eyes half-lidded as she struggled to catch her breath. He laid her gently on the bed, his eyes roaming over her body with a hunger that made her pulse quicken. With a swift motion, he pulled off his boxers, revealing his erect penis, thick and heavy, the head glistening with pre-cum. Angel’s eyes widened at the sight, a gasp escaping her lips as she took in the size of him.

“You like what you see?” Xavier asked. Angel nodded mutely, her throat too dry to form words. He knelt beside the bed, his hands sliding beneath her shorts, pulling them down her legs along with her panties. Angel tried to resist, her hands reaching down to cover herself, but Xavier caught her wrists, pinning them above her head with a gentle but firm grip. The panties pooled at her ankles, and he throwed them away, leaving her completely bare.

“Let me,” he whispered, his lips brushing against hers. Angel hesitated, her breath coming in short gasps as she stared into his eyes. There was something in his gaze, a mixture of desire and dominance, that made her heart race. Slowly, she relaxed her hands, allowing him to take control.

Xavier kissed her passionately, his lips moving against hers with a feverish intensity. Angel felt a jolt of electricity course through her body, her senses alive with the taste of him, the scent of him, the feel of his skin against hers. His hands roamed over her body, his fingers tracing the curves of her hips, the swell of her breasts, the softness of her thighs. She moaned into his mouth, her body arching toward him as he kissed his way down her neck, his lips leaving a trail of fire in their wake.

When his mouth reached the junction of her thighs, Angel tensed, her breath hitching in anticipation. Xavier looked up at her, his eyes dark with desire, before dipping his head and pressing a soft kiss to her virgin pussy. Angel shuddered, her hands clutching at the sheets as he kissed his way closer to her core. His tongue flicked out, tasting her, and Angel cried out, her body bucking against his mouth as the first wave of pleasure crashed over her.

Xavier’s tongue was relentless, his mouth devouring her with a hunger that left her breathless. He lapped at her, his tongue delving deep into her wetness, his fingers pressing into the soft flesh of her thighs to hold her open. Angel’s cries filled the room, her body writhing beneath his touch as the pleasure built, higher and higher, until she felt herself teetering on the edge of release.

“Xavier......” she gasped, her voice breaking as her orgasm exploded through her. Her body shook, her muscles clenching around his tongue as she cried out, her release a torrent of sensation that left her trembling and breathless. Xavier continued to lick and suck, his mouth gentle now, soothing the oversensitive flesh as Angel slowly came back to herself.

Angel lay on the bed, her breath coming in shallow gasps. The air was thick Xavier stood at the edge of the bed, taking a condom from the drawer and he pulled it up through his penis. The weight of the moment hung between them, palpable and electric. Angel’s heart pounded in her chest. She was a virgin, her innocence a fragile thing and Xavier was about to shatter it.

Xavier climbed onto the bed, his movements purposeful yet unhurried. He loomed over her, his presence dominating the space, his scent, a mix of sandalwood and something distinctly masculine enveloping her.

The world around Angel dissolved as their lips met again. As the kiss deepened, Angel’s thoughts scattered, her mind a blur of sensation and emotion. She was a virgin, her body untouched, her innocence a shield she had guarded fiercely. But now, with Xavier above her, that shield felt flimsy, ready to crumble at the slightest touch. She thought about protesting, about pulling away, about preserving what little remained of her innocence. But the pleasure was too overwhelming, too intoxicating to resist. It was a pleasure she hadn’t known existed, a pleasure that made her question everything she thought she knew about herself, about desire, about surrender.

Xavier broke the kiss, his breath ragged as he gazed down at her. His eyes were dark with want, his pupils dilated with need. He reached down, his fingers tracing the curve of her hip, his touch sending sparks of electricity through her body. Angel shivered, her skin hypersensitive to his every movement. She felt exposed, vulnerable, yet there was a strange sense of power in that vulnerability, a power that came from trusting him with her most intimate self.

With slow, deliberate movements, Xavier positioned himself between her legs, his weight resting on his forearms as he hovered above her. Angel’s breath hitched as she felt the hardness of his erection pressing against her thigh, a reminder of what was to come. Her heart raced, her pulse pounding in her ears as she braced herself for the unknown. She was a virgin, and her virginity was about to be taken by her family friend who she knew from childhood.

Xavier shifted his hips, positioning himself at the entrance of her tightness. Angel’s breath caught in her throat as she felt the tip of his erection press against her, a foreign intrusion that sent a jolt of anticipation through her. But Xavier was patient, his movements unhurried as he began to push inside her.

The sensation was unlike anything Angel had ever experienced. It was a stretch, a burn, a fullness that bordered on discomfort. But it was also a pleasure, a deep, aching pleasure that coiled low in her belly, demanding more. She gasped, her eyes widening as he inched deeper, her body adjusting to the invasion, to the presence of him inside her. Her walls clenched around him, tight and unrelenting, as if trying to hold onto him, to keep him there forever.

Xavier paused, his breath ragged as he gave her a moment to adjust. Angel’s eyes were closed, her face a mask of concentration as she tried to process the sensations flooding her senses. She felt full, stretched, invaded, yet there was a strange sense of rightness in it, a sense of belonging that she couldn’t quite explain.

Then, with a sudden wild thrust Xavier pushed deeper, his hips snapping forward as he buried himself inside her. Angel cried out in pain, her voice a mix of pleasure and surprise as her body was overwhelmed by the sudden invasion. It was too much, too intense. Her nails dug into his shoulders, her legs wrapping around his waist as she pulled him closer.

Xavier began to move, his thrusts slow and deliberate at first, each stroke sending waves of pleasure crashing over her. Angel moaned, her head tossed back as she surrendered to the sensation, her body moving in rhythm with his. Her walls clenched around him, tight and wet, her juices flowing freely as she responded to his every movement. It was a dance, a primal, intoxicating dance that left her breathless, her senses reeling.

As the pace quickened, Angel’s moans grew louder, her body arching off the bed as she sought more friction, more contact. Xavier’s thrusts became wilder, more urgent, his control slipping as he lost himself in the sensation of being inside her. Her tightness was overwhelming, a vice-like grip that milked him, squeezed him, threatened to push him over the edge. He groaned, his voice a rough, primal sound as he pounded into her, his hips snapping forward with a force that left her gasping.

With a final thrust he came, his body shuddering as he filled the condom.  Angel gasped her breath coming in short, ragged gasps. As her breathing steadied, Angel opened her eyes, her gaze meeting Xavier’s. There was a softness in his eyes, a tenderness that made her heart ache.

“You’re incredible,” he whispered, his voice filled with awe. Angel blushed, her cheeks warm as she smiled back at him. The room was quiet, the only sound their ragged breathing and the distant hum of the television in the other room. Angel felt a sense of wonder, a quiet reflection on the intimacy they had just shared. It was as if the world had paused, leaving only the two of them, suspended in a moment of perfect connection.
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Xavier stirred, his eyes fluttering open to the soft, warm light of morning. Beside him, Angel lay sprawled in all her naked glory, her chest rising and falling with each peaceful breath. He took a moment to appreciate her beauty, his gaze lingering on the curve of her hip, the small of her back, and the soft swell of her ass.

He slowly moved his hand to her breast, cupping it gently before squeezing softly. Her nipple hardened under his touch, and he could feel his dick throbbing. He leaned down and began to lick her other nipple, swirling his tongue around the sensitive bud. Angel stirred, a soft moan escaping her lips as she woke to the sensation. "Xavier " she purred, her voice thick with sleep and desire.

He grinned against her skin, his teeth gently grazing her nipple before he began to chew on it like a piece of candy. She gasped, her back arching off the bed as pleasure coursed through her. Her nipples were hard and erect, begging for more attention.

Angel's hands found his hair, her fingers tangling in the strands as she held him to her. He could feel her body responding to his touch, her hips grinding against his thigh as she sought more friction.

Xavier reached over to the nightstand, grabbing a condom and quickly rolling it on. He positioned himself at her entrance, his dick throbbing with anticipation. He pushed in slowly, feeling her tight pussy stretch around him. She was still tight, but her body welcomed him, her hips rising to meet his thrusts.

He began to move, his hips thrusting against hers in a steady rhythm. She moaned, her nails digging into his back as she urged him on.

"Xavier brother," she gasped, her voice a mix of pleasure and surprise. He could feel her body responding to his, her pussy clenching around him as he fucked her harder.

He leaned down, his lips capturing hers in a fierce kiss. She moaned into his mouth, her tongue tangling with his as he continued to thrust into her. He could feel her body tensing, her orgasm building as he pounded into her. He reached between them, his fingers finding her clit and rubbing it in tight circles.

Angel's body convulsed, her orgasm crashing over her as she cried out his name. He could feel her pussy clenching around him, her body milking his dick as he continued to thrust into her. He could feel his own orgasm building, his balls tightening as he prepared to cum. With a final thrust he came, his body shuddering as he filled the condom. He collapsed on top of her, his body slick with sweat. He pulled out of her slowly, his dick still hard and throbbing. He removed the condom, tying it off and tossing it to the side before rolling back to her.

"Good morning, sweetheart," he said, his voice husky with satisfaction. Angel blushed, her cheeks flushing pink as she smiled up at him. "Good morning," she replied, her voice soft and breathless.

Xavier grinned, his hand reaching out to cup her breast once more. "You know, I think we should start every morning like this," he said, his thumb brushing over her nipple. She shivered, her body already responding to his touch. Noo," she purred, her eyes sparkling with mischief.
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The classroom buzzed with the low hum of a professor’s lecture, but Angel’s mind was elsewhere. She sat near the back, her notebook open but untouched, her pen idle in her hand. Her jeans and T-shirt felt less foreign today, but the weight of yesterday’s events pressed heavily on her.  She’d always seen Xavier as her protective friend, her guide in this sprawling city, but last night had blurred lines she didn’t know existed. Guilt gnawed at her, mingling with worry. Was it her fault? Had she misread his intentions? The thoughts swirled, drowning out the professor’s voice.

She adjusted her glasses, her ponytail brushing her shoulder as she tried to focus, but the memory of Xavier’s teasing grin and the thrusts kept pulling her back.

At the break, the classroom emptied, students spilling into the corridors with laughter and chatter. Angel lingered, when Romy appeared at her side, his dimpled smile as soothing as ever. “Hey, Angel,” he said, his voice gentle. “Want to grab a coffee at the cafeteria? You look like you could use a break.”

Angel hesitated, her shyness flaring, but Romy’s kind eyes put her at ease. “Sure,” she said, her voice soft, managing a small smile. The cafeteria was a lively chaos of clinking cups and its tables crowded with students. Angel and Romy found a corner spot, her hands wrapped around a steaming cup of filter coffee, its familiar aroma grounding her. Romy chatted easily, about his hometown, the campus, a funny story about a professor’s quirks, but Angel’s mind wandered, her responses short and distracted. She nodded, smiled, but her thoughts kept drifting to Xavier. It felt wrong, confusing, and she couldn’t shake the knot of guilt in her chest.

“You okay, Angel?” Romy asked, his brow furrowing slightly. “You seem... far away.”

She blinked, startled, her cheeks warming.

“Oh, I’m fine,” she said quickly, forcing a smile.

“Just... first week, you know. It’s a lot.”

Romy nodded, his expression kind but curious, and didn’t press further. Angel sipped her coffee, grateful for his presence but unable to fully anchor herself in the moment.

The rest of the day passed in a haze of lectures and unfamiliar faces. By the time Angel climbed onto the back of Xavier’s Bullet for the ride back to his flat, her mind was made up. She needed to talk to him, to set boundaries, to make sure last night’s strange intimacy never happened again. The city blurred past neon signs flickering to life, traffic weaving in its relentless dance, but Angel barely noticed, her thoughts steeling her resolve.

At the flat, Xavier parked the Bullet and led the way upstairs, his usual grin in place. Angel followed, her heart pounding. As they stepped into the living room, the air conditioner humming softly, she set her bag down and took a deep breath. “Xavier brother,” she began, her voice trembling but firm, “we need to talk about last night.”

Xavier raised an eyebrow, leaning against the counter, his casual ease unshaken. “What about it, dear?” he asked, his tone light, but there was a glint in his eyes, something Angel couldn’t quite read.

She adjusted her glasses, her fingers twisting the hem of her T-shirt. You’re my childhood friend. It can’t happen again.” Her voice wavered, but she held his gaze, her shyness giving way to a quiet strength.

Relax, dear," Xavier said, his voice a soothing balm to Angel's frayed nerves. "Come sit and drink this." He poured her a glass of crimson wine, the color of passion and desire. Angel obeyed, her heart pounding in her chest as she took a seat next to him.

Xavier wrapped his arm around her, pulling her close.

"What happened yesterday is normal, dear," he reassured her, his breath hot against her ear. He traced a finger down her spine, eliciting a shiver of pleasure. "It's for pleasure, nothing to worry about."

Angel bit her lip, her cheeks flushing a deep red. "But..." she started, her voice barely a whisper. Xavier silenced her with a finger to her lips, his eyes twinkling with mischief. "Drink the wine," he instructed. Angel obeyed.

"Now, pull your hands up," Xavier commanded, his voice filled with authority. With in a second Xavier removed her t-shirt and bra. He cupped her breasts, his touch sending waves of pleasure coursing through her body. "You were telling  something, dear?" he asked, his voice a low growl that sent shivers down her spine.

Angel could only moan in response, her body trembling with desire as Xavier's fingers expertly teased her nipples. He licked and nibbled  her nipples, his tongue sending waves of pleasure coursing through her body. Angel tried to resist, but it was futile. Her body was on fire, her senses heightened by Xavier's expert touch.

Xavier unbuckled her jeans, his fingers trailing down her stomach and thighs. He licked and kissed her sensitive skin, his tongue tracing a path to her most intimate area. Angel could feel her body trembling with pleasure, her mind clouded with desire.

Xavier stood up and removed his clothes, once again giving angel a display of his monster dick. He looked at Angel, his eyes filled with desire.

"Angel," he said, his voice a low growl

"Can you go to the bedroom and bring me the condom?"

Angel wanted to say no, but her body was betraying her. She stood up, her bare ass swaying as she walked slowly to the bedroom.

She returned with the condom, her body trembling with anticipation. Xavier took the condom from her, his fingers brushing against her hand. "Good girl," he said, his voice filled with praise. "Now, lie down."

Angel obeyed, her body trembling as Xavier slid the condom onto his hard cock. He positioned himself above her, his eyes locked onto hers. "Are you ready, Angel?" he asked, his voice a low growl. Angel could only nod, her body trembling with anticipation.

Xavier entered her, his cock filling her up in the most delicious way. He thrust into her, his movements slow and deliberate. Angel could feel her body trembling with pleasure, her mind clouded with desire. He thrusted her in rhythm as she moaned. Her seal was broken yesterday and the ride is more pleasurable and smoother than yesterday. He took her in his hands like a toy and fucked her in the air. She felt submissive and succumbed to Xavier’s wild power. His huge dick moved in and out in rhythm of her fresh pussy. She wanted to tell Xavier this should never happen again, but found herself in this situation, fucked by him mercilessly in the air.

Angel could feel herself nearing the edge, her body trembling with pleasure. Xavier's movements became more frantic, his breath hot against her neck. Angel could feel herself tumbling over the edge, her body convulsing with pleasure as she came. Xavier followed soon after, his body shuddering with pleasure as he came inside her.

They lie down. Juices were flowing out from her pussy, wetting the  bedsheet.

Xavier: from now on , you are not wearing anything in the house. . I want to see you nude every time”.

Angel nodded although she didn’t like the idea much. she didn’t want to say no to him. She felt submissive, to him, to his dick that deflowered her.

From then, whenever they come back from college, she just drops her dress and walks in nudity, her bare ass and pussy to Xavier’s full display. she cooked nude, ate nude, studied nude. He fucked her whenever he wanted, sometime in the kitchen table, sometime in the sofa, sometime in the bathroom. His dick was in a mission to make her holes big.

He made her cut her long beautiful hair to half, which she never thought she would do . Hair straightened, makeup increased and modern dresses no more felt like foreign to Angel. Angel cooked for him, do his laundry, clean the house and opened her legs for him at night. She was behaving like a perfect wife material. She loved the pleasure of his dick and soon after she also started loving the pleasure of her college friend Romy’s dick, the second person fucked her in California.
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Today was the final day of Angel’s first semester exams and they enjoyed it with a beer in the flat.  Xavier, lounging on the sofa in his usual boxers and sleeveless shirt, grinned as he pulled two chilled beers from the fridge, the bottles sweating in the humid air.

“To surviving your first semester, Angel,” he said, handing her one with a flourish. “You’re officially a city girl now.”

Angel took the bottle, her fingers brushing the cold glass. She’d graduated from the tentative sips of wine in her early days here to the occasional beer.

“Thanks, Xavier ,” she said, her voice soft but warm, settling onto the sofa beside him nude. The TV played a low hum of a movie, its colors flickering across the room, but neither paid it much attention.

Xavier took a long swig of his beer, then turned to her, “tomorrow, my friend Sam and a couple of others are coming over for a get-together in the morning. Angel nodded, her expression calm but her mind flickering with curiosity. Sam, the senior with the Che Guevara jacket and the roguish grin, had always made her slightly uneasy.

Xavier: so, you can’t be nude tomorrow. right?

Angel smiled: yes”

Xavier: then you can wear a panty, ok”. Angel’s eyes widened in surprise. She purred: Noo

Xavier: yes, my dear, you can either be nude or wear a panty. The choice is yours.”

She just give him a weird smile, hiding the excitement. She took a sip of the beer and imagined standing in a panty in front of Sam and his friends. She felt a fire in her stomach. 
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The air was thick with anticipation as Angel slipped into her red panty, the soft fabric hugging her curves. She knew Xavier’s friends were arriving, and the thought of facing them in such minimal attire made her cheeks flush. The kitchen, with its warm glow from the overhead lights, became her sanctuary as she busied herself arranging the coffee cups on the counter. The clinking of ceramic against ceramic was a soothing distraction from the nervous flutter in her chest. She could hear Xavier’s laughter from the living room, mingling with the deep voices of Sam, Felix, and Jax. Their arrival had brought an energy into the house that was both exciting and intimidating.

Angel’s hands trembled slightly as she poured the coffee, the rich aroma filling the room. She glanced at the doorway, imagining the moment she’d have to step out, her bare skin exposed to their gaze. Her medium-sized breasts, usually a source of confidence, now felt like a liability. She adjusted her stance, trying to cover herself, though there was little to hide. The red panty was her only shield, and it felt flimsy against the weight of her anxiety.

“Come, Angel,” Xavier called from the living room, his voice casual yet commanding. 

“Serve them coffee.”

Her heart raced as she stepped into the living room, the tray of coffee cups held tightly in her hands. Her head was down, her dark hair cascading over her shoulders, a curtain to hide behind. The room fell silent for a moment as Sam, Felix, and Jax turned to look at her. Their eyes trailed over her exposed skin, and she could feel their gazes like a physical touch. The red panty seemed to glow under their scrutiny, a bold statement in a room filled with unspoken desire.

She moved quickly, placing the cups on the coffee table with practiced efficiency. Her movements were deliberate, each step a careful calculation to avoid drawing more attention to herself. But Xavier had other plans. As she turned to leave, he reached out, his large hand closing around her breast. She gasped, her body freezing in place.

“Did you use the milk from here?” Xavier joked, squeezing her breast gently. The boys burst into laughter, the tension in the room breaking into a wave of amusement. Angel’s face burned with embarrassment, but she couldn’t help the giggle that escaped her lips. It was a silly moment, one that lightened the mood, but it also heightened her awareness of her vulnerability.

She darted back to the kitchen, her heart pounding. The laughter followed her, a warm echo that made her smile despite herself. But as she reached the doorway, Xavier’s hand shot out, grabbing the waistband of her panty. With a quick motion he pulled it down, exposing her ass to the room. She let out a startled cry, her hands flying back to cover herself, but it was too late. The boys’ laughter filled the air again, a mix of surprise and delight.

Angel’s cheeks were on fire as she ran back to the kitchen, her panty still around her ankles. She could hear Xavier’s voice, calm and teasing, as he followed her. “Don’t be shy, Angel. They’re just friends.”

She leaned against the counter, her breath coming in short gasps. The kitchen felt safer now, a refuge from the teasing and the laughter. But Xavier wasn’t done with her yet. He stepped into the kitchen, his presence filling the space. His eyes were dark with amusement, and she knew she was in for more.

“Come here,” he said, his voice low and commanding.

Reluctantly, she stepped toward him, her body tense with anticipation. He took her hand, leading her back to the living room. The boys were still laughing, their eyes gleaming with curiosity. Angel felt a surge of nervous excitement as Xavier slowly removed her panty, letting it fall to the floor. She stood before them, completely exposed, her body a canvas for their desires.

“Sam,” Xavier said, his voice casual. “Why don’t you take the first turn?”

Sam’s eyes widened, and he stood up, his movements eager. Angel’s heart raced as he stepped closer, his gaze fixed on her. She felt a mix of fear and arousal, her body responding despite her reservations. Sam’s hand reached out, cupping her face gently. He leaned in, his lips brushing against hers in a soft, teasing kiss. She closed her eyes, surrendering to the moment.

Xavier’s hand guided her down to her knees, positioning her in front of Sam. She looked up at him, her eyes wide and uncertain. Sam’s hand moved to his belt, unbuckling it with ease. His pants fell to the floor, revealing his erect cock, thick and throbbing. Angel’s breath caught in her throat as he stepped closer, his hand guiding her head forward.

“Suck it, Angel,” Xavier said, his voice firm.

She hesitated for a moment, her lips hovering just above the head of Sam’s cock. The room was silent, the only sound the soft hum of the coffee maker in the kitchen. Then, with a deep breath, she opened her mouth, her lips closing around him. Sam let out a soft groan, his hand tangling in her hair as she began to move, her tongue swirling around him.

The room seemed to blur around her, the only focus the sensation of Sam’s cock in her mouth. She moved slowly, savoring the taste of him, the feel of his thickness filling her. Sam’s hand tightened in her hair, guiding her movements, his breath coming in short gasps.

Behind her, Felix stepped closer, his presence a silent intrusion. She felt his hands on her hips, pulling her back slightly. Felix dropped his pants in a second. Then, without warning, he entered her, his cock pushing into her ass. She gasped, the sensation overwhelming, her mouth still full of Sam’s cock. Felix began to move, his thrusts slow and deliberate, his hands gripping her hips tightly.

The dual sensations were almost too much, her body stretched and filled in ways she had never experienced. Sam’s hand guided her head, his movements becoming more urgent as Felix’s thrusts increased in speed. She moaned around Sam’s cock, the sound muffled but filled with pleasure.

“Take her to the bedroom,” Xavier said, his voice cutting through the haze of pleasure.

Sam pulled away, his cock slipping from her mouth with a wet pop. He took her hand, leading her toward the bedroom. The walk was a blur, her legs trembling with each step. The bedroom was a sanctuary of sorts, the soft light from the lamp casting a warm glow over the room. Sam pushed her onto the bed, his hands moving to her body with urgency. He positioned himself between her legs, his cock aligning with her pussy. With a swift thrust he entered her, his balls slapping against her ass with each movement. The sensation was intense, his cock filling her completely, his thrusts deep and relentless.

Sam's hands roamed Angel's curves, his fingers tracing the contours of her body with an artist's precision. His lips found hers, their tongues meeting in a dance as fervent as the rhythm of their bodies. His manhood plunged into her, a relentless force that drove her to the brink of ecstasy with each thrust. The pace increased, a crescendo of pleasure that left them both breathless and wanting.

Angel's moans filled the room, a symphony of pleasure that echoed off the walls. Her eyes fluttered open, her gaze meeting Xavier's from across the room. He stood there, a silent spectator to their passionate display, a smile playing on his lips. Angel blushed, her cheeks flushing a deep shade of red, as Sam's manhood continued its relentless assault.

Sam's lips left hers, his mouth trailing down her neck, his teeth grazing her sensitive skin. His hands cupped her breasts, his fingers teasing her nipples until they stood erect. He took one in his mouth, his tongue swirling around the hardened peak, his teeth gently nipping at the sensitive flesh. Angel's moans grew louder, her body arching into his touch.

Sam’s thrusts were hard and fast, his breath coming in short gasps. His balls slapped against her, the sound a rhythmic accompaniment to their movements. Sam groaned as he shooted his cum in the condom inside her pussy. She felt herself teetering on the edge, her body tightening around them, her orgasm building with each thrust.

But before she could reach the peak, Sam pulled away, his cock slipping from her pussy. He stepped back, his breath ragged, his eyes gleaming with satisfaction. Felix followed, his cock sliding from her ass with a wet sound. Felix started pounding her in rhythm. His cock slid in and out of her with ease, causing her to moan in pleasure. The sensation was overwhelming, and she could feel her ass burning from the intensity of his thrusts. Felix pulled out and rolled Angel over in the bed. He positioned himself between her legs and entered her pussy. He started fucking her  as she dug her nails into his back. The thrusts were fast and strong. He chewed her nipples as Angel moaned in pleasure.  Felix's balls tightened, and he knew he was about to cum. He groaned as he filled her pussy with his warm load. He pulled out and removed the condom.

Jax stepped forward and positioned himself between her legs, his cock aligning with her pussy. With a swift thrust, he entered her, his movements urgent and hungry. She moaned, her body still sensitive from the previous encounters, her pussy tight around him.

The cycle continued, each man taking his turn, their cocks filling her, their hands gripping her body. She was a vessel for their desires, her body a playground for their pleasure. The room was a haze of sweat and moans, the air thick with the scent of sex.

Finally, Xavier stepped forward, his presence commanding. He positioned himself behind her, his hands gripping her breasts as he entered her ass. She cried out, the sensation intense, his cock thick and filling. He moved slowly at first, his hands squeezing her breasts, his thumbs brushing over her nipples.

“You like this, don’t you, Angel?” he whispered, his voice low and husky.

She nodded, her breath coming in short gasps. His thrusts increased in speed, his hands tightening on her breasts. The sensation was overwhelming, her body on the brink of another orgasm. He loaded her pussy with his cum with a groan.

Angel lay there, her body trembling, her breath ragged. The room was silent, the only sound her heavy breathing. Xavier stood over her, his eyes dark with desire, his cock still erect. He put his pants back and joined his friends in living room for a drink. They cheered and laughed. Angel could hear their byes and front door clicking shut.

[image: ][image: ][image: ]

Xavier entered the bedroom and give a warm smile to her. He took her to the living room. She followed him wrapping the bedsheet around her waist. In the living room, where the remnants of the evening’s gathering still lingered, a few empty glasses on the coffee table, a bottle of whisky glinting in the lamplight. Xavier moved to the sideboard, picking up the bottle and poured two glasses. The amber liquid caught the light as it swirled in the crystal, and he handed one to Angel before raising his own. “Hope you’re okay, dear,” he said, his tone softer now, searching her face for any sign of what lay beneath her smile.

Angel took the glass, her fingers brushing against his. She nodded, her smile holding despite the fatigue tugging at her.

“I’m okay,” she said, her voice steady but quiet. She took a small sip, the whisky’s warmth spreading through her chest, chasing away the chill of the night. Xavier watched her, his own glass untouched for a moment as he leaned back against the couch, his eyes never leaving her.

Xavier took her to the balcony. It was already midnight by then and the  city lights twinkled in the distance, casting a soft glow over the balcony of Xavier and Angel's flat. The air was cool, carrying with it the faint scent of jasmine from the neighboring gardens. Angel stood there, her body barely concealed by a thin bedsheet wrapped around her waist. Her heart fluttered with a mix of excitement and nervousness, her fingers clutching the fabric tightly.

Xavier, standing beside her, put his coffee cup aside on the small metal table. His eyes were dark with desire, his athletic body tense with anticipation. He turned to Angel, his gaze lingering on her exposed shoulders, the curve of her neck, the way her hair cascaded down her back. Without a word, he stepped closer, his arms encircling her in a tight embrace. Angel could feel the heat radiating from his body, the strength in his arms as he pulled her close.

Angel gasped softly as Xavier's hands moved to the bedsheet, his fingers slowly, deliberately, pulling at the fabric. The bedsheet slipped from her waist, pooling at her feet. She stood there, naked under the moonlight, her body bathed in the soft glow of the night. 

"What are you doing?" she whispered, her voice trembling. "Someone will see."

Xavier's lips brushed against her ear, his breath warm and teasing. 

"Don't be shy, my dear," he murmured, his hands sliding up her body, cupping her breasts from behind. Angel moaned softly, her body arching into his touch. His fingers teased her nipples, rolling them between his fingertips, sending jolts of pleasure through her body. She could feel his erection pressing against her back, hard and demanding.

Angel's heart pounded in her chest, her mind a whirl of excitement and fear. What if someone saw them? What if someone was watching right now? The thought sent a thrill through her, her body responding to Xavier's touch despite her worries. His hands were rough, possessive, squeezing her breasts, his thumbs flicking over her nipples. She could feel her body responding, her pussy growing wet with desire.

Xavier's hands slid down her body, his touch leaving a trail of fire in its wake. He guided her forward, making her bend over the balcony railing. Angel's breath hitched, her fingers gripping the cold metal. She could feel the cool night air on her exposed body, the way it contrasted with the heat of Xavier's body behind her. He removed his boxers, his cock springing free, hard and throbbing.

Angel could feel him positioning himself behind her, his cock pressing against her ass. She gasped, her body tensing. 

"Xavier, please," she whispered, her voice barely audible. But he didn't respond, his cock pushing against her tight hole. She could feel herself stretching, accommodating him, the slight pain mixing with pleasure. Her coffee cup, forgotten on the railing, tipped over, the dark liquid spilling onto the balcony floor.

Xavier thrust slowly, his cock sliding in and out of her ass. Angel moaned, her body adjusting to his size, her ass clenching around him. He increased his pace, his hips slamming against her, his balls slapping against her pussy. Angel could feel herself growing wetter, her body responding to his thrusts. She could hear the lewd sounds of their bodies connecting, the wet slaps echoing in the night.

Suddenly, Angel's heart sank. She looked up, her eyes meeting those of an old man standing in the balcony of the opposite flat. He was watching them, his eyes dark and intense. 

"Xavier," she gasped, her body tensing. "Someone is watching."

Xavier didn't stop, his thrusts increasing in intensity. 

"Let them watch," he growled, his hands gripping her hips tightly. Angel could only moan in reply, her body betraying her as pleasure overtook her worries. She could feel her orgasm building, her body trembling with the force of her impending release.

Xavier's thrusts grew harder, his cock pounding into her ass. Angel's moans grew louder, her body arching against the railing. She could feel the old man's eyes on her, the way he watched her body respond to Xavier's touch.

The moans that escaped Angel's lips was a blend of pleasure and frustration, her body caught between the relentless rhythm of Xavier's thrusts and the growing awareness of their audience. The cool night air caressed her bare skin, a stark contrast to the heat building within her.

Her heart raced as she tried to process the situation. The balcony felt exposed, the thin railing offering little privacy. The lights from the neighboring flats seemed to spotlight their intimate moment, and the old man's gaze felt like a weight on her skin. She wanted to pull away, to wrap herself in the bedsheet again, but Xavier's grip was firm, his movements unwavering. 

"Xavier," she tried again, her voice trembling, "someone's watching." But the words came out as a breathy moan, her body betraying her intentions as it responded to his touch.

Xavier chuckled softly, his lips brushing against her ear. 

"Let them watch," he murmured, his tone daring. "You're mine, Angel. Show them how much you want me." His words sent a shiver down her spine, a mix of embarrassment and arousal. She bit her lip, her nails digging into the railing as he continued to thrust into her, his rhythm steady and deep. The coffee cup, long forgotten, lay overturned on the balcony floor, its contents pooling in a dark stain.

The old man's smile widened, and Angel felt a flush of heat spread across her cheeks. She closed her eyes, trying to focus on the sensations rather than the audience. Xavier's cock filled her completely, his balls slapping against her with each thrust. Her ass, already sensitive from the earlier encounters with his friends, burned with a mixture of pain and pleasure. She could feel her muscles clenching around him, her body responding despite her reservations.

"You like this, don't you?" Xavier growled, his voice low and commanding. "You like being my little slut, out here for everyone to see." His words were filthy, but they sent a jolt of desire through her. She nodded faintly, her breath coming in short gasps. The exhibitionism, as terrifying as it was, added an edge to the experience, heightening every sensation.

He teased her clit with his thumb, his touch firm and deliberate. "Cum for me, Angel," he commanded, his voice a mix of tenderness and dominance. "Let them hear how much you love my cock." His words were a challenge, and Angel felt her resistance crumbling. Her body was on the brink, her orgasm building like a storm on the horizon. She moaned loudly, her head falling back as she surrendered to the pleasure. The old man's smile seemed to grow, his eyes gleaming with approval. Angel's nails scraped against the railing, her toes curling as she teetered on the edge. Xavier's thrusts quickened, his grip on her hips tightening. 

"That's it, baby," he whispered, his breath hot against her skin. "Let go for me."

She could feel her orgasm crashing over her, her body trembling with the force of her release. Xavier groaned, his cock throbbing as he came, his cum filling her ass.

Her orgasm hit her like a wave, a rush of pleasure that left her trembling. She cried out, her voice echoing in the night air. The old man's smile remained, his gaze unwavering as he watched her climax. Xavier groaned, his movements becoming frantic as he chased his own release. "Fuck, Angel," he muttered, his voice thick with desire. "You feel so good."

Xavier pulled out slowly, his hand gently caressing her back. Angel leaned against the railing, her legs shaky, her heart still pounding. The old man's gaze lingered for a moment longer before he turned away, disappearing into the shadows of his flat. The balcony felt quieter now, the night air cool against their sweat-dampened skin.

Xavier wrapped an arm around her, pulling her close. "You okay?" he asked softly, his voice gentle. Angel nodded, her cheeks still flushed. She felt a mix of emotions - embarrassment, exhilaration, and a strange sense of liberation. She glanced back at the adjacent flat, but the curtains were drawn, the old man's presence a fleeting memory.

"Let’s go inside," Xavier said, his tone reassuring. He picked up the bedsheet, wrapping it around her shoulders. Angel leaned into him, her body still buzzing from the encounter. As they stepped back into the warmth of the house, she couldn't help but glance back at the balcony, the night air carrying a whisper of their secret.

The coffee stain remained on the floor, a silent testament to their passion. Angel felt a smile tug at her lips as she followed Xavier inside.
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Three years had slipped by like the pages of a well-loved book, each semester at the college leaving its mark on Angel. Now in her final year of BBA, she was no longer the timid girl who had arrived from Narka, California had reshaped her, its vibrant chaos seeping into her bones, its rhythm teaching her a new way to move through the world.

Angel’s reflection in the flat’s bathroom mirror told a story of change. Her slim frame had softened into sexy curves, her body carrying a quiet confidence that matched the city’s pulse. Angel had grown into herself, her curves softened by maturity, old jeans and t-shirts no more fit her shaped ass and boobs. . Her long hair, once her pride, had been cut into a sleek bob that grazed her shoulders.

The most striking changes, though, were the tattoos Xavier had convinced her to get. On her left chest, just below her collarbone, a delicate lotus flower bloomed in black ink, its petals curling with quiet elegance, a nod to her roots, to the purity she still held close. On her right thigh, hidden beneath the hem of her shorts, was a small, fierce sparrow, its wings spread as if ready to take flight.

The college campus, once an intimidating sprawl, was now her domain. Angel walked its pathways with ease, her steps sure, her voice no longer a whisper. The girl who once stammered in the auditorium now spoke up in class discussions, her ideas clear and confident. Her singing, too, had found a new stage, college festivals, open mics, her Carnatic melodies blending with modern covers, earning her applause and admiration. Her body count also increased tremendously. It didn’t stop at Sam, felix, Pludo and Romy. She opened her legs for many more boys in the college.

Xavier leaned against the doorway, his eyes tracing her with a mix of admiration and something sharper, something calculating. “You look perfect,” he said, his voice smooth, his grin carrying that familiar edge.

Angel turned, her smile soft but genuine, a flush of warmth at the compliment. “Thanks, Xavier,” she said, tucking a strand of hair behind her ear, her old shyness flickering briefly before her newfound boldness took over. She didn’t notice the way his gaze lingered, or the phone he pulled from his pocket as she turned back to the mirror.

Xavier stepped closer, raising his phone to snap a quick photo of her, her profile sharp against the morning light, the tattoos adding an edge to her elegance. He opened Instagram, his fingers moving swiftly as he sent the photo to a contact labeled “Rexx.” The name belonged to a man he’d connected with online, a self-styled business tycoon whose polished profile and cryptic messages hinted at wealth and influence. Below the photo, Xavier typed a single line: 20k. He hit send.

Angel was about to head to the kitchen for a glass of water when Xavier’s phone pinged. He glanced at the screen, his smirk sharpening as he read the reply from Rexx: Beautiful. Tomorrow 7 pm at Ritz Carlton. The name of the luxury hotel, flashed across his screen. Xavier typed a quick thumbs-up emoji and hit send, his expression betraying nothing of the deal unfolding in the shadows.

He looked up, catching Angel’s eye as she passed by.

“Angel,” he called, his voice smooth, almost too casual. “We’re going to meet someone tomorrow. I’ll get you a dress for it.”

Angel paused, her hand on the kitchen counter, a flicker of surprise crossing her face. “Okay,” she said, her voice soft but curious, her brow furrowing slightly. “Who is it?”

Xavier waved a hand, dismissive. “Just a business contact. Don’t worry, you’ll charm him.” His grin was reassuring, but there was an edge to it.
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A day went quickly and next evening Angel sat on the edge of the bed in the  bedroom. The air conditioner hummed softly, cooling the room, but her nerves prickled with anticipation. when Xavier appeared in the doorway, a sleek shopping bag dangling from his hand.

“Here’s the dress,” he said, his grin sharp and confident as he held the bag out to her.

It was a hollow-out knitted bodysuit, a daring piece of fabric that clung to the body like a second skin. The dress was see-through, its intricate knit pattern revealing more than it concealed, particularly around the breasts and the curve of the hips. Angel’s heart skipped a beat as she took it from him, her fingers brushing against his.

“This is...” she began, her voice trailing off as she held the dress up to examine it. The material was soft, almost weightless, but its design left little to the imagination. She turned to the full-length mirror on the wardrobe door, her reflection staring back at her with wide, uncertain eyes. Slowly, she slipped out of her casual attire and stepped into the bodysuit, pulling it up her legs and over her torso. The fabric hugged her curves, accentuating every line of her body. Her breasts were barely covered, the hollowed-out design leaving them almost entirely exposed, while the back of the dress dipped low, revealing the rounded contours of her buttocks.

Angel’s cheeks flushed as she studied herself in the mirror. She felt both vulnerable and powerful, a strange dichotomy that made her stomach flutter. 

“This is too revealing,” she murmured, her hands instinctively rising to cover her breasts. “What if someone sees?”

Xavier stepped behind her, his presence solid and reassuring. He placed his hands on her shoulders, gently guiding her hands away from her chest. 

“No, it looks perfect, dear,” he said, his voice firm yet tender. “You look perfect. Trust me.”

She hesitated, her gaze meeting his in the mirror. His confidence was infectious, and she took a deep breath, letting her hands fall to her sides. “Okay,” she whispered, her voice barely audible. “Let’s go.”

The elevator ride down to the lobby was a blur of tension and self-consciousness. Angel stood with her arms crossed over her chest, her hands pressed against her breasts in a futile attempt to conceal them. The bodysuit felt like a second skin, but it offered no protection from the stares she knew were coming. The elevator dinged open, and she stepped inside, her heart pounding in her chest.

Xavier followed, his hand brushing hers as he pressed the button for the lobby. The elevator doors slid shut, and Angel was acutely aware of the two men standing in the corner. Their eyes immediately locked onto her, their gazes lingering on her exposed skin. One of them winked, a smirk playing on his lips, and Angel’s cheeks burned with embarrassment.

“Remove your hands,” Xavier murmured, his voice low but commanding. “Don’t do that ever. You’re beautiful, and there’s no need to hide.”

Angel hesitated, her fingers trembling as she slowly uncrossed her arms. Her breasts were now fully exposed, the hollowed-out design of the bodysuit leaving nothing to the imagination. She felt a rush of heat as the men’s stares intensified, their whispers barely audible. One of them leaned in, his breath warm against her ear as he murmured something she couldn’t quite make out. Her knees felt weak, and she gripped Xavier’s arm for support, her embarrassment warring with a strange, exhilarating thrill.

After a short ride they reached the Ritz Carlton. The luxury hotel was bustling with activity, its marble floors gleaming under the chandeliers. As she followed Xavier across the lobby, she felt the weight of countless eyes on her. Whispers followed in her wake, and she could feel the receptionist’s knowing smile as they approached the desk.

“Good evening,” the receptionist said, her tone polite but laced with an undercurrent of amusement. “How may I assist you?”

Xavier enquired about Rexx , his confidence unwavering as he exchanged pleasantries with the receptionist. Angel stood to the side, her hands clasped in front of her, acutely aware of her exposed body. She felt like she was on display, her skin prickling under the scrutiny of the hotel staff and guests alike. The receptionist’s smile seemed to hold a world of unspoken understanding, and Angel’s cheeks flushed once more.

With the formalities complete, Xavier took her hand and led her toward the elevators. “Tenth floor,” he said, his voice steady. “Rexx is waiting.”

Angel’s stomach churned at the mention of her first client. Rexx was a millionaire, a man of power and influence, and the thought of meeting him in this state made her heart race. She took a deep breath, steeling herself as the elevator ascended. The doors opened onto a plush carpeted hallway, and Xavier guided her to the suite at the end.

He knocked once, and the door swung open to reveal Rexx, his tall frame filling the doorway. A man in his fifties. His eyes widened as he took in Angel’s appearance, his gaze lingering on her exposed breasts before meeting her eyes. “Wow,” he breathed, his voice thick with surprise.

Angel smiled, her embarrassment mingling with a strange sense of pride. She had never felt so exposed, so vulnerable, yet there was a power in it, a sense of control she hadn’t expected. Rexx stepped aside, gesturing for them to enter, and as Angel crossed the threshold, she felt the weight of the evening settling over her. The suite was lavish, the air heavy with anticipation. The dim light from the bedside lamp cast long shadows across the plush carpet, highlighting the opulence of the suite. Rexx moved with a confident stride towards the small bar tucked in the corner of the room. The clink of the crystal glasses echoed softly as he poured generous measures of amber whiskey into two tumblers. The rich, smoky scent of the liquor filled the air, mingling with the faint perfume that lingered from Angel's presence.

Xavier, leaning against the wall by the window, accepted his glass with a nod. His eyes flicked towards Angel, who was perched on the edge of the bed, her legs crossed, the fabric of her bodysuit clinging to her curves. She took the glass Rexx offered. The whiskey burned a trail down her throat, warming her from the inside out. Xavier downed his drink in one swift motion, the liquid fire settling in his stomach. 

"I'll pick you up in the morning," he said as Rexx transferred the amount to Xavier, his voice gruff, before heading towards the door. The click of the latch as he left was final, leaving Rexx and Angel alone in the suite.

Rexx turned to Angel, his smile slow and deliberate. She returned it, her eyes sparkling with a mix of excitement and nervousness. The air between them was charged, the promise of the night stretching out before them like an uncharted territory. Rexx's fingers moved to the blanket wrapped around his waist, the fabric slipping away to reveal his throbbing cock. Angel's gaze dropped, her breath hitching at the sight of him, so hard and ready for her.

Rexx stepped closer, his hands reaching out to trace the outline of her bodysuit. The material was thin, almost translucent, and did little to hide the hard nipples that pressed against the fabric. His touch was gentle, almost reverent, as he slowly peeled the bodysuit away from her body. The cool air of the room kissed her skin as it was exposed, inch by inch, until she was completely nude before him. Rexx's cock twitched at the sight of her, his eyes drinking in the sight of her curves, the softness of her skin, the way her breasts rose and fell with each breath.

He knelt before her, his hands sliding up her thighs, parting them gently. The first touch of his tongue against her pussy was electric, a jolt of pleasure that had Angel gasping. Rexx took his time, savoring her, his tongue exploring every fold and crevice. Angel's moans filled the room, her fingers tangling in his hair, urging him on even as he set the pace. There was no rush, the night was theirs, and Rexx intended to enjoy every second of it. His hands moved up to her breasts, cupping them, squeezing them, his thumbs brushing over her nipples. They were sensitive, pebbled hard under his touch, and Angel arched into him, a silent plea for more. He obliged, his mouth leaving her pussy to trail kisses up her body, his tongue flicking over her nipples, teasing them, tasting them. Angel's moans grew louder, more insistent, her body writhing under his touch.

Rexx reached for the condom on the bedside table, tearing the packet open with his teeth. He rolled it on, his eyes never leaving Angel's as he positioned himself between her legs. The head of his cock pressed against her entrance, and with one smooth thrust, he was inside her. Angel's pussy was slick, well-used, and Rexx slid in easily, her walls clenching around him. He set a steady rhythm, his hips pulling back before snapping forward, his cock filling her completely. Angel's moans were continuous now, her nails digging into his back, urging him deeper, harder, faster.

Rexx obliged, his thrusts growing more insistent, his cock pistoning in and out of her. Angel's pussy was a vice around him, her walls fluttering, her hips rising to meet his thrusts. The room was filled with the sounds of their bodies coming together, the slick slide of his cock in her pussy, the harsh breaths and moans that escaped their lips. Rexx's hands moved to her breasts again, squeezing them, using them as leverage as he fucked her, his cock driving into her with a force that had her crying out.

The night stretched on, their bodies slick with sweat, the scent of sex heavy in the air. Rexx's cock never faltered, his stamina seemingly endless as he took Angel again and again. Her pussy was a well-used hole, taking every inch of him, her moans growing hoarse as pleasure crested and crashed over her in waves. Rexx's own grunts were guttural, his hips snapping forward, his cock buried deep inside her as he chased his own release.
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The final exams of Angel’s BBA had come and gone, a grueling gauntlet of late-night revisions and high-stakes questions that marked the end of her college journey. By the time she had served several high-class persons on several luxury hotels. The body count kept increasing, also the earnings. Angel had become a perfect slut. Xavier made her one, in these three years. She looked like a slut with shaped ass and hanging boobs. The sprawling campus, once so daunting, had become her proving ground, and her hard work had paid off. Through the college’s placement interviews, Angel had secured a job at a reputed marketing firm, a junior role with a modest but promising salary. The news had filled her with a quiet pride, a milestone that felt like a bridge from the shy girl of Narka to the bold woman she’d become.

On Xavier’s house everyone gathered to celebrate. Angel stood among them, her sleek bob catching the glow of the overhead light, her lotus tattoo peeking from the neckline of her fitted top. She wore jeans now with ease, her sparrow tattoo hidden but a quiet reminder of her transformation.

Rosy enveloped Angel in a tearful hug, her pride radiating. “My dear, a job already!” she said, her voice thick with emotion. “You’ve made us so proud.” Ray nodded, his bifocals glinting as he patted her shoulder. everyone congratulated her.

Xavier, leaning against the kitchen counter, watched the scene with his usual grin, but his eyes held a sharper edge. As the chatter died down, he raised his wine glass in a toast.

“To Angel, the newest corporate queen!” Then, turning to Rosy, he added, “This salary is nothing, Aunty. Angel’s going to make much more than that. She’s an asset.” His words were light, almost playful, but he shot Angel a knowing smile, a glint of something unspoken passing between them. Angel smiled back knowing what Xavier mean.

Rosy beamed with pride. Rosy: I’m so proud of you, my daughter.

––––––––

THE END
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Emily’s eyes fluttered open to the low hum of New York traffic. Her small studio - really just a bedroom with a kitchenette tacked on - felt smaller in the morning light. The bed took up most of the floor; a single dresser, a desk with a monitor, and a narrow balcony beyond the sliding door were all she owned. She sat up, the oversized T-shirt slipping off one brown shoulder. No bra. Just cotton panties hugging the curve of her heart-shaped ass. She padded barefoot to the balcony, the cool tile kissing her soles.

Outside, the street was alive. A jogger in gray sweats glanced up - tall, dark hair, the kind of effortless. Another guy leaned against a food cart, laughing into his phone, forearms flexing as he gestured. She pressed her thighs together, suddenly aware of how little she wore.

Look away. Don’t stare.

But she did. Always did.

At twenty-six, Emily Dane coded clean, scalable systems for a fintech startup in Midtown. She could debug a memory leak in her sleep. Yet put her within ten feet of a man who wasn’t on a screen, and her tongue turned to lead. Her body was a contradiction: 36b breasts that strained against every top, hips that swayed without permission, a face framed by thick black hair that men on the subway stared at too long. Beauty as currency she couldn’t spend.

Today is Sunday. The fridge hummed like an empty stomach. Emily yanked open the door: half a yogurt, one limp carrot, a single egg. Grocery run. Pads too. She scribbled the note on her phone, then peeled off the T-shirt and panties in one motion, letting them drop and went to bathroom.

The shower hissed alive. Hot water sluiced over her whitish skin, tracing the slope of her shoulders, the heavy curve of her breasts, the dip of her waist before spilling down the perfect heart of her ass and pussy. Steam curled around her like a secret. She closed her eyes, let the heat unknot the morning’s nerves. Ten minutes later she stepped out, dripping, skin glowing. She wore a black one-piece skirt that just reached her thighs. The cloth hugged every inch, seam pressing into the cleft of her backside. When she twisted to check the mirror, the fabric shifted, outlining the sway she could never hide. It’s fine.

She dialled mom  in California  for a short talk.  After hung up, she grabbed her canvas tote. Keys, wallet, phone. Outside, the city pulsed. She walked the ten minutes to Target store, sneakers scuffing sidewalk cracks. Her ass moved in rythm  - left, right, left - like a metronome no one else could hear. A guy on a Citi Bike did a double-take; she pretended not to notice, cheeks warming.
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Three blocks away, in a loft that smelled of leather and cedar, Roveo cracked one eye against the sun slicing through half-shut blinds. Forty years old and still built like a boxer who never quite retired - broad shoulders, thick forearms veined from years of grip. He rolled out of bed naked, the sheet tangling at his ankles. He is a natural with women, an effortless hunter who read desire like weather patterns and closed the distance before they knew the storm had arrived. Till today no women was able to withstand his charm. Women were his language. He spoke it fluently, without accent. A tilt of the head, a half-smile that promised ruin and rescue in the same breath.

He showered fast, water pounding the knots from his back. Out in two minutes, towel slung low. Poured a finger of whisky - last of the bottle - into a heavy glass. The burn tasted like Sunday.

Empty.

He shrugged on a charcoal Henley, sleeves pushed to the elbow, dark jeans that hung just right. Leather jacket, keys, wallet thick with cash he never counted. The Bullet waited downstairs, matte black, chrome catching light like a blade. He lit a cigarette, inhaled deep, swung a leg over the seat. The bike snarled awake.
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As Emily reached Target store the automatic doors whooshed open. She snagged a red cart, wheels squeaking. She pauses in front of the produce section, her dark brown eyes scanning the neat rows of apples. The cart is already half-full: a loaf of sourdough bread, a container of Greek yogurt, a bag of  rice.

Roveo steps inside, the hum of the city fading behind him as the doors slide shut. He grabs a trolley from the stack near the entrance. Roveo doesn’t need a list. He never does. He shops the way he lives - on instinct, with a loose plan that allows for detours. Today, the detour is whiskey. He heads straight for the liquor section. The store is busy, but people seem to part for him without realizing it, drawn to the quiet authority in his posture, the way he moves like a man who expects the world to make space for him.

He stops in front of the whiskey display, his fingers trailing over the bottles until they land on a familiar label - Macallan 18, its amber liquid catching the light. He lifts it, testing the weight in his palm, then places it carefully in the trolley. He turns away from the liquor section, the trolley rolling easily beside him. His path takes him toward the back of the store, where the aisles widen and the crowds thin. He’s not looking for anything in particular - just letting his feet guide him. Then he sees her.

Emily standing near the organic produce, her back to him, one hand resting on the handle of her trolley as she studies a display of avocados. As she bent down to pick up an avocado on the floor her skirt rides up just enough to expose her sexy thighs a little more, and Roveo’s gaze snags on it. He slows his steps, his eyes tracing the line of her body, the way her shoulders slope gently, the dark hair spilling down her back, the subtle shift of her weight from one foot to the other. She’s unaware of him, completely absorbed in her task. A smile tugs at the corner of his mouth. It’s been a while since something so simple has caught his attention like this.  There’s something about her. The way she moves. The way she bites her lower lip just slightly as she debates between two avocados, her fingers pressing gently into their skins. Roveo stops a few feet away, his trolley angled so he can watch her without being obvious. He reaches for a bunch of bananas. He’s just... observing. Letting the moment build.

She turns slightly, her profile coming into view. High cheekbones. A delicate nose. Full lips, currently pressed together in concentration. And then there’s the scar - a thin, pale line running from the corner of her left eye down toward her jaw. It’s faint, but it’s there, a mark that tells a story. He clears his throat, just enough to make a sound, and she startles slightly, her head snapping toward him. Their eyes meet.

Emily blinks, her lashes fluttering as she takes him in - the broad shoulders, the green eyes, the way his beard is just rugged enough to make him look like he’s stepped out of a magazine spread. Her breath catches. She’s not used to being looked at like this. Like she’s the only thing in the room worth seeing. Roveo doesn’t look away. He just lets the moment stretch, lets her feel the weight of his gaze. Then, slowly, he lifts the bananas he’s been holding and drops them into his trolley with a quiet thunk.

“These never look as good as they promise,” he says, his voice low, smooth. Emily’s fingers tighten around the handle of her trolley. 

“I, uh - I usually go for the ones that are still a little green.” she said.

Roveo  smiles. 

“A woman who knows how to wait for the good things.” He leans against the edge of the display, his posture relaxed, but his eyes never leave hers. 

“Smart.”

Emily glances down at her trolley, her fingers fidgeting with the edge of her skirt. 

“It’s just fruit.”

He straightens, pushing his trolley just a little closer to hers. Close enough that she can smell his cologne, something woodsy and expensive, the kind of scent that lingers. 

“I’m Roveo,” he says, extending a hand.

Emily hesitates for just a second before slipping her fingers into his. His palm is warm, his grip firm. His thumb brushes over her knuckles, just once, before he lets go.

“Emily,” she says, her voice softer than she intends.

“Emily,” he repeats, like he’s tasting the word.

“That’s a name that suits you.”

She laughs, a quiet, disbelieving sound. “How do you figure?”

Roveo steps back just enough to gesture at her, the way she stands, the way her hair catches the light, the way her lips part when she’s about to speak. 

“Because it’s classic. Timeless. The kind of name that makes a man wonder what story comes with it.”

she tilts her head just slightly, her dark eyes searching his. 

“And what’s your story, Roveo?”

His smile turns wicked. 

“Oh, cara,” he murmurs, “that’s not first-date material.”

She blushes again, harder this time. 

“Who said anything about a date?”

“You did,” he says, his voice dropping to a whisper.

“The second you didn’t walk away.”

The air between them is thick enough to cut. Emily’s heart is pounding, her pulse a wild rhythm in her throat. She should say something clever. Something witty. But all that comes out is, “I should” She gestures vaguely toward her trolley. 

“I need to finish shopping.”

“Of course,” he says, stepping back with a flourish, as if he’s bowing out of her way. “Wouldn’t want to keep you from your avocados.”

Emily exhales, her shoulders relaxing just a fraction. She reaches for her trolley, her fingers trembling slightly as she grips the handle. She takes a step forward, then pauses. Turns back.

Roveo is still watching her, his expression unreadable.

“You know,” she says, her voice steady now, “if you’re going to flirt with a woman in the produce section, you should at least buy something healthy.”

He glances down at his trolley - the whiskey, the bananas, a bag of gourmet coffee. Then back at her. 

“Who says whiskey isn’t healthy?”

Emily laughs, really laughs this time, the sound bright and unexpected. He reaches out, his fingers brushing against the sleeve of her skirt - light, almost accidental. 

“I like this,” he murmurs, his voice dropping to a tone that feels intimate, like a secret shared between them.

Emily’s breath catches.

“It’s just a t-shirt.”

“It’s soft. It suits you.” he said.

She can feel the heat rising in her cheeks.

“Thank you,” she manages, her voice barely above a whisper.

Roveo’s eyes flicker down to her ass, and his smile turns knowing, a little wicked. 

“And I like how it hugs your back.”

Emily freezes. Because his gaze isn’t just on her back – he slowly touched her ass, bold brush against her backside. It’s so unexpected, so audacious, that she doesn’t even have time to react before his fingers are retreating.

Her breath stutters. She should be offended. She should step back, tell him that’s not okay, but instead, she’s rooted to the spot. Her mind races, did that just happen? In public? but before she can gather her thoughts, Roveo is already moving on, his expression easy, as if he hasn’t just crossed a line that should have sent her running.

“So,” he says, as if he hasn’t just set her entire nervous system alight, “where do you live?”

Emily blinks, her brain scrambling to catch up. 

“Nearby,” she stammers, then clears her throat, forcing herself to regain some semblance of composure. 

“Actually, I’m from California.”

“And now you’re in New York,” he says,

“What do you do here? Besides making Target runs look far more interesting than they have any right to be.”

“I’m a software developer,” she says. What about you?”

I’ll do anything you want.”

Her mind races with possibilities, with the sheer audacity of him, and then she laughs. It bubbles up out of her, surprised and breathless, and the tension that had coiled tight in her chest eases, unraveling like a held breath.

Roveo watches her, his grin widening as if her laughter is the best thing he’s heard all day.

“There it is,” he murmurs. “That smile.”

Emily presses her lips together, but it’s no use - she’s still smiling, still caught in the warmth of his attention. 

“You’re ridiculous,” she says, shaking her head.

“And yet,” he counters, stepping just a little closer, “you’re still here.”

She is. She is still here, standing in the middle of a Target aisle with a man she barely knows, her heart pounding, her skin tingling from the ghost of his touch. And the craziest part? She doesn’t want to leave.

The store hums around them, the distant beep of a scanner, the murmur of other shoppers, but it all feels far away, insignificant. Right now, there’s only this - the way Roveo’s eyes darken when he looks at her, the way his voice wraps around her like a promise, the way her body responds to him without her permission. Emily stretches upward on her tiptoes, her fingers barely grazing the jar of organic coconut oil on the top shelf. The plastic edge slips from her grasp, and she exhales in frustration, shifting her weight to try again. The fluorescent lights hum overhead, casting a sterile glow over the aisle.

“Can I help?”

His words land before she can react, his presence suddenly too close, too warm. Before she can answer, before she can even process the offer his hands are on her. Not gripping, not pulling, but lifting her with deliberate care, his fingers curling beneath her elbows. Her breath catches as her feet leave the ground, her body rising effortlessly, as if she weighs nothing at all. The jar is suddenly within reach, and she snatches it on instinct, her fingers tightening around the glass. Roveo doesn’t rush. He lowers her slowly, inch by inch, his gaze never leaving hers. The descent feels endless, intimate in a way that makes her pulse hammer in her throat.

When her feet touch the floor, she doesn’t step back. She can’t. Her cheeks burn, the heat spreading down her neck, and she knows she must be bright red. She clutches the jar to her chest like a shield, her knuckles whitening. 

An elderly woman stands a few feet away smiles at them.

Emily: Thanks..

Roveo: pleasure is all mine.

She blushes red and they walked together towards the counter.

At the counter Emily got busy with herself placing her items in the reusable bags.

"Debit or credit?" the cashier droned, snapping Emily back.

"Debit," she murmured, fumbling for her card.

The transaction beeped approval, and Emily gathered her bags, mumbling a thank-you to the cashier. Romeo swiped his own card with effortless grace.

"After you," he said, his smile crooked and inviting, giving way to her as they stepped into the crisp November air.

The automatic doors hissed shut behind them, cutting off the blast of cold supermarket air. Emily blinked in the morning sun, the weight of her grocery bags feeling suddenly trivial. He was still next to her.

“You look like you could use a break, “Let’s have a coffee together.”

Emily blinks. “Oh - uh, I ...” I actually have some work at home.”

“It’s Sunday,” he interrupts. His tone is light, teasing.

“What kind of work could possibly be that urgent on a Sunday?”

“It’s not urgent, exactly,” she admits, shifting the bags in her arms. “But it’s”

“Come on,” he says, stepping closer .

“There’s a place just down the street. Best cortado in the city. I’ll even let you pick the table.”

Emily hesitates. She should say no. She should. But there’s something about the way he says it - not pushy, not demanding, just... easy. Like this is the most natural thing in the world. And maybe, for him, it is. She’s never been good at spontaneity, at letting herself be swept up in a moment, but the way his eyes crinkle at the corners when he smiles makes her want to try.

“Okay,” she hears herself say, and the word feels foreign on her tongue. “But just a quick coffee.”

He grins “As you wish.”

He reaches for the bags in her arms before she can protest. Emily hesitates for only a second before swinging her leg over the bike, the cool leather seat pressing against the back of her thighs. The bike lurches forward, and Emily gasps, her body instinctively pressing flush against Roveo’s back. The wind whips at her hair, tugging loose strands from her braid. She can feel the vibration of the bike between her legs, the way Roveo shifts his weight with practiced ease as they weave through the streets.  The cafe appears in front of them, its warm yellow lights spilling onto the sidewalk, a stark contrast to the cool night air.

He gestures to a corner table, half-hidden by a potted fern. “Come on.”

Emily follows, her steps slower now. The table is small, intimate. Roveo pulls out a chair for her, the metal legs scraping against the tile, and she sits. The cafe is quiet inside, the usual hum of conversation. The barista, a young guy with a sleeve of tattoos, comes.

“Hey, man. Usual?”

Roveo: “Two coffees. Black.”

Emily blinks. She doesn’t drink her coffee black. She prefers it with a splash of cream, maybe a little sugar, something to soften the bitterness. But before she can say anything, Roveo’s already ordered and  the barista nods and gets to work, the hiss of the espresso machine filling the silence.

Emily shifts her weight, her fingers twisting together. The barista brings two steaming cups.  He’s watching her, his expression still unreadable, but there’s something in his eyes, something that makes her stomach tighten. “You don’t drink it black,” he says suddenly.

Emily freezes, the cup halfway to her lips. “What?”

“Your coffee.” He tilts his head slightly. “You were about to say something.”

She exhales, a shaky laugh escaping her. “How did you?”

“You tensed up when he asked if I wanted the usual.” 

“And you’re holding that cup like it’s going to bite you.”

Emily looks down at her hands, her knuckles white around the ceramic. She swallows, the warmth spreading through her chest.

“I usually take cream,” she admits.

Roveo doesn’t apologize. Instead, he sets his own cup down and turns back. “Hey. Can we get a little cream over here?”

The barista brings a small pitcher. Emily pours a careful stream into her coffee, the liquid swirling into the dark depths. She stirs it absently, the clink of the spoon against the cup the only sound between them. When she finally looks up, Roveo is watching her, his gaze intense.

“Better?” he asks.

She takes another sip. The bitterness is softer now, rounded out.

“Yeah,” she says quietly. “Thanks.

Emily: so, what you do actually?”

Roveo: I am a photographer. I do shoots for brands and also beautiful women’s like you.

Emily: that’s great.

Roveo leans forward slightly, his elbows resting on the table, his gaze locked onto hers. His voice is low, smooth. "You know," he begins, his voice barely above a murmur, "I don’t think I’ve ever seen someone look as beautiful as you do right now."

Emily’s breath catches. A faint smile tugs at her lips. She doesn’t know how to respond compliments have never been something she’s known how to handle. Roveo doesn’t rush her. He watches her, his expression softening as she reacts, as if her shyness is something he finds endlessly fascinating. There’s no smirk, no hint of teasing, just a quiet appreciation, like he’s memorizing the way she blushes, the way her lip’s part just slightly when she’s caught off guard. 

"There’s something about you, Emily. Something that makes it impossible to look away."

"Your lips are so cute," he says, his voice rougher now.

The blush deepens, her skin burning. She presses her lips together self-consciously, her fingers tightening around her cup. The tingling sensation in her stomach spreads, warm and insistent, making her acutely aware of every inch of her body, how close he is, how his cologne lingers in the air between them, woodsy and faintly spiced.

"Thanks," she says.

Her fingers wrapped around the coffee mug, the foam clinging to her upper lip like a secret she hadn't meant to share. He watched her with that half  smile of his - playful, knowing, the kind that made her stomach twist in ways she both loved and feared.

"You're staring," she said, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand, trying to sound casual.

"Can't help it," Roveo replied, leaning forward on his elbows. His dark eyes locked onto hers, unapologetic.

"That little foam mustache? Adorable. Makes me want to lean over and lick it off myself."

Emily felt heat rush to her cheeks and lower. She laughed it off, but her thighs pressed together under the table.

“ Is that your go-to line for all the girls you drag to coffee shops?"

"Only the ones who look at me like they're imagining what my mouth could do elsewhere." He sipped his black coffee, never breaking eye contact.

She bit her lip, glancing around the cafe. The place was half-empty, soft jazz playing in the background.

"You're incorrigible."

"And you're blushing. Hard." He reached across the table, his fingers grazing hers as he stole a sip from her mug.

"Sweet. Just like I thought you'd be."

His voice cuts through the noise, low and rough.

“I like your boobs.”

Emily’s breath catches. Her fingers freeze mid-motion. For a second, she’s sure she misheard him, because no one just says that. Not here. Not in the middle of a café.

But Roveo doesn’t blink. Doesn’t smirk like it’s a joke. His gaze drops, just for a heartbeat, to the swell of her chest beneath her black skirt, then flicks back up to her face. Emily’s pulse spikes. Heat floods her cheeks, then her throat, then lower, pooling between her thighs in a way that makes her shift in her seat.

A giggle bubbles up before she can stop it, sharp and disbelieving.

“What? You’re nasty.” Her hand flies to her chest, fingers pressing against her sternum like she can shield herself from the weight of his words. Roveo chuckles, deep and unapologetic, leaning back in his chair like he hasn’t just lit a fuse under her.

“What?” he echoes, spreading his hands. “They’re great. Perfect size. Will Fit in my hands just right.” His voice drops, roughens. “I bet they’re soft, too.”

Emily’s mouth goes dry. But the truth is, no one’s ever talked to her like this - so blunt, so honest. Most men tiptoe around her, like she’s something fragile. Roveo? He’s looking at her like she’s a feast.

“You can’t just..” she starts, but her voice cracks. She swallows, tries again. “You can’t say things like that.”

“Why not?” He tilts his head, genuine curiosity in his expression.

“It’s true. You’re beautiful, Emily. And not just your tits.” His lips quirk. “Though they are spectacular.”

A whimper escapes her before she can stop it. Her face burns. She ducks her head, but not before she sees the way his Adam’s apple bobs, the way his fingers flex against the table like he’s fighting the urge to reach for her.

“You’re impossible,” she mutters, but there’s no heat in it. Just wonder. Just the dizzying rush of being seen.

“Yeah, maybe.” His voice is quieter now, rougher. “But I’m not lying. And I’m not just fucking with you.” A pause. “You’re a great chick, Emily.”

Emily’s heart hammers against her ribs. She should look away. Should change the subject. But she can’t

“You’re gonna make me blush,” she admits, voice barely above a whisper. Roveo’s gaze darkens.

“Good,” he murmurs. “I like you like this. Pink-cheeked. Breathless

The air between them crackles. Roveo’s nostrils flare. For a second, neither of them moves. Then, slow as sin, he reaches across the table and hooks a finger under her chin, tilting her face up. His thumb brushes her lower lip, and she gasps, the sound swallowed by the sudden press of his mouth against hers. It’s not gentle. It’s not sweet. It’s hot and wet and demanding, his tongue sweeping past her lips like he’s been dying to taste her. Emily melts into it, her hands flying to his shoulders, fingers digging into the hard muscle beneath his shirt. He groans into her mouth, the vibration making her whimper, her body arching toward him without thought.

When he pulls back, it’s only an inch, his breath fanning over her swollen lips.

“Fuck,” he growls. “You taste even better than I imagined.”

Emily’s vision swims. She can feel her nipples, hard and aching, rubbing against the fabric of her bra with every breath. Her thighs are slick with heat, her panties already damp.

Roveo set the mug down and tilted his head.

"You know, my place is nearby. Just a few yards, really. We could... continue this conversation somewhere more private."

Her heart hammered. Hesitation flickered - should she? They barely knew each other, but that's what made it thrilling. Dangerous.

"I... I don't know, Roveo. It's sudden."

He grinned, standing and tossing some bills on the table. "Come on, Emily. Live a little.

She hesitated another beat, pulse racing, then nodded. "Okay. But just for a bit."
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By the time they pulled up to his building, she was breathless. As she slid off the bike, legs a little shaky, she felt it - the unmistakable slickness in her panties, warm and insistent.

The heavy wooden door of Roveo’s apartment clicks shut behind Emily, the sound echoing in the dimly lit space. The air is thick with the scent of sandalwood and something darker - leather, maybe, or the faint musk of his cologne. Her pulse thrums in her throat as she stands there, her fingers twitching at her sides. He doesn’t turn on the overhead lights. Instead, the soft glow of a single lamp casts long shadows across the hardwood floors, painting the room in amber and gold. Roveo takes out the whisky from his shopping bag and pours 2 glasses.

“Drink,” he said, offering one.

Emily’s fingers hesitated around the glass. She brought it to her lips. The burn surprised her; warmth spread down her throat and bloomed low in her stomach. Roveo set his glass aside untouched. Without ceremony he reached behind his head and pulled off his T-shirt in one smooth motion. The fabric whispered to the floor.

Emily’s breath caught.

He was narrower than the gym bros she sometimes scrolled past online, but every line looked carved for use: shoulders cut sharp, ribs faintly visible when he breathed, the clean V of muscle disappearing into his waistband. A thin scar ran along his left oblique, pale against warm skin. He didn’t pose; he simply existed there, letting her look. Then his hands dropped to his belt. The clink of the buckle was soft, almost polite. Jeans slid down lean thighs and pooled at his ankles. He stepped out of them, kicked them aside.

Now only dark boxer briefs. They clung to him, and there was no hiding what the sight of her. The outline of his dick was unmistakable, thick against the fabric, straining slightly as he shifted his weight. Then he slowly removed his boxer, his long thick dick came in to display. Emily’s breath caught. She wanted to say something, but it didn’t come. Emily felt heat rush to her face, sudden and fierce. She stared at the glass in her hand as if it might save her, then risked another glance at his dick.

“You’re trembling,” he murmurs, his voice rough, amused. His thumb traces slow circles over her knuckles, sending a shiver up her arm.

Emily swallows hard. “I don’t know why.”

“Liar.” His chuckle is low, knowing. He doesn’t give her time to protest. Instead, he guides her deeper into the room, his steps sure, until they reach the center where the light pools around them like liquid honey. Then, without warning, he reaches up, his fingers grazing the side of her face before he ties something soft and dark over her eyes.

The world goes black.

Emily gasps, her breath hitching as the blindfold settles against her skin. The fabric is smooth - silk and it presses gently against her eyelids, blocking out everything. Her other senses sharpen instantly. The sound of Roveo’s breathing, slow and steady.

“Roveo..” Her voice wavers, but he cuts her off with a finger pressed to her lips.

“Shh.” His breath fans over her cheek, warm and intoxicating. “Just feel.”

She does.

His hands find the hem of her skirt, his fingers deft as he pulls it off. The cool air kisses her skin as the fabric parts, revealing the lace of her bra, then the swell of her breasts as he pushes the cups aside.

“Fuck, Emily,” he murmurs, his voice thick. “You’re perfect.”

She whimpers, her back arching involuntarily as his warm breath ghosts over her bare skin. Then his lips are on her breast, feather-light at first, brushing against one nipple before the other. She can feel the wet heat of his mouth, the way his tongue flicks out to tease her, swirling around the sensitive peak before he sucks it between his lips. A jolt of pleasure shoots straight to her core, her thighs pressing together as her pussy throbs, aching.

“Oh god” Her fingers tangle in his hair, gripping tight as he lavishes attention on her, his hands cupping her breasts, kneading them with just the right amount of pressure. His thumbs circle her nipples, rolling them between his fingers until they’re hard and aching, the sensation bordering on pain but never crossing it. Then something new - something soft and sinuous drags across her chest. A scarf, she realizes, silk sliding over her skin, cool and smooth. It contrasts sharply with the roughness of Roveo’s calloused fingers, which follow the same path a second later, tracing the undersides of her breasts before pinching her nipples just hard enough to make her gasp.

“Roveo, please.” She doesn’t even know what she’s begging for. More? Less? The blindfold makes it impossible to anticipate, to prepare. She’s at his mercy. His mouth trails lower, kissing a path down her belly, his hands never leaving her breasts. He worships them like they’re something sacred, squeezing, teasing, his thumbs flicking over her nipples until she’s panting, her hips rocking helplessly against nothing. The silk scarf drags over her skin again, this time lower, dipping into her navel before he tugs it away, replacing it with the wet heat of his tongue.

Emily moans, her head falling back as her body arches into his touch. She can feel how wet she is, her panties damp against her skin, her clit throbbing with every flick of his tongue against her belly.

His hands slide down her sides, gripping her hips as he sinks to his knees in front of her. His fingers hook into the waistband of her panty, tugging them down just enough to expose her pussy hair. He doesn’t take them off. Not yet. Instead, he presses a kiss to the fabric right over her clit, his breath seeping through the lace, making her shudder.

Emily cries out, her knees nearly buckling.

The blindfold slips away, the soft silk gliding over Emily’s flushed cheeks before Roveo pulls it free. Her breath catches when she sees the tray beside them, glass vials of golden oil, their surfaces shimmering, the scent of jasmine and sandalwood thick in the air. She swallows hard, as Roveo’s fingers brush against her jaw, tilting her face toward his.

“Beautiful,” he murmurs, his voice rough with admiration. His thumb traces the curve of her lower lip. She watches, mesmerized, as he picks up a vial, the oil inside sloshing gently as he uncorks it. The first drop falls onto her collarbone, warm and slick, trickling down between her boobs. She gasps, her nipples tightening instantly, the cool air contrasting with the heat of the oil.

Roveo doesn’t rush. He pours more, a slow stream over her left breast, the golden liquid pooling around her nipple before spilling down her ribs. Emily arches into his touch as his palm follows the trail, spreading the oil in slow, deliberate circles. His fingers are firm, his grip possessive as he massages her flesh, kneading the softness before rolling her nipple between his thumb and forefinger. A whimper escapes her, her back arching off the rug, her hands clutching at his wrists, not to push him away, but to ground herself. His other hand mirrors the motion on her right breast, pinching just hard enough to make her moan. His hands slide lower, tracing the dip of her waist, the flare of her hips, before gliding back up to cup her breasts again. He lifts them, weighing them in his palms, his thumbs brushing over her nipples in slow, maddening strokes.

“So perfect,” he growls, his voice thick with lust. “I could worship these all night.” And he does - leaning down to take one taut peak into his mouth, his tongue swirling around the sensitive bud before he sucks hard, pulling a broken cry from her lips. Emily’s fingers tangle in his hair, holding him to her as he lavishes attention on first one breast, then the other, his beard scratching deliciously against her skin.

She’s panting now, her body a live wire, every nerve ending alight. Roveo pulls back just enough to meet her gaze, his eyes dark with hunger.

“On the floor,” he commands, his voice leaving no room for argument. Emily obeys, sinking onto her back on the thick rug, her legs falling open in silent invitation. Roveo kneels between them, his broad shoulders pressing her thighs apart, exposing her to his hungry stare. He removed her panty in a motion revealing her little hairy pussy.

“Fuck, you’re dripping,” he groans, he lowers his head to her pussy. He sucks them, his eyelids fluttering closed as he savors her taste, his breath ghosting over her clit before his tongue flicks out, tracing slow, deliberate patterns - circles, figure eights, teasing the bundle of nerves until her thighs tremble around his ears.

Then he feasts.

His mouth seals over her pussy, his tongue plunging deep inside her, fucking her with long, relentless strokes. Emily cries out, her fingers clawing at the rug, her body writhing under the onslaught. Roveo’s hands grip her thighs, his fingers digging into her flesh hard enough to leave marks, holding her open as he devours her. He alternates between lapping at her clit and spearing her with his tongue, his beard rough against her inner thighs, the contrast of soft and scratchy driving her wild.

“Roveo please...” she begs, her voice breaking, her orgasm coiling tight in her belly. He growls against her, the vibration making her clench around nothing, her body desperate for more. His fingers join the assault, two of them sliding inside her with a slow, deliberate curl that has her seeing stars. “Gonna come,  fuck - ” she chokes out, her back bowing off the rug.

He pulls back just enough to whisper,

“Let go, amore,” his breath hot against her soaked folds. And she does, shattering with a scream, her pussy clenching around his fingers as wave after wave of pleasure crashes over her. Roveo doesn’t stop, licking her through it, drawing out every last tremor until she’s a boneless, trembling mess beneath him.

Roveo gets up and pushes her up giving hands. His hands sliding down her arm before gripping her hip, turning her toward the balcony doors. The glass is cool under her fingertips as he guides her forward, his body a solid, unyielding presence behind her.

“Look,” he murmurs, his lips brushing the sensitive skin just below her ear. “The city’s watching. Emily’s breath fogs the glass as she presses her palms against it, her reflection blurred in the dark surface. Beyond it, the city sprawls - endless lights, distant and indifferent. No one knows she’s here. No one knows this is happening. The realization makes her knees weak.

Emily’s head falls back against his shoulder as his fingers slide through her wetness, teasing her entrance before circling her clit.

“Roveo” His name is a plea, a prayer, a demand all at once.

“Quiet,” he orders, his teeth grazing her earlobe.

She bites her lip hard. when his fingers press deeper, two of them sinking inside her with a slow, deliberate thrust, she can’t stop the whimper that escapes. Roveo pulls his hand away suddenly, leaving her empty, her body throbbing with need. She whines in protest, her hips chasing his touch, but he’s already turning her, pressing her back against the glass door. The cool surface is a shock against her overheated skin. His hands are on her thighs, gripping hard as he lifts her.

“Wrap your legs around me.”

She does, her heels digging into his ass as he pins her against the glass, the city watching behind him. With one rough thrust, he’s inside her, stretching her, filling her so completely she sees stars.

“Fuck” The word is torn from her lips, her back arching off the glass as he bottoms out, his hips flush against hers.

“That’s it,” he grunts, his hands gripping her ass, holding her in place as he pulls back and slams into her again.  The glass rattles with every thrust, the sound of their bodies slapping together obscene in the quiet of the apartment. He was long, thick, stretching her with a delicious, burning fullness that made her gasp. Her forehead dropped against the glass with a soft thud. He held himself there, buried to the hilt, letting her adjust, letting the sensation bloom. Then he withdrew, almost completely, before slamming back in.

“Oh god.”

The impact drove her forward, her bare back and shoulders crushing flush against the chilled glass. The cityscape sprawled beneath her, a panoramic view for anyone who might look up. The thought was a fleeting spark that only made the heat between her legs coil tighter. His thrusts established a rhythm, deep and powerful, each one jolting her body, making her breasts bounce.

In. Out. Deep.

He fucked her with a relentless, piston-like precision.  Every thrust rubbed directly against that perfect, sensitive spot inside her. Moans were punched from her lungs, loud and shameless. Her nipples were hard peaks, scraping against the smooth surface with every driven movement of his hips.

“Roveo...” It was less a name and more a plea, a prayer.

He fucked her like he was trying to brand himself inside her. The glass shuddered faintly with their rhythm. Her moans became a continuous, broken stream. Her inner muscles began to clench around him, fluttering wildly, the coil pulled taut to its breaking point. He growled against her breast, the vibration traveling straight through her. Emily’s moans are loud, unchecked, her fingers tangled in his hair as she pulls him closer, her lips crashing against his. He kisses her like he’s starving, his tongue invading her mouth, his teeth nipping at her lower lip. Roveo groans, his grip on her ass bruising as he angles his hips, driving into her with deep, punishing strokes.

“You’re gonna come on my cock,” he growls, his breath hot against her ear.

She can’t hold back. The pleasure is too much, the risk too intoxicating. Her orgasm crashes over her like a wave, her body clamping down around him as she screams his name, her nails raking down his back.

“Roveo! Ahh!”

“That’s my girl,” he grunts, his thrusts turning erratic, his own release building.

He cums with a guttural groan, his body jerking as he buries himself deep, his cum filling her in hot, thick pulses. Emily can feel it, the warmth of him spilling inside her, marking her, claiming her. She whimpers, her body still trembling with aftershocks, her legs locked around him as he rides out the last waves of his orgasm.

For a long moment, neither of them moves. Roveo’s forehead rests against hers, his breath ragged, his cock still twitching inside her. Roveo finally pulls back, his cock slipping free with a wet sound that makes her blush. She can feel his cum dripping down her thighs, the warmth of it a stark reminder of what just happened. He doesn’t let her go, though. His arms wrap around her, pulling her  against him as he turns, pressing his back against the glass instead.

“On your knees.”

The command is a whip-crack in the quiet, and Emily’s body responds before her mind can catch up. The rug is soft beneath her knees, the fibers pressing into her skin as she sinks down, her pulse roaring in her ears. Roveo stands over her, his cock already thick and heavy in his hand, the tip glistening with cum. He strokes himself slowly, his jaw tight, his gaze locked on her.

“Open.”

Emily parts her lips, her tongue darting out to wet them. The first press of him against her mouth is salty and hot, the weight of him making her breath hitch. She takes him in slowly, her lips stretching around his girth, her hands coming up to brace against his thighs. The muscles there tense under her fingertips as he groans, low and guttural.

“That’s it,” he rasps, his fingers threading into her hair, gripping just tight enough. “Take me deeper.”

She does, relaxing her throat as he pushes in, the tip of him hitting the back of her mouth. Her eyes water, but she doesn’t pull away, her nails digging into his skin as she hollows her cheeks, sucking hard. The sounds he makes - rough, broken - spur her on, her own arousal dripping down her thighs, her pussy clenching around nothing.

The cool air washed over her exposed ass, a stark contrast to the burning heat of her face and the hard, living heat in her mouth. She lost herself in the rhythm. In the wet, sucking sounds. In the low, approving grunts that fell from his lips. She worshiped him with her mouth, hollowing her cheeks, using her tongue, taking him as deep as she could until her nose brushed the coarse hair at his base. Her own arousal was a dripping, throbbing mess between her legs, ignored, a secondary pulse to the primary act of serving him.

His thrusts into her mouth became more urgent. His breathing hitched. The hand in her hair fisted, holding her firmly in place as he began to fuck her face in earnest, short, powerful drives that made her throat work. Tears tracked down her cheeks. She didn’t fight it. She embraced the helplessness, the sheer use of it. She looked up, meeting the dark intensity of his gaze. Her submission was complete, and he saw it.

A tremor shot through his thighs. A guttural, raw sound tore from him. “Now.”

The first hot, salty spurt hit the back of her throat. She swallowed instinctively. The second was thicker, flooding her mouth with his essence. His hand left her hair and clamped firmly over her jaw, his thumb and fingers pressing into her cheeks, holding her mouth open, making sure she took it all. There was no question, no choice. Only the hot, relentless pulses filling her, the intimate, primal taste of him, the absolute ownership of the act. She drank. Gulp after gulp, swallowing every drop of the hot, bitter seed as he emptied himself into her. The pulses slowed. Stopped. He held her there for a long moment, his softening cock still resting on her tongue, his hand still firm on her face. Finally, he withdrew with a wet, obscene pop.

Emily stayed on her knees, breathing heavily. His cum was a warm trail leaking from the corner of her lips down her chin. She didn’t wipe it. She looked up at him, her vision blurry, her lips swollen and glistening. Roveo looked down at her, at the picture of absolute debasement. His thumb came up and swiped through the mess on her chin, then pushed the digit back between her parted lips. She sucked it clean, her eyes never leaving his.

A faint, dark smile touched his mouth. Before she can protest, he takes her on his shoulder and puts her in to the bed. Roveo stands at the foot of the bed, his broad frame casting a long shadow over her. His cock, already thickening again, juts out from his body, the veins along the shaft pulsing with every beat of his heart. His jaw tightens, his fingers flexing at his sides as if resisting the urge to grab her, to take her again.

Emily watches him through half-lidded eyes, her lips parted. She shifts slightly, her thighs pressing together before falling open again, an unconscious invitation. The movement draws his attention straight to the slick, puffy lips of her cunt, still flushed from the last time he fucked her raw. His hands grip her hips, his fingers sinking into the soft flesh as he pulls her toward the edge of the bed, positioning her exactly where he wants her. The head of his cock nudges against her entrance, thick and hot, and Emily moans, her head falling back as she feels him start to push inside. There’s no gentleness in the way he takes her, just raw, unfiltered need. She’s sore, her pussy still sensitive from the last time, but the stretch of him filling her again sends a jolt of pleasure through her, her walls fluttering as they part around his dick.

“Fuck,” Roveo groans, his voice strained, his forehead pressing against hers as he bottoms out.

She can only whimper, her body adjusting to the intrusion, her pussy clenching around him as if trying to pull him deeper. He stays still for a moment, letting her feel the full weight of him inside her, the way he owns her, the way he fills her completely. Then he pulls back, just a little and slams back in, hard. Emily cries out, her back bowing off the bed, her boobs bouncing with the force of his thrust. The sound of skin slapping skin fills the room, wet and obscene, the bed creaking beneath them as Roveo sets a punishing rhythm. Thud. Thud. Thud. A steady, punishing rhythm. Each one jolted her whole body forward on the bed, the headboard tapping a frantic counter-beat against the wall.

Emily’s world had narrowed to that sound and the incredible, stretching fullness deep inside her. Roveo wasn’t just inside her; he was occupying her, a hard, hot presence that seemed to reach parts of her she didn’t know existed. Her fingers twisted in the sheets, knuckles white. Her breath came in ragged gasps that matched his tempo. His hands were anchored on her hips, his grip like iron, fingers digging into the soft flesh as he pulled her back onto him with every forward surge. The slap of their skin meeting was wet, loud, obscene.

Her boobs bounced with every brutal thrust. The motion was wild, uncontrolled. He shifted his angle, just slightly, and Emily cried out. A sharp, broken sound. The new angle sent a shock of pure, electric pleasure straight up her spine. Her back arched, pushing her chest out further, presenting herself. Her head fell back, mouth open.

He saw it. His gaze, dark and intense, dropped from her face to watch her body react. To watch him work on her. The sight seemed to fuel him. His pace increased. The thud-thud became a continuous, rolling thunder. The bedsprings protested in a high whine.

“Look at you,” he growled, his breath hot against her neck. The new position trapped her, his weight pinning her down, his thrusts becoming shorter, more focused, more intense. “Taking every inch. Fucking beautiful.”

She was. She felt beautiful in her complete undoing. The heat pooling low in her belly was a molten spill, spreading with every penetration. She was stretched so wide, so full. She could feel the thick ridge of him, the insistent pulse of his need, the wet, slick proof of her own arousal coating them both. His hands slide up her body, rough and demanding, until they find her breasts. He palms one, his thumb flicking over her nipple. Then his mouth follows, his lips closing around the peak, his tongue swirling before he sucks hard. Emily screams, her fingers tangling in his hair, holding him to her as he devours her. The sensation is too much the heat of his mouth, the drag of his cock inside her, the way his teeth graze her skin just enough to sting.

“Roveo...please...” she gasps, her voice breaking.

He growls against her skin, the vibration sending a fresh wave of desire coursing through her. His hips snap forward, his cock pistoning into her with deep, relentless strokes. Each thrust hits that perfect spot inside her, the one that makes her see stars, her vision blurring at the edges. She can feel her orgasm building already, her pussy fluttering around him as if trying to milk him for his cum.

“Roveo...I’m...”

“Come for me,” he orders, his voice a rough command. “Now.”

And she does.

Her orgasm hits her like a freight train, her back arching off the bed as her pussy clamps down around his cock, her walls rippling as she comes. A broken cry tears from her throat, her nails raking down his back as she rides out the pleasure, her body shuddering beneath him. White-hot pleasure erupted from that deep, full place, exploding outward in concentric rings of sheer, mindless ecstasy. Her vision whited out. Her body convulsed around him, milking him, clenching in rhythmic, uncontrollable pulses. A silent scream locked in her chest, every muscle taut as wire before the delicious, total collapse.

Roveo groans, his thrusts turning erratic as her tight cunt milks him, her orgasm triggering his own.

But he doesn’t let go. Not yet.

He pulls out suddenly. Before she can protest, he flips her onto her stomach, gripping her hips and yanking her onto her knees. She’s still panting, her skin slick with sweat, when she feels him press against her again, this time from behind.

Roveo bottoms out with a sharp thrust, his hips slapping against her ass, his balls pressing tight against her. Emily screams, her body trembling violently. He’s so deep, the stretch bordering on unbearable, the pressure of him inside her making her vision blur. Her ass clenches around his cock, her muscles fluttering in desperate little pulses, trying to push him out even as her body betrays her, her pussy gushing with arousal, soaking the sheets beneath her.

He pulls back slowly, his cock dragging against her sensitive inner walls, every ridge and vein catching on the way out. Emily whines, her body already missing the fullness, her hole gaping slightly before he slams back in. The impact drives the air from her lungs, her cry muffled against the pillow. He does it again. And again. Each thrust is brutal, his hips snapping forward with enough force to jolt her entire body, her tits swaying beneath her, her hair sticking to her damp skin. His  thrust is punishing. The slap of skin against skin echoes through the room, the sound wet and obscene. Emily’s vision whites out for a second, her body jolting forward with the force of it. Her ass burns, the stretch almost too much, but the way his cock drags against that spot deep inside her  -  fuck - it’s too good. Emily’s moans turn to broken whimpers, her body tightening, her ass milking his cock with every desperate clench. She’s there right on the edge, her orgasm crashing over her like a wave.

And then he stops.

Roveo freezes, his cock buried to the hilt inside her, his hips flush against her ass. Emily keens, her body trembling, her release just out of reach. She tries to rock back, to force him to move, but his grip on her hips turns to iron, holding her still.

“No” she whines, her voice cracking. “Please”

“Not yet,” Roveo murmurs, his lips brushing the shell of her ear. His cock twitches inside her, the movement maddening, just enough to keep her teetering on the edge but not enough to push her over.

“You don’t get to cum until I say so.”

Emily’s breath comes in ragged sobs, her body strung tight, her ass clenching around him in helpless little pulses. She can feel his cock throbbing inside her, the heat of him, the way her body is trying to drag him deeper. She’s so close, her clit aching, her pussy soaked, her entire body trembling with the need to cum.

His hand slides around her hip, his fingers finding her clit, circling it lazily, just enough to make her whimper but not enough to let her tip over. Emily’s vision blurs with tears, her body shaking, her breath coming in broken gasps.

“Please,” she begs, her voice raw. “I’ll do anything. Just let me cum. Please.”

Roveo chuckles, the sound dark and satisfied. His fingers still, his cock twitching inside her, denying her even that small friction. “Since you’re begging so prettily...”

His hand tightens in her hair, yanking her head back as he finally pulls his hips back and slams into her again. The thrust is brutal, his cock pounding into her ass with enough force to make her scream. Emily’s body convulses, her orgasm crashing over her like a freight train, her ass clenching around him so tightly it’s almost painful. Her vision whites out, her cry muffled against the pillow as wave after wave of pleasure wracks her body, her pussy gushing, her ass milking his cock in desperate, rhythmic pulses.

Roveo groans, his own release building, his thrusts losing their precision as he fucks her through her orgasm. “That’s it,” he grunts, his voice rough. “Milk my cock, you filthy little slut. Take every fucking drop.”

His cock swells, his balls drawing up tight, and then he cums, his release hot and thick inside her, filling her ass as he buries himself to the hilt. Emily whimpers, her body still trembling, his cum dripping out around his cock with every shallow thrust. Roveo collapses forward, his chest pressing against her back, his breath hot against her ear. His cock is still half-hard inside her, his cum leaking out around the stretch of him. Emily’s body feels boneless, her limbs trembling, her ass sore and throbbing.

“Good girl,” Roveo murmurs, his lips brushing her shoulder. His hand slides up her body, his fingers wrapping around her throat, tilting her head back just enough to press a filthy, open-mouthed kiss to her lips. “Such a good girl for me.”

She felt liquid, boneless. Spent.

Roveo’s hand stilled on her spine. Then it moved, not with languid tenderness, but with purpose. A large palm smoothed over the curve of her shoulder, down the dip of her waist, coming to rest on the swell of her hip.

Before she could form a thought, he was moving. He sat up in the bed, the muscles of his abdomen flexing, and in one smooth, effortless motion, he guided her off his chest. Her world tilted. Strong hands turned her, positioned her. Before she knew it, she was bent across his lap, her front pressed into the rumpled sheets, her backside presented to the cool air of the room. The vulnerable, submissive position sent a fresh jolt of arousal straight to her pussy, which still throbbed from his earlier possession. Her cheek was against the cotton, her arms splayed out for balance. She could feel the hard muscle of his thighs beneath her stomach, the heat of him seeping into her skin.

For a long moment, there was only silence and the sound of their breathing. His hand rested on the crest of her left ass cheek, a warm, heavy weight. She held her breath.

The first slap came without warning.

It was a soft touch, really. More a caress with impact. A gentle pat against her flesh. The sound was a muted thwack.

Emily let out a breath she didn’t know she was holding.

The second slap landed on the same spot, a heartbeat later.

Thwack.

This one had more intent behind it. The sting deepened, spreading a warmth across her ass. A small, involuntary sound escaped her lips, a sharp intake of air.

Roveo said nothing. His silence was a presence in itself. She could feel his gaze on her, studying the pinkening imprint of his hand, watching her react.

The third slap was not on the left, but on the right.

Thwack!

Louder. Harder. The impact jolted her forward slightly on his lap. The sting was immediate, bright, a line of fire that made her muscles clench. A low moan vibrated in her throat, born of surprise and a sudden, sharp pleasure.

He didn’t rush. The pause was a torture in itself. Her skin felt hypersensitive, every nerve ending waiting for the next strike. She squirmed slightly, her hips shifting against his legs.

The fourth slap came down on the left cheek again, overlapping the first mark.

Thwack.

The sound was sharper, crisper. The force was significant now, enough to make her body jolt. Her moan this time was louder, less controlled, ending in a shaky exhale. His hand rubbed the spot slowly, a soothing gesture that only heightened the sensitivity. Then he pulled it away.

The fifth slap was a revelation.

THWACK!

It landed dead center, where her ass cheeks met, the impact vibrating through her whole lower body. The sound was a solid, meaty crack. The pain was intense. Her back arched of its own accord, pushing her rear up higher into the air, into the path of his hand. A full, rich moan tore from her chest, loud and unashamed. Tears pricked at the corners of her eyes, not from hurt, but from the overwhelming flood of sensation.

He was remaking her here, over his lap. With each slap, the careful, civilized Emily who had walked into this room was being stripped away, leaving only raw nerve endings and a hunger for more.

The sixth and seventh blows came in quick succession - left, then right.

THWACK! THWACK!

The rhythm was building. The slaps were no longer separate events but part of a crescendo. The heat in her skin was immense, a glowing, radiant warmth. She was moaning with every hit now, a continuous, needy sound. Her hips began a small, unconscious roll against his thigh, seeking friction, seeking more.

His free hand came down to still her, his arm like an iron bar across the small of her back. “Stay,” his voice rumbled.

She stilled, obedient, panting into the sheets.

The eighth slap was the hardest yet.

CRACK.

The sound echoed. Her whole body jolted violently. A sharp cry ripped from her throat. The sting was breathtaking, a searing brand that seemed to sink straight through her flesh and into her very bones. Her vision swam. She was lost in it. It was a surrender more complete than any she’d experienced with him inside her. He paused again, his hand resting on the trembling, scorching skin.

He didn’t speak, just moved. The arm around her waist tightened. His other hand slid beneath her thighs. In one fluid, powerful lift, he raised her from his lap and stood, holding her against his chest as if she weighed nothing. Her heated backside pressed against his forearms, the contact sending a fresh wave of sensation through her. She was too dazed to do anything but wrap her arms around his neck, her face buried against his shoulder. The world moved in a blur of motion - the edge of the bed, the dim room, the doorway.

The bathroom tiles were cool under his feet. He didn’t put her down. He walked them straight into the shower stall, reaching one-handed to turn the knobs. Water erupted from the showerhead, a sudden, heavy spray that quickly warmed, steaming up the glass enclosure.

The first hot drops hit her back, a startling contrast to the air. He adjusted her in his grip, turning them so the water cascaded over both their shoulders, sluicing the sweat and slickness from their skin. It ran in rivulets down his chest, over the hard planes of his stomach. It plastered her hair to her scalp, her back. He backed her against the tiled wall, the chill of the ceramic a shock against her heated skin. Then he let her slide down the length of his body until her feet found the textured floor.

The water beat down on them, a constant, drumming curtain. He framed her face with his hands, his thumbs wiping droplets from her cheeks. His kiss wasn’t gentle. It was deep, claiming, his tongue sweeping into her mouth with the same ownership his body had claimed earlier. She melted into it, her hands sliding up the wet, corded strength of his back. He was fully, magnificently hard again. He crowded her against the wall, his body hot and solid against hers. One hand cupped her breast, his thumb rolling her nipple into a tight, aching peak. The other hand slid between them, his fingers finding her once more, but this time, just to position himself.

The broad, blunt head of him nudged at her entrance, slick with her arousal and the water. He pushed forward, just an inch, a slow, stretching invasion that made her eyes roll back.

He pushed forward with a relentless, steady pressure that stretched her open around him once more. The water sluiced between them, over them, as he filled her completely, seating himself to the hilt with a groan that was lost in the steam. Emily’s cry was swallowed by the shower’s roar. Her hands scrabbled against the slick tile for purchase, finding none. He pinned her there, his hips flush against hers, the thick, hot length of him a perfect, punishing fit. For a long moment, he didn’t move, just let her feel the totality of his possession. The water beat down on his back, running in rivulets down the hard valley of his spine.

Then he withdrew, almost completely, and slammed back in.

A ragged scream tore from her throat. The force drove the air from her lungs. He set a pace that was brutal in its efficiency, each thrust a deep, claiming stroke that punched a gasp or a moan from her lips. The shower stall echoed with the wet slap of skin, a frantic rhythm competing with the water’s percussion. Her breasts bounced heavily with every impact, the peaks tight and aching, sensitive to the spray and the brush of his chest. One arm wrapped around her waist, locking her in place against the onslaught. The other hand fisted in her wet hair, tilting her head back, exposing her throat to the hot water and his hungry mouth. He bit down on the tendon where her neck met her shoulder. Her climax began to build again, a swift, rising tide. The earlier tension he’d wound so tight with his mouth was still there, coiling tighter with every punishing drive of his hips. She was babbling again, words she didn’t understand, a litany of yes and more and his name, Roveo, a chant against his sweat-and-water-slicked skin.

He felt it too. His rhythm fractured, became ragged, desperate. With a final, deep thrust that lifted her onto her toes, he shuddered against her, a low roar tearing from his chest as he emptied himself inside her. The hot, pulsing rush triggered her own release. It crashed over her in a blinding, deafening wave, her inner muscles clamping around him in rhythmic, milking spasms that seemed to pull the very last drop from him.

They slumped against the wall, gasping, the water cooling around them. He stayed inside her, his forehead pressed to the tile beside her head, his breath hot and ragged in her ear. Slowly, carefully, he pulled out. The sensation made her whimper, a sudden, hollow emptiness where he had been.

He turned off the water. The silence was abrupt, ringing.

Wordlessly, he grabbed a towel, wrapping it around her, rubbing her skin roughly until a faint, prickling heat returned. He dried himself with another. She felt boneless, her mind blissfully blank, her body a map of pleasant aches and glowing satisfaction. He scooped her up again, towel and all, cradling her against his chest. She nuzzled into the solid warmth of him, her eyes drifting shut. The walk back to the bedroom was a haze. He laid her on the cool sheets, the damp towel beneath her.

She expected him to join her, to pull her into the afterglow. She expected sleep. He did not join her.

He stood beside the bed, looking down at her, his expression unreadable. The predatory focus was back. He turned and walked to the closet. She heard a soft rustle, then the distinct sound of leather sliding against itself.

Her eyes opened fully.

He returned to the bedside. In his hands were two long, supple straps of dark leather. They were simple, sturdy, with sturdy buckles on one end.

Her heart, which had settled into a slow, languid rhythm, gave a hard, single thud.

He took her right wrist, his grip firm but not painful. He guided her arm up, over her head, towards the heavy wooden slat of the headboard. She watched, mesmerized, as he wrapped one strap around her wrist and the wood, the leather cool against her skin. He buckled it, the click of the clasp shockingly loud in the quiet room. He pulled on it, testing. It held fast.

He repeated the process with her left wrist, stretching her other arm up and out. The leather bit gently into her skin as he tightened it, securing the buckle with another decisive click. She was spread before him, utterly exposed. The position arched her back slightly, thrusting her breasts upward. The air in the room felt cooler on her damp skin.

“Beautiful,” he murmured, the word a low rumble of pure approval.

He climbed onto the bed, kneeling between her spread legs. His hands smoothed up the inside of her thighs, pushing them wider apart, exposing her completely. His thumbs traced her inner lips. She gasped, her hips twitching upward, but the restraints held her firmly in place.

He leaned down, his mouth hovering just above her. His breath was a hot promise against her slick flesh.

“This time,” he said, his voice thick, “you don’t get to move. You don’t get to touch. You just take what I give you.”

He moved up her body, his knees nudging her thighs wider. He positioned himself at her entrance, the broad head of him nudging, spreading her. He looked into her eyes, his own dark with intent.

“Now,” he said, and pushed forward.

The stretch was exquisite, a deep, burning fullness she felt in every nerve. He seated himself fully, then withdrew almost all the way. He set a slow, devastating pace. Each thrust was deep, measured, controlled. The thud of his hips meeting hers was a solid, rhythmic punctuation in the room, underscored by the soft creak of the bed and her own ragged, desperate breaths. Her breasts bounced with every drive, a wild, helpless motion. She was so full, so stretched. The angle was different like this, bound and open. Each stroke seemed to reach deeper, brushing a spot inside her that made her see stars. Her moans were constant, a raw soundtrack to his possession. He watched her face, her body, with a fierce concentration. One hand came to her breast, his palm rough against the soft flesh. He squeezed, his thumb rubbing her nipple in time with his thrusts.

His pace began to quicken, the slow, deep strokes turning harder, faster. The thud-thud-thud became a frantic drumbeat. The headboard tapped a frantic rhythm against the wall, a sharp counterpoint to the wet slap of skin. Her world narrowed to that sound, to the feeling of him pistoning into her, over and over, stretching her, filling her, claiming her. The leather straps cut into her wrists, a sharp, grounding pain that only heightened the pleasure. She was a vessel for him, a thing of sensation, completely at his mercy.

The orgasm built, a pressure so intense it was agony. She was begging now, wordless, animal sounds. His thrusts became erratic, powerful, driving her higher, higher...

He slammed into her one last, final time, burying himself to the hilt with a guttural shout. The hot, sudden rush of his release inside her was the final trigger. It shattered her. Her vision whited out. A scream, raw and ragged, tore from her throat as her body convulsed around him, clenching in wave after wave of blinding, mindless ecstasy. The sensations seemed to go on forever, wracking her tethered form, her cries echoing in the room long after the last tremor had subsided.

He collapsed atop her, his weight a crushing, welcome anchor. His breath was a hot gust against her neck. The only sounds were their harsh, mingled gasps and the faint, persistent creak of the bed settling under their weight.

[image: ][image: ][image: ]

The room smelled of sex and sweat now . Emily sat on the edge of the bed, legs still shaky, skin flushed from collarbone to thighs. The sheet had slipped to the floor hours ago; the lamp still burned low, painting everything gold and shadow.

She moved slowly, deliberately, as if her body belonged to someone else tonight. First the bra: black lace, a little torn at one strap from earlier impatience. She reached behind to clasp it, breasts lifting as she arched, then settling heavy again. Roveo watched from the bed, propped on an elbow, sheet barely covering his hips. His eyes tracked every motion like he was memorizing her.

Emily padded barefoot across the small room, found her panties crumpled in the corner where they’d landed when he’d peeled them off her. She bent to pick them up, the lace cool between her fingers.

A hand shot out and closed around her wrist.

“No panties,” Roveo said.

“You can drop them here.”

Emily’s lips curved, half shy, half wicked. She didn’t argue. Just let the lace fall from her fingers and stay where it landed.

She stepped into her black skirt instead. As she dragged them up her thighs, she felt herself: swollen, slick, still dripping from him. Every small shift sent a fresh pulse of warmth down her legs; she could feel it threatening to soak through if she wasn’t careful.

Roveo’s gaze never left her.

“Good girl,” he murmured, almost too soft to hear.

Her boobs strained in the skirt, no bra straps to hide this time, nipples hard against the cotton. She ruffled her hair, took one last look around the room that already felt like a secret she’d carry under her clothes all the way home.

At the door she paused, hand on the knob. Turned back to him.

“Next time,” she said, voice husky, “I’m keeping the panties off before I even get here.”

Roveo smiled, slow and dangerous. “Next time, you won’t be wearing anything when you walk through that door.”

She laughed under her breath, stepped into the hallway, and let the door click shut behind her, the cool night air kissing the wet heat between her thighs with every step toward the elevator.

––––––––

THE END
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If you enjoyed this book, you may also like this femdom book at a huge discount.

https://a.co/d/02ZJaIzC
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