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Introduction


The book you are now reading is a 'framed' collection of five dirty taboo stories, each a delectable length of approximately 10k words.

The stories are all 'told' by five posh women of Surrey – upper-middle class women of substance, who are bored with their too perfect lives, and husbands who show them no passion.

Their book-club becomes their release, a naughty escape to read modern smutty books.

But one of them, Charlotte, wants to take it further – where reality is far more filthy than fiction…

I am British English, so use that form of spelling – and of course these ladies are very proper… but my God they can talk dirty when excited!

Enjoy! Lily.


Intro: The Book Club MILFs
The Hostess with the Mostest...


Charlotte Payne swept her gaze across the kitchen-diner, a general inspecting her battlefield. The hired chef—a nervous little thing from some new outfit in Richmond—was fussing over smoked salmon blinis on a slate platter. Adequate, Charlotte supposed. Just.

“A little more symmetry, darling,” she murmured, her voice pitched to that perfect frequency of warmth and command. “And for God’s sake, space them out. We’re not feeding a rugby team.”

“Yes, Mrs Payne.” The girl’s hands scurried to obey.

Charlotte’s heels clicked on the polished concrete, an assertive sound in the cavernous space. This kitchen. A monument to James’s need to telegraph his success. All Italian marble and brushed steel, so ridiculously reflective she could check her lipstick in the toaster. It was a stage, and she was its star.

She bent to the wine fridge, and felt the delicious, dull pressure inside her shift with the movement. A private smile touched her lips.

“I’ve chosen the Dom Pérignon to start,” she announced to the chef’s back. “The Sancerre and the Châteauneuf-du-Pape can breathe on the island.”

A neat stack of paperbacks—Priest—sat by the fruit bowl, looking utterly self-important. Honestly. All that manufactured angst and hand-wringing over sin. As if true transgression required a permission slip from a publisher.

She arranged the bottles, labels facing out. White, then red. Her silk blouse gaped as she leaned forward, offering a glimpse of shadow. The chef’s eyes darted towards it, then away. A flicker of appreciation. It never went unnoticed. That was the game, wasn't it? The currency she’d traded in for two decades. The promise.

Her reflection warped and reformed in the chrome of the wine fridge door. A critical assessment. The blonde bob, perfect. The makeup, flawless. The quintessential lady of the manor. But the woman staring back had a gleam in her eye that didn’t belong on any charity committee, a secret knowledge that made her lips curve into a predatory smile.

The very same smile she’d worn an hour ago, standing naked and gleaming with condensation in the marble-clad en-suite.

The light in there was unforgiving. She’d had it installed that way. At forty-three, her body was sculpted by her disciplined maintenance. Pilates, diet, and the discreet knife of a Harley Street surgeon. Her breasts, a perfect 34E, rode high, the scars tucked invisibly beneath. Her stomach, flat, save for the silvery tiger-stripes of motherhood. She turned, assessing her profile like a piece of art. An investment. One about to pay a handsome dividend.

Yesterday’s trip to Knightsbridge had left every inch of her waxed bare. The sensation was distinctly arousing. It made her feel honed. Dangerous.

She crossed to the dressing table, bypassing the predictable Chanel and Tom Ford, and opened the right-hand drawer. Her manicured fingers slid beneath the silk scarves to a hidden compartment. James hadn’t a clue.

The black velvet pouch had a satisfying weight. She tipped its contents into her palm. The butt plug was a beautiful thing: surgical steel topped with a sapphire that matched her eyes. A fortieth birthday present to herself. She warmed the lubricant between her palms, the motion slick and familiar. No hesitation. This was ritual. Dinner parties with James’s tedious colleagues, the summer gala—small talk with the vicar’s wife while a secret throbbed inside her. And now, book club.

With one foot on the edge of the marble bath, she reached behind. A familiar tension, a breath caught in her throat. Then her body gave way, accepting the intrusion as it had so many times before. A clean, perfect slide. The satisfying weight settled deep inside, the jewelled base nestled against her skin.

“There,” she murmured.

The woman in the mirror stared back, her eyes holding a new depth. The sapphire at the base of her spine was a secret wellspring of power, a glint of it now reflected in her gaze. Still Charlotte Payne, yes. But a version of her armed and ready for the evening’s theatre.

Back in the kitchen, she ran a finger over the cool marble. The plug was a constant, solid presence. A reminder of the woman who existed beneath the Burberry and the silk.

She could picture it now. Eleanor’s eyes widening. Chloe, so desperate to be sophisticated, failing to hide her shock. Isabelle, searching for some artistic metaphor in the filth. And dear, earthy Megan, who would laugh that throaty laugh and be the first to demand details.

They all thought they knew her. Safe Charlotte. The organiser. Let them think that, for another hour. The thought of their faces when the story truly began… oh, she couldn't bloody wait. This was what the book club was for. Not the wine, not the gossip. This. The confession. The kill.

The pool outside was a sheet of untroubled azure. The lounger was empty, but the memory of Leo—all taut muscle and obedient hunger—made her squeeze her thighs together, intensifying the plug’s pressure. A shiver that had nothing to do with the cool marble traced a path up her spine. Power. This was power. Not James's money or the deeds to this house. This was the real currency. The wet heat gathering between her legs wasn't just from the plug; it was for the looks on their faces. The shock. The dawning, delicious horror. And then, the envy.

The minimalist clock James had bought in Milan showed 7:46. Eleanor would be first. Punctual to the point of parody.

Charlotte lifted the Dom Pérignon into its ice bucket. The bottle seemed to glint at her, a co-conspirator. Everything was ready. The stage was set.

The doorbell chimed, its expensive, mellow tone hanging in the air.

Charlotte smiled. Showtime.
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An Arrangement in Cream and Hunger

Eleanor Sinclair-Wright stood before her open wardrobe, her posture as rigid as the day she’d first been drilled on it at boarding school, aged just eight. She surveyed the ranks of clothes, each item hanging with a uniform, finger’s-width gap between them. An army of silks and wools, awaiting orders. The black cashmere seemed a cliché. The red twinset, an act of sheer desperation. Finally, her hand settled on the cream cashmere.

Safe. Restrained. The perfect armour.

She laid the twinset on the crisp cotton of the duvet, her fingers tracing a faint, imaginary crease, coaxing it into perfect smoothness. Her bedroom, her sanctuary. The warm glow of polished mahogany, the calming cream of the walls, the single, perfectly centred Constable. Even the bed was an exercise in control, its hospital corners sharp enough to cut, the cushions arranged in a perfect, untouchable battalion.

Beneath her silk dressing gown, her skin prickled against the decadent rasp of French lace. A secret indulgence. Not for her husband Richard, of course. Good Lord, no. He wouldn't notice if she wore sackcloth. Richard and his flannel pyjamas… their marriage had become an exercise in chilly efficiency. When he bothered at all.

The memory of S.L. Privée, the little boutique tucked away in Richmond, brought a flush of heat to her neck. That daring emerald silk teddy in the window…

"Don't be ridiculous," she murmured, the words swallowed by the oppressive quiet. "What on earth would be the point?"

Her gaze fell upon her dressing table. Her copy of Priest, its cover turned chastely downwards. She’d hidden it beneath a Churchill biography for the cleaner. Now, her manicured fingers picked it up, tracing the embossed title. A faint blush returned as the book fell open to a dog-eared page.

Utterly scandalous. Of course it was. But the thought of it… a man so consumed by a forbidden, ravenous need that he would shred everything—his vows, his soul—for it. The raw, brutal honesty of that desperation…

Her breath hitched. A tremor. Just for a moment, she let her eyes fall shut. Let the image bloom behind them. Not Richard, with his soft hands and predictable, weary requests for "a bit of attention, darling"... but someone else. Someone raw. Powerful. Hands that wouldn't plead but would simply take. A grip that would bruise, tearing through the cashmere, shredding the ridiculous façade of the councillor's wife to get at the woman beneath.

Someone who wouldn't ask permission.

Someone whose skin would be a shocking, beautiful contrast to her own pale flesh.

"Good heavens." The whisper was sharp, a tiny crack in her composure. She snapped her eyes open, giving her head a little shake as if to dislodge the thought. She tucked the book into her expensive leather tote, nestling it securely against her wallet. Her eyes caught the silver-framed photograph on her bedside table: Richard and herself at the Conservative fundraiser, their smiles fixed, brittle.

"Another late meeting tonight, darling," he'd announced over the Financial Times that morning. "Budget review. Terribly dull."

She'd merely nodded, the perfect, understanding wife. A familiar tightness across her shoulders seemed to ease at the thought of Charlotte's house tonight. Yes. That would be a relief.

Lottie’s house was another world. So grand, so unapologetically modern. That absurd kitchen island, the walls of glass. Eleanor felt the familiar pang of admiration for Charlotte's sheer force of will. The way she simply got what she wanted.

She slipped the cashmere over her head, the soft wool a cage against her suddenly sensitive skin. She fastened her pearl necklace, the cool weight of it a familiar anchor. A uniform. "Appropriate for a councillor's wife," her mother-in-law had declared, bestowing them upon her.

The memory sent a hot flush crawling up her neck. She caught her eye in the mirror, the perfect lady with the filthy thoughts. What would they think—Richard, his mother, the whole bloody committee—if they knew she'd lain awake last night, hand between her thighs, imagining a man with skin the colour of bitter chocolate? The shame of it was a physical weight, a need to straighten her spine against it.

Her reflection stared back. Hair flawless. Make-up a subtle, perfect mask. Nothing out of place.

But as she turned, a traitorous thought flickered. That handsome young gardener of Lottie's… Leo. The image surfaced unbidden: a t-shirt clinging to a sweaty back, the satisfying curve of muscle in his tanned forearms. But the image wouldn't hold. It warped, darkened. The tanned white skin deepening to the colour of ebony. The boyish frame thickening into something more powerful, more dangerous. A different man entirely, his eyes fixed on hers, not with a boy's admiration, but with a man's knowing contempt.

"Stop it," she scolded herself aloud, her voice sharp in the silence. Appalled. Aroused. "It must be that dreadful book."

A glance at her Cartier watch—another impersonal gift—confirmed she would be, as always, perfectly on time. To be early was eager; to be late, disrespectful. Eleanor Sinclair-Wright was neither.

She gripped her tote, the leather cool against her suddenly damp palm. Her heels made small, sharp clicks on the polished hardwood, each step a carefully measured beat in the house's silence as she descended the stairs. The book seemed to pulse in her bag, a secret, forbidden heartbeat. A car's horn from outside, time to go.

She opened her front door, the real world a sudden shock of cool evening air. She drew it in deeply, a deliberate, cleansing breath, trying to banish the lingering heat from her skin and the filthy, wonderful images from her mind.

The drive should take just over twenty minutes. Twenty minutes to compose herself. To put the armour back on.

Only when she was settled in the backseat, plush leather comforting, the engine a low purr, did she allow herself a tiny, secret smile. The book was still there. Perhaps, after all the wine and literary debate, when she returned to the silent house, she might finally retrieve that emerald silk.

As the driver pulled away from her perfect home, she couldn’t shake the thrum of anticipation in her blood. A feeling that something was waiting for her tonight, something that had nothing to do with books, and everything to do with the woman she kept locked away.
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Composition in Flesh and Clay

Isabelle Montague stepped back, her eyes narrowing. The metal sculpture was technically perfect. The lines were clean, the balance unimpeachable, the composition a testament to intellectual rigour.

And it was utterly dead. A cold, elegant corpse.

Merde. The word was a puff of breath in the quiet of her studio. This place, this converted schoolhouse with its cathedral ceilings and generous light, had once been a promise of liberation. Now its emptiness felt accusatory. A beautiful, spacious cage.

The sculpture would have to wait. Charlotte’s book club was in less than two hours. Two hours. Enough time to shed one skin and pull on another. The dishevelled artist had to be scraped away, leaving the composed intellectual in her place. A performance piece for an audience of four.

Jonathan was at the university, of course. Lost in some dense thicket of economic theory. The house would be a tomb of elegant silence until he returned.

She crossed to the huge butler sink, the old pipes groaning in protest as she twisted the taps. The chemical bite of turpentine cut through the studio’s softer notes of linseed oil and damp earth. Her hands went through the motions, scrubbing and rinsing while her mind remained fixed on the sterile sculpture in the other room. The ritual was a blank space in her day, a time when the body worked and the mind could fester. Eventually, the water ran clear. It always did. A frustratingly simple absolution.

Behind a Japanese screen—a relic from a Kyoto exhibition—she peeled off her work clothes. The loose linen trousers, Jonathan’s old shirt, both casualties of her process. Her body emerged, pale and slender in the half-light. Just a form. A collection of lines and curves.

The black Issey Miyake dress waited on its hanger like a folded bat. Architectural, severe, it wasn't so much clothing as a carapace. She slipped it over her head, the heavy, pleated fabric a familiar weight against her skin.

Her copy of Priest lay on a cluttered table, its spine barely cracked. She picked it up, regarding it as she might an unfamiliar installation. Crude, certainly. The prose a blunt instrument. But the central dialectic… that was compelling. The sacred warring with the profane. Dogma and desire locked in a death grip.

Her fingertip traced the embossed title. A priest's war between spirit and flesh. How pedestrian. And yet… a cold dread washed over her, the kind of recognition one feels seeing a deeply unflattering photograph. This life with Jonathan, their intellectual fortress… was it built on the same denial? An architecture of the mind, designed to starve the body.

When had they last touched with real intent? When had desire ever silenced discourse?

"Theoretical marriages," she said aloud, and the words tasted like ash.

An intellectual exercise. Just like the damned sculpture. A wave of something hot and violent surged through her—a desperate need to feel something that wasn't an idea. Her eyes darted to the workbench. Not to the cold steel, but to the block of wet clay in the corner.

Her hands, clean and ready for polite society, found the material. They sank into the block, the cool, wet suck of it a shocking intimacy. This was different. No calculation. No theory. She closed her eyes, channelling the book's raw conflict—the yielding, the tearing, the forbidden wanting—directly into her fingers. The clay gave way, pliant and warm in a way metal never could be. Skin against earth. Primal.

"What are you becoming?" she whispered, and she wasn't speaking to the clay.

When she pulled her hands away, breath catching in her throat, she was panting. On the table sat a small, rough, powerful form. Not an abstract shape. Two figures, knotted together in a way that was impossible to separate struggle from embrace. It was honest. Brutally so.

A slow smile, one that felt unfamiliar on her face, finally broke the surface. It was the feeling of a lock turning, deep inside her.

A glance at her watch. Shit. Charlotte tolerated artistic temperament but not tardiness. She rushed to the sink again, watching the dirty spirals of her passion wash away. In the adjacent bathroom, a quick application of kohl, a stain of colour on her lips. Her silver-streaked bob fell perfectly into place.

"An artist with signature hair," Jonathan had once teased. "How desperately conventional." He’d said it with that smile, the one that used to hook something low in her belly. A flicker of a memory, now as bloodless as a pressed flower.

She grabbed her bag and the book. As she did, she saw it—a faint, grey ghost of a fingerprint on the polished surface of her silver cuff. She started to wipe it away, then stopped. No. She left it. A tiny, perfect flaw.

Locking the studio door, she noticed the cold metal of the key felt different in her hand. Sharper. More real. Her pulse, a quiet, insistent beat against her wrist, seemed to be asking a question.

Charlotte's choice of Priest… it wasn't just idle titillation, though with Charlotte, that was always on the table. No, this felt more deliberate. An incendiary device rolled into the centre of their circle.

What was she trying to ignite?

Mentally, she titled the evening ahead: Composition in Five Voices. For the first time in a long time, she was no longer an observer. She was hunting for raw material.
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The Study of Form

With a final, loving stroke of the stylus, Megan brought the dragon's last scale to a shimmer, adding a tiny fleck of gold to its eyelid. A highlight, to catch a child's wondering gaze. He wasn't fearsome at all, just a big, cuddly, misunderstood beast. She gave him sad eyes and a secret heart of gold. Yes. That was it. That was the magic.

She leaned back in her chair, a soft, satisfied hum in her chest. Perfect.

Her work done, she reached for the Merlot. That first sip was good, but the second... the second was a reward. It was the second glass that let her mind wander, sinking into the delicious filth of the dog-eared copy of Priest tucked inside her tote bag. A low chuckle escaped her, a rich, genuine sound that warmed the cosy, cluttered living room. What a riot. Utterly over-the-top, of course, but God, it had left her knickers in a right state. That raw, animal need. The way the forbiddingness of it all made every touch, every glance, more vivid. A man sworn to God, driven wild by lust... Well. There was something primal and gorgeous about watching control shatter like that.

She took another slow swallow of wine. David was a lovely, dependable watercolour wash of a husband... but sometimes a girl craved oils. Thick, messy, vibrant oils that got under your fingernails and stained your skin for days. Christ, was that a terrible metaphor? Probably. Didn't make it any less true.

The wine warmed a path down to her belly, making her think of the evening ahead. God, Charlotte. All clean lines and bold primary colours. An impressive, intimidating piece of modern art, with her perfect house and perfect body. Still, you had to admire her. The book club had been a godsend since the move to Surrey, a splash of colour in an otherwise comfortable, beige routine, especially now the kids needed her less and David was away more.

The quiet was ripped apart by the familiar sound of her children thundering through the doorway, their argument already at full volume. Cymbals crashing into a lullaby.

"Mum, tell him to get out of my TikTok’s! He's an absolute troll!" Lucy's cheeks were flushed, her auburn hair flying around her face in a wild halo.

Jack, all gangling height and his father's sandy hair, put on that wounded look that never failed to make her want to laugh. "I was just improving them! It's called 'creative input'! Not my fault you can't take constructive criticism."

Megan swivelled in her chair, the shift from artist to referee as worn and easy as an old pair of boots. "Alright, you two, pack it in. Jack, leave your sister's videos alone." She gave Lucy a conspiratorial wink. "He'll be off to uni in two months, and you'll miss him terribly."

Lucy rolled her eyes with a flair so dramatic Michelangelo would have sketched it for a fresco. "As if. I'm literally counting down the days."

"You say that now," Megan grinned, reaching out to tuck a strand of hair behind Lucy's ear. "But I saw you trying on his old rugby jumper the other day."

"Mu-um!" Lucy groaned, but a smile gave her away.

As Jack turned to leave, Megan remembered. "Oh, Jack, love—hang on, before you disappear. Leo. Is he still on for his lesson tomorrow? I’m getting everything set up and ready.”

Jack paused by the fruit bowl, grabbing an apple. "Yeah, 'course. He's dead keen. Thinks you're a genius."

Something inside her chest gave a little kick, like a butterfly trapped in a jar. "He's got a real talent," she managed, her voice even. "A good eye for composition."

But what she saw wasn't a sketchbook. It was last weekend. Leo, shirtless after wrestling with the stubborn lawnmower, his back glistening. God, the poetry of those muscles moving under his young, tanned skin. Not an ounce of fat, just lean, hard strength carved from years of rugby. She’d watched from the kitchen window, her grip tightening on the stem of her wine glass, and a treacherous, thrilling heat had pooled low in her belly, a secret tide pulling her under.

He was her son's best friend. A boy. Except... he wasn't, was he? Nearly nineteen. A man. A man who sometimes looked at her with those dark, knowing eyes, as if he could see right into the dreams that made her wake breathless and slick, her hand already between her thighs.

"Earth to Mum," Jack said, waving his half-eaten apple in front of her face. "You went all spacey. Deadline brain again?"

Megan's focus snapped back to the room, a hot blush creeping up her neck. Christ. Had her face given something away? Did he see? "Sorry, love," she said, her voice a little too bright. "Just mentally storyboarding my next project."

Oh, she was planning a project, alright.

"Whatever," Jack shrugged, already halfway out the door. "Have fun at your wine club. Don't gossip too much about Mrs. Fletcher's new conservatory."

"It's a book club," she corrected automatically, the words tasting like a lie. Wine club. Gossip central. The Desperate Housewives of Surrey. If only they knew what they really talked about. The frank, wine-loosened confessions of secret hungers, using fictional characters as stand-ins for themselves. Last month, buttoned-up Eleanor had actually said the word "orgasm." Out loud. Megan had nearly choked on her Chardonnay.

The kids vanished upstairs, their bickering fading to a familiar, comforting murmur. The quiet rushed back in to fill the space, but it wasn't peaceful anymore. It felt... charged. Humming with the thoughts she'd been forced to push aside.

She picked up her glass again, swirling the dark liquid. It caught the late afternoon light, gleaming like liquid rubies.

Leo tomorrow. Charlotte tonight. The wine, the confessions, the filthy, delicious book talk to come. It wasn't just one thought, but a dozen, all tumbling over each other, creating a single, potent ache low in her belly. A hidden inner dam, starting to crack under the pressure. She'd been a good wife, a devoted mother, a responsible adult for twenty-one years.

Maybe it was time to remember the wild girl she'd been. The artist who craved oils.

She drained her glass, her eyes landing on the clock. Right. First, a change of clothes. Something sexy but not like she was trying too hard. The green wrap dress. It clung in the right places, brought out the green in her eyes, and showed just enough cleavage to serve as a quiet reminder: she was more than just someone's mum.

She stood, pushing her chair back and stretching, feeling each vertebra pop and release. A restless energy tingled through her, a current of heat that had nothing to do with the wine and everything to do with the night ahead.

It was time.
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Optimised for Pleasure

The woman in the smart mirror was a product of ruthless optimisation. Chloe Huntington-Ross, reflected from every angle in her vast, white dressing room, stood motionless as the data scrolled across the glass in soft blue. Heart rate: 64 BPM. Body fat: 18.7%. Muscle mass: excellent.

Acceptable metrics. Not optimal, but acceptable.

Her hand skimmed over a breast. Asset check. Firmness: optimal. The silicone felt dense, reliable under the lace of the Tom Ford bra—£290, but worth every penny for the ROI on this silhouette. A necessary investment after the twins. An asset appreciation strategy. Simple.

Behind her, the dressing room gleamed. White marble, brushed steel, a colour-coded functionality that bordered on the fanatical. The air itself was a product placement: yuzu and green tea, precisely calibrated by the £400 Japanese diffuser from last month's newsletter. Even breathing in here was on-brand.

A turn to the side. Profile check. Stomach: flat. Acceptable. The reconstruction scars from Zürich—hang on, were they really fading? She leaned closer. Yes. The Glow serum was performing as projected. Thank God. But there... just at the curve of her hip... a hint of softness? A small variance?

"Christ," she muttered. The maintenance was relentless. Tomorrow’s routine would need tweaking: more lateral hip thrusts, and carbs dialled down to 14.5% of total intake. Non-negotiable.

She slid open a handcrafted maple door, revealing the curated selection for tonight’s engagement. Not a dress. So predictable. Charlotte would be in some structured Karen Millen thing, Eleanor in a suffocating twinset. So... unoptimised. Her fingers ghosted past a rail of identical black tops before landing on a deceptively simple piece from some sustainable Scandinavian brand. £340 of organic cotton that screamed, "I don't have to try." She paired it with Lululemon leggings that cost more than most people’s weekly food shop. Effortless required extraordinary effort. That was the entire business model.

There, on the white marble vanity, sat Priest. God, that garish cover. A splash of vulgarity in the sterile perfection of the room, an ink stain on a silk blouse. A bright lipstick print marked page 163. The surrender. She’d found herself re-reading that page, the words a dangerous siren call.

"All that emotional messiness," she murmured, her fingers tracing the title. "So... inefficient."

Catastrophic surrender. The phrase alone sent a shiver down her spine, a prickle of something that was half-horror, half-yearning. The complete loss of control... Her breath hitched. Her entire life was a fortress against chaos. Brand, body, business—meticulously engineered. And it was working. Eight figures. A Tatler profile confirmed. Glowing reports from the twins' Swiss boarding school.

So what was this? This... deviation. A systemic error in the code. A bug in the programming. Unacceptable.

Base desires. The words echoed. And her mind didn’t just jump; it was thrown straight into the east wing. Into the gym.

And with the gym came Jack.

Jack Brady. Twenty-five years old and pure, working-class power. Former footballer. Raw. The strain in his tattooed biceps as he spotted her. The scent of his sweat—real, male sweat—cutting through her curated air. His calloused hands on her waist, his thumb pressing just a little too firmly against her Sweaty Betty top. "Keep that core engaged, Chloe." His voice, rough London vowels that made her clench. Unrefined. Unfiltered.

And then there was Sophia. His girlfriend. Twenty-three. All languid, old-money grace and a knowing smile. She’d appear near the end of the session, Pilates-toned in a way that made Chloe's surgical precision feel suddenly... obvious. The way Sophia watched her stretch. Not casual. An intense, analytical gaze that felt like a violation and a validation all at once. After Tuesday's session, she'd approached, her eyes lingering on Chloe’s chest, then her stomach. Lower.

"Your form is incredible, Chloe," she'd purred. "You're so much stronger than you look."

An electric flutter deep in her gut. She stamped on it. Competitive market analysis. That’s all it was. Sizing up a rival brand. But the flutter remained, a treacherous little pulse. So, no. Not just analysis.

And Jack, watching them both. His eyes dark, a hand resting proprietarily at the small of Sophia's back. Waiting. For what?

Her reflection snapped her out of it. A hot flush crept up her neck, staining the skin above her bra. A biological betrayal. And lower, God, the dampness spreading through her La Perlas. Fucking hell. A system malfunction. The thought of Jack’s rough hands and Sophia’s sharp, appraising eyes... together. A brand risk of catastrophic proportions. Jack’s tattooed arms pinning her wrists. Yes. Sophia’s manicured fingers tracing the faint scars on her stomach. Oh, God. Both of them taking. Just taking. And her, surrendering...

Her fingers tightened on the edge of the marble vanity, the cold stone a shock against her skin.

"For God's sake, Chloe," she whispered to the flushed woman in the mirror. "Get a grip."

She grabbed her glass Fiji bottle, taking a long sip of cucumber-and-electrolyte-infused water. A fortifying measure. She slipped on the Louboutins that masqueraded as trainers and snatched her tote. Phone. The damned book. And her Carmex lip balm—the one cheap, pre-wealth indulgence she couldn't optimise away.

The book club. Thank God. The one place this... pressure could be vented. A strategic deviation, yes, but a necessary one. Otherwise, the whole system might just blow.

One last look in the mirror. Hair, outfit, expression. Perfect serene composure. A fortress. No one would ever suspect the chaos brewing inside.

She left the sanctuary, her body thrumming with forbidden energy. Down the floating staircase, her mind already calculating. Don't arrive first—too eager. Don't arrive last—draws attention. The perfect entry time.


Story 1: Servicing the Help
The Book Club - Literary Lubricant


CHARLOTTE’S TALE

"More?" Charlotte's voice sliced through the chatter, the neck of the Sancerre bottle poised like a weapon. The usual book club setup. Eleanor, whose spine seemed to calcify with every sip, as if her cashmere might shatter should she slump. Isabelle, perched like a raven in some absurd architectural dress, her artist's eyes cataloguing every twitch and flush. Chloe, unnervingly still, her expensive athleisure a silent lecture on discipline. And then there was Megan. Predictable as ever, flushed and practically vibrating with a raw, provincial enthusiasm that was almost charming in its transparency.

"God, yes," Megan thrust her glass forward. "I'm absolutely parched after all that filth."

Charlotte obliged, the pale gold wine catching the light as it splashed into the glass. As she leaned across the table, the cool weight of the plug shifted inside her, a deep, insistent pressure against the wall of her arse. A secret throb of control right here, in this room of chattering women. It made the corners of her mouth twitch.

"I think I've consumed more wine than words tonight," Eleanor admitted, a feeble protest as she allowed her glass to be topped up.

"Consider it literary lubricant, darling," Charlotte purred, letting the double entendre hang in the air between them. The sapphire between her cheeks pulsed a quiet hello. My god, these pathetic, half-starved women had no idea what was coming.

They’d dispensed with the catch-up with perfunctory speed. Richard was "extremely busy." Jonathan was "giving a keynote." Eleanor's son was off to Durham. Megan's children were a nightmare. Chloe's twins were excelling. A litany of tedious, predictable lives. Each one a prison cell of their own making. Charlotte surveyed them from her throne at the head of the table. Her vast, gleaming kitchen was the perfect battlefield. The perfect canvas.

Megan fanned her face dramatically. "Right then, ladies. Priest. My god, I needed a cold shower after that first confession scene. David came home and I practically jumped him at the door. Thought I'd gone stark raving mad."

Poor, dependable David. The image was comical; ambushed by his suddenly ravenous wife. The classic desperate housewife come to life right there in her confession. Pathetic. As if a filthy book could plaster over the cracks of a stale marriage.

Eleanor shifted, setting her glass down with exaggerated precision. "I found the theological anguish more compelling, actually," she offered, her voice tight. "The idea of a man of God brought so low... it was the internal conflict, not the... mechanics... that I found so potent."

Oh, the anguish. Eleanor's face was a traitor to her words. That tell-tale flush crawling up from her cashmere collar, the tightness around her mouth as she said 'potent'. Such a desperate performance of propriety.

"A classic study in duality—the sacred and the profane," Isabelle added, her fingers tracing invisible shapes on the table. "Though the writing was a bit crude for my taste. It felt less like an exploration and more like a... manual."

Charlotte sipped her wine, watching them. Always the same. Intellectualising filth to make it palatable. As if giving it a theme made it acceptable to get wet over a priest fingering a nineteen-year-old in a confessional.

Chloe’s voice was clinical, as if analysing a stock market crash. "I saw it as a breakdown of control. He’d optimised his entire existence for piety, and one variable—the girl—caused a complete system failure. Fascinating, from a risk management perspective."

Only Chloe could make a wank sound like a bloody TED Talk. But there was a new quiver there tonight, a vibration beneath the polished surface.

"Oh, sod the theology, Elle!" Megan laughed, a warm, unsubtle sound that broke the tension. "Did you not just want her to get on her knees and suck his holy cock? I know I did!"

A ripple of shocked silence, then a burst of relieved, wine-fuelled laughter. Eleanor's cheeks flamed crimson. Even Isabelle cracked a smile.

Look at them. My lovely, predictable hens. Pecking at the edges of their gilded cages. Charlotte refilled their glasses in strategic silence, letting them feel brave. Letting them think this was rebellion. Amateurs.

"Well," Eleanor said, her voice dropping, the wine finally doing its work, "the scene against the altar rail was... quite powerful."

"Power is an interesting framework," Isabelle mused. "His clerical dominance inverted, made subject to her..."

"It was the risk," Chloe cut in, her glass half-raised. "The vestry scene? With the entire congregation just outside? That's... exposure on multiple levels."

"God, yes!" Megan almost moaned, leaning forward. "All those people, just on the other side of the door. Can you imagine? The absolute terror of it?"

The air in the room had changed. Grown thick. You could almost smell it over the Sancerre—a cocktail of expensive perfume and cheap, desperate need. Megan was practically bouncing in her seat, her eyes glossy with it. Even Eleanor’s posture had softened, the ramrod spine finally yielding an inch. Yes. Good.

"The confessional scene," Eleanor ventured, her words slurring slightly. "On her knees not for prayer but for... that. And hearing every... single... noise."

"Practically dripping with symbolism," Isabelle smirked.

"The hand over her mouth," Chloe added, her voice a low hum. "To silence her. That was... optimally executed."

"I slipped two fingers inside myself reading that part," Megan announced, her neck flushed beet-red. "Couldn't help it. David was working late, and I just... Oh god, sorry. Too much wine!"

They all leaned in, a coven of conspirators. She shifted on her chair, a deliberate, rolling motion that pressed the cool sapphire of the plug deep inside her. A sharp, exquisite throb. That was real. Not some fantasy priest in a paperback. This room, this moment... this was her creation.

"It made me think," Eleanor was saying, the words tumbling out, looser now. "About how long it's been since Richard and I... well. Since we really..."

"Oh, I know!" Megan leaned forward again, her voice a conspiratorial hiss. "David tries, God love him, but sometimes I just want to be taken. Not asked, not negotiated with. Just... thrown on the bed."

"The act of surrender," Chloe murmured, almost to herself. "So counterintuitive."

"But necessary," Isabelle added, her artist's eye sharp. "The balance of control and yielding. The tension between them. It's the heart of all great art."

They all nodded sagely, sipping their wine, content in their little circle of intellectualised filth.

Amateurs.

Charlotte let a slow, genuine smile touch her lips for the first time all evening. Art, Isabelle darling? No. Art was for looking at.

This was about to become a practical lesson.
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Reality Is So Much Filthier

"It's all well and good in a book, isn't it?" Megan sighed, topping up her wine. A drop splashed onto the marble, a tiny red circle spreading like blood. "Thrilling. But you have to wonder... does anyone really get to live like that? To have that kind of... power over a man?"

Eleanor fidgeted with her pearl necklace, her voice a mouse-squeak. "God, can you imagine the risk? The sheer ruin of it all."

Charlotte looked up, a slow, deliberate movement, letting her gaze sweep over them. Perfect. Right on cue. The shared confession of boredom, that collective sigh of middle-class dissatisfaction. She’d chosen the wine, the book, even the bloody canapés, all for this. This moment. The exquisite snap of the reins.

She raised a hand. The chatter stopped. Just like that. Four little puppets, their strings pulled taut by her silence.

She shifted in her chair, the hard, cool weight of the sapphire plug pressing against her. A secret pulse of pleasure that sharpened her focus, made her voice drop. "Forget the book."

The silence that followed was so absolute it was a meal in itself. Delicious. Look at them. Like startled birds. Did they really think we were here to discuss literary merit? The sweet, simple dears.

Charlotte swirled the wine in her glass, the motion slow, sensual. The claret was the colour of a deep bruise. "Fiction is fine." She let the words hang in the air. "It's a perfectly adequate little appetiser." Another pause, a smile playing on her lips, all teeth and promise. "But reality... reality is so much filthier."

The kitchen went utterly still. A perfect, suspended beat as comprehension dawned on their faces. Not one of them breathed. Good. Isabelle’s analytical façade was crumbling, revealing a naked hunger that was almost desperate. Even the marble beneath their feet seemed to hold its breath.

Charlotte leaned forward, her silk blouse gaping just enough, a calculated offering. The movement was pure predator. "I have a story for you," she purred, the command in her voice cutting through the tension like shears through silk. "A true one."

She pointed a single, perfectly lacquered nail at her chest. The deep red polish gleamed under the spotlights—the colour of her wine, of spilt blood, of absolute control. "It happened to me. This summer. Very recently in fact."

The temperature in the kitchen seemed to climb five degrees. The scent of expensive perfume was suddenly losing its battle with something far more primal. A flush creeping up Megan’s neck. The damp sheen on Isabelle’s upper lip. Oh yes. They were ready. She had filled the space between them with it, a current of pure, transgressive possibility that made the hairs on their arms stand on end. She could feel it prickling her skin.

Every eye was locked on her. Every breath held. The collective force of their attention was a physical thing, a vibration that hummed straight to her core, making the jewel inside her pulse in time with her quickening hunger. She had them. Utterly. This wasn't a book club. It was a confessional.

"It was the hottest day of July," she began, her voice a velvet whisper that demanded they lean closer. "James was away on his golf weekend, and Leo..." She paused, letting the name drop into the silence like a stone into a still pond. She saw Eleanor's eyes widen, saw the tell-tale flush creep up her neck. "Our pool boy. Twenty-one, muscles like they were carved for a museum, skin gilded by the sun."

Her eyes glittered, locking onto Eleanor's. "You know Leo, don't you, Elle? You've certainly stared at him enough."

A small, choked sound escaped Eleanor’s throat. Her blush deepened to a furious crimson.

Yes. This was it. Not committee chairmanships. This. Watching these respectable women squirm in their seats, their bodies betraying them. The lady of the manor was about to hold court, and they were her rapt, helpless congregation.

Charlotte raised her glass, her eyes dark with amusement over the rim. "Well, let me tell you what that boy is capable of when he's properly... motivated."
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Lessons by the Lounger

CHARLOTTE’S TALE

I was sprawled on the lounger by the pool - it was a ridiculous Italian thing my husband had insisted on because of a film he once saw. The July heat pressed down, smothering, making even breathing an effort. The sort of heat that forces you to be still, to notice.

The Sancerre sweated in its silver bucket, condensation sliding down the green bottle like tears on a bad actress. The garden smelled of money: chlorine’s sharpness, roses bred to be so fragrant it was almost indecent, the creamy-chemical haze of Clarins. And still, boredom.

An airless prison of my own making. Days so perfect they were mausoleums.

Then, like a sign from whatever wicked god still thought of me, he rounded the corner.

Leo.

Gold-brown skin stretched over a frame only work and sheer youth could shape. T-shirt already clinging, cargo shorts hanging low enough to show the deep V at his hips — that map only ever points one way: down.

“Afternoon, Mrs Payne.” Deferential, polite — completely unaware of just how much that made me want to undo my top and see him try, and fail, to keep his eyes off my tits.

I lifted a lazy hand in greeting. No point in conversation. He was here to work — and be looked at.

I watched through my sunglasses as he started his pointless skimming; James’s idea of “helping local boys” was paying them to do work professionals had already been paid for. Nothing charitable in my gaze.

When the T-shirt came off — stuffed in a pocket — the light hit his shoulders, his back, and the faint sheen on him made it look like someone had just glazed him in anticipation. Strong arms pulling the pole back and forth. Christ… cock like that body would be thick, heavy — hot in my hand not thirty seconds before I took it in my mouth.

The book on my stomach — Priest — was forgotten. Ink on paper could never compete with the living, pumping reality of this.

“Would you like me to reset the loungers when I’m done, Mrs Payne?” My God, the manners. Like he thought “Mrs Payne” would be some kind of ward against the idea of sliding down onto my knees in front of him right here on the tiles.

I slid my sunglasses down my nose. The waistband of his shorts was dark with sweat. His gaze was locked dutifully on my collarbone instead of my cleavage. Laughable. Sweet.

“No, Leo. Not necessary.” A pause, a smile that wasn’t just polite. “It’s rather hot, isn’t it? Fetch yourself some water from the kitchen. Before you pass out.”

“Oh, I’m alright, Mrs Payne—”

“I insist.” Sugared steel. “Can’t have you collapsing into my pool. The paperwork would be such a bore.”

He gave a nervous laugh, brushed his forearm across his forehead, and turned to go. And that’s when I gave him his first real dose.

“Actually, wait a moment.” I tugged one bikini strap away from my shoulder, as if checking for tan lines — the movement lifting and spreading my tits so that my nipples pressed harder into the fabric. I smoothed the strap back into place, deliberately letting my fingers skim the outer swell of my breast before trailing down over my ribs to tug the bottom edge of my bikini top. “Slipped,” I said lightly, but my eyes stayed on his.

His gaze flicked down in pure reflex — and Christ, the way his throat jumped when he realised he’d looked.

I shifted on the lounger, parting my thighs under the pretence of adjusting the other strap. The Lycra moved over my clit just enough that I had to bite down on the sound threatening to leave my mouth. Yes, I’m wet, darling, ridiculously — and no, you’re not imagining the outline.

“Go on then,” I said softly, flicking my fingers towards the house.

When he came back, the glass in his hand was slick with condensation. His fingers too. Ice in the water clinked. The swallow of his throat as he drank… one droplet sliding down, past collarbone, disappearing into the flat plane between his pecs.

God, I want to open my mouth under that and lick until my tongue finds your nipple.

“Better?” I asked, my tone that of a hostess offering vol-au-vents — except my eyes were very deliberately on his mouth.

“Much, thanks, Mrs Payne.” He bent to get the skimmer again. The shorts tightened over two perfect rounded cheeks, the fabric pulling just enough to give me a hint of the shape underneath. My clit pulsed.

Twenty-one. Imagine that arse slamming into me, everything hard, everything young — the smack of skin and not an ounce of fat wasted anywhere.

The wet between my thighs wasn’t pretty “heat pooling” or romance-novel “ache.” It was my cunt leaking into the gusset of designer swimwear, and I wanted to rub myself against his thigh until he gave in.

The sun was still hot overhead, but the real temperature was between us now.

Time to find out if he took orders as well in my private service as he did in his pool work.
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An Unwitting Gift

The soft hiss of the patio doors was enough to curdle my mood — that hydraulic whisper I associated with interruptions, intrusions, spoiling the hunt.

And out he walked. James. My husband. My ghost at the feast.

Honestly. Hugo Boss polo tucked into those absurd checked golf trousers, clinging to the soft swell of his paunch. The faint waft of Acqua di Parma that he’d been wearing since the Jurassic age of our marriage. It didn’t excite me — it smelled like surrender, like beige. Predictable, just like him.

“There you are, darling,” he said without looking at me, eyes on his watch instead. Timekeeping for tee-off. Always more intimacy with his Rolex than with me.

I felt Leo stiffen beside the pool, frozen like a startled deer. Still holding the skimmer pole — it jerked slightly in his hand, dripping chlorinated beads onto the stone. “Afternoon, Mr Payne,” he managed. Voice careful, posture deferential.

James barely glanced up. A nod — the kind he’d give a waiter. To my husband, Leo wasn’t a man, barely a person — just part of the scenery he paid for.

I didn’t miss the flick of Leo’s eyes toward me as James approached the lounger. Instinctive, almost guilty.

James’s shadow fell over me, blocking the sun for the first time all afternoon. He bent and kissed my cheek — the driest, most dutiful press of lips. Not even near the mouth. Cold breath, mint from his mouthwash. No heat, no weight. And certainly no cock pressing against me.

Christ, imagine if Leo had kissed me instead — firm, young mouth, cock throbbing right up against my hip.

“Off now, darling. Tee time in an hour,” James said, straightening, already mentally gone. “Everything alright here?”

I smiled with the kind of silky sincerity a woman perfects after years of veil-thin lies. “Perfectly, James. Have a wonderful game.”

Behind him, Leo was framed by the shimmer of the pool — broad-shouldered, golden-skinned, glancing over like he didn’t know whether to look at my face or my tits.

James is softening into middle-age; Leo could probably sprint the length of the garden with me wrapped around his waist and not drop me.

“The kitchen looks tremendous,” James droned. “Chef did a good job. Will your little book club enjoy it, do you think?”

“I’m sure they’ll be suitably impressed.” I took a slow sip of wine, holding the crystal to my bottom lip longer than necessary. Cool glass against heat — I half imagined it was his cock, and what his face would be like if I sucked the length of it slow like that.

“It’s the club championships,” James wittered, adjusting his Rolex again. The nervous tic of a man who defines himself by a calendar. “I’ll be staying over at the hotel tonight, so don’t wait up.”

Don’t wait up.

Not a suggestion. An engraved invitation.

A slow, sharp thrill uncoiled in me. Not even triumph — more primal. Deep in my core, the sapphire-adorned butt plug I’d been wearing all afternoon gave a tiny, loaded throb against my arsehole. The plug was my promise — to myself — that I’d misbehave today.

I arranged my features into an elegant mask of mild surprise. “The hotel? You didn’t mention.”

“Didn’t I?” A shrug. “Johnson arranged it, you know how it is. Drinks, dinner, blah blah.”

Oh, I knew. A dozen flaccid men slumped in club chairs, bragging about their putting, farting into creased slacks. Pathetic.

“Well, have a lovely time.” I flicked two fingers in a regal, condescending salute. “Win something nice.”

“I’ll try.” Only now did his eyes land on Leo. “Don’t keep him working too late, will you? Health and safety and all that.”

I dropped my sunglasses so he could see my eyes and smiled — slow, deliberate, wolfish. “Oh, I promise you, darling. I won’t keep him a single moment longer than is absolutely necessary.”

He didn’t hear me. Or didn’t understand.

“Right then.” Pocket pat-down: keys, wallet, phone — the trinity of the departing male. “Wish me luck!”

“Break a leg,” I said sweetly. And I might have meant it.

I watched him through the vast window as he bumbled around in the hall, picking up his car keys from that idiotic Murano glass bowl, then climbing into the Porsche. Bright red, loud as sin — a mid-life crisis with leather seats.

The tyres crunched on gravel. The sound of escape.

When the noise faded, the silence was thick enough to hold in my mouth. Heavy. Luxurious. The kind of silence in which bad ideas thrive.

I turned my head. Leo was still at the poolside, elbows flexing as he hauled the skimmer out. Trying not to look at me but failing. The line of his body under that sun was brutal in its effect — broad chest, flat stomach, shorts hanging low enough that I could glimpse a shadowy hint beneath the waistband. That deep V angling down to where I knew his cock was resting.

Bet he’s a solid seven inches soft. Bet it thickens when he even thinks about sliding it into someone. Bet it’s thick right now.

He wiped his forehead with one muscled arm, and when his shorts shifted — there, for a split second — I swore I saw a heavier outline there than before James arrived.

My nipples tightened at the sight. A side-effect of the plug too — everything sensitised, my cunt wet and knotting itself up in a demand to be opened.

He bent again, arse tipping up toward me. Two perfect curves. The shorts gripped tight. I imagined hooking two fingers inside that waistband, dragging them down, letting the sun and my gaze fall on what was underneath.

My smile spread slowly, lips parting around it. Oh yes.

James had handed me a gift — wrapped in politeness, tied with the bow of an empty house for the entire night. And I knew exactly how I was going to unwrap it.
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The Hottest Part of the Day

I let the quiet stretch — a predator giving the herd time to settle before the strike. From beneath lowered lashes, I watched him. Leo. Coiling the garden hose with a hesitant, almost guilty little frown, his gaze kept flicking towards the now-empty drive. Poor thing. Probably imagining James might storm back in and catch him staring at the mistress.

His cheap cotton T-shirt clung to that lean, hard frame, darkened with sweat across the impressive spread of muscle on his back. He swiped a grubby forearm across his brow, biceps flexing under sun-warmed skin. A fine specimen. All that uncomplicated youth, all that cocky-natural strength… and I could already picture what else he had under those shorts. Heavy balls, a perfect hard-on, twitching for someone to use it properly.

I gave him just long enough to think he’d escaped my notice. Then I pounced.

“Leo, darling.” My voice cut the humid air like chilled silk. “You look positively parched. Come and have a drink with me.”

He froze, clutching the hose like it might ward me off. Wide, startled eyes fixed on me — the look of a boy who’d only ever seen a woman like me on a screen. Delicious.

“Oh, no, Mrs Payne. I couldn’t possibly. I’m all… grubby.”

Mrs Payne. Out here in the sunlight, it was laughable. Archaic. A title to peel away and toss aside, like the first layer of clothing before you get to skin.

“Nonsense,” I purred, waving off his protest with languid ease. “And it’s Lottie. Please.” I let my gaze hold him, pin him, command him without a single raised word. “It wasn’t a request. The heat is brutal; I insist.”

He shuffled forward — all gawky limbs, caught between obedience and trepidation — a gazelle approaching a poisoned watering hole. I savoured every step, lifting the perspiring jug of sparkling water beside me. Ice chimed against crystal — delicate percussion for the symphony I had in mind. I handed him the glass; simple on the surface, ceremonial beneath.

“Thank you, Mrs—” He stumbled over the word, flushing. “Um… Lottie.”

My name in his mouth — shy, tentative — hit me low and hard. The pull deep in my cunt made the sapphire plug press forward, sparking an ache that had me clenching around it. My dirty, delicious little secret tucked tight inside while I stood there in polite daylight.

He drank with pure thirst — Adam’s apple bobbing. When he lowered the glass, one perfect drop clung to his lower lip. My eyes fixed on it. His tongue slipped out, pink and young and obscene, to catch it.

Christ, I could feel that tongue on my clit if I closed my eyes right now.

“Oh, bugger.” I tilted into careless annoyance, reaching for the Clarins, turning my back — casual to him, calculated for me — so he got the clean line of my spine and the tight round of my arse in my bikini. “James is utterly useless. My back is burning. Would you be a dear?”

I held the bottle over my shoulder, not bothering to check if he’d take it. Silence thickened. Standing there, he was already battling the image of my arse and the polite terror of saying no. Do it, boy. You’ve got no idea how wet I am under this little scrap of Lycra.

“I… I suppose,” he squeaked.

“Wonderful.” I lounged back, looking every inch the helpless socialite. Gathered my hair up, baring my neck as though it were mere practicality — when really, it was an offering.

The first smear of cream was a cool shock on hot skin — then his hesitant touch. Light at first. Timid. But then — oh God — those rough, working-boy hands, calloused and strong, smoothing over my back where soft, civilised marital fingers had long since grown useless. The scrape of those hands sent a jolt straight to my clit. The plug shifted inside me, and I had to bite back a sigh.

“A little firmer, Leo,” I told him, voice low, husky in the way that always made men comply. “Don’t be shy. I don’t break.”

I caught his wrist, feeling the frantic rabbit-pulse hammering in his veins. I shaped his fingers the way I liked them, kneading myself with his hand, already using him. He firmed his touch, and oh, that was better — good, strong hands that would look even better fisting in my tits, wrapping around my throat.

“That’s better,” I breathed, my mind already red-raw filthy: God, I want those fingers inside me, knuckle-deep.

His breathing shifted, deeper, hotter, brushing my jaw. Goosebumps prickled on my skin. His thumbs pressed into the knot at my neck, and I rewarded him with a quiet, deliberate moan.

“Lower,” I told him, dragging his hands toward the small of my back — close enough to the tie of my bikini that one curious slip and he’d be brushing bare arse. He grazed the string. I arched under him, purring like a cat in heat.

In the reflection of the French doors, I caught it all: his pupils blown wide, jaw slack, and that clear bulge straining against his cargo shorts. Oh, there you are. Bet you’ve got inches to spare, boy.

“God,” I murmured, covering his hand with mine, “your hands feel incredible.”

His eyes, in the glass, met mine — trapped prey, and aware of it.

“I… I think that’s enough,” he stammered, beginning to back off.

I rolled toward him like a cat, until my face was level with the thick ridge stretching the damp cotton at his belly. The smell of sun, sweat, and boy filled me, cutting through chlorine and hot flowers. “I don’t.”

I rose, deliberately slow, setting the cream aside. Heat was rolling off both of us now. He stared at my tits — the cleavage tight and deep above my bikini top, my nipples already hard enough to dent the fabric.

“Mrs Payne—”

“We’re past that,” I cut him off, stepping close enough that my tits almost grazed his chest. “Say my name.”

“Lottie.” Whispered like a confession.

“Better.” I let my gaze drop to the bulge, drinking it in. “Much better.”

His blush flamed, but he stayed where he was.

“I should…” Caught between manners and his cock.

“You should thank me,” I said, silk-wrapped steel. “For the water. For the privilege of touching me.”

He swallowed. “Thank you.”

“Good boy.” I stroked his cheek, slow and just this side of maternal, trailing fingers down to his throat. Christ, I can feel his pulse — and all I can think of is wrapping my legs around him while that cock drives up into me.

“I… I should go. My bike’s… out front.”

“Is it?” I tilted my head — the movement making the plug push deeper into me. “But your job isn’t finished, Leo. You work for us. To keep the property… well serviced.”

He drew a shaky breath. The penny dropped.

“And I believe…” I let my eyes drag down over him again, “…there are certain areas that have been shamefully neglected. Areas that could use a young man’s particular… energy.”

“Lottie… we can’t… we shouldn’t…”

“And yet,” I flicked my gaze to his cock, “that magnificent piece of yours seems to disagree.”

His hand instinctively tried to shield it. “I’m sorry, I didn’t mean—”

“Never apologise for wanting me, Leo.” I pressed my hand to his chest. God, that heartbeat. Just wait until I’m riding him — I’ll fucking milk him for every drop. “It’s only natural. And so flattering.”

He looked dizzy in the heat, drunk on hormones. Mine now. Entirely.

“James is away for the weekend,” I said, letting it hang there while his mind scrambled over the possibilities. “I’ll be all alone.”

“Oh.” Surrendered in a breath.

I turned toward the cool shade of the house. “Would you like to come inside, Leo? I have a few more tasks that require your specific skills.”

His yes came out as a shiver of breath.

I smiled my predator’s smile, hips swaying with deliberate promise as I led him in. The boy followed. Already mine.
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Taming the Garden Boy

I didn’t lead him — I paraded him. Through the echoing marble foyer, his cheap trainers squeaking behind me. I made him follow, eyes up, soaking in my bare back, the sway of my arse.

Straight to the master bedroom. Of course. Not some spare room, not a guest suite. This act of filthy betrayal had to stain the bed I shared with James. I wanted his golf trophies to sit and listen while I turned our marriage into my private porn film.

He was quiet behind me, breathing quick, shallow pulls. The smell of him: sun, sweat, grass, chlorine. A hot-blooded animal in my house. Twenty-one years old and already exactly where I wanted him — inside the lioness’s den.

I pushed open the double doors. The California king dominated the room like a stage. Sheets gently rumpled from James’s last sleep — he was still in this room a few hours ago. Perfect. My cunt throbbed just thinking about Leo kneeling where my husband had lain.

“This is…” His voice broke mid-sentence, trying to take in the scale, the view over the gardens, the intimacy of this space.

“My bedroom,” I finished for him. I let my voice drip with English country-house authority. “Mine and my husband’s.”

That little swallow — so obvious in his throat — told me all I needed to know. Sweat slid down from his collarbones to the ridges of his stomach. His hands, those calloused workman’s hands, flexed and unflexed like he didn’t know where to put them.

Fight or flight. Poor boy hadn’t even considered surrender was the third — and only — option.

I made him stand there. Let him take in the weight of being in this room with me. Let him breathe the same sheets that smelt of my scent. The rising wet between my thighs was not something polite — it was my cunt, greasy-slick now, heavy and ready, knowing what I was about to do to him.

“Take off your t-shirt.”

Four clipped words dropped into the charged air like stones into deep water.

“Mrs Payne, I—”

“Now.” Nothing in my voice but ice.

A moment of hesitation, then he obeyed. Whipped it over his head in one motion, and finally I had him half-undressed in my territory.

Golden skin. Young muscle. Bare chest you could eat your dinner off. I wanted to mark him with my nails, see if he bruised easily. His chest rose and fell, the air between us thick enough to taste.

I closed the distance, hips rolling lazily, letting my tits sway just enough beneath the bikini to catch his eye. The smell of his male sweat punched straight between my legs. I trailed one sharp red nail down the centre of his chest, over his tight stomach, right down to the button of his shorts. The flex in his stomach made me smile. He wouldn’t even realise how much of himself he’d given away just by standing still.

“Good boy.” I made it sound like a title.

Then I sat on the edge of the bed and pointed to the priceless Aubusson rug at my feet. I dipped my voice low, dropping the hostess altogether. “On your knees.”

He blinked, frozen. For fuck’s sake, boy, don’t ruin it. On. Your. Knees.

I gave him the look that expects obedience. He dropped, falling forward almost too fast, as if his body understood before his brain did.

He looked up now, and all I could see was the bulge under those ridiculous shorts and the flush painting his cheekbones. That large, thick ridge straining at cheap cotton made my pulse tick in my clit. No way in hell I was letting him keep that confined for much longer.

With deliberate slowness, I reached behind my neck and untied my bikini top. I made him watch the straps slide off my shoulders, watch my tits settle free — big, heavy, perfectly lifted by Harley Street’s finest, nipples taut, begging to be sucked. I saw the way his eyes darted between them, his lips just parting.

“Like them?” I asked. He swallowed. I didn’t wait for his answer. I leaned forward just enough for the weight of one breast to swing nearer his face.

“You’ve been a very good boy, Leo… now I want to see what that young mouth can do. Start with my tits. Show me how badly you want to obey me.”

The first brush of his lips was tentative, almost polite. No. Not what I wanted. My hand slid into his hair and gripped. “Suck it. Properly. I want to feel your jaw working. That’s it — good boy.”

He learned fast. His mouth sealed around my nipple, sucking until an electric, needling jolt shot straight down my stomach and into my cunt. I shifted my hips, feeling how wet I was now — my bikini bottoms were soaked through and clinging to my bare lips. A squirm and they’d show every swollen line of me.

I reached down, hooked both thumbs in the waistband, and shoved them down in one smooth motion. My cunt was bare now — waxed smooth, spread slightly by the way I was sitting — and leaking enough to feel air cool on the wet. His eyes dropped instantly, and fuck, the heat in them nearly pushed me over right then.

“Look at me.” I tilted my hips, displaying myself shamelessly. “This is what you’ve done to me with that mouth of yours. Now you’re going to taste it.”

His breath hitched hard enough I could see it in his chest. I held his chin, dragged his face between my thighs, and pressed him to me.

The first lick was hesitant — the innocence of it almost comic given the state of my cunt. But the heat of his tongue… Jesus. That first swipe over my clit was like an electric shock.

“That’s it. Right there. Lick. My. Cunt. Lap it up like the good little toy you are. Harder — get your tongue in me.”

He obeyed, licking me broad and flat, then sharper, pushing inside, sucking when I told him. His hands came to my thighs, squeezing, holding himself there like he didn’t want to ever move.

My heels were digging into the rug, grinding my cunt against his face now, chasing the friction. I had him eating me like it was his first and last meal. My fingers in his hair were a leash.

“Good boy,” I moaned, head tipping back, “that’s it. You’re going to make me come, and then you’re going to lick every fucking drop off your chin.”

I rode his mouth until the room blurred, until I felt my clit swell against his lips and the orgasm started to rip out of me — wet pulses spilling into him, my thighs clamping his head in place.

When it finally ebbed I slumped back, chest rising and falling, looking down at him. His mouth and cheeks were smeared with my slick, and he looked dazed, almost stupid with lust. A bulge tents his shorts — obscene, swollen, impossible to ignore.

I smoothed a hand over his damp hair as if patting a pet. I smiled. “That, Leo, was your first lesson. And if you’re half as good with that cock as you are with your tongue… we’re going to have so much fun.”
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Riding the Help

“Enjoying yourself?” I asked, watching the dazed pleasure in his eyes sharpen back into focus.

He nodded, a raw, primal noise caught in his throat. He tried to move, to shift up my body, his hands going for my hips. “Mrs Payne, I—”

I pressed one firm palm to his chest, stopping him dead. “Not yet.” That male programming flickered in his eyes — the shift from apprentice to master, thinking one orgasm for me meant he got to take his. Adorable. “We do this my way.”

I rose from the bed, naked and still humming from my climax. My inner thighs were slick from my cum and his spit — I wanted him to see it — the mess he’d just made of me.

“Lie on your back.”

The confusion was delicious. He obeyed, flopping down, that cock of his pointing up at the ceiling like an accusation.

I walked to James’s wardrobe, letting Leo’s eyes rake the sway of my arse as I padded barefoot across the carpet. I pulled open the oak door. His fucking suits in a dull row. But not what I wanted. No — it was his ties I was here for.

“What are you doing?” Leo’s voice was a strained whisper.

I didn’t answer yet. My fingers traced the silks like a lover’s arm. That ridiculous Hermès in cobalt with the flecks of gold - cost a fortune. About to earn its keep.

I turned and dangled it for him to see. Let my eyes tell him exactly what I meant to do. “Hands behind your back.”

His eyes widened. “Mrs Payne… I… I don’t think—”

“Hands. Behind. Your. Back.” Each word was slow, clipped, posh and filthy. “Now.”

The swallow in his throat was huge. He rolled onto his side, bringing those wrists together behind him — obedient already.

My fingers tied the silk in a secure knot. Tight enough that there was no escape. The obscene image of his tanned skin bound in my husband’s expensive tie… God, it was like plugging a live cable straight into my cunt.

“There we are,” I murmured, pushing him gently onto his back. Arms trapped, chest up, helpless except for that huge fucking cock standing proud in cheap cotton. My toy, now.

I climbed over him, straddling his thighs, feeling the heat radiating from that bulge. Slowly, I undid the button of his shorts. One careful tooth at a time, I unzipped — the rasp of it loud as sin.

“Please,” he breathed — like he was afraid he might wake up if he said it too loud.

I hooked my fingers in his waistband and pulled down in one stroke — shorts, underwear, all of it.

There it was. Fuck. My eyes actually drank him in — thick, long, hot, twitching in time with his pulse. A bead of precum already making the slit shine.

“Well,” I said, genuinely admiring, “aren’t you full of surprises.”

His cock gave a dangerous jump under my gaze, another string of wet forming at the tip. I reached almost to touch him, then stopped short, sliding my hand to squeeze his thigh instead. His groan at the tease made my lips twitch into a smile.

“Patience,” I told him, leaning forward until my tits brushed his chest. My nipples dragged up and down his skin, leaving faint wet smears of my arousal from earlier. “Good things come to those who wait.”

I kissed him, tongue sliding in, letting me taste my cunt from when I rode his tongue.

“You’ve been very good so far. Very obedient.”

“Yes, Mrs Payne,” he said, already trying to chase my kiss again.

“And now,” I purred, “I’m going to reward you. I’m going to show you what a real woman enjoys.”

My mouth started travelling down his body. I dragged my nipples across him, wet little trails, until I was sucking at his own — taking the nub between my teeth just enough to make him gasp.

Lower, over his ridged stomach, tongue flat, so every muscle clenched under me. Then lower still — not to his cock, not yet — but to his balls. Warm, heavy, perfect. I took one in my mouth, then the other, sucking gently, rolling them with my tongue.

“Christ, Mrs Payne…” His hips bucked, bound arms twitching.

I released them with a pop of spit. “Please what?”

“Please… touch my cock…” Desperate now.

“Maybe,” I said. And then — because my wicked streak demanded it — I pushed his legs further apart and licked lower. Down the perineum, slow and teasing, then flicked my tongue over his sweaty arsehole.

The shock rocked through him — a groan from the base of his spine. His cock was leaking steadily now, fat drops rolling down the shaft.

“Oh my God,” he choked. “I never…”

“Liked that, didn’t you, boy?”

He nodded, useless for words. He had no idea what depravity I was capable of. But I didn’t want to scare him off – I needed to take my time with this one, break him in.

I slid back up his body and finally, finally wrapped my hand around him. Jesus — the weight of him in my palm — it pulsed like it was alive. I positioned him at my slick entrance, the head nudging my bare, wet lips.

“Look at you,” I whispered. “Tied up with my husband’s silk. So beautiful and helpless.”

“Please… Mrs Payne…” His voice tore at the edges.

“No begging. Just feel this. Feel me take you.”

I sank, stretching wide to take him until our hips joined. Luckily, my cunt was used to my collection of oversized dildos, and I could take him without flinching. The heat, the thickness — my cunt clenching up reflexively around this young, obscene cock. “Fuck…” he groaned, head falling back.

“That’s it,” I said, starting a slow, grinding rhythm. “You just lie there and give me that magnificent cock.”

Up and down, slow at first, getting deeper, changing the angle so I could feel him grind my G-spot. The plug in my arse was sending sharp threads of pleasure up my spine with every drop onto him.

“Oh fuck…” I gasped. “Look at you. Filling me up like this — so much better than the man who owns this tie. Look at me when I fuck you.”

His eyes locked on mine, wide and glazed.

“Is this what you wanted, boy? To be fucked by a real woman?”

“Yes… oh God… yes…”

I clenched around him, making him grunt. “Better than you expected? Not like those little girls you’re used to.”

“So tight… so fucking tight…”

I grabbed his face in one hand. “I want to see you break.”

“I… can’t… hold it…”

“You can. And you will.” I picked up the pace — wet slap, wet slap — my tits bouncing, his cock drilling into me.

“A posh cunt like mine,” I panted, “isn’t just for anyone. You come when I tell you.”

“Oh fuck…”

The tension in him was coiled steel. My hand dropped to my clit, rubbing hard. “Now use it! Fuck me harder! I want to feel that young fuck-stamina until I scream.”

“I’m… trying…” His hips were thrusting up hard against me, bound arms straining behind him.

The orgasm was building in me, sharp and hot, every nerve on fire. “Give it to me! All of it! Fill me up with your hot, young spunk!”

He broke. “I’M COMING—!”

“NOW! FUCKING NOW!” I clamped down on him as my release slammed through me.

His cock pulsed, spurting thick inside, my cunt milking him, greedy. For seconds, there was nothing but the wet heat of him flooding me, the crash and roll of my climax holding me in its teeth.

When it finally eased, I collapsed forward onto him, both of us slick and shaking. His eyes were dazed, lips parted, chest heaving.

I kissed him once — a dry, deliberate seal of approval. “Good boy,” I murmured. “Very good boy.”

***

For Services Rendered

I slid off him, skin slick with his and mine. His cum, hot and thick, trickled down my inner thigh — my brand on me. Better than any ring. It cooled as it slid, sticky between my lips, but I didn’t wipe it away. I wanted it clinging when I walked. The unmistakable scent of “I’ve just been fucked.”

Reaching behind him, I tugged the knot in the silk tie, letting it pool on the crumpled Egyptian cotton. James’s favourite tie. It had been wrapped around the wrists of a boy who had just shot spunk up inside me until my cunt went weak. How perfect.

He rolled, bringing his arms round slowly, flexing fingers. His wrists were raw-red bands of submission. I liked those marks — temporary bracelets announcing he’d been owned.

I rose from the bed and stretched, arching my back, pushing my tits forward, a final, deliberate display for my young audience. My nipples were still hard, flushed from being sucked and rubbed against his chest. His eyes tracked the lift and fall of me, still hungry. Good. He was learning.

But the spell was broken. My cunt still throbbed — not from romance, but from being properly used over a young cock — but the magic of the moment was done. He was just a flushed, panting boy now. Magnificent cock going soft against his thigh. The tool temporarily spent. My mind, cold and slick, was already on disposal and… eventually… retrieval. I pulled a semi-transparent robe on but didn’t tie it.

“You can use the en-suite to clean up,” I said briskly, nodding like a hostess dismissing a caterer. “Towels in the cupboard.”

He blinked, dazed, still in the fog of having emptied himself in his boss’s wife. That twitch of hope in his eyes. The expectation of tenderness. Utterly predictable. Poor sweet boy — they always want fairy tales.

“Should I…?” he began, dry-throated.

“The bathroom, through there.” Sharp. “Be quick about it.”

He half-stumbled for the en-suite, awkwardly covering his cock with one hand as if modesty wasn’t ridiculous at this point. The stud who’d been pounding into me minutes ago was stripped back to a polite village lad worried about overstaying his welcome. Adorable.

I sat in the armchair by the window instead of joining him, cunt still on display, still smeared in him. I wanted my inner thighs drying tacky. Wanted to know a trace of him was there as I reapplied lipstick — mouth swelling back to its perfect, dangerous red.

I counted the bills from my purse. Five twenties. Crisp and insulting. Placed on the bedside table in a neat little fan next to his crumpled cargo shorts. A bonus for the pool boy.

The shower stopped. For a second, I imagined him not coming out — staying in there to jerk himself hard again at the memory. Maybe he was. Maybe he’d picture me riding him and come into his fist before I’d even sent him home. The thought made my cunt twitch warm, wanting more.

He emerged, towel low round his hips, droplets racing down his chest. Still wet-haired, still young — disturbingly young-looking in that moment. If only the readers of the parish magazine could see my garden help like this.

“Your clothes,” I said.

He dressed quickly, turning his back as if I hadn’t been sitting on his cock only moments before. The flex of his shoulders as he pulled the shirt on had me imagining them pinning me down when I finally let him take my arse.

Then he saw the money. The moment it clicked — disbelief, flush of shame, then the stiff jaw of wounded pride.

“What’s that for?” Tight edge in his voice.

“Your bonus.” I didn’t blink. “You were very thorough.”

“I… I wasn’t… it wasn’t for the money, Mrs Payne.”

Pathetic. They all need to think it was more. “Consider it a tip. For exceeding expectations.”

His jaw shifted like he might fight it — but practicality won. He took the notes, crumpling them into his pocket.

“Well, I should… go finish in the garden,” he muttered.

I laughed without warmth. “Darling, the pool’s quite finished. In fact, James mentioned you won’t be needed again until Monday.”

He nodded, jerky, trying to salvage some dignity as he walked for the door.

“Leo.”

He stopped, turning slightly. That flicker in his eyes again — hope. Idiot.

“I may have more… work for you this weekend.” My voice dripped with suggestion and filth. “Keep your phone on.”

Not a question. Not an invitation. A command.

He gave a short nod, then slipped out.

Silence. Mine again. The air still rich with the smell of us — my perfume, his sweat, the faint musk of spent cock and fucked cunt. I pulled my robe tighter, feeling the cool jewelled plug still seated inside. Pressed a palm against it. A sweet jolt shot through my belly.

My cunt pulsed again, already imagining. Next time, I’d have him on his knees behind me. Spread. Face buried in my arse while I made him lick until I felt it in my clit. Teach him how to eat a woman properly, front and back. Then maybe, just to hear him gasp, I’d slide him into my arse — young cock stretching me around it, my plug having done its prep work — while I used a vibrator on my clit until I screamed and milked him dry.

Or make him stand at the end of the bed, my legs up on his shoulders, so I could watch that thick vein disappear into me over and over. Make him finger my arse at the same time, get three in there and stretch me wide enough I could take him anywhere I wanted.

I smiled, heat creeping back between my thighs just from the pictures in my mind. Yes. I’d call him. Soon. My cunt told me so.
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The Seeds of Magnificent Ruin

Done.

The final word hung in the air, a perfect, filthy note of transgression left to echo off the quartz worktops. Silence slammed back in, broken only by the faint, sanctimonious ticking of the Swedish wall clock.

Charlotte leant back in her chair, deliberately shifting her weight. The sapphire plug inside her pressed deep, a secret throb of pleasure that was all her own, linking her to that weekend of sin. Victory was a physical thing, a wet heat between her legs. She let her gaze sweep across her handiwork.

Eleanor. Pale as a communion wafer, mouth slightly agape. That expensive cashmere couldn't hide the frantic pulse hammering away in her throat. Horrified desire. Delicious.

Then Megan let out a long, shaky sigh that was pure post-coital release. "Jesus Christ, Lottie." Her voice was a raw, husky thing, and her generous bosom rose and fell with breaths far too shallow. She was practically leaking in her seat. So gloriously unsubtle.

The domino had fallen.

"The silk tie," Isabelle murmured, leaning forward, her artist's eyes glittering with feral intelligence. "Using his symbol of class against him. That wasn't just seduction. That was a dismantling."

Trust the artist to find the metaphor.

"It was the hundred quid," Chloe added, her voice cool and precise as chipped ice. Her knuckles were white around the stem of her glass. She wasn't processing the filth; she was processing the power. A fellow strategist. "The final invoice. That's what made it yours. You didn't just fuck him; you acquired him."

A sudden, clumsy scramble, as if a fire alarm only they could hear had gone off. Eleanor fumbled for her glass, wine sloshing dangerously. "I... I believe I need some water. It's terribly warm in here." She wouldn't meet Charlotte's eyes. Smart girl. Charlotte deliberately spread her legs a fraction wider under the table.

Eleanor was already scurrying for the door, muttering something about the time, her manicured hand trembling on the frame. Run home, little bird. Go and see if your respectable councillor husband can make you feel even a fraction of that.

"I... wow, Lottie. Just... wow," Megan breathed, clutching her emerald wrap to her heaving chest as she practically bolted after her, her haste a confession in itself. Yes, darling. Go home and touch yourself thinking about it. It's the closest you'll get for now.

Isabelle was more deliberate. She paused, her gaze sharp. "You've set a new theme for our little society, Charlotte. An original performance piece." A promise. The silver in her bob caught the light as she left, a slash of brilliance in the thickening air.

And then there was one. Chloe stood before her, the two of them squared off like apex predators. No awe. Just the cold, hard glint of competition.

"My house next month," Chloe stated, her voice flat. "I'll choose the... book."

The gauntlet. The delicious, thrilling challenge. Charlotte inclined her head, a queen granting permission for a tournament in her honour.

The click of the front door closing was a starting pistol. A low, deep shudder rolled through her, from her shoulders right down to her cunt. All hers. The house, the quiet, the lingering shock in the air. All of it, hers.

She surveyed the magnificent wreck of her kitchen. Abandoned glasses formed a ring around the island, lipstick marks stamping each rim like signatures on a contract. The scene of the crime. She left the mess for the housekeeper.

Right now, she had more pressing needs. Every word of the story, every remembered touch, had been a fresh caress. Leo’s heat was back inside her, stoked by the memory, and now it was a ravenous fire.

Charlotte mounted the stairs, her hand trailing along the polished oak banister. The house was silent, empty of voices but humming with potential. Halfway up, she paused.

She'd told them James was gone. That Leo was dismissed. The house, empty. A lie of omission. Leo's number was a hot little secret in her phone. The hundred quid wasn't a final payment; it was a down payment. A text message sat in her drafts, waiting.

Come back now. Bring a friend if you have one. Same rate.

Her thumb hovered over the send button. Not yet. A tremor of anticipation ran through her. First, take the edge off. The performance had left her ravenous.

In her dressing room, she went to the bottom drawer. Her secret arsenal. Beneath a layer of cashmere scarves lay the sleek, expensive instruments of pleasure that James knew nothing about. Her hand closed around the largest of them, a thick, veined monster of black silicone that always made her think of racehorses. "The Chairman," she'd christened it, a private little fuck-you to James's most tedious business rival.

The Chairman would do nicely. For now.

She let her silk blouse and linen trousers puddle on the floor. Her La Perla bra followed, and she hissed as the cool air hit her nipples. They were hard, aching stones. Before the full-length mirror, she admired the view. A body built by ruthless discipline and the best surgeons money could buy. An investment that paid handsome dividends.

Turning, she reached behind her, her fingers finding the faceted sapphire of the plug. Her secret companion all evening. With a slow, practised twist, she eased it out, a gasp tearing from her throat at the sudden, shocking emptiness.

The bed welcomed her with its cool, high-thread-count embrace. She spread herself across the sheets, a renaissance painting of decadent self-worship. The Chairman waited, slick with lube, in her hand.

Tomorrow, she'd think about the seeds she'd planted. Tomorrow, she'd decide when to send that text. See if two young men could be trained as effectively as one.

But tonight was for her. Tonight was for the perfect execution of power.

Charlotte closed her eyes, parted her thighs, and brought The Chairman home. The first touch against her entrance—so impossibly wet, so ready—sent a bolt of pure electricity up her spine.

She began to fuck herself with deliberate, practised strokes. Fucking herself with the memory of their shock, with the thrill of Chloe’s challenge, with the sheer, unadulterated power of being Charlotte Payne. And as she moved, a slow, deeply satisfied smile spread across her face. A queen, claiming her kingdom, one thrust at a time.


Story 2: Blackmailed by the Young Boxer
The Confessor Holds Court


ELEANORS’S TALE

Eleanor glided towards the drawing-room door, her heels making soft, measured clicks on the herringbone parquet. Her home. A fortress of tasteful restraint. She’d curated every element, from the cool glide of cream damask curtains to the heavy permanence of the mahogany side tables—Richard’s family, of course. Generations of Sinclair-Wrights, silently judging from the polished grain. On the coffee table, she had arranged the copies of Priest with geometric precision, an untouched, irrelevant sacrifice to the evening's true god.

The doorbell’s chime echoed again, sharper this time. More insistent. A faint tremor went through her. She smoothed her cashmere sleeve, her fingers brushing the tender, purpling skin of the bruise beneath. A reminder. A promise. Before answering, she allowed her fingertips to graze the French lace of her knickers, a secret assurance just beneath her skirt. The roughness sent a forbidden little pulse of heat through her belly.

She pulled the heavy door open. Megan Thompson stood on the doorstep, a delightful catastrophe, flushed and breathless, a bottle of prosecco clutched like a weapon. Her auburn hair was already escaping its knot, and her green wrap dress was winning its battle for freedom.

"God, Elle, you look bloody immaculate as always." Megan thrust the prosecco into her hands, sweeping past in a cloud of patchouli and relief. "I swear, I don't know how you do it. I've been wrestling spreadsheets since dawn, and you look like you've just stepped out of bloody Country Life."

A tight, polite smile formed on Eleanor’s lips. "How kind. Though I rather think prosecco is a Charlotte vintage, wouldn't you say?"

"Oh, don't be such a snob." Megan's laugh was a warm, unsubtle boom in the pristine hallway. "Right then, Elle! Don't keep us in suspense. Are we doing book reports like good little girls, or are you going to give Lottie a run for her money? My knickers are on tenterhooks!"

A hot, liquid clench low in her belly. Oh, darling, if you only knew what had become of my knickers. With practised grace, she gestured towards the drawing-room. "Drinks first, I think. The others should be here shortly."

"Spoilsport." Megan pouted, but her eyes danced with anticipation.

Eleanor was barely two-thirds of the way through pouring the first gin and tonic—the hiss of the mixer a satisfying sound—when the doorbell rang again. Chloe Huntington-Ross. A sleek vision in athleisure so perfectly coordinated it looked like a uniform for a very expensive, very demanding cult.

"Eleanor." Chloe's gaze swept over her, a clinical assessment that bypassed the décor entirely and pinned Eleanor herself to an imaginary specimen board. "You seem... centred. It's a good look for you."

A challenge, then. Not a compliment. "Chloe, darling. How lovely." Eleanor gestured inside. "Megan's already laying siege to the drinks trolley, I'm afraid."

In the drawing-room, Megan was already moaning with pleasure over her glass. "God, Elle, this gin is divine. What is it?"

"Monkey 47," Eleanor said, her voice a little too clipped. "A small batch from the Black Forest. Richard brought it back from a conference."

Richard. The name felt like a foreign object in her mouth, a word from a language she no longer spoke. It belonged to the life before. The life where Eleanor Sinclair-Wright was a carefully curated footnote in her husband's biography.

The bell pealed once more, saving her from the thought. Isabelle Montague stood framed in the porch light, a lean, architectural silhouette in black, cradling a bottle of obscure organic red wine. Her artist’s eyes swept over Eleanor with a focus that felt unnervingly like an X-ray.

"There's a fascinating tension in the room tonight." Isabelle handed over the wine, her silver bangles chiming. "All this perfect order... it feels like it's begging to be broken." Her smile was knowing, intimate, as if she could see the creature pacing behind the cashmere.

A cold spike of fear shot through her. Does she know? Could she somehow see the filth clinging to me? No. Impossible. She was Eleanor Sinclair-Wright. Her secrets were her own. For now anyway.

She led Isabelle in, where the battle lines were already drawn. Chloe, perched on the edge of the sofa, back ramrod-straight; Megan, sprawled with boneless abandon in an armchair.

"Izzy!" Megan grinned. "Come tell Chloe she's talking absolute bollocks. She thinks Lottie's story was all about power. I say it was about boredom. Rich lady, hot boy, absent husband—classic bored housewife fantasy."

"It was about acquisition," Chloe countered, her voice sharp enough to draw blood. "She wasn't bored; she was collecting. The payment proved it."

Isabelle accepted the glass Eleanor offered. "Perhaps both. Boredom as the catalyst for acquisition. A capitalism of desire, if you will."

Eleanor retreated to the drinks trolley, the familiar ritual a welcome anchor. Gin, measured with surgical precision. Ice, clinking into crystal. Her hands were perfectly steady, a magnificent lie. Beneath the cashmere, her heart hammered a frantic, savage rhythm against her ribs, a wild thing trapped in a gilded cage.

The front door opened without a chime. Charlotte. Of course. She wouldn't ring. She would simply enter, as if the house—and everything in it—already belonged to her.

She swept into the room, a vision in cream silk and pearls that made Eleanor’s outfit feel like a cheap imitation. On Charlotte, it wasn't propriety; it was power. Her blonde bob gleamed under the Tiffany lamps; her smile calculated to the exact millimetre of smugness.

"Darling, how lovely." Her gaze swept the room, an inventory of assets. "So... civilised." Then her eyes landed on Eleanor, and they sharpened. "So, are we to be regaled with tales of heroic pool boys, or is it back to dreary literary analysis? No pressure, of course."

The gauntlet, thrown.

Eleanor moved to the drinks trolley, pouring Charlotte’s gin and tonic with deliberate calm. A splash stronger than the others. A small, silent act of war. She handed it over with a smile that was pure, unadulterated ice. "I thought we might enjoy our drinks first. The night is still young."

She watched, every nerve alight, as Charlotte settled into the wingback chair. Eleanor’s chair. The one Richard always sat in. A flash of proprietary rage, cold and sharp as a shard of glass, pierced Eleanor’s composure. Her fingers tightened on her glass. A calculated choice. Everything Charlotte did was calculated. But tonight, Eleanor held a handful of aces, and Charlotte didn't even know they were playing poker.

The chatter flowed around her. Megan’s children. Isabelle’s dry wit. Chloe’s darting, predatory attention. And Charlotte... Charlotte held court, basking in the glow of her previous victory, letting references to "Leo" and "the help" drop like crumbs for peasants.

Enjoy it while you can, darling.

Eleanor let the tension build, the predator in her waiting for the perfect moment. She topped up glasses, nodded, and smiled. All the while, the secret heat of her story burned beneath her skin, the bruise on her arm a dull, delicious throb. She thought of the emerald silk knickers in her bag. Her trophy.

Charlotte was finishing a particularly smug anecdote about her husband’s golf club, her laughter tinkling with self-satisfaction. And there it was. The perfect opening.

Eleanor set her glass down on a mahogany coaster. The soft, definitive click cut through the chatter, silencing the room.

"Charlotte," she said, her voice low and steady. "You were right about one thing last week."

The air thickened, charged with a new energy.

"Oh?" Charlotte’s smile was indulgent, confident. "And what was that?"

Eleanor held each of them in her gaze. Megan’s raw curiosity. Isabelle’s shrewd, artistic appraisal. Chloe’s sudden, coiled focus. And finally, Charlotte’s smug, expectant face.

"Reality," Eleanor said, letting the words hang in the air like expensive, poisonous perfume, "is so much filthier than fiction."

Megan’s breath hitched. Chloe leaned forward, a hunter scenting blood. Charlotte’s smile faltered, a tiny crack in the perfect facade, but Eleanor saw it. Good.

She reached for her handbag. Not for a book, but for a small, black Moleskine notebook. The kind Richard used for constituency notes. The transgression felt exquisite. She opened it to a bookmarked page, the gesture prim, academic, utterly at odds with the depravity she was about to unleash.

"I've made some notes," Eleanor announced, and her voice had changed. It was richer now, deeper, a storyteller's voice pregnant with promise. "To ensure I recall the... finer details. Accurately."

A collective intake of breath, and Charlotte’s smugness had evaporated completely, replaced by a raw, hungry uncertainty.

Eleanor cleared her throat, her gaze dropping to the notebook as if for guidance. The drawing-room, with its tasteful restraint and expensive antiques, fell away. There was only her voice now, a silken thread pulling them all into her confession.

"It started, as these things so often do, with a lie I told my husband and an illicit pair of knickers..."
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The Wrong Turning

ELEANOR’S TALE

The day after Charlotte's vulgar little confession, I found myself driving through Guildford. The Range Rover hummed around me, its interior smelling faintly of lemon polish and leather—freshly valeted. My highlights, newly refreshed to that shade of chestnut Richard called "suitable," felt like a helmet. On the radio, the sterile perfection of Bach. Everything in its place. Everything as it should be. And I felt nothing.

Yet as I navigated the familiar, pristine streets of our little corner of Guildford, the sights that usually reassured me began to grate. The Bankses' new build, a truly hideous attempt at Georgian that fooled no one. The Willoughbys' topiary—spirals of tortured boxwood that screamed 'new money'. My shoulders felt tight, and I had the sudden, absurd urge to check my posture in the rear-view mirror. I drew a breath, but it caught in my throat, shallow and tight. A pressure was building behind my ribs, as if the wool of my twinset was shrinking, pinning me in place. The manicured hedges, the gleaming gates, the regimented perfection—my beautiful, respectable life felt like a coffin being slowly, elegantly, nailed shut.

"Recalculating route," the satnav announced, its plummy, disapproving tone cutting through the Bach. I started, realising I’d drifted straight past my turning for the A3.

I blinked, my hands gripping the wheel. This wasn't me. Eleanor Sinclair-Wright did not get distracted. She did not miss turnings. She certainly did not spend her afternoons replaying stories about pool boys and—

The traffic lights ahead turned red, and I brought the Range Rover to a smooth, programmed halt. My gaze drifted, landing on the massive billboard that now dominated the junction. Two men, bare-chested and brutal. The white fighter was a forgettable cliché of fake tan and bleached teeth. But the other one... Dear God.

His skin was the colour of the darkest, most bitter chocolate, gleaming under the harsh lights. Muscles coiled in his arms and across his chest, each one a study in controlled violence. His expression was primal, dangerous, promising a world of sweat and impact that had no place amongst my charity committees and polite dinner parties.

My tongue felt thick, suddenly useless in a mouth gone dry. And lower, a deep, traitorous pulse began to throb. A wet heat that bloomed between my legs, mortifying and undeniable.

Revolting. How utterly revolting, Eleanor.

My knuckles were white on the steering wheel. Richard would be appalled. He’d use that word—savage. My mother-in-law would simply have a conniption. And yet... the filthy, shocking sensation only intensified.

Charlotte's voice, smug and rich with her tawdry sin, whispered in my ear: "Reality is so much filthier." The sheer arrogance of it. To think her sordid fumble with the gardener's boy was the pinnacle of transgression. An amusing little story to titillate the girls over gin. It was pathetic. Child's play.

The roundabout loomed. Third exit for home. For camomile tea and the Churchill biography on my bedside table. For the cold, pristine sheets of the bedroom where Richard performed his monthly conjugal duty with the grim determination of a man completing his tax returns.

Turn right, Eleanor. Go home. This is madness. Sheer madness.

My indicator clicked on. Left.

The car felt like it was moving of its own accord, sweeping onto the first exit, towards Richmond. The expensive leather of the steering wheel was suddenly slick with sweat beneath my palms. My heart hammered a frantic, shameful rhythm against my ribs—a wild bird beating itself against the bars of a cage.

"Recalculating route," the satnav announced again, its voice now positively scandalised.

A laugh, brittle and reckless, bubbled up in my throat. I was deviating from the script. I had no plan. Where was I even going? It didn't matter. The only thought in my head was the screeching need to do something, anything, that wasn't on Richard's schedule. To smash one small part of the perfect, suffocating doll's house of my life. The emerald silk teddy in that boutique window—a scrap of fabric I’d seen weeks ago—had haunted me ever since. A beautiful, useless thing so utterly at odds with the sensible cotton lining my drawers.

What would Richard say?

The thought should have been a brake. Instead, it was fuel. A perverse rebellion against two decades of being the "suitable" Mrs Sinclair-Wright.

The heat between my legs pulsed again, insistent. It was no longer just a feeling; it was a demand. The boxer’s face filled my mind—those dark, predatory eyes, that raw power barely contained. I imagined hands like his, rough and strong, on that emerald silk. On my pale skin.

Filthy, filthy thoughts, Eleanor.

Yes. They were. And for once in my goddamn life, I wasn't going to lock them away.
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A Crime in Cashmere

I push open the door and step straight into money. Not wealth, not taste — actual money.

That muffled hush of carpet so thick it swallows your steps, the warm pools of light making every silk scrap glow like a promise, and that faint, deliberate perfume in the air — sandalwood, soap, and something faintly dirty underneath, like a mouth trying to pretend it hasn’t just been kissed.

A girl appears from nowhere — barely twenty-one. Light build, ballet posture. And that customer-service smile — polished to perfection but not reaching her eyes.

"Can I help you, madam?"

The word lands like a slap. Madam. As in: respectable, sexless, bought-and-paid-for. Not fuckable. Not the sort of woman you’d slide a hand under the hem of in a fitting room.

"Just browsing," I clip back in my best Mrs Sinclair-Wright voice — the one that says I know exactly where my vowels sit in the social order.

I drift deeper in, letting my eyes drift over the flimsy offerings. Racks like gallery installations, each hanger cradling lingerie worth a mortgage payment. The colours scream fuck me — midnight, arterial red, that cruel frost-white satin. Nothing for wives who dish up shepherd’s pie and fold laundry. This is for women who bend over restaurant tables and laugh while their knickers, still wet from the taxi, lie hidden in a handbag.

My drawer at home? White cotton. Beige satin from Rigby & Peller. One navy bra Richard once called “racy”, which tells you everything about our marital sex life.

Then I see it.

Not even a full set. Just a microscopic strip of black silk and eyelash lace — French cut, whisper-thin, with a cruel open gusset. A single pearl at the exact spot where it would press against a clit. Whoever made them knew exactly what they were for. Not romance. Not anniversaries. Just… easy access.

My pussy clenches just looking at it. The slit in the silk — my mind fills in my pale lips there, the fat pearl rolling against my clit with every step. Imagine serving the canapé tray like that while Richard drones on to the guests.

A flicker of Charlotte’s voice in my head, purring about having her cunt licked on the marital bed by the help. If she can have a pair of young lips sucking her filthy, why in God’s name can’t I slip a pearl into mine?

The tag dangles: £250. I could tap the Amex without blinking. Have them boxed in tissue, ribbon tied. The proper way.

But the proper way doesn’t make my cunt leak through my knickers. This does.

I glance towards the STAFF ONLY door. There’s someone there.

Not some doughy retiree on minimum wage. Young, tall, broad-shouldered enough to make the doorway look narrow. The fucking blazer strains over him — biceps pressing the sleeves like they’re choking. His skin’s a slick, deep black that soaks up the gold light and throws it back hotter. For one stupid moment, I imagine the same colour against the inside of my thighs.

And then he looks right at me.

Not a nod. Not a smile. Just a straight, lazy stare that slides over me like he’s peeling me out of my coat. My pearls, my posture — he looks through it all. He’s picturing what’s under the cashmere.

And my cunt just gets wetter.

The silk vanishes into my pocket before I’ve told my hand to do it. My nipples are hard under the bra. What must he think I’ve stolen? Sex, control, attention? All of it.

Five steps to the door. My reflection in the glass — flushed cheeks, eyes too bright. Behind me, ghosted in the shopfront, his frame still in the same place. Watching. Knowing. Not stopping me.

I push into the cool night. The damp air kisses my face, but between my legs it’s hotter than ever. I’ve just bought myself a piece of filth… without paying. My clit throbs against my knickers.

Maybe I’ll put them on tonight under the cream cashmere at supper. Maybe serve Richard while the pearl presses me until I’m biting my lip.

For now, I keep walking — and I do not look back.

[image: ]

An Unscheduled Appointment

My key fob chirped, and across the damp, stained concrete of the car park, the Range Rover answered with a polite flash of lights. My good girl. Waiting to spirit me away from the grubby world and back to the sanitised safety of Guildford.

My heels clicked on the concrete, a sharp, smug little rhythm. Every step a private toast to myself: You got away with it. The silk bundle in my pocket felt like a brand against my thigh, hot and obscene — my brand. I’d stolen something meant for being fucked in. The knowledge made my knickers stick to me.

Then, a different rhythm. Not mine. Low, heavy, unhurried footfalls on the ramp behind me. Perfectly spaced. Not the scuttle of someone who wants to catch you. This was someone who knew he already had you.

The atmosphere shifted. Empty space had weight now — his weight.

I didn’t turn. Kept the spine straight, the cashmere smooth. But under the wool, the skin on my back prickled, and my cunt gave a shameful throb. Whoever it was, I knew.

Another step. Another.

My gloved fingers touched the cool handle of the Rover. And then his reflection filled the black paint, right beside mine.

The security guard.

Big, black, and built for the sort of things nice Surrey wives aren’t meant to let themselves dream about.

Up close, the blazer arms weren’t just tight — they were indecent. Marcus, his tacky name badge announced. Thick forearms rolled under dark, smooth skin, hands the size of fucking paddles hanging loose at his sides. A silver watch looked like a child’s toy on his wrist. My gaze — traitorous, greedy — fell lower. Those trousers weren’t tailored, but the bulge was. Heavy. Hung. Pressed against fabric worn shiny where it sat. My mouth was suddenly dry, and my knickers wetter.

“Bit of a thrill, is it?”

The voice rumbled low, each syllable grazing over asphalt. It wasn’t a question. It was a knowing. Men like this don’t ask — they tell you what you’re doing, what you’re feeling.

Time to be Mrs Sinclair-Wright. Proper vowels, cool temper. “I beg your pardon? Do you have any idea who I am? My husband is Councillor Richard Sinclair-Wright. I’d advise you to watch your tone.”

It wasn’t even aimed at him. It was aimed at me — as though saying it out loud might dry my cunt and lift my eyes clear of the thick weight between his thighs.

But he wasn’t listening. He lifted his hand and angled the phone. Shop footage lit the screen — my fingers sliding the silk into my coat pocket. Caught. Dead to rights.

“I think…” He took his time with the word, mouth stretching it into something lazy and dangerous, “…you’re a thief.”

I tried for polite frost. “If you would care to step aside, you can speak to my solicitor. I’m quite sure we can arrange—”

“Nah.” He cut me off without raising his voice. “Not interested in your husband’s money. This isn’t about that. This is about why.”

His eyes flicked down me slowly, the way men don’t, in polite circles. Like an appraisal. Hair, pearls, coat… and then straight to my breasts, pausing until my nipples betrayed me under the fabric. His gaze dipped lower — assessing the line of my skirt, the taper of my legs, and yes, the space at the join of my thighs where he’d know, if he looked closely enough, there was heat and damp on silk.

“Lady like you, dripping in money, pinching a pair of knickers? You’re bored.” One corner of his mouth lifted in a smirk that wasn’t for a camera. “Bored out of your fucking mind.”

The word fucking hit like a palm between my legs. And he knew it. You could see it in his eyes — that flicker of enjoyment at clocking me swallow.

“Either,” he said slowly, “we let the police have their fun with you — front page of the Surrey Advertiser, posh wife turned petty panty thief — or,” a meaningful pause, “you come with me. And I make sure nobody sees this.”

‘Blackmail’ should have made me indignant. Should have had me threatening my solicitor, not listening to the way his belt creaked slightly when he shifted weight. The bulge still heavy, still impossible to ignore.

I glanced away — a mistake. His hand shifted, the motion dragging my gaze back to that obvious swell. I thought of the open gusset of the stolen knickers. Of how far the fabric would need to stretch to take him. Of Charlotte’s smug little voice quoting her pool boy: Yes, Mrs Payne.

“You’ve gone quiet.”

“I…” I didn’t even have the excuse ready. Just an ache between my legs and the undeniable thought: I wouldn’t even have to imagine him anymore. I could know.

His head tilted, the predator testing prey. “Say it. What you choose.”

My mouth lied — “I’ll… I’ll come with you” — but my body was already leaning forward to close the space.

“Good girl.”

Two words. A champion boxer could knock me flat with less force. They went straight between my legs and made my thigh muscles go soft.

He turned without another word — without looking to see if I’d follow. And of course I did. My eyes locked on the width of his back. Lower, to the slow roll of muscle under cheap fabric. Lower still, to the way the bulge swung slightly as he walked.

In my head, I told myself it was because I had no choice. But my cunt knew better.
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The Other Side of the Bridge

He didn’t walk so much as pull me in his wake, as if he’d fastened an invisible cord to the base of my throat and was now reeling me in. He never looked back. The arrogant set of his shoulders told me he didn’t need to; he knew I was there, a shadow tethered to his stride.

We left the car park’s sour concrete stink and climbed into the better-lit streets—my streets. The flare of boutiques I patronised; their window displays dressed like perfect dinner guests. A drift of expensive air from an open doorway—fig and bergamot—felt like a memory from another life. A couple passed, their arms laden with branded paper bags. I saw the man’s eyes flick to me, then to the hulking figure I was trailing, his brow furrowing in a question I couldn’t bear to see formulated. They slipped away into their own safe, oblivious story.

His pace was relentless. My own had to stutter and break, the heels of my shoes no longer a symbol of poise but an instrument of punishment on the unforgiving pavement. We passed the florist I used for the Conservative Women’s luncheon, the delicatessen where Richard bought his thirty-pound jars of olives. Each landmark of my reign as Mrs Sinclair-Wright slid by like a funeral procession.

Then the details began to fray at the edges. A flowerbed no longer manicured but shaggy with weeds. Lampposts leprous with peeling stickers. An alleyway breathed a stale sigh of piss and old graffiti. My brain, ever the curator, supplied the proper labels. Urban decay. The fringe of the high street. But the words were useless, sterile things. They couldn’t mask the feral scent in the air, the thrum of a different kind of life. A prickle of something that wasn’t entirely fear ran down my arms.

The artisan coffee shops gave way to steam-fogged cafés, their windows promising cheap tea and greasy mountains of chips. The air thickened, smelling of hot fat and vinegar and damp tarmac. Every passing face seemed to catch on me, a snag of cream cashmere and pearls in a landscape of grey nylon. The wrong woman in the wrong place. Did they know? Could they smell the rot on me, the crackle of this appalling, exhilarating bargain?

A voice screamed in my head: Run! Run back to the Rover, back to the clean clink of ice in Richard’s evening gin, the soothing, predictable drone of Radio 4 in the kitchen. Safety. Order. My entire life, laid out like a place setting at a formal dinner. And in that moment, the thought of it was suffocating. The safety was a cage. And I found I couldn’t remember the combination to the lock.

Some new, shameful permission had been granted inside my head. He’s not making you. You’re choosing every step. And wasn’t that the most terrifying thing of all? That the leash wasn’t in his hand, but my own, and I was pulling it tighter with every click of my heels.

The bridge came up fast, a rib of cold iron over the dark water. Lights from the river’s skin shivered across his jacket, across my own trembling hands. Halfway over, I risked a look back. Behind us, the warm, honeyed lights of my world. Ahead, the cold, sodium glare of his. This was it. The Rubicon. A point of no return, and I was marching myself right over it.

He didn’t pause. He didn’t speak. He just led, and I fell into step behind him. The road narrowed. Kebab shops displayed sweating cones of meat in their windows. A group of boys in hoodies watched us from a corner, their cigarette tips glowing like hostile eyes. Their laughter, low and guttural, followed us, clinging to the back of my coat like a burr. I flinched, pulling my coat tighter around me, my chin held ridiculously high. A queen touring the slums. They knew exactly what I was.

We turned beneath a flickering strip light, down a path between two grey tower blocks. The main doors were smeared with grime, the entry buzzers scabbed over. He ignored them, palming the handle and pulling the door open onto a blast of stairwell air—bins and bleach and damp concrete.

“The lift’s fucked,” he threw back over his shoulder. Not an apology. A fact of his world.

I followed him in. The heavy door sighed shut, and the sounds of my heels on the concrete were obscenely loud, an announcement of my intrusion. Each landing was a vision of raw brick and scuffed paint. All the fine calibrations of my mind had shut down. I was operating on something more primitive now, a creature reduced to pure sensation: the dull thud of his trainers on the step above, the knot in my stomach tightening with every floor we climbed.

By the third landing, the metallic tang of the handrail was on my glove. The peeling stencilled arrows on the wall pointed up and down. Neither pointed out.

We stopped at four. The fourth-floor corridor was a long, dim throat of misery. A parade of battered doors, all painted the same shade of institutional despair, now tattooed with scuffs and scratches. The carpet, worn through to the backing in places, released a faint, sour smell of wet dog—so unlike the clean scent of my own pampered spaniel.

He stopped. My own frantic momentum carried me a step too far, almost into his back. Outside one door, he halted, digging in his pocket. The sound of his search, the scrape of metal on metal, sent a new signal through my body. The urgent, fluttering panic in my pulse slowed to a heavy, dreadful thud. A weight settled not in my ribs, but lower, in my womb. A sickening, hot dread.

The key scraped in the lock. Such a small sound. A dry, final little noise, like a scalpel slicing through silk. It cut away the last vestiges of the woman who had—hang on, was that my perfume? A faint trace of fig and bergamot, utterly defeated by the stairwell's stench. A ghost of a life already lived.

He pushed the door inward just an inch and then stepped back, turning to face me fully for the first time since we left the car park. He didn’t smirk. He didn’t command. He just stood there, a dark, solid mass, and waited. His silence was the real question.

My body was a battlefield. One half screamed, a silent, high-pitched wail of pure terror. This is how women disappear. The other half, the treacherous, molten core of me, leaned forward. My knees felt weak, a strange, liquid heat pooling between my thighs. No one was forcing me. I could turn, clatter back down those stairs, and piece my life back together. I could still be Eleanor Sinclair-Wright, hostess of galas, wife of Richard.

Or.

I took the step. The click of my heel on the linoleum just inside his doorway was the loudest sound I had ever heard. The door swung shut behind me, and his world, and his smell, and his silence, closed around me completely.
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A Traitor in My Own Skin

The scratch of the cheap carpet was a constant, grating reminder of where I was. My spine was still straight — a lifetime of deportment habits staging their final stand — but my cunt was soaked. My hands were useless at my sides. Everything in me screaming to pull back, to summon the voice that chaired councils and charmed donors.

But the councillor’s wife wasn’t here. She’d been left in the Range Rover.

Marcus leaned back against the arm of the sofa, arms folded, looking like a man with all the time in the world. Those shoulders looked even wider in here. Smaller space. Bigger him. His eyes raked over me slowly, like he was unwrapping me with his gaze.

“Take the coat and gloves off. Nice and slow.”

Gloves pocketed, I slipped it from my shoulders, draped it on the nearest chair. The cool air hit my arms, raising goosebumps.

“You stand there like you don’t know what’s comin’… but your tits are tellin’ me different,” he said, nodding at my chest.

I looked down. My nipples were hard under the lace. I flushed.

“Handbag,” he said, holding out his palm without looking away from my chest.

I gave it to him. He rummaged, pulled out the emerald lace knickers I’d nicked. He smirked.

“Pathetic little scrap. Thought these’d make you a bad girl?”

His tone made bad girl sound like a crown and a teabagging all at once.

"Strip."

The command was a quiet murmur, as if he’d asked me to pass the salt.

"What—" My voice was a dry crackle. My hands flew to my skirt, smoothing the fabric in a useless, automatic gesture of propriety.

"You heard."

The zip on my skirt sounded like a scream in the quiet room. The wool pooled in an immodest puddle at my ankles. My cardigan followed, another skin shed. I fumbled with the tiny mother-of-pearl buttons on my blouse, my chest tight. It wasn't just fear now. It was the unnerving calm in his eyes, a gaze that stripped me of indignation and left me with nothing to hide behind. The final button gave way. As the silk slid from my shoulders, the room blurred. A single, hot tear escaped, cutting a scalding track to my jaw. I blinked furiously, refusing to grant him the satisfaction of a second.

Exposed now, in my plain, functional underthings—the ones I’d put on this morning in another lifetime—my arms wrapped instinctively across my breasts. A pathetic shield.

"Hands at your sides."

He didn't have to raise his voice. My muscles simply gave up, my arms falling slack, leaving me utterly bare to his inspection. The air felt colder now, and my nipples, the bastards, pebbled hard against the lace of my bra, betraying me to the cold—and to his gaze.

"Now, on your knees, bitch."

The word detonated. Bitch. Outrage flared, hot and protective. Does he know who I am? Richard’s wife. The woman who chaired the gala committee. We do not kneel. We are never, ever, on our knees.

And yet. My thighs trembled… and my will broke as I sank to my knees.

His hands went to his belt. The sound was sickening and delicious all at once: leather sliding through loops. The rasp of his zip. And then he was pulling it out.

My eyes widened. Jesus Christ. It was impossible for polite society to prepare a woman for a cock like that. Big. Thick. So very Black. Veins like rope. The tip was already wet, and he caught my gaze locked on it.

“Oh, you see somethin’ you like, posh girl?”

I opened my mouth to deny it, but he cut me off: “On your knees.”

I hesitated. Just a heartbeat.

“I said, knees.”

I dropped. The carpet dug into my kneecaps, sure to leave a mark.

“Ever sucked a real cock? Not your little husband’s polite three-inches — a cock.”

My jaw tightened. But my eyes… they kept flicking down.

He grinned, stepped forward until the head grazed my lips. “Open up. Let’s see those posh manners.”

I parted my lips. He slid the thick crown in — just enough for me to taste the salt and heat.

“Tongue under it. Yeah. Feel that weight? That’s what a man feels like.”

It pulsed against my tongue. My eyes flicked up — and he was already watching me like I was onstage.

“Now take more. Nice and smooth. You choke, you keep goin’. We’ll make room for it.”

He eased forward until my lips were pulled wide. My jaw ached before he even hit my gag reflex.

“Look at me, slut. No, look at me while I fuck that fancy mouth.”

I forced my eyes up. His grip found the back of my head.

“Now let’s put it to work.”

He started to push. Slow first, testing. Feeling me stretch to take him. Then faster. Deeper. My nose bumped his pubes, and I gagged, wet and loud, spit breaking from my lips.

“That’s it… stretch that jaw. Your lipstick’s gone to shit… looks better smeared like that.”

He pulled back just far enough for me to gasp before shoving forward again. My throat closed around him as he bottomed out.

“Swallow around it. Feel that? Tight. Perfect. God, you were made for this.”

A thick thread of drool leaked from my lip to my chin. He grinned like a man seeing his investment pay off.

“You’re a mess already. Wipe it up.”

I shook my head weakly.

He laughed, reached down, smeared it with his thumb across my cheeks. “You’re right — leave it. Let it dry sticky.”

I tried to keep pace, bobbing my head, but he took over, using my face like a fleshlight. Each push made obscene noises — gag, slurp, gasp. My throat was raw. My mascara was gone.

He kicked my legs apart, exposing my dripping cunt.

“Wet already. Course you are. Bet you’ve fingered yourself to videos like this — little white wife choking on a black cock.”

I moaned around him. Wrong move.

“That noise means you like it. Means I can do this—” and he drove every last inch into me, holding me there, his pubes grinding against my chin. My eyes watered. His grip kept me from pulling back. My hands scrabbled at his thighs — not to push, but to hold on. No air… so deep… fuck, fuck, going to black out… can’t fight… all I knew was that cock, lodged down my throat.

When he finally let me breathe, I tore air into my lungs in ragged gasps. The taste of him coated my mouth.

“Say thank you.”

“T-thank you,” I croaked.

“For what?”

“For… for letting me suck your cock.”

He smiled, slow and wicked. “Good girl. Now let me finish in that pretty mouth.”

He fucked my face harder now, no pauses — balls slapping my chin, spit flying, the wet sound loud in the cramped flat. He was groaning, muttering filth under his breath:

“Posh cocksleeve… spit sliding down my shaft… bet you won’t even kiss your husband with that mouth after this.”

I could feel him swell. He shoved deep and snarled: “Swallow.”

The first hot jet hit my throat before I could even brace. Then another, and another. It filled my mouth, salty and obscene. I swallowed greedily. Not because he told me to. Because I didn’t want to waste any.

When he pulled out, a fat bead of cum slid from my bottom lip to my chin. He caught it on his thumb and pushed it back between my lips.

“Get it all. Every drop.”

I sucked his thumb clean. His grin turned victorious.

“That’s the first lesson, Eleanor. My cock comes first.”

And my cunt… my traitorous, soaking cunt… clenched like it wanted the next one.

A Lesson in Brutalism

I stayed on my knees, breathing hard, the taste of him still thick at the back of my tongue. That cock — massive, dark, already glistening from my spit — bounced once in front of my face like it knew I’d follow wherever he put it.

“Hands behind your head,” Marcus said, calm as if he were asking for the time.

I obeyed. Elbows forced wide so my tits pushed up, nipples obvious through my lace. My pearls dangled between them — proper, respectable jewellery — now catching the overhead light with every breath.

He circled me, slow footfalls on the cheap carpet. His hand came down hard across my left breast. The sharp crack echoed, and a line of heat raced to my cunt so fast it almost shocked me.

“Other one,” he said. The right tit got the same treatment, the sting a mirror image. He pinched both nipples between thumb and finger and rolled them roughly until I gasped. Then, satisfied, he stepped in front.

“That’s how I like ’em. Up, hard, ready. Open your mouth.”

I parted my lips, eager to taste him again, and he fed the first inch in. Even half hard, it was heavy on my tongue, thicker than polite society prepares any woman for. The veins along the shaft dragged over my bottom lip. He left it there, filling my mouth without moving, letting me suck and lap his piss hole, feeling him harden again.

“Feel that?” he murmured. “That’s a real cock. I’m going to fuck you, and I’m gonna have you clean it every five strokes.”

He pulled out with a pop, the shiny crown glinting with spit, and slapped it lightly against my cheeks, getting them wetter each time. Then he pushed me onto my hands and knees, dragged my knickers aside, and slid his cock into my sopping cunt. FUCK! Oh God, Oh God… so fucking thick. It felt like he was going to tear me open.

One. Two. Three. Four. Five — out, pulling me up onto my knees again, the cockhead glistened with a mix of my saliva and my cunt juices.

“Now clean it off yourself,” he said.

I bent my head, stretched out my tongue, tasting myself on his monster. Then repeat; every five thrusts into my cunt, the same routine: thrust, suck, gag, drool, clean, and back in. By the fifth cycle, my chin was slick, my chest sticky, and the lace cups were wet where he’d smeared his cock over me before shoving it back down into my throat. All I could taste was cum and cunt… and fuck it had me panting like a dog with a hunger I’d never felt before.

The carpet burned my knees, my mascara must’ve been gone entirely, and my cunt — Christ, my cunt — was dripping from every time he stretched me open.

The door went. A male voice: “Yo, Marcus! You in?”

He didn’t even slow his rhythm. “Come in, man.” Cock still in my mouth. I gagged again as the head nudged the back of my throat.

Footsteps. Two sets. A black man and a young white woman stepped into the room like they owned the air in it. The girl was all cheap false tan and see-through vest. No bra. Blonde hair scraped up, hoop earrings catching the bulb light. Her tits bounced when she walked nearer.

She grinned like she’d just found a dirty secret.

“Well, well. Fancy bitch on her knees.”

Marcus grinned. “Kayla, meet Eleanor.”

Kayla squatted right in front of me, her eyes raking over my smeared face. She slapped my left tit, low and mean. “These’ve had work, yeah?” she asked Marcus.

“Yep. Surrey money.”

Kayla grinned wider and slapped the other one. “Tell him who they’re for.”

“They’re… for Marcus,” I managed between breaths.

Her fingers pinched my nipples hard enough to make my whole body jolt. “Say it right.”

“They’re for Marcus to use. To fuck and slap and cover in his cum.”

The bloke, her boyfriend? Standing back with a plastic corner-shop bag — laughed. “Hear that, babe? Next time that’s you.”

Kayla leaned in and kissed me. Not gentle. An open-mouthed, gum-sweet, lip-sucking force. Her tongue shoved mine around like she owned it. One hand in my hair kept me there, the other still toying with my tits for Marcus’s benefit. She broke the kiss just to look him in the eye.

“Bet the posh bitch has never been kissed by a girl with your cock in her mouth.”

Marcus chuckled, pulling out to slap my cheek with it — wet smack. “On the bed. Hands and knees.”

I crawled, my skirt riding high, pulled aside knickers almost see-through from the wet. Kayla followed, smirking, and when I got up on the bed, Marcus moved in behind me. One hot, thick nudge at my cunt lips and I knew how badly I needed it.

Kayla’s hand on my chin turned me to face her at the edge of the bed. “Watch me while he puts it in. You’ll see how a posh cunt changes when a black cock splits it.”

Marcus pushed — slow, relentless. That wide head worked past my tight outer lips and deep inside, deeper than before in this position; he must have just been giving me the tip before. My mouth opened without sound, my eyes fixed on Kayla’s smirk.

“There it is,” she cooed. “Stretched proper.” Her palm came down across my cheek, a tidy smack, pain blossoming. “You get that stretching feeling, you remember this: it’s how you know it’s worth it.”

The boyfriend piped up: “Fucking hell, you can see it bulging in her from here.”

I wanted to look back, but Marcus’s hand on my neck kept me forward. Kayla leaned in, kissed me again — harder — while he sank the last inch in, bottoming out so my arse pressed flush to his pelvis.

“Tight,” he muttered. “Posh little fuckhole tight as a first-timer.”

Five deep, slow strokes — and he yanked out far enough that the thick head popped past my lips. He dragged me back by my hair to see it, wet and shining.

“Clean it.”

I licked, sucked, tasting my own slick before he shoved back in. Another five, another pull-out, another cleaning — this time Kayla holding it steady for me under my mouth like she was feeding her prize pet.

Slap of skin on skin, wet noises from between my thighs — and Kayla kept up the humiliation. “Look at you… tits wobbling, mascara gone, drooling on the man you’d cross the street to avoid last week. And loving it.”

Marcus pulled almost fully free, reached down, and shoved two slick fingers straight into my mouth. “That’s your cunt juice. Get used to the taste.”

I sucked them clean, and he was back in me before I finished, pounding harder now. Kayla climbed onto the bed in front of me, legs either side, pulling her top off so her bare tits were inches from my face.

“Lick ’em,” she commanded.

I did. Her skin tasted faintly of sweat and cheap perfume. Behind me, Marcus sped up, his thighs slapping my arse as Kayla pulled my hair to keep my mouth on her.

“Got her fully trained yet?” the boyfriend called.

“Not yet,” Marcus grunted. “Got another round in her.”

He pulled me upright, back against his front, so his cock speared up into me from below. One hand held my throat, the other on my clit, rubbing roughly. Kayla leaned in to keep slapping my tits hard in time with his thrusts. She’s a fucking sadist, but fuck, the sting made my cunt flutter around him.

“Beg for it,” Marcus growled.

“Please — fuck — please, Marcus — your cock — your big black cock —”

“Louder.”

“My BIG FUCKING BLACK COCK, PLEASE!”

Kayla’s laugh was sharp. “That’s better. Every thrust, you thank him.”

I did. The room filled with fuck me, thank you Marcus, fuck me, thank you Marcus, voice breaking with every slap of his hips.

Kayla slid off and crouched to watch from the side. “Christ, she’s leaking down your balls.”

Marcus pulled out without warning. “Clean.” He shoved his cock toward my mouth, and I took it deep, sucking hard, now addicted to the taste.

Then he was back inside me in one brutal thrust, fucking faster now. My elbows gave and I went down onto my face, arse still high. His palm cracked across my cheeks again, harder, enough to leave a print for a week.

The boyfriend stepped nearer. “Open her up, mate.”

Marcus grinned, spread my cheeks wide so they both could look. “See that? Stretched right round me. Perfect.”

Kayla snorted. “Next time, fuck that prim arsehole, rip her a new one.”

Marcus chuckled. “One step at a time. Now—” He slammed deep, hips tight to mine, cock throbbing —

“Tell me whose slut you are.”

“Yours, Marcus — I’m your slut —”

“My Surrey slut,” he corrected, pounding harder.

“Yes! I’m your Surrey slut!”

My orgasm hit — cunt gripping him, wet gush pouring out around his cock, the sound obscene. He bit my shoulder and groaned, pulling out just in time to spray hot strips of cum across my arse and lower back.

“Rub it in,” he ordered.

I reached back, smearing his spunk over my arse cheeks, spreading it thin so it shone under the bulb.

Kayla slapped one cheek, making the cum splatter onto my thigh. “Perfect.”

Marcus wasn’t done. He pushed his still-hard cock — cum-slick — back into me. The wet squelch made the boyfriend whistle low.

“Round two,” Marcus said. “’Til she can’t walk out of here.”

Marcus stayed buried in me for a moment, letting me feel how he was still hard after coating my arse in cum.

“So sloppy,” he murmured, pulling back slow, the thick shaft dragging against stretched walls slick with his spunk.

The sound was obscene — a squelching, sucking noise that had me biting the sheet.

Then, without warning, he twisted his fist in my hair, hauled my head back, and spat into my open mouth. A heavy, wet gob that hit my tongue like a slap.

“You don’t stop after the first load, do you, posh girl?”

“No, Marcus,” I gasped after swallowing, “I… I want more.”

“Good,” he smirked, scissoring his fingers either side of my cunt lips to feel his length slide into the pink gape he’d built. “’Cause round two means no holding back.”

He started to move — long, heavy thrusts that made my tits drag over the bed. Each time, I felt his balls slap my clit, and my mind flashed porn frames: pale arse up, dark cock spearing deep, wide open for any bastard who wanted it.

“Tell me,” He grunted, “how’s this feel compared to that little prick your husband’s got?”

I squeezed my eyes shut, but his palm cracked across my hip, hard enough to sting.

“Say it,” he ordered.

“It… it’s bigger than his… than anything he’s ever—”

“Not good enough. What’s your husband packin’? Inches. Tell me.”

“Three,” I gasped, shame flowering with the words. “Three, maybe four inches hard.”

That made him laugh — deep, cruel. “Four inches of posh, polite cock versus nearly a foot of black cock tearing you wide every stroke. No contest, is there?”

“N–No contest!”

“Say you’ll take this again. Say you’ll take it from any of my boys who want a turn.”

The picture dropped into my mind — other men, like him, crowding round, all hands and cocks and rough laughter. My thighs shivered.

“I’ll take it from any of your boys,” I panted. “All of them.”

His grin curved wicked. “You think I just run two or three deep? I got a crew who’d love to sink one in a posh white wife. Seven, eight cocks. Big ones. Some bigger than me.”

“Oh— fuck—” My cunt spasmed around him just thinking it.

“Dirty slut just gulped at the thought,” he taunted. “Thought about how full we could get that little hole? Pussy stretched at one end, mouth stuffed at the other. My boys don’t go soft — you’d go home dripping their cum ‘til morning.”

“Yes — please — please—” I was leaking so much it ran down my thighs.

He yanked my head up again. “We could even mark you, so no one forgets.”

“Mark… me?”

“Tattoo. Ace of spades. Right here.” His free hand smacked my arse cheek, hard. “So every man who sees it knows you’re black-owned.”

The words made something sharp and shocking punch through me — a little electric orgasm in mid-stroke, cunt clenching hard round him.

“Christ, you just came thinking about it,” he laughed incredulously, hips drilling me harder. “Imagine your husband seeing that black spade on your arse. Knowing you’ve been branded a black cock slut forever.”

“Ohhh God— yes—” I moaned into the sheets. “I don’t care. Let him see.”

“You’d take the needle?” he pressed, voice heated now.

“Yes. Yes! I’ll take it. Mark me. Make me yours.”

“You hear that?” Marcus called over his shoulder to the doorway, where the boyfriend was leaning with his can of beer. “We’re giving her the spade.”

The man barked a laugh. “Mate, she’ll need two — one for each cheek.”

Kayla sauntered in again, climbed onto the bed beside me and bent down to slap my hanging tits. “You’ll need your front branded too, slut.” She pinched a nipple viciously. “Imagine it, every black cock in the club knowing you’re good for it.”

Her sudden kiss was savage — teeth scraping my lip — before she pulled back and slapped my cheek. “Say it. Say you’ll be good for every one of them.”

“I’ll be good—” My voice cracked as Marcus ground in harder, “—for every single one of them! I’ll fuck you all!”

“That’s my girl,” Marcus grunted, pounding faster now, flattening me into the mattress. Every thrust came with a loud, wet slap, my slick and his earlier cum mixing into a froth around the base of his cock.

He drew almost fully out — my pussy gaping — and tapped his shaft against my clit until I writhed.

“Please, Marcus, fill me— put it back—”

“Look at you, open like that. Begging for me to plug you again.”

He slammed it in deep enough to bounce my knees off the bed frame. I screamed into the sheet, my voice dissolving into moans with each piston-thrust fuck.

Kayla’s hand fisted in my hair, turning my head toward her as she crouched by the mattress edge.

“You think taking him means you’re ready? You’re not. But you’ll learn — cock by cock.”

“You’ll line them up,” Marcus growled, “and you’ll thank everyone.”

“Yes!” I sobbed. “Line them up for me — all of them!”

“I’ll start with the skinny ones, build you up,” he teased cruelly. “’Til you’re ready for the monsters. You’ll waddle home, spunk dripping down your legs.”

Kayla laughed and smacked my arse again. “She’ll be back the next night.”

Marcus shifted his weight, fucking me from a half-squat now, driving deeper with each thrust. “Time to paint you again, slut.”

“No— inside! Please!”

“You want to walk home full of it?” He laughed, kept the pace. “Not this time. This time they get to see the mess.”

He pulled free and stroked himself hard, jerking that dark length over my pale back, the head glistening, swelling.

“Face,” he ordered.

I rolled onto my back, tits heaving, mouth open. He aimed down, the first hot rope of semen painted my cheek, the second hitting my open mouth, the next splashing across my tits. Thick, hot lines marked my chest like he was signing me in spunk.

“Rub it in.”

I smeared it over my tits, pinched my nipples in the slickness while his cock twitched above me. Kayla reached down and rubbed her palm through it too, leaving a shiny handprint on my breast before shoving two wet fingers into my mouth.

“Taste who owns you now,” she whispered.

I sucked them clean hungrily.

Marcus stood over me, cock still half-hard, glistening. “That’s just round two. You’re not done.”

And God help me — laid out, cum-slick, smiling up at him — I didn’t want to be.
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A Queen's Gambit, A Slut's Reward

"And that’s why I now have a new tattoo."

The sentence, delivered with the crisp finality of a judge's gavel, fell into the air of her living room and hung there, obscene and glittering. Silence followed. Not the comfortable lull between anecdotes, but a thick, charged vacuum, heavy with the stench of the filth she had just poured into their ears. The contrast was exquisite: the raw narrative of her degradation against the soft glow of the log burner, the scent of Megan’s cloying apple and cinnamon vape, the perfectly respectable crocheted throw on the arm of the sofa.

Eleanor didn't rush to fill the void. She owned it. She let her gaze sweep over them, a queen surveying her court after a public execution. One by one. Letting them drown in that last, loaded statement while she lifted her glass with a hand that did not tremble. The wine slid over her tongue, a liquid echo of Marcus’s spit, and a bloom of heat spread through her chest.

Seven days. Only seven days until the next meeting. Let Megan try to top this. Could she? The thought was a thrill of its own.

The log burner crackled, a sharp retort in the quiet. It was Megan who broke first.

"Jesus Christ, Elle…" A reverent whisper. Her green eyes were huge, pupils swallowing the colour. She sank back into her armchair as if her bones had dissolved, staring as if Eleanor herself were the source of some blinding, terrible light. A half-laugh, half-gasp escaped her. "I… I need another drink."

Her bare feet padded across the Aubusson rug, and Eleanor noted the distinct tremor in her hand as she reached for the Shiraz. She’d blame the wine, of course. Eleanor knew better.

Megan’s movement broke the spell, and Eleanor's gaze sharpened, predatory and precise. Now she could truly see them. See the damage.

Chloe was frozen, a statue in grey cashmere. But the marble was cracked. The carefully cultivated wellness mask had shattered, and beneath it was something raw. Her lips, usually set in a placid, yoga-teacher smile, were slightly parted, the tip of her tongue just visible, wetting them. A desperate, animal thirst had replaced the green-smoothie glow. She wasn't just processing the story; she was tasting it.

And Isabelle. Head tilted, a single fingertip pressed to her lips, not in shock, but in appraisal. Her ink-dark eyes weren't glazed with arousal; they were dissecting. Of course. Isabelle wasn't hearing the story of a posh woman being blackmailed into filth; she was seeing the art in it. The composition. The brutalist beauty of a council estate flat, of pale, expensive skin marked and claimed by a dark, powerful hand. She saw the art in the degradation. The thought sent a fresh pulse of smug heat straight between Eleanor’s legs.

Then there was Charlotte. Oh, poor Charlotte. Leaning forward, elbows on her knees, the queen had been checkmated, and she knew it. No arch politeness, no witty comeback. Just the slow, grudging curve of a mouth that had tasted defeat. A glint of something that looked dangerously like respect—or was it envy?—lit her eyes. She was already recalculating, replaying the game, but the board was no longer hers.

Perfect.

"So…" Chloe’s voice was strained, aiming for casual and missing by a mile. "You’re really… seeing him?"

Eleanor let the silence stretch, savouring the faint, panicked puff of Chloe's held breath. She gave a single, deliberate nod.

"I’m his now," she said, her voice a silken purr. She swirled the base of her wine glass, as if contemplating nothing more than the wine's legs. "A branded black cock slut. Hubby doesn’t get a look in."

The sublime, filthy implications of it dropped into a room still vibrating with the psychic stench of sex and submission, was a masterstroke.

Eleanor took a slow, deliberate sip. Victory.

The air in the room had changed. It had grown thick, humid. No, not from the heat of the fire. It was the scent of them. The faint, sharp, almost metallic tang of arousal cutting through Megan’s cloying vape smoke. A collective, unspoken dampness she had summoned into her pristine living room. She had made them wet. The knowledge was a fresh surge of power, more intoxicating than the Shiraz. They were a pride of lionesses, sleek and dangerous in their cashmere and silk, and she had just thrown a still-bleeding carcass into their midst. Not to share. But to show them what a real hunt looked like.

Charlotte moved first, her composure snapping. She set her glass down with a click that was a fraction too hard. "Well," she said, her voice roughened into a near-purr. "It’s getting late. James will be expecting me."

A blatant lie. James was never home at this hour. She didn’t even try to sell it. She just reached for her coat, a woman fleeing before her face betrayed the war raging behind it.

Her retreat shattered their paralysis.

Megan practically threw the last of the wine down her throat before grabbing her cardigan. "I should… David’s back tomorrow, I’d better—" she began, then just waved a hand, the excuse dying on her lips because they all knew it was bullshit.

Chloe was already on her feet, her movements jerky, fumbling in her handbag for her keys, their faint jangle a frantic, tinny sound in the charged quiet. The skin over her high cheekbones was stained with a deep, tell-tale flush.

Isabelle, ever the artist, lingered a moment longer, a faint, crooked smirk playing on her lips before she too rose, murmuring her thanks.

The hallway became a frantic ballet of retreat. Soft brushes of expensive fabric, the glow of phone screens summoning Ubers. A blast of cold night air as the front door opened, and one by one, they fled into the darkness like a flock of startled birds.

Eleanor remained, a statue of triumph in the centre of her domain, the half-smile on her face a deliberate, calculated display. Let them see it. Let them wonder if it was true, if she’d embellished, if she’d made it all up. It didn’t matter. Tonight, she had ripped the crown from Charlotte’s perfectly coiffed head and placed it firmly on her own.
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She didn't walk up the stairs so much as ascend, pulled by an invisible cord of triumph and need. Her hand slid over the familiar, cool curve of the mahogany banister, the solid wood a grounding counterpoint to the chaotic thrumming in her blood. No detours. Straight to the bedroom, her sanctuary, the stage for the second act of the night's performance.

The upstairs rooms were dark, but she flicked on the lamp. flooding her room in intimate, amber light.

Her body moved with purpose, drawn to the dressing table as if magnetised. She sank into the pale wood chair, but this was no calm ritual. Ritual be damned. This was an aftershock, a frantic need to chase the echo of the explosion she’d just set off downstairs. Her fingers, not quite steady, found the tiny brass key. The lock on the right-hand cabinet gave way with a soft, satisfying thock.

Inside, her old toys lay in their regimented ranks. Polished silver, cool glass, the onyx egg. Relics of a different life. Her eyes skimmed past them, her hand reaching deeper into the back for the new acquisition. Heavy. Matte black. Brutally, leeringly realistic.

She placed it on the ivory bedspread. A dark, obscene slash against the pristine linen.

Shoes kicked off. Skirt unzipped, a pool of tweed on the Persian rug. The silk of her blouse whispered as it was tugged free.

Standing beside the bed in nothing but her lace knickers and bra, her fingers flexed, hovering over that thick, silicone length. She closed her eyes. It wasn't the toy she saw. It was him. The dark, ugly bruise blooming on her inner thigh. The hoarse, guttural command in his voice—Tell me whose slut you are, posh girl. The memory ripped a shuddering breath from her lungs.

Her gasp, sharp and needy, cut the silence. She didn't want the light. She didn't want to see the respectable Eleanor Sinclair-Wright in the reflection of the darkened window. She wanted the velvet blackness. She wanted only the memory of his voice, his touch, his brutal claim.

Her hand reached out, not slowly, but with the final, absolute certainty of a convert, and plunged the room into darkness.


Story 3: The Tutor and the Teenager
Grey Joggers Under the Skylight


MEGAN’S TALE

I turned the key in the barn studio door and slid it straight down the front of my dress — a little flourish, just for me. My son’s best friend trailed in behind me, tall, sweet Sam, here for his design lesson. Nineteen, all colt legs and rugby thighs and showing through his joggers the outline of a cock that had been begging for my attention from the moment he stepped inside. Thick enough that I noticed it before I’d even shut the door. Oh, love, you really shouldn’t walk into my studio advertising like that.

“Come on in,” I said, waving him towards the light. My converted barn… my sanctuary. Sunbeams slanted through the skylights, catching the dust motes like little suspended stars, falling soft across the riot of paintings pinned on the walls. Dragons and castles for my publisher; other canvases I kept turned to face the wall when clients visited — twisted bodies, mouths open in ecstasy, charcoal lines smudged by fingers.

Sam paused just inside, taking it all in. Broad shoulders filling his t-shirt, damp hair dark where he’d clearly just showered, and underneath the bright hit of Lynx… the musk of hot skin and grass-crushed sweat. My lungs caught on it. His gaze darted to my chest, away again, then crept back like a guilty hand in a biscuit tin. Already flushing high along his throat. Poor darling. So easy to read.

“Jack’s in London with Olivia for the night,” I murmured, setting my wineglass down with a little click. “And David’s up in Edinburgh till tomorrow. So…” I let the pause hang, saw his Adam’s apple bob. “…we’ve got all the time in the world to work on your technique.”

The air changed — thicker, closer. I guided him beneath the biggest skylight, the one that poured sunlight in a neat rectangle across my worktable. The gold light made his damp hair glow; it limned the muscle under his grey joggers in a way that had my fingers flexing at my sides. Lord, those joggers sat low — teasing the V of his hips. Painted in light, he’d make a fortune for any gallery.

“Tablet or traditional today?” he asked, and that tiny tremor in his voice made me smile.

“Digital,” I said, moving close. I leaned across him to settle the stylus cradle, my breasts brushing his arm — warm, soft weight that didn’t shift away until I’d decided I’d made my point. His breath caught. “There we go, love.”

“No problem, Mrs Thompson,” he muttered, hands hovering.

“Megan,” I chided softly, smiling up at him. “Mrs Thompson makes me feel ancient.” I glanced down at the lonely stylus in his grip. “Now… show me your hold.”

He took it clumsily, the boy’s hands pretending they weren’t trembling. I folded my palm over his, my fingers layering over his like we were playing some innocent game. “Good boy,” I murmured, letting my voice drop low and rough. God, the way he blushed right up to the tips of his ears… that was worth getting wet for all on its own.

I slid behind him to “correct his posture,” my dress pressing at points I knew damn well he’d feel — nipples grazing through silk against his shoulder blades. “Relax here,” I whispered, my hands trailing down the length of his arms. Heat was rolling off him; the muscle under my palms flexed like he was ready to spring but didn’t dare.

“Composition,” I breathed against his ear, “is about knowing exactly where to place your focus. Same in sex, sweetheart. Bold in some places… delicate in others.” His poor ears — crimson now.

He botched his next stroke; I pretended not to see, bending forward so the neckline of emerald silk dipped, giving him all the view he could handle. Surely he could hear my heart beating. Surely he knew I was enjoying it as much as he was.

“We’ll work better like this.” I tugged my stool in tight until his thigh was warming mine. My fingers guided his across the pad in a slow, even sweep, my thumb rubbing lazy circles over his knuckles. “Beautiful hands for an artist,” I said, and he gave a strangled thank-you, eyes fixed on the screen like it might save him.

I leaned closer so my breath stirred the hair by his ear, my hardened nipples pressing his arm. “Does it feel right?” I let it hang as though I meant the technique.

Sam only nodded, but his chest moved quicker now. I caught the fine hairs on his forearm lifting as I traced along the muscle there. “The human form has the most delicious lines,” I told him, feathering over the curve.

And there it was, under thin cotton — the shape I’d been teasing awake. I let my eyes drop, stared without hiding it. Christ, the boy was tenting those joggers like a porn star. Heat curled deep in my belly at the thought of what that might look like in my hand.

Stretching to reach for a pencil put my tits right at his eye-level — hanging just shy of brushing his mouth. “Need this one for a quick note,” I said, feigning innocence. His swallow was audible; his hips made the tiniest shift as if the fabric was torturing him. Bless him — like I couldn’t see.

“See that one?” I tilted my head towards the wall, to the nude couple tangled in lines and shadow. “Life drawing teaches you more than you’d think. How muscles flow under skin… how light likes to lick at curves.”

“It’s… really good,” he stammered, his voice cracking beautifully.

I smiled slowly. “Different for you, though, isn’t it? Best mate’s mum, touching you like this?” His stylus skidded, marring the line on-screen.

“Careful,” I teased. “You’ll make a mess.” My gaze dipped to his lap, so he’d know I didn’t mean on the tablet.

When I adjusted the angle, my knuckles brushed the hot, thick ridge in his trousers, and Jesus, I felt him thicken. I didn’t apologise.

I held his eyes. “Artists work better with inspiration in the room. Want me to pose for you later?”

Mouth open, no words — just pink cheeks and wide eyes.

“Yes… like that,” I purred, watching his wrist press the stylus down with more confidence. “Firm. Don’t be shy.”

Up again behind him, my thighs snug to his back, murmuring filth disguised as instruction. “See how you know when you’re nearly finished? That timing — it’s everything.”

I let my lips brush close to his ear: “Quick study, Sam. I think we should get more hands-on next.”

“I… um…”

“Break for a minute, love.” My eyes flicked to the obscene press in his joggers. “Cool down before we finish.”

He stood in a flurry of limbs, tugging his shirt to cover himself. “Where’s the bathroom?”

“Just down the hall. But—” My eyes dropped deliberately, smiling, “you don’t have to hide that from me. Perfectly natural. I’d be offended if you weren’t hard for me.” I tipped my head, sipping my wine like we’d only been talking about art. “Now run along. We’ve not finished your lesson yet.”
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Jack’s Friend, Megan’s Toy

I watched Sam come back from the bathroom, still flustered and awkwardly adjusting his joggers. The bulge was unmistakable—thick and rigid against the thin grey fabric. I felt a private surge of triumph. Young men were so wonderfully responsive.

I stayed seated but spread my knees slightly under my dress, pretending to simply get comfortable. The hem slid up, exposing a pale strip of thigh that caught the golden shaft of afternoon light pouring through the skylight.

I waited—deliberately, patiently—until I felt his eyes dip lower. There it was. He was looking. I let my legs open a fraction more, feigning complete innocence as I took another sip from my wine glass.

Poor boy. Has no idea he's about to be used like my perfect little art project.

"Feeling better?" I asked, picking up a long, slender technical pen from the desk. I rolled it slowly between my fingers, the movement deliberately echoing a slow stroke along a shaft.

"Y-yeah, thanks," he mumbled, trying to look anywhere but at my legs.

I rested the pen horizontally against my lips, then dragged the tip across them—as if drawing a perfect outline—while locking eyes with him. His pupils dilated instantly.

"Good. We've barely started your education, Sam."

I slid the pen into my mouth, tonguing the length slowly, letting my lips glide up and down along it. My cheeks hollowed ever so slightly as I applied gentle suction.

"Mmm," I hummed around it before withdrawing with a soft pop. "Always helps me focus when I've got something nice between my lips."

Sam swallowed hard. His hand twitched at his side as if resisting the urge to adjust himself. I flicked my tongue around the pen's tip, deliberately letting a tiny bead of spit glisten there before pulling it away.

"Do you find that too, Sam? That having something in your mouth helps you concentrate?"

"I... I don't know, Mrs. Thompson."

"Remember, it’s Megan. We're both adults here."

I began tapping the pen lightly against my inner thigh, near the hem of my dress. Tap, tap, tap. His eyes followed the movement like he was hypnotised.

Bless... he's going properly red now. Wonder if that thing's throbbing yet.

I leaned back in my chair, arching my spine slightly. With no bra, my breasts pushed against the thin fabric of my summer dress. The nipples were obvious shadows beneath, hardened from the teasing and the cool studio air.

I shifted again, "absently" tugging at the neckline, just enough to show the swell of my full breasts and the deep curve of cleavage. His gaze dropped instantly, then darted away as if burned.

"You know, Sam," I said in a mock-serious teacher voice, "artists learn best from the real thing. Drawings are fine, but nothing beats... texture." I let the last word hang between us, heavy with suggestion.

I reached down to my ankle to "scratch an itch," bending forward so the dress fell away from my chest, flashing the upper slopes of both breasts in the full afternoon light.

Sam's gaze darted away, then snapped back; I smiled knowingly. Got him.

"Are you learning anything from this tutorial, darling?" I asked, propping one elbow on the desk, chin in hand. The position let my dress slide even higher on one thigh, my inner leg now bare almost to where my knickers would start.

"Yes! I mean... the techniques are really helpful," he stammered.

Light from the skylight painted the faint crease where my thigh met my hip. My forest-green knickers were just barely visible if he looked hard enough—and I was betting he was.

"Wonderful," I purred, uncrossing and re-crossing my legs slowly. The sound of the fabric brushing against my skin was deliberately audible in the quiet studio. "Jack always said you were bright."

At the mention of my son, Sam's shoulders tensed slightly. I could almost see the thought bubble above his head: I shouldn't be looking at Jack's mum like this.

But he couldn't stop himself. Not now.

I leaned in with mock concern. "You're fidgeting, darling... something distracting you?" My eyes flicked obviously to his lap, where his erection strained against his joggers.

"No," he muttered too quickly, shifting his weight from one foot to the other.

I answered with a slow, knowing smirk and another languid lick down the pen's shaft.

"It's perfectly normal, you know. The human body responds to beauty. As an artist, you should embrace those reactions." I took the pen and pressed it lightly into the desk surface, tapping out an unmistakable rhythm, my hips subtly moving in time.

Wonder if he's picturing this pen as his cock in my fist. I'd bet my best sable brush he is.

I sighed softly, a warm, loaded sound, as I drew the pen upward from my knee to the hem of my dress, letting it gather the fabric and pull it up my leg.

"Sometimes the urge to... create... just takes you over. You understand that, don't you, sweetheart?" My voice had dropped low, intimate, as if we were sharing secrets.

I bit the pen lid between my teeth, holding it there as I stared at his crotch openly now. I wanted him to feel seen—inspected—desired. The flush crept from his neck to his face, but he didn't move away.

"I understand," he whispered, barely audible.

For several beats, the studio was silent except for his increasingly shallow breathing. I let my gaze travel slowly up his body—cock, chest, mouth, eyes—and smiled like I'd just chosen him for something deliciously filthy.

"I remember being your age," I said conversationally. "Everything felt so... urgent. Boys your age haven't learned the pleasure of patience yet."

"I'm not a boy," he said, a hint of defiance breaking through his nervousness.

"No?" I raised an eyebrow. "Prove it."

The challenge hung in the air between us, crackling with possibility.

I laid the pen down deliberately, sat upright, and met his eyes with naked hunger. "Right then, darling... I think it's time we got a little more advanced." I let my tongue dart out to wet my lips. "Stand up for me."

He rose, almost robotically, his erection tenting his joggers obscenely now.
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Stripping Him Down

I pushed back from my stool and got right up in his space, so close that my tits almost pressed into his chest. I could feel the heat radiating off him through that bloody t-shirt, and my eyes went straight to where my real interest was — the fat, heavy swell of him inside those joggers. No pretending now. Every stroke of my gaze told him I was looking exactly where he hoped I wouldn’t, drinking in the shape of that cock like I’d paid entry for a private view.

“Can’t study anatomy with all that fabric in the way, can we, Sam?” My voice was pure low purr, but inside, I was already picturing my fingers wrapped round it, feeling the weight drag on my wrist.

I started a slow circle around him, deliberate as a predator sizing up a meal. This wasn’t going to be some half-dressed fumble in the dark like I’d been getting from David — this was stripping him down, inch by fucking inch. I wanted to see everything I’d been teasing stiff.

“Do you know how many hours I’ve spent really studying the male form?” I asked, letting my tongue touch the corner of my mouth as my eyes roamed over him.

He swallowed hard. That nervous Adam’s apple bounce set my brain spinning — what else of his would be jerking like that in a second?

“Megan,” I corrected automatically when he started to say “Mrs Thompson.” I wanted my name in his mouth before my tits were.

I stopped in front of him and let my eyes fall openly to the tent in his joggers. Jesus Christ. That wasn’t a polite bulge — that was a weapon. My nipples tightened just thinking about it pressing through my lips.

I stepped behind him and gripped the hem of his t-shirt. “Arms up, love.” I made him do it nice and slow, and Christ, lifting that shirt revealed straight away how much muscle the boy was hiding under baggy clothes. Firm, tanned back, shoulder blades shifting like slabs of meat I wanted my teeth in. The smell of clean shower soap mixed with young skin hit me as soon as the shirt cleared his head, and it went straight between my legs.

“Fuck me…” The words slipped out under my breath as I came back round in front of him.

His chest was all definition over tight skin, dusting of hair down the centre that trailed right to where those joggers sat dangerously low. And I knew — I knew — just under that waistband was the thick cock head I’d been teasing out of him since the moment he walked in.

“My god, Sam…” My gaze dropped and stuck. “Built like a bloody porn star.”

He flushed deeper, catching the implied comparison, but that primaeval male pride made his cock twitch visibly behind the grey cotton. My cunt pulsed like it wanted to mimic that movement.

“These next,” I said, sliding my thumbs into his waistband, “let’s have them off. Time for the full picture.”

He froze, but I tilted my head and played it cheeky. “Stand still. I’m unwrapping you like a dirty Christmas present.”

The joggers slid down over his arse and thighs, showing off thick rugby muscle — and there it was: boxed in tight navy boxer briefs, his cock straining the pouch so hard the tip left a wet coin-dark patch. I swear I could see the ridge of the head, a thick vein leading right to it, like a bloody treasure map.

My mouth watered. God, I want my tongue under that head, lapping it until that spot bursts.

I prowled closer and bent to look — really close — at cock level, nearly brushing the outline with my cheek. I inhaled. Heat, musk, that clean-yet-rank male sweat that toys can never replicate. It made my clit thrum.

“Boxers too,” I said, no patience left. My voice was huskier than I meant. Like I’d been sucking cock all afternoon.

He hesitated, so I gave him the smile — the slow, filthy one that tells a man you’ve already decided exactly what you’re going to do with him. “Come on… life drawing without the drawing part.”

When he hooked his thumbs and peeled them down, it was everything. His cock lunged out, hanging proud and long, thick enough my fist would struggle to close around it. Rose-flushed head shining with a bead of precum. Heavy balls swinging under it, low and full, just begging to be licked.

“Holy fuck,” I said, honest and plain. The sight punched the air out of me.

That gleam at the slit made me want to press my mouth over it and drink. My hand twitched, don’t touch yet, but my pussy clenched at the thought of it stretching me open. The damn thing looked carved for it.

I stood over him, nostrils flaring, committing every vein to memory. The heat coming off it brushed my thighs from inches away.

“Perfect,” I told him. “Now, stand still and let me take you in.”

I circled him again, watching his cock sway naturally with each micro-movement. His breathing was shallow, cock thickening even more just from my staring at it.

“You do know exactly what you look like, don’t you?” I asked, dragging my nail lightly down his chest this time. “Like a cock that belongs in a pretty mouth and a filthy cunt, that’s what.”

He made a little noise, and the tip twitched, dribbling more for me. God, teasing myself not to catch it in my fingers was torture.

“Jack’s been in this studio plenty of times,” I said conversationally as my fingertip worked lower, “but his mum’s never shown him this corner.”

And there it was — that gorgeous twitch again, the taboo making his cock react faster than any praise could. I kept my eyes low deliberately, grinning as it bobbed.

“This is our little secret, Sam,” I murmured. “Your best mate’s mum, dripping just from looking at what he’s packing.”

The pressure in my tits was deliciously mean now. They ached for hands, for mouth. “Seems unfair that you’re the only one naked, doesn’t it?” I said, reaching up for my straps.

I slid them down slowly, letting the dress cling to my nipples a heartbeat longer before it dropped enough to spill my tits free. Big, full, already flushed pink from arousal, nipples standing hard. I caught the way his eyes went black staring at them — straight up awe. He didn’t hide it.

“Fuck…” he breathed, low.

“That’s right,” I teased, pinching one nipple so it stabbed forward even more. “And there’s more.”

I stripped the dress right down and let it drop away. Only my emerald cotton knickers left — damp, clinging to my cunt in the clearest outline I could give him before pulling them too. Nothing frilly, nothing faked. The way his gaze locked onto the dark wet spot made my hips tilt just to tease.

“This… this is what forty-one year old milf looks like when she’s starving.”

His cock jumped with the kind of reaction you can’t fake.

I licked my lips, eyes dragging back down to the heat swinging between his thighs.

“Now,” I purred, “let’s begin your real education…”
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Lip-gloss

and Bad Decisions

I closed the last inch between us, hips brushing and lingering like I meant it, and let my eyes drop again to that cock — God… would you look at it. Afternoon light from the skylight kissed every ridge and vein, the flushed crown gleaming as if it knew what was coming.

“Look at you,” I breathed, almost laughing at the sight of it, one fingertip tracing up that thick underside as if I was sketching in charcoal. “So ready for your lesson.”

Hotter than my coffee… thicker than my sodding wrist… fuck yes. This is what I've been missing, what David wouldn’t even let me touch.

I curled my hand slowly round the base — Christ, my fingers didn’t meet — and gave him a single lazy stroke, just to feel the heft of him. A bead of precum welled at the slit, and I was locked onto it, tongue flicking my lips before I realised.

“Mmm… hiding this from me all lesson, were you?” My fist worked him slow, the head slicker with every pass. “All this potential just waiting to be… developed.”

I bent as if to inspect a brush at an art fair, nostrils flaring, breathing him in. That smell — young man and pure cock. Hit the back of my throat like a shot of brandy. God, I’m drunk already. Nothing like this at home.

Couldn’t hold back — my lips parted, pressed them over the fat head, letting it rest heavy on my tongue while my breath warmed it. Then a slow, lazy lick through the slit — yes, salty already — swallowing on purpose, my eyes on his to catch every twitch.

“Sweet. And filthy.” I grinned around him and eased just the head into my mouth, sucking soft enough to make him groan. “Bet none of those little girls at uni have a bloody clue what to do with this. I bet even if they do it, their heart isn’t in it. Mine is, and I really, really want to suck you.”

My hand pumped him in time with my mouth, twisting on the upstroke, until those beautiful balls pulled my attention. Heavy, full — practically begging — so I slid down, tongue dragging the warm skin under his shaft until I reached them, so full of virile cum, so heavy with it.

“Mmm… full, heavy… just how I like them,” I murmured, sealing my lips over one, rolling it on my tongue until it twitched. “Your best mate’s mum… sucking your balls, Sam. Kinky little dream come true, isn’t it?”

His shudder was delicious. “Oh fuck,” he stammered.

Good boy. So bloody responsive.

Switching to the other, I rolled and teased it with my tongue, my hand still working his spit-glossed cock. His thighs trembled, breathing frantic little puffs that matched the thud of my own pulse.

“Been thinking about this, have you?” I asked, glancing up past his body. “All those visits to see Jack… really here hoping to catch me instead?”

Up I went again — long, wet lick from balls to crown — drooling deliberately until strings ran down the length. Opened wide, forcing him deeper, stretching my lips and jaw round him until I felt the first press toward my throat, then pulling off with an indecent pop. Spit clung between us like cobweb.

This is going down my throat before I’m done. David hasn’t let me near him like this in years — the fool.

Looping my fist at the base again, I gave the head a cheeky tap against my tongue, smearing spit and precum round my lips. Filthy little lip-gloss. More palette knife than make-up brush.

“You taste like trouble, Sam… proper filthy trouble,” I rasped, his cock throbbing in my hold. “David never lets me play like this.”

I nuzzled his inner thigh for another long, greedy breath, my nose brushing his balls so he could feel me there. One slow lick back up that veined underside left him shimmering wet for the air to cool.

“Christ,” he groaned, hands twitching at his sides. “Mrs. Thompson—”

“Megan,” I corrected, standing, licking my lips slowly enough that he saw every trace vanish. “Once I've had your cock in my mouth, you will use my first name.”

His eyes were locked now on my tits, swaying with each breath, nipples hard and aching.

“Now…” My hand still stroked him lazily as I slid the other to his bare hip. “Let’s see what those hands can do to me, hmm?”
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Jack’s Mum’s Tits

I kept his cock in my fist as I straightened, hand lazy but mean enough to keep him leaking, keeping my fingers coated, eyes raking over him like I’d just spotted prey worth chasing down.

Christ, he was trembling for me — young, tight muscle trying to pretend it wasn’t shaking, every bit of him wound up like a colt about to bolt.

“Your turn, darling. Hands on me.”

I caught his wrists before he could think, dragged both palms onto my waist, pressing them flat so he could feel the heat of my skin. His fingers twitched — poor boy — and I spread them wider.

“Mmm… feel that? That’s what nineteen years of fumbling little girls your age have been missing. A proper woman’s body.”

His throat clicked. Perfect. I slid his hands upward, making him map me like I was a coastline he’d been staring at from a distance for years. Over the flare of my hips, ribs rising quick because the heat of his skin was setting mine alight.

“That’s it, Sam. Don’t get shy now. You’ve already had your cock in my mouth.”

The way his breath stuttered as our eyes locked — God, yes — I tipped the knife in.

“Go on… touch what you’ve been staring at since you were fifteen. Jack’s mum’s tits. You know you want to.”

Big lad’s hands, hesitant as a schoolboy’s first day, rose and cupped me. Properly cupped. And my gasp? Oh, that was real enough. The weight of me filled him perfectly, soft and heavy, and I arched my back so he could take them deeper, press, own.

“Squeeze. Hard. They like it.” My voice came out dirtier than I meant. “Harder. I’m not made of glass.”

Thick thumbs found my nipples, pushing until they hardened under him, a needy thrum shooting from there clear down between my legs. Heat bloomed across my chest — visible, judging by the flare in his eyes.

And, there—Ella in my head again. Jack’s little female friend, drunk on rosé, hands shaking on my tits in the kitchen. That first desperate suck like she meant to live there. Such. A. Good. Girl.

I pushed the picture away and chuckled low — funny how they all start with the same nerves, until you teach them the taste.

“You’ve no idea how long I’ve waited for this.” My own fingers pinched and tugged my swollen pink tips right in his line of sight. They stood proud, shameless. “To have you touch me properly.”

His cock jumped in my fist at the sight, precum stretching in a glistening thread from the head to his stomach. Christ alive.

“Touch me properly. Firmer.”

The heat in my gasp when he grabbed me — thumbs skirting, dragging across painfully hard nipples — earned him a purr. “That’s it… good boy.”

Not twenty years on this earth and here I was, tits in his hands, wet for him like some sixth-form crush. What am I doing? Exactly what I should have done years ago.

“You’ve no idea how I’ve missed younger hands. Young, strong… greedy.” I bent, hot breath against his ear. “It’s wrong, Sam. So bloody wrong. Your best mate’s mum. Makes it better, doesn’t it?”

His grip tightened. I rewarded him with a low, throaty “Yesss—”

I pulled back enough to dare him with my nipples, hard and flushed, then took his fingers and rolled one between thumb and forefinger, showing him the pinch-and-twist.

“Like that. See? They get even harder. David never quite…” I let it trail, watched his eyes darken as he copied me, harder this time, until it was painted on my cheeks and slick between my thighs.

“Now touch me lower,” I ordered.

He obeyed. Hands sliding down over my soft belly, grazing the seam at the top of my knickers. I bit my lip — nearly there, God, nearly.

Ella again — that little breath when my own hand went up her skirt, freeze, then stroke, and that gasp like she’d found contraband.

I covered his hand with mine, pressed hard into my mound through the soaked cotton. Heat licked my palm even through fabric.

“Feel that? That’s from your gorgeous cock. That’s how wet Jack’s mum is for you.”

His gulp was so loud I felt it in his body. I rolled my hips once, slow and mean, dragging his knuckles square over my slit. No mistaking the damp now. His fingers twitched — sweet instinct.

“Don’t get shy. She’s older, but she’s starving. Bet she’s wetter than any of those uni girls.”

“I haven’t… I mean—”

“Haven’t been with many?” I arched a brow. “Better still. I get to teach you right.”

“You’ve pictured this, haven’t you? Hands on your cock in the dark? Wanking yourself raw over your mate’s mum?”

The blush climbed him beautifully, and yeah — that honesty just made his cock harder. He stood like a statue, the purple head glossy and ready.

“Tell me,” I stroked him slow, punishing, “what did you think about?”

“You… in the kitchen,” he swallowed, “bending for the fridge. Your arse in those yoga pants.”

“And then?”

His voice nearly failed. “Pulled them down. Fucked you from behind.”

That got me to moan, heat rushing. My thumb hooked my knickers — peeled, almost — then a slow stall, grin sharp. The lace clung to the shape of me, wet enough to shine.

He awkwardly took his cock in hand, looking to try and fuck me right there.

“Not yet. First, we test if you can follow instructions.”

I caught his right hand, planted it high on my thigh, bare skin warm against his fingertips. Inches away and my muscles trembled. Took every scrap of willpower not to drag him in.

“In a moment, you put that hand where I really want it. Feel how wet Jack’s mum is. Then I’ll teach you to make her come with just these fingers.”

His breath came ragged, eagerness bleeding into every twitch. My cunt clenched at nothing. I needed him in me. Soon.

I stepped back one pace — kept my eyes on him — one hand still stroking his cock like I owned it, the other circling my clit as he watched, building the heat until it became unbearable.

“Now… get ready for your next lesson.”
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Studio Ride

I shoved him back, flat palm to his chest, hard enough to make him drop into the studio sofa with a delicious whump. God, the way he grunted — low, startled — and that split-second of muscle under my hand. Not just boy-muscle either, but those thick, honed rugby lines I’d been pretending not to notice for years.

He landed, and the old thing creaked under his weight — my studio sofa, where I’ve curled up with tea and sketchpads, now about to take nineteen-year-old cock for the first time. That thought alone gave me a delicious shiver low in my belly.

His big, proud length was upright and shameless, bobbing once in the space between us, thick vein standing proud. A line of molten heat ran straight to my cunt like someone had poured it there. I was tight, hungry, practically dripping before I even got on him.

“That...” My voice dipped without me meaning it to. “That’s mine right now. Stay right there.”

I swung a leg over, bare skin brushing bare skin, my slick lips already grazing the heat of him. The sun through the skylight laid warm honey over his bare chest, shadowing the ridges of muscle, and in my head it was pure porn lighting — perfect for every filthy detail. My thighs closed around him and I ground down, so he felt the mess he was about to sink into.

“Stay still,” I murmured, pressing my wet cunt against that rigid heat, rolling slowly. His hardness pushed through my folds indecently, every ridge dragging across me. “Let me just… show you how a proper woman takes what she wants.”

Each grind pushed the fat head right across my clit, mean little taps that stole gasps from me. I tipped forward, letting my tits sway right over his mouth. His pupils were blown wide, flicking from my face to my nipples like he couldn’t decide which he wanted to eat first.

“Feels better if I coat you first,” I teased, hips circling, smearing him with my slick until his whole shaft glistened. “Good girls prime the brush before the paint hits the paper — you following, sweetheart?”

The thick vein under him thudded against me. My folds were wetting his balls now when I rocked forward. The smell between us was pure sex.

“Jack’s mum, dripping down your cock,” I taunted. Saying my son’s name made my clit pulse harder.

He tried to thrust up, pure instinct, but I shoved him back down with a firm palm on his chest. “Uh-uh. My… tempo.” I wrapped my hand round him, heavy and wet in my palm, and pressed him to my entrance.

The first push made me gasp — stretch. David hadn’t managed this in years. My body opened for him inch by inch, snug as a fist around him, all slick heat and greedy muscle.

“Ohhh… fuuuck,” I groaned as I bottomed out, his young cock thick inside me, filling me so deep I felt it in my ribs.

He was staring, slack-jawed. No girl his age had done this — straddled him bare and taken the lot.

“Grab my hips,” I ordered, planting his big hands where I wanted them. “And you can still call me Mrs Thompson if you want… we both know that’s what I am, a married woman you’re now fucking.”

I rolled, slow circles that rubbed my clit hard against him, milking little pulses of pre out of him. Nipples tight and aching, I brought one heavy breast to his mouth.

“Suck it. Harder. Mess me up, love.”

He latched, sucking greedily, tongue flicks sending jolts straight to my cunt. “Good boy… dirty little learner,” I murmured, swapping to the other tit and mashing it into his face. Wet sucking noises filled the air.

Bracing on his shoulders, I started bouncing, bare arse meeting his thighs in filthy wet slaps. The sofa springs creaked under us — my studio had never heard noises like this.

“Slap my arse,” I told him.

The crack made my hole clench tight around him — I yelped with the sting. “Again. Harder.”

The second smack had me slamming down faster, hair flying. His eyes stayed locked on my tits bouncing in his face.

“Look at you, fucking your best mate’s mum,” I panted. “What would Jack say if he saw how far up your cock I’m sitting?”

He twitched inside me at that, cock flexing, and I knew I had him.

I flopped back, dragging him with me so now he was over me, tits squashed between us, his bare chest hot and slick. I kissed him hard, mouthing at him like I was marking my territory.

“Your turn,” I breathed at his lips. “Fuck your teacher.”

His thrusts had more weight now — rugby thighs pushing him deeper, sofa groaning. My legs locked around him, heels digging into his back.

“Yes—yes, like that. Fill me,” I gasped, nails dragging red trails down his pecs.

Slick smacks echoed as he drove into me, cock hitting that sweet spot dead-on every time. “Deeper,” I growled. “Hit it…”

I grabbed his wrist, shoved his thumb to my clit. “Feel that? Circling, gentle — there’s a good boy.”

He did as told, his cock pumping while his thumb teased my hard little bud. The tight spiral of pleasure built fast — that dangerous, can’t-talk kind.

“Oh fuck,” I gasped, thighs shaking. “Don’t stop. You’re—ohhh—gonna make me…”

The orgasm hit hard — cunt gripping and milking him, sparks racing under my skin, a groan ripped raw from my throat. I clung to him, body shuddering, holding him deep, every nerve lit from clit to nipples.

I came with him still inside, but I kept him there, knowing he wasn’t done. Not yet.

When the spasms faded, I opened my eyes, breathless and grinning. “Lesson one complete,” I murmured.
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Bruise Me, Ruin Me

I held his face in both hands, staring him down as his cock stayed buried inside me, thick and deep in a way David hadn’t managed in years. His nineteen-year-old cock. God, every ridge of it inside me like it was sculpted to split me in two.

“Stop holding back,” I growled, my voice rough from panting. “Fuck me like you mean it.”

His eyes went wide, unsure but wanting. “But… I’ll—”

“Hurt me. I don’t care. I want it. All of it.” I cut him off, digging my heels into his arse, dragging him into me again and again. My body was desperate — harder, deeper, brutal. Give me that stamina like I’m the only cunt left on the earth.

I grabbed his right hand, shoved it to my left breast made him smack it. The sharp crack ricocheted off the studio walls. Heat bloomed over my skin, and the pain and pleasure ran straight down my spine to my clit.

“Again. Harder.” My voice was ragged now.

He hit me again — harder this time — his palm leaving a burn-shaped badge on me. I moaned so loud it embarrassed neither of us, my cunt gripping him like I’d never let go.

“Good boy… bruise me. I want to sit across from Jack at breakfast and still feel your handprint on me.”

Something flickered at the mention of his mate — guilt? — but it got eaten whole by raw hunger. His grip on my hip changed — possessive now — and he slammed me down on his cock with a force that made my teeth click.

“Fuck yes,” I hissed, biting the words. “That’s it.”

I caught his wrist, dragged his fingers into my hair, feeding them into the thick auburn. “Pull… yes… like that. I like the sting.”

He tugged like he was testing me — then harder when my moan came from somewhere guttural. My head fell back, throat bare, tits lifting between us, nipples flushed hard.

“Look at this,” I panted, grinding back against him. “Your best mate’s mum milking your cock. What’d Jack say if he walked in right now?”

His rhythm faltered — but God, his cock got even fatter inside me. I rolled my hips up to meet him hard, keeping him trapped in the filth we were making.

“Harder,” I told him. “Until you’ve got nothing left.”

And Christ, he did — hips slamming into me until the wet slap of us was louder than our breathing. The heavy slap of his balls against my arse was a filthy little drumbeat promising me his spunk soon.

My nails dug deep into his back, crescent moons I wanted him to feel in the shower later. Mine. Claimed.

“Ruin yourself for the little girls,” I snarled. “After this, they won’t know what the fuck to do with you.”

When he tried to slow, I squeezed around him, milking him for a groan. “Slowing? No, love… faster.” I bit his bottom lip, deliberate enough to sting. “You’re mine until I let you go.”

Something snapped. Both hands slammed either side of my head, and he began to piston into me like he was trying to hammer me into the cushions. Each thrust knocked air from my lungs in staccato bursts.

“Oh—yes—fuck,” I got out between impacts.

The sofa whined under our weight like it knew we were trouble.

“Now finish it,” I said, eyes up at him.

He braced, pounded. Each grind caught my clit against him until I rolled my eyes back. “God, Sam… yes — keep that spot.”

The studio was full of us now. Skin on skin. Obscene wet suck of my cunt around him. His sounds — low, rough, nothing like the polite boy who came here for tutoring.

“You like it bare?” I hissed into his ear. “Been dreaming about fucking me raw since you saw these tits under a summer dress?”

His groan was almost a cry. I pushed. “Bet you’ve spunked over me in your bed more times than you’d admit. Thinking about your mate’s mum with her tits out.”

His stroke stuttered — I’d found it.

“Put. Me. Through. The. Sofa.” Each word slammed with my hips.

He hooked my knees back, nearly folding me in half, and Christ — the angle let his cock batter that deep, dangerous spot until I was choking out noises.

“Fuck!” I cried. “Yesss — wreck me.”

My tits bounced wildly, slick with sweat between them. His groan, “So fucking tight,” spilt out from somewhere uninhibited.

I flexed inside him, working him. “Feel how close I am? You’re not stopping ‘til I scream.”

The room was heat, sex, sweat. Salt on my lips. The smell of both of us.

“Yes! Mark me up — yours.”

He was hammering now, sofa squeaking against my back.

“Look at you,” he growled. “Taking my cock like it was made for you.”

I whimpered, thighs shaking.

“You like that? Like being full of young cock?”

“Fuck yes.”

“Say it. Tell me what you are.”

My mouth barely worked. “I’m a slut. Your slut. Just a filthy mum who needs it.”

His thrust boxed my toes — curling. “Whose cunt?”

“Yours… take it.”

His hand slid between us, thumb circling my clit with unholy accuracy.

“Oh fuck!” I arched, rigid. “Right there—”

My walls grabbed him, pulse after pulse.

“I can feel you squeezing,” he panted. “So fucking wet.”

Ankles locked behind him, keeping him buried while my orgasm clawed at me.

“You’re going to make me come,” I gasped. “Don’t stop.”

“Come for me,” he snarled. “All over my cock.”

The words tipped me. My body tearing open in pleasure. “Sam! — Shit — I’m coming!”

It was all cock and clit and the drag of him inside.

“Fuck…” he grunted, close himself.

“When you come — every drop in me.” My voice was wrecked, begging.

His eyes widened, turned hotter, and he fucked me for it — deep, hard, filthy. Both of us past stopping.
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Every Drop

His rhythm broke to pieces under me—hips jerking in ragged, helpless bursts—and I felt that deep, delicious warning throb at the root of him. That split second when a man stops owning himself.

“Yes… fuck, give it to me. Every drop. Fill me, Sam,” I rasped, and even to my ears I sounded nothing like polite Megan-from-the-book-club.

He made a noise—God, it was animal—face twisted in something between pain and ecstasy. My ankles locked tight behind his back, holding him right where I wanted him, his cock buried so deep I half-fantasised the tip carving my initials inside me. My cunt clamped down, greedy as a fist, wringing at those heavy balls I’d been ogling since the afternoon.

Claim me. Mark me. Paint me in it.

The first spurt hit—hot, thick, shooting straight against my inner walls—and molten pleasure shivered through me so hard I moaned into his ear like a shameless bitch. Each twitch of him was a telegram of raw pleasure I could read perfectly with my body, aftershocks rattling up my spine. I kept milking him, squeezing in time with his pulses.

“God, you’ve been saving this up for me,” I growled, nails dragging furious red tracks down his sweat-slick back. I ground up against him in slow circles, milking for the very last drops.

Another gush. And another. Christ—so much—spilling past my grip, smearing between us. The wet sounds of it made my cunt flutter again.

“Fuck… flooding me,” I panted, eyes tipping back.

His young frame jerked through the last aftershocks. I held him in me as long as I could stand, savouring the molten weight of him, until breath came back into him and into me. Then I let him slip out, slow as a tease, feeling every wet drag over oversensitive flesh.

A slick strand stretched between us, obscene, before it snapped and landed warm against my thigh. I looked down at what we’d done. Good God. Thick, pearly ribbons already running down over my pale skin, pooling under me on the sofa.

“Look what you’ve done to me,” I murmured, still throat-rough.

Two fingers, scoop, straight to my mouth. Eyes never leaving his. I sucked them clean with a filthy little moan and said, “Mmm… tastes just like nineteen. Perfect.”

That guileless awe in his wide-blown pupils made me grin. I took him in hand again, down at the base—half-hard, slick with us. It felt so hot, so hard still, soaked with our dirty fluids.

“Look at you… still dripping for me,” I purred, stroking lazily. A bead clung to the tip, practically begging. I bent and lapped it with the flat of my tongue, savouring the salt-sweet and the way he twitched under it.

Christ, I could keep him up all night.

A little spit onto the swollen head, thumb to spread, hand working him slowly. He twitched again, already thickening. Dangerous stamina. Youth should come with a bloody health warning.

“So responsive,” I praised, thumbing just under the crown where I’d already learned he went weak. “How long until you’re ready again, mm?”

Cum was still pooling on my mound. I dipped a finger, painted my nipple with it.

“Art supplies, darling,” I teased, rolling the slicked peak between two fingers until the little sting and the ache tangled pleasantly.

Eyes glued to what was between my thighs, bewitched. I opened them wider—here’s the gallery, love—and let him see the swollen, glistening lips, the mess spilling freely.

“That’s your cock’s handiwork,” I told him, lazy thumb circling my clit. “Every last drop yours.”

I was still hungry. One was never enough after weeks of just toys and my fingers.

“Come here.” I crooked a finger, beckoning. “Taste us.”

He flushed. “But… it’s my—”

I tangled a finger in his hair and tugged him down to where a glossy rivulet ran down my thigh.

“Lick it. Good boy.”

Hot tongue, hesitant at first, then firmer as the taste hit him. I sighed, watching his mouth work.

“That’s it. Lick your mess off my skin.”

Slow climb upward, each stroke of him hotter, surer. My palm stroked his cheek, guiding him.

“Delicious, isn’t it? The taste of us together?”

His next lick nudged close to where I needed him. Felt a fresh bead of need spill for him. I spread wider. Invitation made plain.

“Don’t stop there. Clean it all.”

One glance up for permission, even as his tongue dipped into that crease between thigh and labia. I nodded, kept the pressure in his hair.

First lick over my folds had me hissing; the boy was quick with his lessons, finding what made my hips move. Deeper now, mouth full of my mess.

“Yes… just there,” I breathed, tilting for him.

Rosé-drunk Ella flickered across my mind for a second—her shy hands on my tits that night in the kitchen—but Sam’s mouth was broader, his stubble scraping, his hands strong on my thighs.

“You’ll never fuck a girl your age like this,” I told him, thrilling at the way he moaned right into me. “They don’t take it. I do.”

His tongue found my clit. Oh—God—and I bucked hard with a noise that would’ve made the neighbours blush. Bold now, sucking the bud, making my thighs shake against his ears.

“Fuck—yes—don’t stop!”

The tension coiled fast this time. My grip in his hair tightened. I ground into his mouth shamelessly, chasing it.

“Good boy. Make me come with that tongue.”

He groaned into me, sending another shiver racing up my back. Two fingers slid into me, curling unerringly into that rough, perfect spot.

“Oh god—yes! There!” I rode his face, back arching as the orgasm slammed into me hard enough I saw stars. Loud—too loud for the open windows—but fuck it. Let the street hear. Let them know Megan Thompson finally got herself fucked right.

When I could breathe again, I softened my hand in his hair, stroking through damp strands. His face was a glistening portrait of filth and hunger.

“Come here,” I ordered, voice unsteady.

He crawled up me and I kissed him deep, tasting my cunt and his cum on his lips, claiming his mouth as surely as I had the rest.

“You’re mine now, Sam,” I murmured. “Ours. No one needs to know.”

My hand found his balls, gave them a claiming squeeze. He was already heavy again, cock twitching against me.

“Next time,” I promised, “you’re going to give a load in every hole.”

He made a sound low in his throat. “Next time?”

“Oh yes,” I grinned, fisting him slow. “We’ve barely started your education.”

“How soon?”

“Day after tomorrow. Jack’s at rugby. David’s in Manchester.”

I slid out from under him, shaky on my feet, and stretched in the warm gold light just to watch his eyes drink me in.

“Best get cleaned up before Jack gets home.”

I took a tissue, wiped carelessly between my legs, not hiding a thing.

“You can use the shower upstairs in the main house. Second door left.”

He fumbled himself dressed, lovely and dazed.

“What do I tell Jack?” he blurted, sudden panic flaring.

I smoothed his shirt, smiling. “That you had an excellent art lesson and learned new techniques. Both true.”

A last, slow kiss and: “Practice your grip on that stylus. I expect improvement.”

That blush again, and he was gone across the garden, walking a little bow-legged.

I gathered my scattered clothes, pleasantly sore, deliciously marked with bruises and bites.

Jack’s text pinged: On my way home. Need anything from Tesco?

Just milk.

Impulse struck—I snapped a body shot, just my neck to ruined cunt, sent it to Sam: Something to remember me by.

Reply, instant: Holy fuck

I laughed, slipped my dress on minus the knickers—still under the sofa somewhere—and thought: Yes, he’ll do. And maybe, with promise, I’ll have him bring a friend or two for the advanced class.

But that’s for another book club meeting.


Story 4: The Art Class Model
The Living Installation


ISABELLE’S TALE

I smoothed the velvet of the antique chaise longue one last time, my fingers tracing the nap. The cool air of the studio raised goosebumps on my bare thighs. Beneath my silk kimono, a midnight blue thing tied just loosely enough to matter, I was already naked, already prepared. With every breath, the fabric slid across my nipples, teasing them into tight, expectant points. Today, I wasn't the creator. I was the canvas. I was the clay. A deep, coiling knot of heat tightened low in my belly, a feeling I hadn't summoned in years. It felt like danger. It felt like want.

The doorbell shrieked, a violent tear in the studio's quiet sanctity. She's here.

When I opened the door, she stood like a splash of vivid paint against the muted countryside. Magenta hair, black-rimmed eyes that saw right through you, and the raw scent of her; cigarettes and a slight chemical undertone, like turpentine. For a second, I almost hesitated.

"Gemma," I finally said, finding my voice. "Welcome."

"Fucking gorgeous light in here," she replied, shouldering past me with an easy confidence that filled the space. She dropped her oversized portfolio on the floor with a thud, already scanning the room, her eyes missing nothing.

I closed the heavy oak door, the click of the latch sounding unnervingly final. Isolated. Just the two of us, the smell of linseed oil, and the unstretched canvas of the hours ahead.

"You've modelled before," she stated, her gaze finally landing on me, pinning me in place.

"Yes, though not recently. Normally, I’m the artist these days." My voice was steady, a performance in itself. "Would you like tea before we begin?" The words were pure reflex, society's normality.

"Nah." She was already shrugging off her paint-stained jacket. "Rather get started while this light's so perfect."

I nodded, a silent concession, and moved to the centre of the room. "How would you like me?" I asked, my voice a low invitation.

Gemma didn't answer. She just circled me, her gaze a physical touch, hot and appraising. It travelled from my throat, down the line of the robe's opening, lingering where the silk met my thighs. "First," she said, her voice a low growl, "I want to see what I'm working with." Her eyes snapped up to meet mine. "Everything."

With deliberate grace, my fingers went to the tie at my neck. I loosened it. Her eyes followed the slow slide of my hands as they moved to my waist, tugging the knot free.

"Fuck," she breathed, her voice dropping. "You're like… one of those classical things. A marble statue, but... breathing."

I let one shoulder slip free, the silk a cool caress against my skin. "And you're the fortunate artist who gets to study every inch."

The robe hissed as it slithered to the floor, forgotten at my ankles. I stood before her, naked. Shoulders back, spine straight, my body offered up for her gaze. An installation of flesh and bone. Every curve, every shadow, every taut nipple was a deliberate choice. Look at me. Study me. Devour me.

"Christ," she breathed, stepping closer. "This light on your tits... I want to paint nothing but that right now."

I remained perfectly still as her gaze crawled over me. My small breasts stood proud, nipples hard as pebbles. She drank in the soft curve of my stomach, the neat, dark line of hair that served as an arrow pointing directly to the prize.

"If I knew you were going to look at me like that," I said, arching my back just enough to push my tits out further, "I'd have skipped the robe entirely."

"Next time, don't fucking bother," she growled. "More time to get my hands on you."

I shifted my stance, one foot forward, hip cocked. The classical pose parted my thighs just enough, offering a shadowed glimpse of the wet folds of my cunt. "You've got your eyes so full of my tits," I murmured. "Is my cunt being ignored, or the main event?"

A rough laugh escaped her. "Fuck, you're a piece of work." She turned away, but not before her eyes flicked down to my pussy one last time, a quick, hungry glance. "Haven't decided if I want to paint you or eat you first."

I watched the denim of her jeans stretch tight across her arse as she crouched to rummage through her bag, before settling onto the chaise, arranging my limbs with a precision born of fantasy. One leg stretched long, the other bent, knee falling open. An invitation.

Gemma circled me, adjusting a lamp. Her fingers grazed my inner thigh as she angled the light. A painter's touch, light and assessing, yet it sent a bolt of pure electricity straight to my clit. My breath hitched. I could feel my pussy clench, a slick pulse of wetness beginning to bead between my folds.

"Need the shadow to fall exactly here," she murmured, her fingertips lingering for a moment at the crease of my thigh.

"The interplay of light and shadow," I managed, my voice sounding distant, ridiculously formal, "creates... tension."

She selected a brush, its wooden handle cool and smooth. She used it to trace a line down my sternum, not quite touching my skin, but so close I could feel the hairs on my body stand on end. The tip of the handle paused just above my mound, hovering.

"Do you think about someone else looking when you pose?" she asked suddenly, dark eyes flicking up to mine.

"No," I lied, the word tasting like ash in my mouth. A lie. The truth was, I thought of it constantly. I pictured a man in the corner of the gallery, pretending to study the art but really, he was just staring at the naked woman in the painting—at me. I could almost feel his eyes on my body, could picture his cock hardening in his trousers as he imagined pushing his hand between my thighs, his fingers finding me slick and ready for him. The thought alone made me shift on the velvet, pressing my mound into the fabric.

"Performance art is about the relationship between artist and subject," I added, my voice tight. "Everything else is secondary."

"Bullshit," Gemma laughed, her voice a glorious, honest rasp. "You're not just performing. You're the object. And it's different with older women. You carry yourself like you fucking own your body."

I felt that comment like a physical claim. "Perhaps today," I said, meeting her intense gaze, "I'm both."

Her smile was slow, predatory, and full of secrets. "And which part of you am I meant to capture first?"
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Naked Circling: Predators in the Studio

Gemma stepped back, her eyes wide and dark, darting between my naked body on the chaise and the mess of her art supplies. Her gaze kept snagging on me, a physical pull. It traced my tits, slid down my stomach, and lingered on the dark triangle between my legs. I saw her pupils flare.

"You're making it impossible to think about technique," she said, her voice a low growl.

"Art is about focus," I purred, elongating my neck and arching my back just slightly. The movement made my tits lift, my already hard nipples pointing right at her. "Perhaps that's your first lesson, darling."

Gemma straightened, a slow, predatory smile spreading across her face. "Right." Her hands dropped to the hem of her paint-stained vest. "How about we level the playing field?" She tugged the fabric up, revealing a flash of pale, toned stomach and the intricate swirl of a tattoo on her ribs. "I work better skin-to-skin. And besides—" she paused, the vest halfway up, her eyes burning into mine, "—watching you sit there, all perfect and posed, is making me fucking horny."

With one fluid, decisive motion, she ripped the vest over her head and threw it aside. The silver rings piercing her nipples caught the studio light, glinting like weapons. Her breasts were small, high, and perfect.

My throat went dry. "Distracting?" she asked, her voice a taunt. She hooked a thumb around one of the rings and gave it a slow, deliberate tug. Her nipple stretched, the flesh puckering around the metal. My gaze was locked, my mouth suddenly watering.

"Fascinating," I managed, my voice a low rasp. The art lecturer in my head wanted to drone on about juxtaposition. The cunt between my legs just wanted to take that silver ring into my mouth and suck until she begged me to stop. The heat between my thighs was no longer gathering; it was a slick, wet promise.

She turned, giving me her back as she unbuttoned her cargo trousers. She bent over to push them down, her arse presented to me like an offering. Two perfect, pale hemispheres of flesh. My eyes devoured the details. The dimples high on her arse, marking the base of her spine. The perfect, sharp crease where her pale thigh met her buttock. An artist would want to sketch that line. I wanted to trace it with my tongue, to bite down on that soft flesh right there.

"You have a perfect arse," I said, my voice dropping, abandoning all clinical pretence.

She glanced over her shoulder, catching her breath for a second. "Fucking hell. I bet you say that to all the girls."

"Only the ones I want to paint," I replied smoothly, getting off the chaise to enjoy her strip show.

The sight of her hopping, her tits bouncing with an obscene, innocent jiggle while her trousers tangled at her ankles, sent a jolt through me. She was chaos and impulse; I was control and intent. I wondered which one of us would break first.

Trousers discarded, she stepped towards me. She was naked now, except for her boots and a pair of skimpy black cotton pants that clung to her mound. She stopped so close that the space between us disappeared. I was breathing her in—turpentine, female sweat, and a sharp, earthy scent that was all Gemma. Her body was a furnace, and I felt the heat of it on my skin. Her pierced nipples were almost grazing my own. Almost.

She looked up at me, a grin spreading across her face. "You're taller. Fucking hot, looking up at you naked."

My nipples hardened under her stare, aching for a touch. "Height creates hierarchy," I murmured, the words a flimsy shield.

She snorted. "Fuck your theories." Her fingers hooked into the waistband of her knickers. "This is what I want."

When she slid them down her thighs, my breath caught. The dark, neat landing strip she revealed was clearly maintained with the same care I took with my own body. I recognised another artist's attention to detail, except hers was deliberate provocation rather than a complete reveal. Her pussy lips peeked from beneath the trim, a hint of pink softness I was already imagining against my tongue.

She kicked off her boots last, suddenly standing inches shorter. The change was subtle but profound; her body appeared more compact, yet nothing about her seemed vulnerable. If anything, her nakedness was a declaration of power, those dark eyes still hard with confidence.

We didn't so much circle as orbit each other, drawn in by an invisible gravity. She'd take a step closer, I'd mirror her, the space between us shrinking until I could feel the heat rolling off her skin. Our eyes locked in mutual appraisal, neither willing to look away first.

"Your skin catches light differently than mine," I whispered, watching how the studio's glow seemed to sink into her flesh while it reflected off my own. "You absorb. I deflect."

"And your cunt?" Gemma asked bluntly, her eyes dropping to the juncture of my thighs. "Does it absorb or deflect?"

The word 'cunt' landed in the quiet of my studio like a rock through a stained-glass window. It was crude, perfect, and it made my pussy clench so hard I nearly gasped.

"That depends entirely on what's being offered," I replied, letting my thighs part a fraction wider, offering her the faintest glimpse of my wetness.

My gaze raked over her body, cataloguing every difference between us. My smooth, bare mound against her deliberate strip. My long, dancer's limbs against her compact, wiry frame. My silver-streaked hair against her vibrant magenta shock. I felt like a classical painting hanging next to a piece of raw, modern art. Both beautiful. Both demanding to be touched.

Gemma stepped closer, reaching up to brush my fringe back with paint-smeared fingertips. I inhaled sharply at the contact. Her touch left a streak of blue across my temple that I knew would dry there, marking me.

"I fucking love how your hair frames your face," she said, her voice softer, almost tender. "Creates a window to your eyes."

Without planning it, my hand moved to her hip. I traced my fingers down the angle of her hipbone, then along the front of her thigh, feeling goosebumps rise under my touch. I didn't pull away immediately. "Just assessing texture," I murmured, my lips curving into a smile.

"You're as bad as me," she whispered, leaning into my touch. "Just slower about it."

I leaned in, my breasts swelling, the tips of my nipples aching to brush against hers. The air crackled. The tension wasn't exquisite; it was a physical fucking thing, a promise of violence and pleasure so thick I could taste it. We both flinched back at the same instant, a shared, sharp intake of breath. We both knew that the first touch would be the start of a war.

"God, your nipples get hard quick," Gemma said, her eyes dropping to my chest. She wet her lips. "Bet your cunt's the same, primed and ready for my hands."

"Oh, you'll get your hands on both," I purred, my voice husky with a promise I was desperate to keep. Her words sent a fresh wave of slickness down my thighs. My cunt wasn't just clenching; it was flooding, getting wet and ready for her. I wanted her to see it. I wanted her to bury her face in it.

She reached up to one of her nipple rings, flicking the silver bar. "Ever wondered how metal feels in your mouth? The weight of it on your tongue?"

My academic mask was cracking. As she spoke, I could almost feel it. The shock of cool metal against my hot, wet tongue. The weight of it. I imagined sucking on it, teasing the hardened flesh of her nipple around it with my teeth, hearing the little gasp she'd make.

"An interesting sensory paradox," I breathed, the words barely a whisper. "Warm flesh against cool metal."

Her grin was wolfish, seeing right through my pitiful pretence of detachment. "Yeah? Wait till you feel how it heats up after I've been touched for a while." She licked her lips again, slowly, deliberately. "Gets hot when I'm aroused. And I'm fucking aroused now."

The studio air seemed to thicken, heavy with the scent of our mutual desire. I was acutely aware of how we looked—two naked women locked in an unblinking stare, one young and decorated with metal and ink, one older with nothing but her bare skin as canvas. Both of us slick between our thighs, though neither would acknowledge it first.

"There's pleasure in being looked at," I said, breaking the silence as I returned to the chaise. I arranged myself with deliberate precision, one leg stretched out, the other bent at the knee and fallen open. The position displayed my pussy perfectly—my lips already parted, visibly wet. "The body performing for an audience, even an audience of one."

"And there's pleasure in looking," Gemma countered, selecting a brush from her collection. Her eyes never left mine as she dipped it into a pot of paint. "In knowing exactly what you're doing to someone just by watching them."

"Then watch me," I challenged, deliberately spreading my thighs wider, tilting my hips to offer an even more explicit view. My cunt was fully on display now, outer lips opening to her eyes, pink and glistening. "And let me watch you watching."

I saw her nostrils flare, saw the slight flush creeping up her neck as her eyes dropped to my exposed sex. Her tongue darted out to wet her lips again. "Fuck," she whispered, almost to herself.

She smiled, reaching for a pot of deep crimson paint. "I think we're past the preliminaries now, don't you?"

I arched an eyebrow, a last pretence of cool detachment while my heart hammered against my ribs. "Are we?"

"Definitely." Her brush hovered over the paint, then dipped in. A single drop of crimson fell from the bristles, landing on the floor between us like a drop of blood. Her eyes met mine, dark with intent. "Time to see how you look in colour."

The meaning was unmistakable. She wasn't just going to paint me. She was going to mark me. Claim me. Make me hers. And I was going to let her.

I shifted on the chaise, my thighs spreading even wider, an invitation I no longer bothered to disguise. "Then paint me, Gemma," I commanded, my voice deep with need. "Make me your fucking masterpiece."
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Crimson Between My Thighs

Gemma explodes toward the canvas like she’s trying to fuck the paint into it — big, savage strokes, hips lunging, tits bouncing with every reach. Her hair sticks to her face, sweat tracking between her breasts, a streak of ultramarine slapped across her cheek where she’s wiped her brow. She’s abandoned the brushes now, smearing crimson, cobalt, ochre on with her bare fingers as if they’re just extensions of her body.

And every time she plants her feet apart to balance — there — the glint of slick pink between her thighs catches the light. My cunt throbs just looking at it.

“Fucking hell,” she mutters, not looking at me, but I feel the words aimed like a touch.

My voice stays tight. “I thought I was your subject.”

Her head snaps around. That feral stare again. “You’re my fucking obsession.”

The brush she grabs is thick, brutal. She stabs it into crimson paint, rips a single blood-slash across the canvas, then stalks me - brush dripping onto the floor as if she doesn’t care where the mess lands.

I hold my pose like marble on the chaise, but inside, I am molten. My cunt is a wet ache now, swelling, slick, heat pooling so deep I swear it's visible. Part of me screams for her to get on with it; the other part clings to the game - I will not be the one to break.

She stops over me, chest heaving. Deliberate. Waiting for a twitch, a gasp, anything. I give her stillness.

Then she dips two fingers into thick ultramarine. “Don’t move.”

The first contact, cold paint on my hot breast, is so sharp I almost flinch. She circles slowly, leaving a spiral that ends right on my nipple. My hips shift as my cunt tries to find contact, friction. She flicks her thumb, presses my nipple between finger and thumb, rolling it until I can feel wet streaks sliding over stiff flesh.

“Texture,” she murmurs, voice lower now. “Smooth against rough. Paint behaves differently on skin that’s alive under my hand.”

A tiny sound in my throat, quickly bitten back. “An interesting… medium,” I manage, breath snagging.

She pinches harder. “Needs more pressure to bring it out. Show me.” My back arches at her command, feeding my tit into her grip.

The brush comes up - the hard, cool handle circles my other nipple. The change in sensation shoots straight to the pulse in my cunt; I swear my labia swell around nothing. “The hardness against softness,” I murmur, though it’s half-moan now.

Her eyes stay locked on my chest. “Your nipples beg when they want more. Look at them.”

She abandons the handle, scoops crimson thick on her fingers, and drags a slash across my left breast like she’s claiming it. Possessive, hungry. She squeezes again, harder. My nipple is painted, pinched, trapped. I’m wet enough that I can feel it starting to drip down my thigh.

“The pigment catches in the texture,” she says, but it’s breaking now, her voice heavier. “The ridges, the peaks — each one stains differently when it’s held tight like this.”

“Jesus,” I hiss — before I can stop it. She grins like she’s ripped something out of me.

“I know how it feels,” she says. “I can see your cunt pulsing; I can smell you from here.”

The heat in me spikes savage. One paint-smeared finger slides off my breast, traces down my sternum, across my belly - stops just above my begging cunt. My thighs are trembling from holding still.

She dips again, then touches me, outer labia first, dragging cold colour over hot flesh. My instinct nearly jerks me off the chaise.

“Stay,” she growls. “I want to see the red against these lips.”

Her fingertip smears crimson along the plump curves without parting them. My clit throbs under the hood.

“The negative space here needs light,” she says, and then — two fingers, pressing in at the top, spreading me open. The sound is obscene in the quiet — wet flesh parting, my slick pulled into strings between us. Cool air hits the tender skin, and my breath staggers. She’s looking straight at my clit.

“Perfect crimson focal point,” she whispers, professional mask gone. “Fuck, your cunt is art.”

Her free hand comes up, palm painting the inside of my thigh while she holds me open. “I need to document this. Every shade, every shine.”

I can’t speak, just lift my hips in small, pathetic offers.

“Please,” I hear myself say. I never say please.

Triumph flashes in her eyes. She withdraws, not to give me what I want, but to lift her stained fingers to my lips, painting my mouth with my mess.

“Taste how heat changes the medium,” she says.

I open and take her in. The taste is layered, copper pigment bite, the salt-sweet of me, the weird tang of brush-rag and sex. I suck greedily, swirling my tongue around her fingers like they’re something more indecent.

“Fuck,” she breathes. “Red mouth, my paint, your pussy juice, I’ll sign this on your skin.”

I let her go with a wet pop, licking the last smear from my lower lip. “Like sex and danger,” I rasp. “Like something I’d be expelled for.”

“That’s art,” she says, scooping more red. “Making you want what you’re afraid to have.”

Her fingers are back at my cunt, no more teasing. She slides along my inner lips, gathering wetness until the paint thins and runs over her knuckles. “This cunt’s silk on my fingers,” she says. “I’m losing pigment in how fucking wet you are.”

Her thumb ghosts my clit. I cry out, pure reflex. “This,” her thumb circling lazy, cruel, “is the accent point. Where the whole piece resolves.”

I’m shaking now; my breath’s too fast. The studio’s heavy with paint’s chemical scent and the hotter stink of sex. The poised artist is gone, I’m just a cunt and a heartbeat away from begging.

“More,” I tell her. “Stop teasing and finish it.”

“Teasing builds the layers,” she says. “Creates the tension.”

She leans down, eyes at my breast level. “Need to taste my work.” Her tongue licks the spiral from my nipple inward. It’s hot, wet, electric. I arch into her mouth and moan.

“Exquisite,” she says against me. “Sweat, paint, skin. I wonder…” her eyes gleam as they flick lower, “…how it tastes when I lick the paint off your cunt.”
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Face-First into the Masterpiece

Gemma’s question didn’t just hang in the air. It lodged in my gut and pulsed low, hard. My cunt clenched so sharply I almost groaned, and I swear I felt the warm spill of fresh wetness soak the inside of my thighs.

“I think…” My voice barely held, breath vibrating in my throat, “…that’s exactly what this piece requires.” Another swallow, trying to steady legs that wanted to spread wider still. “A true exploration of… mixed media.”

Her mouth curved - slow, feral. Then she sank to her knees between mine. Just dropped like she belonged there. Magenta hair static-wild, pierced nipples catching the cold studio light; her face eye-level with my open cunt. Christ. A perfect, filthy frame. My teeth sank into my lip hard enough to taste blood.

“Stay. Just like that.” Her gaze never left mine as she lowered her head. Voice not loud but edged with command. “I want to see your face when I taste you.”

The first touch wasn’t where I needed it — of course — her paint-smeared tongue drawn warm and wet from my knee inward, leaving deliberate ribbons of crimson and blue. The texture was obscene: slick saliva over rough pigment dragging against tender skin. Every inch closer, my clit throbbed harder, pelvic muscles screaming for contact.

“The canvas,” she murmured, tongue still working higher, “is twitching under the brush.”

“It’s—ah—reactive to the medium,” I managed, though my thighs were trembling now, my hips tilting, nipples stabbing the air. I wasn’t the model any more — I was a fucking offering.

“You’re distorting it,” I gasped, as her tongue crept barely higher.

Her breath was hot on the inside of my thigh. “No, I’m blending it.” Then another long, cruel lick — stopping right before my slick folds, leaving a glistening trail of paint and spit that caught the light when I looked down. My hips chased her, and it humiliated me even as it thrilled.

“You’ll—fuck—destroy the purity of the pigment.” I heard myself, breathless, pathetic.

“Good,” she said, eyes gone dark. “I want it ruined. Unusable except here—” her voice dipped lower “—for you.”

“Obscene,” I whispered, but my chest was heaving.

She grinned. “Dripping into my mouth.”

That did it — the art lecture dissolved right out of me. “Put your fucking tongue inside—”

“Christ, you smell…” she inhaled like she was testing wine, “…like salt and skin and heat.” Her nose brushed my mound; my whole spine arched. She pressed a nothing-kiss to my clit hood, over the dark smear of pigment, and the jolt it sent through me was violent; my hips snapped up without invitation.

“Sensitive,” she said with a smirk, thumbs parting me open. The cool studio air hit my bare, swollen flesh. I gasped, thighs twitching.

“Beautiful. Pink and wet and fucking perfect.”

She blew across my clit, the rush of contrast made my eyes slam shut, a whimper ripped out of me. Then she licked: tight, precise, pulling paint and slick into her mouth at once.

Her groan at the taste — God. Her fucking groan went straight into me.

Watching her lick her lips, tasting me, was worse for my composure than the touch. My cunt was fluttering around nothing, sheer hunger.

“How?” I rasped. “How do I taste?”

Her eyes opened, locked to mine. “Like art and sex,” she said. “I should bottle you.”

“You couldn’t afford it,” I shot back, the last scrap of my hauteur before I broke entirely.

She laughed low in her throat, the vibration against me enough to make me shiver. “No,” she said, “but I can steal it.”

Then — no warning — her tongue flattened and dragged up my clit hood, pressure just shy of pain, and my back came clean off the chaise. She followed instantly with a broad, wet sweep that slicked my entire mound.

“Fuckkkk—” spilt out of me before I could stop it.

“Picture it,” she murmured, mouth brushing my clit. “Someone with a camera, this angle. Your legs splayed, my face buried, your cunt dripping paint and juice.”

The thought seared through me. Me — Isabelle fucking Montague, respected lecturer — spread and sticky for a student’s lens.

“They’d see how wet you are for me,” she breathed. “How your greedy little cunt is begging.”

Then — finally — her tongue pushed in, not deep but enough to scoop slick straight into her mouth. The first penetration made me cry out and fist a handful of her mad magenta hair, pulling her in.

“More,” I demanded, my voice wrecked. “Don’t you fucking tease me, you—”

She pulled back, lips shining with me and red-blue streaks. Wicked smile.

“Patience.” That was my tone, thrown back at me. “We’re building layers. Tension.”

“I don’t want tension,” I snarled, lifting off the chaise to chase her. “I want you to make me come.”

“I will.” Her fingers kept me spread. “But first, I’m mapping you. Here—” a flick against my clit that stole my breath, “—versus here.” Her tongue traced my entrance in lazy circles that made my muscles flutter helplessly.

“Look at you,” she whispered like I was an artefact. “Isabelle Montague, respectable, cultured — open and begging while I feast. Your cunt’s a fucking masterpiece.”
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Posh Cunt, Ruined Proper

“God, you’re sweet,” Gemma murmured against my cunt, lips barely lifting. Her breath was hot on me. “Ever had anyone else taste you with paint still on your pussy?”

My hips jerked hard into her face before I could stop them. “No… I generally keep paint on the—fuck—canvas.” My voice didn’t sound like mine – thready, wrecked.

“You are the canvas.” Her gaze met mine as she pressed two fingers to my slit, testing me like she was checking clay. “And you’re filthy already.”

The push of her fingers inside was obscene, the cold drag of paint against my heat, my wetness making it slicker until I couldn’t tell where colour stopped and cunt began. Her fingers moved with the confidence of someone loading a brush. My muscles clenched around her, greedy.

“Mess can be—ah—part of the aesthetic,” I panted, trying to keep something of my… vocabulary.

“Then let’s ruin you properly.” She twisted, fingers curling up into that spot that lit me up behind the eyes.

Her tongue on my clit at the same time—no warning, just hot, wet suction—shattered whatever line I’d been drawing. I clutched at her hair, magenta strands wrapping between my fingers, the softness at war with how savagely she used her mouth.

“Careful—Christ—you’ll blow the whole bloody structure.” My thighs juddered as she forced a third finger in with the others, stretching me till I gasped.

She looked up, chin painted in reds and blues, streaked with my slick. “No, I’m opening you up, so everyone sees what’s inside.”

“Only you—” I tried, before her mouth closed over my clit and tore the rest into a moan.

“Wrong.” Her words hummed through me. “If anyone walked in now, they’d see you sprawled, cunt dripping, begging for it.”

Begging—Jonathan had never even seen me like this. “I am not—”

She stilled inside me. “You are. Say it.”

Her fingers curled, rubbing that brutal inner ridge until my eyes blurred. My pussy was slick and clutching, aching for that rhythm back.

“I—oh fuck—” She slid almost out. Empty. Aching.

“Say it, Isabelle.” My name in her mouth was somewhere between a prayer and pulling a trigger.

“I’m… begging.” The words raked my throat on the way out and sent another gush over her fingers. “Please… don’t stop.”

“Good girl.” The fingers slammed back in, knuckles deep, paint and slick making each thrust glisten wet in my mind.

Her hand moved faster, scissoring me wide. She studied my face like she wanted to paint it next. “There?”

“Putain, oui,” I gasped. “Right there—plus fort—harder—”

The curl of her fingers made everything bright. Then the stretch of a third finger again—my back tore off the chaise as my cunt swallowed around it.

“Look at you take it,” she growled. “Your posh little cunt eating my fingers alive. I could give you the whole hand—you’d take it.”

The filth of it cracked me wider open. I’d thought fisting vulgar once. Now I wanted to see it. To feel it.

She ducked back down, tongue flicking my clit while she fucked her fingers in counterpoint. The wet slap of us filled the studio.

“Oh God—my cunt—lick it, little slut, lick it raw—” My voice startled me, wrecked and low.

She moaned into me, making my clit buzz. Her hand blurred, the sounds of us going obscene.

“Je vais jouir—” My fist tangled in her hair, shoving her harder to me. “Don’t stop, don’t you fucking stop—”

I was right there, seconds from tearing apart. She felt it, tongue fast as a pulse, fingers punching deeper.

“I want you dripping down my throat,” she panted into me. “Come, Isabelle. Show me.”

I snapped—back arched, French and English colliding in a mess of noise—“Fuck! Oui! Plus!” My cunt clamped furious around her, wetness breaking over her hand and chin, soaking the velvet under us.

She kept me there, wringing every twitch out, tongue still working until I shook, overrun. My thighs locked around her, holding her down in my wet.

The sound out of me wasn’t my laugh, my lecture voice—just raw animal, echoing off these high studio walls. Anyone walking past would’ve heard I was being fucked out of my mind.

At last, I let go of her hair. My hand dropped uselessly to the side, chest punching the air in ragged gasps.

Gemma leaned back, face a masterpiece of mess—crimson, ultramarine, gleaming slick. She dragged her sleeve across her glistening mouth.

“You taste even better when you come,” she murmured.

I lay there, skin pebbling as sweat cooled, every limb a strange weight. I was painted inside and out, ruined and proud. But I had to reward her.

“Your turn.” I pushed up onto my elbows, hair wrecked into a halo of tangles. “Get up here.”

Her eyes widened—it wasn’t over. She’d made me beg, but I still had teeth.
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When the Muse Submits

Something feral broke loose inside me. I lunged forward, snatching her by those thin shoulders and hauling her onto the chaise I'd just soaked through. She fell back with a startled "fuck!"—all that cocky confidence suddenly rocked as I loomed over her.

"My studio. My rules." My voice didn't sound like mine—ragged, deep, still raw from coming. I threw my leg over her, straddling those slim thighs, pinning her with my weight.

Magenta hair wild against the dark velvet. Silver rings catching light at her nipples. That watercolour tattoo splashing across her ribs. Just a fucking girl, really. Twenty-two? Twenty-three? And here I was, forty-four and straddling her like some primal creature.

"Christ, look at you," I murmured, my hands moving to cup those small, firm tits. Nothing like mine—no softness of age. All tight, young muscle. My spent cunt twitched again, greedy little thing. "Such perfect little tits."

I dropped my head, took one pierced nipple into my mouth. Sucked hard enough to make her back arch under me. The silver was strange against my tongue—cold, metallic, not flesh. I rolled it between my teeth, felt her squirm and had to squeeze my thighs together.

"Need to make this cold silver burn," I whispered, words spilling hot against her skin. Then I sucked harder, tongue worrying the metal until she hissed, bucked up. Switched to the other nipple—same torture. My hands couldn't stop exploring: taut stomach, ribs I could count, sharp hip bones that would leave bruises on the insides of thighs.

When both nipples were slick, red, standing up hard, I crawled back up her body. Grabbed her chin, fingers digging in, forcing those dark eyes to mine.

"Open," I commanded.

Her lips parted and I claimed that smart little mouth—brutal, invasive. Made fucking sure she tasted everything on my tongue: metallic bite of paint, salt-sweet of my pussy, the filthy, primal mess we'd made. She moaned, tongue fighting mine, and for a second I thought she might try to take control back. I bit her lip. Hard.

I pulled back, still gripping her chin, keeping our faces close. I could smell myself on her breath.

"Lie still, little muse," I ordered, voice dropping to something posh and cruel I barely recognised. "I'm going to eat your cunt until you lose your fucking mind."

Her eyes went wide, pupils blown black with want. "Fuck…yes…."

"Eloquent as ever," I smirked. Slid down her body inch by deliberate inch. What a fucking power trip—me, the professor, the respectable artist—between this girl's legs. I settled myself there, making a show of studying her thighs like I might sketch them. Ran my hands up the outside of her legs, then pressed, gentle but insistent, opening her wider for me.

"These little lips," I murmured, examining her cunt with a critical eye. My fingertips trembled slightly as I spread her wider. "Perfect symmetry. Darker where you're wet... the gradient from pink to deeper rose... exquisite."

I spread her open with my thumbs, tilting my head like I was appraising a piece at Christie's. Already wet, entrance glistening. I leaned in close, breathed her in, my slick building again between my legs.

"The scent is-" I faltered, suddenly overwhelmed by raw hunger. "Complex. Sharp arousal with something sweeter underneath. Citrus and musk."

"For fuck's sake," she groaned, hips twitching up toward my mouth. "Stop bloody critiquing and start licking."

I pressed her hips down with one hand, felt the bone there, so delicate under my palm. "Patience. I'm conducting a proper study."

My first lick—I made it torturously slow. Started at her arse and dragged my tongue in one continuous, wet stroke up through her slit to her clit. Watched her face the whole time, cataloguing every flicker of response.

"Stronger here," I noted, voice gone rough. "A certain tang."

Second lick—broader this time. Flat tongue pressed against her entire mound. Her back arched but my hand kept her from grinding into my face. Little control freak, so easy to torment.

"Softer across the surface," I continued my mock analysis, while my brain screamed at me to devour her. "But the fullness builds."

Third lick—precise now. Tight, darting tongue targeting just that swollen hood, circling her clit without touching the hard bud beneath.

"This peak carries... an intensity." I smiled against her flesh, felt her thighs start to tremble. I looked up suddenly over the landscape of her body—tits, stomach, flushed face. "Do they tease you like this at your age?" I asked, surprising myself with the crudeness. "Taking their time, studying every reaction?"

Her breathing had gone ragged. "No—they just... they don't—"

"I thought not." I tightened my grip on her hip, making sure she couldn't escape my controlled torment. "They're in too much of a hurry. No appreciation for the..." I gave another long, deliberate lick, dragging it out, "...texture."

"Putain," I moaned against her slick flesh, French slipping out as her taste hit me fully. "You taste greener than I expected. Perfect fucking fresh cunt."

Her hips fought against my restraining hand. I increased the pressure, pinning her down hard. The control—God—her body jerking under my mouth while I decided exactly when, how much, how fast. I'd never felt so powerful. So filthy.

"Fuck, please," she gasped, that confident façade crumbling as I teased circles around her clit, never giving her direct contact.

"Begging already?" I taunted, breathing hot against her wet flesh. "And here I thought you were the one in control."

I dove back in—alternated between long, torturous strokes and quick, teasing flicks. Kept her right on that edge. Her hands suddenly tangled in my hair, trying to direct my mouth where she needed it. I jerked back, teeth bared, clicking my tongue in disapproval.

"Hands. By. Your. Sides." Each word a command. "Or I stop completely and leave you like this."

She obeyed instantly—fingers curling white-knuckled into the velvet. My cunt clenched hard at the sight. God, making her submit like that—I'd never known how much I'd crave it.

"Good girl," I purred, rewarded her with a firm suck on her clit that made her cry out, back arching.

I worked her with my mouth, riding the wave of her growing desperation. Gloried in the mess we made—crimson paint smearing from my face to her inner thighs, her juices flooding my chin, slick and spit mixing until we were both ruined. I slid my hands under her arse, lifted her slightly to get at a better angle. Buried my face between her thighs like I could suffocate there happily.

Her taste—Christ—sharper than mine. Clearer somehow. Reminded me of her youth, of things I'd forgotten. I lapped at her like I was starving, collecting every drop on my tongue, jaw starting to ache.

"You're fucking dripping," I growled against her, feeling her wetness increase with my words. "So responsive. I could drink from this cunt all fucking day."

Her thighs began to shake harder, muscles fluttering. Close. I eased back, deliberately denied her that final push. Her frustrated groan echoed through the studio—bounced off the skylights, the bare walls.

"Please," she begged, voice cracking. "I'm so fucking close."

"Are you?" I pulled back just enough to meet her desperate gaze. Her eyes were wild, unfocused. "Tell me. Tell me what you need."

"Your mouth—" she gasped, hips trying to chase my lips. "On my clit. Now."

I shook my head slowly, evil with power. "Not specific enough. Tell me exactly how you need to be touched."

"Fuck!" Her head thrashed against the velvet, leaving sweat marks. "Suck my clit hard and push your fingers inside me. Please, Isabelle, I need to come."

I almost came myself at the desperation in her voice, the way my name sounded torn from her throat. God, what had I become? Some dominant creature I didn't recognise—enjoying torturing this girl who'd just had me screaming minutes ago.
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Art of the Stretch

"On your back," I told her — no, ordered her — voice lower than I thought I could make it. Heat was everywhere in me, wild and rising. "Show me what you can take."

That wicked magenta hair fanned out on the velvet as she scrambled to obey, eyes going wide — surprise with a pulse under it. Her nipple piercings caught the studio light, so the silver seemed almost white-hot where they pulled at stiff flesh. Dieu… her whole frame was compact, ripe, thighs already loosening for me without my asking.

"I'm going to ruin that tight little cunt," I heard myself say — no soft edges — and I clenched at my own words, filthy in my mouth. I lifted my hand, slid my middle finger into my mouth tasting the salt of my skin, heavy with the memory of my orgasm. Saliva dripping down my knuckle when I brought it to her cunt.

I skimmed her slit. Just there. Not in yet — making her bite her lip. Circling that tight little ring until I could feel the heat trying to drag me inside.

"So wet for me. Do you need my finger inside?" My voice was silk on a blade.

"Fuck yes." She rolled her hips at me, shameless.

I gave her the first finger. Eased in slow, slow — let her feel the length of me. The grip nearly broke bone. Mon dieu, she was tight. Like marble I could meld if I pressed hard enough. I slid deeper, watched her face smudge from control into pleasure. “You squeeze like you’re trying to keep me,” I told her. “Greedy little thing.”

Her walls fluttered on me, and I turned my wrist, knowing exactly how to stalk that spot. Decades of studying form — I know where the pressure makes the sculpture cry. The moment my fingertip found the ridge along her front wall, she arched up hard, head thrown back.

“There?” I purred.

"Fuck—yes—"

I slid the second finger in without asking. Hooked them, stroked, ground against that swollen nub with slow cruelty until the moan that bubbled out of her felt thick enough to paint with. Her earlier cockiness cracked — she was open now, vulnerable.

"Christ, your fingers are so long," she whimpered. "So fucking deep."

I couldn’t help the little smile. "Sculptor’s privilege, love. Built to touch in ways others can’t."

I worked her in tight, perfect circles — press, release, press, release — until the wet was coating my palm, streaking over my knuckles. Paint smeared from her thigh to me, mingling blue with her slick. I spread it higher, loving how obscene the colour looked as it caught the light.

"You hear how your cunt’s sucking on my fingers?" I made the movement louder, wetter, twisting so the squelch filled the room.

Her eyes flew open at the noise, a gorgeous rash of blush blooming down her neck and tits.

"You're fucking soaked," I growled. "Getting wetter every time I touch you."

I gave her the third finger all at once. No ceremony — just my claim. The gasp she made was worth it. Her cunt gripped at my knuckles like she wanted to swallow me whole.

"Take it," I told her. "Open."

And she did — thighs dropping wider like she’d been trained for it. I fucked her slow, deep — watched the colour climb her body, piercings bobbing with each thrust.

"Ever been this stretched for a woman before?" I asked, bunching four fingers at her entrance, letting her see the shape of what I meant to push into her.

She shook her head, eyes wide. "Not—like this."

I bent to her ear. "I could paint you from the inside out. Fill you until you cry for it."

I pressed halfway, felt her resist, then yield. Her breathing went ragged. The stretch made her bite air. I held. Made her want.

"Please. All of it." She was begging now, and fuck if I didn’t love her desperation.

"Not yet," I said, watching her squirm. "Show me how much you need it."

She bucked hard, trying to take me deeper. I laughed — low, satisfied — at her reaction to my refusal.

Then her hand was suddenly between us, groping my cunt like she’d earned the right. "If you won’t give me what I want, I’ll take it."

Her fingers slid in without warning — I gasped. Even while I owned her, she was inside me — arms tangled between slick thighs, obscene and perfect.

"Fuck-" It ripped out of me when her fingers curled just right.

"Trouble, Professor?" she gritted out, still smug even under me. "Can’t fuck and get fucked at the same time?"

Her thumb hit my clit, and I almost let her win right there. No — I thrust deeper, knuckles disappearing into her cunt until her cry cracked the air.

"Fine. Take it all. Every knuckle."

The rhythm turned savage — each driving the other higher, faster, wetter. My muscles burned, but I held on — she scissored me open, made filthy little wet sounds with my body, and I worked her until I felt her pulse inside like a trapped bird.

"Look at us," I panted, glancing down to where our hands disappeared into each other. Paint smears, finger-fuck mess, dark velvet glistening under our wet.

Her tits were streaked crimson; my thighs were a chaos of blue and slick. Her cunt clamped around me — tight, perfect — my clit blazing from her touch.

She was panting now, writhing. "I’m—god—I’m going to—"

"Come for me." I pressed hard against her spot, gave the order like a benediction.

And she broke. Cunt flooding my hand, body convulsing, nipples hard against the air. The way she looked — destroyed and exquisite — snapped my control. My climax tore through me, cunt gripping her fingers until my whole body shuddered. We collapsed together in an unholy knot.

My hand slipped from her with a filthy wet sound. Her fingers left me the same way — slick and paint-coated. The chaise looked vandalised — perfect.

"Fucking hell," she breathed, hair plastered to her forehead.

"Indeed," was all I managed — my voice ruined, my body wrecked. Both our hands glistened with sex and pigment.

We lay there in the heavy air, the smell of us and the paint thick enough to taste. I thought I might never move again.

"I should clean up," I murmured — nonsense, neither of us shifting.

She turned, hunger still in her eyes. "Not yet." Her hand slid up my thigh, leaving smears. "I’m not finished."

The flash of want in me was ridiculous. "What are you thinking?"

Her grin went fox-sharp. She slithered down my body. "A taste test. Paint and cum — see how they pair."
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The Texture of Filth

I’d barely drawn a breath before Gemma was moving, coiling up my body with a predator’s fluid grace. Her orgasm hadn't sated her; it had only sharpened the hunger in her eyes—that devouring artist’s appetite I was beginning to recognise in myself.

"My turn again," she growled, her voice a rough caress. "On your back. Face up."

The command sent a jolt straight to my cunt. I sank into the velvet of the chaise, my body knowing what was coming, my head tilting back as she mounted me. Her knees bracketed my head, planting themselves firmly. Her thighs, slick with sweat and streaks of drying paint, locked me in place.

And the view. Mon Dieu. It wasn't a "vantage point"; it was an altar. The glistening, dark pink folds of her cunt, still weeping from my tongue. The tight, perfect pucker of her arse. I watched the muscles in her stomach clench, and I knew she was a breath away from claiming me.

"Look at you," I murmured, the words a low thrum against the plush fabric. I adjusted, arching my neck, my mouth already open, anticipating. "A living sculpture."

She lowered herself until she was hovering, her sex a breath from my lips. Exquisite torture. The air was thick with her scent—the sharp, female tang of arousal warring with the metallic tang of the crimson paint. I inhaled, a long, deliberate, audible drag of air, and watched a shiver trace its way up her thigh.

"Breathing me in, Professor?" She rocked her hips, a slow, teasing grind in thin air. "Want a taste?"

"Both," I gasped, the word torn from me. My own hidden wetness bloomed, hot and sudden. My hands shot up, grabbing her thighs, my voice dropping to a command that mirrored her own. "Now."

I pulled her down as my face rose to meet her. The contact sent a shockwave through me, ending in a hot clench deep inside. I flattened my tongue, dragging it in one long, possessive stroke from the tight knot of her arse right up through her slick folds to the hard pearl of her clit. I tasted the ghost of her orgasm—tangy, rich, electric.

Her head thrown back, her hair fanning out. "Your mouth... it's fucking perfect."

My hands weren't gentle. I clutched her arse-cheeks, my thumbs digging in, spreading them to expose the tight, glistening rosebud of her hole to the studio light. My tongue traced it, circled that forbidden rim, before plunging forward again into the wet heat of her cunt.

"Christ," she gasped, and her hips began to slam against my face, a desperate, fucking rhythm.

I devoured her. I was starving. I lapped at her, sucked her folds, my tongue a relentless engine—deep, then shallow, then a frantic flicker against her clit. My world collapsed into this. The taste of her, the feel of her trembling thighs caging my head, the smell of sex and paint. My cunt was throbbing again, a greedy, insistent pulse that matched the frantic work of my mouth.

Her grinding became a frenzy. Slick and juice ran down my chin, over my cheeks, hot and messy. A smear of ultramarine from her thigh streaked across my temple. This was it. The collapse of art and artist. Of subject and object. I was the canvas, and her cunt was the brush.

"That's it," she moaned, her eyes finding mine, her pupils blown so wide they swallowed the light. "Lick me, posh girl. Get your fucking tongue right in my wet little hole. Deeper."

A guttural moan ripped out of my own throat, vibrating against her, making her shudder. "Mmm... all of it..." I managed, the words thick and clumsy against her wetness, before diving deeper, sucking harder. Decades of lectures, of critiques, of measured words... all of it dissolving into this. This hunger. This filth. My clever fucking brain had finally shut up.

"You love this, don't you?" she panted, her pierced nipples catching the light as she arched her back, bracing her hands on the chaise behind me. The angle gave her leverage, a brutal efficiency. "Professor Montague, face covered in my cunt, smeared with paint... just a fucking toy."

I couldn't speak. I could only answer by spreading her wider with my fingers, pulling her impossibly closer, wanting to drown.

"Your educated tongue," she taunted, circling her hips, dragging her clit across my lips, "finally put to proper use."

I caught the swollen bud between my teeth, bit down just enough to make her scream a little, then soothed it with my tongue. "My tongue... has other... talents," I gasped out, before proving it.

"Fuck yes, it does," she hissed, her hips stilling for a beat. She pulled back just enough for our eyes to meet. Her gaze was pure venom and victory. "But is it dirty enough? Let's find out."

Then she gathered a mouthful of saliva, leaned down, and with a look of absolute ownership, spat a thick, glistening stream right onto my waiting tongue, letting it mingle with the juice already coating her cunt.

The shock of it—the sheer, unadulterated filth—was a lightning strike. My whole body arched. A raw, unrestrained groan tore from my throat as she ground herself into the mixture. It was base. It was crude. It was a violation of every clean, controlled act I had ever known. And it was the hottest thing I had ever felt.

"You like that?" she whispered, a knowing, vicious smirk playing on her lips. "My spit in your mouth?"

The word wasn't a thought. It was an expulsion of pure, honest need. "Yes," I choked out, my own voice shocking me. "Dieu, yes."

She did it again. This time, my mouth was open for it, eager for it. I let it coat my tongue, her and me, a cocktail of pure transgression. I swallowed, and it was like swallowing a part of her soul. Not just her taste, but her contempt, her power, her filth. A brand on the inside. She was marking her territory, and my whole body shuddered in acceptance.
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Portrait in Fluids

With an animal grace that stole the air from my lungs, she slid down my body, her hips hovering over mine, her pussy a breath away from mine.

“Time to really fuck,” she growled, her dark eyes feral. “No more teasing.”

Before I could form a word, she slammed her hips down. The contact wasn't electric; it was obscene. A wet, percussive squelch as her drenched cunt crushed against mine. The sound echoed in the cavernous studio, a proclamation of filth.

“Christ,” I gasped, my hips instinctively bucking up to meet her.

There was no rhythm to find; our bodies already knew this collision. It was immediate, brutal. Her pussy ground into mine, our swollen labia sliding and catching, creating a friction so perfect, so intense, it bordered on pain. The paint that had gone tacky on our skin began to liquefy, melting into streaks of crimson and ultramarine in the clear slick of our combined juices. Every grind squeezed more of it out, a slurry of art and arousal that coated our inner thighs.

I glanced down once, a dizzying, delirious moment. Our bellies, our thighs... a battlefield of colour and fluid. “Look at the mess,” I panted, my voice ragged. “Fucking beautiful.”

“Fuck me with that posh cunt,” she hissed, rocking harder, driving her clit against mine.

Her hand shot out, not gentle, tangling in my silver-streaked hair and yanking my head back. The sharp jolt of pain in my scalp sent a fresh, violent wave of heat straight between my legs. I answered in kind, my own hand burying itself in her magenta hair, pulling just as hard, anchoring us. We were locked together now, cunt to cunt, a frantic, grinding dance.

“Gonna make you soak my clit, you little slut,” I growled back, the filth pouring out of me, shocking me even as I said it.

Her eyes widened. For a flicker of a second, I saw it—shock. The little art student stunned that Professor Montague had such a filthy fucking mouth. The sight of it made my cunt clench harder, wetter.

“Fuck, yes,” she moaned, the shock melting into pure lust. “Rub your pretty, wet cunt all over me until I can’t breathe.”

The sound of our cunts grinding together grew louder, faster. A wet, frantic rhythm, primal as a war drum. It was the only sound in the world besides our harsh, panting breaths. The studio smelled of sex and oil paint, sweat and turpentine—an intoxicating perfume that filled my lungs with each desperate gasp.

“Your husband, your students... they'd fucking die if they saw you now, right?” she taunted, rotating her hips in a slow circle that dragged her clit across the length of mine. “Professor Montague, legs spread wide, cunt dripping everywhere, getting fucked senseless by a girl who could be your daughter.”

“Don’t flatter yourself,” I choked out, my body trembling on the verge. “Your pussy’s just another canvas for me to ruin.”

“I can feel how close you are,” she panted, her pace quickening to a frantic piston-like motion. “Your cunt’s swelling, crushing mine.”

She was right. I could feel my cunt engorging, the lips swelling, the clit a single, screaming nerve ending. My vision started to tunnel, the world reduced to the frantic motion of her hips, the glint in her eyes, and the wet, slapping sound that was the only music in the universe. I tightened my grip on her hair, my knuckles white, leveraging myself to thrust upward, harder, faster.

“You first,” I commanded, the authority in my voice a shock even to me. “Show me how that dirty little cunt of yours comes apart.”

“Fuck!” she cried out, her rhythm breaking. “I’m going to—oh, god—”

Her body went rigid. Her back arched in a violent, beautiful curve, her head thrown back so far I thought her neck might snap. Her pierced nipple rings glinted in the light as a guttural scream tore from her throat. Watching her break, seeing that raw, uncontrolled ecstasy shatter across her face—that was it. That was the trigger.

My orgasm hit me like a physical blow, a tidal wave of pure sensation that ripped through me, erasing thought, erasing self.

“JE VIENS! PUTAIN DE MERDE!” I screamed, the French obscenities a torrent of pure, primal feeling as I thrashed beneath her, my hips still grinding upward into her shuddering body.

We kept moving through the aftershocks, a tangled mess of limbs and fluid, neither of us able nor willing to stop. Finally, with a last shudder, Gemma collapsed onto me, a dead weight of sweat-slick, paint-smeared satisfaction.

“Fucking hell,” she murmured against my neck, her breath hot and ragged.

After a long moment, she propped herself up on an elbow, gazing down at the carnage of our bodies. Her hand drifted to my inner thigh, her fingers tracing through the sticky, colourful mixture of our fluids. She held them up, showing me the pink-and-blue-tinged slick clinging to her skin.

“Look at that,” she said, her voice thick with pride. “That’s our art.”

She brought her fingers to my lips. I opened for her without hesitation, taking them into my mouth, sucking them clean as I held her gaze. I tasted the salt of her sweat, the metallic tang of the paint, and the undeniable flavour of both our orgasms.

“My turn,” I breathed when she finally pulled her fingers away.

I reached down between her legs, my hand sliding through the glorious mess to her still-swollen cunt. I scooped up a generous glob of our shared creation and brought it to my mouth, not just tasting it, but lapping at it, making a show of my devotion to our filth. “You taste of rebellion,” I told her, licking my lips.

She laughed, a bright, clear sound in the sex-heavy air. Her eyes drifted to the chaise, a dark, wet patch staining the expensive velvet, surrounded by streaks of paint. “We’ve ruined your furniture.”

“It was never this beautiful before,” I replied, running a hand over the stained, sticky surface. “A permanent installation.”

Gemma reached for her jeans, fished out her phone. “Hold that pose,” she commanded, aiming the camera at the space between my legs. I parted them wider, an instinctive act of exhibitionism. The shutter sound clicked. And again.

“This,” she said, turning the phone to show me the screen. “This is my masterpiece.”

My stomach didn't just tighten; it fucking plummeted. A fresh wave of heat washed through me, making my cunt clench all over again. The photo was a punch to the gut. A pornographic close-up of my sex, swollen, glistening, smeared with paint and still weeping our juices. Seeing myself like that—my cunt, immortalised on a screen, made me wetter than I already was.

She smirked, a glint of my wetness still on her lips. “Portrait of a Muse,” I murmured, a slow smile spreading across my face. “Unframed… but perfectly fucked.”

She laughed again, setting the phone aside and leaning down to kiss me, deep and long. I tasted myself on her tongue—salt, metal, and me—and knew she was tasting herself on mine. We were sharing the same flavour. We'd erased the line between us.

“When can I come back?” she asked against my lips. “This study is far from finished.”

“My husband’s away until Thursday,” I replied without a second of hesitation. “Bring more paint.”


Story 5: Three Makes Perfect
Return on Investment


MEGAN’S TALE

I'd barely registered the slate-grey of their sofa before Sophia said it. "I want to watch him fuck you."

The words hung in the air, distorting the trendy, open-plan space. I thought I'd misheard. I must have misheard. An auditory hallucination brought on by post-workout endorphins. Jack had pushed me harder than ever earlier in the gym. But then I saw the way Jack was looking at me, his gaze hot and heavy as it tracked the line of my leggings down to my ankles, and a slow, creeping heat began to climb my inner thighs. He hadn't even touched me. Yet.

"Another gin?" Sophia’s voice was smooth, but her eyes held a predatory gleam. She was already pouring before I could form a response.

My hand closed around the cool glass. Monkey 47. Of course. Decent stuff. A complex, low-inflammatory profile. An acceptable strategic indulgence. My brain clung to the facts, a life raft in a rising tide of... something else. Thirty minutes ago, I was his client. Sophia is often present partner.

Now... now I was here. In their Battersea flat. The air thick with something that had nothing to do with personal training. The shift had been so smooth, so frictionless, I hadn't even felt the ground disappear from beneath my Louboutins.

"Your form was perfect today," Jack said. His voice was different here. In the gym, it was professional, encouraging. Here, it was rougher, a low rumble that vibrated through the sofa cushions. "Especially those squats."

He sat beside me, his proximity a calculated invasion of my personal space. His muscled thigh, solid as oak, was a breath away from mine. I could smell him—not Adrian's sterile, £245-a-bottle Creed aftershave that screamed corporate efficiency, but clean sweat, man, and something primal. Raw material.

"The glute activation... it's shown measurable improvement," I managed, the corporate jargon feeling like a foreign language on my tongue. The gin burned a welcome trail down my throat. "My analytics show a sixteen percent increase in posterior chain—"

"In how fucking gorgeous your arse looks in those leggings," Jack cut in, his London accent thick and unapologetic.

I blinked. Heat bloomed across my cheeks, a hot, unprofessional flush. This wasn't on the brand calendar. Not in the strategic plan. But under the expensive lace of my sports bra, my nipples were hardening into tight, aching points. Traitors.

Sophia perched on the armrest, a panther assessing its prey. Her gaze was penetrative. I’d always appraised her with a professional envy—that effortless, natural beauty you couldn't buy on Harley Street. That dancer's body. Today, in simple black jeans and a white crop top, she radiated a premium quality my £600 Lululemon ensemble couldn't touch.

"Chloe," she said, her voice a deliberate, velvet-wrapped weapon. "Jack and I have a confession."

Her hand settled on my knee. Not a friendly touch. It was electric, a shock that jolted straight to my core. Her fingernail, perfectly manicured, drew a slow, deliberate line over the fabric. A brand being seared into me.

"A confession?" I asked, my own voice a reedy whisper.

"We watch you at the gym," she said. "Women like you."

My spreadsheet brain did a frantic calculation. PR disaster. Brand dilution. Reputational risk. But the primal, feral part of me, the part I starved and suppressed, leaned in.

"Women... like me?"

"Successful. Controlled." Her fingers began a slow, hypnotic circle on my knee. "Perfect." She leaned in, her breath a warm promise against my ear. "I want to see him ruin you."

The gin almost came back up. "Ruin me?"

"Ever been fucked by a real man?" she murmured, her lips almost brushing my lobe. "Fucked properly, while another woman watches? Makes sure he uses every expensive inch of you? Because I will."

Properly. The word hit me like a physical blow. My cunt gave a hard, shocking clench, a full-body spasm of pure, undiluted need. When was the last time anything in my life had been done properly, without compromise or a board meeting to approve it? Adrian hadn't touched me in months, too busy with his acquisitions.

Jack's hungry smirk was pure sin. "She's been going on about you for weeks. Getting you in here. I can't stop watching your arse when you do those fucking squats."

He leaned forward, bracketing my thigh with his big, calloused hands. He didn't touch, just hovered, creating a magnetic field of heat that made the fine hairs on my leg stand on end. I should have stood up. Should have deployed crisis management protocols. Instead, I sat pinned, my knickers growing damp as my mind raced. Risk. Reward. The potential return on an investment I'd poured thousands of hours and pounds into...

Sophia's hand didn't just move higher; it was a hostile takeover, claiming new territory up my thigh, crossing the border from professional into... something else entirely. "Ever been with two people at once, Chloe? Two younger people?"

My mouth opened. Closed. "This isn't—"

"Good," Jack growled, and his hand finally landed. The heat of his palm through the thin material was a brand. His thumb stroked the inside of my thigh, shockingly close to the wet heat I could no longer deny. "Fresh territory."

Sophia slid off the armrest, her body a warm, firm pressure against my other side. Boxing me in. I was bracketed. Trapped between their youth, their heat, their absolute, terrifying intent.

"We've watched you for months," Sophia's honey-and-venom voice continued. "The way you adjust your sports bra when you think no one's looking. How wet your leggings get during kettlebell swings."

A firestorm of shame scorched my face. They'd seen. They'd watched. Every discreet adjustment, every drop of sweat... catalogued. The mortification was instantly chased by a fresh, gushing heat between my thighs. Being watched. Being known.

"And your tits," Jack added, his voice guttural. "Proper fit MILF tits. Can't wait to get my cock between them."

The word 'tits'—so crude, so direct—should have had me calling my driver. Instead, that hot, shameful slick of moisture bloomed into a flood. It was a direct bypass of my entire operating system, hitting a primal server I'd tried to decommission years ago.

"I have a husband," I breathed, the words tasting like ash. A lie. I had a business partner. An accessory that came with a contract.

"He doesn't fuck you right." It wasn't a question. It was a diagnosis, and it landed like a punch to the gut.

I couldn't answer. My silence was a confession.

Jack's thumb traced a dangerous, deliberate circle right over my cunt, the pressure exquisite through the damp fabric. "We can change that. Right now."

"This wasn't the plan..." My last gasp for control. "I have calls scheduled—"

Before I could process it, Sophia's mouth was on mine. It wasn't soft. It was a firm, decisive claim. Her lips tasted of gin and something I'd only ever wondered about in the dead of night. She wasn't asking; she was showing me. My mind went blank. All data wiped. She pulled back, her eyes dilated, her lips wet. "Fuck the plan."

Then Jack's hand was on my jaw, turning me to him. His kiss was the opposite of hers. Hard. Demanding. His stubble was an abrasive, thrilling scrape against my skin. A low moan escaped my throat, a sound I didn't recognise.

"Listen to that," Sophia whispered, her hand now sliding under my top, her cool fingers tracing the edge of my sports bra. "I bet her knickers are fucking soaked."

Shame was a distant memory. I parted my legs, just slightly, granting him better access. An invitation.

"You... do this a lot?" I stammered, a pathetic attempt to gather market intelligence.

Sophia's laugh was musical and cruel. "No. We're very selective."

"Premium curation," I murmured, the business term a bizarre comfort blanket as my world dissolved.

"Exactly," Jack growled, his hand now cupping the full heat of me. "And you, Chloe, are top-shelf."

Top-shelf. Something inside me didn't just break, it shattered. All the years of optimisation, of striving to be the perfect product, the premium brand... and here was the validation I craved. Not for my mind, but for my body. For my cunt. I was a luxury item, and they were about to unbox me.

I looked from his hungry eyes to her knowing smile and surrendered.

"What do you want me to do?"

Sophia's smile was the most beautiful, terrifying thing I had ever seen. "Everything we tell you to."
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Unboxed and Inspected

Sophia’s fingers coiled around my wrist, her grip surprisingly strong, cool and definite. She pulled me towards their bedroom, and my body followed on autopilot. A live wire of pure arousal sizzled up my spine. She didn’t look back. She didn’t need to. She knew her new acquisition would follow.

The bedroom door clicked shut, the sound unnervingly final. I turned, and there was Jack, leaning against the wood, arms folded across a chest that strained the fabric of his black t-shirt. I’d spent months in our PT sessions pretending not to notice the raw power in that body, the sheer functional muscle. He wasn’t just standing there. My gaze flickered from his solid frame to the handle behind him. There was no exit. The thought didn't bring fear, but a dizzying, terrifying sense of inevitability.

“Let’s see what we’ve bought into,” Sophia said, her voice dropping into a low, husky register that vibrated somewhere deep in my gut. Her eyes flicked to Jack. He was surveying me, not like a guest, but like an investor appraising a high-risk, high-reward asset.

“Yeah,” he nodded, a slow, predatory smile erasing the last trace of my friendly personal trainer. “Unwrap her for me.”

A frantic, panicked bird was beating itself to death inside my ribcage. I could feel the thudding in my throat, a system-wide alert that was part terror, part… anticipation. My brain, my optimised, list-making brain, tried to file this. It couldn't. There was no category for this. My portfolio of sexual experiences—all respectful, sanitised, boring—had nothing that mapped to being herded like livestock. This wasn't seduction. It was a hostile takeover.

Sophia’s hand was on my back, guiding me towards the full-length mirrors that were the sliding doors of their wardrobe. The bed was low and massive, covered in dark, rumpled sheets. A stage. I caught my reflection: still immaculate in my Lululemon set, a pillar of curated wellness wedged between two predators. The rise and fall of my chest was too fast, too ragged. A visible system malfunction.

“Hands up,” Sophia commanded, her nails tracing a line over my shoulders before hooking the straps of my sports bra. “Behind your head. Let us have a proper look.”

I complied, my arms lifting as if pulled by strings. My fingers linked behind my head, the pose stretching my torso, thrusting my breasts forward. It was a position of total surrender. In the mirror, the image was stark: a prize on an auction block.

Her hands, cool and deliberate, slid under my top. She peeled it upward, the fabric catching on my skin, revealing my toned stomach inch by inch. Then, the £190 Stella McCartney sports bra. It had seemed like a practical, high-performance choice this morning. Now it just looked like expensive gift wrapping waiting to be torn off.

Her movements were as precise as a Harley Street surgeon's. A single, efficient flick and the clasp on my bra was undone. My breasts, Adrian’s ‘gift’ after the twins, spilled free. High, heavy, and suddenly feeling incredibly exposed. In the cool air, my nipples puckered instantly, hardening into tight, aching points.

“Look at those,” Jack growled, his voice thick as he finally pushed off the door and moved towards me. “Proper big and perky... worth every penny.”

I flinched, but not from shame. A lightning bolt of pure, filthy pleasure shot straight to my cunt at his crude appraisal. It was a brutal truth, but it was my truth. I had invested in this body, optimised it, poured a fortune into its maintenance. And now, at last, someone was conducting a proper valuation.

Sophia reached up, her delicate fingers closing around my left nipple, pinching just hard enough to make me gasp. She twisted slightly. “Responsive,” she murmured, as if making a note on a chart. “Good. Investment-grade.”

Her words—investment-grade—hit a switch deep inside me. My cunt clenched so hard I almost cried out. Clinical. Intimate. My brain fizzled. The spreadsheets, the schedules, the entire operating system of my life corrupted by a single, filthy touch. System error. Data not found. Reboot required. But I didn't want to reboot. I wanted to crash.

A firm pressure on my shoulder turned me around. “Turn,” Sophia’s voice was low, right by my ear. I obeyed without thought, my eyes locked on our reflection as she crouched behind me.

Her fingers hooked into the waistband of my leggings, and she began to peel them down, narrating the reveal like a high-end property viewing. “Smooth frontage, zero maintenance required, flawless lines...” Her voice was the cool, appreciative tone of a connoisseur.

Jack’s hand, huge and hot, landed on my bare arse with a crack that wasn't just a sound—it was a shockwave. I jolted, a strangled gasp tearing from my throat. My eyes flew to the mirror, watching the perfect red handprint bloom on my skin. A mark of ownership. The flesh under his palm tingled, then burned, and a fresh wave of wetness flooded me from the inside out.

“All those squats…” he grinned, kneading the flesh he’d just struck, watching it jiggle. “Look at that bounce.”

Naked now, but for the scrap of damp lace I called my knickers. Still holding the pose. Arms up, back arched. An exhibit. Sophia circled me, her index finger tracing a slow, deliberate line from my collarbone, down the valley between my breasts, swirling around my navel. “Turn,” she commanded again. “Slowly.”

I rotated on the spot, a product on display, feeling their eyes burn over every inch of me. In the mirror, I saw the truth of it: a controlled, clinical display that was now utterly impossible to stop. I was the premium product being unboxed.

Sophia crouched again, this time in front of me. She hooked her thumbs in the lace and began to peel them down. The movement was a slow-motion torture, each centimetre of skin revealed feeling hypersensitive in the cool air. The damp fabric clung to my folds, reluctant to release me, until it finally parted with a soft, wet sound that echoed my own arousal.

“Fuck me…” Jack whispered, leaning over Sophia’s shoulder for a better look. “She’s so wet already.”

Mortification should have flooded me. A hot, red tide of shame. But it didn't come. Instead, I saw my reflection—the flush on my skin, the slickness glistening between my legs—and a shocking jolt of pride shot through me. Look at that response. My body wasn't failing me. It was exceeding all performance metrics.

Sophia’s hands settled on my inner thighs, applying just enough pressure to keep me open. “Wider for him,” she instructed. “Yes… just like that.”

I widened my stance, the air hitting my wet cunt like a kiss. Jack’s eyes, black and dilated with hunger, met mine in the mirror.

“Spread yourself,” he commanded, his voice a low growl. “Show me what I’m getting.”

My hands trembled as I lowered them. My own fingers felt like foreign objects against my skin, clumsy and shaking. For a second, they wouldn't obey. Just do it. The command in my head was as harsh as his. I took a shuddering breath, hooked my fingers into my folds, and pulled myself open for their inspection. My cheeks burned.

“Tell me what we’re seeing,” he prompted, his voice harder now.

I swallowed, the sound loud in my own ears. A crack spiderwebbed across the polished veneer of Chloe Huntington-Ross. The brand was failing. And the words that came out weren't mine; they were the property of the slut they were creating. “My… wet cunt.”

“And?”

“...dripping for you.” A whisper. A confession. A transfer of ownership.

Sophia’s smile was pure victory. She slid one long finger through the slickness coating my labia, collecting my wetness, then held it up for Jack to see. It glistened obscenely in the light.

“Top-shelf,” she declared, her voice final. “Perfect condition. She’s ready for use.”

The language of commerce, of assets and transactions, twisted deep in my core. I was a premium product, handled, inspected, and approved. And fuck me, I wanted to be consumed.

Sophia spun me to face the mirror, pressing her clothed body against my naked back. The contrast was a slap in the face: her in tight jeans and a crop top, me utterly exposed, flushed, and marked. Jack stepped in front of me, his body a wall, blocking my reflection. All I could see was the thick denim of his jeans, the substantial bulge straining at his zip right at my eye level.

“See that mouth?” Sophia whispered in my ear, her breath a hot promise against my skin. “It’s about to get a taste of what ruins you.”

“Turn her round,” Jack said, his voice thick with the promise of what was to come. “Let’s get this investment working.”
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My Perfect Little Spunk Bucket

Sophia’s fingers stayed tight around my wrist while she backed me toward the bed. It was low and wide, dark cotton draped taut over the mattress like a stage. Jack was already settled against the headboard, long legs splayed, the bulge in his jeans blatant. He was at ease, like this was just another workout drill, only now I was the equipment.

“On your knees. Between his.”

The lazy command in Sophia’s voice left no room for negotiation.

I stepped between his spread heavy thighs. The fabric under my knees had the faint scent of them — sweat, skin, sex. My eyes lifted. In the wardrobe mirror, the scene framed itself. Nipples hard, hair immaculate, skin bare and flushed, knees on their bed between two fully dressed, much younger bodies. I didn’t look like a wife. I didn’t look like a CEO. I looked like the most valuable item up for grabs in some filthy, private auction, and they’d both already decided I was a prize worth taking.

"Appetiser course," Sophia drawled, her hand still locked on me. “See if she sucks as well as she looks.”

Jack’s lips twitched. One hand dropped to his fly, unhurried.

I watched him work the zip down. No polite attempt to conceal anything — his cock was already thick inside the denim, and as it freed, it unfolded heavy into his palm. Long. Full. The kind of size that instantly made you calculate stretch, depth… ruin. He pumped it lazily once, twice, eyes fixed on my mouth as the blood flowed into it, hardening impossibly large.

“Go on then. Let’s see those lips work.”

My eyes flicked to Sophia. Sanction. Approval. She was smiling like she’d been waiting hours for this particular moment.

“Mouth open… wider…” She leaned in so close her perfume wrapped around me, warm and white-floral, undercut with gin. “Now take him in nice and slow.”

I opened for him. The weight of the head on my tongue made my eyes flutter. The stretch at the corners of my mouth — he was bigger than anticipated, and I’d anticipated plenty. I took him down in fractions, breathing through my nose, careful not to choke yet. Sophia’s breath was right at my ear.

“Look how her lips stretch around it,” she murmured to him, not me. “Such an expensive mouth doing such cheap work.”

The words punched straight to my cunt. I let my tongue trace the thick vein underneath as I began to bob, tasting salt, sweet pre-cum. Jack’s palm settled lightly on the back of my head, no force yet — just a silent weight, a warning that this pace was his to set.

Sophia pushed one knee up onto the mattress and draped an arm around his shoulders so she could watch from above. “Tilt your head,” she directed. “Yes… let him hit the back of your throat. That’s it. Don’t swallow the spit — let it make a mess of you.”

I obeyed. The first ‘glug’ of my gag reflex made my eyes water, my spit spill. It ran down my chin to spot on my breast, streaking the mirror reflection with proof. Jack groaned and flexed against my tongue.

The creak of the bedside drawer. Sophia’s hand on something. When it came into my peripheral, it was a slim black dildo. She held it in front of me, in the same space as Jack’s cock.

“Lick this… get it nice and slippery for me.”

I wrapped my lips around the toy, swirling it with my tongue. It was lighter, colder than the real thing filling my mouth, but I sunk my attention into it, aware of her gaze, aware she was mapping the movement of my mouth for her own use.

She withdrew it without a word, shoved her jeans and knickers down and kicked them off, thong aside, and guided the toy into herself with a low hiss. The sight almost undid me — her eyes fixed not on me, but on Jack’s cock being serviced. Her free hand was already searching her clit as she began to rock on the toy.

“She isn’t holding back at all,” she said to him. “Look how her cheeks hollow for you.”

Then to me: “You want him to fill that perfect mouth, don’t you?”

I made a noise around him — could have been assent, could have been a plea — and it made Jack bare his teeth. “Bet she looks even better with it all over her face.”

Sophia gasped, toy plunging deeper inside her, hand working faster. She was feeding herself on the sight as much as the dildo.

Jack tapped my cheek with his cock. “Come join her.”

Sophia slid down off his lap to kneel opposite me. His shaft was guided between us, alternately feeding into my mouth and hers, so I could taste her spit on him. Once, our lips met briefly around him, our tongues darting to catch taste as he withdrew. The mirror gleamed with the image: two women kneeling at either side of him like worshippers.

Sophia leaned in, sucked my bottom lip into her mouth, and tasted him off me. She smiled against my mouth, delighted filth in it.

She shifted lower suddenly, pushing my shoulders until they rested against Jack’s thigh. “Stay there.” Her hand cupped my jaw, angling my head as she fed more of him into my mouth — deeper now, throat stretching to take him.

Cool air hit my cunt as she spread my knees wide. The first touch of her tongue to my clit was a direct jolt to my core. I had nowhere to go, no angle to close myself to it — Jack’s cock filled my mouth, his musky warmth thick in my nose, while Sophia’s tongue and lips worked me below. It was obscene, multitextured overload: the deep piston into my mouth making my breasts shake, the wet pull and flick at my clit lighting my stomach.

In the mirror, I could see the full arch of my body against him, see Sophia’s head between my legs, her own back arched to reach me while one hand still moved on the toy buried inside her. My hair had come loose, framing my flushed face, glossed lips stretched wide around cock.

Jack’s breathing broke into harsher grunts. His hand tightened at the back of my head, holding me in place. I felt the swelling at his tip, the pulse that meant no escape, my air cut off in timed bursts.

“Keep him there,” Sophia’s voice came from somewhere between my thighs, words vibrating against my clit. “Swallow every drop… and don’t you dare spill any.”

The first hot spurt hit the back of my throat, and my whole cunt clenched in involuntary rhythm. Each pulse filled my mouth, stretched my swallow. My eyes rolled under the wave — I couldn’t move, could only obey the hand holding me, the command lingering in the air. The mess of it, the complete lack of control, shunted me into a small, sharp orgasm that shook through my thighs, into Sophia’s mouth.

I heard Sophia’s moaning now, as she plunged her black dildo deep into her cunt.

“Yes, choke on it… fuck, look at her — so classy, and now my perfect little spunk bucket… Swallow it. Swallow every drop for him.”

Sophia shuddered, almost folding over the toy as her orgasm took her, sharp cries punctuated her words.

“Don’t you dare waste it… show me your tongue… now swallow. Go on — drink him down.”

I obeyed, the thick mouthful sliding down in one deep gulp, before opening my mouth again, proving it’s gone. So much more than my husband. Thicker. Better. Real man’s cum. And another, darker realisation: I love it.

“Good girl. God, that’s so fucking hot… You like the taste of him, don’t you? You'll taste him for hours.”

She's right. I needed more. My greedy tongue licked his crown clean, catching the last salty drip.

When he let me go, I pulled back gasping, a thin string from my bottom lip to the tip before it dropped onto my breast, adding to the shining mess of saliva. My pulse was still sprinting, my knees still wide because Sophia kept them there. I swallowed, felt the slick heat slide down, and met Sophia’s eyes over the plane of my body.

Her mouth was wet with me; her lips glistened. She smiled like she’d just seen her new favourite toy do exactly what it was meant to do. On the mirror’s surface behind her, I saw the truth: there was no boardroom Chloe there anymore — only their property, dripping, breathless, ready for whatever came next.
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The Branding of a Posh Slag

Sophia shifted on the bed, her hand closing around Jack’s still-wet cock. The sight of her delicate, natural-nailed fingers barely circling his girth made my mouth water again. An asset like that deserved to be showcased. She stroked him slowly, keeping him semi-hard, a final, pearlescent drop of his spunk squeezing from the tip.

“Look at this magnificent cock,” Sophia purred, her eyes flicking between Jack’s groin and my face. “Still ready after filling your throat. He can stay like this for hours… cum three, four times in a night.” She leaned in, her tongue darting out to lick that single pearl of cum from his helmet before her gaze locked onto mine. “Can your husband do that, Chloe? Can Adrian deliver that kind of performance?”

The question was a targeted strike. My cheeks burned. All those nights, feigning sleep next to a snoring lump of flesh after a thirty-second, dutiful fumble.

“No,” I admitted, the word tasting like ash. “He’s usually asleep within minutes.”

“Pathetic,” Jack muttered, and his eyes weren’t just looking at my naked body; they were doing a full inventory.

Sophia brought her own fingers to her mouth, sucking the last traces of him from her skin. The sight made my cunt clench, a deep, envious ache. I wanted more of that thick load, wanted it inside me properly, a full and binding deposit.

One second, my mind was a greedy whirl—more, inside me, properly—the next, my scalp exploded as Jack’s hand tangled in my hair, yanking my head back. His voice was low, stripped of any politeness. “Hands and knees. Now.”

I didn’t think, I just moved. Scrambling onto the mattress, the faint, metallic taste of his cum still coating my tongue, my lips swollen and tender. I was on all fours, arse in the air, a supplicant.

“Look at her,” Sophia’s voice was right behind me, a director speaking to her lead actor. “A belly full of your cum… now fuck the rest of it into her.”

Her hands were on my hips, adjusting my angle, positioning me perfectly in front of the full-length mirror on the wardrobe door. “I want you to watch,” she whispered in my ear, her breath hot and conspiratorial. “I want you to see the exact moment that big cock opens up your posh cunt.”

My reflection stared back—a stranger. Hair a platinum mess, lipstick a violent smear across my cheek, my eyes wide with a terrifying, thrilling hunger. Behind me, Jack knelt, his cock jutting forward like a dangerous weapon. He pressed the slick, purple head between my arse cheeks, teasing, sliding it along the crease without entering. Exquisite torture. My own wetness coated him, slicking the path.

“Please,” I whispered, pushing my arse back against him, begging for the hostile takeover.

A sharp slap cracked against my left cheek. “Shut up. You get it when I decide.”

Then, I felt something warm and wet drip down between my cheeks, the shock making me look back up into the reflection in the mirror. Spit. His spit. A jolt, electric and wrong, shot straight to my cunt. No. Not there. Not the back door. That's… off-brand. A flicker of relief and a stab of disappointment hit me at the same time as his cockhead slid lower to my now sloppy fuck-hole.

He drove into me in one brutal, singular motion. A fistful of my hair yanked my head back, my scream swallowed by the glorious, burning stretch of him filling me.

“FUCK!”

His size was an acquisition, overwhelming my defences. Thicker, heavier, more organic than the premium Lelo massager I kept hidden from Adrian. This wasn't precision-engineered silicone; this was raw, human hardware, and it was taking me over. The slap of his balls against me was obscene, a heavy, pendulous weight.

“Oh my god, you’re so big… so fucking big,” I moaned, the words pouring out. I knew they wanted to hear it, but I needed to say it. It was empirical data.

A flash of pure, logistical panic—not on the pill, catastrophic failure of planning—but the thought was instantly steamrollered by the sheer physical data flooding my system. The risk assessment was irrelevant. This feeling was the only thing that mattered.

Sophia knelt in front of me, her hand landing on my lower back, guiding me, forcing me to meet his thrusts. Her other hand cracked against my arse, perfectly timed with his rhythm.

“You love that cock, don’t you, slut?” she hissed, slapping me again, harder. “Tell him. Tell him how much you love his cock splitting you open.”

“I love it,” I gasped out. “I love your cock… it’s so fucking big…”

“Slower,” Sophia commanded Jack, her voice pure authority. “Let her feel every inch of the acquisition.”

He obeyed instantly, drawing back until just the crown of his cock remained inside before pushing forward with excruciating slowness. I could feel every vein, every ridge. My whole world was the slow, brutal stretching of my inner walls. His control was magnificent.

“Harder now,” Sophia ordered, after several strokes had reduced me to a whimpering mess. “Mark her. I want her to remember this investment when she sits down at her next board meeting.”

Jack’s pace became a punishing battery. Each thrust slammed into me with bruising force, my expensive, surgically-perfect tits jiggling helplessly.

“Take this cock, you posh fucking slag,” Jack grunted, his accent thickening, becoming more beautifully common with every thrust.

“Yes, fuck her like that,” Sophia encouraged, her hand closing on my breast, pinching my nipple with cruel precision. “Make her your whore.”

“I’m… I’m not a wh—” The words died as he hit something deep inside, a place Adrian’s pathetic little cock had never even mapped. “Oh FUCK—”

“Tell him he’s bigger than your husband,” Sophia demanded, her voice dripping with sadistic joy. “Tell him you’ve never been filled like this.”

“You’re bigger,” I moaned, tears blurring my reflection. “Bigger than Adrian. I’ve never… never had anything this deep. It’s too big… can’t take all of it…” A lie. I was taking all of it, every brutal inch, my body yielding to his hostile invasion.

Sophia circled behind him, an auditor inspecting the transaction. “Slap her arse,” she instructed. “No – harder. I want to see our posh girl properly branded.”

The blow landed with such force I saw stars. Jack laughed, a low, guttural sound. “That’s it. A perfect red handprint. You look even filthier now.”

“Pull her head back,” Sophia said suddenly. “Spit in her mouth. Make her swallow it.”

Before I could brace, my hair was yanked tight, forcing my face up. In the mirror, I saw his expression—cruel, dominant, amused. He spat directly into my open mouth. A shock of hot, salty fluid. My entire system froze. Every rule of etiquette, of hygiene, of dignity I’d ever learned screamed in protest. And then, a deeper, hotter flood between my legs answered it. The ultimate degradation. The ultimate validation. He owns me enough to do this.

Sophia’s fingers found my clit, circling it as Jack continued to pound into me from behind. “Swallow it and say thank you, Chloe.”

I swallowed. It was nothing like the triple-filtered, pH-balanced Voss water I sipped all day. This was raw. Human. The taste of ownership. It slid down my throat, a warm, thick promise joining the ghost of his cum in my stomach. “Th-thank you…” I managed, my voice breaking.

He fucked me harder, the bed frame groaning a frantic rhythm. Sophia knelt in front of me again, grabbing my face and kissing me, fucking my mouth with her tongue as Jack’s hand came around to my throat. Just enough pressure to make my breathing shallow, to make the world swim.

System overload. The pressure on my throat cut the world down to a pinprick of light. The brutal fullness stretching my cunt. Their voices, a filthy mantra—slag, whore, toy—all of it funnelled into a single, agonising point of pleasure that felt like my whole curated life being set on fire.

“Gonna make you our little fuck toy,” Jack growled, slamming in harder.

Not a toy. I'm a CEO. A brand. The thought was a useless shield. He was right. I was theirs.

He pulled my head back again. This time I was ready for it, wanted it. As he spat, my tongue darted out to catch the offering.

“More,” I begged, the word ripping out of me, shocking me with its raw need. “Do it again.”

A cruel smile twisted the corner of his mouth in the mirror. He spat again, forcefully. I drank it down.

“Thank you,” I gasped, unprompted. “It tastes… fuck, it tastes so good…”

Sophia wiped a hand across Jack’s sweaty chest and pushed her wet fingers into my mouth.

“Look at that dirty fucking mouth,” she said with delighted disgust. “Taking his cum, his spit, his sweat… she’ll take anything he gives her.”

I sucked her fingers clean. “Thank you, Sophia.”

Jack’s rhythm turned frantic, his breathing ragged. Sophia sensed the end was near. She moved behind him, her voice a final, sharp command. “Fill her up! Don’t pull out! I want to see your spunk leaking out of her posh cunt!”

His hand tightened on my throat as his pace became an all-out assault.

“Take it!” he roared, slamming deep one final, convulsive time.

I felt the hot jets of his cum painting my insides, a branding iron marking me from within. It triggered my own orgasm, a violent, unexpected system crash. My body convulsed, my inner walls clamping down on his still-pulsing cock, milking every last drop. I was filthy, used, claimed. And I had never felt more valuable.

“Oh god, oh FUCK!” I screamed, my voice hoarse.

My orgasm was a complete shutdown. My arms gave out. My face pressed into the mattress... wait, was that a faint scent of Tom Ford Soleil Blanc on the pillowcase? My own perfume. A ghost of my former self. Then Sophia’s voice cut through the static, her hands on my arse, spreading me wide.

“Look over your shoulder, Chloe,” she commanded.

I twisted my head, my eyes finding the mirror. He had pulled out. I could see my cunt—red, swollen, gaping. A thick trickle of white cream was leaking from me, running down my inner thigh. I had never seen myself so thoroughly used, so deliciously ruined.

“That’s what a well-fucked cunt looks like,” Sophia said with deep satisfaction. “Your husband has never left you looking like that, has he?”

“No,” I whispered, transfixed. “Never.”

Jack stood behind me, observing his handiwork with the satisfied expression of a master craftsman. His magnificent cock—still impossibly hard—glistened in the bedroom light, coated in a frothy mixture of his thick white spunk and my own juices. The sight of it made my mouth water again, an embarrassing Pavlovian response that shocked even me.

Sophia’s gaze flicked from his glistening cock back to my face, a tiny, challenging smirk on her lips.

“Well,” she murmured, her voice a silken challenge. “Look at this mess. Who’s going to provide the after-care service?”

I knew there was only one correct answer to her test. I gave it without hesitation, pushing myself back onto my knees and turning to face him.
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Taste Test

"Look at the mess you've made," Sophia's voice was a low purr right by my ear, her fingers tracing the sticky trail of Jack's spunk and my own juices down my inner thigh. An inspection. A quality check. She brought her slick fingertips to her lips, tasting me with a soft moan that shot straight to my cunt. "Mmm, delicious. But we can't let him go to waste, can we?"

Her hand clamped around my wrist, not a suggestion but a command, and she tugged me forward. I landed back on all fours on the crumpled sheets, facing Jack.

"Clean him up," she ordered, her voice leaving no room for negotiation. "Every. Last. Drop."

I crawled between his powerful thighs, the mattress dipping under my weight. I looked up, trying to project the perfect blend of eagerness and utter submission. The scent hit me first, a raw, musky wall of pure man. Nothing like the sanitised, £150-a-bottle Creed cologne Adrian used to mask his humanity. This was primal. Unfiltered. The scent of a rutting animal, and my own slickness instantly doubled in response.

"Go on then," Jack grunted, his cock twitching just inches from my face, still coated in the evidence of what he'd done to me. "Show us you're not too posh to be a good girl. Lick up your filthy mess."

My tongue, an entity of its own, darted out. I licked a long, slow stripe up the underside of his shaft. My mind short-circuited. Salty, metallic, and underneath it all, my own slick sweetness. The taste of my own degradation. A flavour more addictive than any Michelin-starred meal. I wanted to drown in it.

"That's it," Sophia purred from behind me, her hand landing on the back of my head, guiding me, pressing me on. "Get every drop. Show us what a cum-hungry slut you really are."

My tongue swirled around the thick, purple head, gathering the sticky residue before I took him deep into my mouth. The obscene slurping sounds I was making should have mortified the Chloe who ran board meetings. This Chloe, however, the one on her knees, just got wetter.

"She's fucking loving it," Jack laughed, a rough, booming sound. His hand joined Sophia's on my head, a cage of ownership. "Look at her. The 'Glow' wellness guru, sucking her own juices off my cock."

A moan tore from my throat, vibrating around him. Their degradation was premium-grade fuel, and my body was a high-performance engine roaring to life. Sophia’s fingers threaded through my hair, a gesture that was almost tender, a horrifyingly arousing contrast to the filth.

"Good girl," she whispered. "Make him nice and clean for me."

When I pulled back, his cock was glistening, slicked only with my spit and standing proud against his hard stomach. Before I could even catch my breath, Sophia's hands were on my hips, pulling me backwards, pushing me flat onto the bed. She flipped me onto my back in one smooth, efficient motion, positioning herself between my spread legs.

"My turn," she announced, her dark eyes locking with mine. "I want to taste you. I want to taste what you taste like when you're this full of his cum."

The look on her face was pure, predatory hunger—an expression I'd never seen from a woman, never thought I wanted to see. Her small, perfect breasts, the kind you couldn't buy on Harley Street, hung free as she lowered herself, her dark hair a silken curtain tickling my inner thighs. The first touch of her tongue on my swollen, sensitised flesh wasn't a gentle lick; it was a claim. A hot, wet brand that made me gasp, my back arching instantly.

"Oh god!"

There was nothing hesitant about it. She was an expert conducting an audit, starting with broad, flat strokes that lapped up the milky fluid leaking from me. The slurping sounds were obscene, wet, greedy. I was mesmerised, watching this beautiful young woman devour me, her face soon glistening with the evidence of what Jack had left inside.

"Fuck, you taste incredible together," she moaned against my cunt, her tongue dipping inside me, questing for more of his seed before returning to my clit with a deliberate, circling pressure that lit up my entire nervous system.

A hot, sharp pang of jealousy hit me so hard my hips bucked. I want that. I want to taste us, too. All of it.

"You both taste so good," Sophia mumbled, her words a delicious vibration against my clitoris. "So much fucking cum inside you..."

Jack loomed at the edge of the bed, a dark silhouette against the light, his hand wrapped around his thick, hardening cock. "Good girl, Sophia. Lick our slut clean."

Her technique was a revelation. Not the uncertain, dutiful pecks Adrian offered on my birthday. Sophia knew a woman's body. Her tongue was a precision instrument, but her fingers... they slid inside me, slick with our shared fluids, and curled upwards with a practised, knowing pressure, hitting a spot deep inside that I never knew was an erogenous zone.

"Oh my god," I gasped, my hips bucking out of my control. "How are you—where did you learn to—"

She laughed against me, the vibration a fresh wave of exquisite torture. She looked up, her lips slick, a wicked smile playing on her face. "I know what feels good on me," she said, her voice husky. "And we get a lot of practice. You're not the first bored MILF we've had in here, begging for Jack's cock."

Not the first. The words didn't sting; they electrified me. It wasn't an insult; it was an initiation. I'd passed the test. I was part of their exclusive, filthy club. Her fingers thrust deeper as her tongue never broke its rhythm. Her fingers. Her tongue. A system overload. My whole body rebooting into pure sensation.

"Fuck, look at you both," Jack growled, his hand working his shaft faster now, the sound a wet, slapping counterpoint to Sophia's slurps. "My two girls. Sharing me."

His girls. A jolt of pure possession. We weren't people anymore. We were assets. A matched set in his pleasure portfolio. The thought should have been horrifying. Instead, my cunt flooded, and I arched harder into Sophia's devouring mouth.

"Ohh... oh my god... you—" My words dissolved into incoherent pleas as she found that deep, internal spot again and again.

Jack moved closer, his cock now a furious purple, bobbing just above us. "Make her cum, Sophia. Make our little slut cum for me."

Sophia redoubled her efforts. Her mouth sealed over my clit, sucking hard, while her fingers curled inside me, hitting my G-spot with the unerring accuracy of a guided missile. The pressure built, a white-hot coil tightening in my core. Her free hand slid up my stomach, fingers slick with me and Jack, tracing patterns on my skin before pinching my nipple, hard. A sharp cry of pain and pleasure escaped my lips.

"That's it," she murmured, her voice a hot breath against my flesh. "Let go for us. Show Jack what a filthy cumslut you really are."

The orgasm didn't build. It detonated. A rogue wave of pure, white-hot pleasure that threw my back off the bed, my thighs clamping around Sophia's head as my whole world dissolved into violent, shuddering spasms. It wasn't the deep, pounding release Jack had fucked out of me. This was sharper, a laser-guided strike that zapped every nerve ending I had.

"FUCK!" I screamed, my fingers twisting the sheets into knots. "OH GOD, OH GOD!"

She didn't stop, her tongue working me through every last aftershock until I was a quivering, whimpering wreck. Finally, she raised her head, her face a beautiful, glistening mask of our combined fluids. She crawled up my body, her weight a welcome pressure, and brought her mouth to my ear.

"Now we've thoroughly broken in the front door," she whispered, her cum-slicked finger tracing the outline of my breast. "But we still haven't explored all the entrances to the property..."

A cold knot of pure panic formed deep in my gut, only to be instantly dissolved by a hot, wet flood of pure, dark want. My brand. My curated image. None of it mattered here. I wasn't CEO Chloe. I was a premium asset, and they intended to get the maximum return on their investment.

Over Sophia's shoulder, Jack’s eyes met mine. His cock was in his hand, impossibly hard already, his expression one of savage intent. I knew exactly which entrance he planned to use next. And God help me, I couldn't wait.
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Breach of Contract

Sophia’s voice was a sharp, clinical order that cut through the thudding pulse in my ears.

“Time to claim the back door, Jack. She’s ready.”

My brain screamed for a boardroom veto. A hard, definitive “no” that shut down bad deals and protected assets. My whole brand, my entire curated existence, was built on discipline and control. But what came out was a pathetic squeak. “No— I can’t… I’ve never—” The words were thin, high-pitched, stripped of all authority.

A heavy plastic thud on the duvet answered me. The lube bottle.

“There’s a first time for everything,” Jack’s voice was rougher now, the playful tone gone. “You don’t get a choice.”

Not on the plan. This is off-brand. A catastrophic risk to my personal equity. My mind raced, cataloguing the violations. Yet, between my thighs, a hot, shameful wetness was already pooling. So why am I throbbing at the thought?

There was no discussion, no ceremony. Just Jack’s hand clamped onto the back of my neck, a gesture of pure ownership, forcing my chest down into the sweat damp duvet. At the same time, Sophia’s hands were on my hips, steering me, positioning me like a piece of equipment. My knees were spread wide, nipples scraping against the cheap cotton while the cool air of the room hit the slick mess I’d become.

The first drip was a violation. A cold, thick shock that hit the tight knot of my arsehole with zero warning. My entire body jolted, a reflex arc of pure surprise, my hips bucking against Sophia’s grip. She just tightened her hold, pinning me flat.

“Shh, relax for him,” her voice was a hypnotic blend of croon and command. “Let him push you open. Be a good girl for us.”

Then came Jack’s hand. The animal heat of his skin after that cold, chemical lube made my flesh jump. I caught the visual in the wardrobe mirror opposite. His rough, tanned hand stark against the pale, clenched cheeks of my arse. Workmanlike fingers, smearing me open. My breath hitched, a wet pulse answering deep in my cunt. It was degrading. Clinical. An inspection before use. And I was getting soaked for it.

“Hold still,” he warned, his gaze locked not on my face, but on his own hand, on the work he was doing. He pressed his thumb into me, just enough to make the muscle protest, then eased away. He was building the stretch with a patience that felt far more dangerous than any rush.

More lube, slicker this time, and his thumb pushed inside. Just the tip. My belly clenched hard. A gasp spiked into a whimper I couldn’t swallow back.

“That’s it,” Jack murmured, a low rumble. “Open up for me.”

The blunt flare of his cockhead nudged at the entrance. He wasn’t teasing; this was alignment, testing the gate. The sound of him spitting into his palm was loud, obscene. He slicked himself up, the thick head of his cock now gleaming.

My face was pressed into the duvet, the scent of detergent and their sex filling my head. Wrong. This is wrong. Too big, he’s too big, it won’t— oh god, it’s in.

Just the crown, and the hot sting bloomed deep inside me. I was stretching around something impossibly solid. Air hissed out of me in a long, shuddering release, my fingernails digging into the cheap bedding. Then, the resistance gave way with an obscene, sliding pop. The initial, sharp burn didn't vanish, but bloomed into a slow, heavy pressure. A feeling of being plugged, colonised, so profoundly full it felt like he’d bypassed my brain and hot-wired my entire nervous system directly to my arsehole.

“Christ, you’re tight,” Jack’s groan was savage, right by my ear. “Tighter than your cunt. You were fucking made for this.”

From behind, I heard a wet, slick-shlick sound. Sophia. “Oh, you should see this, Chloe,” she breathed, her voice a low, reverent moan. I could feel her breath ghosting over the cheeks of my arse. “He’s splitting you open so beautifully. It’s… perfect.” Her own pleasure was a hot, insistent pressure, an audience demanding a performance.

His weight settled over me as he drove the rest of the way in, my body opening for him inch by agonising inch. Burn, stretch, and then that thick, plug-like seat when the base of his cock met my arse. We both exhaled, a shared moment of arrival. His hot palm flattened between my shoulders, pinning me in place.

He began to pull out, slow enough that every stretched nerve ending inside that tight channel screamed in protest. No, don't leave, stay full. Then, before the thought could even finish, he slammed back in. A hard, deliberate thrust that wasn't about pleasure, but about establishing a fact: this hole belonged to him now. He angled my hips so I could see it all in the mirror. My arse, stretched obscenely around his thick cock, gleaming with lube.

“Look at that,” he commanded, his voice thick. One hand spread my cheeks wider for the view. “Look how tight you’re gripping me.”

I bit my lip until I tasted blood and watched. A wet, slick channel being brutally widened. Sophia’s hips were rocking against her toy now, her gaze locked on the place we were joined. “God, Jack… she’s swallowing you whole.”

He set a rhythm—heavy, grinding strokes that rolled my body forward and back. It was a different angle, deeper, scraping across places that had never been touched. Each powerful push sent a jolt straight to my clit. Behind me, Sophia’s soft pants quickened.

“Please…” The word escaped my lips, a ragged whisper into the pillow. What did I just say? But there was no taking it back. My body wanted this. “Please… keep going…”

Jack’s fingers dug into my hips, bruising me. “Your arse is mine now. Say it.”

“It’s yours,” I gasped.

“Louder. Let her hear you.”

“It’s yours! It’s all yours!”

“Good girl,” Sophia’s tone sharpened, becoming an order. “Now beg him to fill it. Beg him to put his spunk in that posh arse.”

My nails scored the bedding. “Fill me… please fill me…”

That drew a dark, ragged laugh from Jack and a harder thrust. Sophia leaned in, her scent—hot, sweet, salted with her own arousal—enveloping me. Her toy made wet, needy sounds, the speed matching Jack’s building drive.

“Do you like watching him take me?” I asked her, my voice muffled.

“I love it, every time he turns a posh bitch into his slut.” she panted, her hand straying to kiss my cheek. “He’s brutalising that perfect little arse. Every thrust makes you more ours. He’s stretching you wider than you ever thought possible.” Her eyes, fixed on where we joined, were wide and dark. “God… I can see your hole gripping him on every pull back.”

Jack snarled, picking up the pace until the room stank of sweat and sex. Each slam was punctuated by the hot crack of his palm on my arse cheek, jarring me forward.

Sophia’s hand came between my legs, her fingers finding my clit instantly. “Come with that thick cock in your arse,” she urged, her voice tight, desperate. “Come for us now.”

Jack’s rhythm shattered. His thrusts turned savage, all drive and no finesse, just the brutal, percussive slam of his hip-bone against my arse. Root to root. Each blow was a shockwave, making my teeth click together and my vision blur. I wasn't being made love to; I was being broken in, hammered into a new shape.

“Please… fill my arse… ruin me completely… please…” I heard my own voice, broken and pleading, a stranger’s voice.

That was it. He slammed into me to the hilt and roared, his hips bucking as thick, hot pulses of spunk pumped deep where no one had ever dared to go. The sheer, unadulterated filth of it—the pain, the fullness, the degradation—tipped me over the edge. My whole body locked, my cunt clenching around nothing as my arse milked his cock greedily.

We collapsed, the only sound Sophia’s sharp, ragged breaths as she came hard into her own hand, watching us. Jack stayed buried inside me until the last twitch subsided, then withdrew with a low groan, leaving me feeling empty, open, and aching.

[image: ]


Filth as Flavour

Wrecked.

That was the only word my brain could supply. My entire life, my entire brand, was built on optimisation—sleep, nutrition, performance—but this was the opposite. This was pure, glorious system failure. Face mashed into Egyptian cotton sheets that stank of sex, my lungs stuttering for air. Slack-jawed. Used. Every breath was a cocktail of sweat, the chemical-sweetness of lube, my own ripe musk, and the thick, iron-rich tang of Jack’s spunk. A deep, corrupt satisfaction coiled in my stomach, hot and shameful.

A squeak of bedsprings behind me. Jack shifted, his cock—still thick, glistening, and semi-hard—dragging against the bruised skin of my hip as he moved. A casual, possessive touch that sent a fresh tremor through me.

I forced my eyes open. Sophia was watching me. Her gaze wasn't soft. It was... an audit. Coolly assessing the asset she’d just helped acquire and depreciate so beautifully. There was no warmth, no girlfriend-to-girlfriend solidarity. This was raw possession.

She looked at him first, not me. Of course.

With a dancer’s grace, Sophia slid between his thighs, her knees sinking into the mattress. Her hands, so delicate, framed the base of his cock, thumbs peeling back the skin to expose every thick vein and the flushed, purple head still weeping what he’d just pumped into my arse.

My brain tried to file what I was seeing. Ass-to-mouth. The search term flashed like a pop-up ad in a nightmare. I'd always clicked past those videos, labelling them 'low-grade filth'. Stunt porn. But watching this... it wasn't a stunt. It was a transaction. A transfer of ownership. Her mouth parted, and she took him deep, her cheeks hollowing. The noise she made was a low, reverent hum, but there was nothing polite about the way her tongue worked him over, chasing every last drop.

And God help me, a new, treacherous thought surfaced: I want a taste.

Jack grunted, his hand burying itself in her ponytail, not gently. She pulled off with a sticky, wet pop, a thick strand of his spunk and her saliva stretching between her lips and his cock before breaking. A single pearly drop clung to her glossed lower lip. She caught it with the tip of her tongue, her eyes fluttering shut. “Mmm,” she groaned, her voice syrupy with pleasure. “Tastes even filthier from that hole.”

She said ‘that hole’ like she was branding me with the words.

Then, that forensic gaze came back to me. A predator locking onto its prey. She prowled down the bed, her movements fluid and deliberate, until she was kneeling behind me. Her hands landed on my hips with an infuriating, expert sureness, thumbs pressing into the tenderised flesh above my arse cheeks. She splayed me wider, exposing me to the cool air. The sudden chill on the hot, leaking gape of my hole made me whimper into the pillow. A fresh, slick runnel of his cum slid from the deep ache inside me, and I felt, more than saw, her watch its slow path down my thigh.

One hand pinned my hip, anchoring me. The other... oh, God. A finger traced the hot, abused rim of my arse. A slow, almost scientific examination. Then it slid inside. Just the tip. Slow. A claim. I clenched on her, a humiliating, involuntary spasm that pushed a fresh wave of his mess out around her knuckle. She drew the finger back, slick and shining, pushed it in again, just once, deliberately.

And then she lifted it to her mouth.

Her lashes dropped as she sucked the finger clean. She savoured it, eyes closed in approval as if tasting a vintage wine from a priceless cellar. “Mmm… still warm inside…” she murmured against her own skin.

I choked out a broken sound. This was it. The absolute bottom. Filth beyond anything I'd ever allowed into my curated fantasies, and the heat coiling in my belly was becoming an inferno.

The mattress dipped. Her breath, hot and tasting of him, feathered over my skin. A moment of nothing. Just the cool air on my wet, open arse and the sound of my own blood roaring in my ears. And then... a mouth. Wet, hot, impossibly soft. A tongue. Not a kiss, but a slow, obscene drag of muscle right up the seam of my arse, over the puckered, ruined muscle itself. My back arched in a violent, helpless jolt. The slow, firm suction that followed stole the air from my lungs.

Jack chuckled, a low, proud sound from above. “Fuck yes my dirty girl… lick my mess right out of her.” His voice was pure male gaze, framing me, directing her, owning the entire tableau.

“That’s… oh god… so filthy…” The words tore from my throat, high and wrecked.

She didn't answer. She just pressed in, her tongue working in lazy, deliberate swirls, mapping me, tasting me, then darting right over the centre. The maddeningly wet noises were amplified inside my skull. I could hear her swallowing between licks. Every instinct screamed at me to grind back into her face, to chase the pleasure, but her grip was iron, controlling me. I could only take.

After an eternity, she pulled back. I risked a glance over my shoulder. Her mouth was smeared with the proof of us, her chin glistening, her eyes blown wide with a feral light. She loomed over me, a predator over her kill.

Jack’s voice, harder now. A command. “Now. Give her a proper taste of what she is.”

I froze. A single, suspended moment where my whole life—the perfect house, the 'Glow' brand, the hollow marriage—flashed and died. This was a hostile takeover of my very soul, and I was ready to sign the papers.

Her mouth smashed onto mine.

No coyness, no hesitation. Her tongue plunged past my lips, and the taste exploded in my mind. Salty, earthy, musky with his spunk, slick with her spit. Unmistakably, unforgettably, Jack from my arse. Disgusting. Delicious. My whole mind flared white.

My body screamed no, this is the end of you. But the protest was a lie, a whisper under the roaring, desperate YES. The shame was the point. The filth was the flavour. I didn't just kiss her back; I attacked her mouth. Greedy. A starving animal. My tongue fought hers, swirling, swallowing the thick, profane communion she pushed at me. It pooled and moved between us, a shared taste of my own violation, until I didn't know whose mouth was whose. My hips rolled helplessly on the sheets, chasing more.

She finally broke the kiss, a slick, shining thread stretching between us before snapping. Her breathing was ragged, pupils blown. She wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, a slow, crude gesture, never breaking her gaze from mine.

His voice cut through my haze, thick with pride. “She’s ours now.” He rested his foot on the edge of the mattress, a gesture of casual, absolute ownership, like a hunter with his prize.

Sophia didn’t look at me. She looked at him, a conspiratorial curve to her lips. “Completely.”

I lay there, sprawled where they’d left me. A ruin. Hair a mess, skin marked, my La Perla lingerie a forgotten heap on the floor. My lips tingled. My hole throbbed, still loose, still seeping. An investment fully realised.

“When,” I heard myself say, my voice a low, steady purr I didn't recognise, “can we do this again?”

“Soon,” Sophia promised.

Jack’s palm landed on my arse, not a slap but a heavy, proprietary pat. His thumb brushed right over the abused, tender rim. “Rougher next time.”

Yes, the word wasn't a thought, but a pact sealed deep in my gut. A new term in my contract. I need it rougher.
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Minutes From the Meeting

My voice trailed off. The last line—about booking Jack again, about wanting it rougher—just hung there. It displaced the air in Isabelle’s ridiculously overpriced living room, leaving a thick, humming silence in its wake. No one reached for the wine. No one made a witty remark about narrative arcs. The only sounds were the low, expensive buzz of lithium-ion batteries at work and the ragged, shallow breathing of five women who’d left respectable somewhere back on the A3.

The leather of the Eames chair was tacky against my bare thighs. I’d shucked off my heels somewhere around the part with Sophia’s tongue in my arse, not even pausing my story. A smart, hot heat was blooming between my legs, a phantom slickness that had nothing to do with the toy I was pressing against my clit. My own words were turning me on. My core muscles twitched, remembering. Jack's cock forcing my throat open. That filthy, perfect, shared kiss.

My God. I leaned back, letting my head fall against the leather, and I took it all in. An audit of the room.

What had once been a cover shoot for Country Life was now a high-end coven at the end of a very successful ritual.

My gaze drifted. Charlotte, first. Always Charlotte. Her chair was angled away from the table as if she were about to present a business plan, but her silk blouse hung open, those magnificent E-cups she was so proud of now bare, flushed, and being ruthlessly squeezed by her own hand. In the other, a silver bullet vibrated, lost somewhere under the hem of her skirt. A single Jimmy Choo dangled from her toes. She was a mess. A glorious, powerful, expensive mess.

I let my eyes slide to Eleanor. Careful, pearl-wearing, never-a-hair-out-of-place Eleanor. Her knees were practically by her ears, her skirt a crumpled napkin at her waist. One hand was buried between her legs, working with a frantic, desperate rhythm that made her whole body tremble. Her mouth was slack, her focus absolute. Not on literature. Never again on literature.

Then Megan. Oh, Megan was past the point of discretion. She was a full-blown case study in surrender. Stark naked from the waist down, a furiously buzzing pink rabbit her only accessory, pounding away between her thighs. Her head was thrown back, offering her tits to the ceiling, her feet hooked over the arms of her chair like a patient ready for a procedure. A very specific, very welcome procedure.

And Isabelle. Lying on a scatter of floor cushions, a portrait of languid depravity. Her knees formed a delicate, open peak, a slim wand tracing lazy circles around her pale, glistening labia. Her free hand idly reached out and tweaked one of Megan’s nipples as she squirmed closer, a gesture of casual, sisterly filth.

I breathed it in deep. My own Tom Ford, yes, but underneath it, something richer. Heavier. The metallic tang of cheap wine and the unmistakable, glorious funk of us. Skirts hiked, knickers in pathetic, twisted heaps on the Persian rug. The low, wet glug of fingers pushing into drenched flesh.

Christ, it’s not a book club anymore, I thought, a grin spreading across my face. It’s a board meeting for the newly formed Cum Club. And I’m the fucking chairman.

Charlotte broke the spell first. Of course she did. Her eyes were half-lidded, her words a breathy moan as she ground the bullet into herself.

“Ohhh… fuck, Chloe… the spit… when you said he spat in your mouth, I swear to God I felt it… Mmm, I need a boy to do that to me. Tomorrow.”

Megan’s voice was a shaky, laughing buzz from across the room. “Forget the spit—well, no, don’t forget the spit—but that kiss. The snowball kiss… Christ, my cunt has been clenching like a fist since you got to that bit.”

“I’ve never…” Eleanor gasped, her own rhythm faltering. “Never put another woman’s… right after… Oh, God. Imagine if Marcus… if he made me—”

“Forget Marcus,” Isabelle murmured, her voice a low, hazy purr. Her fingers never slowed. “Marcus is an amateur. Think of the visual. Jack’s cock stretching you… God, the composition of it… you could build an entire exhibition around that single image…”

“The branding slaps,” Charlotte groaned, her head falling back. “Fuck… I’m so wet, just from pressing this thing—oh!—against myself… and he called you a good girl, didn’t he?”

Megan’s laugh shattered. “He did! Good girl. I’d come just hearing him say it like that, I swear to God…”

“And you… ahhh… you said you wanted it rougher,” Eleanor cried out, cutting across her. “You dirty… ohhh, you filthy, magnificent slut…”

Their words washed over me, a wave of pure validation. This was better than a five-star review for a new Glow product. This was ROI in its rawest form. I let my own toy roll idly between my wet folds, the cheap plastic suddenly feeling like a diamond. I lowered my voice, making them lean in, making them beg for it.

“You should have seen my face in the mirror,” I purred. “Gaping. Dripping. An absolute wreck. I’ve already booked him for next Tuesday.”

Isabelle’s eyes snapped open, the haze replaced by a sharp, calculating glint. “Invite us. To watch. For… artistic reference, of course.”

Charlotte let out a choked snort. “Art, my arse. Your knickers would be off before he’d even dropped his trousers.”

“Mmm, imagine him between your tits, Charlotte,” Megan sighed, her head lolling. “Between any of our tits…”

“—While Sophia’s on her knees,” Eleanor rushed in, her voice getting higher, “her tongue on my… oh yes… right… right there—”

“I’d want her behind me,” Charlotte groaned, loud enough to make us all look. “A toy in one hand, whispering what a filthy whore I am in my ear…”

“And then his cock just…” Megan’s words dissolved into a long, keening moan. “…fucking pounding me… just like he did you, Chloe…”

Isabelle shivered, pressing her wand tight against herself. “Fuck, listen to us. We’re an obscene little orchestra, and we’re all about to hit the crescendo.”

I raised my chin, a slow, knowing grin spreading across my face. I was in complete control.

The room dissolved back into that wet, ridiculous, glorious rhythm. The sound of what the Surrey Hills Literary & Oenological Society had become.

I watched them, a fresh wave of heat coiling in my belly, making the toy in my hand feel suddenly inadequate. I could hear it all—the buzz, the squelch, the laughter, the frantic pants for release. The air was so thick with arousal I could taste it on my tongue.

Brand expansion, I thought, my thumb flicking the switch on my own toy to its highest setting. This is so much more fun than supplements.
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Lily Shares Two Men: A Filthy MMF Confession

Book 1 in Lily Corbett's confessional "Lily's Naughty Adventures" series of erotica.

" She watched two men who loved each other. Then she joined in. And she's never forgotten a single detail. "

FIND ON AMAZON

I've done things in my life that would make most people's eyes water. I've travelled four continents, tried everything at least once, and I've never once apologised for any of it. But when my neighbours knocked on my door with a bottle of expensive wine and a proposition I didn't see coming, even I had to catch my breath.

They were gorgeous. They were together. They were very much in love with each other. And they wanted me to join them for one night, no strings, no complications, just curiosity and chemistry and whatever happened next. I'm twenty-three, freshly back from two years of adventures across the world, living alone in a flat that feels too quiet. What do you think I said?

What followed was the most intense, filthy, unforgettable night of my life. And that is saying something, believe me. I watched things I'd never expected to see from that close. I tasted things I'd never tasted before. I asked for exactly what I wanted, in terms that made one of them blush and the other one grin. And I got every last bit of it.

This is my confession. Stand-alone, explicit, shameless, and every word of it true. Or near enough that it really doesn't matter.

LILY’S FORBIDDEN EXAM: An Explicit Gynaecologist Erotica Confession

Book 2 in Lily Corbett's confessional "Lily's Naughty Adventures" series of erotica.

FIND ON AMAZON

I went for a smear test. I left with secrets I promised I'd never tell... until now!

I needed a routine check-up. Overdue, bored, twenty-three and back from four years travelling the world. I Googled "private cervical screening Stevenage," found a gorgeous doctor with a wedding ring and a five-star rating, and booked an appointment for that Friday. Seemed simple enough. It wasn't.

Dr Marcus Ashford was older, posh, married, and absolutely not supposed to look at me the way he did when I started answering his questions about my sexual history. His nurse, Sarah, wasn't supposed to bite her lip and flush pink when I told them exactly what I'd done in Morocco, Australia, and that time in San Diego with two Marines. And I definitely wasn't supposed to spread my legs in that examination chair and beg them both not to stop.

But I've never been good at following rules. I've had experiences most people only fantasise about. I know what I want. And that afternoon, in a discreet clinic on a quiet Victorian street, I wanted them. Both of them. Boundaries blurred. Gloves came off. The appointment became something else entirely.

This is what happened when a routine exam turned into the filthiest threesome of my life. No apologies. No regrets. Just the truth, every explicit detail, exactly as I remember it.

Daddy’s Team: The Old Men’s Breeding Ground

"Some girls are made for nice boys and safe futures. Lacey Morgan was made for this."

Book 9 in Lily Corbett’s “DADDY ISSUES” series of hardcore age-gap and very taboo erotica.

FIND ON AMAZON

Welcome to the filthiest corner of Beeston Rangers FC, where nineteen-year-old Lacey Morgan’s boredom with useless young lads is about to be spectacularly cured by seventy-two-year-old groundskeeper Malcolm Hewitt. This isn’t your typical age-gap romance – this is raw, degrading, and absolutely unapologetic about what it is: a breeding obsession story where the girl begs for exactly what society says she shouldn’t want.

Lacey’s sick of boys who can’t make her cum. She’s been watching rougher porn, craving the intensity she sees on screen, fingering herself to fantasies of older men who know what they’re doing. When Malcolm corners her with upskirt photos he’s been collecting for weeks, offering her a choice that isn’t really a choice, Lacey discovers the truth: she walked into his trap willingly. She’s been waiting for someone like Malcolm, someone who’ll treat her like the slag she’s desperate to become.

Malcolm’s no amateur. He’s got a black leather book documenting fifty years of women he’s corrupted at this club, each one catalogued with photos and explicit details. Lacey’s just the latest entry, but she might be his masterpiece. He introduces her to cucumbers from his allotment, teaches her to deep-throat on her knees in his equipment shed, marks her with his piss on the centre circle at midnight. Every degrading act makes her wetter, proves she’s made for this.

Then there’s Liam Scott – a cocky left-back who finds Lacey’s phone and sees everything. Her texts with Malcolm, the photos, the proof of what she’s become. Liam thinks he can blackmail his way into her cunt, force her to service him and his mates Connor and Elliot. He films it all, thinking he’s in control. But Malcolm’s been playing this game since before Liam was born, and he’s got leverage of his own: photos of Liam stealing club kit, evidence of hidden injuries that could end his career.

The physio room gangbang is where everything collides. Lacey on the reinforced treatment table, Malcolm and Dennis double-penetrating her cunt whilst Liam fucks her mouth, all of it captured on camera for mutual assured destruction. Ryan’s celebrating promotion in the bar directly overhead, completely oblivious that his little sister’s being filled by six men one floor below. It’s brutal, explicit, and Lacey cums harder than she ever has; because the danger, the wrongness, the risk of discovery makes it perfect.

The Lactation Consultant: A Hucow Training Story

When desperate relief becomes total surrender, some treatments transform you completely.

Book 3 in Lily Corbett’s “TABOO TALES” series of hardcore and very taboo erotica.  ADULTS ONLY HUCOW FILTH!  

FIND ON AMAZON

Maya Chen’s body started producing milk at nineteen – spontaneously, painfully, relentlessly. No pregnancy. No explanation. Just swollen, leaking breasts that got her fired from her retail job and made every doctor she saw dismiss her as psychiatric case. By the time she found the Hartwell Lactation Specialists online, she was desperate enough to believe anything.

Richard and Diane Hartwell run a private clinic for women with conditions like Maya’s. What starts as a legitimate-seeming medical appointment quickly reveals itself as something far darker. These aren’t licensed physicians. They’re collectors, fetishists who’ve built an entire operation around exploiting young women with lactation disorders, turning desperate patients into permanent milk-producing hucows.

The first examination crosses every professional boundary. Richard’s hands on her swollen breasts, testing her production, making her come on the table while Diane documents everything. Maya knows it’s wrong. But the relief is overwhelming, and she hasn’t felt this cared for in years. When they offer her a residential weekend to “optimize her treatment,” she accepts.

By Saturday morning, Maya’s stripped naked and restrained while they drain her together: Richard’s mouth on one breast, Diane’s on the other, both feeding from her while she writhes between them. They don’t hide their arousal anymore. They discuss her milk production like farmers evaluating livestock. They photograph and video everything, cataloging her as “Subject 23” in an archive of twenty-two previous women they’ve conditioned exactly the same way.

The breeding protocols come next. Dr. Marcus Matthews – a distinguished physician who serves as the couple’s breeder – examines Maya’s naked body while Richard and Diane watch. He tests her fertility, evaluates her hips, tastes her milk. Then he fucks her on the examination table while Richard and Diane nurse from her breasts, all three of them using her body simultaneously. Matthews fills her pussy with his come while promising to impregnate her, to swell her belly and triple her milk production.

Maya signs a permanent residency contract. Two thousand dollars monthly to live with Richard and Diane, producing milk and serving their needs. She agrees to breeding protocols: multiple pregnancies with different men for genetic variation and comparative data. She consents to complete documentation including her face and full name. She accepts restraints, pump training, network presentations where other collectors will taste her milk and evaluate her potential.

The corruption is total. Maya goes from virgin to bred hucow in three weeks. Her body transforms, breasts enlarging, production increasing from twenty-eight ounces to over sixty daily. She orgasms every time they drain her now, conditioned to associate milk extraction with sexual pleasure. She calls herself their cow without shame. She begs Matthews to breed her again immediately after the pregnancy test comes back positive.
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Lily Corbett, writer of very dirty stories!


﻿At nineteen, I left Manchester with a backpack and a blog. At twenty, I abandoned my university placement and disappeared into Africa. Now, at twenty-six, I'm writing the truth about what really happens to naïve British girls who venture alone into places they don't understand – be that at home or abroad!

My "Lily's Descent" series is labelled as fiction because the publishing industry requires it. Those who have travelled similar paths will recognise the truth beneath the "story." The loss of my phone in Marrakech wasn't fiction. The shopkeeper who "helped" me wasn't fiction. What happened in that back room, and how it changed me forever, wasn't fiction.

I've changed names, combined certain men, and occasionally altered timelines. Everything else, every touch, taste, and transformation – happened exactly as written. My parents still believe I'm teaching English in Cape Town. They've never questioned why I never came home.

Why publish these experiences now? Partly for the money. Primarily because I've met too many other Western girls experiencing the same "cultural education" I received. Some fight it longer than others. None of us remain the same.

My stories aren't written to warn young women away from these experiences. They're written to prepare those secretly craving what I found, the freedom that comes from complete surrender to desires you're not supposed to have.

I also have many stories hidden away about taboo 'Daddies'… or just plain filthy stories I've either experienced or dream of experiencing.

If you recognise yourself in my journey, perhaps we've shared more than just similar experiences. Perhaps we've shared the same men.

Lily Corbett specializes in pushing boundaries with her uniquely British brand of taboo erotica, and when not writing about young women exploring their darkest desires with much older men, Lily can be found at punk gigs across the Midlands, collecting material for her next forbidden tale.

Yours in filth… Lily.

"Some girls find themselves abroad. Others lose themselves intentionally."


Trigger Warnings


This is a work of extreme taboo erotica intended for a mature 18+ adult audience. This novella contains themes and scenes that some readers may find distressing, including:


Sexual scenes involving consenting adults (age gap) 

Strong language and explicit descriptions

Infidelity in marriage

Power-play and domination themes

Group sexual scenarios

Female–female intimacy

Risk of social/reputational consequences depicted

This story explores dark fantasies that should remain fantasies.
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