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Chapter 1: Tandra

Sophie’s living room had become command central for Friday’s game night / excuse to drink, with Zoe sprawled elegantly across the armchair, Ava perched cross-legged on the floor arranging tarot cards, and Evan leaning against Sophie’s shoulder.

“You guys seen that new game everyone’s talking about?” Zoe flicked her platinum pixie cut out of her eyes. “Tandra? My feed is flooded with people showing off their designs.”

Sophie perked up. “The fashion one? I’ve been seeing ads everywhere.”

“Girl, download it now.” Ava looked up from her cards with a sly smile. “I’ve been playing a lot. I heard the prizes are actual outfits delivered to your door.”

“For real?” Sophie reached for her phone. “I’ve always wanted to try designing something.”

Evan adjusted his glasses. “Might be fun to see what you come up with. You’ve got great taste.”

Sophie’s cheeks warmed at his compliment as she found the app and tapped download. While it installed, Zoe sauntered over and peered over her shoulder.

“Fair warning: it gets pretty competitive,” Zoe said. “People go all out to win those weekly tournaments.”

The game loaded with a flashy runway animation. Sophie created her account and reached the avatar creation screen, which prompted for a full-length photo.

“It says it needs my picture to create my avatar,” Sophie said, standing up.

“Here, let me.” Ava jumped to her feet. “Stand by the wall.”

Sophie posed awkwardly while Ava directed her through several positions before capturing the perfect shot. When Sophie uploaded it, the game transformed her into a slightly more glamorous version of herself: same olive skin and curves, but with an added confidence in the avatar’s stance that made Sophie bite her lip.

“That actually looks like me,” she said, surprised. “Just… better somehow?”

“That’s the point,” Zoe said. “Makes you want to live up to it.”

Sophie dove into the design interface, scrolling through fabrics, cuts, and accessories. The tutorial guided her through creating her first outfit, but kept suggesting she “think outside the box” and “push boundaries for higher scores.”

She selected the final accessory for her first design. She’d opted for something cute but comfortable: flared jeans with heart-shaped patches sewn along the outer seams, a soft lavender crop top that showed an inch of midriff, and crisp white sneakers with lavender laces to tie the look together.

“You guys want to join?” she asked, glancing up from her phone.

“Already ahead of you.” Zoe waved her own phone, her sharp nails clicking against the screen. “Just sent you a friend request.”

Ava’s eyes glinted as she set down her tarot cards. “Same.” She slid closer to peek at Sophie’s creation. “That’s… sweet. Very you.”

Something in Ava’s tone made Sophie second-guess her choices, but she shook it off.

“I like it,” Evan said, his breath warm against her ear as he leaned in.

Sophie submitted her design with a tap, and the game announced that her first fashion show would begin in about a minute.

“Don’t worry,” Zoe said, noticing Sophie’s expression. “First round is always just getting your feet wet.”

The virtual runway lit up on Sophie’s screen. Models strutted down wearing the competing designs, each outfit more daring than the last. When Sophie’s model finally appeared, her sweet ensemble looked jarringly out of place among the bold cuts and revealing silhouettes.

Sophie stared at her phone in disbelief as Zoe’s design took second place in the tournament. Her “sexy librarian” outfit featured a tight pencil skirt with a dangerously high slit, paired with a white button-up tied at the waist and unbuttoned enough to hint at lace beneath. Classic tortoiseshell glasses completed the look.

“Seriously? That old cliché?” Sophie couldn’t help but laugh, though something twisted in her stomach.

Zoe flipped her platinum pixie cut with a smirk and a shrug.

The scores flashed across the screen. Sophie’s outfit ranked third from the bottom.

“Oh,” she whispered, a flush creeping up her neck. She hadn’t expected to win, but placing so low stung more than anticipated.

“I thought it was cute,” Evan said softly.

The winning design was strutting and twirling, and Sophie’s breath caught. It was a shimmering halter-neck crop top that seemed to shout “titties here!,” above a miniskirt featuring a slit that traveled dangerously high.

“That’s… bold,” Sophie managed.

“That’s winning,” Zoe corrected, then turned her phone toward Evan. “What do you think, Cho? Too much?”

Sophie felt Evan tense beside her. His eyes widened slightly, and she noticed the subtle shift in his breathing. “It’s definitely eye-catching,” he said, his voice a touch deeper than usual. “Good fabric choices.”

“Fabric choices,” Zoe repeated with a knowing grin. “Mhm.”

Sophie watched her boyfriend’s face flush. She knew that look, she’d seen it many times when they were alone together. The realization that a virtual outfit could provoke that response made her stomach flutter with a combination of jealously and a need to win.

“I think you could pull that off,” Evan said suddenly, turning to her with genuine warmth in his eyes. “You’d look amazing in something like that.”

The compliment caught her off guard. She’d always dressed conservatively, especially in public. The drawer of unworn lingerie in her bedroom testified to her hesitation to embrace that side of herself.

“Maybe in the game,” she murmured.

* * *

Sophie stared at her phone, the glare of the screen illuminating her face in the dim bedroom. It was almost midnight, but Ava’s call had pulled her away from sleep. The video playing on her screen made her sit up straight.

“You won again?” Sophie asked, watching as Ava’s avatar strutted down the virtual runway. The digital model wore a red skirt that shimmered like a mirage. Above it, a black mesh top revealed nearly everything underneath, with strategic digital blurring for the app’s content policies. Six-inch heels completed the look, making the avatar’s legs powerful and dangerous.

“That’s not even the best part,” Ava’s voice bubbled through the speaker.

Sophie heard rustling on the other end of the line. She kept watching the game avatar posing, playing on a loop. There was a tiny annoying glitch every time it restarted. Chromatic aberration or something.

“Remember how the game promises to send winners their outfits? Well…” Ava’s voice dropped to a conspiratorial whisper. “It came yesterday. The actual outfit. In my size.”

Sophie’s mouth went dry. “No way.”

“Yes way. The real thing, Sophie. The latex feels incredible.”

“You’re not saying—“

“I wore it tonight,” Ava confirmed. “To Jasmine’s birthday thing at Nilware.”

Sophie pulled her knees to her chest. “The whole outfit? Even the… top?”

Ava laughed. “Especially the top. I put a bra on; I’m not trying to get arrested. But… I’ve never felt so powerful, Sophie. The way people looked at me… like I was some kind of goddess.”

“Weren’t you embarrassed?” Sophie’s voice came out smaller than she intended.

“At first, I guess,” Ava admitted. “But then it was like something clicked. I remembered how my game self looked on the runway. I became the person who would wear that outfit. The real me, just… amplified.”

Sophie closed her eyes, trying to imagine stepping into a club wearing something so revealing. Her heart raced at the thought.

“So, check it out.” Ava’s voice lowered to a hushed tone. “This woman in a tailored suit keeps looking at me. Not just looking, but like, eye-fucking me. And I’m feeling myself in this outfit, so I gave her a wink.”

Sophie shifted on her bed. “And?”

“She buys me a drink. We’re talking, and her hand is on my thigh, sliding up under that skirt. I was so nervous, but also, well, you know.” Ava paused, and Sophie heard her take a sip of something. “Next thing I know, she’s whispering ‘bathroom’ in my ear.”

“You didn’t,” Sophie whispered, though she already knew the answer.

“I absolutely did. She locked the door and had me against the wall in seconds. Her fingers were… God, I’ve never felt anything like it.”

Sophie’s free hand slid unconsciously across her stomach, playing with the hem of her pajama top. “But you didn’t even know her name.”

“Miranda. Her name was Miranda,” Ava said with a laugh. “And trust me, I screamed it enough times to remember.”

Sophie’s fingers drifted lower, slipping beneath her waistband as Ava continued describing how Miranda’s fingers had curled inside her, and whispered filthy promises against her neck.

“It was so intense,” Ava sighed. “Just letting go like that with someone who wanted me so badly. Someone who saw me in that outfit and couldn’t help themselves.”

“Couldn’t help themselves,” Sophie repeated, picturing herself wearing something daring, being wanted so desperately that someone would risk everything just to touch her. Her fingers moved with growing urgency, throat tightening as she held back the moans building within.

“You still there?” Ava asked after a moment of silence.

“Yeah,” Sophie answered, her voice strained. “Just… processing.”

* * *

Sophie got fed up with the tossing and turning from her mind racing with images of Ava in that daring outfit. Just go to sleep! But when her eyes closed, she saw herself wearing something equally risqué, walking into a crowded room with all eyes on her. Playing on a glitchy loop.

With a frustrated sigh, she reached for her phone. The Tandra icon seemed to pulse invitingly. Just one more try, she thought.

When the challenge began, her fingers hesitated only briefly before selecting a midnight blue bodycon dress from the virtual closet. At least there aren’t in-game purchases for more clothing. Unlike her previous safe choice, this one hugged “her” curves tightly, with ruched fabric that accentuated rather than concealed. The off-shoulder sleeves exposed the collarbones and the upper swell of her boobs. She paired it with strappy platform sandals that elongated her legs.

“So slutty,” she whispered to herself in the darkness, but something in her refused to back down. She confirmed the selection and sent her avatar to the virtual runway. Wait, how does this game make money, anyway? Free, with no ads?

The response was incredible. Her phone vibrated softly in her hand as notifications appeared:

“Alluring!”

“Turning heads!”

“Your confidence is showing!”

Sophie felt her cheeks flush as her score climbed higher and higher, nearly triple her previous attempt. The app sent gentle vibrations through her palm with each point gained, creating a rhythm that seemed to sync with her quickening heartbeat.

“Second place!” the score board announced, accompanied by a longer, more intense vibration that sent an unexpected shiver down her spine.

Sophie clutched the phone to her chest, breathing quickly. The warmth spreading through her body wasn’t just from pride in her higher score. It was something deeper, more primal.

She scrolled through the comments from virtual spectators, each one praising her daring choice, her confidence, her… her body. The words blurred together as a tingling sensation spread from her fingertips inward, settling low in her abdomen.

It wasn’t just the thrill of winning, but a strange, intoxicating feeling of being seen, truly seen, for the first time. She saved her avatar’s runway performance and watched it looping, for who knows how long, before she finally surrendered to an easy sleep.

* * *

The runway lights sting my eyes as my stilettos lead me toward the audience hiding in the dark. Sequined tassels swing with each step, cool air-conditioning flowing across bare skin I shouldn’t be showing. My palms slick against nothing as faceless voices rise with deep, hungry sounds that make my knees tremble and simultaneously push me forward.

Loud wolf whistles when I pause and give them my best bedroom eyes. My hips roll left without permission, right without shame. The pleated skirt flares higher. Applause erupts like fireworks against my throat. My thighs feel like they could crush the competition.

Give ‘em more.

I arch backward, fingers skimming along my ass as the tassels sway…sway… tease. Giggles bubble up, giddy and foreign, when three hundred cameras flash at my exposed midriff. My tongue flicks out, catching salty sweat as I shimmy. Every clap feeds the heat between my legs. I’m weeping tears of lust down there.

Make them beg.

I’m gyrating now, one hand fisted in my hair as the other trails down ribs I’ve always hidden. The crowd roars approval, their facelessness suddenly irrelevant. My tits heave, tassels spinning gold under lights as I palm them—rough, urgent—and a man is climbing up the runway. He can’t help himself.

Yes. Yes. This is—

* * *

Sophie jerked awake with her heart trying to escape her ribcage. The sheets beneath her were damp, and the runway performance was still looping, draining her phone battery. She glanced at the clock: 4:12 AM. The dream clung to her thoughts like too much perfume, refusing to dissipate.

“What the hell, Soph?” she whispered into the darkness.

She rolled onto her back, trying to calm her breathing. This wasn’t like her at all. She was a good girl. She wore modest clothing and crossed her legs at church. Her mother’s voice echoed in her mind: “Decent women don’t draw attention to themselves, mija.”

But her hardened nipples disagreed. Sophie slipped a hand beneath the waistband of her shorts, finding herself embarrassingly slick. Is it embarrassing, though? She closed her eyes, trying to conjure familiar fantasies of Evan, something sweet and normal, something that wouldn’t make her question herself.

Instead, her mind flashed with images of herself on that runway again. Only this time, the faceless men had eyes, hungry eyes that devoured every inch of her exposed skin.

“No,” she whispered, but her fingers moved faster.

She tried to redirect her thoughts. Beach vacation with Evan. Their first time in bed together. He was so—but the images morphed, twisted. The beach became a stage. Evan’s face blurred into the crowd.

Sophie bit her lip as her fingers circled her clit. In her mind, she was dancing now, spreading her legs wider than necessary, showing everything to strangers who tossed money at her feet.

“Couldn’t… be me,” she gasped, even as her back arched off the mattress.

She remembered Sister Maria’s stern warnings about modesty and virtue, and her abuela crossing herself whenever a woman walked by in something too revealing.

Yet her body betrayed her. The wrongness of it, the taboo nature, only intensified the pleasure. Sophie’s thighs trembled as she imagined herself crawling across the stage, making eye contact with men who would tell their wives they were working late.

“Oh god,” she whimpered, shame and arousal tangling together as the pleasure built to a point of no return.

Sophie’s mind spiraled further into forbidden territory. What if strangers just reached out and groped her? To be desired by men who didn’t even know her name… the thought sent a shameful thrill through her body as her fingers worked faster between her legs.

“Wrong, so wrong,” she whispered, but didn’t stop.

In her fantasy, she was no longer on a stage but in a crowded club. She imagined herself wearing that mesh top from Ava’s outfit, nipples visible to anyone who looked. Men pressed against her from all sides, hands sliding over her hips, her tits, her thighs. The Sophie in her mind didn’t push them away or scream for help. Instead, she arched into their touch, silently begging for more.

“Fuck,” she breathed, shocking herself with the vulgarity. She never cursed, not even during sex with Evan.

Her upbringing screamed in protest as her fingers slid inside herself, making a wet, obscene sound in the quiet bedroom. She thought of her mother’s disappointment, her grandmother’s prayers, but it only seemed to intensify the building pressure.

Sophie’s other hand moved to pinch her nipple hard enough to hurt. In her mind, it wasn’t her hand but a stranger’s, someone who saw her as nothing but a body to play with.

“Nnnngh,” she groaned, her hips lifting off the bed. “Oh god, oh no, oh god…”

The orgasm hit her without warning, splintering conscious thoughts and crashing through her body with devastating force. Sophie’s back arched as she cried out, a high, desperate sound she’d never made before.

“Ah! Ah! Oh!” Her fingers were soaked as she continued to stroke herself, prolonging the delicious, devilish pleasure.

Her thighs trembled violently, clamping around her hand as she gasped for air. “Hnnnn,” she whimpered, her entire body quivering with aftershocks.

She rode a roller coaster of ecstasy, radiating from her core to her fingertips and back again. Sophie’s toes curled painfully as she squealed, a sound so primal and needy she barely recognized it as her own.

“Ohhhhh,” she moaned, finally collapsing back onto the mattress, her chest heaving with exertion. Her fingers slipped from inside her with a wet squelch that made her blush, even in her private darkness.


Chapter 2: Layers of Temptation

The package arrived neatly wrapped in tissue paper with a glossy thank you note from Tandra. Sophie ran her fingers over the smooth faux leather of the skirt, marveling at how soft it felt, despite its edgy appearance. The purple camisole shimmered under the bedroom light, and she slipped it on. She couldn’t help but appreciated how it accentuated her curves. It was bold, borderline trashy, and entirely foreign to her usual style. But she had won it fair and square, and she felt a new kind of thrill to own something so daring.

It was Friday, game night with Evan and their friends, she decided to wear it as a gag. “Check this out,” she announced, strutting into the living room where Evan, Zoe, Ben and Marcus were setting up a board game. The skirt teased the apex of her thighs, and the camisole dipped lower than anything she’d ever worn in public. It’s a joke, she told herself, just something silly to laugh about.

Marcus whistled low, and Ben raised an eyebrow, but it was Evan’s reaction that caught her attention. His eyes widened, and he adjusted his glasses, a nervous habit she knew well. He tried to play it cool, teasing her along with the others, but she noticed the way his gaze darted about, the way his throat bobbed as he swallowed hard. When she bent over to grab a bag of chips from the coffee table, she caught him staring, his jeans tenting slightly.

“Okay, I’m changing,” she said quickly, her voice a little too high-pitched. “This is dumb.” She hurried back to her room. As she slipped into her usual jeans and a loose sweater, she couldn’t shake the image of Evan’s expression, the way he’d looked at her like she was something forbidden, but also irresistible.

* * *

The last guest left just after 1 am. Sophie sagged against the doorframe. Evan leaned against the kitchen counter, his third glass of water clutched too tightly, ice cubes clinking like a nervous percussion track.

He cleared his throat. “So… that skirt.”

Sophie pressed her thighs together, remembering how the faux leather had exposed so much of them. “Stupid, right? It was just—“

“I couldn’t, uh…” His glasses slid down his nose as he stared at the floor. “The way Marcus looked at you. Ben too, like…” A shuddery inhale. “I wanted to… God, I wanted to drag you onto my lap right there.”

Her breath caught. Since when did he get possessive? But the tremble in his voice didn’t sound like ownership. It sounded like… hunger.

“Evan?” She stepped closer. “You’re not… mad?”

“Mad?” His startled laugh bounced off the bare graige walls. “I mean, I could barely remember the game rules. When you turned around and your ass just…” A raw groan escaped him. “It’s not mad. It’s… I don’t know what I am.”

His admission hung between them, fragile as the condensation on his glass. Sophie traced the hem of her sweater, stupid safe sweater, and made a decision.

“Wait here,” she murmured.

In the bedroom, her hands shook as she stripped off her jeans. No panties, she decided, tossing the cotton briefs into the hamper. The skirt’s cold “leather” startled her bare thighs. The camisole clung like a second skin, her nipples pebbling under thin satin. When she re-entered the living room, Evan’s glass shattered against the tiles.

He didn’t move to clean it.

“Soph,” he croaked, transfixed by the way the lace-up sides of the skirt framed her hips. “You’re…”

“Tell me,” she breathed, rotating slowly. The hem flirted with the crease at the bottom of her ass. “Tell me what you imagined when I bent over.”

“Christ.” His fingers dug into the counter. “You want me to say it? I… fuck.” He grabbed her hand, pressed it against the rigid bulge in his jeans, “I thought about you getting passed around.”

She moaned at the heat radiating through denim, at the possessive grip he’d never dared before. “But you didn’t stop me…”

“Because I liked it. Liked that they wanted you. Liked that you’re mine but… fuck… but you could be theirs too. Just for a second. Just to watch.”

Something primal uncoiled inside her. She shoved him backward onto the couch, straddling his lap before he could protest. “Then watch me now,” she murmured, grinding down.

Her fumbled with his belt. She’d never taken charge like this. She was always the giggling one, the “is this okay? Am I doing it right?” girl. But Evan’s ragged breathing emboldened her. She freed his cock, thick and flushed, and her own slickness coated her inner thighs.

“God, you’re soaked,” he choked out, hips jerking upward as she teased his tip against her entrance.

The first inch burned deliciously. “Uhn… ohhhhh…”

He held her hips, not guiding, just anchoring as she sank down. Her nails scraped his shoulders when she took him fully, a broken whimper escaping her. The stretch burned brighter with every tiny adjustment, her inner walls fluttering around him.

“Fuck… Soph… so warm…” His head thudded against the couch. “Keep riding. Just like… ah! Like that…”

She rolled her hips experimentally, gasping at the spark along her clit. The skirt’s leather caressed her thighs, amplifying every movement. He wants me to lead. Letting me take. The realization made her bolder. She leaned back, planting her hands on his knees, and ground in slow circles.

“Jesus, your tits…” His palms hovered beneath her camisole, trembling. “Can I…?”

“Ask properly.” The command slipped out husky and foreign.

His whimper bordered on pained. “Please?”

She nodded, arching into his hands as they finally cupped her through satin. His thumbs brushed her nipples, clumsy at first, then deliberate. This is too much fun.

“Uhhhn! Right… right there…”

The pace quickened. Their rhythm grew jagged, Sophie’s thighs slapping against his as she chased the climax she could always rely on him for. Evan’s praise dissolved into guttural Korean: words she didn’t understand but felt in the way his fingers dug into her hips.

“Gonna… ngh! Gonna come,” he warned, his chest heaving, eyes squeezed shut as if in pain.

Sophie’s muscles clenched around him, grinding her clit in tight circles with urgent need, determined to peak before he did. “Inside… fill me, give it all inside…”

His cry rang out, his back arching off the couch as he surrendered to his release. The warm, pulsing sensation of his seed spilling into her triggered her own detonation. Her scream was muffled by his neck as her teeth scraped his skin, and her body shook through the aftershocks of a shattering orgasm that tightened around his still-throbbing length.

For a moment, their ragged breaths and pounding hearts were the only sounds in the room. Evan’s fingers gently combed through her hair, and Sophie pressed a soft kiss to his neck, tasting the saltiness of their combined exertions.

They slumped together, sticky and breathless. Evan nuzzled the sweat-damp hollow behind her ear, murmuring, “You’re incredible… fucking goddess…” His softening cock twitched inside her.

Whoa.

* * *

Sophie’s phone buzzed beneath her pillow. Evan snored softly beside her, one arm flung over his eyes. She squinted at the screen’s sudden glow: Ava 2:14 AM. Her thumb hovered. Something wicked curled in her stomach.

You awake? Ava’s text read. Just got the nastiest Uber ride of my life!!

She typed ???, then deleted it. The typing bubbles danced. Sophie glanced at Evan’s sleeping form. His lips parted slightly, chest rising in steady waves.

Three photos appeared. The first: Ava in a neon-lit backseat, halter top stretched thin over visible dark areolas. The second: a crumpled skirt hiked to her hips, fishnets torn at the thighs. The third: glossy lips wrapped around a shadowed cock, mascara smudged like war paint.

Driver kept “adjusting” the rearview, Ava wrote. He loved the show. 😈

Sophie’s cheeks burned. She tucked the phone against her sternum, the images seared behind her eyelids. Delete it, her old Sunday school voice insisted. Delete it and pray. But her thumb betrayed her instead, reopening the photos. Ava’s defiant smirk. The stranger’s fingers gripping her fishnets. That thick, glistening—

She bolted upright, knees pressed together. Evan stirred. “Mmph. You okay?”

“Bathroom,” she whispered, already sliding off the mattress.

Locked in the dim toilet, she sank onto the closed lid. She opened Instagram and searched #clubslutoutfits, drooling over fishnet bodysuits, translucent vinyl dresses, Catholic schoolgirl parodies Dios mio! Each swipe tightened the pressure between her legs. One post showed a girl in a private booth, garter straps cutting into plush thighs as faceless hands shoved bills into her stockings. Sophie’s breathing shallowed. What if those fingers wanted her instead? What if she arched just so, let strangers’ eyes crawl over every—

She stifled a moan against her wrist. The camisole from earlier lay discarded on the floor. Her free hand slipped between her thighs, still dripping Evan’s delicious cum. Two fingers glided through slick folds. I shouldn’t… But Ava’s laugh echoed in her skull, throaty and unashamed. Why not?

Her thumb found her clit. The phone slid from her lap, thudding on the little rug. She envisioned a VIP room’s dim lights, her legs splayed on a stranger’s lap as she whispered, “Tip extra if you want extra.” The fantasy crystallized: anonymous hands molesting her, voices slurring take it off take it off, her nipples hardening at their worship. Her back hit the towel rack as pleasure crested, teeth sinking into her bottom lip to mute the cry.

When the tremors subsided, she stared at the sink’s reflection—swollen mouth, pupils blown wide.

She retrieved her phone and texted Ava: Go to bed, slut. 😘


Chapter 3: Unmasking the Game

The doorbell rang while Sophie reviewed her latest Tandra outfits. She had hit a winning streak lately, each victory more daring than the last. When she opened the door, a discreet package sat on the welcome mat.

“Anything good?” Evan called from the couch.

Sophie ripped through the packaging, breath catching as she lifted out a sheer black mesh crop top. The material was so fine she could see her palm through it. Beneath lay a pair of denim cutoffs frayed at the edges and black stockings with little skull patterns running up the sides.

“Just my latest win,” she said, holding up the mesh top with a nervous laugh.

Evan’s eyebrows shot up. “You’re not actually wearing that out… right?”

“Let’s try it and see.” The suggestion escaped her lips before she could reconsider.

In the bathroom, Sophie slipped into the outfit. The mesh clung tightly, and her nipples were obvious through the thin fabric. The cutoffs hugged her ass, riding high enough that the stockings’ lacy band peeked out beneath. She studied her reflection. Who is she?

When she stepped out, Evan choked on his water.

“Holy Hell,” he sputtered, eyes widening as he took in every inch. He laughed nervously, shifting in his seat. “That’s… wow.”

“I need to grab some stuff from the corner store,” she said, twirling a strand of hair. “Come with me?”

Outside, the evening tantalized her exposed skin. Sophie felt stares following her down the sidewalk, men’s heads turning, women’s eyes widening. Instead of shrinking, she straightened her shoulders, letting her hips sway more pronouncedly.

“Everyone’s looking at you,” Evan whispered, walking close beside her.

“Damn straight,” she replied, feeling a rush of power.

Inside the store, Sophie bent deliberately to examine items on the bottom shelf, feeling the denim ride up. The clerk, a college-aged guy with tattoos, fumbled with the register when she approached.

“Nice night,” she said sweetly, setting her items on the counter.

“Uh, yeah,” he mumbled, eyes flicking between her face and chest.

Sophie glanced at Evan, who stood awkwardly with his hands in his pockets, clearly trying to hide his growing erection. The need in his gaze made her pulse quicken.

“You okay, babe?” she asked innocently, brushing against him as they left.

“You know exactly what you’re doing,” he murmured with a strained voice.

Sophie felt Evan’s hand grip hers tightly as they hurried back toward her apartment. His palm was slick with sweat. She stole glances at his flushed face, enjoying the new power. The way his eyes kept darting to her mesh top, to her thighs in those tiny cutoffs, made something wild and unfamiliar stir inside her.

The moment her apartment door closed behind them, Evan pressed her against the wall, his mouth insistent on hers. His hands roamed her body, fingertips grasping the exposed skin between her stockings and shorts. Sophie gasped into his mouth, arching against him.

“Bedroom,” she panted, pushing him back just enough to lead him down the hallway.

They stumbled through the doorway, shedding clothes as they went. Evan pulled off his shirt and kicked away his jeans, but when Sophie moved to peel off her stockings, he stopped her.

“Leave those on,” he directed her.

Sophie smiled, climbing onto the bed in just her skull-patterned stockings. She pushed Evan onto his back and straddled him, running her hands over his chest. His erection pressed against her, hard and getting harder.

“God, you’re so sexy,” he groaned.

Sophie lowered herself onto him slowly, savoring the stretch and fullness. “Mmmmh,” she moaned, throwing her head back as she took him completely inside. She began to ride him, setting a rhythm that had them both panting.

“You know what Ava told me she did last weekend?” Sophie whispered.

Evan’s eyes locked on hers. “What?”

“She told me she let a stranger fuck her in a club bathroom,” Sophie said, rolling her hips. “Said she bent over the sink and let him take her right there.”

“Fuuuck,” Evan groaned.

“She said she loved feeling like a dirty slut,” Sophie continued with a mischievous grin. “Said she begged him to fill her pussy up.”

“Oh god,” Evan gasped, his hips bucking upward.

Sophie leaned down, her lips brushing his ear. “I bet you’d love to watch that, wouldn’t you? Watch me be a dirty little slut for someone?”

“Unnngh!” Evan’s body tensed beneath her, his face contorting in pleasure. “Sophie, I’m—ahhh!”

He came suddenly, shuddering and growling as his orgasm overtook him. Sophie felt him pulse inside her, his hands gripping her boobs so tightly she knew there would be marks.

“I’m sorry,” he panted when he could speak again. “That was… you just… those things you said…”

Sophie smiled, oddly pleased with herself. Instead of disappointment, she felt a surge of satisfaction at how quickly she’d made him lose control. She slid off him and moved down his body, settling between his legs.

“Let me clean you up,” she murmured, lowering her mouth to his softening cock.

“Mmm,” she hummed, licking him from base to tip, tasting both of them mingled together. “Mmmph.”

Evan’s breath hitched as she took him into her mouth, sucking gently. “Oh god, Sophie.”

She swirled her tongue around him, making wet, slurping sounds as she cleaned their combined fluids from his skin. “Mmm-hmm,” she moaned around him, feeling him twitch and begin to harden again.


Chapter 4: Luring the Audience

Over the phone, Ava’s voice was low and breathy. Sophie sat cross-legged on her own bed, wearing one earbud, because the other went missing again.

“So, yeah,” Ava said, her tone sly, “I wore that dress I won last week. The shiny red one that barely covers my ass? I swear, I felt fucking naked walking into that club.”

Sophie bit her lip, shaking her head. She could picture it perfectly: Ava’s golden-brown skin gleaming beneath the club lights, the dress clinging to her curves, leaving little to the imagination. “So what happened?”

Ava giggled. It sounded higher lately. “These two older guys… like, late forties, early fifties?… started buying me drinks. One of them leaned in and told me I looked like I belonged on my knees. Can you believe that?”

The image flashed in Sophie’s mind, vivid and embarrassing, and had to wiggle her hips. “What did you do?”

“I laughed at first,” Ava said, then her voice dropped lower, “but then… I don’t know. Something about the way he said it, like he knew I was a slut who’d do whatever he wanted… it turned me on so much. I ended up going back to their hotel with them.”

Sophie’s fingers tightened around her knees. She could hear the faintest rustling on the other end of the line, and she wondered if Ava was touching herself while she talked. Insatiable!

“They took turns with me,” Ava continued, her voice almost a whisper now. “One of them called me a dirty little whore while he fucked me from behind. I came so hard, Sophie. I’ve never felt anything like it.”

Sophie’s hands fell toward her groin, her body betraying her despite the guilt prickling at the edges of her mind. “Ava, that’s… I mean, isn’t that… degrading?”

“Yeah,” Ava breathed. “That’s the fucking point. I loved it. I loved feeling like I was just there for their pleasure, like I didn’t matter except as a hole they could use. Fucking depraved.”

Sophie swallowed hard, her mind racing. It did sound hot, in a way that made her cheeks burn with shame. She couldn’t imagine letting anyone talk to her like that, but the thought of Ava, so confident and unashamed, embracing it so completely… it stirred something deep inside her, something she didn’t want to examine.

“I-I don’t know,” Sophie stammered, her voice barely above a whisper. “It’s… I mean, it’s not really my thing.”

Ava moaned softly. “You say that now, but trust me, mmmmnh, once you try it, you’ll get it. There’s something so—unh!—fucking empowering about giving yourself over to someone completely, letting them… fuck… letting them use you however they want. It’s like… you’re in control because you’re the one letting it happen.”

Sophie winced.


Chapter 5: Mute Notifications

Sophie met Zoe at their usual coffee shop, sliding into the booth with her latte. Zoe looked like her old self, in jeans and an oversized sweater, her platinum pixie cut unstyled. Gone was the provocative edge that had defined her appearance lately.

“I deleted it,” Zoe announced without preamble, waving her phone about. “The game. It was messing with my head.”

Sophie’s eyebrows shot up. “Tandra? Why? You were getting high scores.”

Zoe leaned forward, ready to spill a secret. “The dreams started getting weird. Like, really weird. I’d wake up all horny, thinking about strangers watching me. Then they sent me this…” She shuddered. “This bodysuit thing. Black lace, completely see-through. With a fucking hole in the crotch.”

Sophie’s stomach fluttered at the description. She imagined how it would look on Zoe’s lean frame, then quickly pushed the thought away.

“I wore it under my clothes to work,” Zoe continued, her eyes troubled. “I kept finding excuses to bend over near my boss. It was like I wasn’t even myself anymore.”

“That doesn’t sound so bad,” Sophie murmured, half-listening as she poked at her phone. Her thumb paused on a selfie she’d taken earlier that morning at the gym: micro-mini tennis skirt barely covering her ass, sports bra pushing her breasts together. Her skin was glistening.

She remembered the men’s stares, how the older guy on the rowing machine had nearly fallen off when she bent to adjust her shoelace. How the trainer had stuttered through his instructions, eyes constantly dropping to her cleavage. The memory sent a delicious tingle through her body.

“Sophie, are you even listening? I’m telling you it’s dangerous. I started needing attention from random men just to feel good about myself. Like, craving it. It was affecting my work, my relationships…”

“I hear you,” Sophie said, looking up with what she hoped was a sympathetic expression. “But maybe you’re overthinking it? It’s just a silly game.”

Zoe’s face fell. “That’s what I thought too. Until I realized I couldn’t stop.”

Sophie patted her friend’s hand reassuringly, but her attention drifted back to her phone, to the dozens of likes accumulating on her gym selfie. Each notification felt like a tiny burst of pleasure, affirming what she already knew: she looked hot, and people wanted her.

“You should delete it too,” Zoe urged, leaning closer. “Before it changes you.”


Chapter 6: Touch (sun)screen

Sophie smoothed her hands down the shimmering rose gold fabric of her swimsuit, admiring how it caught the light. The high-cut one-piece made her legs look impossibly long while the plunging neckline showcased her cleavage, the lace-up crisscross detail adding just enough coverage to keep things suggestive rather than explicit.

“You ready?” Evan called from the bedroom.

“Just about,” she replied, adjusting the delicate gold body chain that looped around her neck and waist. The lightest of light bondage. She slipped on her oversized cat-eye sunglasses and checked her reflection one final time. The swimsuit showed her body off perfectly. The back dipped daringly to her tailbone, revealing more skin than she would have dreamed of showing a few months ago.

She hadn’t told Evan that this was another Tandra prize. Something about keeping it secret made it more thrilling.

When they arrived at Ava’s pool party, Sophie’s stomach fluttered with nervous excitement. The backyard was already filled with people, music pulsing through outdoor speakers. She spotted Ava immediately, holding court by the pool bar.

Sophie’s breath caught. Ava wore what could barely be called a swimsuit: a white monokini with strategic cutouts that left little to the imagination. The fabric just barely covered her nipples, and the bottoms were nothing more than a thin strip of material between her legs.

“Holy shit,” Evan whispered beside her, his eyes widening behind his sunglasses.

Ava spotted them and waved enthusiastically. “You made it!” she called, sauntering over. The way she moved made every head turn, her confidence radiating like heat. “Love the fit, Sophie. Very Studio 54 meets modern bombshell.”

“Thanks,” Sophie replied, suddenly feeling both overdressed and exposed simultaneously. “Yours is… wow.”

Ava twirled playfully. “You like?” She leaned closer, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper. “You should see what happens when I get in the water. Becomes practically see-through.”

Sophie felt her cheeks warm as Evan cleared his throat beside her.

“Drinks are that way,” Ava pointed, “and there’s sunscreen on the table.” She winked before gliding away to greet other guests.

As they settled onto poolside loungers, Sophie couldn’t help but notice the appreciative glances coming her way. A group of men by the grill kept looking over, their eyes lingering on her legs, her cleavage. She pretended not to notice, but secretly, their attention made her tingle.

“Want me to get you a drink?” Evan asked, his hand resting on her thigh.

“Please. Something fruity.”

When Evan walked away, Sophie closed her eyes behind her sunglasses, feeling the heat of the sun seep into her skin. The background noise of the party—laughter, splashing, the steady beat of music—created a pleasant hum around her. She’d never worn anything this revealing in public before, but the admiring glances made her feel powerful rather than self-conscious.

“Need some sunscreen?”

Sophie opened her eyes to find a man standing beside her lounger. Tall, tanned, with dark hair swept back from his face and warm brown eyes that crinkled at the corners when he smiled. He held up a plastic bottle.

“I’d hate to see that beautiful skin burn,” he said.

Sophie hesitated, scanning the yard for Evan. She spotted him by the bar, chatting with someone but clearly watching her. Their eyes met briefly, and something ethereal passed between them.

“Sure,” she heard herself say. “I can’t reach my back.”

The stranger’s smile widened. “I’m Miguel.”

“Sophie.”

He sat on the edge of her lounger, the mattress dipping under his weight. “Roll over,” he instructed gently.

Sophie complied, turning onto her stomach, heart racing. She folded her arms under her chin and turned her head to the side, watching the party through one eye. Evan was still at the bar, but his conversation had clearly become secondary to watching her.

Miguel poured sunscreen into his palm, the scent of coconut wafting through the air. “This might be a little cold,” he warned before his hands made contact with her shoulders.

Sophie inhaled sharply, then deeply. His touch was firm but gentle, coating her skin with practiced ease. His thumbs pressed into the tight muscles between her shoulder blades, and she couldn’t help the small sound of pleasure that escaped her lips.

“Tense,” Miguel commented. “You carry a lot of stress here.”

“Mmm,” was all Sophie could manage as his hands moved lower, tracing the dip of her spine where the swimsuit exposed her skin. His fingers skimmed the edges of the fabric, not improper, per se, but definitely intimate.

Sophie noticed Evan shifting his position, angling himself to get a better view. Was he… yes, he was subtly holding up his phone, recording this moment. The realization sent a jolt of electricity through her body. He wanted to watch this later. He wanted to see another man’s hands on her.

Miguel’s fingers worked their way back down to the small of her back, lingering at the base of her spine where the swimsuit dipped lowest. Every stroke of his hands made her more aware of her body, of the thin barrier of fabric between his touch and her most intimate places.

“You have really beautiful skin,” Miguel murmured, his voice low enough that only she could hear.

Sophie felt herself blush, the heat spreading from her cheeks down her neck. What would it be like if those hands moved lower still? If they slipped beneath the fabric? She pressed her thighs together, the seam of her swimsuit bottoms creating a delicious friction as Miguel’s palms glided over her skin. His thumb grazed the edge of her bikini bottom and she bit back a moan, heat spreading through her core like spilled wine. Across the pool deck, Evan’s raised phone lens caught sunlight as he filmed them through half-lidded eyes.

She pushed up on her elbows, and Miguel stood. His swim trunks tented visibly at the front when he stretched, the outline leaving little to imagination. Sophie felt saliva pool under her tongue.

“I should…” she gestured vaguely toward the pool house, legs trembling as she stood. “Be right back.”

Evan met her halfway to the pool house, plastic cup of sangria sweating in his hand. She plucked the drink from his fingers and set it aside, leaning close enough to smell the tequila on his breath.

“Follow me,” she whispered, and couldn’t resist nipping his earlobe.

Sophie tugged Evan into the shadowy storage area behind stacked lawn chairs, fingers already working the drawstring of his swim trunks. His erection sprang free, hot and thick against her palm. She stroked him slowly, watching his throat work.

“Point your camera,” she breathed, nodding toward the cracked shutter overlooking the deck. “I want you to watch him while I do this.”

Evan fumbled with his phone, the screen’s blue light illuminating the sweat beading above his lip. Through the slats, Miguel stood talking to Ava by the grill, his back muscles rippling as he gestured with a pair of tongs.

Sophie’s hand tightened around Evan’s shaft, thumb swiping the leaking head. “He called my skin beautiful,” she murmured, lips brushing Evan’s shoulder.

Evan’s hips bucked into her fist. She felt his pulse thrumming through rigid flesh as she matched her strokes to heighten her teasing.

“His hands were big… big and rough.” She dragged her nails down Evan’s inner thigh. “But so gentle when he… mmph… when he touched the small of my back.”

A strangled noise escaped Evan’s throat. The phone wobbled in his grip as Sophie pressed her front against his back, free hand creeping under her own swimsuit bottom. Slickness coated her fingers. She brought them to Evan’s lips.

“Taste what he did to me.”

Evan’s tongue obeyed, lapping at her juices with a happy hum. Beyond the window, Miguel threw his head back laughing at something that Ava said.

“Imagine him between my legs,” Sophie whispered, twisting her wrist on the upstroke. Evan’s breath hitched. “Thick fingers working me open while you watch. Stretching me wider than your…” she squeezed him for emphasis. “…than your perfect cock ever could.”

The shutter clicked as Evan’s trembling fingers adjusted the zoom. On screen, Miguel’s biceps flexed while flipping burgers. Sophie’s tongue traced the shell of Evan’s ear.

“He’d make me beg, wouldn’t he? Whimper please as he rubs my clit with those big fingers…” Her own fingers mirrored the fantasy, circles tightening as Evan’s moans filled the cramped space. “You’d film every second. Every drip. Then lick me clean after he’s done.”

Evan’s phone clattered to the concrete floor. Sophie caught him just as his knees buckled, thumb still stroking his weeping tip.

“Look at him,” she purred, watching Miguel’s shoulders roll as he gestured to the grill. “Imagine that cock. Thick and veiny. Stretching my throat until I gag.” She focused on Evan’s frenulum now. “You’d hold my hair back, wouldn’t you? Be a good boy and film while I suck a stranger… while I gag on his… his monster dick…”

Evin’s groan echoed off the window as his hips stuttered. “Fuck Soph… I’m close…”

“Not yet.” She released him abruptly, grinning at his frustrated whine. “You don’t get to come until…” Her hand dipped between her own legs again, making wet squelching sounds that drowned out the party noise.

She picked up the phone and angled it to frame Miguel’s profile against the setting sun, his stubbled jaw clenching as he bit into a burger. Her finger circled Evan’s slit, gathering pearly fluid. He’s leaking like a faucet. Fuck, that’s hot.

Sophie brought her glistening finger to Evan’s mouth again. He sucked it clean with obvious gratitude, tongue swirling between her knuckles. The perverted sight had her hips lurching forward.

They watched Ava trail a manicured finger down Miguel’s forearm. His bicep flexed. Sophie’s throat went dry imagining those muscles lifting her up against a wall.

She tightened her grip on Evan’s shaft, twisting at the tip. “He’d fuck me raw,” she breathed. “No condom. Just hard cock… and wet pussy.” Her thumb pressed the vein bulging along his length. “You’d watch him breed me, wouldn’t you? Film his cum dripping down my thighs while I beg for your tongue.”

Evan’s entire body shuddered. His knees knocked against a stack of cleaning supplies. The rustle sounded so loud. Sophie froze, watching through the slats as Miguel glanced toward the pool house.

“Quiet,” she whispered, breath hot on Evan’s neck. His pulse jumped under her lips.

She nipped Evan’s shoulder. “They’re all imagining me like that… oiled up… dripping…” Her free hand slid back under her swimsuit, plunging into wet heat. Evan was helplessly lunging his hips forward. “You’d watch them take turns, wouldn’t you? Film them stretching me… filling me…”

Evan’s breath came in ragged bursts. “Christ, Soph… yes… fuck…”

Her clit throbbed as she pictured rough hands spreaking her ankles apart, strangers’ sweat dripping onto her thighs. He’s not jealous. He’s proud. The realization made her clench.

“First Miguel…” She quickened her strokes, matching the pace of her own fingers. “…then Jason… they’d never let me rest…” Evan’s moan hitched higher. “You’d hold the camera… zoom in when their cocks pulse…”

His hips stuttered. “Gonna… can’t…”

“Not yet.” She released him again, grinning at his frustrated growl. Through the window, Ava whispered something that made Miguel’s gaze dart toward their hiding spot. Sophie’s pulse spiked. He knows.

She guided Evan’s trembling hand between her legs. “Feel how hot I am imagining it.” His fingers sank into her, curling just right. A high-pitched whine escaped her throat. “Ohgod… just like that… fuck, Evan…”

His breaths were hot and uneven. “You… you want all that?”

“Only if you’re there.” She gazed at Miguel’s silhouette backlit by sunset. “Holding me. Telling me you’re proud.” Her hips rolled against his hand, slick sounds echoing. “Making me say your name while they… ah!… while they wreck me…”

Evan’s groan vibrated through her bones. His fingers found her clit, rubbing tight circles that made her eyes misty. The party’s murmur faded beneath their shared panting.

“Come for me,” she gasped, nails digging into his thigh. “Imagine them using me… degrading me… spraying across my tits…”

Evan’s hips snapped forward, hot streaks escaping. His choked “FUCK!” drowned out a rattle as Miguel tested the locked door.

Sophie froze, fingers dripping with warm cum. He’s right there. Smelling us. Hearing us. Everything fluttered.

“Soph?” Miguel’s voice rumbled through thin walls. “You decent in there?” 

Evan’s wide eyes met hers. She pressed his sticky hand deeper between her legs, lips brushing his ear. “Tell him yes.”

* * *


Chapter 7: Teasing the Limits

Sophie tugged at the hem of the graphic tee, trying in vain to make it cover more of her midriff. The cotton fabric was basically a boob shelf, the deliberate tear revealing more cleavage than she would have dared wear in public just a month ago. The words “Daddy’s Favorite” stretched across her chest in glittery pink letters.

“Okay. What do you think?” She stepped out of the changing room, giving a hesitant twirl.

Ava didn’t look up. She sat hunched on the padded bench, thumbs flying across her phone screen, lips slightly parted. The blue glow from the Tandra app cast an eerie light on her face.

“Ava,” Sophie tried again, louder this time. “Hello, bitch…”

“Mmm, one sec,” Ava mumbled, eyes never leaving the screen. “Just finishing this… outfit…”

Sophie sighed and checked herself in the full-length mirror. The low-rise jeans sat dangerously on her hips, revealing a strip of red lace when she moved. She’d never worn anything this revealing before the game. Now it felt almost… proper?

“Seriously, I need your opinion.” Sophie waved her hand between Ava’s face and the phone.

Ava finally looked up, blinking slowly as if waking from a trance. Her pupils adjusted as she focused on Sophie.

“Holy shit,” she breathed, a slow smile spreading across her face. “You look fucking hot.”

“You think?” Sophie turned sideways, studying her reflection. “The jeans are pretty low.”

“Sweet,” Ava tucked her phone away, suddenly alert. “The panty peek is everything. And that shirt? Pure genius.”

Sophie’s cheeks warmed. “It’s kind of… obvious, isn’t it?”

“That’s why it works.” Ava stood, adjusting Sophie’s shirt to reveal even more cleavage. “Men love a woman who knows what she wants.”

At the register, the cashier—his nametag read “Hugo”—couldn’t stop ogling Sophie’s chest. But today, it didn’t feel gross. Men. So predictable.

“Find everything okay?” he asked, scanning the items while stealing glances at the tear in her shirt.

“More than okay,” Ava purred, leaning against the counter. “Your store has the best selection for girls who like attention.”

Sophie giggled, surprising herself. “What she means is, we love your style options.”

Hugo’s eyes lingered on the red lace peeking above her jeans when Sophie reached for her credit card. “I picked out half the inventory myself,” he said. “I’ve got good taste, right?”

“I’m sure you taste great,” Sophie quickly replied, then caught herself, and covered her mouth.

Stop giggling!

When he handed over their bags, his fingers brushed Sophie’s deliberately. “Receipt’s inside,” he murmured. “Along with something extra.”

Outside, Sophie discovered a slip of paper with a phone number and a note: “Can’t wait to see what you sleep in.”

* * *

Sophie clutched her shopping bag tightly as she rode the elevator to Evan’s apartment, her heartbeat quickening with each floor. Hugo’s phone number was a delicious secret in her pocket. The elevator dinged at the fourth floor, and she practically bounced down the hallway.

“Evan?” Sophie called as she let herself in with her key. “You home?”

She found him on the couch, laptop balanced on his thighs, glasses slipping down his nose. He looked up, those soft brown eyes lighting up at the sight of her.

“Hey,” he said, closing his computer. “Have fun?”

Sophie bit her lip, suddenly shy. “It was interesting,” she said, setting her bags down. “I bought some new things.”

“Show me?” Evan patted the spot beside him.

Instead of sitting, Sophie remained standing, fidgeting with the strap of her purse. “Something happened at the store,” she began, feeling the blush creep up her neck. “The cashier… he was really into me.”

Evan’s eyebrow arched. “Oh?”

“Yeah, it was… he kept staring at my boobs while I was wearing this.” She gestured to the graphic tee. “And then he slipped me his number.”

She watched Evan’s reaction carefully. His posture straightened as he set his laptop aside.

“Did he, now?” Evan’s voice dropped slightly, a hint of danger that sent a thrill through her. “And what did you do with it?”

Sophie pulled the crumpled paper from her pocket. “I kept it. He wrote ‘I can’t wait to see what you sleep in.’”

Evan stood slowly, moving toward her with deliberate steps. “And were you planning to show him?”

Sophie swallowed hard. “No, but…”

“But?” He was standing in front of her now, close enough that she could smell his sandalwood cologne.

“But I couldn’t stop thinking about it. About him. What might have happened if…” She trailed off, gathering her courage. “If he’d caught me in the changing room.”

Evan’s gaze darkened. He took his glasses off, setting them carefully on the side table. “Tell me more.”

Sophie licked her lips. “I had this fantasy on the way over. That he caught me half-dressed in the changing room and just… took what he wanted.” Her voice dropped to a whisper. “Would you… would you want to pretend to be him? Just for tonight?”

Time seemed to freeze as she waited for his response. Evan studied her face, and for a moment, Sophie worried she’d gone too far. Then something shifted in his expression, his usual gentleness giving way to something primitive.

“What was his name?” Evan asked, affecting a deeper voice.

“Hugo,” Sophie breathed.

Evan nodded, stepping back slightly. “Go into the bedroom. Pretend it’s the changing room. I’ll be there in a bit.”

She nodded, turning to walk toward the bedroom on slightly wobbly legs. Once inside, she quickly arranged the space, pushing some clothes onto the floor to simulate a changing room’s disarray. She positioned herself in front of Evan’s full-length mirror, pulling her shirt up slightly as if she were in the middle of changing.

She heard Evan moving around outside, then silence. Just when she thought she might lose her nerve, the door opened. The man who entered wasn’t quite the Evan she knew. His posture had changed, shoulders back, chin lifted with a confidence that bordered on arrogance. He’d mussed his hair differently, and the look in his eyes was honestly a little scary.

“Oh,” Sophie gasped, playing her part, quickly tugging her shirt down. “I thought I locked the door.”

“This door is tricky,” he said, his voice rougher than Evan’s usual gentle tone. “Thought I’d check if you needed… assistance.”

He closed the door behind him, leaning against it. His eyes traveled slowly from her face down to her exposed midriff, lingering on the sliver of red lace peeking above her jeans.

“I’m fine,” she said, feigning nervousness. “I’ll just be another minute.”

“No rush,” Hugo-Evan said, making no move to leave. “I’ve been watching you since you walked in. That shirt looks better on you than it does on the mannequin.”

Sophie felt herself blush for real. “Thank you, but you should probably go now.”

He smiled, a predatory curve of his lips. “Should I? You’ve been teasing me all day, walking around my store with your panties all up in my face.” He pushed off from the door, taking a step toward her. “Bending over the racks, making sure I got a good view.”

Holy shit, he’s really going for it, she thought, a rush of wetness dampening those panties.

“I wasn’t teasing,” she protested weakly.

“No?” Another step closer. “So that red lace wasn’t for my benefit?” His eyes dropped to her chest. “And this shirt? ‘Daddy’s Favorite’? That’s not an invitation?”

Sophie’s breath caught. She’d never seen Evan like this—so commanding, so sure of himself. She backed up instinctively until her legs hit the edge of the bed.

“I have a boyfriend,” she whispered, though the words came out breathier than intended.

“Does he know what a tease you are?” Evan-as-Hugo asked, now standing directly in front of her. “Does he know you’re in here, showing off for another man?”

Sophie shook her head, unable to form words as he reached out, his fingers brushing the exposed skin of her stomach. She shivered at his touch.

“I think you want this,” he continued, his voice a low growl that sent even more shivers down her spine. “I think you’ve been wanting it since you walked into my store.”

“How dare y—“ she started.

“Don’t lie.” His hand slid up under her shirt, fingers splaying across her ribcage. “Your body’s telling me everything I need to know.”

Sophie gasped as his thumb brushed the underside of her breast. “We can’t,” she whispered, though her body arched into his touch.

“We already are,” he replied, and then his mouth was on hers.

The kiss was nothing like Evan’s usual gentle explorations. This was demanding, fierce, his tongue pushing past her lips that automatically opened for him. For “Hugo”. His hands reached around her waist, pulling her hard against him, and she could feel his erection pressing against her stomach.

Fuck, this is hot, she thought, responding to the kiss with equal fervor, her hands clutching at his shoulders.

When he broke away, they were both breathing hard. “Take it off,” he ordered her, tugging at the hem of her t-shirt.

Sophie hesitated, playing her part. “Someone might come in.”

“Then we’d better be quick,” he said with a smirk that was so un-Evan-like it made her pulse race. “Off. Now.”

With trembling fingers, Sophie pulled the shirt over her head, revealing a lacy red bra that matched her panties. Evan’s eyes darkened as he took her in, and for a moment, she saw a flash of her boyfriend beneath the role he was playing—pure adoration breaking through the character.

But then Hugo was back, grabbing her wrists and pinning them above her head with one hand. “You wore this for me,” he said, his free hand tracing the edge of her bra. “Admit it.”

“Yes,” Sophie gasped, surprising herself with how quickly she surrendered to the fantasy. “I wanted you to see.”

“What else do you want?” His fingers dipped beneath the lace, brushing across her nipple.

“I want you to…” She faltered, her usual shyness resurfacing.

He squeezed her wrists tighter. “Say it. Tell me what you want, or I walk out that door.”

The ultimatum, delivered in that commanding tone, broke something loose inside her. “I want to get fucked,” she whispered, then louder, “I want you to fuck me hard, right here.”

A slow smile spread across his face. “Good girl,” he praised, releasing her wrists to unbutton her jeans. “But first, I want to see if you taste as good as you look.”

He pushed her back onto the bed, tugging her jeans down her legs. Sophie was torn between giggling and staying in character. He knelt between her legs, pushing them apart roughly.

“Fuck, look at how wet you are,” he growled, running a finger along the damp spot on her panties. “Soaked through. All for a stranger.”

Sophie whimpered, lifting her hips unconsciously. “Please,” she whispered.

“Please what?” He hooked his fingers into the waistband of her panties, slowly dragging them down.

“Please don’t stop,” she begged, beyond caring how desperate she sounded.

He leaned down and licked a long stripe up her slit. Sophie allowed the moans to come freely now, hands fisting in the sheets. He growled against her flesh and her back arched instinctively.

“Mmm, you taste fucking incredible,” he murmured before diving back in, his tongue circling her clit with deliberate pressure.

“Oh god, oh god,” Sophie panted, her hips bucking against his mouth.

He held her thighs apart, lapping at her with broad, flat strokes that made obscene, wet noises in the quiet room. Slurp, slurp, slurp. The sounds should have embarrassed her, but then again, should they?

“Fuck, yes, yes yes yessss,” she moaned as he sucked her clit between his lips. Her hand moved to the back of his head, pushing hard, trying her best to merge them into one person.

He responded by sliding a finger inside her, then another, curling them upward to hit that favorite spongy ridge. The combination of his fingers pumping inside her and his tongue working her clit had her racing toward the edge embarrassingly fast.

“I’m gonna come,” she gasped, grinding shamelessly against his face. “Holy shit, I’m gonna come already.”

He pulled back just enough to say, “Not yet,” and withdrew his fingers, leaving her shaking with frustration.

“No, please,” she whined, reaching for him.

“Patience,” he said, standing to strip off his clothes. Sophie watched, breathless, as he revealed his lean, toned body. Evan’s cock sprang free, harder than she’d ever seen it, a drop of pre-cum glistening at the tip.

He stroked himself slowly, watching her sprawled out on the bed. When she began to reach for her clit, he interrupted with, “On your knees.”

Sophie scrambled to obey, sliding off the bed and onto the floor. He stepped closer, his cock level with her face. “Open,” he said, and she parted her lips eagerly.

He guided himself into her mouth, one hand cupping the back of her head. “That’s it,” he groaned as she took him deeper. “Show me how much you want it.”

Sophie hollowed her cheeks, sucking him with enthusiasm, her tongue swirling around his shaft. Mmm, slurp, gulp. She let herself be noisy, knowing how much the sounds turned Evan on, and she found herself starting to agree. This is just what passion sounds like. She took him deeper, relaxing her throat until her nose pressed against his abdomen, her eyes watering slightly as she fought against her gag reflex.

“Fuck,” he hissed, his fingers tightening in her hair, sending little sparks of pleasure-pain across her scalp. “Look at you, sucking dick like a whore.”

She shivered and hummed around him. Mmmmmmm. The crude words sent an unexpected thrill through her body. Drool leaked from the corners of her mouth as she bobbed her head faster, encouraged by his groans of pleasure. Her hands gripped his thighs for balance, feeling the muscles tense under her fingertips with each thrust into her willing mouth.

“Stop,” he said suddenly, pulling out of her mouth. A strand of saliva stretched between her lips and his cock. “I need to destroy that tight cunt.”

Sophie wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, her core clenching at his words. Jesus, where did Evan learn to talk like this?

“Hands and knees,” he ordered.

She climbed onto the mattress, positioning herself as instructed, her ass in the air. She felt exposed, vulnerable, and loving every bit of it. The bed dipped as he knelt behind her.

“This is a nice, round ass,” he said, landing a light smack on her right cheek. She jerked forward and yelped, but returned to the position quickly. Evan-Hugo continued, “I’ve been thinking about fucking it since I first saw you bent over that clothing rack.”

Sophie had never considered anal sex before, but the way he said it made her clench with unexpected desire. “Maybe… maybe next time,” she whispered, shocking herself with her boldness.

He hummed, bending to press a kiss to a shoulder blade—a brief glimpse of Evan beneath the Hugo persona. Then he was teasing himself at her entrance, the blunt head of his cock pressing against her wetness.

“Ready?” he asked, and despite his character, she heard the genuine question in his voice.

“Yes,” she cried out, her voice sounding desperate even to her own ears. Pushing back against him, she added, “Fuck me, please, I need it.”

With a smooth, powerful thrust, he entered her, claiming her body as Hugo’s current toy. Being suddenly in such a tight union made them both groan. Sophie’s fingers clawed at the sheets, her body already on the edge as that delicious cock disappeared inside her.

God, I must be soaked, she thought, her cheeks heating at the idea of how wanton she was being. He can probably see how wet I am, how much I need this.

“Damn, that’s good pussy,” he growled. “Such a sweet little cunt.”

Sophie’s mind spun at the explicit words. Hearing her sweet, considerate boyfriend talk like this—so over-the-top sexist and objectifying—somehow made her want to surrender even more of herself to him. Am I turning into Ava? she wondered, a forbidden thrill coursing through her.

He began to move, starting with shallow thrusts that gradually deepened as she adjusted to his size. Soon, she was rocking back to meet his movements, burning away any leftover shame with each passionate stroke. The sound of skin slapping against skin filled the room, a primal rhythm that only served to heighten Sophie’s pleasure. Her moans escalated, filling the air with her abandon.

“Harder,” she pleaded, dropping to her elbows to change the angle of his penetration. “Please, fuck me harder!”

He obliged without hesitation, his pace increasing and his thrusts becoming more forceful. Each powerful stroke pushed her further onto the bed, and she loved the feeling of being overwhelmed, of being at his mercy. “You like that, huh?” he grunted, one hand sliding up her back to tangle possessively in her hair. “You like being fucked by a stranger, knowing your boyfriend has no idea what you’re doing?”

The taboo scenario he painted sent a fresh wave of arousal crashing through her. Sophie’s breath caught at the forbidden nature of it all. “Yes,” she gasped, her body burning with need. “Yes, I fucking love it. Harder, please, don’t stop!”

He pulled her hair with one hand, arching her back farther as he pounded into her, and occasionally spanking with the other. The sharp sting of his palm against her ass sent a jolt of pleasure through her, making her clench around him even tighter. “Such a naughty girl,” he growled, his voice low and rough with desire. “Walking into my store, showing off that body, begging to be fucked.”

“I wanted you the moment I saw you,” Sophie panted, fully embracing the fantasy, her words tumbling out in breathless gasps. “Wanted your cock so bad.”

“All yours now,” he said, releasing her hair to reach around and rub her clit, his fingers moving in slow, deliberate circles that made her thighs tremble. “Now tell me how much you love it.”

“I love it so much,” she moaned, her tight pussy clenching around him as if trying to pull him deeper. “Love your big cock stretching me, fucking me so good. Don’t stop, don’t stop, please don’t stop!”

Her words seemed to fuel his stamina. Usually, Evan would be close to finishing by now, but he showed no signs of slowing down. Instead, he maintained his relentless pace, his fingers working her clit with just the right pressure, driving her closer and closer to the edge.

“Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck,” Sophie chanted, her voice rising with each word as she felt her orgasm building rapidly, praying he wouldn’t tease her again. “I’m gonna come, I’m gonna come on your cock!”

“Do it, slut,” he commanded, his voice breaking with exertion, his breath hot against her ear. “Be my good girl.”

The combination of his words, his fingers on her clit, and his cock hitting her g-spot with each thrust sent her careening over the edge. Her orgasm crashed through her with unexpected force, pleasure so intense it left her gasping for air. Her body convulsed around him, her pussy clenching and pulsing as she rode out the waves of ecstasy, her mind blank except for the overwhelming sensation of being completely and utterly claimed.

“Oh god, oh god, oh god,” she sobbed as the sensations continued, seemingly without end.

Just when she thought it was subsiding, he shifted angles, pushing hard enough to poke at her cervix. “Holy SHIT!” she wailed, her body jerking uncontrollably. “Oh god, I can’t, I can’t…”

But she could, and she did, helpless to the onslaught of pleasure as he fucked her through it. Her muscles spasmed around him, drawing out his own groans of pleasure.

“Fuck, you feel amazing,” he grunted, his pace faltering slightly as her pussy milked his cock. “I’m not going to last much longer if you keep squeezing me like that.”

Sophie could barely form coherent thoughts, let alone words. Her entire body tingled with aftershocks, sweat dripping down her nose. She managed to push back against him, meeting his thrusts with what little strength she had left.

“Come inside me,” she finally managed. “I want your cum.”

He groaned, his rhythm becoming more erratic. “Fuck, I’m close,” he panted. “Tell me again.”

“I want a stranger’s cum,” Sophie moaned, the words filthy and thrilling on her tongue. “Fill my pussy up!”

With a guttural groan, he slammed into her one final time, his cock pulsing as he emptied himself inside her. “Fuck, fuck, FUCK!” he shouted, raking his nails down her spine.

Sophie moaned at the dual sensations of being marked and claimed. “Yes,” she sighed, “yes yes yes yes…”

They stayed connected for several long moments, both breathing heavily, bodies slick with sweat. Finally, he pulled out gently, collapsing beside her on the bed. Sophie fell forward, her legs unable to support her any longer.

As they lay side by side, catching their breath, Sophie watched Evan’s face transform back into the man she knew. The intensity in his eyes softened, his jaw relaxed, and he reached out to brush a strand of hair from her face with tender fingers.

“Was that… okay?” he asked, his voice back to its normal register, a hint of uncertainty creeping in.

Sophie laughed weakly, still trembling with aftershocks. “Okay? Evan, that was fucking… wow.” She rolled closer, pressing a kiss to his chest. “Where did that even come from? I’ve never seen you like that before.”

He smiled shyly, rubbing the back of his neck in that familiar nervous gesture. “I don’t know. When you told me about the cashier, something just… clicked. Like I wanted to show you that I could be that guy too.”

Sophie bit her lip, considering her next words carefully. “Would you… want to do something like this again? Maybe with different scenarios?”

Evan’s eyes sparked with interest. “Like what?”


Chapter 8: Unbuttoning the Truth

Ava: Girl I have to tell you something 🙈 Promise not to judge me?

Sophie: I’m unqualified to judge you. Spill! 💁♀️

Sophie’s fingers hovered over the virtual closet in the game. Small text at the top of the screen read: “VIP Challenge: ‘Less Is More’ - Create an outfit with minimal fabric while maintaining style.”

Ava: Remember Mark from accounting?

Sophie: Shy? Same lunch every day?

Ava: Not the same anymore 😏 We’ve been meeting up during lunch

Sophie’s eyebrows shot up. She knew Ava was adventurous, but this felt different. A flutter of nervous excitement tickled her stomach as she selected a black leather harness from the accessories menu.

Sophie: Ava! He’s MARRIED. What are you doing exactly?

Ava: At first we just flirted but now

Ava: he pays me 💵💵💵

Sophie: Pays you for what??

The harness in the game looked perfect against her avatar’s skin. Sophie added a mostly-sheer white blouse on top. It barely qualified as clothing.

Ava: To wear slutty stuff under my work clothes. Then I show him in his car during lunch. Sometimes I let him touch, sometimes just look. Depends how much he pays

Heat rushed to Sophie’s cheeks. She shouldn’t be encouraging this, she knew that. Yet her fingers were already typing back.

Sophie: insane. What did you wear today?

In the game, she selected thigh-high patent leather boots for her avatar, admiring how they shaped her legs. The overall effect was scandalous: barely any actual coverage, yet somehow still cohesive.

Ava: The TINIEST bright orange micro bikini. Like, three triangles held together by string 🔥 The bottoms so small I had to shave EVERYTHING

Sophie: And you just showed him? That’s it?

Her heart pounded as she submitted her outfit for the challenge, watching the runway screen with anticipation.

Ava: Well… today he paid extra to watch me play with myself while he jerked off 😈 Came all over his steering wheel lol

Sophie gasped, nearly dropping her phone. This was wrong on so many levels. Instead, she felt a familiar subtle throbbing between her legs.

Sophie: I can’t believe you!! That’s so risky. What if someone saw??

Ava: That’s half the fun. His wife called while I was cumming and he ANSWERED 🤯 Talked about buying pasta while watching me

Sophie squirmed on her bed, pressing her thighs together. The game dinged with results: “CONGRATULATIONS! Your ‘Less Is More’ outfit scored in the top 1%! VIP status achieved!” And there was that funny little glitch again. Something about it was… fun to watch. Why is it so relaxing?

Ava: So fucking hot. He begged to fuck me but I said no. Keeping him desperate 💋 Promised him I’d wear crotchless panties tomorrow

I shouldn’t be this turned on, Sophie thought, biting her lip. It’s wrong. It’s cheating. It’s… god, why does it sound so exciting?

Sophie: That poor woman…

She typed, then deleted, then typed again.

Sophie: What color?

Ava: BLACK 🖤 with little red bows. Already picked them out. He’s going to lose his mind

Sophie stared at her screen, barely blinking, the leather harness outfit still displayed with its winning score. She couldn’t help but imagine herself wearing it in real life. Under her work clothes. Revealing it to someone who’d been watching her, wanting her, paying just to see her in it.

Sophie: Do you ever feel bad about it?

A long pause followed.

Ava: Sometimes… but then I remember his wife cheated first. He showed me the texts. And honestly? The power rush is addictive. I’ve never felt sexier 🔥

Sophie’s fingers trembled slightly as she typed her next message.

Sophie: The game just awarded me VIP status for designing an outfit that’s basically just a leather harness under a see-through blouse and thigh-high boots

Ava: YESSSS!!! 🙌 Welcome to the dark side, babe. Pic?

Sophie sent a screenshot of her avatar, surprised at how proud she felt.

Ava: Holy shit that’s hot. You’d look amazing in that. Bet Evan would have a heart attack

Sophie: I think I actually want it. Like, in real life.

Ava: Wear it for the pizza guy! 😉 🍕


Chapter 9: The Pleasure of Winning

The package arrived on a Friday morning. Fucking finally! Sophie bit her lower lip at the sight of the discreet black box with the now-familiar gold logo embossed on top. This was the first outfit she had won after achieving VIP status. When she opened it, her mouth went dry at the contents: a black mesh skirt that would barely cover her ass, a tiny red thong, and a tight white tank top with the words “Play With Me” stretched across the chest in glittery crimson lettering.

“Oh my god,” she whispered, lifting the tiny skirt. It was so sheer she could clearly see her hand through it. The material felt expensive, high-quality despite its minimal nature. She ran her fingers along the hem, imagining how it would feel against her thighs.

She had to tell Ava.

Sophie: Just opened it. Holy shit

Ava: Put it on! Pics or it didn’t happen 😘

Sophie: Where would I even wear this??

Ava: THROB. Tonight. No arguments. Evan’s out of town right? Perfect timing.

Sophie bit her lip, considering. Evan was at a gaming convention with friends for the weekend. They’d been experimenting with her sharing sexy texts and photos while he was away, but this would be different. This would be her, out in public, dressed like… well, not like the old Sophie at all.

Sophie: I don’t know…

Ava: Just try it on. See how it feels.

Steeling her resolve, Sophie stripped down to nothing and carefully pulled up the red thong. The fabric was soft, but it barely covered anything. Next came the mesh skirt, which sat low on her hips and ended just below the curve of her ass. This is a wide belt, not a skirt. She pulled the tank top over her head, surprised at how the material pushed her breasts up and together, making them look fuller, the words stretching provocatively across her chest.

She turned to her mirror and gasped. The woman gasping back didn’t look like her at all. This woman was sexy, confident, almost dangerous.

Sophie: [image attached] I can’t believe this is me

Ava: HOLY SHIT GIRL 🔥🔥🔥 You’re wearing this tonight. Non-negotiable.

Sophie stared at herself longer, turning to see how the outfit looked from different angles. Her ass was clearly visible through the mesh, the red thong a bright beacon drawing the eye. The so-called shirt was tight enough that her nipples pressed against the fabric, clearly visible. She felt scandalized… and thrillingly alive.

Sophie: Evan would have a heart attack

Ava: Text him a pic. See what happens.

She hesitated, then took another photo, this one capturing her from the side, showing the curve of her ass through the mesh. She sent it to Evan with just a question mark.

His response was immediate.

Evan: WHAT. THE. FUCK.

Evan: Is that my girlfriend??

Sophie: The game sent it. VIP prize.

Evan: Do you plan to …

Sophie: Thinking about going to Throb with Ava tonight

Evan: Holy shit. Guys are going to be all over you.

She felt a flutter in her stomach at his words. Not anger or jealousy, but something that sounded like… excitement?

Sophie: Would that bother you?

Evan: It shouldn’t turn me on but… fuck. Send me updates if you go?

Sophie: Promise. Miss you ❤️

She spent the rest of the day in a state of nervous anticipation. She carefully shaved everything, applied her most expensive perfume between her breasts and at the pulse points of her wrists and neck, and did her makeup heavier than usual, with smoky eyes, glossy lips, and highlighter that caught the light when she moved.

At 10:30 PM, Ava arrived in an Uber, wearing a silver chainmail-style halter top that exposed most of her back and sides, paired with a white miniskirt that just about yelled “bend me over!” to anyone looking.

“Ready to make some bad decisions?” Ava asked, her eyes lighting up when she saw Sophie’s outfit. “Damn, that looks even better in person. Turn around.”

Sophie spun slowly, feeling both embarrassed and proud.

“The way that mesh shows off your ass is criminal,” Ava said with approval. “You’re going to have men offering to buy the whole bar for you.”

“I’ve never dressed like this in public before,” Sophie professed. She wasn’t ready to tell Ava about her earlier corner store adventure.

“That’s why we’re starting at Throb. It’s dark, it’s crowded, and nobody’s looking at your outfit for more than five seconds before they’re imagining taking it off.” Ava grinned. “Trust me.”

The ride to the club was a blur of Ava’s pep talk and Sophie’s racing heart. As they approached the entrance, the bass from inside vibrated along the damn sidewalk. Sophie noticed men in the line turning to look at them, eyes lingering shamelessly, and Sophie found herself strutting just as shamelessly.

A burly man with a neck tattoo gave Sophie a long, appreciative look before unhooking the velvet rope.

“First time at Throb?” he asked, his eyes fixed to the words on her chest.

“Is it that obvious?” Sophie replied, surprised at the flirty tone in her own voice.

“No, it’s just… I think I’d remember you,” he said with a wink. “Have fun in there. Don’t launch a thousand ships.”

Inside, the club was a pulsing mass of bodies, flashing colors hiding the truth across a packed dance floor. Sophie followed Ava to the bar, acutely aware of eyes tracking their movement. A man in a button-up shirt with the sleeves rolled up wasted no time. He stepped aside to make room for them, his gaze dropping to Sophie’s mesh skirt.

“What can I get you ladies?” he asked, seemingly addressing them both though his eyes never left Sophie.

“Two tequila shots and two vodka cranberries,” Ava answered for them. “Put it on his tab,” she added to the bartender, nodding toward the man.

He laughed, clearly delighted. “Happy to. I’m Derek.”

“I’m Ava, this is Sophie,” Ava introduced them. “She’s wearing that outfit for the first time tonight.”

Sophie felt her cheeks flush. “Ava!”

“What? It’s true. And based on how he’s looking at you, I’d say it’s working.” Ava winked.

Derek grinned. “Definitely working. ‘Play With Me,’ huh? That an invitation?”

Before Sophie could respond, a familiar voice cut through the music. “Sophie? Ava?”

Sophie turned to see Zoe pushing through the crowd toward them, dressed in a stylish, modest black dress with cutouts at the sides. Okay, relatively modest. Her eyes widened as she took in her friends’ outfits.

“Holy shit, what are you wearing?” Zoe’s gaze lingered on Sophie’s mesh skirt. “You can literally see everything.”

“It’s my VIP prize,” Sophie explained, suddenly feeling defensive.

Zoe’s face darkened. “I told you to delete that app, Sophie. Look what it’s doing to you! You look like—“

“Like what?” Ava challenged, stepping between them. “Like she’s having fun? Like she’s not afraid to look hot?”

“Because this isn’t her! This is that fucking game warping her mind.” Zoe grabbed Sophie’s arm. “Come on, I have a jacket in my car. You can cover up and still have fun.”

Sophie gently but firmly removed Zoe’s hand. “I appreciate the concern, but I like how I look. And before you ask, yes Evan knows.”

Derek raised an eyebrow.

“And he’s okay with it?” Zoe asked incredulously.

“More than okay,” Sophie said with a wicked smile.

Zoe scoffed. “When you’re ready to be serious, call me.” She walked away, disappearing into the crowd.

“Don’t let her kill your vibe,” Ava said, handing Sophie a shot. “To your first night as the new Sophie.”

They clinked glasses and Sophie downed the tequila, welcoming the burn in her throat. Derek passed them each a vodka cranberry, leaning close to be heard over the music.

“Dance with me?” he asked Sophie.

She glanced at Ava, who gave an encouraging nod. “Go. I’ll watch your drink.”

With her phone tucked into her hand, Sophie followed Derek to the dance floor. The DJ had shifted to a slow, grinding beat that had couples pressed close together. Derek placed his hands respectfully on her waist, but Sophie could feel his eyes devouring her, the words on her tank top a blaring dare.

As they moved to the music, Sophie typed a one-handed text to Evan.

Sophie: Guys already buying us drinks. One asked me to dance 💃

Evan’s reply came quickly.

Evan: Fuck that’s hot. Is he behaving?

Sophie: So far. Should I let him misbehave? 😘

Evan: Define misbehave…

Sophie put her phone away temporarily, focusing on Derek. He was attractive in a conventional way, with dark hair and a confident smile. As the music thumped, she deliberately moved closer, watching his eyes widen when she turned and pressed her back to his chest, the mesh skirt doing nothing to hide the curve of her ass against him.

“Damn,” he murmured against her ear. “You’re full of surprises.”

She could feel him hardening against her as they danced, his hands becoming more adventurous, sliding from her waist to her hips. The old Sophie would have pulled away, embarrassed. The new Sophie pressed back harder, enjoying the gasp it elicited from him.

After a few minutes, she excused herself, claiming she needed her drink. Instead, she found a quieter corner and texted Evan again.

Sophie: He got hard dancing with me. I could feel it against my ass through the mesh 🔥

Evan: Fuck. Are you okay?

Sophie: soaked

Evan: Christ. What are you going to do?

Sophie: Going back to dance with him. Maybe let him touch me more. Wish you were here though ❤️

She returned to find Derek waiting, two fresh drinks in hand. She accepted one gratefully, taking a long sip.

“Thought you might have ditched me,” he said with a smile.

“Just had to text my boyfriend,” Sophie replied, watching his expression change.

“Is he here?”

“No. He’s out of town.” She took another sip, feeling bold. “He knows I’m with you. He thinks it’s hot.”

Both of Derek’s eyebrows shot up. “Seriously? And what does he think is happening between us?”

“Right now? Just dancing. But he has quite an imagination.” Sophie finished her drink and took his hand. “Want to dance more?”

The dance floor had grown more crowded, bodies pressed together in the limited space. This time when they danced, Derek was more daring, his hands occasionally dipping low to feel the mesh covering her ass. Sophie just let herself enjoy grinding against him to the beat, her breathing quickening.

Sophie’s phone vibrated.

Evan: ??

She angled the phone to take a subtle photo of Derek’s hand on her hip, fingers just beginning to slide under the mesh.

Sophie: feels good

Evan: Let him. Tell me everything.

Permission granted, Sophie leaned back into Derek’s chest, turning her head to speak directly into his ear.

“You can touch me more if you want,” she told him. “I’ll tell you when to stop.”

His hands immediately became more adventurous, one hand sliding up to brush the underside of her breasts through the tank top, the other venturing down to cup her ass through the mesh. The sensation of being touched so intimately in public was intoxicating. Sophie closed her eyes, feeling the music and the caresses wash over her.

When she opened them again, she spotted a new text.

Evan: Are you fucking him tonight?

The question sent a jolt through her. She knew she wouldn’t—that wasn’t what this was about. But the idea that Evan was thinking about it, maybe imagining it…

Sophie: No, dirty boy. But he might make me come on the dance floor

Evan: Jesus Christ Soph. I’m so hard right now.

Sophie pressed her ass harder against Derek, feeling and hearing him groan against her neck. His fingers were tracing patterns on her upper thighs now, occasionally dipping under the hem of the mesh skirt but not yet exploring further. She was achingly wet from the taboo touching, and knowing Evan was also getting off on it.

“You’re driving me crazy,” Derek murmured. “What’s your boyfriend going to think if I do this?” His hand slid higher, cupping her mound through the red thong. Sophie gasped, her body jerking against his touch.

“He’ll want all the details,” she managed to say, voice strained. She reached for her phone again. She couldn’t manage a clear photo, not with Derek’s fingers now stroking her through the thin fabric, finding her clit with surprising accuracy. Instead, she typed with trembling fingers.

Sophie: He’s doing it.

Evan: Are you serious right now? You’re going to come on the dance floor??

Sophie: May be sowet

She was building quickly toward orgasm, the combination of danger, exposure, and Derek’s skillful touches pushing her to the edge faster than she’d expected. But something held her back—she wanted Evan to be part of this in a more direct way.

“I need the ladies’ room,” she gasped to Derek, pulling away despite his disappointed look. “Save my spot?”

He nodded, clearly hoping she’d return. Sophie wound her way through the crowd toward the bathrooms, texting as she walked.

Sophie: Going to bathroom. Want a video call? I want you to watch.

Evan: YES.

The women’s bathroom had a line, but Sophie discovered a single-occupancy gender-neutral bathroom around the corner with no wait. Thank God. She slipped inside, locked the door, and immediately called Evan.

His face appeared on screen, flushed and eager.

“Hi, baby,” she whispered, propping the phone against the wall mirror and stepping back so he could see her outfit. “Can you see me?”

“I can see everything,” he groaned. “You look fucking obscene.”

Sophie turned slowly, showing him how the mesh skirt was almost illegal.

“Show me how wet you are,” Evan said, his voice rough.

Sophie hooked her fingers in the red thong and slowly pulled it aside, revealing a slick and swollen bald pussy.

“Fuuuck,” Evan moaned. She could see his arm moving rhythmically, knew he was stroking himself. “Touch yourself?”

Sophie leaned back against the wall, spreading her legs slightly. She began circling her clit with two fingers, gasping at how sensitive she already was. “I was so close on the dance floor,” she panted. “His fingers were right here, touching me through the thong. Everyone around us, dios mio.”

“You love it, huh?” Evan asked, his breathing ragged as he watched her through the screen.

Sophie bit her lip, feeling a rush of heat between her legs at his words. “Yes,” she admitted, her fingers moving faster over her sensitive flesh. “But I like that you know about it. That you’re the one watching me. That…oh god…that I get to come for you.”

She slid her fingers lower, coating them in her wetness before returning to circle her clit. On the screen, she saw Evan’s hand moving frantically, his eyes dark with desire.

“I’m close,” she whimpered, wanting to hear his voice. “Talk dirty to me.”

Evan’s eyes flicked to the screen, taking in her outfit. “You look so fucking hot. That slutty little outfit, letting strangers touch you. Everyone out there wanting a taste of you.”

Sophie’s hips jerked involuntarily at his words, her breath coming in short gasps. She slipped her free hand under her tank top, pinching her nipple hard as she imagined those strangers’ hands on her. “Yes,” she gasped. “Oh god, I’m gonna come.”

“Do it,” Evan urged, his voice hoarse. “Come for me, you slutty, sexy girl.”

Her orgasm pierced through her with a knee-buckling force. “Oh god, oh fuck, oh god yes,” she cried out, her voice echoing in the small bathroom. Her legs trembled, her tits trembled, her morals trembled. Her fingers frantically worked to extend the sensation. “Mmmm, yes, yes, ohhhh,” she moaned, not caring if anyone outside could hear.

Evan came moments later, grunting her name, his face contorting in pleasure. “Fuck, Sophie, fuck, fuck, uhhhhh,” he groaned, his breath coming in harsh gasps.

For a moment, they just stared at each other through the screen, panting and flushed.

“Are you going back out there? To him?” Evan asked.

Sophie considered it. “No. I got what I wanted.” She smiled into the camera.

“God, I love you,” Evan said with feeling.

“I love you too. I should get back to Ava though. Let her know I didn’t go home with some random guy.”

Evan laughed. “Tell her I said thanks… for being a good friend.”

* * *

A few days later, Sophie lounged on one of the deck chairs on Evan’s modest balcony, enjoying the late afternoon sun on her bare legs. His fifth-floor apartment overlooked the building’s parking lot. Not exactly scenic, but private enough that she felt comfortable in her short sundress, especially since the neighboring balconies were empty.

Evan handed her a glass of chilled rosé before settling into the chair beside her. “So, show me what you’ve been up to in that game,” he said, nodding at her phone. “You’ve been pretty secretive about your latest designs.”

“Have I?” Sophie smiled, taking a sip of wine. The game had become a frequent ritual now, one she found herself thinking about even during work meetings. “I don’t think I’m being secretive… I’m just not sure you can handle my creative vision.”

“Try me,” Evan said, his eyes bright with interest.

Sophie opened the Tandra app, swiping to her collection of winning outfits. “They’ve added this new feature where you can see 3D animations of your avatar wearing the outfits,” she explained, turning the screen toward him. “It’s pretty cool.”

Evan leaned closer as Sophie tapped on her first winning design: the faux leather skirt and purple satin camisole that had started it all. On screen, a digitized version of Sophie, slightly more glamorous but recognizably her, twirled in the outfit, the skirt rising to reveal a hint of her ass.

“That was your first win, right?” Evan asked, his gaze intensifying. “The one you wore at game night.”

“Mmhmm,” Sophie hummed, scrolling to the next. “Then this one came a week later.”

The avatar displayed the sheer mesh crop top with tight denim cutoffs and those goth-girl stockings that Evan had particularly enjoyed. Sophie glanced over, noticing the way his posture had shifted, how he angled his body toward her.

He gets hard so fast now whenever I bring up the game, she thought with a ripple of satisfaction. I wonder how far I can push this?

“I’ve gotten more creative since then,” she said, scrolling further. “This was last week’s submission.”

The animation showed her avatar in a crimson latex mini dress with cutouts at the hip bones that implied a lack of underwear, paired with strappy black platform heels that laced up to mid-thigh.

“Did you get that one delivered yet?” Evan asked, his voice noticeably lower.

“Yesterday,” Sophie replied, watching his reaction carefully. “I haven’t tried it on.”

“You should,” he said quickly, then cleared his throat. “I mean, if you want to.”

Sophie smiled, scrolling to the most recent design that had won the previous night: a black mesh bodysuit with strategic opaque panels that just barely covered her nipples and crotch, paired with thigh-high vinyl boots.

“This is my current favorite,” she said innocently. “The judges loved it. Said it was ‘boldly unapologetic.’”

Evan stared at the screen, transfixed. Sophie could see his erection straining against his shorts now, not even attempting to hide it.

“I added a personal touch,” she continued, tapping to zoom in on the collar around her avatar’s neck: a thin black band with a small silver charm that read “SLUT” in tiny letters. “Cute, right?”

“Cute,” he echoed weakly.

Sophie set her wine glass down and slid from her chair to stand behind him. She bent forward, letting her hair brush against his ear. “Want to know something else?”

“What?” he asked, voice tight.

“I’m not wearing anything under this dress.”

His reaction was immediate: a sharp intake of breath, his hands gripping her hips. Sophie trailed her fingers along his shoulders, loving the power she had in this moment. Something about the game had awakened a part of her that had always been dormant, a boldness she never knew she possessed.

“Is that… is that part of a game outfit?” Evan managed.

“No,” Sophie whispered against his ear. “That’s just for you.”

She moved around to face him, standing between his legs. “I’ve been thinking about the other night,” she said, running her hands through his dark hair. “About the club, and that guy, and how much you liked hearing about it.”

Evan’s eyes darkened. “I liked it a little too much,” he admitted.

“Well, maybe,” Sophie said, pulling her sundress up slightly to straddle him on the chair. “I could tell from how fast you came when I called you.”

“Fuck,” Evan groaned, his hands automatically finding her bare thighs.

Sophie rolled her hips against his erection, separated only by the thin fabric of his shorts. “Do you want to know what I’ve been fantasizing about?”

“Yes,” he gasped, in between kisses.

“I keep imagining being back at that club,” she whispered, continuing the slow grind against him. “But wearing something even sluttier… maybe that mesh bodysuit with just those tiny panels covering me up.”

“Jesus,” Evan breathed, sliding his hands up to cup her ass. “You’d cause a riot.”

“That’s what I want,” Sophie confessed, the words slipping out before she could consider them. But they felt true… thrillingly, terrifyingly true. “I want them all looking. I want them wanting.”

How far have I gone? she wondered fleetingly. Three months ago, I would never have said something like that.

“What else?” Evan asked, his breathing quickening.

Sophie pulled her sundress over her head, leaving her completely naked on his balcony. The air felt wonderfully naughty against her skin. The risk of being seen from the distant buildings was a new perverse thrill.

“Sophie,” Evan exhaled, his eyes wide as she unbuttoned his shorts and freed his cock.

“I’m going to ride you right here,” she said, positioning herself over him. “And I’m going to tell you exactly what I want strangers to do to me.”

She sank down on him in one slow, deliberate movement, letting out a throaty moan as he filled her. “Ohhh… fuck yes,” she sighed, adjusting to the sensation.

“Someone’s going to see,” Evan warned, but his hands were guiding her hips, clearly excited by the possibility.

“I don’t care,” Sophie said, beginning to move. “Ahhh, that feels so good.”

She found a slow rhythm, rising and falling on his cock while keeping his ear close. Anyone looking up from below would see her naked back, might even realize what she was doing.

“So, imagine,” she continued, voice breathy with exertion, “I’m dancing in that outfit, and men keep… nnffff… brushing against me, touching me like—ohhh—like it’s accidental.”

“Uhhh, fuck,” Evan groaned, thrusting upward to meet her movements.

“I lean into it,” she went on. “They’re getting bolder, whispering things in my ear. Filthy things.”

“Like what?” Evan urged, then bit his lower lip.

Sophie’s pace quickened, her breasts bouncing with each movement. “They tell me I’m a dirty… fucking… slut,” she said, watching his reaction carefully. “How my tits look perfect for grabbing, how my ass is begging to be spanked.”

“God, Sophie,” Evan gasped, his eyes glued to her body.

“Then one of them grabs my ass,” she continued, grinding down harder. “Mmmmm, right in the middle of the club. And I like it.”

Evan’s breathing grew ragged. Sophie reached for her phone, opening the app again. “Look,” she commanded, showing him the screen while continuing to ride him. “This is what I’d be wearing.”

The animation showed her avatar in the mesh bodysuit, turning slowly to display how it clung to every curve, how the opaque panels barely preserved her modesty.

“You’d really wear that?” Evan asked, his voice strained with arousal.

“Yes,” Sophie moaned, feeling herself getting closer to climax. “Ahhh, I’d wear it for you… for them… ohhh god…”

“What happens next?” Evan urged, thrusting up harder. “In the club.”

Sophie closed her eyes, letting the fantasy build. “Another man comes up behind me, presses against me. I’m sandwiched between them, feeling their hands all over me.”

“Fuck, fuck, fuck,” Evan chanted, his movements becoming more urgent.

“They pull the panels aside,” Sophie whispered, her free hand finding her clit. “Everyone can see my tits now, my pussy… ohhhh…”

She circled her clit faster, feeling her orgasm approaching. “One of them bends me over right there… uhhh… says he’s going to fuck me in front of everyone…”

“Yes,” Evan hissed.

“They take turns with me,” Sophie gasped, slamming herself down and up and down. “Using my mouth, my pussy, my ass… passing me around like… like I’m just a cum dump…”

Oh god, where are these thoughts coming from? she wondered distantly, even as the fantasy drove her closer to the edge. Have I always wanted this?

“You’d let them fuck your ass?” Evan asked breathlessly. “Right there in public?”

“Yes,” Sophie moaned, the admission sending a new wave of arousal through her. “Ahhh… yes, I’d let them do anything. I’d be their perfect little slut. Their dirty whore. Their… unngh… cock sleeve.”

Evan’s grip tightened almost painfully. “Fuck, I’m getting close,” he warned.

“Wait,” Sophie gasped, showing him her phone again. She scrolled to a different outfit: a vinyl micro-dress with a zipper down the front that was partially undone in the animation. “This one… this one would be easy to pull up… to fuck me from behind while I’m bent over…”

“Jesus Christ,” Evan groaned, his hips jerking erratically. “Uhhh, uhhh, fuck…”

“They’d all watch,” Sophie continued, her words coming faster now, her pulse racing with each confession. “Everyone in the club seeing me getting used, hearing me beg for more… nnnngh…” Her imagination was vivid—strangers’ eyes on her body, the heat of their stares almost as tangible as Evan beneath her.

“Yes, yes,” Evan panted, his control slipping, fingers digging into her hips. “They’d all know what a slut you are.”

“Your slut,” Sophie corrected, grinding her clit against him desperately, needing that extra friction. “Showing everyone my dirty whore cunt—ahhh!” The words felt filthy and perfect on her tongue.

She felt her orgasm building, that exquisite tension ready to snap, coiling tighter in her lower belly. “Think about me getting fucked by strangers while you watch… ohhhh god, Evan!” Her thighs trembled with the effort of maintaining her rhythm.

“Fuck, that’s hot,” Evan groaned, his own climax clearly imminent, his eyes half-lidded and intense. “Such a nasty little slut.”

“Yes! Yes! Yes!” Sophie cried out, no longer caring who might hear. Her orgasm crashed through her, making her whole body shake and convulse. “Ohhhhhhh! Fuck! Fuck! Nnnngh!”

“I’m coming,” Evan gasped, his hips bucking wildly beneath her, his hands gripping her with bruising intensity. “Gonna fill up your slutty pussy… uhhhhh… GOD!”

He grunted with each pulse of his orgasm, holding her firmly in place as he emptied himself inside her, sharing everything he could. “Ahhh… fuck… nnnh…”

They stayed locked together, panting and sweaty. Sophie collapsed forward against his chest, feeling him still twitching inside her, savoring the intimate aftershocks that connected them.

“Holy shit,” Evan finally managed, his arms wrapping around her back.

Sophie nodded against his shoulder, her mind spinning with what had just happened. She’d never talked like that before, never even allowed herself to think those thoughts. And yet they had come so naturally, had turned both of them on so powerfully.

“Was it too much?” she asked quietly, suddenly uncertain. “The things I said?”

“No,” Evan replied immediately, his hand stroking her back. “God no. It was fucking incredible.”

Sophie lifted her head to look at him. What she saw in his eyes wasn’t just post-orgasmic satisfaction, but something deeper—a hunger, a need that hadn’t been fully satisfied.

He’s hooked, she realized with a mixture of triumph and trepidation. And so am I.

Sophie smiled, reaching for her phone again. “There’s a new tournament starting tonight,” she said, scrolling through the categories. “The theme is ‘night heat.’”

Evan’s semi-hard cock twitched inside her. “You should definitely enter,” he murmured, his hands finding her breasts.

“I was thinking,” Sophie said, gasping softly as he rolled her nipples between his fingers, “that maybe you could help me design something this time.”


Chapter 10: Peeling Back the Layers

Sophie cradled her coffee mug between her palms. Evan sat across from her at his small kitchen table, his hair still messy from sleep, glasses slightly askew on his face. A comfortable silence hung between them, though Sophie could feel the weight of unspoken thoughts.

“We should probably talk about yesterday,” she said finally, meeting his eyes. “About everything that’s been happening.”

Evan nodded, rubbing the back of his neck. “Yeah… yeah.”

Sophie took a deep breath. “I’ve been changing, Evan. I feel like I’m discovering parts of myself I never knew existed, desires I never let myself acknowledge.” She paused, gathering her courage. “And I want to explore them.”

“With other people,” Evan said quietly. It wasn’t a question.

“Yes,” she admitted, her heart racing. “But not instead of you, Evan. With you as my anchor.”

She reached across the table and took his hand. His skin was warm against hers, familiar in a way that grounded her even as she spoke of walking into unknown territory.

“I don’t want to lose you,” he said, his voice catching slightly.

“You won’t,” Sophie replied firmly. “That’s what I’m trying to say. I want to experience things, yes. The fantasies we’ve been sharing, the things we’ve been talking about during sex… I want to try some of them for real.”

Evan’s eyes never left hers. “And then what?”

“And then I come home to you,” she said, squeezing his hand. “Always. You’re not my… how do I put this… safety net. You’re my choice. My partner. My home.”

She watched his face carefully as he processed her words. The silence stretched for several moments before he spoke again.

“You know, most guys would run for the hills right now,” he said with a small, nervous laugh.

“You’re not most guys,” Sophie smiled. “And honestly, we both know how much the idea turns you on.”

A flush crept up his neck. “It does,” he admitted. “But fantasy and reality are different things.”

“We’ll set boundaries,” Sophie assured him. “Rules we both agree on. And we’ll talk about everything, before and after.” She watched as something shifted in his expression, acceptance slowly replacing uncertainty.

“I love you,” he said softly. “That’s not changing.”

“I love you too,” Sophie replied, feeling a wave of relief wash over her. “Thank you for understanding.”

Evan smiled, a hint of mischief returning to his eyes. “So, this deal… when does it start?”

* * *

Dim lighting greeted Sophie’s eyes as she stepped onto the rooftop terrace. The October breeze carried just enough chill to make her hyperaware of how exposed she truly was beneath the red fishnet dress that was doing little more than shaping her silhouette. She adjusted the diamond collar around her neck, fingers tracing over the small charm that read “Try Me.” Six months ago, she would have died before wearing something so lewd in public. Now, there was only excitement.

“You look absolutely sinful,” Ava whispered, appearing beside her with two champagne flutes. Her friend was dressed in a black latex bodysuit, her eyes rimmed with smoky shadow that made her look like a predator. But the kind of predator you’d run toward.

Sophie accepted the glass and took a sip. “This outfit is wild, even for the game,” she admitted. “When it arrived yesterday, I almost didn’t believe it was real.”

“Grand Prize of the season,” Ava purred with a knowing smile. “You earned it.”

Sophie felt a flutter in her stomach as she surveyed the party. The rooftop was illuminated with string lights that cast a golden glow across everything, making the scene look almost dreamlike. About thirty people mingled around, a mix of stylish men and women holding drinks, laughing, some dancing to the low, throbbing music. She recognized a few faces from the Tandra app’s VIP section: players who had scored consistently high enough to receive invitations to these exclusive gatherings.

Sophie took another sip of champagne, well, more of a gulp. Her phone buzzed in her small clutch purse. She pulled it out to find a text from Evan.

Evan: At the party yet? Can’t wait to hear ALL about it later.

A warm flush spread through her body. Even now, after months of pushing boundaries together, the thrill of Evan’s encouragement made her feel both safe and dangerously alive. She sent back a quick reply:

Sophie: Just arrived. The outfit is already turning heads. I’ll have stories for you tonight…

She tucked her phone away and looked back at Ava. Ava squeezed her hand. “Remember our signal if you want to stop?”

Sophie nodded. They’d discussed this extensively: three quick taps on any surface meant immediate end to whatever was happening. No questions asked.

“Then let’s introduce you around,” Ava said, leading Sophie deeper into the party.

For the next hour, Sophie mingled, acutely aware of the eyes that lingered on her body. She chatted with a tall man named Tom whose gaze kept dropping to her barely covered breasts, practically drooling, and a woman called Jasmine who complimented her collar with a knowing smile. Each interaction left Sophie feeling more and more aroused, her skin super-sensitive beneath the fishnet material.

“Having fun?” Ava whispered when they had a moment alone.

“Yes,” Sophie admitted. “I keep thinking about Evan, how I’ll tell him about all these people looking at me.”

“And what about the rest of our plans for tonight?” Ava asked, her voice low. “Still want to go through with it?”

Sophie took a deep breath and nodded. “Yes. I’ve been thinking about it for weeks.”

Ava had that predator look again. “Then it’s time. Follow me.”

The two besties moved toward a more secluded section of the rooftop, partially hidden by potted trees and privacy screens. A small group of men stood chatting, drinks in hand. Sophie counted five of them—all attractive, well-dressed, ranging from mid-twenties to perhaps forty. Do they play, too? If not, how’d they get invited?

“Gentlemen,” Ava greeted them. “This is Sophie, tonight’s special guest.”

The men turned, their conversations halting as they took in Sophie’s appearance. She felt their gazes like physical touches against her skin, and she fought the urge to cover herself. Instead, she straightened her shoulders and cocked a hip, encouraging the ogling.

This is what you wanted, she reminded herself. To be seen. To be desired. To be irresistible.

“Sophie has this fantasy,” Ava continued smoothly. “One that you might be able to help with, if you’re interested.”

One of the men, dark-haired with a neatly trimmed beard, stepped forward. “And what might that fantasy be?”

Sophie felt her mouth go dry. Despite all her mental preparation, speaking the words aloud seemed impossible. Ava sensed her hesitation and placed a reassuring hand on the small of her back.

“She wants to be blindfolded,” Ava explained in her silkiest voice. “She wants to take each of you into her mouth, not knowing who’s who. And she wants to be recorded doing it.”

The men exchanged glances, and Sophie could see the interest spark in their eyes. The trim beard man looked directly at her.

“Is that true?” he asked.

Sophie found her voice at last. “Yes,” she said, surprised by how steady she sounded. “That’s exactly what I want.”

“You can call me Daniel,” the bearded man said. “These are my friends—Jordan, Lee, Brian, and Trent.”

Sophie nodded, trying to memorize their faces, knowing soon she wouldn’t be able to see them at all. The anticipation made her pussy throb beneath the thin material of her thong.

“We have a few rules,” Ava interjected, pulling a silk scarf from her purse. “I’ll be here the entire time. Sophie has a safe signal if she wants to stop.”

The men nodded in agreement, and Sophie felt a surge of gratitude for Ava’s clear boundaries help.

“Ready?” Ava asked softly, holding up the black silk scarf.

Sophie nodded, her heart hammering so goddamn loudly. “Yes.”

Ava stepped behind her, carefully placing the silk over Sophie’s eyes. The world went dark as Ava tied it securely, leaving Sophie in a warm void. Soon, her other senses heightened: the sounds of breathing around her, the faint jazz from the party, the scent of cologne and the night air.

“Can you see anything?” Ava checked.

“No,” Sophie replied, her voice slightly trembling.

“Good girl,” Ava whispered in her ear. “Now get on your knees. Show these men what that pretty mouth can do.”

Good girl. The words sent a shock of pleasure through Sophie’s body. She carefully lowered herself to her knees, the concrete of the rooftop pressing against her skin through the fishnet dress. She heard movement around her, the rustle of clothing, the clink of belt buckles.

“Open your mouth,” Ava instructed gently.

Sophie parted her lips, feeling vulnerable and powerful all at once. In the darkness behind the blindfold, she imagined Evan watching, imagined telling him later about how she knelt before these strangers, offering herself to them.

Such a filthy slut, she thought to herself. Desperate to be used by men you don’t even know.

The thought made her even wetter.

The first touch came as a surprise. Warm fingers caressed her chin, tilting her face upward. Then the unmistakable feel of a cock head pressing against her lips. Sophie opened wider, letting the stranger slide into her mouth. He was thick, filling her mouth immediately. She heard a groan from above her.

“Fuck, her mouth is perfect,” a voice murmured. Not Daniel’s—someone else’s.

Sophie began to suck, falling into a rhythm that she hoped would make him super-hard. She hollowed her cheeks, running her tongue along the underside of the cock, rewarded by another groan from above. The anonymity of it all made her feel disconnected from herself in the most liberating way. She wasn’t Sophie the marketing assistant, or Sophie the girlfriend… she was just a mouth, a vessel for pleasure.

“Listen to those sexy sounds,” Ava whispered somewhere close to her ear. “You’re such a natural cocksucker, Sophie.”

The crude words made Sophie moan around the shaft in her mouth, creating vibrations that caused the man to gasp. She sucked harder, faster, using her tongue to trace patterns along the sensitive skin.

In her mind’s eye, she was her glamorous digital avatar self, kneeling on the runway as the men stood in line, impatiently waiting to use her to get off.

“I think he’s getting close,” Ava observed. “Are you going to swallow like a good girl?”

Yes, Sophie thought desperately. I want to taste him. I want to taste all of them.

As if reading her thoughts, Ava’s hand found its way between Sophie’s legs, rubbing lightly over the fishnet and thong that barely covered her pussy. “So wet already,” Ava commented. “You really are a little slut for this, aren’t you?”

Sophie moaned in agreement, the sound muffled by the cock thrusting more urgently into her mouth. She relaxed her throat, taking him deeper, lightly caressing his balls.

“Fuck, I’m gonna come,” the man above her groaned.

Ava’s fingers pressed more firmly against Sophie’s clit through the fabric. “Swallow it all, Sophie. Show everyone what a good little cumslut you are.”

The cock in Sophie’s mouth pulsed, and then she felt the hot splash of cum against her tongue and throat. She swallowed reflexively, again and again, drinking down everything the stranger gave her. When he finally pulled away, she gasped for air, lips feeling swollen and sensitive.

“One down,” Ava said, her voice playful. “Four to go. Who’s next?”

Sophie barely had time to catch her breath before another cock pressed against her lips. This one was longer, not quite as thick. She opened for it willingly, moaning as it slid over her tongue.

“Look at her taking it so eagerly,” someone commented. “Did you get that on camera?”

“Every second,” another voice replied.

The knowledge that they were filming her, that this moment was being captured forever, sent another rush of wetness between Sophie’s thighs. Ava’s fingers continued their teasing, never quite giving Sophie the pressure she craved, keeping her on edge.

“You love knowing they’re recording you, don’t you?” Ava whispered. “Such an exhibitionist. What would people think if they knew sweet little Sophie loved being used like this?”

They’d think I’m a whore, Sophie thought, the degradation only heightening her arousal. A cumslut on her knees, begging for a fix.

The second man grabbed her hair, guiding her movements more forcefully than the first. Sophie surrendered to his control, letting him set the pace, focusing on breathing through her nose as he pushed deeper. She could hear the wet, obscene sounds her mouth made—slurp, gulp, mmmph—as she worked to please him.

“Fuck, the noises she makes,” the man groaned. “Born to suck dick.”

Maybe I was, Sophie thought hazily. Maybe this is what I’ve always been meant for.

When the second man came, it was with less warning, a sudden flood down her throat that made her cough slightly. But she recovered quickly, swallowing everything, pride blooming in her chest at being able to take it all.

The third man approached almost immediately, his cock pressing against her lips while the taste of the previous man still lingered on her tongue. This cock was curved, presenting a new challenge as Sophie adjusted her technique to accommodate its shape. Ava’s fingers never stopped their teasing, bringing Sophie to the edge over and over without letting her tip over. Bitch.

“You’re doing so well,” Ava praised. “Three men using your mouth, and you’re taking it all so beautifully. I bet you’re dying to come, aren’t you?”

Sophie whimpered around the cock in her mouth, trying to nod.

“Not yet,” Ava said firmly. “Not until all five have finished. Then maybe, if you’ve been good enough.”

The denial only intensified Sophie’s arousal. Her jaw was beginning to ache, her lips feeling bruised and sensitive, but she didn’t want to stop. Each new cock in her mouth was a fresh challenge, a new opportunity to prove herself.

The third man finished with a series of grunts, pumping his release onto Sophie’s tongue. She swallowed dutifully, her mind growing hazy with pleasure and the surreal nature of the situation.

“Four,” Ava announced, and another man stepped forward.

This one was gentler at first, sliding slowly between Sophie’s lips, letting her adjust to his size. But then he began to thrust more forcefully, his cock hitting the back of her throat. Sophie fought against her gag reflex, tears forming beneath the blindfold, but she didn’t pull away. Instead, she relaxed her throat further, taking him deeper.

“That’s it,” Ava encouraged. “Take him all the way. Show everyone you’re a perfect cocksucking whore.”

Sophie felt a strange pride at the praise, at being able to please these men, at knowing Evan would be turned on by every detail she shared later. The fourth man came with a shout, his cum shooting directly down her throat.

As the fifth and final man approached, Sophie could hear the others talking, commenting on her performance, the camera beeps from their phones catching her at different angles, maybe using slow-motion, who knows? She was floating in a haze of lust and surrender, her jaw aching, her pussy throbbing desperately from Ava’s relentless teasing.

“Last one, Sophie,” Ava said. “Make it count.”

The final cock pressed against her lips, and Sophie opened willingly, taking him into her mouth with a moan. This one was the thickest of all, stretching her lips wide. She could taste the precum leaking from the tip, salty and bitter on her tongue.

“Mmmmm,” she moaned around his girth, her tongue working to please him.

“God, look at her,” the man above her groaned. “Fuckin’ loving it.”

“She really is,” Ava agreed, her fingers finally slipping beneath Sophie’s thong to touch her directly. “She’s literally dripping wet. Aren’t you, Sophie?”

Sophie moaned in agreement, the direct touch to her clit almost unbearable after so much teasing. She sucked harder, desperate to finish the last man, desperate for her own release.

“Tell her what a good slut she is,” Ava suggested to the man using Sophie’s mouth.

“Such a good fucking slut,” he complied, his voice strained. “Taking my cock so deep. Better than any whore on the street.”

The casual misogyny sent another rush of wetness between Sophie’s thighs. She hollowed her cheeks, sucking harder, using every trick she knew to bring him to climax.

“I’m gonna come,” the man warned, his voice tight.

“Get ready, slut,” Ava whispered. “After he finishes, you get your reward.”

Sophie redoubled her efforts, moaning and slurping around the thick cock as it thrust between her lips. With a final groan, the man stiffened, and Sophie felt the familiar pulse as his release flooded her mouth. She swallowed eagerly, not spilling a drop, feeling pride like a marathon runner at the finish line.

As the final man withdrew, Sophie knelt there, breathing heavily, blindfolded and waiting. She could hear the men muttering appreciatively.

“You did perfectly,” Ava praised, her fingers still working against Sophie’s clit. “Five big loads of cum. Such a good girl. Are you ready for your reward?”

“Yes,” Sophie gasped, her throat hoarse from use. “Please, Ava. I need to come.”

“I know you do,” Ava said softly. “But first…”

With gentle fingers, Ava untied the blindfold, slowly removing it from Sophie’s eyes. Sophie blinked, adjusting to the dim rooftop lighting, and saw five men recording her. Her slutty submission was immortalized on their devices.

“Look at them,” Ava whispered, her fingers moving faster against Sophie’s clit. “Look at how they’ve been watching you, filming you. Showing everyone what a perfect, eager cocksucker you are.”

Sophie couldn’t look away from the phones pointed at her, couldn’t process the magnitude of what she’d done, of what she’d allowed to be recorded. She felt helpless, but simultaneously powerful.

I did it, she thought. I pleased all of them. I’m the star of their secret porn.

“Come for them, now,” Ava commanded, pressing firmly against her clit.

Sophie couldn’t have resisted if she wanted to. The combination of Ava’s skilled fingers, the men’s hungry gazes, and the knowledge that they were still recording pushed her over the edge. Her orgasm swept through her body, making her cry out, her back arching, her thighs trembling. Her mind went blank, overcome by sensation.

“Ohhhh god, ohhhhh god, yes, yes, yes,” she moaned, not caring how she looked, not caring about anything except the waves of pleasure washing through her. She could hear the men’s smug approval, their low whistles and murmurs of appreciation. Their phones remained steady, capturing every second of her surrender. Her body pulsed with aftershocks as she gasped for breath, her skin flushed and glistening with a fine sheen of sweat.

As the intensity of her orgasm gradually subsided, Sophie became aware of Ava’s arm supporting her, preventing her from collapsing completely. She was panting, her body covered in a light sheen of sweat beneath the fishnet dress, her mind slowly clearing from the fog of her unleashed lust.

“Beautiful,” Ava murmured, helping Sophie to her feet. “Absolutely beautiful.”

Sophie stood on shaky legs, surveying the men who were finally lowering their phones. They looked at her with expressions of awe and she felt a strange sense of accomplishment.

“Thank you, gentlemen,” Ava said smoothly. “I think our Sophie needs a moment to collect herself.”

As Ava guided her toward a bench, Sophie found herself imagining Evan’s reaction when she described tonight’s events in explicit detail. Five different men using her mouth, being recorded during her most vulnerable moment… he’s gonna love it.

“Was it everything you hoped for?” Ava asked quietly.

Sophie nodded, touching her tender lips gently with her fingertips. “Everything and more,” she admitted. “I can’t wait to tell my boyfriend.”

◆◆◆

Was that good for you, too?
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