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Chapter 1


His hands grab at my tiny waist, pulling me further down the couch until my ass hangs off the edge. I grip the purple velvet fabric to keep myself upright. I watch as he peels open my legs, eyes widening when he notices my crystal tipped plug nestled between my ass cheeks.

“Is that…fuck me, you’re so hot,” he whispers like a prayer. I can barely hear him above the pounding of the club music. 

He touches the jewel, shifting the plug inside my stretched hole. I groan and rock my hips, encouraging him to keep going. He touches it again, digging his nails around the edges and pulling it out slightly. 

My ass clamps down on the sleek metal neck of the plug. It won’t give up its prize so easily. He tugs again with more force. I groan and flutter my eyes closed. My false lashes kiss the tops of my cheeks. 

“Hurry up dude,” one of the other guys in my booth says. I glance over at him. His hand grips his cock tightly, pumping it slowly and rolling his thumb over his head. Another guy sits next to him, also fisting his cock.

This is Club Indigo, one of the hottest places in the city. Only the elite get through the front door. Most of the people here are either millionaires, billionaires or come from extremely wealthy families - like mine.

This club belongs to my father. I’ve been coming here since I was eighteen. As the years passed, I discovered that there was an unending supply of sexy men who would do anything to please me. 

So now, at twenty-one, I have a bit of a reputation. Men line up for a chance to get with me. I have a few regulars but this particular group is all fresh meat.

I found them among the guys waiting outside my booth. There are several of these more exclusive areas dotted around the edge of the dance floor. Several more of them are tucked away in the dark corners of the upper levels of the club. Each one is a semi-circle of plush velvet couches, complete with a low coffee table in the centre. 

I watch them eagerly beat their dicks, waiting for a turn with the princess of Club Indigo. My attention swivels back to the guy between my legs. He plays with my plug before sinking lower, planting his lips on my lower ones. 

I sigh, relaxing into the couch. My skin tight dress rolls up, bunching around my waist. His tongue flicks against my nub, sending sparks racing through my core. My legs tremble from being held open so wide. He seals his plump lips around my clit, engulfing it in wet heat. 

When I look down our eyes meet. His dark, almost black, eyes are fixed on my face. His dark skin contrasts so beautifully with my pale legs. I reach down, grabbing his tightly curled hair, and pull him closer. He buries his face deeper into my folds, doubling his efforts. 

I roll my hips and grind against his face, searching for that delicate balance between hard enough and too hard. I glance over at the other guys. They’re basically salivating, waiting for their turn. 

I pull the thin strap off my shoulder and make eye contact with the guy who spoke earlier. This hair is short and blond, and his lips look like they’d be good at sucking on tits. 

He scoots over, careful not to bump the low table. I pull my dress further down, exposing my tits to the hungry men around me. My heartbeat flutters, knowing that only a few feet away is a packed dance floor. A shimmering sheet of tiny metal chains offers a small amount of privacy. 

Not that I care if people see me fucking a bunch of strangers. I’m the princess and I can do whatever the hell I want. My mind swims in the intoxicating thrill of power. It fogs my brain, and makes me bolder.  

The blond guy lowers his head, breathing heavily on my nipple. The puffs of hot air make my skin tingle. The skin around my nipples tightens until they’re hard peaks. He lowers his head, taking his time to drag his tongue over the tops of my breast.

His thick tongue scrapes against my nipple, sending a thrilling wave of pleasure through me. I resist the temptation to pull his head close and make him suck my tit until it’s raw. 

There is something incredibly arousing about the aching slow torture of a good fuck. His teeth join his tongue to pinch at my tender skin. I suck in a breath. He grins, thinking he has any power over me. 

I grab his jaw, my sharp nails dig into his soft skin as I twist his face to look at mine. His smug grin fades when I raise an eyebrow at him. We stare, eyes locked for a second before he lowers his gaze. I pat his jaw, letting him know that he may continue now that he remembers who’s in control here. 

He circles my nipple with the very tip of his tongue, flicking it back and forwards. Then he latches on, sealing my nipple in his mouth. His teeth and tongue work together to pull a series of breathy moans from my throat. His other hand finds my neglected nipple and plays with it, alternating between pinching and squeezing.

The guy between my legs nips at my labia, frustrated that my attention is on someone else. When my eyes flick back to his, he licks the full length of my slit. 

My hips jerk up and my entire body spasms. When his finger plays with the entrance of my pussy my legs snap closed, trapping his head between them. He looks up at me, eyes wide.

“Uh-ah, that’s not for you,” I say in my sweetest voice. Internally I glare at him. There are always a few who think they can break the rules. 

I won’t let anyone touch me there. It’s stupid but after all these years I can’t bring myself to give up my virginity. Not after all the games he put me through. The heartache never went away. 

I have more than one hole and I love being fucked in the ass. There is something so dirty and wrong about a cock sliding inside that area. I started experimenting with my dildo first, then one of our security guards.

Now I come to Club Indigo every weekend and let a line of strangers fuck my ass. Never in the pussy. He knows the rules. Everyone here does. 

I open my legs, giving him one final chance. I spied his cock earlier. It’s nearly the size of my arm. The thought of it alone makes my pussy clench. Wetness dribbles out of me and coats the base of my plug. 

He resumes sucking my clit and twisting the plug around. I hum my approval and straighten my cramped leg. The last guy shifts over, half standing, half kneeling on the couch. His cock hangs out of his expensive jeans. A flash from the strobe lights catches on his glossy head. 

“Your pretty mouth would look good around my cock. Why don’t you open up nice and wide. I’ll try not to choke you.” He laughs at his own joke. 

Honestly who the heck are these guys. I roll my eyes and ignore him. I have two rules. Nothing in my pussy. Nothing in my mouth. It’s like they’re trying to get on nerves. 

Even though I don’t want to suck cock, I would be lying if I said I wasn’t curious. I sometimes wonder what it would feel like to have a massive cock forcing its way into my mouth. The porn I’ve watched looks pretty hot. 

I lick my lips, despite myself. 

The guy between my legs grips my thighs. I watch as he tugs at the plug, finally releasing it from my tight hole. I groan and dig my fingers into the plush velvet couch. The plug comes out with a pop, the void it leaves sends an ache of longing through me.

The black guy grabs my ass cheeks and holds me still. I reach down and grasp his fat cock. It fills my hand. His veins stand out against the smooth shaft. I slide my fingers up and down his length, enjoying the way his body twitches. 

I place the tip at my bud and lift my hips slightly. He pushes in, just enough for the head to stretch my entrance. I grunt from the intense pleasure of being forced open so wide. Several sparks of pain radiate through my entire lower body. The heady mix of pain and pleasure makes my head swim in delicious lust. 

The first cock of the night is always the best. It stretches me wide and fills me completely. When the pain is replaced with pleasure he pushes in further. He moans, long and low, tipping his head back and looking at the dark ceiling. 

My fingers curl around the blond guy’s hair. In part to pull him in closer, but mostly to give my hands something to dig into. He slides in until I feel his balls hit my ass cheeks. He stays there, buried in me. 

When he pulls all the way out I whimper. The ridges of his cock massage my insides, sending me spiralling higher. My ass clenches around him, not ready to let him leave just yet. 

He thrusts back in, hitting every delightful spot along the way. I jerk my head back, hitting it against the couch. He’s going to make me come and the night has barely even started. 

The idiot moves around the couch to sit on the other side of me. Like the blond guy, he sucks on my free nipple. I watch while two strangers suck my tits and a third rams his large cock into my ass. 

I writhe between their bodies. My climax builds in my core, rumbling and growing, spreading through every limb. The black guy picks up the pace, hammering into my ass, splitting me in two. It’s enough to make me moan out loud. The others are spurred on by my noises and slurp at my tits. 

I don’t expect it when it comes. It rages over me, completely shutting off my brain, leaving me a panting, groaning mess. My whole body shudders and jerks. My vision grows dark at the edges, until all I can see are the flickers of colourful lights streaming in through the chain curtain. 

When my vision returns I look to see the guy grinning at me. His cock still pounding away, keeping me high on my orgasm. I’m too overwhelmed by one of the most intense orgasms I’ve ever had to correct his smug smile. 

Instead I lean back, enjoying the show. My ass clamps around him with such force that his face falls into deep concentration. He pulls out with great effort before ramming back in. 

I lick my lips, imagining that big cock in my mouth. Even though I’ll never taste cock, I can see the appeal of having that big, fat, salty dick sliding down my throat. 

He pumps harder and faster. There is a crease between his eyes. I feel him grow hot and heavy in my ass seconds before he unloads in me. Thick, creamy loads of cum shoot into my ass. I clench, pulling every last drop out of him. 

When he pulls out completely, he sits back on his heels and watches my ass to see his cum dribble out. The sticky white cum coats my bud, leaving it perfectly lubed up for the next guy. 

The idiot swings me around, pulling me up so that I’m kneeling on the couch. My ass is in the air, waiting for him. He slides in. He isn’t as big as the first guy but it still feels amazing. 

He’s faster and hammers into me with punishing speed. If it weren’t for the loud music, I’m sure everyone would be able to hear his hips slap against my cheeks. His fingers grip my waist, keeping my ass in the air and angled just right so that he hits the perfect spot within me. 

The blond guy sits in front of me. His cock is so close I could probably wrap my lips around it if I wanted to. I press my lips together, fighting the temptation. Instead I reach for it, wrapping my fingers around the soft skin of his shaft. 

I play with him in the same way he played with himself before. Mindful of my sharp nails, I rub the spot just under the head of his cock. He twitches in my hand. A thin trail of precum slides down his shaft and over my fingers. 

The idiot finishes himself. He slams into me, holding himself there while he shoots steamy cum deep inside. It coats the walls of my ass, adding to the collection of cum. I wiggle out of his grasp, eager to sit myself on blond’s cock. 

I shift, standing in front of him, ass and back facing him. Before I can lower myself onto him, he grabs my ass cheeks and pulls them apart. His tongue circles my entrance before dipping inside. 

I gasp, more from surprise than anything. His tongue massages my stretched bud and licks up the cum that is leaking out of it. He pulls back, positioning me over this cock. I lower down, feeling the pressure at my entrance before he breaks through and into my ass. 

I sink onto him, taking him in until I’m sitting on his lap. If anyone walked in right now, they wouldn’t be able to tell that I had his long cock all the way inside me. 

I bounce up and down on his stiff shaft. His cock hits against the spots in me that drive my lust filled mind wild. I lean forward, placing my hands on his knees, and ride him like my life depended on it. 

He swears behind me. The long string of words are occasionally interrupted by a groan or my name. I ride him faster, taking us both towards our climax. I squeeze my eyes shut, focusing on the way he stretches my hole. 

My tits bounce up and down, slapping together with the force of every downward thrust. Someone’s fingers are on my clit, rubbing it vigorously. The added sensation sparks waves of bliss cascading around my system.

Everything trembles and pulses. We charge on, unable to stop on our quest for that moment of blinding ecstasy. I cry out when it hits. Tremors wrack my body, making my thrusts uneven. 

Blond grabs my hips, guiding me straight up and down. He comes next. I rock my hips and clench, sucking up every shot of cum he offers. Our breaths are uneven and my heart pounds in my chest. 

The high that comes from taking a stranger in the public is so powerful that I collapse onto his lap, taking him deep one last time. My head sags against his shoulder. His arms wrap around my waist, pulling me in tight. 

We stay like that until his cock grows soft and uncomfortable in my ass. I slide off him, relishing in his wide and post-orgasmic hazy eyes. 

“Hot. You should film this and put it online for people to watch. I’m sure you’d make a killing.”

The four of us look up to see a guy standing at the entrance of my booth. The flashing lights come from behind him and obscure his face for a second. He takes a couple of steps before flopping down onto the couch on the opposite side of us. 

He crosses one leg over the other and slings an arm over the back of the couch. He is the picture of ease. And it makes me see red. 

“Who the hell do you think you are?”





Chapter 2


A light from the dance floor flickers across his face and my words die in my throat. My whole world comes crashing down around me. 

Not him.

Anyone but him.

“You can leave us,” I say to the three guys. It takes them a second before my words register in their brains. Within a heartbeat they’re gone and I’m alone with this asshole. 

“You may want to…” His eyes flicker down to my still exposed breasts and the hem of my dress that’s bunched up around my hips. I flush and yank at my clothes, covering my body. 

“What are you doing here Antonio?” I nearly spit his name. 

“Antonio? The only one who calls me that is my mother when she’s mad at me. I expect a little more hospitality from a old friend.”

“Oh please. We were never friends. You and the others used me as a scapegoat so your parents wouldn’t ground your ass.”

“Harsh, but true,” he says, scratching his bearded chin. Ant was always good looking.

In fact he was the first guy I ever had a crush on. I would follow him around everywhere. I used to get into so much trouble because I would do anything he told me to do. 

His skin is perfectly tan. His dark, wispy hair and trimmed beard are expertly styled. Even his clothes give him the air of being uber wealthy and attractive. He knows it. I know it. 

“What else were we supposed to do on those long summer days when our fathers would discuss business.”

I could think of a thousand things that I could have done with him. But he was never into me. He was always chasing other girls or hanging out with his friends. I bite the inside of my cheek when a flare of jealousy kicks up old memories. 

“I’ll ask again, what are you doing here?” I fold my arms over my chest and cross my legs. This jerk can’t use me then ditch me and expect a warm welcome. Not in my kingdom. I’m the damn princess and I deserve some respect. 

“Do you enjoy endlessly fucking these guys? I heard about your little rules. Curious. Who are you saving yourself for?”

“I’m not saving myself for anyone. And especially not you.”

Ant leans forward, a grin splits his handsome face. I bite my lip and squeeze my legs a little tighter. Cum dribbles out of my ass and wets my dress. I focus on that sensation and not the way my pussy pulses, begging for him. 

“I didn’t say me. Do you still think about me?”

“Fuck off.” My face twists into a deadly glare that most men would run from. But not him. He sits there grinning at me like the asshole that he is. 

Eventually he leans back into the couch and looks away, towards the dance floor. People bump and grind together. Their faces are obscured by the darkness but their clothes lit up in the colourful lights. 

“I’m here on business.”

“What business?” I cut in, before he can say anything else. He raises an eyebrow at me, like a parent would to an impatient child. I pout and look at literally anything other than him. 

“I’m in the city on business. Unlike you, I actually work for my money.”

“Please.” The corner of my lip curls up.

“This is,” he says, waving his arms to take in the club, “apparently the best place to blow off a little steam and maybe even get a little lucky.”

“I’m sure you’ll find someone out there,” I say, nodding at the dance floor. “There’s no reason to stick your nose into my business.”

“Your business is certainly different to the rest of your family’s. Do they know what you get up to here?”

I huff. There is no winning with him. I should just tell him to leave but I can’t seem to find the words. Or the willpower to follow through on them. 

It’s been so long since someone has talked down to me like this. I’m annoyed at the way he makes my heart pound and my pussy wet. I want to rock my hips together to ease the growing need in me, but that would be giving him too much power. 

And I will never give in to him. But even as the thought passes through me, I feel my resolve weakening. I want him to order me around like his sex slave. Just like I’ve always wanted.

“Well, this was pleasant,” he says, rising up from the couch. “But I have a meeting tomorrow morning and I need my beauty sleep. I could use some company, if you’re done with strangers for the night.”

“As if I would let you anywhere near me.” I shift positions, crossing my other leg. My heart pounds blood into my ears, muffling my hearing. I jump when he suddenly appears in front of me. 

“So beautiful, yet so cruel.” He stands above me, staring down into my soul. It’s like I’m taken back to my youth when I would have done anything to please him. 

A creeping thought latches onto my brain and doesn’t let go. Ant was the first and last guy to talk down to me and I enjoyed it. I loved how his words would make my brain fuzzy with lust and a need to please him. Those dark eyes of his chased me even into my dreams. I would wake up panting with a soaking pussy, but nothing to relieve myself with. 

Even now, grown as we are, I still crave the way he orders me around. I want his hands on my body and his voice in my ear, telling me to bend over and take him. I want him to order me around like a slave. I want him to make me choke on his cock and feel him cum inside my pussy. 

My head swims with the power of these thoughts. It’s like he’s already inside me, breaking down my walls. I would do anything for him. Just like I would have back then.

This princess needs a king. 

Not that I’d ever tell him that. He would probably laugh at me for needing him so badly. After all these years, he is the one thing that gets me off faster than anything else. He can never know the effect he has on me. 

So I squeeze my legs tighter until they ache. But the throb inside me doesn’t go away. It amplifies until my pulse is racing and my nipples are hard again. 

Ant leans over me, resting a hand on the top of the couch just above my head. His face dips lower and lower until our noses are almost touching. I lift my head slightly and part my lips. 

Every nerve in my body is roaring. I need to feel him touching me. I can barely stand being so close to him without acting on these desires. 

At the last second he moves to the side and grazes my ear with his lips. I exhale from both frustration and relief. My brain takes a moment to catch up and fully focus on his words. 

“Open your legs.”

It’s an order. A command. I bite my lip so hard that I leave the imprint of my teeth behind. My legs twitch, ready to open as he demands. It takes all of my willpower to keep them closed. 

“Open. Your. Legs.” His voice is so low that it rumbles through him. It tugs as some primal part of my brain that begs to be ordered around. I can barely breath. 

I slowly peel my legs apart. Cool air rushes in and plays with my exposed slit. I shiver from the cold wetness clinging to my inner thighs. Even though I just fucked three strangers, I’m still so wet and aching for more. 

Ant’s hand darts between my legs. I gasp when his long middle finger slides into my wet pussy. It moves inside me, making me lose control. I’ve never had someone touch me there and the sensation he brings is like nothing I’ve ever felt before. 

“You’re such a dirty slut. So horny that you’ll let anyone fuck you. I should punish you for letting so many strangers use your ass like a toy.” Ant’s tongue grazes against the outer edge of my earlobe. “Do you want to be punished like a dirty whore?”

“Yes,” I whimper. “Punish me.”

“I won’t go easy on you. You’ve been a bad girl.”

I nod, then roll my head back, letting it rest against the couch. His finger caresses my insides, playing with parts of me that I didn’t know existed. He adds another finger, then another, until I’m stretching around his thick fingers. 

They curl around, touching that spot in me that so many women rave about. It’s swollen, ready to be toyed with. He obliges, and rubs against it. His nails add a slight sharpness to the sensation that has my clit pulsing. 

I rock my hips, no longer caring that I’m completely at his mercy. My mind has switched off and all I can think about is having his cock inside me. 

I reach for his crotch and grin when I feel the hard ridge of his dick pressing against the fabric. He’s as turned on as I am and I have proof. He lowers his head to my shoulder and plants a kiss on my neck. 

The gentle touch makes me gasp. Goosebumps flash across my skin and make my nipples stand to attention. I grope his bulge, feeling the outline of his impressive cock. He leans in a little closer, encouraging me to keep going. 

I turn my head to the side. He looks up with a cocked eyebrow. My eyes lower to his luscious lips. He opens his mouth to speak but I seal his lips with mine. I force my tongue in, desperate to taste him. 

He pushes into me, forcing my head back into the couch. Our lips and tongue fight for dominance. His free hand comes to my throat, grasping it, and putting pressure on the sides. It distracts me enough that he is free to plunge into my mouth. 

I moan when his fingers quicken. Heat builds between my legs. My stomach tightens as my orgasm nears. I want to come on his dick, but he seems determined to take me here with his fingers.

His lips replace the hand that was around my throat. The now free hand dips into my dress and cups one of my generous breasts. His lips suction to my skin as he sucks my neck like a vampire. 

He’s doing everything in his power to get me off as quickly as possible. But I don’t want this to end. Not yet. Not until I get what I want. 

I remember that I have some power over him too. I undo his belt buckle and zipper. I’m rewarded by the sight of his clean, white underwear. I pull the edge down, letting his enormous cock spring out. 

It’s huge and heavy. I slide my fingers over every inch of it, enjoying the weighty girth. It takes both hands to grasp the entire thing. His head is wide and dark with arousal. 

Ant pulls his fingers out of my pussy and stands in front of me. His cock bobs up and down with its weight. My pussy clenches at the thought of that monstrous thing pounding into it. Another wave of sweet juice leaks out of me. 


His fingers are in my hair, pushing my head back against the couch. I know where this is going. I remind myself that I don’t suck on cock. But it’s so large and juicy that I’m tempted for a second to open up and taste it. 


He puts a foot up on the couch, positioning himself at my mouth. I clamp my lips shut. He slaps his cock against my face. 

“Open your mouth, slut. You’re going to suck my cock like the dirty whore that you are. I’m going to ram this so far down your throat that you won’t be able to scream my name when I fuck you later.”

His eyes are sharp and dangerous. My heart flutters. This is exactly what I wanted. Someone to talk down to me like I’m the dirty slut that I am. But I won’t yield just yet. I want more from him. I want him to drag me kicking and screaming to my orgasm.

“Make me.” I grin. He eyes light up with lust and a desire to control. It makes my head swim. Whatever he’s going to do to me next, I will gladly take it.

He grabs my jaw and squeezes it tight, trying to pry open my mouth. But he stops short of actually hurting me. I grin again, a naughty playfulness bubbles up in my chest. Slight pain pulses along my jaw. It adds to the head in my body and fog in my brain. I want to know what he’ll do to me now. 

He seems to understand that I need to be punished for all of the bad things I’ve done in my life. And I need to be disciplined for disobeying the king. 

I squeak when he shoves me to the side. I collapse onto the couch and let him move me around so that my ass is once again in the air. Unlike the idiot from before, Ant has a completely different idea in mind. 

I watch him from over my shoulder as he removes his belt. He folds it over, forming one giant loop. My ass cheeks clench, knowing exactly what he’s going to do with that belt. 

He cracks it against my tender flesh. I yelp from the sudden sting. Sharp pain radiates up my spine but turns to pleasure when it hits my brain. I wiggle my ass, asking for more. 

“So you like pain?” he asks. “Let’s see how much you can take before you beg for my cock in your mouth.” 

He hits me again, and again, until a welt forms on my ass. Tears prick at my eyes with each punishing whip. I make it to eight before I whimper and lower my hips, shrinking away from him. 

He runs a hand over my swollen cheeks, not to hurt but to soothe the burn heating my skin. He gives me a moment and when my breath evens out and my brain has come down from it’s pain induced high, he asks me again.

“Are you ready to suck on my cock?”

I nod even though there are tears on my cheeks. The thought of being disciplined for being uncooperative clings to my brain and drives me wild. This time I open my mouth wide, tongue hanging down, waiting for his cock. 

My lips stretch over his wide head and fold back on themselves when he thrusts in a little further. He’s so big that my tongue is forced to the bottom of my mouth. As he pushes in my jaw opens wider than I’ve ever had to open it before. 

Saltiness and musk fill my nose and mouth. I concentrate on keeping my mouth open while he makes short thrusts into me. Every time he almost pulls the whole way out I circle the head of his cock with my tongue. 

He grunts despite my lack of experience with giving head. His hands grip my hair, keeping my head still. He pushes in again, going deeper and deeper, until he hits the back of my throat. I gag, and try to move away from him.

He keeps me still as he pounds away into my mouth. Spit leaks out of my mouth and drips down my chin. My vision is blinded by tears that roll down my cheeks and drop onto my exposed breasts. 


When he finally pulls all the way out, spit and precum dribble out of my mouth. I’m covered in fluids but I don’t try to wipe them away. There is something really primal and hot about having it stain my skin like a badge of honour. 


I took my first cock tonight and this is my reward. I cough, clearing my throat. It hurts but isn’t as painful as he suggested it would be. A shot of annoyance goes through me. I glare at him and he has the audacity to look confused. 

“You’re going easy on me.”

“You might be an expert in taking it in the ass, but otherwise you’re basically a virgin. I’m not so much of an asshole that I’d fuck you hard enough to make you never want to have sex again.”

“But I want it hard. I want you to fuck me so I can’t stand up. I’ve waited all these years for you. So don’t you dare go easy on me.”

Ant’s eyes widen then turn dark. A muscle twitches in his jaw and that’s when I know I fucked up. 

“Are you giving me orders?” He stands taller, completely dominating me with his size. 


“I…” My mouth opens then closes. I have nothing to say. Even though I’m about to be subjected to another round of punishment, I can’t help the thrill travelling around my body. The welts on my ass still pulse as a reminder that I could barely stand the last round. 


This time Ant uses his belt to whip my tits. I kneel in front of him, perched on the couch and clinging to the edge to steady myself. Every hit sends sparks of pain and pleasure through me. 

When my skin goes hot and red, he uses his hand instead to twist my nipples. I groan through clenched teeth. It feels so good. My brain can’t tell the difference between pain and pleasure anymore. It’s all amazing and I want more. 

I barely register what he’s doing until he already has my wrists bound behind my back with his belt. He pushes me down so that the side of my face is pressed against the seat of the couch. 

His hands grab my ass and move me so that his cock rests between my legs. My body trembles, knowing that I’m about to have him deep inside me. I pull against the belt, knowing full well that I can’t free myself, but relishing in that fact. I’m totally his to use and control, and I wouldn’t want it any other way.

“Antonio?”

A man’s voice comes from somewhere behind me. I twist to see two guys standing at the entrance of my booth. My pussy clenches at the sight of their large bodies and thick hands. 

“I’m nearly done,” Ant says over his shoulder. He circles my pussy with his cock and dips the head in.

The couch muffles the sounds of my cries. I’m so wet that despite his size, I can take him in with some ease. His thick head pushes through my tight hole, spreading me wide. He goes slow, sinking further into me. 

“Right, nearly done,” one of the other guys says. “I thought you came in here to speak with the owner’s daughter. Not fuck some chick.”

Ant pushes further in, stretching me beyond what I thought was possible. Every inch of me is alight with fire and arousal. His cock pushes against my walls, taking up all the space it can. I’m so full and heavy. My head lolls to the side. I could stay like this forever. 

“I did talk to her. And now,” Ant says, pulling out and then thrusting back in, “I’m fucking her.”

He earns a round of chuckles from his friends. I’m too far gone to care. All I want is his cock pounding into me. I get my wish. Once my body adjusts to his massive size, he quickens his pace. 

I’m so totally filled by him that every movement brings with it a wave of pleasure. It builds slowly with every thrust. His hands are on my skin, pulling and grabbing at me. When he knows I’m totally ready for his full force, he hammers into me with everything he has. 

“She’s so fucking tight,” he growls out between clenched teeth. 

“She’s fucking hot,” one of the guys says. “I’ll take her next.”

“Actually, she could use a cock in that mouth of her’s,” Ant says. My mouth grows wet at the thought of sucking another cock while he fucks my pussy. I lift up slightly, watching one of the guys scoot around the half-moon booth. 

“You want to sock a strangers cock, right?”

“Yes.”

“Good girl, open up and suck him like the filthy slut that you are.”

He pulls his semi-hard cock out. I open my mouth, ready for him. I latch onto his head and suck as hard as I can. He swears, and twists my hair into a ponytail at the base of my skull. 

I bob up and down on his cock, feeling it harden in my mouth. My tongue plays with the ridges, gliding over them and making his cock wet. 

Ant’s fingers slide to my clit and circle my neglected nub. I groan around the massive cock in my mouth. My climax coils in my lower belly. 

“I want in too,” the other guy says. I can just about hear him move over to us. Ant grunts when he stills his hips. He shifts us around so that he’s lying on his back and I’m straddling him. My arms are still bound behind my back, leaving my tits exposed for everyone to see. 

I sink onto him, eager to feel him sliding inside me again. From this angle I can move so that he reaches even further into me. The guy behind me climbs over us and pushes me down slightly. 

His cock presses against my back hole. I gasp when he pushes in, stretching me. I’m so full of cock right now. The slightest movement sends my head spinning. I’m afraid if either of them moves, I’ll scream in pure ecstasy. 

They let me sit there for a moment to catch my breath before they move. It’s slow at first, and then they build up, pumping in and out of me at a breathtaking speed. 

The final guy offers his cock to me. He grabs my hair and guides me onto him. I’m their toy. They can do whatever they want to me. 

I take them in as far as they can go. Each cock is different and hits me in ways that brings me higher and higher to my climax. When the cocks in my ass and pussy align so that they enter at the same time, I hit my climax with such speed and passion that I twitch and spasm between them. 

Waves of bliss roll through me, making my head spin. Blood roars in my ears and my skin goes hot and cold at the same time. My body clamps down on the cocks still pounding into me. The guy in my ass joins me by unloading his cum into my ass. The fourth one tonight. 

When he pulls out the other guy takes over. He’s even thicker and drives me close to the edge again. I clamp around him and Ant, eliciting moans from both of them. 

It doesn’t take long for that guy to come too. His balls slap against my cheeks as he hilts himself deep into me. His fingers dig into my skin with every thrust. His cum is hot and creamy. It joins the others. 

Before he pulls out he unbuckles the belt keeping my wrists bound. With my hands free I grip Ant’s shoulders and ride him with so much force that he has to grip my waist to keep us together. 

His head rolls to the side. He’s going to come soon and I want to feel every drop of him shoot into my pussy. He grabs my hips, holding me still so that he can take over. 

He thrusts up into my needy, tight pussy. I finger my clit, feeling it pulse. Another wave of ecstasy is about to hit when Ant grunts. It’s the only sound me makes as he shoots his seed into me. 

It tips the scales, bringing me crashing down into a sea of bliss. We ride each other’s orgasm, pulling more out of the other person. My pussy clenches so tightly around him that he grunts again, emptying another load into me. 

I sit on him, panting and sweaty. His cock is still hard and it threatens to tip me over again. I shift, climbing off of him to slump into the couch. Ant takes a second before he sits up too.

“I would have fucked you a long time ago if I knew it was going to be that good.” 

“Serves your right, jerk.” I readjust my dress to cover my tits and pussy. Cum leaks out of my holes, soaking my dress. I can still feel the ghost of his cock ramming into me.  I look up to see Ant grinning.

“What?” I ask.

“Just thinking.”

“About?” I try to make my voice as casual as possible but internally I want him to admit that he’s thinking about me. 

“I may have some business that will keep me in the city for a bit longer than expected.” With that he pulls me into his lap and I relax into his arms. Tonight was a long time coming, but it was so worth the wait. 








Dear Reader,



Thank you for choosing my book. I hope you enjoyed reading it as much as I loved writing it. If you’re like me and adore reading books about submissive women, powerful alpha men, gangbangs, BDSM, and lots of hot sex, then check out my
 Author Page
 for more stories like this one.



Don’t forget to leave an anonymous star review. This helps other people, like us, find more of the books that we love. Remember to follow my
 Author Page
 so you don’t miss the next book.








You can contact me at: tessrycard@gmail.com





I wish you all the best.



Love,

Tess
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