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A FREE USE COMMUNITY

➸➸➸

1 - JARED’S GOOD NEWS

MF / Kissing / Blowjob / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

The apartment smelled of lemon cleaner and the promise of something else. My hands had just finished wiping down the kitchen counter when I heard his key in the lock. Right on time. The familiar sound of his briefcase dropping by the door, the soft sigh he always made when he finally came home—these were the rhythms of our life.

Jared stepped into the living room, but he wasn’t moving with his usual end-of-day weariness. His dark eyes blazed with a light I hadn’t seen in months. A smile played on his lips, wide and uncontained.

“Lucia,” he said, my name sounding like a secret on his tongue.

“What is it?” I asked, already feeling a thrill in my stomach.

He crossed the space in three long strides, his hands coming up to cup my face. “They gave it to me. The regional manager position. It’s mine.”

The news hit me like a warm wave. A laugh bubbled out of me, pure and bright. “Jared! That’s incredible!” My arms flew around his neck, and I pulled him into a kiss.

It wasn’t the quick peck of greeting. This was different. My lips pressed against his, insistent, celebratory. He met me with equal hunger, his mouth opening under mine. The taste of him—coffee and the faint, familiar mint of his toothpaste—flooded my senses. His hands slid from my face down my back, pressing me hard against his chest. I could feel the rapid beat of his heart through his crisp white shirt.

I broke the kiss, breathing hard. “We have to celebrate,” I whispered, my voice husky.

His dark eyes held mine, understanding flashing in them. I took his hand, my fingers lacing with his, and led him away from the tidy living room, down the short hallway to our bedroom. The afternoon sun cut through the blinds, painting stripes of gold across our rumpled bedspread.

Once inside, I turned to face him. My fingers went to the knot of his tie, loosening it, then to the buttons of his shirt. I worked slowly, my gaze locked on his. Each button gave way, revealing more of his chest. I pushed the fabric off his shoulders, letting it fall to the floor.

My hands went next to his belt. The leather slid free with a soft hiss. The button of his trousers, the zipper. I reached inside, my knuckles brushing against the heat of him through his briefs. A sharp inhale from him. I wrapped my fingers around his length, already firm and eager, and drew him out.

I dropped to my knees on the carpet.

Looking up at him, I saw his jaw tighten. I leaned forward, letting my breath ghost over the sensitive tip before I took him into my mouth. Slow at first. Just the head, my tongue tracing the ridge. His fingers tangled in my dark hair, not pushing, just holding.

I took more of him, my lips stretching, my head beginning to move in a steady rhythm. The salty, musky taste of him filled my mouth. I hollowed my cheeks, listening to the low groans building in his chest. His hips gave a tiny, involuntary thrust. I welcomed it, taking him deeper, until my nose pressed against the coarse hair at his base. My own pulse hammered between my legs, a frantic, answering beat.

He pulled me up, his movements rough with need. “My turn,” he growled, his voice thick.

His hands found the hem of my sundress. In one fluid motion, he pulled it up and over my head, leaving me in only my bra and plain cotton panties. His hands went to the clasp at my back, fumbling for a second before it gave way. The straps slid down my arms, and he tossed it aside.

Then his mouth was on me. Not on my lips, but on my neck, my collarbone, the curve of my breast. His tongue circled my nipple, then drew it deep into the warmth of his mouth. A jolt of pure electricity shot straight to my core. I cried out, my knees going weak.

He guided me backward until my legs hit the edge of the mattress. His thumbs hooked into the waistband of my panties and dragged them down. Cool air brushed my skin, followed immediately by the heat of his body as he pushed me down onto the bed.

He didn’t wait. He moved between my thighs, his shoulders pushing my legs wider apart. The first swipe of his tongue up my center made my back arch off the bed. Oh god. He was thorough, relentless. His tongue traced circles around my clit, then flicked over it with a precision that stole my breath. One of his hands came up to cup me, his thumb taking over the rhythm his mouth had set. The other hand slid two fingers inside me, curling upward.

Pleasure coiled tight in my belly, a spring wound to its limit. Sounds fell from my lips—gasps, whimpers, his name choked out in a sob. The pressure built, shimmering and hot, until it shattered. My climax ripped through me, a silent scream tearing from my throat as my body shook under his mouth.

Before the last tremor had even faded, he was moving. He rose above me, his body a shadow blocking the sun. He was naked now, his erection jutting hard against my thigh. He positioned himself, the blunt head of him pressing against my entrance.

He pushed inside.

A deep, filling stretch. I gasped, my inner muscles clamping around him, adjusting to the sudden, perfect fullness. He stilled for a heartbeat, his forehead dropping to mine. Our breaths mingled.

Then he began to move.

His thrusts started deep and measured, but the rhythm quickly fractured into something harder, more desperate. Each drive of his hips rocked me up the bed. The wooden headboard tapped a steady, accelerating rhythm against the wall. My hands scrabbled at his back, my nails digging into the sweat-slick muscles.

“Harder,” I pleaded, the word a raw scrape in my throat.

He obeyed, his pace becoming punishing, magnificent. My legs locked around his waist, heels digging into the small of his back, pulling him deeper with every plunge. The world narrowed to the slap of skin, the choked sounds of our breathing, the blinding point of friction where our bodies joined.

“I want…” I panted, “I want to turn over.”

He pulled out, the sudden emptiness a shock. I rolled onto my hands and knees, the sheets rough against my palms. He knelt behind me, his hands gripping my hips. He entered me again, and this angle was deeper, so much deeper. He filled me completely, each thrust a direct claim.

His rhythm was a hammer now, relentless and perfect. One of his hands left my hip and snaked around my front, his fingers finding my clit again. The dual assault was too much. A second climax, sharper than the first, tore through me without warning. I cried out, my vision blanking, my body clenching around him in violent pulses.

That was all it took. With a ragged shout, he drove into me one final, searing time. I felt the hot rush of his release deep inside, the throbbing pulse of him as he emptied himself. He collapsed forward, his chest plastered to my sweat-damp back, his weight pressing me into the mattress.

We stayed like that for long minutes, just breathing. The air smelled of sex and us. Slowly, he rolled to the side, pulling me with him, spooning me against his chest. His arm was a heavy, comforting weight around my waist.

His lips brushed my shoulder. “You know what this means?” he murmured, his voice drowsy with satisfaction.

“Hmm?”

“We can finally move. Get out of this apartment.” His fingers traced idle patterns on my stomach. “I was thinking… Freedom Point.”

My eyes, which had been drifting shut, snapped open. Freedom Point. The gated community with the big houses and perfect lawns we sometimes drove past on Sundays, just to look. A real house. A neighborhood with trees.

A slow, wide smile spread across my face. I shifted in his arms to look at him. “Freedom Point? Really?”

“Really.” He kissed my temple. “We can afford it now. A fresh start. Something… better.”

Excitement, sharp and sweet, mixed with the lingering haze of pleasure in my veins. A big house. A nice neighborhood. Everything we’d talked about in late-night whispers. I nestled back against him, my mind already painting pictures of bay windows and a backyard.

2 - MOVING IN

MF / Kissing / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex / Anal

Two months later, I was surrounded by paint fumes, cardboard dust, and the glorious, heavy smell of new carpet. Our new home in Freedom Point was a maze of unpacked boxes, but the afternoon sun streaming through the massive kitchen windows made everything gleam with promise. I was elbow-deep in a crate of glassware, carefully unwrapping a set of tumblers, when his warmth settled against my back.

His hands, broad and familiar, settled on my hips. I felt his lips, soft and insistent, press against the curve of my neck, right below my ear. A shiver, sweet and sharp, ran straight down my spine.

“Jared,” I murmured, my fingers pausing on the newsprint. “The dishes…”

He hummed against my skin, the vibration sinking deep. “Can wait.” His mouth trailed lower, teeth grazing the sensitive cord of my shoulder. My head tilted to the side, giving him more access even as I protested.

“We have so much to do… the living room is a disaster…”

His hands slid up my sides, over the thin cotton of my t-shirt, finding the swell of my breasts. His thumbs brushed over my nipples, already hardening into tight peaks. A soft gasp escaped me.

“This is more important,” he whispered, his voice a low rumble in my ear. His fingers pushed the fabric up, baring my stomach to the cool, conditioned air. “Celebrating our new house.”

The logic was flimsy, but my resistance was crumbling. The feel of his hands on me, the solid wall of his chest against my back—it scattered all my thoughts of chores. I turned in his arms.

His mouth found mine, hungry and sure. This kiss wasn't frantic and rushed. It was a slow, deep claiming of our new space. My hands came up to tangle in his dark hair, pulling him closer. The taste of him, of us, was home.

He broke the kiss, his dark eyes holding mine as his hands went to the hem of my shirt. I lifted my arms, letting him pull it up and over my head. My bra followed, tossed onto a nearby box marked ‘KITCHEN – MISC.’ His gaze traveled over me, hot and appreciative, there in the stark, modern kitchen.

“Up,” he said, his voice rough.

He took my waist and lifted me as if I weighed nothing, seating me on the cold, polished granite of the kitchen island. The surface was a shock against my bare thighs. He stepped between my legs, pushing them wider with his hips. The look in his eyes was pure, focused intent.

He knelt, pulling my panties down, casting them aside.

The first touch of his mouth was a soft, closed-mouth kiss high on my inner thigh. Then another, lower. His breath was warm. Anticipation coiled, tight and hot, in my belly. When his tongue finally licked a long, slow stripe up my center, my whole body jolted. My hands flew back, bracing against the cool granite.

“Jared.”

He didn’t answer with words. He answered with his mouth. His tongue delved into me, tasting, exploring, before focusing on the aching bud of my clit. He sucked, gently at first, then with more pressure. His hands held my hips down, anchoring me as my back began to arch. Sounds poured out of me—moans, whimpers, short, sharp cries that echoed in the empty, high-ceilinged room.

He was relentless. His tongue flicked and circled, his lips drawing on me. One of his hands slid from my hip, a single finger tracing my opening before pushing slowly inside. The fullness, combined with the exquisite torture of his mouth, sent sparks shooting behind my eyelids. My hips started to move of their own accord, rocking against his face, seeking more friction, more depth.

The climax built fast, a tight, screaming tension in every muscle. It broke over me suddenly, a wave of pure, blinding heat. I cried out, my thighs trembling against his shoulders, my fingers clawing at the smooth stone.

Before I could even catch my breath, he was standing. He fumbled with his jeans, pushing them and his boxers down just enough to free himself. He was fully hard, the length of him jutting forward. His eyes were dark, pupils blown wide with need.

He moved closer, the head of his cock nudging against me, slick with my arousal. He pushed inside with one smooth, deep stroke. I gasped at the sudden, perfect stretch, my inner muscles fluttering around him. He filled me completely.

He set a fierce, driving pace right from the start. Each thrust rocked my body forward on the counter. My heels dug into the small of his back, pulling him deeper. The slap of skin, his ragged groans, my own desperate pants—they were the only sounds in our new house.

“Harder,” I breathed, the word barely audible.

He obeyed, his grip on my hips tightening, his thrusts becoming harder, deeper. The granite was cold and unyielding beneath me, a stark contrast to the burning heat building inside. It was too much, not enough. I needed more.

“Wait,” I panted, pushing against his chest.

He stilled, a question in his eyes, his body taut with strain.

“I wanna feel you inside me…” I slid off the counter, my legs shaky. I turned, bending over the cool surface, my palms flat on the stone. I looked back at him over my shoulder, an invitation.

A low groan tore from his throat. His hands settled on my hips again, possessive and strong. He entered me from behind, and the angle was different, deeper, more intense. He hit a spot inside me that made stars burst in my vision.

He fucked me like that, hard and fast, the kitchen filled with the sounds of our coupling. One of his hands slid from my hip, around my front, his fingers finding my clit again, still sensitive and swollen. The dual sensation was overwhelming.

Then his other hand moved. His fingers, slick from my body, traced lower, circling the tight furl of my ass. The touch was a shock, a bolt of something new and forbidden. My breath caught.

He pressed a single finger against the opening, a gentle, insistent pressure. My body tensed for a second, then, driven by a deep, curious hunger, relaxed. He pushed inside, just to the first knuckle.

A broken moan fell from my lips. The feeling was incredible—full, stretching, so intimate it stole my breath. He worked his finger slowly in and out, matching the rhythm of his thrusts.

“You like that?” he growled, his voice strained.

I could only nod, my cheek pressed against the cold counter.

He withdrew his finger. I felt the blunt, wet head of his cock nudge there instead. He paused, a question in the stillness.

“Yes,” I whispered, the word raw. “Please.”

He pushed, slowly, an inexorable pressure that burned and stretched in the most exquisite way. I cried out, my fingers curling against the granite. He stilled, letting me adjust, his body trembling with the effort. Then he began to move.

It was a deeper, more primal claiming. Each thrust sent jolts of intense, shocking pleasure through me. The feeling of being so completely filled, so utterly taken, unraveled me. My second climax crashed over me without warning, a violent, convulsing wave that ripped a scream from my throat. My muscles clenched around him, gripping him tight, milking him.

That was all it took. With a guttural shout, he drove into me one last, deep time, his body shuddering as he emptied himself inside me. The hot pulse of his release was a final, perfect shock.

We stayed like that, bent over the kitchen island, both of us panting, trembling, connected. The air was thick with the scent of sex and sweat.

A sharp, loud knock at the front door shattered the silence.

We both froze.

Another knock, firm and impatient.

“Shit,” Jared breathed, pulling out of me carefully. A sudden, empty chill followed. We scrambled, grabbing our clothing. I yanked my panties and jeans up, my fingers fumbling with the button. Jared pulled up his boxers and jeans, zipping them just as a third knock sounded.

He shot me a wide-eyed look, running a hand through his disheveled hair. I smoothed my own hair, took a deep, steadying breath, and followed him to the grand front door.

Jared opened it.

The man on our porch was… striking. He looked to be in his late thirties, with sun-streaked brown hair and a smile that was almost too white. He wore a polo shirt that strained slightly across a chest and shoulders that spoke of serious time in a gym. His posture was relaxed, confident.

“Hey there,” he said, his voice warm and friendly. “Saw the moving truck earlier. Welcome to the neighborhood. I’m Alex.” He extended a hand. “Head of the homeowner’s association. Just wanted to introduce myself and drop off the welcome packet.”

Jared, recovering his composure, shook his hand. “Jared. This is my wife, Lucia.”

Alex’s gaze shifted to me. His eyes, a bright, clever blue, swept over me, and I was suddenly, acutely aware of my flushed skin, my probably swollen lips, the fact that I wasn’t wearing a bra under my t-shirt.

“Lucia,” he said, my name sounding smooth on his tongue. “A pleasure. Can I come in for a minute? I won’t take up much of your time.”

3 - COMMUNITY GUIDELINES

MMFF / Blowjob

Alex’s smile stayed fixed, but something in his blue eyes shifted, turning cooler, more assessing. “Mind if I come in? The community rules are… detailed.”

Jared glanced at me, a silent question. I gave a small nod, my heart still thumping from our interrupted celebration. “Sure, come in,” Jared said, stepping back.

Alex moved past us into the foyer, his gaze sweeping over the stacked boxes, the bare walls. He carried a leather-bound folio. “Beautiful place. You’ll love it here.” He turned to face us, the casual friendliness now layered with a strange formality. “I’ll cut to the chase. Part of my job as HOA head is to ensure all new residents understand the full scope of our community rules. The ones that aren’t in the public brochures.”

My stomach gave a faint, uneasy twist. “Landscaping rules? Paint colors?”

Alex chuckled, a low, smooth sound. “Something like that.” He opened the folio, but didn’t look down. His eyes pinned Jared first. “Freedom Point was founded on principles of… openness. Of shared abundance. The men here have worked hard to create a paradise. And in paradise, the fruits are for everyone to enjoy.”

The words hung in the air, dense and strange. Jared’s brow furrowed. “I’m not following.”

Alex’s gaze slid to me, a slow, deliberate track from my face down to my bare feet and back up. “The rules state that the women of Freedom Point are a communal resource. Any man may, at any time, exercise free use of any woman’s body. For his pleasure.”

The silence that followed was absolute. The hum of the refrigerator seemed to stop. I stared at him, my brain scrambling to parse the sentence. Free use. Communal resource. It was like he’d spoken in a foreign language.

I looked at Jared. His face had gone slack, the color draining from his cheeks. “What did you just say?”

“It’s the cornerstone of our community harmony,” Alex continued, as if discussing trash collection days. “Prevents jealousy. Fosters trust. Ensures everyone… gets their needs met.”

“No.” The word burst from Jared, sharp and final. He stepped forward, putting himself slightly between me and Alex. “That’s insane. No other man is touching my wife.”

Alex didn’t flinch. He simply tilted his head. “Of course, the privilege is reciprocal. You’ll have the same access. To any woman here. My wife, Melissa, for example. Or the redhead three houses down. Or the blonde yoga instructor at the clubhouse. All of them. Any time.”

I saw it happen. A flicker in Jared’s dark eyes. A tiny, almost imperceptible hesitation where there had been only outrage. His gaze flickered to me, then away, back to Alex.

“We’re leaving,” Jared declared, but his voice had lost its edge. “We’ll sell. We’re not doing this.”

“Sell?” Alex’s smile turned pitying. “The market’s slow. The closing costs alone on this place… and you’ve just left your apartment, taken the loan…” He let the financial reality hang in the air, a tangible weight. “Moving again would be… difficult. Possibly ruinous.”

Jared’s jaw worked. He was trapped, and we both knew it. Every dollar we had was in this house. The promotion, the dream—it was all tied up in these empty rooms and unpacked boxes.

Jared turned to me. His eyes were wide, conflicted. “Lucia…”

My pulse was a frantic drum in my ears. This couldn’t be real. But Alex stood there, calm and certain, and the granite of the kitchen island felt suddenly very cold in my memory.

“Maybe…” Jared began, his voice low, meant only for me. “Maybe we just… hear him out. See what it’s really about. We can always leave if… if it’s not for us.”

A cold trickle of betrayal seeped through my shock. He was considering it. Because of the house. Because of the money. Because Alex had dangled a forbidden fantasy in front of him.

My own thoughts were a chaotic storm. Fear. Outrage. And beneath it, a treacherous, whispering curiosity. Any man. Alex was handsome. Confident. His polo shirt stretched over a chest that promised strength.

Before I could speak, the front door, which Jared hadn’t fully closed, opened wider.

A woman stepped inside. She was breathtaking. Long, honey-blonde hair, full lips, and curves that her simple sundress did nothing to hide. Her breasts were large, their shape clear against the soft fabric. She had the same relaxed confidence as Alex.

“There you are, honey,” she said, her voice a melodic lilt. She smiled at us. “You must be the new neighbors.” She held up a plate of cookies, then her eyes—a warm brown—took us in. “I brought some cookies. Fresh baked. Hope you like macadamia nuts.”

“Perfect timing, Mel,” Alex said, his demeanor shifting back to easy warmth. “Jared, Lucia, this is my wife, Melissa.”

Melissa’s smile was genuine, welcoming. “So happy to meet you both.” She looked at Jared, her gaze appreciative in a way that made my skin prickle. Then she looked at me, and her smile softened. “Welcome to Freedom Point.”

Alex moved to her side, slipping an arm around her waist. “We were just explaining the community guidelines.”

Melissa’s expression didn’t change. She just nodded, as if he’d mentioned the pool hours. “Ah.”

“I thought,” Alex said, his eyes glinting, “now would be an ideal time for a demonstration. To clear up any… ambiguity.”

Melissa turned her face up to his. “Of course, darling.” There was no hesitation. No surprise.

Alex looked at Jared. “Jared. Melissa is available to you. Right now.”

Jared froze. His eyes shot to Melissa, then to me, a silent plea for… what? Permission? Understanding?

My throat tightened. Jealousy, hot and acidic, burned through my veins. She’s going to touch him.

“Melissa,” Alex said, his tone gentle but firm. “Why don’t you show Jared our hospitality?”

Melissa stepped forward, placing the plate of cookies on a box. She walked up to Jared, who stood rooted to the spot. She looked up at him, her smile turning intimate. Then, without a word, she sank gracefully to her knees on our bare foyer floor.

My breath stopped. I watched, paralyzed, as her slender hands went to the button of Jared’s jeans. He made a small, choked sound but didn’t move. He didn’t push her away. The zipper slid down, a harsh rasp in the quiet.

She reached in, her movements practiced, and drew him out. He was half-hard, but her touch, the shocking reality of it, made him swell rapidly in her hand. She leaned forward, and her lips, those full, pink lips, closed over the head of his cock.

A soft, helpless groan escaped Jared. His eyes screwed shut. His hands clenched into fists at his sides.

The sight was a physical blow. A white-hot spike of possessive anger. That’s my husband. My place.

Then Alex’s presence shifted beside me. I turned my head. He had unbuttoned his own khakis. He freed himself, and my eyes widened. He was thick, impressively long, already fully erect. He met my gaze, a challenge and an invitation in one.

Jared is letting her. He’s enjoying it. The thought was a clear, cold knife slicing through my hesitation. If he could take this… so could I. A reckless, defiant heat surged up to meet the jealousy. I wouldn’t be the only one left on the sidelines.

I dropped to my knees, mirroring Melissa. The hardwood was hard against my kneecaps. I didn’t look at Jared. I focused on Alex, on the thick vein running along the shaft, on the smooth, broad head. The musky, clean scent of him filled my senses.

I opened my mouth and took him in.

He was bigger than I expected, stretching my lips wide. I managed the first few inches, my tongue pressing flat against the underside. A low, approving hum came from above me. “That’s it, Lucia.”

I pushed further, my throat convulsing as the head bumped the back of my mouth. I gagged, tears springing to my eyes. I pulled back, gasping, a string of saliva connecting my lip to his glistening skin.

“Easy,” Alex murmured, his hand coming to rest lightly on the back of my head. “Just relax your throat.”

I glanced sideways. Melissa had taken all of Jared. Her head bobbed steadily, one hand cupping his balls. Jared’s head was thrown back, his chest heaving. A deep, guttural moan ripped from him. The sound was one of pure, unadulterated pleasure.

Something snapped inside me. A competitive fire. A need to prove I could do this, too. I turned back to Alex, determination burning away the last of my doubt. I opened wide, took a silent breath, and pushed forward, letting him slide deeper into my mouth, past the point of resistance.

The invasion was intense, overwhelming. My throat worked around him, the sensation foreign and shocking. I could feel every inch of him, a hard, living column filling me. My eyes watered profusely. I focused on the rhythm, on the salty taste of his skin, on the low, encouraging sounds he made.

My world narrowed to the stretch of my jaw, the ache in my throat, the heat of him against my tongue. I heard Jared’s ragged breathing, Melissa’s soft, wet sounds. The two realities existed side-by-side, a twisted mirror.

I found a pace, taking him as deep as I could, pulling back to gasp for air, then surging forward again. My hand wrapped around the base of his shaft, working in tandem with my mouth. Pleasure, bizarre and unwanted, began to thread through the strain. A sense of power. I was making this confident man groan. His fingers tightened in my hair.

“Fuck, that’s good,” Alex gritted out. His hips gave a slight, involuntary thrust, pushing him even deeper. I gagged again, but held him there, my throat fluttering wildly around the intrusion.

Next to us, Jared’s breathing hitched, turned frantic. “I’m gonna… Mel, I’m…”

I looked over in time to see his whole body tense, a tremor running through him. Melissa stayed on him, her throat working as she swallowed. Jared cried out, a raw, shattered sound of release, his hands finally coming down to clutch her shoulders.

Seeing him finish, seeing the ecstasy on his face in another woman’s embrace, sent a final, perverse jolt through me. My own submission felt complete.

Alex pulled back suddenly from my mouth. The cool air on my wet lips was a shock. Before I could process it, his hand was on his shaft, stroking fast. “Look at me, Lucia,” he commanded, his voice thick.

I looked up, my vision blurred with tears. His blue eyes were dark, intense. With a sharp groan, his body tightened. Hot streaks of his release landed across my cheeks, my lips, my chin. The warmth was startling, the scent musky and intimate. I stayed still, kneeling, feeling it drip onto my skin.

For a moment, there was only the sound of heavy breathing in the foyer.

Alex tucked himself back into his khakis, buttoning them calmly. Melissa rose to her feet, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. She smiled at Jared, who stood swaying slightly, his jeans still gaping open, his expression dazed, shell-shocked.

“Well,” Alex said, his voice returning to its normal, friendly tone as if nothing extraordinary had happened. He picked up his folio. “I think that covers the essential guidelines. The rest is in the packet. You’ll get the hang of it.”

Melissa retrieved her champagne bottle. “It truly is a wonderful community,” she said softly, her eyes meeting mine. There was no malice there, only a calm acceptance that felt more unsettling than gloating.

They let themselves out, the door clicking shut softly behind them.

The silence they left behind was deafening. Jared slowly zipped his jeans, his movements robotic. He wouldn’t look at me.

I stayed on my knees, the stickiness on my face cooling. The taste of Alex was still in my mouth. The image of Jared surrendering to Melissa was burned behind my eyes.

He finally turned, his face pale. “Lucia…” He took a step toward me, his hand reaching out, then dropping. “We… we’ll give it a chance. A real chance. And if you hate it… if it’s too much… we’ll leave. I promise.”

4 - THE GARDEN PARTY

MF / Public / Fingering / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

The afternoon sun hung heavy over Freedom Point, turning the community garden into a tableau of surreal perfection. I stood at the edge of the manicured lawn, a glass of sparkling water sweating in my hand, and felt the world tilt.

Women in flowing sundresses moved through the crowd, not just serving drinks, but being served upon. A redhead laughed as a man’s hand slid beneath the strap of her dress, cupping her breast right there on the grass. Another, an older woman with a silver bob, knelt by a chaise lounge while the man seated there casually stroked her hair, his other hand holding a cigar. No one looked away. No one even blinked. Smiles were fixed, conversations flowed, as if this was all as normal as discussing the hydrangeas.

My throat tightened. I searched for Jared in the crowd. I found him near the stone fountain, deep in conversation with Alex. And then I saw them—two blondes, both younger than me, both with those lithe, yoga-toned bodies the neighborhood seemed to specialize in. They approached Jared with identical, dazzling smiles. One touched his arm. The other leaned in, whispering something that made him laugh. A laugh I knew. A laugh that was mine.

A sharp, hot sting pierced my chest, so sudden it stole my breath. Jealousy. It was a physical ache, a vise around my lungs. Alex clapped Jared on the shoulder, said something with a grin, and then the two blondes were leading my husband away, one on each arm, toward a secluded corner shaded by thick wisteria vines. He went. He didn’t look back for me.

The glass in my hand trembled. I set it down on a passing tray before I dropped it. I needed to move, to not be standing here, frozen and watching. I turned blindly and nearly walked into a solid chest.

“Easy there.” A hand, large and warm, steadied my elbow.

I looked up. The man was older, maybe in his late fifties, with silver hair combed back from a strong, lined face. His eyes were a cool gray, sharp with intelligence. He wore a tailored linen shirt that spoke of quiet, immense wealth. Marcus, I remembered Alex introducing him earlier. A founding resident.

“You’re the new one. Lucia,” he said, his voice a low rumble. His gaze wasn’t leering. It was assessing, like I was a piece of art he was considering acquiring.

“I… yes.” I tried to pull my arm back, but his hold was gentle, firm.

“It’s overwhelming at first,” he said, his eyes flicking toward the wisteria corner, then back to me. “The freedom of it. The lack of pretense.” He hadn’t let go of my elbow. His thumb began to move, a slow, subtle stroke against the sensitive skin of my inner arm. A shocking, unwanted jolt of sensation shot straight to my core. “Come. Let me show you the gazebo. The view is better.”

It wasn’t an invitation. It was a directive, wrapped in velvet. And I was so desperate to not think about what was happening in that shadowy corner, so desperate to prove I could play this game too, that I let him lead me.

The gazebo was a white lattice structure draped in jasmine, fragrant and private. The “view” was of the party, now a soft-focus painting of decadence. From here, I could see everything. And they could see us.

Marcus turned me to face him. His hands came to my hips. “The rules are simple here, Lucia. You take pleasure. You give it. There is no ownership. Only abundance.”

His words washed over me, a strange mantra. His right hand slid from my hip, up along my ribcage, and came to rest, possessively, over my breast. He squeezed, not hard, but with a certainty that made my nipple peak instantly against the lace of my bra. A soft gasp escaped me.

“See?” he murmured. “Your body understands.”

His other hand gathered the skirt of my floral dress, bunching the fabric in his fist. He pushed it up, his knuckles dragging over my thighs. The air was cool against my skin. I wore plain cotton panties, so ordinary against the backdrop of this place. He hooked a finger into the waistband and pulled them down my legs. I stepped out of them, my mind a blank hum.

He guided me to sit on the edge of the heavy wooden picnic table inside the gazebo. He stood between my spread knees, his gray eyes holding mine. His hands pushed my thighs wider. Then his fingers were there, touching me, parting me. A blunt fingertip circled my entrance, gathering the wetness that shamed me with its immediacy.

“Already so ready,” he observed, a hint of a smile touching his lips. He pushed one finger inside me.

I gasped, my head falling back. The intrusion was deep, skillful. He crooked his finger, finding a spot that made my back arch off the table. He added a second finger, stretching me, pumping with a slow, relentless rhythm. The scrape of his wedding band was a strange, metallic detail in the haze of sensation. My hips began to move of their own accord, meeting his thrusts. Pleasure, hot and slick, coiled in my belly. I could hear the murmur of the party, see flashes of color through the lattice. They’re watching. The thought should have horrified me. Instead, it fed the fire. My breath came in short, sharp pants.

He withdrew his fingers. Before I could protest, he was on his knees. His hands slid under my thighs, lifting me, pulling me to the very edge of the table. Then his mouth was on me.

It wasn’t like Jared. This wasn’t hungry passion. This was expertise, a clinical, devastating mastery. His tongue was flat and broad, licking a firm stripe from my opening to my clit. He zeroed in on that swollen nub, sucking it gently into his mouth, then flicking it with the very tip of his tongue. The rhythm was hypnotic, perfect. One of his hands came up to my breast, kneading, his thumb rasping over my nipple.

A moan, high and helpless, tore from my throat. My fingers tangled in his silver hair, not to push him away, but to hold on. The coil inside me wound impossibly tight. The gazebo, the watching eyes, Jared with the blondes—it all melted into a white noise of pure, building need. My thighs trembled against his head.

“I’m… oh god…” I choked out.

He redoubled his efforts, his tongue dancing faster, his suction more intense. The climax hit me like a sudden storm. It ripped through me, a convulsive, shuddering wave that made my vision blur. I cried out, my body bowing, the sound echoing in the small space.

Before the last tremor had faded, he was rising. I heard the rustle of clothing, the clink of a belt buckle. Dazed, I pushed myself up on my elbows. He was freeing himself, thick and heavy, already gleaming at the tip. His gaze was intent, locked on mine.

“Bend over the table,” he said.

I moved like I was in a dream. The wood of the table was smooth and cool under my palms. I felt him position himself behind me. The broad head of his cock nudged against my slick, sensitive flesh. He pushed in with a single, smooth, penetrating thrust.

The fullness was immense, stretching me deliciously. He gripped my hips, his fingers pressing into my skin. He began to move. His strokes were deep and powerful, each one driving me forward on the table, each one hitting that same perfect, internal spot. The slap of skin, his low grunts, filled the air. My recent orgasm had made everything hypersensitive, every stroke a new ripple of pleasure.

I looked out through the lattice. Across the lawn, I saw Alex. He was watching us, a faint smile on his face. He lifted his glass in a small, silent toast. Nearby, a woman I didn’t know met my gaze and gave a slow, approving nod.

They’re all watching. And they approve. The realization unlocked something dark and thrilling inside me. My moans grew louder. I pushed back against him, meeting his thrusts, chasing the sensation. My mind emptied of everything but the physical truth of it—the friction, the heat, the shocking, taboo thrill of being taken like this, publicly, by a stranger, while my husband…

A second, sharper climax seized me. It was less a wave than a puncture, a sudden, piercing bliss that made me clench around him violently. My cry was muffled against my own arm.

My contractions triggered his. With a final, deep grind, he buried himself to the hilt. A hot, pulsing rush flooded my core as he groaned his release, his body shuddering against mine. He held there for a long moment, his weight heavy on my back, before slowly softening and pulling out.

A warm trickle slid down my inner thigh. He gently helped me sit back on the table. He tucked himself away with practiced ease, then handed me my discarded panties. His expression was calm, satisfied.

“Welcome to the neighborhood, Lucia,” he said, his voice even.

I dressed with clumsy fingers, my mind a racing torrent. The stickiness between my legs was a blatant, physical testament. I couldn’t believe what I’d just done. But the fading echoes of pleasure in my trembling muscles told a different story. I had enjoyed it. More than enjoyed it.

I left the gazebo without looking at Marcus again. I walked past the smiling faces, the casual touches, my heels silent on the grass. I didn’t look for Jared. I just went home, the empty house swallowing me whole, the taste of jasmine and shame and secret thrill still clinging to my skin.

5 - A VISIT FROM ALEX

MF / Blowjob / Spanking / PIV Sex

The scent of jasmine seemed to have seeped into the walls of our new home. I woke with it in my nose, the memory of the gazebo, of Marcus’s hands and mouth, a heavy, slick weight in my stomach. Jared was already awake, propped on an elbow, watching me. His dark eyes were unreadable in the morning light filtering through the blinds.

“You slept hard,” he said, his voice morning-rough.

I swallowed. “The party… it was a lot.”

A slow smile touched his lips. Not a happy smile. Something darker, more knowing. “It was.” His hand came to rest on my hip under the sheet. “I saw you. With Marcus. In the gazebo.”

My heart thudded against my ribs. “I saw you too. With the blondes.”

His thumb stroked a circle on my skin. “I know.” He leaned in, his breath warm against my ear. “And all I could think about, while they had their mouths on me, was watching you take him. Watching your face.” He kissed my neck, a slow, possessive drag of his lips. “It was the hottest thing I’ve ever seen.”

A confusing storm of relief and betrayal twisted inside me. He wasn’t angry. He was aroused. The vice around my lungs loosened, replaced by a strange, fluttering heat. We didn’t talk more about it. He made love to me then, a slow, deep claiming that felt different—more intense, more desperate, as if he was trying to overwrite the memory of another man’s touch with his own.

He left for work after, with a kiss that promised more later. The house felt too quiet, too empty. I busied myself with unpacking the last of the kitchen boxes, my skin still humming from Jared’s words, from his hands. The memory of the party played on a loop in my head—the public pleasure, the watching eyes, the shocking, undeniable thrill of it.

The doorbell rang just after noon.

My pulse jumped. I wasn’t expecting anyone. I wiped my hands on my jeans and went to the door, peering through the side window.

Alex stood on the porch. He wore another polo shirt, this one a deep blue that matched his eyes. He held no folder this time. His expression was calm, expectant.

A cold trickle of apprehension dripped down my spine. I opened the door.

“Lucia.” His smile was polite, but it didn’t reach his eyes. “Mind if I come in? There’s a small HOA matter.”

“Jared’s not here,” I said, my voice tighter than I intended.

“I know.” He stepped forward, and I automatically moved back, letting him cross the threshold. He closed the door softly behind him. The click of the latch sounded final. “This isn’t about Jared. I’m here to see you. To exercise my right of free use.”

The words landed like physical blows. “What?”

“It’s in the guidelines. A man may claim his access at a time of his choosing. Within reason, of course.” He took another step into the foyer, his gaze sweeping over me, from my bare feet to my tousled hair. “I’m choosing now.”

My mouth went dry. “No. I can’t. Jared’s not… I’m not ready.”

“It’s not a request, Lucia.” His voice stayed even, but an iron thread of authority ran through it. “This is how it works. The sooner you accept it, the easier it becomes for everyone.”

Betrayal, hot and sharp, rose in my throat. This was Jared’s fault. His permissive attitude, his turned-on confession. “I feel like I’m betraying him,” I whispered, the words torn from me.

Alex’s expression softened, but only a fraction. “You’re honoring your agreement. You’re strengthening the community. There’s no betrayal in that.” He reached for the button of his khakis. “Now. Kneel.”

The command was absolute. My mind screamed in protest, a jumble of no and this is wrong. But my body remembered the gazebo. It remembered the shocking thrill of being watched, of being used for pleasure. A traitorous heat bloomed between my legs, shaming me even more. My knees felt weak. I looked into his cool blue eyes, saw no room for negotiation, and slowly, stiffly, sank to the floor.

The hardwood was unforgiving against my bones. I kept my gaze down, staring at the polished grain between his brown leather loafers. I heard the rasp of his zipper, the rustle of fabric. Then he was in front of me. Thick, already fully erect, the head flushed and gleaming. The clean, masculine scent of him filled my space.

“Look at me,” he said.

I forced my eyes up. His face was a mask of composed control.

“Open.”

My lips parted. He guided himself forward, the broad tip pressing against my mouth. I closed my eyes, shutting out the reality of it. The first touch of skin on my tongue was a shock of salt and warmth. He pushed in, stretching my lips, filling my mouth. I gagged instinctively, my throat clenching.

“Relax,” he murmured, his hands coming to cradle my head. “Take it. Just like you did before.”

I remembered the competition, the defiance. I forced my jaw slack, willed my throat to open. He slid deeper, the smooth, hard length of him hitting the back of my mouth. Tears stung my eyes. I focused on the mechanics, hollowing my cheeks, swirling my tongue along the underside of his shaft. My own arousal, sickening and intense, dampened my panties. The sheer wrongness of it—on my knees in my own foyer, my husband at work—coiled with a dark, pulsing excitement.

He began to move, setting a slow, deep rhythm. His fingers tangled in my hair, not pulling, just holding, guiding. The sounds were obscene: wet, soft sucks and his low, approving hums. I lost myself in the sensation, the physical challenge of it. The stretch of my lips, the weight on my tongue, the way his hips began to move with more insistence.

He pulled out suddenly, a string of saliva connecting my lips to his shining tip. “Stand up.”

I blinked, disoriented. He helped me to my feet, my legs trembling. Before I could gather my thoughts, his hands were on the hem of my t-shirt. He pulled it up and over my head in one swift motion. My bra followed, the clasp giving way under his practiced fingers. Cool air kissed my naked skin. His eyes roamed over my breasts, my stomach, with a detached appreciation that made me flush.

His hands went to the button of my jeans. He popped it open, dragged the zipper down. He pushed the denim and my cotton panties down my hips in one rough motion. I stepped out of the pooled fabric, utterly exposed before him in the middle of my living room. Shame warred with a strange, heady rush of exposure.

“Over the sofa,” he ordered, nodding toward the large, upholstered couch we’d finally assembled.

I moved on numb legs. I bent over the back of it, the soft fabric pressing against my stomach and breasts. My heart hammered against the cushions. I felt him move behind me. Then his palm connected with my ass cheek.

The crack was loud, shocking. A sharp, stinging heat bloomed across my flesh. I cried out, more in surprise than pain.

He spanked me again. And again. Not in a frenzy, but with a measured, relentless pace. Each smack landed on a slightly different spot, painting my skin with a spreading, burning warmth. The initial sting melted into a deep, throbbing glow. My cries softened into moans. My hips began to push back, seeking more of the sensation, of the strange, punishing pleasure. I was wet, embarrassingly so, the slickness coating my inner thighs.

The spanking stopped. His hand, warm from the impact, smoothed over the heated skin of my rear. He kneaded the flesh, his fingers dipping between my cheeks. I shuddered.

I felt the blunt, insistent pressure of his cockhead against my entrance. He didn’t ask. He just pushed forward, burying himself inside me with one long, penetrating stroke.

I gasped, my fingers clutching at the sofa cushions. He was big, and I was tight, the recent spanking making every nerve ending sing. He filled me completely, stretching me in a way that was almost too much. He held still for a moment, letting me feel the full, shocking invasion.

Then he pulled back and thrust again. Harder.

A deep, guttural moan was ripped from my throat. He set a brutal, punishing pace, each slam of his hips driving me forward into the couch. The sound of our bodies meeting, skin on skin, was raw and animalistic. The earlier shame was burned away, replaced by a consuming, physical reality. My mind blanked. There was only the deep, stretching fullness, the slap of his pelvis against my tender ass, the coiling, urgent tension in my core.

One of his hands gripped my hip, holding me in place. The other snaked around my waist, his fingers finding my clit. He rubbed tight, frantic circles, perfectly synchronized with his deep, driving thrusts.

The dual assault shattered me. Pleasure, sharp and blinding, erupted from that point of contact, racing through my veins, contracting my muscles around his invading length. My climax was a silent, convulsive scream, my body seizing, milking him as wave after wave of intense sensation rolled through me.

He groaned, a rough, broken sound. His thrusts became erratic, frantic. With a final, deep grind, he pulled out of me. Hot, wet stripes painted my lower back, my sensitized ass, as he emptied himself onto my skin. The warmth was a shocking, final brand.

He stayed there for a moment, his breathing harsh in my ear. Then he stepped back. I heard him adjusting his clothing.

I remained bent over the sofa, spent, trembling, his release cooling on my skin. The smell of sex, of him, was everywhere. Dirtiness washed over me, a thick, greasy feeling of guilt. But underneath it, humming in my well-used muscles, was the undeniable, shameful echo of pleasure. My body felt alive, sated in a raw, fundamental way.

“I’ll just let myself out,” Alex said, his voice back to its normal, composed tone. As if he’d just finished a business call. “Welcome to the true Freedom Point, Lucia.”

I heard his footsteps cross the floor, the door open and close. Silence rushed back in, louder than before.

I didn’t move for a long time. When I finally straightened, my body ached in new places. I walked to the bathroom on shaky legs, avoiding my reflection in the mirrors. I wet a soft towel with warm water and wiped his spend from my skin, the act feeling both necessary and pointless. The scent was in the air. The feeling was in my bones.

I put my clothes back on and waited for Jared.

When his key turned in the lock hours later, my stomach was a knot of dread. He came in, dropping his briefcase, his face relaxed after the workday. He came to me in the living room, pulling me into a hug, nuzzling my neck.

He froze.

His nose was buried against my throat. He inhaled deeply. Once. Twice.

I braced for the anger, the accusations.

Instead, his arms tightened around me. A low, rough sound vibrated in his chest. Not a growl of anger. Something else. His body shifted against mine, and I felt the hard, unmistakable press of his erection through his dress pants.

He pulled back just enough to look at me, his dark eyes blazing with a heat I hadn’t seen since the night of his promotion. His voice was thick, strained.

“Tell me,” he breathed, his fingers digging into my hips. “Tell me everything he did to you.”
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Jared kissed me, not with the gentle nuzzle from before, but with a deep, claiming hunger. His tongue swept into my mouth, and I met it with my own, a surge of that new, submissive thrill mingling with the remnants of my guilt. I kissed him back fiercely, my hands fisting in his shirt.

He broke the kiss, breathing hard. “Tell me,” he whispered against my lips, his hands cupping my breasts. I wrapped my arms around him, pulling him closer. The hard ridge of his erection pressed against the seam of my jeans, right where I needed him.

“Tell you what?” I breathed, rocking against him.

“Everything.” He pulled my t-shirt over my head. His mouth found my breast through the lace of my bra, sucking the peak into a stiff, aching point. The sensation shot straight to my core. “Everything Alex did to you in this house.”

A jolt went through me. Here it is. The shame rushed back, but it crashed against the wall of Jared’s obvious, heated arousal. He wasn’t disgusted. He was hungry for it.

“He… he made me kneel,” I started, the words a shaky whisper. Jared’s mouth was relentless on my breast, his teeth grazing the sensitive tip. A moan escaped me. “In the foyer. Right by the door.”

“Where?” Jared demanded, pulling back to look at me. His eyes were black with desire. “Show me.”

He kept an arm around me, guiding me the few steps to the spot on the hardwood floor where Alex had stood. The memory was vivid, humiliating. “Here.”

Jared’s gaze burned into the spot, then back to me. “Then what?”

My face flamed. “He told me to open my mouth.”

“And you did.” It wasn’t a question. His voice was rough. He unzipped his own pants, freeing himself. He was already fully hard, thick and demanding. “Just like you’re going to do now.”

The command, the replication, sent a bolt of pure lightning through my nerves. I sank to my knees, the floor unforgiving just as it had been before. But this was different. This was Jared. My husband, watching me with a fierce pride that made my chest ache and my sex clench with wet heat.

I took him into my mouth without hesitation. The taste of him, familiar and musky, was nothing like Alex’s. I loved this taste. I hollowed my cheeks, sliding my lips down his length, letting my tongue press along the prominent vein underneath. A guttural groan ripped from his throat. His hands buried themselves in my hair, not forcing, just holding.

“Did he fuck your mouth like this?” Jared gritted out, his hips giving a slight, involuntary thrust.

I pulled off with a wet sound. “Yes.”

“Tell me while you do it.”

I took him back in, deeper this time, relaxing my throat. I looked up at him as I began to move, bobbing my head, my lips stretched tight around him. The words were muffled, broken by his girth. “He… held my head. He was slow at first. Then harder.”

“Did you suck him like you’re sucking me?” His fingers tightened in my hair.

I moaned around him, the vibration making his thighs tremble. I increased my pace, using my hand to stroke what my mouth couldn’t take. Saliva dripped down my chin. “I tried to. I wanted to make him finish.”

“Why?” The word was a whip-crack.

I released him, panting. My lips felt swollen. “Because it was my job. And… and because part of me wanted to.” The confession spilled out, raw and true.

A wild, triumphant look flashed across Jared’s face. He pulled me to my feet, his kiss brutal and praising all at once. “My good girl,” he growled against my mouth. He tore at my jeans, shoving them and my panties down my legs. “Now the sofa. Show me.”

I led him to the living room, to the very same couch. The memory of being bent over it, of the stinging blows, was a physical ghost on my skin. I bent over the back, presenting myself to him, my heart hammering against the cushions.

I felt him behind me, a hot, solid presence. His hand smoothed over my ass, then cupped me between my legs. I was soaking wet. He slid two fingers inside me easily, curling them. “He spanked you here,” Jared stated, his voice thick.

“Yes.” The word was a gasp as his fingers worked me.

“How many times?”

“I… I don’t know. A lot. It stung. Then it burned.” I pushed back against his hand, seeking more.

He withdrew his fingers and brought his palm down on my ass cheek in a sharp, crisp smack. The sound echoed in the quiet room. The pain was immediate, a bright, hot bloom. A cry tore from my throat.

“Like that?” he asked, his voice dangerously low.

“Yes.” The heat spread, melting into a deep, throbbing warmth. “Just like that.”

He spanked me again. And again. Each impact jolted through me, a punishment and a promise. The shame was gone, burned away by Jared’s focused, aroused attention. With every slap, I felt myself sinking deeper into a submissive haze, where my only purpose was his pleasure, and my own pleasure was derived from giving him this, from being his to share, to admire, to use. My moans grew louder, needier.

He stopped. His hands gripped my hips, his thumbs digging into the tender, heated flesh. I felt the broad head of him press against my slick entrance.

“And then he took you,” Jared whispered, a statement of fact laced with heat.

“He fucked me,” I breathed, pushing back against him, needing him inside. “Hard. From behind.”

Jared didn’t just enter me. He claimed me. One powerful, deep thrust sheathed him to the hilt, stretching me, filling the empty, aching space Alex had left. I cried out, a sound of pure relief and overwhelming sensation.

He set a relentless, pounding rhythm from the start, each drive of his hips slamming me into the couch, forcing the air from my lungs. It was rougher than with Alex, more personal, more charged with emotion. This was my husband, fucking me because he loved the thought of other men wanting me. The psychology of it unspooled in my head, confusing and unbearably arousing.

“Did you come for him?” Jared grunted, his pace never faltering.

“Yes,” I sobbed, the admission ripped from me as he hit a spot so deep it blurred my vision.

“Say it again.”

“I came!” I screamed it, the words torn loose by his punishing thrusts. “I came on his cock, and I loved it!” It was only half true then, but in this moment, with Jared pounding into me, owning every part of my confession, it felt like the whole truth.

My climax erupted without warning, a violent, shattering wave that clenched around him, milking his length. I shook with it, my fingers clawing at the fabric.

My convulsions tipped him over the edge. With a ragged shout, he buried himself deep and held, his body rigid against mine. I felt the hot, pulsing rush of his release filling me, a final, possessive brand. He collapsed over me, his weight a welcome anchor, his breath hot on my sweaty neck.

We stayed like that for long moments, hearts hammering in tandem. Slowly, he softened and slipped out of me. He turned me in his arms, pulling me against his chest. His hand stroked my hair, my back.

He kissed my forehead, my temple. “You are so perfect,” he murmured, his voice full of awe and a dark, satisfied edge. “Mine. All mine. And knowing they see that… knowing they want what’s mine… it’s incredible.”
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The knock at the door two days later was expected, yet my stomach still dropped. Jared squeezed my hand from where we sat on the couch. “It’s just the inspection. Standard procedure for new residents.” His eyes held a gleam that was anything but standard.

I opened the door. Alex stood there, his smile practiced and easy. Beside him was another man—Justin. He was younger than Alex, maybe late thirties, with a runner’s lean build, close-cropped brown hair, and sharp green eyes that swept over me in a quick, assessing glance.

“Lucia, Jared,” Alex said warmly. “This is Justin, another board member. We’re here for the walk-through.”

Justin offered a polite nod. “Just a formality. Making sure everything’s up to code.”

They stepped inside. The air in our foyer felt suddenly thick. Jared stayed on the couch, picking up a magazine. “You gentlemen know the way. Lucia can show you around.”

A silent understanding passed between the three men. My pulse quickened. This wasn’t about plumbing.

“Of course,” Alex said. His hand settled on the small of my back, a proprietary gesture that sent a jolt through me. “The master suite first, I think.”

He guided me toward the stairs, Justin following close behind. My legs felt wooden. We moved down the hall, past the guest room, to the doorway of our bedroom. The bed was unmade, the sheets still tangled from this morning.

Alex closed the door behind Justin. The soft click of the latch was deafening.

The polite masks vanished. Alex leaned against the door, crossing his arms. Justin stood near the foot of the bed, his gaze no longer polite, but hungry.

“Kneel,” Alex said, his voice quiet.

The command was simple. Absolute. A tremor ran through me. I looked from Alex’s cool, expectant face to Justin’s focused intensity. The last shreds of resistance, of the woman who used to tidy an apartment for her husband, dissolved. There was no fight left. Just a strange, hollow acceptance, and beneath it, a flicker of that dark, unwanted heat.

I sank to my knees on the plush carpet.

Justin was the first to move. He unzipped his khakis, freeing himself. He was already hard, long and thick, the skin flushed a deep pink. Alex mirrored the action, his own erection springing free, slightly thicker, curving upward.

My mouth watered traitorously. I stared at the two cocks presented before me, a lewd offering. Alex took a step closer, the tip brushing my lips.

“Open.”

I parted my lips. He pushed forward, the broad head sliding over my tongue. The taste of clean skin and salt filled my mouth. I closed my eyes, focusing on the sensation, the solid weight. I sucked gently, my tongue pressing along his length.

A low groan came from my left. Justin had moved closer. I felt his hand on the back of my head, not pushing, just resting. “Switch,” he murmured.

I pulled off Alex with a wet sound, turning my head. Justin guided himself to my mouth. He was smoother, silkier. I took him in, my lips stretching around a different girth. My hand reached out, finding Alex. I wrapped my fingers around his shaft, beginning to stroke him in time with the bobbing of my head on Justin.

The rhythm was hypnotic. Sucking Justin, stroking Alex. The salty-slick taste of pre-cum coated my tongue. My own arousal was a dull, persistent throb between my legs, dampening my panties. I was sucking off two men at once. And I was enjoying it. The thought should have shamed me. Instead, it felt… simple.

“Good girl,” Alex murmured, his hips giving a slight thrust into my fist. The praise, so like Jared’s yet so different, sparked something deep in my belly.

After a few minutes, Alex pulled my hand away. “Enough.”

I released Justin, sitting back on my heels, my lips swollen and slick. Alex moved to Jared’s side of the dresser. He opened the top drawer, rummaging through the neat rows of neckties Jared wore to work. He selected four—two dark silks, a navy striped one, a deep burgundy.

My breath caught. Jared’s ties.

Alex looked at me. “Take your clothes off. On the bed. On your back.”

I pulled my sundress over my head, dropping it on the floor. I reached behind my back, unclasping my bra, leaving it in a pile with my dress. I pulled down my panties. Now, completely bare, I felt totally exposed. Their hungry eyes were on me.

I climbed onto the mattress, the cool cotton sheets a shock against my skin. I lay back, staring at the ceiling fan. Justin grasped my right wrist, pulling it gently toward the bedpost. He looped the silk tie around it, knotting it securely but not painfully. The smooth fabric was an intimate violation. He did the same to my left wrist, binding me to the opposite post. My arms were stretched wide.

Alex took my ankles. His touch was efficient, impersonal. He secured each one to the footboard posts, spreading my legs apart, leaving me utterly open and vulnerable on the bed where I slept with my husband. The position was profoundly exposing. A cool draft kissed my inner thighs, my sex.

Alex looked down at me, his gray eyes tracing the lines of my bound body. A flicker of satisfaction passed over his strong features. He didn’t say a word. He just climbed onto the bed, beside me. He leaned down, his mouth capturing my left nipple, making it harden instantly.

A sharp cry tore from me. He sucked hard, his tongue working the stiff peak, teeth grazing with just enough pressure to make me arch my back against the restraints. The silk ties bit into my wrists. The pleasure-pain was dizzying. At the same time, I felt the bed dip near my feet.

Justin settled between my spread legs. His hands pushed my thighs wider. Then his mouth was on me, his tongue finding my clit.

I cried out again, the sound strangled. The dual assault was overwhelming. Alex’s mouth on my breast, hot and demanding. Justin’s mouth between my legs, licking, sucking. My hips bucked, a helpless movement.

I’m going to come. The realization crashed over me. From this. From being tied with my husband’s ties, used by two virtual strangers while he sat downstairs. The shame was a distant echo, drowned out by the tidal wave of sensation building in my core. Alex bit down on my nipple, not hard enough to break skin, but enough to send a bright lance of pure sensation straight to my sex. Justin’s tongue delved inside me, then circled my clit with relentless precision.

My climax hit me like a seizure. My body bowed against the ties, a raw, guttural scream ripped from my throat. Pleasure, white-hot and shocking, detonated from my center, radiating out to my fingertips, my toes. I shook with it, my vision spotting.

Before the tremors even subsided, Justin was moving. He positioned himself over me, his hard length pressing against my sensitive, wet entrance. He looked into my eyes, his green gaze intense. “You’re a beautiful mess,” he said, his voice rough.

He pushed inside.

The stretch was profound, my inner muscles still fluttering from my orgasm. He filled me completely, a deep, burning fullness. He didn’t wait for me to adjust. He set a hard, driving pace from the first thrust, each one jolting my bound body up the mattress. The bedframe knocked against the wall with a rhythmic thud.

I was utterly helpless. I could do nothing but take it, feel it. The slap of his skin against mine, the raw sound of our joining, the feeling of being stretched and used. My mind floated, detached. The last of my inhibitions melted away in the heat of it. I didn’t have to decide, didn’t have to lead, didn’t have to be in charge of anything. I just had to let them use me.

His rhythm grew frantic, his breaths coming in harsh grunts. With a final, deep plunge, he buried himself to the hilt and held there. A hot, pulsing flood filled me as he came, his body shuddering against mine.

He collapsed forward for a moment, his weight pressing me into the mattress, before pulling out. I felt the wet, warm trickle of his release escape me.

Alex had been watching, stroking himself slowly. Now, as Justin moved aside, Alex took his place. He didn’t speak. He just guided himself to my well-used entrance and pushed in.

The feeling was different. Thicker, stretching me in new ways. He was slick with my arousal and Justin’s spend. The mixture was lewd, filthy. Arousal, sharp and fresh, spiked through me again. He fucked me with a steady, powerful rhythm, his gaze locked on my face. His hands gripped my hips, his fingers digging in, holding me in place for his thrusts.

The overstimulation was exquisite. Every nerve felt alive, raw. The earlier climax had sensitized everything, making each stroke of his cock a direct line to a new, building peak. I couldn’t think. I could only feel. The tight pull of the silk on my wrists, the burning stretch of my legs, the deep, penetrating fullness, the slick, wet sounds of our bodies.

“Come for me,” Alex commanded, his voice a low rasp.

It wasn’t a request. It was an order my body was desperate to obey. The coil in my belly snapped. My second orgasm crashed over me, deeper, more convulsive than the first. My inner walls clamped down on him, milking his length in rhythmic pulses. A broken, sobbing cry was torn from my lips.

My climax triggered his. With a sharp groan, he drove deep and stilled, his body rigid. Another wave of heat flooded me, his release mixing with Justin’s inside me. The feeling of being so completely filled, so utterly claimed, was overwhelming.

He stayed there, buried inside me, for a long moment, both of us breathing harshly in the quiet room. Finally, he softened and slipped out. The warm, wet evidence of both men seeped onto the sheets beneath me.

Alex leaned over, his face close to mine. He smelled of sex and clean sweat. He pressed a kiss, surprisingly soft, to my forehead. “Perfect,” he whispered.

He and Justin began to dress, their movements casual, as if they’d just finished a round of golf. They didn’t untie me. I lay there, spread and bound, watching them, feeling the warm, sticky mess between my thighs. The helplessness was no longer frightening. It was a relief. A surrender.

As Alex finished buttoning his shirt, he glanced at Justin. “We’ll finish the inspection downstairs. Tell Jared the structure is sound.”

8 - ALEX AND MELISSA’S PARTY

MMMMFFF / Public / Group Sex / Orgy / PIV Sex / Blowjob

The invitation arrived on heavy cream cardstock, embossed with the words Alex & Melissa. It simply said “Party. Tonight. 8 PM.” Jared held it, his thumb stroking the expensive paper. He looked at me, his dark eyes holding that now-familiar gleam. “Sounds fun.”

The day of the party finally arrived. My stomach fluttered, but not with fear. A low, curious hum of anticipation had settled in my veins since the inspection, since Jared’s possessive arousal on the sofa. We dressed with a strange, silent ceremony. I chose a simple black slip dress, something that would be easy to remove. Jared wore dark trousers and a button-down, sleeves rolled up. We looked like any young couple going to a neighbor’s party.

Alex and Melissa’s house was a monument of glass and steel at the end of a cul-de-sac. Music pulsed from within, a deep, rhythmic bass. The door was unlocked. We stepped inside.

The foyer opened into a vast great room. The scene wasn’t one of casual mingling. It was a languid, heated dream. Couples and trios were draped across low, modern furniture. Skin gleamed in the low light. Soft moans and whispers layered over the music. A woman I didn’t know was on her knees before a seated man, her head bobbing in his lap. Two others were entangled on a fur rug, limbs intertwined.

No one looked up as we entered. This was normal. This was Freedom Point.

Melissa spotted us. She floated over, a vision in sheer lavender silk that did nothing to hide her full curves. She kissed Jared on the cheek, then turned to me, her smile warm and genuine. “Lucia. I’m so glad you came.” She took my hand, her touch soft. “Come. Enjoy.”

She led us further into the room. Jared had paused near the grand piano. Almost immediately, two blonde women—one I recognized from the garden party—approached him. They were beautiful, willowy, with knowing smiles. One whispered something in his ear. The other ran a hand down his chest. He listened, then laughed, that easy, relaxed laugh. He nodded.

My breath caught, but the sharp blade of jealousy didn’t come. Instead, I watched, transfixed, as the women led him to a large, padded ottoman. They pushed him gently to sit. One knelt between his legs, her hands going to his belt buckle. The other, the one from the garden, put her breasts in his face. She leaned down, kissing him, deep and slow.

And Jared… Jared let it happen. His hands came up to grip her waist, pulling her closer. His head tilted, deepening the kiss. The woman between his legs had his pants open now. She took him into her mouth, her blonde hair fanning across his thighs.

A surge of heat, so intense it was almost dizzying, rushed through me. It wasn’t anger. It was pride. A fierce, possessive, twisted pride. Look at him, I thought. Look at my husband. So desired. So powerful. He was the center of their universe at that moment, and they worshiped him. And he was mine. All this wanting, this hunger, was directed at what belonged to me. The psychology of it clicked into place, a dark, perfect key turning in a lock.

“He’s quite the prize, isn’t he?”

The voice, low and gravelly, came from beside me. Marcus. He stood there, a crystal tumbler in hand, his silver hair perfectly combed, his lined face softened by a seductive smile. His gray eyes didn’t look at Jared. They looked at me, seeing right through the thin fabric of my dress.

“It’s a compliment to you, Lucia,” he continued. “The quality of the man reflects the quality of his woman.”

Before I could form a response, another presence materialized on my other side. Justin. His green eyes were sharp, his lean body humming with a contained energy. He didn’t speak. He just slid an arm around my waist, his hand splaying possessively on my stomach.

Then a third man, younger, with sun-streaked hair and a swimmer’s broad shoulders—Kyle. He moved in front of me, his bright smile flashing. “We’ve been waiting for you,” he said, his voice friendly, as if discussing the weather.

Marcus set his glass down. “The leather couch. I think it’s free.”

It wasn’t a suggestion. Justin’s arm guided me, and I went willingly, my eyes still locked on Jared across the room. Melissa had joined them now, her honey-blonde hair mixing with the others as she kissed Jared’s shoulder, her hand stroking his chest. He met my gaze over the tangle of bodies. He saw me watching. He saw the three men leading me away. And he smiled—a smile of dark, profound approval.

The couch was a vast, buttery leather expanse. Marcus sat first, settling into the corner. He unbuttoned his trousers, freeing himself. He was already hard, thick and impressive. He gestured for me to come closer.

My heart hammered against my ribs. I stepped out of my shoes. Justin’s hands went to the thin straps of my dress, sliding them down my shoulders. The fabric pooled at my feet, leaving me bare. The air, thick with the scent of sex and perfume, kissed my skin.

I climbed onto the couch, straddling Marcus’s lap. His hands settled on my hips, his grip firm. The gray in his eyes had turned to storm clouds. I reached between us, guiding him to my entrance. I was already wet, my arousal slick and ready.

I sank down.

The feeling was a blunt, stunning fullness. He filled me perfectly, stretching me open in a deep, claiming push. A gasp tore from my lips. I braced my hands on his shoulders, the fine wool of his jacket rough under my palms. For a moment, I just sat there, impaled, adjusting to the sheer girth of him.

Then I began to move.

I rose up, his cock sliding almost all the way out, then sank back down, taking him in to the hilt. A moan rumbled in his chest. I set a rhythm, bouncing on his lap, my inner muscles clenching around him with each descent. The friction was exquisite, a building heat that coiled tight in my belly. The sounds of the room—the music, the moans—faded to a dull roar. All I could hear was our skin slapping together, our ragged breaths.

I felt the couch dip behind me. Justin. He climbed onto the cushions, standing over us. His fingers tangled in my dark hair, not painfully, but with undeniable intent. He guided my head back.

“Open,” he said, his voice tight.

I did. He positioned himself at my lips. I took him in, the taste of clean skin and salt flooding my mouth. He was slimmer than Marcus, but long. He didn’t wait for me to find a rhythm. He started to fuck my face, shallow thrusts at first, then deeper, pushing past my lips until the head of his cock nudged the back of my throat.

I gagged, tears springing to my eyes. The sensation was overwhelming—Marcus filling me from below, Justin filling my mouth from above. I was a conduit for their pleasure, stretched and used in both holes. Spit dripped down my chin. A raw, needy sound vibrated around Justin’s length.

Marcus’s hands tightened on my hips, his thrusts meeting my bounces with more force. “That’s it,” he growled. “Take it.”

The dual stimulation short-circuited my thoughts. There was only sensation: the deep, grinding fullness in my pussy, the stretch of my lips around Justin’s cock, the grip of hands on my body. My own pleasure was a secondary current, building uncontrollably beneath the waves of their use.

Marcus’s rhythm broke. His hips snapped upward, holding me down as he buried himself to the root. A hot, pulsing rush flooded my core as he came, his body rigid beneath me. A choked cry escaped my throat around Justin’s shaft.

As Marcus softened inside me, Justin pulled out of my mouth. He was panting. “Turn around,” he ordered, his voice rough with need. “Hands and knees.”

I scrambled off Marcus’s lap, my legs shaky. I turned, presenting myself on the leather couch. Justin moved behind me. I felt his hands on my ass, spreading me. The head of his cock pressed against my slick, well-used entrance, now slick with Marcus’s release.

He pushed in with one smooth, deep stroke.

The feeling was different—a re-stretching, a fresh invasion. He set a fast, punishing pace immediately, each thrust driving me forward on the cushions. My cries were muffled by the leather. I gripped the couch arm, holding on as he pounded into me.

Then Kyle was there, in front of me. He crouched down, his handsome face level with mine. He was hard, his cock jutting out. He didn’t ask. He guided himself to my lips.

I opened my mouth, and he slid in, fucking my face in time with Justin’s thrusts from behind. The rhythm was brutal, synchronized. Kyle in my mouth, Justin in my pussy. I was pinned between them, a vessel being filled front and back. Gagging sounds mixed with the wet slap of skin. My vision blurred.

The overstimulation was total. My body was a live wire, every nerve ending screaming. Pleasure and surrender became the same thing. There was no Lucia who used to unpack boxes, no Lucia who felt shame. There was only this: the cock in my mouth, the cock in my cunt, the heat, the sweat, the sheer, debauched fullness.

Justin’s pace turned frantic. His fingers dug into my hips, holding me steady as he hammered into me. With a guttural shout, he slammed home and held, his release joining Marcus’s inside me in a hot, slick flood.

He pulled out, and I collapsed forward, Kyle’s cock still in my mouth. He gripped my hair, fucking my face with renewed urgency now that he had my full attention. I sucked him, my tongue working, my throat relaxing, taking him deeper. My own climax was a tsunami building, fed by the taste of him, the feel of the spent seed leaking from my pussy, the absolute helplessness.

Kyle’s thrusts grew erratic. “Gonna come,” he warned, his voice strangled.

I didn’t pull away. I took him deeper, urging him on. With a sharp cry, he spilled into my mouth, the salty, bitter taste flooding over my tongue. I swallowed convulsively.

As he pulled out, my own orgasm finally broke. It ripped through me with no cock inside to clench around, a violent, shocking wave of pure sensation that left me trembling and gasping against the leather. White lights danced behind my closed eyes. My body felt liquefied, used, perfect.

I lay there, boneless, as the men around me quietly rearranged their clothing. Marcus pressed a kiss to my shoulder. Justin ran a hand down my spine. Kyle just smiled that bright smile and winked.

Slowly, I pushed myself up. My body felt wonderfully sore, dripping. I looked across the room again.

Jared was still on the ottoman, now shirtless. Melissa was in his lap, riding him slowly, her head thrown back. One of the blondes was kissing his chest. He saw me looking. His eyes, dark with pleasure and possession, met mine. He gave me a slow, deliberate nod.

And in that moment, any final mental barrier I’d been clinging to shattered. The resistance, the last ghost of the old rules, dissolved into the humid, sex-filled air. This wasn’t something to endure. It was something to revel in. The pride, the pleasure, the sheer animal freedom of it.

A slow smile spread across my lips. I looked at Jared, at the beautiful chaos of the room, at the men who had just shared my body. The realization was simple, clean, and absolute.

I like it here.

9 - A HINT OF DOUBT

MF / Kissing / PIV Sex

The scent of jasmine from the garden had faded from my skin, replaced by something else—a lingering musk of salt and sex that seemed to have woven itself into my very pores. Two days had passed since the party. I moved through the new, silent rooms of our big house, unpacking the last of the china. My hands were steady. My mind was not.

Jared was in his new home office, on a call about regional sales figures. The sounds of his confident, easy voice drifted down the hall. His voice. The same one that had whispered promises to me in our old apartment. Now it was a voice that had groaned into another woman’s mouth as I watched.

A cold knot formed in my stomach. I set a teacup down on the shelf with a sharp click.

That night, after the party, we’d fallen into bed together, too spent for words. His arms around me had felt the same. But in the stark light of the afternoon, doubt crept in, insidious and quiet.

When he finally emerged, loosening his tie, I was waiting on the living room sofa. “We should talk.”

He paused, his dark eyes reading my face. He came to sit beside me, his body warm and solid. “Okay.”

I took a breath. “This place… what we’re doing. Is it… changing us?” The words felt clumsy. “I saw you with them. I liked it. But sometimes I look at you and I wonder if I’m looking at a stranger.”

He was quiet for a moment. Then he reached out, tucking a strand of my hair behind my ear. “It’s not changing us, Lucia. It’s revealing us.”

“Maybe we should leave,” I whispered. The thought was a sudden, desperate flare. “Sell the house. Go back to something simpler. Before we lose… us.”

Jared’s expression shifted. The softness vanished, replaced by a sharp intensity I’d only seen in glimpses before. He leaned back, his gaze holding mine. “Leave? We can’t. The loan is structured against the property value here. Walking away would bankrupt us.” He stated it as simple fact. “And what would we go back to? A two-bedroom apartment where the biggest excitement was a promotion and a bottle of cheap champagne?”

He moved closer, his voice dropping to a low, intimate register. “Look at you. You’re glowing. You walk into a room and every man’s eyes follow you. You were the star of that party, and you know it.” His thumb brushed my lower lip. “Don’t you enjoy being the most popular woman in the neighborhood? Don’t you crave the way they look at you? The way I look at you now?”

The truth of it hit me like a physical blow, hot and undeniable. My protests crumbled. He was right. The attention was a drug. The surrender was a relief. The jealousy I’d feared had transformed into a fierce, possessive pride that burned hotter than any old-fashioned notion of fidelity.

He saw the surrender in my eyes. A slow, tender smile touched his lips. He leaned in and kissed me.

It wasn’t the hungry, devouring kiss from the kitchen of our old apartment. It was soft. Deep. A reclamation. His lips moved over mine with a familiarity that made my chest ache. This was my Jared. The man who knew the shape of my smile in the dark.

He pulled back, his forehead resting against mine. “Just us,” he murmured. “Right now. Only us.”

He took my hand and led me to our bedroom. The same room where Alex and Justin had bound me. The memory should have tainted it, but it didn’t. It felt like just another layer of our story here.

He undressed me slowly, his hands reverent. Each button of my blouse, each hook of my bra, was a silent promise. He pushed the fabric from my shoulders, his palms smoothing down my arms. I did the same for him, peeling away his dress shirt, running my hands over the familiar planes of his chest, the toned muscles of his stomach.

We fell onto the bed, a tangle of limbs on the cool sheets. His mouth found mine again, then trailed down my neck, my collarbone, my breast. He took my nipple into his mouth, sucking gently, then with more pressure until I gasped. His hand slid between my legs, finding me already wet, aching for him.

“All this is for you,” he whispered against my skin. “Everything I do. It’s to see you like this. To have you like this.”

He positioned himself above me, his dark eyes locked on mine. He entered me in one slow, profound push.

I cried out, my back arching. The feeling was so different. This wasn’t about being filled, or used, or claimed by a stranger. This was connection. A deep, physical realignment. My body knew his exactly—the angle, the rhythm, the way his hips moved.

He started slow, a gentle rocking that built a deep, throbbing pleasure in my core. Each stroke was deliberate, a rediscovery. His hands cradled my face, his thumbs stroking my cheeks as he moved inside me.

“You’re mine,” he breathed, his voice ragged. “All of this. You’re always mine.”

“Always,” I gasped, my legs wrapping around his waist, pulling him deeper.

The pace quickened. The tenderness sparked into a hotter, more urgent fire. His thrusts became harder, deeper, driving the breath from my lungs. I met him move for move, my nails digging into his shoulders. The world narrowed to the slick, hot friction, the sound of our skin meeting, the ragged symphony of our breaths.

My climax built not as a shocking detonation, but as a rising tide, inevitable and overwhelming. It began as a tight coil in my belly, spreading heat through my limbs, making my toes curl. I clung to him, my face buried in his neck, as the wave broke. Pleasure, pure and undiluted, washed through me in long, pulsing waves. I shook with it, a silent scream caught in my throat.

He felt it. His own control shattered. His rhythm fractured into hard, desperate plunges. With a groan that was almost a sob, he buried himself deep and held there, his body shuddering as his release flooded into me, hot and possessive.

He collapsed onto me, his weight a perfect, grounding pressure. We lay like that for a long time, sweat-slick and tangled, hearts hammering against each other.

Eventually, he rolled to his side, pulling me with him. He tucked my head under his chin, his arms wrapped tightly around me. The afternoon light slanted across the bed, painting our bodies in gold.

I traced a pattern on his chest. The doubt that had festered in the lonely living room was gone. In its place was a calm, unshakable certainty.

Nothing in this house, in this neighborhood, with its borrowed ties and shared bodies, could touch this. This breath, this heartbeat, this man who knew my soul. The rest was just… scenery. A thrilling, debauched playground that existed only to make us hunger for each other more.

I nestled closer, breathing him in. The bond was still there, solid as bedrock beneath the wild, shifting sands of Freedom Point.

I had nothing to worry about.

10 - A WARM WELCOME

MMMMMMMMF / Group Sex / Gangbang / PIV Sex / Nipple Play / Blowjob

The formal welcome letter arrived on the same heavy cream cardstock, embossed with the Freedom Point crest. It instructed us to wear evening attire. My stomach buzzed with a nervous energy that had become familiar, a cocktail of anticipation and a dark, thrilling pride.

Jared helped me zip the emerald green gown. The silk clung to my curves, leaving my shoulders bare. He looked devastating in a black tuxedo, his dark eyes mirroring my own excitement. We were a beautiful couple walking into a beautiful trap, and we knew it.

The community clubhouse was a palace of marble and crystal. A string quartet played in one corner of the grand ballroom. Women in glittering gowns and men in crisp tuxedos mingled, the air rich with the scent of perfume, champagne, and expensive ambition. It looked like any other high-society gala. But the looks exchanged between guests held a knowing heat, a secret language that Jared and I now understood.

A five-course dinner was served at round tables draped in white linen. We were seated with Alex and Melissa, Marcus and a stunning redhead, Justin, and Kyle. The conversation was light, witty, focused on travel and investments. The silverware was heavy, the wine exquisite. It was all so perfectly normal, the charade so complete, that it made my skin prickle.

After dessert, the music shifted to something with a slow, seductive beat. Alex stood, tapping his champagne flute with a spoon. The room fell silent.

“Friends,” he began, his voice carrying easily. “We gather not just to socialize, but to celebrate. To welcome new threads into our vibrant tapestry.” His gaze found our table. “Jared. Lucia. Would you join me?”

A spotlight, literal and warm, found us. My heart hammered against my ribs. Jared took my hand, his grip firm and steady. We navigated through the tables, every eye upon us. He helped me up the three shallow steps to the low stage at the head of the room. Alex clasped Jared’s shoulder, then turned to the crowd.

“These two have embraced our community’s spirit with open hearts,” Alex announced. The words were a delicious, public lie. “They’ve shown themselves to be true residents of Freedom Point. Let’s give them a proper welcome.”

The applause was thunderous. Not polite clapping, but a roaring, sustained ovation. Men smiled, their eyes lingering on me with open appreciation. Women nodded, their expressions warm and welcoming. Jared bowed his head slightly, a smile playing on his lips. I just stood there, bathed in the sound and the light, feeling the final piece of my old self dissolve in the heat of their approval.

The spotlight dimmed. The quartet struck up a waltz. Alex extended a hand to me. “The first dance belongs to the newest lady.”

Jared gave my hand a squeeze before releasing it. He stepped off the stage, melting into the crowd to watch. Alex’s hand settled on the small of my back, the other taking mine. He led me into a graceful turn.

“You look exquisite,” he murmured, his gray eyes sharp. “A prize for the table.”

“Is that what I am?” I asked, my voice barely a whisper over the music.

“You’re whatever you choose to be,” he said, spinning me out before pulling me close again, my back now against his chest. “Tonight, you choose to be celebrated.”

The dance ended. Another man was there before the last note faded—Marcus. He took me from Alex without a word, his hand firm on my waist. He danced with a stern, possessive grace, his body a solid wall against mine. He didn’t speak. He just looked down at me, his expression a mix of appraisal and satisfaction.

Justin cut in next, his movements more athletic, his green eyes gleaming with a familiar hunger as he guided me through the steps. Then Kyle, his smile bright, his hand sliding a little lower on my back. Each dance, each touch, was a quiet claiming. A public declaration of my new status.

Finally, Jared was there. He pulled me into his arms, and the world narrowed to the feel of his hand in mine, the scent of his cologne. We moved together, perfectly in sync. The other dancers seemed to blur around us.

“Are you okay?” he breathed into my hair.

I looked up at him, at the pride and desire shining in his dark eyes. “I’ve never been better.”

The song ended. Alex reappeared at the edge of the dance floor. He didn’t speak to the crowd this time. He simply looked at Jared, then at me, and gave a single, slight nod toward a pair of tall, oak-paneled doors at the far end of the ballroom.

It’s time.

A chill skittered down my spine, but it was chased away by a flush of pure heat. Jared kissed my temple. “Go on,” he whispered, his voice thick. “I’ll be right here.”

I followed Alex across the ballroom. The crowd parted for us, their conversations hushing into knowing smiles. He opened one of the heavy doors and ushered me into a dimly lit chamber. It was a library, lined with rich, dark wood and leather-bound books. And in the center, illuminated by a single, low-hanging pendant light, was a massive, four-poster bed.

It was draped in dark red silk. The sight of it, so stark and purposeful in the scholarly room, stole my breath.

Alex closed the door, muting the sounds of the gala. The quiet was profound. He turned to me, his gaze clinical. “The final part of the ceremony.”

The other door, on the opposite wall, opened. Men filed in silently. Marcus. Justin. Kyle. I recognized others from the party—the older gentleman with the silver beard, the tall, athletic man who’d been talking investments. They arranged themselves in a loose circle around the bed, their tuxedo jackets removed, their shirts unbuttoned at the collar. Eight of them. Their faces were a mix of expressions: intense hunger, cool assessment, eager anticipation.

My pulse roared in my ears. The reality of it, the sheer number of them, crashed over me. This wasn’t a couple. This wasn’t a trio. This was a culmination.

“Undress,” Alex said. His voice held no room for discussion.

My fingers trembled only for a second. Then a strange calm settled over me. This was my choice. My surrender. My power. I reached behind me, found the zipper of my gown, and drew it down. The emerald silk sighed as it pooled at my feet. I stepped out of it, then hooked my thumbs into the sides of my lace thong, sliding it down my legs. I straightened, naked in the circle of men. The cool air brushed my skin, tightening my nipples. I kept my chin up, meeting their gazes one by one.

A low murmur of approval rippled through the room.

Alex began to undress, his movements efficient. The other men followed suit, shedding shirts, unbuckling belts, pushing down trousers and briefs. The air grew thick with the scent of male skin, starch, and a sharp, gathering musk.

They were all hard. The sight was staggering—a forest of erect cocks, of varying lengths and thicknesses, all aimed at me. My mouth went dry even as a fresh flood of warmth gathered between my legs.

Alex, now bare, walked to the bed. He climbed onto the crimson silk and lay back against the pillows, his legs spread. He pointed to the space between them.

“Come here, Lucia.”

I walked to the bed, the eyes of the men tracking my every movement. I climbed onto the mattress, the silk cool and slick under my knees. I straddled Alex’s hips, my knees sinking into the plush surface on either side of his thighs. His hands gripped my waist, positioning me. The broad, flushed head of his cock pressed against my entrance. I was already wet, ready.

I sank down.

A collective, soft sigh filled the room. The stretch was immediate, profound. He was thick, filling me completely in one slow, relentless descent. I gasped, my head falling back. My inner muscles clenched around him, adjusting to the familiar, yet somehow new, invasion. Alex’s hands tightened on my hips, his thumbs digging into the soft flesh.

“Move,” he commanded.

I began to ride him, lifting myself up until just the tip remained inside, then sinking back down, taking him deep. The friction was electric, a bright line of pleasure-pain that centered my entire world. My breasts swayed with the motion. My hands braced on his chest.

I wasn’t alone for long.

Marcus moved to the head of the bed. He sat on the edge, his hand coming up to cup my breast. He bent his head, his mouth closing over my nipple. The sensation was a lightning bolt—the hot, wet suction, the scrape of his teeth, the deep, rhythmic fucking from below. A ragged moan tore from my throat.

Justin appeared at my other side. His fingers tangled in my hair, not gently. He guided my face toward his rigid length. “Open up,” he said, his voice rough.

I opened my mouth. He fed himself in, not waiting, pushing past my lips until the head hit the back of my throat. I gagged, my eyes watering. The dual sensation was overwhelming—Alex’s thick cock stretching me open from beneath, Justin’s filling my mouth, Marcus’s mouth working my breast. I was a nexus of sensation, pinned between three points of overwhelming pleasure.

I tried to find a rhythm, to move on Alex, to suck Justin, but they controlled the pace. Alex thrust up into me, his hips pistoning, driving me down onto him with force. Justin fucked my face with short, deep strokes, his fingers tight in my hair. Marcus bit down on my nipple, sending a sharp jolt straight to my core.

Pleasure coiled, tight and desperate, in my belly. It wasn’t a slow build. It was a pressure cooker, the stimulation from three points pushing me rapidly toward the edge. My cries were muffled around Justin’s cock, my body trembling with the effort to take it all.

Alex’s rhythm stuttered. His thrusts became ragged, his grip on my hips bruising. “That’s it,” he grunted. “Take it. Take all of it.”

He slammed up one final time, burying himself to the hilt, and held. A hot, pulsing flood erupted inside me as he came, his release filling me in deep, throbbing spurts. The feeling of being claimed so completely, so publicly, tipped me over.

My orgasm ripped through me, violent and shocking. My inner walls clamped down on his still-throbbing cock, milking him dry as waves of white-hot pleasure radiated out from my center. My body convulsed, a silent scream locked in my throat around Justin’s length.

As Alex softened inside me, Justin pulled out of my mouth with a wet pop. He was breathing hard, his cock glistening with my saliva. Marcus released my breast, giving the abused peak a final, gentle kiss.

A hand on my shoulder—Kyle’s. “On your hands and knees, beautiful,” he said, his voice kind.

Dazed, dripping with sweat and Alex’s spend, I clumsily moved off of him. I turned, getting onto all fours in the center of the bed, my head hanging down. The red silk was cool against my flushed skin.

Kyle moved behind me. I felt his hands on my hips, the blunt pressure of his cock against my slick, used entrance. He pushed in smoothly, his width a different, welcome stretch. He set a steady, deep rhythm, each thrust making me rock forward.

Another man—the silver-bearded one—crawled onto the bed in front of me. He didn’t speak. He simply guided his cock to my lips. I opened my mouth, taking him in. The taste was different, musky and clean. He began to move, setting a pace that Kyle matched from behind.

The symphony resumed. The slap of skin, the guttural groans, the wet, sucking sounds. I was a vessel again, but this time I was floating, detached, lost in a haze of pure sensation. One man would finish, pulling out of me with a groan, his release painting my back or my breasts or flooding my mouth. Before the warmth of it could even fade, another would take his place.

They used me in turns, a well-oiled, wordless rotation. I was flipped onto my back, my legs pushed over a man’s shoulders. I was pulled to the edge of the bed, my head hanging back as someone thrust into me from above. I was bent over a man’s lap as he spanked me lightly before entering me from behind. My mouth was never empty for long. My body was a playground, a feast, a celebration.

Time lost meaning. There was only the next cock, the next deep stretch, the next hot release. My own pleasure became a constant, low hum, punctuated by sharp, shuddering peaks that blurred together into one endless climax. The room smelled of sex, of sweat, of us.

The final man was Marcus again. He knelt between my legs, which were now splayed wide, trembling with exhaustion. He looked down at me, my body glistening with a sheen of sweat and streaks of cum. His gaze was fierce, possessive.

“Look at you,” he murmured. “A masterpiece.”

He entered me one last time. I was so open, so thoroughly used, he slid in with ease. His thrusts were slow, deliberate, each one a deep, claiming possession. He leaned down, bracing his hands on either side of my head, his silver hair falling over his forehead.

“This is your home now,” he whispered against my lips, his hips moving in a relentless, final rhythm. “You belong to all of us.”

His words unlocked something deep inside me. A final surrender. A profound acceptance. My body clenched around him, a last, shuddering orgasm wracking me as he pulsed his release inside me, adding his heat to the mix already dripping from me.

He collapsed beside me for a moment, breathing hard. Then, with a tenderness that felt more intimate than anything before it, he brushed the damp hair from my forehead.

Slowly, the men began to dress in silence. They didn’t look at each other. They just pulled on their trousers, buttoned their shirts, as if they’d just concluded a business meeting. They filed out of the library door, leaving me alone on the ravaged bed.

I lay there, utterly spent, my body humming, covered in the physical proof of my initiation. The cool air from the ballroom drifted in as the door opened again.

Alex stood there, fully dressed once more, holding my discarded green gown. He didn’t hand it to me. He simply looked at me, sprawled and marked on the crimson silk, and gave a small, approving nod.

“Come,” he said. “Let them see.”

A wild, defiant energy sparked in my chest. I pushed myself up, my legs shaky. I didn’t wipe the sticky trails from my stomach or thighs. I didn’t try to hide the bite marks or the flush on my skin. I walked, naked and proud, across the library.

Alex held the door open for me.

I stepped back into the blazing light and music of the ballroom. The conversation didn’t stop. The quartet didn’t falter. But every head turned. Every eye tracked my progress as I walked, naked and gleaming with the efforts of eight men, across the polished marble floor.

I found Jared standing near the champagne fountain. He was watching me, a flute of golden liquid forgotten in his hand. His eyes traveled over my body, taking in every mark, every glistening streak. His expression wasn’t one of shock, or anger, or even arousal.

A slow, triumphant smile spread across his face. It was pure, unadulterated pride.




11 - PART OF THE COMMUNITY

MMMMFF / Group Sex / Orgy / Blowjob / PIV Sex / Anal / Double Penetration

The evening air held a soft, fragrant warmth as I set out a tray of crystal tumblers on the coffee table. Jared moved through the living room, adjusting the lighting, dimming the main fixtures and switching on a few smaller lamps that cast a soft, golden glow. My heart thrummed against my ribs, a steady, anticipatory beat.

“They’ll be here soon,” he said, coming up behind me. His hands settled on my hips, his lips brushing the curve of my neck. “Nervous?”

I leaned back into him, feeling the solid strength of his chest. “No.” The word surprised me with its truth. “Excited.”

The doorbell chimed. A shared glance, a spark of heat in his dark eyes, and he went to answer it.

Justin entered first, his close-cropped hair neat, his green eyes scanning the room with a sharp, appreciative gleam. He carried a bottle of bourbon. Alex followed, his demeanor as composed as ever, a faint smile playing on his lips. Marcus came last, his silver hair gleaming in the lamplight, his commanding presence seeming to fill the space. They exchanged easy greetings with Jared, the familiarity between them obvious and comfortable.

We settled in the living room. Jared poured generous measures of amber liquid into the glasses. The talk was of golf handicaps, stock portfolios, the upcoming community charity drive. Normal. Polite. The charade was delicious, a thin veil over the simmering truth in the room. My skin felt too sensitive, the silk of my simple black camisole and shorts whispering against me with every slight movement.

Jared caught my eye from across the room. He gave a small, almost imperceptible nod.

My pulse jumped. I stood, my bare feet quiet on the plush rug. The conversation didn’t stop, but the men’s attention shifted, a collective focus settling on me like a physical weight. I reached for the hem of my camisole, pulled it up and over my head, letting it drop to the floor. My breasts felt the cool air, my nipples tightening. I hooked my thumbs into the waistband of my shorts and panties, pushing them down my legs in one motion. I stepped free, standing naked before them.

A heavy silence fell, broken only by the sharp intake of Justin’s breath.

Jared stood. He didn’t look at me. He looked at his friends, a slow smile spreading. He began to unbutton his shirt. Alex followed suit, shrugging out of his polo. Marcus, with a regal slowness, unfastened his belt. Justin was already pulling his t-shirt over his head. The sounds of zippers, the rustle of fabric, filled the quiet room. In moments, they were all as bare as I was.

They stood in a loose line near the sofa. Four men, four erections, a display of masculine readiness that made my mouth water and my core clench with a sudden, deep ache. Jared nodded to the end of the line, where Justin stood.

“Start with our guests,” Jared said, his voice a low rumble.

I walked to Justin. His green eyes burned into mine, intense and hungry. I sank to my knees on the rug before him. His cock stood thick and rigid, the skin pulled taut. I could smell his clean, musky scent. I leaned forward, letting my tongue dart out for a first taste, a slow lick from the base to the tip. He hissed. I opened my mouth and took him in.

The feeling was immediate—the hot, solid weight on my tongue, the stretch of my lips. I worked him slowly, learning his shape, using my hand to stroke what I couldn’t take. His fingers threaded into my hair, not forcing, just holding. I hollowed my cheeks, sucking with steady pressure, listening to the ragged sounds of his breathing above me. His hips gave a small, involuntary thrust. I took him deeper, until my nose pressed against the crisp hair at his base. His grip tightened. A low groan rumbled in his chest, and the first salty pulse hit my tongue. I swallowed, working him through it until he softened, slipping from my lips with a wet sound.

I didn’t pause. I shifted on my knees, moving to Marcus. He watched me with those piercing gray eyes, a king observing his due. His cock was impressive, thick and veined. I took him into my mouth without ceremony. He was less vocal, but the slight tremor in his thigh where my hand rested spoke volumes. I lavished attention on the broad head, swirling my tongue, before sinking down, taking as much as I could. His hand came to rest on the crown of my head, a heavy, possessive weight. I sucked him with deep, consistent pulls, feeling him swell further. His release was a controlled burst, flooding my mouth with a richer, more bitter taste. I swallowed it all.

Alex was next. He was already slick from my ministrations on the others. He looked down at me with that cool, assessing gaze. I took him in, his length a perfect fit. He let me set the pace for a moment, then his hands cupped my face, his thumbs stroking my jawline as he began to guide my head, establishing a smooth, rhythmic motion. He was methodical, exacting. Pleasure was a transaction, and he was ensuring proper payment. My jaw began to ache, but the thought of stopping never crossed my mind. His climax was quiet, a series of hot pulses against the back of my throat that I drank down obediently.

Finally, I crawled to Jared. My husband. His dark eyes were blazing, his chest rising and falling with quick breaths. The sight of me, lips swollen, face flushed, having just serviced three other men, had clearly ignited him. I took his cock into my mouth, and a deep groan tore from him. He was already leaking, the taste uniquely his, familiar and electric. I worshipped him, my tongue tracing every ridge, my hand cradling his sac. I looked up, meeting his gaze as I sucked, showing him my devotion, my pleasure in this. His fingers tightened in my hair, his hips pushing forward, fucking my mouth in short, desperate thrusts until he came with a shout, his release spurting hot and abundant over my tongue.

I sat back on my heels, breathing hard, my lips tingling, the combined taste of four men, a tangy, potent film in my mouth.

Justin moved first. He sat on the center of the sofa, his erection already returning, jutting proudly from his body. He patted his thigh.

Without a word, I rose and went to him. I straddled his lap, facing him, my knees sinking into the soft cushions on either side of his hips. His hands gripped my waist. I reached between us, guiding the head of his cock to my slick entrance. I was so wet, so ready, the flesh there swollen and sensitive.

I sank down.

A sharp, full feeling stole my breath. He filled me completely, a deep, stretching invasion that made my head fall back. A gasp broke from my lips. His hands slid up to my breasts, his thumbs brushing over my nipples. I began to move, rising up until just the tip remained inside, then grinding back down, taking him deep.

The other men had settled around us. Marcus in an armchair, Alex leaning against the bookshelf, Jared standing by the fireplace. They watched, their hands moving on themselves, stroking their hard cocks in time with my rhythm. The sound of skin on skin, my soft moans, their low grunts, filled the room. It was a symphony of voyeurism and participation.

I rode Justin hard, my thighs burning, my focus narrowing to the delicious friction, the way he hit a spot deep inside that made sparks dance behind my eyelids. His hands were everywhere—on my breasts, my ass, my back—pulling me against him. His mouth found my neck, sucking a mark into my skin. The sight of the others, stroking themselves as they watched me being fucked, sent another wave of heat crashing through me.

“That’s it,” Justin grunted, his voice strained. “Take it. Fuck, you feel incredible.”

His rhythm broke. His thrusts became shallow, frantic. He slammed up into me, holding me tight against him, and buried himself deep. A hot, pulsing flood erupted inside me as he came, his release filling me in thick, rhythmic spurts. I cried out, my inner muscles clenching around him, milking him dry as a smaller, ripple-like orgasm shivered through my core.

A knock at the front door, firm and sudden, cut through the heavy silence.

We froze. Jared’s eyes met mine, a question in them. He nodded toward the hall, and I clumsily extracted myself from Justin’s lap, his softening cock slipping from me with a wet sound. I grabbed a throw blanket from the back of the sofa, wrapping it hastily around myself as Jared, pulling on his boxers, went to answer.

Melissa’s voice floated in, bright and cheerful. “Hope I’m not too late for the party! Alex said you were having a few people over.”

Jared ushered her in. She stepped into the living room, her eyes taking in the scene: the naked men, me wrapped in a blanket, the heavy scent of sex in the air. A wide, knowing smile spread across her full lips. She wore a simple silk robe, loosely tied.

“I see I’m just in time,” she purred.

She let her robe slide from her shoulders. It puddled at her feet, revealing her naked, curvy body. She walked straight to Jared, who had shed his boxers again. She sank to her knees before him, taking his already re-hardened cock into her mouth without hesitation.

I watched. A strange, calm clarity washed over me. There was no knot of jealousy in my stomach. No bitter twist in my chest. Instead, I felt a warm, expanding pride. Look at him. Look at my husband, being pleasured by a beautiful woman, in our home, with my full knowledge. His head fell back, a groan of pure enjoyment tearing from his throat. The sight, the sound, lit a fire in my belly.

Marcus stood. He moved to the couch, running a hand along Melissa’s back as she worked on Jared. “Up,” he commanded her gently.

She released Jared with a wet pop and stood. Marcus guided her to bend over the broad armrest of the sofa, her generous breasts pressed into the cushions, her round ass presented. He positioned himself behind her, and with one smooth, powerful thrust, he sheathed himself inside her. Melissa cried out, a sound of pleasure that melted into a low moan as he established a deep, pounding rhythm.

Jared lay down on the thick rug in the center of the room, his cock hard and leaking. He looked at me, his eyes dark with invitation.

I let the blanket fall. I went to him, straddling his hips. I took him in hand, guiding him into me as I lowered myself. He filled me, a welcome, familiar stretch. I began to move, rocking my hips, riding him with slow, deep undulations.

Then I felt Alex behind me. His hands on my hips, steadying me. The cool slickness of more lube. The blunt, insistent pressure of a second cock, not at my wet entrance, but higher, tighter.

I gasped. Jared’s hands came up to grip my breasts, holding me steady, his eyes locked on mine. “Take it,” he breathed.

Alex pushed.

The intrusion was slow, inexorable, a burning stretch that stole my breath. I cried out, my body tensing. Jared held me, his thumbs circling my nipples, his gaze anchoring me. “Relax for us, baby. You can do it.”

I forced my muscles to soften, to yield. Alex pushed deeper, past the initial ring of tight resistance, and then he was in, buried to the hilt in my ass. The feeling was overwhelming—full to the point of bursting, stretched in two different directions. Jared beneath me, Alex behind me. I was pinned between them, a conduit for their pleasure.

They began to move. Not in unison, but in a counterpoint that drove me mad. Jared thrust up as Alex pulled back. Alex plunged deep as Jared rocked shallow. The sensations crashed over me—the slick friction in my pussy, the hard, burning fullness in my ass, the hands on my body, the sounds of flesh meeting flesh, of Melissa’s muffled cries as Marcus drove into her.

Pleasure, sharp and terrifying, coiled at the base of my spine. It wasn’t like any orgasm I’d known. It was deeper, darker, a pressure building in my core and radiating outward until my entire body felt like a live wire. I couldn’t move, I could only be moved, a vessel being filled and used.

“I’m close,” Jared gritted out, his rhythm faltering.

“Now,” Alex commanded, his voice strained.

Jared’s hips pistoned up, once, twice, and he held, buried deep inside me. A scalding flood erupted, filling my pussy in pulsing waves. The feeling triggered Alex. With a final, deep thrust, he slammed into my ass, his body stiffening. A second, searing heat flooded my other channel.

The dual sensation, the feeling of being claimed so completely in both holes, shattered me. My orgasm exploded, a silent, convulsing cataclysm that ripped through every nerve. My vision whited out. My body clenched and spasmed around them, milking them dry as wave after wave of raw, blinding pleasure tore me apart.

They held me there, both still pulsing inside me, until my trembling became uncontrollable. Alex pulled out gently. Jared eased me off, laying me on my side on the rug, both of them stroking my hair, my back, as I shuddered through the aftershocks.

Across the room, Marcus’s pace quickened. With a low growl, he pressed Melissa deep into the couch cushions, his body shuddering as he found his own release inside her.

The silence that followed was peaceful, saturated. I lay curled against Jared, his arm around me, his skin warm against mine. I looked at the room—at the beautiful, debauched mess of us. At Marcus helping Melissa up, at Alex pouring a glass of water. At Justin smiling at me with exhausted satisfaction.

At that moment, I understood. This wasn’t degradation. It wasn’t a loss of myself. It was the opposite. It was liberation.

The next morning, sunlight streamed through the tall windows of our bedroom. I was sipping coffee, wrapped in a plush robe, when Jared came in. He sat on the edge of the bed, his expression serious.

“I don’t want to pressure you into staying here. We could still leave, you know,” he said, his voice quiet. “We could figure it out. Sell at a loss, go back to the apartment. Just you and me.”

I looked at him. Then my gaze drifted past him, to the open door of my walk-in closet, where rows of silk and cashmere hung. To the view of the manicured lawn and the sparkling community fountain through the window. The memories of the night before washed over me—not with shame, but with a profound, humbling sense of power and pleasure.

I walked to the closet, running my hand over the sleeve of a velvet blazer. I turned back to him.

“No,” I said. The word was final, certain. “This is who we are now.”


FREE USE NURSE
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1 - AN UNUSUAL JOB INTERVIEW

MF / Medical Exam / Fingering / Speculum / Anal / Vibrator

My palms felt slick against the leather portfolio in my lap. Liberty Hospital’s administrative wing hummed with quiet efficiency, all polished floors and the faint scent of antiseptic. I’d spent the morning filling out forms, my new nursing degree feeling both heavy and flimsy in the face of real employment. The salary listed for the open position was… staggering. Life-changing. The kind of number that could erase student debt in a few short years.

“Evelyn Granger? Dr. Hardwick will see you now.”

His office was nothing like I expected. No cluttered desk, no diplomas crowding the walls. It was sleek, modern, dominated by a large mahogany desk and two deep chairs facing it. He stood as I entered.

Dr. Richard Hardwick was younger than I’d imagined a department head would be, maybe mid-thirties. Dark hair, neatly styled. A tan that spoke of leisure time, not fluorescent lighting. His eyes were a deep, focused brown. He smiled, a quick flash of white, and gestured to a chair.

“Miss Granger. Please, sit.”

His voice was smooth, a low baritone that seemed to settle in the room. We went through the basics—my education, my clinical rotations. His questions were precise, intelligent. He listened with an intensity that made me feel like the only person in the world. Then, the shift was subtle, but undeniable.

“Your resume is impressive,” he said, leaning back, steepling his fingers. “But at Liberty, we believe in a holistic understanding of our staff. The mind and the body are intrinsically linked, especially in high-stress environments. I have a few… personal questions. To gauge your stress responses, your self-awareness.”

I nodded, my throat tight. “Of course.”

“Are you in a committed relationship?”

The question threw me. “I… no. Not currently.”

“Sexually active?”

A flush crept up my neck. “I’m sorry, is that relevant?”

“Completely.” His gaze held mine, unblinking. “A healthy, managed sexual outlet is a proven factor in resilience. Do you engage in self-pleasure frequently?”

The air grew warmer. I could hear my own heart. I needed this job. The number on the offer letter flashed in my mind. “I… yes. A normal amount, I suppose.”

“Define normal.” A slight, knowing tilt to his lips.

“A few times a week,” I whispered, the confession feeling both dangerous and strangely exhilarating.

He made a note on a pad I couldn’t see. “Ever experienced a partner bringing you to climax? Or is it primarily self-induced?”

“Both,” I said, the word rushing out. My face was on fire.

“Good. Honesty is essential here.” He set his pen down. “Now. The final step is a standard pre-employment physical. Hospital policy. Are you agreeable to that?”

A physical. My mind raced. It made a clinical sort of sense, but the timing, after those questions, felt… charged. The salary number loomed again, a siren’s call. I swallowed. “Yes. I am.”

“Excellent.” He stood, fluid and sure. “The exam room is just through here.”

It was a standard outpatient room. Exam table, stirrups, a tray of instruments, a sink. The door clicked shut behind us, sealing us in a space that suddenly felt incredibly small.

“Blood pressure first.” His fingers were cool, competent on the inside of my arm. The cuff tightened. “A little elevated,” he murmured, his eyes on the gauge. “Nerves are expected.”

He listened to my heart, his stethoscope a cold disc through my blouse. His proximity was a tangible thing—the clean, sharp scent of his soap, the heat radiating from his body. Each instruction was delivered in that same calm, professional tone.

“Now, for the full assessment, I’ll need you to disrobe completely and position yourself on the table. Feet in the stirrups, please.”

My fingers trembled on my buttons. The air was cool on my skin as I folded my clothes onto the chair, leaving me utterly exposed. I moved quickly, lying back, the paper sheet crinkling under me. I placed my feet in the cold metal stirrups, knees falling apart, hiding nothing. I stared at the acoustic tiles on the ceiling, my breath shallow.

He returned, having washed his hands. He stood at the end of the table, looking down at me. His expression was one of pure, analytical focus. “Just relax, Evelyn. This is routine.”

He didn’t use gloves.

The first touch of his fingers against my inner thigh was a jolt. So warm. So direct. He parted me, and a soft sound escaped my lips before I could catch it.

“Sensitive,” he noted, almost to himself.

Then his finger was there, sliding through my folds, which were already, betrayingly, damp. This was not a clinical check for swelling or lesions. This was a slow, exploring stroke, circling my entrance, then sliding up to find my clit. He pressed, a firm, knowing pressure, and my hips gave a tiny, involuntary jerk.

“Good vascular response,” he said, his voice a low hum.

He reached for the speculum. The cold metal made me flinch as he guided it inside. The click of the mechanism opening me was loud in the quiet room. He was careful, but the sensation of being spread, exposed, was overwhelming. He peered inside, adjusting a small light.

“Healthy tissue.” He removed the instrument, the relief momentary.

Then his hand was back, a single finger tracing a slick path lower, past my entrance, to the tight ring of muscle behind. He pressed, just a suggestion of pressure. My whole body tensed.

“Rectal tone is part of the exam,” he explained, his voice steady. The finger pushed, slowly, inexorably, breaching that tightness. It was an invasion, sharp and strange, but it sent a confusing bolt of heat straight to my core. He moved the finger, a shallow in-and-out, and a broken gasp tore from my throat.

He withdrew, and I heard the soft buzz before I saw it. A sleek, black vibrator. He didn’t explain this time. He simply brought it to me, the rounded tip already humming, and pressed it directly against my clit.

My back arched off the table. A sharp, electric pleasure, blinding in its intensity, lanced through me. Oh god.

“I need to assess your sensitivity,” he said, his eyes locked on where the device met my flesh. He moved it in slow, deliberate circles, the vibration setting every nerve ending ablaze. The coiling tension in my belly was immediate, urgent. This wasn’t happening. This couldn’t be happening. But the pleasure was real, a rising tsunami drowning every rational thought.

His other hand came to rest on my lower belly, holding me down, anchoring me. “Let me see your response, Evelyn.”

The command undid me. The orgasm ripped through me with violent suddenness, a white-hot burst of sensation that had me crying out, my body convulsing against the paper sheet. A hot rush gushed from me, hitting the table with a soft, wet sound. I pulsed around the emptiness, waves of aftershock making my legs shake in the stirrups.

For a moment, there was only the sound of my ragged breathing. Humiliation flooded me, hot and prickling. I’d just… on an exam table… in front of my potential boss.

Dr. Hardwick switched off the vibrator. The silence was profound. He didn’t look shocked or judgmental. He looked… satisfied. He reached for a towel and cleaned the table between my legs with a practiced, gentle motion.

“A powerful, healthy climax reflex,” he said, his tone as even as if he’d commented on my blood pressure. “Perfectly natural. In fact, it’s an excellent sign of a balanced nervous system.” He handed me the towel. “You can get dressed now.”

My movements were robotic. I dressed with my back to him, my skin still humming, the scent of my own release and antiseptic clinging to the air. When I turned, he was at the sink, washing his hands again. He dried them and walked back to his desk, sitting as if we’d just concluded a discussion about scheduling.

I stood before him, feeling completely unraveled.

He picked up a pen, scribbled something on a form, and slid it across the desk to me. It was a job offer. The start date was this coming Monday. His signature was already a bold slash at the bottom.

“Welcome to Liberty Hospital, Evelyn.”

2 - MY FIRST DAY AT LIBERTY HOSPITAL

MMF / Age Gap / Blowjob / Masturbation / PIV Sex

The scent of bleach and floor wax hit me the moment I pushed through the glass doors of Liberty Hospital. My new scrubs—a pale, baby blue—felt crisp and unfamiliar against my skin. My stomach was a knot of nervous energy, a mix of first-day jitters and something deeper, a hum left over from that exam room. From Dr. Hardwick’s hands. I pushed the memory down, clutching the strap of my bag.

I found him in the same sleek office, already looking over charts. He glanced up, that same assessing gaze sweeping over me.

“Nurse Granger. Punctual. I appreciate that.” He gestured to the chair. “Sit. We have some orientation to cover before rounds.”

I sat back straight, trying to project a confidence I didn’t feel.

He leaned forward, his elbows on the desk, his fingers templed. “At Liberty, we operate under a unique philosophy. A progressive one.” His voice was calm, instructional. “Modern medicine recognizes the profound link between mental well-being and physical healing. Stress, repression, frustration… these are toxins. They slow recovery, weaken the immune response.”

I nodded, following along. It sounded reasonable, if a bit intense.

“We’ve found,” he continued, his eyes holding mine, “that the most effective treatment often involves direct, hands-on relief. For our patients, and for our staff. A release of tension. A… connection.”

A cold trickle of understanding began in my chest. “What kind of connection?”

“A physical one.” He said it so simply, as if discussing a new vitamin protocol. “Male patients, and indeed, male staff members, have certain needs. Needs that, when met, promote a state of relaxation and hormonal balance conducive to healing. Our nursing staff facilitates that.”

The room tilted slightly. “Facilitates?”

“You have a body, Evelyn. A healthy, responsive one, as your exam confirmed.” A faint, knowing smile touched his lips. “That body is now part of our therapeutic arsenal. The men here have free use of it, within reason, as prescribed. It’s part of your duties.”

My mouth went dry. Free use. The words echoed, horrible and thrilling all at once. Images flashed—the exam table, the vibrator, my own helpless climax. This was that, but magnified a thousand times.

“I… that’s not nursing,” I whispered.

“It’s a higher form of care.” His tone lost none of its smoothness. “And the compensation reflects that. Think of your student loans, Evelyn. Your rent. The freedom that salary provides.” He let that hang, a heavy, seductive weight. “The choice is yours, of course. You can walk out. But the job offer, at this salary… it’s contingent on your full participation in our methods.”

I felt the walls closing in. The numbers marched through my head—the debt, the bills, the grim studio apartment, the clunky car that needed new tires. The offer letter’s figure was a lifeline, the only one I had. Walking away meant drowning.

My heart hammered against my ribs. This was insane. Illegal. Wrong.

“I…” The word was a croak. I thought of his finger inside me, the shocking, shameful pleasure of it. A hidden part of me, one I’d never acknowledged, stirred at the memory of that loss of control. “I need the job.”

His smile widened, a flash of genuine warmth that didn’t reach his eyes. “Excellent. Then let’s begin.”

He stood, and I followed him, my legs moving on autopilot. We walked down a quiet hall, the squeak of my new sneakers loud in my ears. He stopped at a door, room 314.

“Mr. Robinson. Coronary bypass, four days post-op. Stable, but experiencing some discomfort.” Dr. Hardwick spoke in a low murmur outside the door. “Your task is to alleviate his pain by providing a pleasurable distraction.”

He opened the door without knocking.

The room was dim, the blinds half-closed. An older man, maybe in his sixties, with a thatch of gray hair and a weary face, lay propped up in the bed. He looked at Dr. Hardwick, then at me, confusion shifting to a dawning, hungry interest.

“Mr. Robinson, this is Nurse Granger. She’ll be assisting with your treatment today.”

Mr. Robinson’s eyes, a faded blue, traveled over my body in the scrubs. A slow smile spread. “Well, hello there.”

“Evelyn,” Dr. Hardwick said, his voice dropping to that firm, instructive tone. “Proceed. Begin with oral stimulation.”

My face burned. Here? Now? With him watching? Mr. Robinson was already pushing the thin hospital blanket down, fumbling with the ties of his gown. He pulled the fabric aside.

His cock lay against his thigh, already half-hard. It was thick, veined, bigger than I’d expected for a man his age and condition.

“Nurse,” Dr. Hardwick prompted, a slight edge in his voice.

The financial numbers screamed in my skull. I moved to the bedside, my hands trembling. I could feel Dr. Hardwick’s gaze on my back, a physical pressure. Mr. Robinson watched me, his breathing a little quicker.

I bent over the bed rail. The smell of stale sleep and antiseptic filled my nose. I closed my eyes for a second, then opened them, focusing on the task. Just a procedure, I told myself. A clinical act.

I took him in my hand. He was warm, the skin loose. I leaned down and took the head into my mouth.

A low groan came from above me. “That’s it,” Mr. Robinson sighed.

I worked, using my tongue, my lips, trying to detach my mind. But sensation invaded. The salty taste of pre-cum. The heavy weight on my tongue. The way he grew harder, fuller, until my mouth strained to accommodate him. My own body betrayed me, a familiar, slick heat gathering between my legs. Shameful. Inexplicable.

From the corner of my eye, I saw Dr. Hardwick. He had leaned against the wall, his arms crossed. His right hand was down, moving slowly, rhythmically in the front of his trousers. He was stroking himself, watching me suck this old man’s cock. His expression was one of intense, cool study.

“Enough,” Dr. Hardwick said after a few minutes. His voice was a little thicker. “Mount him, Evelyn. Cowgirl position. Let him feel your warmth.”

I pulled back, my lips wet, my mind reeling. I stood on shaky legs. My fingers went to the hem of my scrub top. I pulled it over my head, dropping it to the floor. Then the pants. I stood naked at the bedside, the cool air raising goosebumps on my skin. Mr. Robinson’s eyes devoured me, lingering on my breasts, my hips, the blonde triangle of hair below.

“Get on the bed. Straddle him.”

I climbed onto the mattress, the springs groaning under my weight. I swung a leg over his hips, kneeling over him. His hands came up, groping my breasts, pinching my nipples. I gasped, the sensation sharp and direct. I reached down, took his cock, and guided it to my entrance.

I sank down.

The stretch was immediate, a burning fullness that stole my breath. He was big, and I wasn’t ready. I paused, impaled, my inner muscles fluttering around the intrusion.

“Move, Nurse,” Dr. Hardwick commanded softly.

I began to rock, a tentative up-and-down motion. The friction sparked, a live wire in my core. My own wetness made the slide easier, a lewd, slick sound filling the room. Pleasure, unwanted and fierce, began to coil deep inside me. My hips found a rhythm, riding him faster, taking him deeper. The bed frame knocked softly against the wall.

Mr. Robinson grunted, his hands grabbing my hips, his fingers digging in. “Yeah… oh, fuck, yeah…”

I was losing myself in it. The sheer, physical mechanics of it. The feel of him filling me, the slap of skin, the building tension in my own belly. I rode him hard, my breasts bouncing, sweat sheening my skin. The clinical pretense evaporated. This was raw, animal sex, and my body was all for it.

The orgasm took me by surprise. It wasn’t the sharp, electric burst from the vibrator, but a deep, rolling wave that started in my core and radiated outward. My back arched, a silent scream on my lips as I convulsed around him, milking his cock with my contractions.

My climax triggered his. With a choked shout, he bucked beneath me, his hold on my hips turning bruising. I felt the hot, pulsing rush as he came inside me, jet after jet, flooding my depths. I collapsed forward onto his chest, spent, panting, his release leaking out of me onto the sheets.

For a moment, there was only the sound of our ragged breathing.

Then, Dr. Hardwick’s voice, closer now. “Well done. Off, please.”

I pushed myself up, disengaging from Mr. Robinson’s softening cock with a wet, soft sound. I climbed off the bed, unsteady on my feet. Cum trickled down my inner thigh.

“Bend over that cabinet,” Dr. Hardwick said, nodding toward a low, wide storage unit against the wall.

My mind was foggy, submissive. I obeyed, walking on trembling legs to the cabinet. I bent at the waist, placing my palms flat on the cool laminate surface. My ass was exposed to the room, to Mr. Robinson’s gaze, to Dr. Hardwick.

I heard the rustle of clothing, the zip of his fly. Then he was behind me, his body pressing close. His hands gripped my hips, possessive and firm. The broad, blunt head of his cock nudged at my slick, used entrance.

He pushed in.

He was thicker than Mr. Robinson. The stretch was different, more demanding. He filled me completely, a deep, penetrating invasion. He didn’t wait, didn’t gentle. He pulled back and thrust, a hard, smooth stroke that drove a moan from my throat.

“Yes,” he hissed behind me, his rhythm establishing fast and deep.

This was nothing like the ride on Mr. Robinson. This was being taken, used. His thrusts were powerful, precise, each one jolting me forward on the cabinet. His fingers bit into the flesh of my hips. The sound of skin slapping skin was louder, sharper. The mix of their cum inside me made the glide obscenely wet.

Mr. Robinson watched, his hand moving under the sheets, stroking himself again as he witnessed Dr. Hardwick claiming me.

The pleasure was overwhelming, a dark tide pulling me under. Each deep drive brushed a spot inside me that made stars burst behind my eyelids. My earlier climax had just primed me; this one built faster, hotter, a pressure threatening to shatter me.

“You feel that?” Dr. Hardwick grunted, his pace relentless. “You feel how well you’re being used? This is your job now.”

His words, degrading and true, pushed me over. Another orgasm tore through me, violent and consuming. I cried out, my body clamping around him in vicious pulses. He groaned, a raw, unfiltered sound, and his thrusts lost their precision, becoming frantic. He buried himself to the hilt and held there, his own release pumping into me, hot and endless, mixing with what was already there.

We stayed like that for a long moment, joined, panting. Then he slid out. A gush of warm fluid followed, dripping down my legs onto the floor.

I stayed bent over, trying to catch my breath, my mind blank and humming.

“Get dressed,” Dr. Hardwick said, his voice back to its normal, composed baritone. I heard him fixing his clothes.

I pushed myself upright, my legs shaky. I picked up my scrubs from the floor, pulled them on. The fabric felt rough against my sensitive skin. I didn’t look at Mr. Robinson. I couldn’t.

Dr. Hardwick checked the patient’s vitals monitor, made a note on the chart at the foot of the bed. He turned to me. A sheen of sweat glistened at his temple. He looked… energized.

“You did great, Evelyn. Truly. A natural.” He stepped closer, his voice for me alone. “This is just the beginning. There’s much more work to be done.”

3 - MRS. BROWN’S BREAST AUGMENTATION

MFF / Nipple Play / Cunnilingus / Fingering / PIV Sex

Dr. Hardwick’s hand was a firm pressure on my back, guiding me away from room 314 and down another corridor. My body still hummed from the double filling, a slick reminder between my thighs. My mind felt scraped raw, swinging between shame and a strange, floating detachment.

“Mrs. Eleanor Brown,” he said, his voice cutting through my haze. “Forty-eight. Status-post augmentation mammoplasty and abdominoplasty. Five days out. Healing well, but circulation to the new tissue is paramount.” He glanced at me, his brown eyes sharp. “You’ll assist.”

We entered the room.

The room was different. Larger. Flowers filled every surface, their cloying sweetness mixing with the hospital smell. The woman in the bed looked like a magazine photo recovering from a shoot. Sleek, dark hair fanned over the pillow. Her face was carefully made-up, her expression one of bored expectation.

“Eleanor, this is Nurse Granger.”

Mrs. Brown’s eyes, a cool hazel, appraised me. A smile touched her lips. “Fresh meat. How lovely.”

Dr. Hardwick moved to the bedside with a familiar, effortless authority. “Just need to check your incisions, Eleanor. The healing is excellent.” He didn’t ask her to disrobe. He simply pulled the sheet and gown down, exposing her chest.

Her breasts were high, round, artificially perfect. The faint red lines beneath them were neat, almost artistic. Her skin was pale and looked soft. My mouth went dry for a different reason now. She was beautiful in a daunting, polished way.

He leaned close, his fingers gently probing the flesh around the implants. “No swelling. No heat. Excellent.” His touch was clinical, but Mrs. Brown’s breath hitched, her back arching slightly into his hand. “Sensitivity is returning, I see.”

“Yes, they’re very sensitive,” she murmured, her gaze sliding to me.

“Understood.” Dr. Hardwick straightened. “Nurse Granger.” He turned to me. “Lactation simulation. Suckling encourages blood flow, promotes lymphatic drainage.”

My pulse jumped. Suckling?

“Go on,” Mrs. Brown said, her voice a low purr. “I don’t bite.”

Dr. Hardwick gave a slight, imperceptible nod.

I stepped forward, my legs unsteady. The space between the bed and me felt vast. I leaned over her, the scent of her perfume—something floral and expensive—filling my senses. Her nipple, a pale pink, was already pebbled tight.

I lowered my head and took it into my mouth.

A sharp gasp from above me. Her hand came up, her fingers threading into my hair, not guiding, but holding. I closed my lips around the firm bud, my tongue circling. The taste was clean skin and a faint saltiness. I suckled, gently at first, then with more pressure.

“Yes,” she hissed, her hips shifting on the bed. Her other hand came up to cradle her other breast, her thumb stroking the nipple. “The other one. Don’t neglect it.”

I switched, my mouth latching onto her left breast. I sucked, my cheeks hollowing. The sensation was oddly meditative, the pull and release. Her breathing grew ragged. Her grip in my hair tightened, pushing me deeper against her. Heat radiated from her skin. My own nipples tightened, a sympathetic ache blooming in my core. I was becoming wet again, the scrubs fabric rubbing faintly against me with each small movement.

“Good,” Dr. Hardwick observed. I could feel him watching, a constant presence. “Now, Eleanor needs deeper relaxation. Evelyn, you’ll perform oral stimulation.”

I pulled back, my lips wet, a string of saliva breaking between my mouth and her glistening nipple. Mrs. Brown was already moving, hiking the thin hospital gown up around her waist. She scooted to the very edge of the bed, spreading her legs. She was completely bare, her pubic hair neatly trimmed. Her folds were already flushed, glistening.

“Kneel,” Dr. Hardwick instructed, his voice devoid of inflection.

I sank to my knees on the cool linoleum. The position was submissive, utterly exposed. Her scent, musky and rich, washed over me. I looked up the length of her body to see her watching me, her head propped on a pillow, a look of avid curiosity on her face.

I leaned in.

My tongue found her center, a slow, flat stroke from bottom to top. She jolted, a low moan vibrating in her chest. Her taste was stronger, more complex than Mr. Robinson’s clean saltiness. I circled her clit, then dipped lower, pushing my tongue into her opening. She was hot, silken.

“Use your fingers,” Dr. Hardwick said. “Open her.”

I brought my hand up, two fingers sliding easily into her wetness. I curled them, searching, as my mouth returned to her clit, sucking gently. Her hips began to rock against my face, finding a rhythm. My own arousal was a demanding throb, ignored but persistent. The sounds were obscene—wet, sucking noises, her sharp gasps, the rustle of sheets.

“I’m close,” she panted. “Don’t stop.”

I didn’t. I worked her with my mouth and fingers, losing myself in the mechanics, in the feedback of her trembling thighs, the clutch of her inner muscles around my fingers. Her moans climbed in pitch.

Her orgasm hit suddenly. Her back bowed off the bed, a choked cry tearing from her throat. A hot, tangy rush flooded my mouth, more liquid than I expected, spilling over my lips and chin. I swallowed instinctively, keeping my mouth sealed to her, feeling her pulse and quiver against my tongue until the waves subsided.

I pulled back, breathing hard, wiping my chin with the back of my hand. She lay boneless, a satisfied smile on her face.

Dr. Hardwick moved then. I heard his zipper. “She requires more treatment. I’ll take over now.”

Mrs. Brown rolled onto her hands and knees, presenting herself to him over the edge of the mattress. She looked back at him, eyes heavy-lidded. “By all means, Doctor.”

He positioned himself behind her. I watched, still on my knees, as he guided his thick, erect cock to her slick entrance. He pushed forward, sinking into her in one smooth, deep thrust.

“God,” she groaned, her head dropping.

He set a ruthless pace from the start, his hips pistoning, his hands gripping her hips. The slap of his skin against hers filled the room. My own body clenched in empty sympathy. I could see everything—the way he stretched her, the glistening evidence of my work on him, the furious concentration on his face.

Mrs. Brown met each thrust, pushing back against him. “Yes… right there… don’t stop!”

Her second climax seemed to wrench itself from her. She screamed, a raw, unfiltered sound, her body shaking violently.

Dr. Hardwick’s rhythm became a frantic, driving force, his breath hitching into guttural growls that filled the flower-scented room. With one final, devastatingly deep thrust, he groaned, his body going rigid as he found his own release inside her. The room was silent, save for the sound of labored breathing and the distant hum of hospital machinery. He slowly withdrew, his expression returning to its mask of clinical detachedness as he adjusted his clothing.

“Excellent response, Eleanor,” he murmured, patting her hip with a professional finality. “Nurse Granger, clean up and then report to the station. Your shift is concluded.”

I stood on shaky legs, my knees clicking on the linoleum. Using a basin and a soft cloth, I wiped the evidence of the "treatment" from Mrs. Brown’s thighs and my own face, my movements mechanical. Mrs. Brown watched me through heavy-lidded eyes, a small, triumphant smirk playing on her lips.

The drive home was a blur of streetlights and neon signs. The interior of my car felt small, the air conditioning doing little to cool the flush that still burned on my skin. My body felt heavy, used, and impossibly sensitive; the simple friction of my scrubs against my thighs felt like an intimate caress. I could still smell it—the scent of Dr. Hardwick’s musk, Mrs. Brown’s perfume, and the salty, metallic tang of the day’s various encounters.

I pulled into my apartment complex and sat in the dark for a long moment, my hands still gripping the steering wheel. I should have been horrified. I should have quit. The student loans, the car payment, the rent—they were all valid excuses, but I knew they weren't the whole truth.

A dark, electric thrill hummed deep in my core, an echo of the surrender I’d felt under Hardwick’s command. For the first time in my life, I didn't have to be the one in control. I was a tool, a vessel, a “free use” nurse, and the sheer, degrading simplicity of it was the most arousing thing I had ever experienced.

As I climbed out of the car, a slow, secret smile touched my lips. Monday was over, but Tuesday was coming, and I found myself wondering exactly which room Dr. Hardwick would lead me into next.

4 - STAFF ORIENTATION

MMMFFF / Group Sex / Orgy / Blowjob / PIV Sex / Collar

The pale blue scrubs felt different on my second day. Not crisp and new, but like a second skin, a uniform that already knew the shape of my shame. My body still hummed with the memory of yesterday—Mr. Robinson’s rough hands, the deep fullness, the shocking, undeniable pleasure of being used. And Dr. Hardwick, taking me right after, claiming what was already claimed. I walked through the hospital doors with a strange mix of dread and a low, simmering anticipation.

Dr. Hardwick was waiting for me near the nurses' station. He looked up from a chart, his dark eyes capturing mine instantly. “Nurse Granger. Good. You’re with me. Staff orientation this morning.”

Orientation. The word sounded normal, bureaucratic. A flicker of hope sparked—maybe today would be about paperwork, protocols, something sterile and safe. I fell into step beside him, my sneakers whispering on the linoleum.

He led me not to a lecture hall, but to a small, windowless meeting room on the administrative floor. The lights were bright, clinical. A long, polished table dominated the space. Two men in white coats were already there, standing by a projector that wasn’t turned on. They looked up as we entered.

“Doctors, this is Nurse Evelyn Granger,” Dr. Hardwick said, his hand a light press on my lower back, guiding me forward. “Evelyn, Dr. Blackwell, and Dr. Moss.”

Dr. Blackwell was older, with silver threads in his dark hair and a sharp, discerning gaze. Dr. Moss was younger, maybe late twenties, with an athletic build and a friendly, open face that felt at odds with the setting. Both looked me over with a professional interest that quickly warmed into something more.

Two other women were already seated at the table. They stood as we approached. One had red hair pulled into a neat bun, her green eyes wide and anxious. The other was a brunette with a curvier figure, her lips pressed into a thin line.

“These are your fellow new hires,” Dr. Hardwick continued. “Nurse Sarah Chapman,” he indicated the redhead, “and Nurse Chloe Rhodes.” The brunette gave a tight nod.

“Please, everyone, sit,” Dr. Hardwick said, taking his place at the head of the table. We all sat, the chairs scraping softly. The air felt charged, thick.

“Welcome to Liberty Hospital,” Dr. Hardwick began, folding his hands on the table. His voice was calm, authoritative, the same tone he’d used to explain a diagnosis. “You’ve all passed your individual assessments. You understand our unique, progressive philosophy. Today’s orientation is about internal culture. We believe staff morale is not just a peripheral concern—it is the bedrock of effective patient treatment. A stressed, frustrated, or unfulfilled caregiver cannot provide true healing.”

I kept my eyes on the grain of the wood table. My pulse was a quick drum in my ears.

“Here at Liberty,” Dr. Hardwick went on, “we practice what we preach. We care for each other. We… service each other. It fosters a profound sense of unity.”

My throat closed. I glanced at Sarah and Chloe. Sarah’s knuckles were white where she gripped the table edge. Chloe stared straight ahead, her expression unreadable.

“The senior medical staff bear the greatest burdens,” Dr. Blackwell said, his voice a smooth baritone. “Our need for release is, consequently, the most acute.”

Dr. Moss nodded, a casual, agreeable motion. “It’s about mutual benefit. You alleviate our stress, we ensure your environment is supportive, your compensation generous.” He smiled, and it was almost convincing.

Dr. Hardwick stood. “Consider this your first official team-building exercise.” His gaze swept over the three of us. “Nurses. Your senior colleagues require attention. You will provide it. Now.”

The command hung in the air, absolute.

Then, moving in unison, the three doctors undid their belts, the clicks of the buckles loud as gunshots in the quiet room. Zippers lowered. They pushed their trousers and briefs down just enough, freeing themselves.

Three cocks, already thickening under the fluorescent lights. Dr. Hardwick’s was familiar—long, thick, a prominent vein tracing its length. Dr. Blackwell’s was slightly shorter but impressively girthy. Dr. Moss’s was like the rest of him—athletic, straight, flushed with blood.

“Knees,” Dr. Hardwick said, the word soft and final.

A sob caught in Sarah’s throat, but she slid from her chair onto the floor. Chloe followed, her movements stiff. My own body acted before my mind could fully protest, the training from yesterday already ingrained. I sank to my knees on the cool tile, positioning myself between Dr. Hardwick’s spread legs.

The musky, masculine scent of him filled my senses. I looked up. He looked down, his expression calm, expectant. This is your function now. His words from yesterday echoed. My hands trembled as I reached out, taking his hard length in my fingers. The skin was smooth, hot. I leaned forward, opened my mouth, and took him in.

A low, satisfied sigh floated above me. I heard similar sounds from around the table—soft gasps, wet noises. Chloe was working on Dr. Blackwell, her head bobbing. Sarah had Dr. Moss’s cock in her mouth, her eyes squeezed shut.

I focused on the weight on my tongue, the salty pre-cum beading at the tip. I swirled my tongue, sucked, taking him deeper. My jaw ached, but a familiar heat was pooling in my belly, a traitorous ache between my own legs. The humiliation of doing this in a room with others, of being watched, somehow fed the fire. My cheeks hollowed as I sucked harder, a wanton, eager rhythm.

Dr. Hardwick’s hand came to rest on the back of my head, not forcing, just guiding. “Good,” he murmured. “Very good, Evelyn.”

From my periphery, I saw Dr. Blackwell fisting a hand in Chloe’s bun, holding her still as he pushed deeper into her throat. Dr. Moss had his hands on Sarah’s shoulders, his hips pumping in short, shallow thrusts against her face. The room filled with the sounds of it—gags, slurps, ragged breathing.

After a few minutes, Dr. Hardwick’s grip tightened. “Enough. Stand up. All of you. Remove your scrubs.”

We pulled away, strings of saliva breaking. We stood on shaky legs. My fingers went to the hem of my scrub top. Sarah’s makeup was smudged, mascara ran down her cheeks. Her red lipstick was smeared. She undressed slowly, a look of uncertainty on her face. Chloe’s face was a stony mask, but her hands were quick, almost frantic. We let the fabric fall, a pile of pale blue at our feet. The air was cool on my naked skin. I felt wildly exposed, three women standing bare before three fully clothed, erect men.

Dr. Hardwick sat back in his chair, spreading his legs wider. “Evelyn. Here.”

I moved to him, my heart hammering. He guided me onto his lap, my back to his chest. I straddled him, feeling the hard press of his cock against my inner thigh. His hands settled on my hips, lifting me. I reached between us, positioning him, and then sank down.

The penetration was slow, deep, an exquisite, burning stretch that made me gasp. He filled me perfectly. I was still slick from sucking him, from my own arousal. He let me set the pace at first, my hands braced on his thighs as I began to move, rising and falling. The chair creaked beneath us.

“Look at your teammates,” he whispered in my ear, his breath hot. “Learn from each other.”

I turned my head. Dr. Blackwell had bent Chloe over the polished table. He stood behind her, one hand splayed on her back, the other guiding his cock into her from behind. He shoved forward, and Chloe cried out, her fingers scrambling for purchase on the slick surface. Dr. Moss had Sarah pinned against the wall, her hands flat against it as he drove into her with hard, rhythmic thrusts. Her cries were muffled against her arm.

The sight of them, the raw carnality of it, sent a new shock of heat through me. My rhythm on Dr. Hardwick’s lap became more desperate, more hungry. I rode him faster, the slap of our bodies joining the chorus of other slaps and moans. His fingers dug into my hips, taking over, driving me up and down on his shaft with forceful lifts.

“That’s it,” he grunted. “Use that pretty body. Serve your purpose.”

Pleasure coiled, tight and urgent. The friction of him sliding in and out of my soaked channel, the visual feast of the other couplings, the sheer deviance of it all—it coalesced into a tidal wave. My orgasm slammed into me, a violent, clenching shock that ripped a sharp cry from my throat. I convulsed around him, my inner muscles milking his cock in frantic pulses.

My climax triggered his. With a harsh groan, he slammed me down, burying himself to the hilt. I felt the hot, sudden flood as he emptied inside me, jet after jet, his own hips bucking up into mine. We stayed locked together, panting, as the waves subsided.

Across the room, the others were finishing. Dr. Blackwell roared as he came into Chloe, his body shuddering. Dr. Moss pinned Sarah to the wall, his release pumping into her with a series of sharp, final thrusts.

Slowly, the room settled into a heavy, post-coital silence, broken only by ragged breaths. The doctors gently disengaged. Cum leaked down my thigh as I stood, unsteady. Sarah slid down the wall to sit on the floor, her face buried in her knees. Chloe remained bent over the table, her shoulders shaking.

Dr. Hardwick stood, tucking himself back into his trousers with practiced ease. Dr. Blackwell and Dr. Moss did the same, their professionalism returning as swiftly as it had vanished. They looked… relaxed. Satisfied.

Dr. Hardwick walked to a small cabinet I hadn’t noticed and opened it. He pulled out three objects that gleamed under the lights. He turned to face us.

“Stand, please. Line up.”

We obeyed, moving like sleepwalkers. We stood naked before him—Sarah, me, Chloe.

“Today, you became part of the Liberty family,” Dr. Hardwick said. His voice held a ceremonial weight. “This is a commitment we take seriously.”

He held up one of the objects. It was a collar. Sleek, black leather, maybe an inch wide. A small, silver lock dangled from a D-ring at the front.

“This is a symbol of your dedication. Of your place here. It will be worn at all times on hospital premises.”

My breath caught. A collar. Like property. Like a pet.

Dr. Hardwick stepped to Sarah first. She flinched as he brought the leather around her throat. The click of the lock engaging was a small, definitive sound. He moved to me. The leather was cool, supple. He fastened it, the lock resting just above my sternum. It felt heavy. Real. Then he collared Chloe.

We stood there, marked.

“These are a reminder of our shared bond,” Dr. Moss said with a faint, wry smile. “Do not attempt to remove them. The keys are kept secure.”

Dr. Hardwick surveyed us, a proud, possessive glint in his eyes. “Welcome to the team, nurses. You may get dressed.”

He turned and left the room with the other doctors, leaving the three of us alone, standing in the wreckage of the orientation, the new weights around our necks still cool against our skin.

5 - THE SPECIALIZED EQUIPMENT ROOM

MMF / Medical Exam / Sex Machine / Bondage / Group Sex / Nipple Clamps / Vibrator / Dildo / Anal

Dr. Hardwick led me down a corridor I hadn’t seen before. The usual hospital hum faded, replaced by the deeper silence of a secured wing. My legs still felt loose, my insides tender and wet from the morning’s… work.

“Your adaptability is impressive, Evelyn,” Dr. Hardwick said, his voice echoing slightly off the tiled walls. “But practical patient care is only one facet of your role. Quality control is paramount.”

He stopped before a door marked ‘SR-7: Specialized Equipment & Calibration’. A keycard swipe, a soft beep, and the door sighed open.

The room inside was a stark contrast to the rest of the hospital. It looked less like a medical space and more like a laboratory from a futuristic film. Sleek consoles glowed with readouts. Racks held devices of polished chrome and black silicone that I couldn’t immediately identify. And in the center, under a bank of cool, white LED lights, stood a table.

It was an exam table, but evolved. Reinforced straps dangled from its sides. Articulating arms with clamps and probes were folded neatly against its base. A large screen above it displayed a wireframe model of a human body.

Another man stood beside it, reviewing a tablet. I recognized him immediately from the staff orientation.

“Ah, Evelyn, you’ve met Dr. Blackwell,” Dr. Hardwick said, ushering me in. “He oversees our biomedical engineering and therapeutic device development.”

Dr. Blackwell gave a curt nod. “Good to see you again, Evelyn.” He set the tablet down. “We’ve just finished calibrating the somatic response table. It requires a live-stress test with a compatible subject. You’ll do.”

The words were so clinical, so matter-of-fact. A compatible subject.

“I… what does that mean?” I asked, my voice small in the high-tech space.

Dr. Hardwick stepped closer, his tone dropping into that familiar, persuasive register. “Every piece of equipment at Liberty must be certified for patient safety and therapeutic efficacy. This table monitors neurological, cardiovascular, and muscular responses during… stimulation. We need to ensure the sensors are accurate, the calibrations correct. It’s a vital part of your duties.”

Dr. Blackwell was already moving, powering on the console. The screen flickered to life, showing a series of zeroed-out graphs. “Disrobe and assume position on the table, please. Central alignment is critical.”

My heart started a frantic rhythm against my ribs. This was different. The room with Mr. Robinson had the veneer of patient care, however twisted. This was pure, cold testing. I stood frozen, my eyes tracing the thick leather straps.

“Evelyn,” Dr. Hardwick said, softer now. He moved to stand in front of me, blocking my view of the table, forcing me to look at him. His brown eyes held mine. “That salary. The freedom it buys. Think of it. This is just another step. A necessary one. And…” A faint, knowing smile touched his lips. “Your body enjoys the work. We have the data to prove it.”

Shame and a dark, curling thrill twisted together in my gut. He was right. The humiliation of the exam, the shocking pleasure of being used by a patient and then by him—my body had sung through it all. It had craved it.

My fingers went to the tie of my scrub top. I didn’t look at either man as I undressed, letting the soft blue fabric pool at my feet. The air in the room was cool, raising goosebumps on my bare skin. I walked to the table on legs that felt like wood. The surface was padded but unyielding, chilling against my back.

“Arms at your sides, legs spread to the markers,” Dr. Blackwell instructed, his voice all business.

I complied, lying back, placing my heels on the indicated pads. My heart hammered so hard I could feel it in my throat.

Dr. Hardwick moved first. He took a wide, padded strap and secured it across my thighs, just above my knees. The buckle clicked with finality. Another went across my hips, pinning my pelvis to the table. Two more straps cinched my wrists to the side rails. I was spread, open, utterly immobilized.

Dr. Blackwell approached with a tray of small, adhesive sensors. His touch was efficient, detached. He placed one on the inside of each wrist, one over my heart, two on my abdomen. The last few he placed with precise care: one on the sensitive skin of my inner thigh, and two more, small and circular, on either side of my pubic bone, just above my mound.

A wireless module was clipped to the strap at my hip. Instantly, the screen above me lit up with vibrant, jumping lines. A steady, rapid beep-beep-beep filled the room—my heart rate, displayed for them in real time.

“Elevated sinus rhythm. Expected,” Dr. Blackwell murmured, making a note on his tablet.

Dr. Hardwick picked up a small, wicked-looking device from a tray. It was a clamp, but delicate, made of brushed metal with a soft silicone lining. He leaned over me, his face close to my breast. His breath was warm on my skin.

“Nipple clamps,” he explained, his voice a low hum just for me. “To measure localized vasoconstriction.”

The touch of the cold metal made me flinch. He positioned the first clamp over my right nipple, the silicone cups gentle but firm. A click, and a subtle, biting pressure began, sharp and sweet. He repeated the process on the left. The sensation was immediate and intense—a focused ache that seemed to pull a thread of heat straight down to my core. On the screen, one of the graph lines spiked.

A soft, involuntary sound escaped my lips.

Dr. Blackwell watched the screens, nodding. “Physiological response is clear. Proceed to the primary tactile stimulator.”

Dr. Hardwick exchanged a look with him, then selected a different device. It was a vibrator, but unlike any I’d seen. Sleek, contoured, with a broad, flat tip. He flicked a switch on its base, and a deep, resonant hum filled the air, vibrating in my bones before it even touched me.

He didn’t tease. He brought it directly to my clit.

The effect was electric, brutal in its precision. The vibration wasn’t a surface buzz; it was a penetrating thrum that shook my entire pelvic floor. My back arched off the table as much as the straps would allow. A choked cry tore from my throat. The graphs on the screen went wild, lines jagging upward.

“Heartrate is increasing. Respiration is accelerating,” Dr. Blackwell noted, his eyes fixed on the data.

Dr. Hardwick held the device steady, his other hand resting on my lower belly, feeling the muscles jump and quiver beneath his palm. The pleasure was unbearable, a coil of white-hot wire tightening to breaking point. Just as I felt myself tipping over the edge, he pulled the vibrator away.

The loss was a physical pain. I whimpered, my hips straining against the straps, seeking the vanished stimulation.

“Not yet,” Dr. Hardwick interjected, his voice heavy with a clinical focus that mirrored my own desperation. He pressed a command on the interface, and the table’s articulated arm hissed as it unfolded with robotic precision.

He opened a cabinet, selecting two instruments—long, tapered, and crafted from a dull, flesh-like material. Dildos. One was substantial, a daunting weight in his hand; the other was even larger, a broad, intimidating length. Without a word, Dr. Hardwick clicked both into the mounting brackets of the articulated arm, the mechanical locks snapping into place with a terrifying, final sound.

My breath came in short, sharp pants. The screen showed my heart rate climbing into a red zone.

Dr. Hardwick coated the first one generously with clear gel from a dispenser. He positioned the dildo between my strapped-down legs. His eyes met mine, holding my gaze as he pressed the broad, rounded tip against my entrance.

“Initiate penetration sequence. Record depth and resistance,” Dr. Blackwell intoned from his console.

Dr. Hardwick pushed.

The stretch was immense, a slow, burning invasion that made me gasp. He worked it into me with steady, inexorable pressure, inch by impossible inch, until the entire device was buried inside me. I was so full, stretched to a breathtaking limit. The feeling of being filled, owned by an object, under their watchful eyes, sent a violent tremor through me.

Before I could adjust, Dr. Hardwick grabbed the second dildo. He slicked it, his movements calm and methodical. His fingers brushed against the sensitive pucker of my ass, spreading the gel. The touch there, so intimate, so clinical, made my whole body clench around the intrusion in my pussy.

“Anal insertion. Sequential,” Dr. Blackwell said.

The pressure at my back entrance was a blunt, impossible demand. I shook my head, a silent no, but the word wouldn’t form. Dr. Hardwick leaned his weight into it.

The breach was a sharp, stunning shock of pain that melted almost instantly into a deep, overwhelming fullness. He pushed it in, slowly, until both devices were buried to the base inside me. I was packed, stretched in both channels, immobile and impaled. The feeling was beyond anything I’d ever known—a consuming, devouring fullness that stole the air from my lungs.

“Activate dual-motion protocol,” Dr. Blackwell said.

A motor purred to life. The dildos inside me began to move.

They began to thrust with a relentless, mechanical precision. The articulated arm drove them in and out, the movements perfectly synchronized to maximize the internal stretch. One would plunge deep, bottoming out against my cervix, while the other retreated only a fraction before surging forward again, creating a maddening, ceaseless friction.

The sensations blurred together—the rhythmic thud of the dual penetration, the sharp bite of the clamps on my nipples, and the ghost-echo of the vibrator’s torment on my oversensitive clit. Every inch of me was occupied, governed by a machine that didn't tire and didn't care for my pleas.

My world shrank to the table, to the sensations, to the two men observing my destruction. Pleasure, sharp and jagged, built upon itself, a wave with no crest. I was babbling, begging, though I don’t know what I was asking for. Stop. More. Please.

Dr. Hardwick watched my face, his own expression one of intense, scientific fascination. “Look at the somatic readouts. She’s approaching systemic overload.”

The coiled spring inside me snapped.

My climax wasn’t a wave; it was a detonation. It ripped through me with a violence that made my vision whiten. My body seized against the straps, back bowing, a raw, shattered scream tearing from my throat. A hot gush of fluid erupted from me, soaking the table beneath me, the sound obscenely loud in the sterile room. The thrusting devices milked the orgasm, prolonging it into an agony of pleasure that felt endless. I convulsed, the graphs on the screen spiking into flat, chaotic lines.

Slowly, so slowly, the motions ceased. The devices stilled inside me. The world swam back into focus.

Dr. Hardwick was smiling, a real, full smile. “The efficacy of the apparatus is absolute. Remarkable.” He began undoing the straps. The release of pressure was its own profound sensation. Dr. Blackwell came over and peeled the sensors from my skin, his touch brisk.

The devices were withdrawn, one after the other, leaving me feeling hollowed out and used. The clamps were removed, the sudden rush of blood back to my nipples a sharp, bright pain. I lay there, trembling violently, covered in a sheen of sweat and my own release.

“You can get dressed, Evelyn,” Dr. Hardwick said, as if dismissing me from a tutoring session.

I pushed myself up, my arms weak. I gathered my scrubs, my movements clumsy. As I pulled the soft fabric over my sensitive skin, I looked at the table, at the wet spot I’d left behind, at the sophisticated machines that had just mapped my ruin.

This was the job. Not nursing. Not therapy. This. I had my freedom bought and paid for. And as I fastened my pants with trembling fingers, the ghost of that double-filled, shattering climax still echoing in every nerve, one thought screamed louder than the shame or the fear.

What in god’s name is next?

6 - THE VIP WING

MF / Age Gap / Spanking / Blowjob / Cunnilingus / Rimming / PIV Sex / Anal

The morning light felt different as I walked into Liberty Hospital. Less like an institution, more like the entrance to a theater where I was both stagehand and star. My body still hummed with the phantom vibrations from the calibration table, a constant, low-grade reminder of what I was now. Dr. Hardwick met me not at the nurses’ station, but by a private elevator with a keypad.

“Today is important, Evelyn,” he said, his voice holding a new, keen edge. He tapped the code. The doors slid open silently. “You’re being assigned to our VIP wing. Our most generous benefactors reside here. Their comfort, and their continued patronage, is our highest priority.”

The elevator rose smoothly. When it opened, the world changed.

Plush, cream-colored carpet replaced linoleum. The air smelled of lavender and money, not bleach. Soft, ambient music played from hidden speakers. The hallway looked like a boutique hotel, with oil paintings and tasteful sconces.

“Mr. Alexander Sterling,” Dr. Hardwick said as we walked. “Hedge fund titan. In for a minor cardiac scare, more preventative than critical. He finds hospital stays… tedious. He requires around-the-clock engagement.” He stopped before a set of double mahogany doors. “His annual donation potential is in the eight-figure range. The board is… invested in his satisfaction.”

He looked at me, his intense brown eyes pinning me in place. “Go above and beyond, Evelyn. Be imaginative. Be… thorough. Secure his commitment. The hospital is counting on you.”

He gave my shoulder a firm, proprietary squeeze, then turned and walked away, leaving me alone before the imposing doors.

I took a breath, smoothed my pale blue scrubs, and knocked.

“Enter.” The voice was a confident baritone, used to command.

I pushed the door open. The room wasn’t a room; it was a suite. A wall of windows overlooked the city. A sitting area with a leather sofa and a large flat-screen TV occupied one corner. The bed was king-sized, with a padded headboard and high-thread-count linens. In it, propped against a mountain of pillows, was Mr. Sterling.

He was younger than I expected, maybe late fifties, with a full head of silver hair and a strong, clean-shaven jaw. He wore silk pajamas, open at the collar. He watched me with the assessing, predatory gaze of a man who bought and sold empires before lunch.

“You’re the new diversion,” he stated, setting aside a tablet. “Hardwick’s latest.”

“I’m Nurse Granger,” I said, my voice steadier than I felt.

“I know what you are.” A slow smile spread. “Take off the uniform. I want to see the merchandise.”

The directness was a slap, but a thrilling one. This wasn’t a confused patient or a clinical test. This was a transaction, pure and simple. My value was my body, and he was a discerning buyer. A strange calm settled over me. I was good at this. The data proved it.

I pulled my scrub top over my head. It landed on the carpet. I hooked my thumbs in the waistband of the pants, pushed them down my hips, stepped out. I stood before him, naked, my skin glowing in the morning light filtering through the windows.

He looked his fill, his eyes traveling from my face, down my neck, over my breasts, my stomach, the blonde triangle below, my legs. His expression was one of cool appraisal. “Acceptable. Turn around.”

I turned, feeling his gaze on my back, the curve of my ass.

“Come here.”

I walked to the bedside. Before I could process his movement, his hand shot out and grasped my wrist, pulling me off-balance. I tumbled across his lap, my stomach over his thighs, my ass presented to the air. The position was sudden, childish, utterly dominant.

His palm came down on my right cheek.

The smack was crisp, loud in the quiet suite. A sharp sting bloomed, followed by a spreading heat.

Again.

Left cheek. Another jolt.

He spanked me in a slow, methodical rhythm, each slap landing on fresh, sensitized skin. The pain was bright, clean, and with each impact, a corresponding burst of heat flooded my core. I gasped into the silk of his pajama leg, my body tensing, then melting. This wasn’t punishment. It was preparation. He was lighting up my nerves, waking my flesh for his use. A soft, needy sound escaped me.

He stopped. His hand, now hot, rubbed the warmed flesh of my ass. “Good.” He shifted beneath me. I heard the rustle of fabric. Then his free hand guided my head, turning it, pushing me down.

His cock sprang free, thick and already hard, the head a flushed purple. He didn’t ask. He placed it against my lips.

I opened my mouth.

I took him in, the weight and taste of him, salty and musky. He let me set the pace for a few seconds, then his hand fisted in my hair, holding me still. He began to fuck my mouth with short, controlled thrusts, setting a rhythm that was all his own. I relaxed my throat, letting him use me, the head of his cock hitting the back of my throat with each push. My saliva spilled, slicking his length. The sounds were obscene, wet, greedy. I could feel his thighs tense under me, hear his breathing grow ragged above the sloppy noise.

With a grunt, he pulled my hair, yanking me off him. “Bend over the bed. Ass in the air.”

I scrambled off his lap, my ass still burning, and got on my knees where he pointed. He stood, his pajama pants pooling around his ankles. He walked behind me. His hands gripped my hips, lifting me, positioning me until I was bent over, my hands flat on the mattress, my ass raised high, utterly exposed.

Then his face was there.

His tongue, broad and firm, licked a slow, wet stripe up my slit. I cried out, my fingers clutching the duvet. He didn’t tease. He ate me with a single-minded intensity, his tongue circling my clit, then plunging deep inside my pussy, then retreating to lap at my asshole. He alternated between the two holes with a filthy, focused dedication. The dual sensation was maddening—the soft, wet friction on my clit, the shocking, intimate intrusion there. He pressed his tongue into my ass, and my whole body shuddered, a bolt of pure, electric pleasure shooting up my spine. I was babbling, pushing back against his face, my hips moving of their own accord.

“Please… oh god…”

He gave my ass cheek a sharp slap. “Stay still.”

I forced myself to freeze, trembling, as he continued his feast. The buildup was relentless. I felt my orgasm coiling, a tight spring in my belly, fed by the sting of the spanking, the fullness of his mouth, the utter degradation of the position.

Just as I was about to break, he stopped.

I felt the broad, blunt head of his cock, wet from my mouth and his saliva, press against my soaked entrance. He pushed in with one smooth, powerful thrust, burying himself to the hilt.

I screamed, the stretch a perfect, burning fullness.

He didn’t pause. He set a brutal, driving pace from the start, his hips pistoning, his hands locked on my hips for leverage. The bed rocked with each thrust. The sound of skin slapping skin filled the luxury suite. Each deep drive brushed that spot inside me, the one the machines had found, and sparks flew behind my clenched eyelids.

One of his hands left my hip. I felt his thumb, slick with my wetness, press against my asshole again. He circled it, then pushed a single finger in, alongside his cock.

The double penetration made me see white. I was stuffed, stretched beyond reason, a vessel for his pleasure. He fucked me like that, his cock in my pussy, his finger in my ass, his rhythm never faltering.

“This,” he grunted, his voice strained with effort, “is what I pay for.”

He withdrew his finger. Before I could mourn the loss, I felt the thick head of his cock, dripping with our mixed fluids, nudge against that now-loosened ring of muscle.

“No, wait—” The protest was instinctive, swallowed by a gasp as he pressed forward.

The breach was shocking, a burst of intense pressure that melted into a deep, impossible fullness as he slid his cock into my ass. He filled me there, a different, more profound invasion. He groaned above me, a sound of pure carnal satisfaction.

He started to move again, slower now, each thrust a deliberate conquest. The friction was exquisite, a sharp, sweet burn that ignited every nerve. My earlier climax, held at bay, detonated. It ripped through me without warning, a violent, clenching wave that made my ass muscles spasm and grip his cock in rhythmic pulses. I sobbed into the mattress, my body convulsing around him.

My climax triggered his. With a shout, he hammered into me one last time, buried himself deep, and held. I felt the hot, pulsing jets of his release filling my ass, each pump a claiming stamp. We stayed locked like that for an eternity, both of us panting, spent.

Slowly, he pulled out. A trickle of his cum leaked down my thigh.

I collapsed forward onto the bed, my body a wrung-out, used thing. I heard him moving.

A moment later, a crisp hundred-dollar bill was placed on the mattress next to my face. “For your… exemplary service, Nurse.”

I didn’t touch it. I just lay there, feeling the deep, throbbing ache in my ass, the slick mess between my legs.

“Tell Hardwick,” Mr. Sterling said, his voice back to its cool, commanding ease, “that his new program has my full endorsement. My assistant will draft the donation paperwork before I’m discharged.” He paused. “And tell him I’ll be requesting you for my follow-up consultations.”

7 - NIGHT SHIFT

MMF / Group Sex / Blowjob / Bondage / PIV Sex

The fluorescent lights hummed a lower, sleepier tune on the night shift. The usual daytime bustle was gone, replaced by long stretches of hollow quiet, broken only by the distant beep of a monitor or the squeak of a solitary cart wheel. My own footsteps on the linoleum sounded too loud. I was making my way back from checking vitals in the cardiac wing, the pale blue scrubs feeling like a costume in the empty hallway.

A hand shot out from a half-open doorway, fingers wrapping around my upper arm with surprising strength. I was yanked off-balance, pulled into the dim room before I could even gasp. The door clicked shut behind me.

Dr. Moss stood there, his athletic frame blocking the exit. His friendly face held a different expression now—focused, intent, his eyes dark in the low light from the monitors. He was in scrubs too, but his top was untied, hanging open to reveal a toned chest.

“Nurse Granger,” he said, his voice a low rumble. “Right on time.”

“Dr. Moss, I—”

“The ‘Free Use’ policy is round-the-clock,” he interrupted, his gaze dropping to my lips. “But nights… nights are for the staff. Fewer interruptions.”

His hands went to the drawstring of his scrub pants. He didn’t fumble. He simply untied them, pushed them down over his hips. His cock sprang free, already thick and hard, curving slightly upward against his stomach. He took a step closer, the heat of his body washing over me.

“You know what to do.”

My heart hammered, but it wasn’t fear. It was a sharp, immediate recognition. This was the job, and I knew I had to perform. The quiet hallways weren’t empty; they were pregnant with this expectation. I dropped to my knees on the cool floor, the position feeling as natural as taking a blood pressure.

I leaned forward, taking the head of his cock into my mouth. He was already leaking, the taste salty and musky. I swirled my tongue around the ridge, then took him deeper, relaxing my throat. A low groan echoed above me. His hands came to rest on my head, not forcing, just guiding. I set a rhythm, sucking him deep, then pulling back to lick along the thick vein underneath. My own arousal was a sudden, wet heat between my legs, soaking through my cotton underwear. The sheer audacity of it—kneeling in a patient room, sucking a doctor’s cock while the hospital slept—sent a thrill through me that made my fingers tremble.

The door swung open.

Light from the hallway spilled in, outlining a broad figure in a security uniform. Clint. His eyes adjusted, taking in the scene: me on my knees, Dr. Moss’s cock buried in my mouth.

“Everything okay in here?” Clint’s voice was deep, calm. He didn’t sound surprised.

Dr. Moss didn’t stop my motion. “Just fine, Clint. Nurse Granger is… assisting with some tension relief.”

Clint stepped fully into the room, letting the door close. His eyes were on me, watching my lips stretch around Dr. Moss’s girth. I saw his own interest stir, a bulge growing rapidly behind his uniform zipper. “Looks like she’s got her hands full.”

“There’s always room for more,” Dr. Moss said, a thread of amusement in his voice.

That was all the invitation Clint needed. He unbuttoned his uniform pants, freed his own erection. It was bigger than Dr. Moss’s, thicker, with a pronounced head. He stepped to my side.

Without a word, I pulled off Dr. Moss with a wet pop and turned my head, taking Clint into my mouth. He was hotter, his skin smoother. I sucked him greedily, my hand reaching up to stroke Dr. Moss, who was still wet from my mouth. I jerked him off in a firm, steady rhythm as I bobbed my head on Clint.

“Fuck, she’s good,” Clint breathed, his hips pushing forward slightly.

I switched again, going back to Dr. Moss, taking him deep while my hand now worked Clint’s heavy length. Back and forth. The room filled with the slick, wet sounds of my mouth, their ragged breaths, the rustle of clothing. My jaw ached, but the ache was good. My whole world narrowed to the two cocks, the taste of them, the weight on my tongue, the feel of their velvety skin under my palm.

“Enough,” Dr. Moss growled, his control fraying. He pulled back. Clint did the same.

Hands were on me then, not rough, but insistent. They pulled my scrub top over my head, undid my pants, yanked them down my legs. I stood naked and exposed between them for a second before they guided me toward the empty hospital bed. Dr. Moss pulled a roll of elastic bandage from a supply cart.

“Hold out your wrists.”

I did. He wrapped the bandage quickly, efficiently, around my left wrist, then looped it around the cold metal rail of the bed head, securing it. He repeated the process with my right. Then he moved to my ankles, spreading my legs, tying each one to the lower bed rails. I was spread-eagled on the thin mattress, completely open, my heart pounding against my ribs.

Dr. Moss climbed onto the bed, positioning himself between my thighs. The head of his cock nudged my soaked entrance. He looked down at me, his friendly face now fierce with hunger.

“This is what you need, isn’t it?” he muttered, not really asking. Then he shoved forward, burying himself inside me in one hard thrust.

I cried out, the sudden fullness a shock. He didn’t wait for me to adjust. He set a punishing pace, his hips slamming into mine, the bed rattling against the wall with each drive. His hands gripped my hips, holding me in place for his assault. The stretch was exquisite, the friction burning away every thought. I could only feel—the slap of his skin on mine, the deep, internal rub of him, the bite of the bandages on my wrists.

“Gonna fill you up,” he grunted, his rhythm becoming erratic, frantic. With a final, deep plunge, he ground himself against me and let go. I felt the hot pulse of his release flooding into me, jet after jet. He collapsed forward for a moment, breathing hard against my neck.

As he pulled out, wet and spent, Clint was already there, pushing his thicker cock against my swollen, used opening. Dr. Moss’s cum made a slick, obscene sound as Clint pushed in.

“Christ, she’s tight,” Clint hissed, his eyes rolling back as he sheathed himself fully.

He was bigger. So much bigger. The stretch was immense, a glorious, burning pressure that made me gasp. He didn’t fuck me with Dr. Moss’s driven intensity; he pounded me. Each thrust was a deep, resonating impact that shook my entire body. He leaned over, his uniform shirt rough against my breasts, his breath hot in my ear.

“Take it,” he growled. “Take all of it.”

The combination of the overwhelming fullness, the ruthless rhythm, and the sheer animal force of him shattered my control. My climax tore through me without warning, a raw, clenching wave that ripped a scream from my throat. My back arched off the bed as far as the bonds allowed, my pussy clamping down around his invading length in violent spasms.

Feeling me convulse around him sent Clint over the edge. He drove into me one last time, buried himself to the root, and held. A guttural roar tore from his chest as he came. I felt the hot rush of his seed joining Dr. Moss’s inside me, a second, claiming flood that left me impossibly full.

He stayed there, panting, for a long moment before slowly pulling out. A messy trickle of their combined release leaked down my thigh onto the white sheet.

Dr. Moss, having caught his breath, moved to the bonds. He unwrapped the bandages from my ankles, then my wrists. The blood rushed back with a prickling heat. Neither man spoke. They just straightened their clothes, a sense of casual completion in their movements.

Dr. Moss gave my bare shoulder a light, almost collegial pat. “Good work, Nurse Granger.”

Then they walked out, leaving the door slightly ajar. I lay there on the rumpled bed, my body humming, stretched, and thoroughly used. The cool air of the room kissed my sweat-slicked skin. I was full of their cum, my muscles loose and satisfied.

The quiet of the night shift settled back around me, but I knew that at any moment, in any darkened room or quiet station, I remained subject to immediate, unscheduled free use.

8 - AN ACCIDENTAL EXPOSURE

MFF / Arousal Drug / Bondage / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

The next shift blurred into a haze of routine tasks and low-level dread. My body felt like a tapped wire, still humming from the night before. I was restocking a crash cart in the cardiology supply room when the vial slipped.

It wasn’t mine. It must have been left on the shelf from some previous, unlogged procedure. A small glass ampoule, unlabeled, filled with a clear, slightly viscous fluid. It shattered against the metal cart edge, and a fine, pearlescent mist sprayed up, hitting me square in the face.

I coughed, waving a hand in front of my nose. The scent was strange—ozone and something sweet, like overripe fruit. For a second, nothing. Then a warmth bloomed in my chest, a sudden, intense flush that spread down my arms, up my neck, and settled with a heavy, throbbing pull between my legs.

Oh.

It wasn’t just warmth. It was a demand. My clit pulsed, a sharp, aching beat that echoed in my suddenly tight nipples. My breath shortened. The fabric of my scrubs against my skin felt like sandpaper, then like a lover’s touch, then like torture. I gripped the edge of the cart, my knuckles white. A slick, hot rush of wetness soaked through my underwear. Too fast. This is too fast.

The door swung open. Dr. Hardwick stood there, his eyes narrowing as he took me in—flushed, trembling, pupils blown wide.

“What happened?” His voice was sharp, clinical.

“A… a vial broke,” I managed, my voice a shaky whisper. “It sprayed…”

He was at my side in two strides, his fingers going to my wrist. His touch was like a brand. A jolt shot straight from his skin to my core, and I moaned, my hips jerking forward of their own accord.

“Elevated heart rate. One-forty. Respiration rapid.” He pulled a penlight, flashed it in my eyes. I flinched. “Pupils non-reactive. Dilation consistent with autonomic overload.” He sniffed the air, his expression hardening. “SR-9. Experimental somatic amplifier. Aerosolized.” He looked at me, and for the first time, I saw genuine concern beneath the professional mask. “You’ve taken a dangerously high dose, Evelyn. This is a medical emergency. Your system could overload.”

The words were terrifying, but my body didn’t care. It burned. It wept. It ached. I felt another gush of wetness, and my knees buckled.

He caught me, his arm strong around my waist. “Chloe! Sarah! To room four, now!” he barked down the hall.

He half-carried, half-dragged me out of the supply room. Every step, every brush of his body against mine, sent fresh waves of desperate need crashing through me. I was panting, little whimpers escaping with each exhale. The nurses fell in step behind us, their faces a mix of curiosity and apprehension.

Room four was a standard patient room, dim and quiet. Dr. Hardwick guided me to the bed. “Strip. Now.”

My fingers fumbled at the hem of my scrub top. The command cut through the hormonal fog. This was treatment. This was necessary. I peeled the damp fabric away, let my pants fall. I stood naked before the three of them, my skin glowing with a feverish pink, my breasts heaving.

“On the bed. On your back.” His voice left no room for hesitation.

I lay back. The sheets were cool, a brief relief against my burning skin. He produced wide, padded restraints from a drawer, securing my wrists to the bed rails, then my ankles to the foot. The helplessness, the exposure, should have fueled my panic. Instead, it sharpened the need. I was presented, offered. A problem to be solved.

Dr. Hardwick attached a pulse oximeter to my finger. The monitor beeped a frantic, steady rhythm. “Heart rate climbing. One-fifty. Chloe.” He didn’t look at the brunette nurse. “Your mouth on her. Now. Focus on the clitoris. We need to induce an orgasm. It’s the only way to reduce the effects of the drug.”

Chloe’s green eyes met mine. There was a flicker of something—reluctance, pity—before her professional mask slid into place. She moved to the end of the bed, her curvy figure bending over me. Her hands slid under my thighs, lifting my hips. Then her breath, warm and soft, ghosted over my soaked folds.

Her tongue touched my clit.

A sound tore from my throat, half-sob, half-scream. It wasn’t gentle. It was purposeful, skilled, and relentless. She laved me with broad, flat strokes, then zeroed in with pinpoint flicks. The sensation was a lightning rod for the drug raging in my veins. Pleasure, raw and electric, jackknifed through me. My back arched off the bed, the restraints biting into my wrists. I was climbing, fast, too fast.

“First peak,” Dr. Hardwick announced, watching the monitor. “But her vitals are still spiking. Continue.”

Chloe didn’t let up. She added a finger, then two, sliding deep into my drenched channel, curling upwards. The dual sensation—the relentless suction and flicking of her tongue, the deep, filling thrust of her fingers—pushed me over the edge in under a minute.

My orgasm was a seizure of pleasure, a blinding whiteout that made my vision crackle. I convulsed against the straps, a gush of fluid soaking Chloe’s chin and the sheets beneath me. The monitor screamed a frantic alarm as my heart rate hit one-seventy.

As the waves subsided, the drug’s fire didn’t. It roared back, stronger, hungrier. I was sobbing, my body begging for a relief that wouldn’t come. “Please… more… it’s not enough…”

Chloe pulled back, breathing hard, wiping her mouth. “I’m getting tired.”

“Sarah.” Dr. Hardwick’s voice was granite.

The red-haired nurse stepped forward, replacing Chloe. Her touch was different—softer, more exploratory. She kissed my inner thighs, nuzzled my mound, before her mouth found my swollen, oversensitive flesh. Her technique was slower, more intimate, but no less devastating. She used her lips to suck, her tongue to trace intricate, maddening patterns. Her fingers joined, but she focused on a different rhythm, shallower, teasing the entrance, spreading my own wetness.

She built me up again, a slower, more tortuous ascent. I came again, a shuddering, clenched release that felt like it drained my bones. And still, the need pounded in my blood. My pulse, according to the relentless beep, refused to settle.

“We’re almost there,” Dr. Hardwick said, his own composure beginning to fray. A sheen of sweat glistened on his forehead. He’d been watching, clinically, but the tight set of his jaw, the bulge straining against his trousers, told another story. The room smelled of sex and desperation. “She needs more. She needs deeper stimulation.”

He moved to the side of the bed, his hands going to his belt. My eyes, bleary with tears and pleasure, tracked the movement. “Penetrative intercourse will be necessary.”

He freed himself. He was fully erect, thick and flushed. He didn’t ask. He positioned himself at my entrance, which wept and clenched around nothing. He looked down at me, his intense eyes holding mine. “This will work, Evelyn. Let it.”

He pushed inside.

The fullness was a shock, a glorious, brutal answer to the screaming emptiness. He filled me completely, stretching the tender, over-sensitized tissues. A broken cry ripped from my throat. He didn’t start slow. He set a deep, hard, driving pace immediately, his hips hammering into mine, the bed frame slamming against the wall with each thrust.

It was exactly what my poisoned body craved. The intense friction, the profound fullness, the sheer physical dominance of his rhythm. Each deep plunge seemed to punch through the chemical haze, grounding me in raw, animal sensation. A third orgasm gathered, then broke over me, a rolling, continuous wave that made me clamp around him like a vise. He groaned, his control slipping.

“Again,” he gritted out, his pace becoming erratic, frantic. “Cum for me again.”

The command, the relentless pounding, the sight of his focused, possessive face above me—it triggered a fourth. This one was different, deeper, a whole-body surrender that felt like a system reboot. I screamed, my body bowing against the restraints.

With a final, guttural shout, he drove in to the hilt and held. I felt the hot, pulsing flood of his release jetting deep inside me, a scalding claim that seemed to finally, finally, douse the inner fire. He collapsed over me, his weight a comforting anchor.

Slowly, the frantic beeping of the monitor began to slow. One-forty. One-thirty. One-twenty.

The terrible, clawing need receded, leaving behind a profound, liquid exhaustion. My limbs felt like lead. My mind was a quiet, blank space.

Dr. Hardwick pulled out, breathing heavily. He undid the restraints with practiced efficiency. The freed blood flow was a prickling rush. He looked at the monitor, then at my limp, sweat-slicked form.

“Vitals stabilizing,” he said, his voice regaining its usual calm authority. He pulled a blanket over me. “The crisis is passed.” He turned to the nurses. “Clean her up. See she gets home.” He looked back at me, his gaze inscrutable. “Take the rest of the day off, Evelyn. You’ve… endured enough.”

9 - TRAINING THE NEW RESIDENT
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Dr. Hardwick’s summons came over the intercom just as my shift was ending. The words were neutral, but the tone held a familiar, expectant edge. Another task. My body still felt soft and used from the SR-9 incident, a lingering echo of sensation, but a different kind of energy buzzed beneath my skin. I walked to his office, the pale blue scrubs feeling less like a uniform and more like a second skin.

He wasn’t alone.

A man leaned against the windowsill, arms crossed, surveying the office with a look of open skepticism. He was younger than Dr. Hardwick, maybe late twenties, with sharp features, close-cropped dark hair, and an athletic build evident even beneath his white coat. His eyes, a cool blue, flicked to me as I entered, appraising.

“Ah, Evelyn. This is Dr. Jordan, our newest resident in cardiology. He comes highly recommended from Stanford.” Dr. Hardwick’s smile didn’t reach his eyes. It was a hunter’s smile. “He has… reservations about our integrated therapeutic model. Finds our ‘Hands-On’ approach… unorthodox.”

Dr. Jordan pushed off the sill, his posture stiff. “I find it medically dubious. We’re a hospital, not a… brothel.” His voice was crisp, confident, and utterly dismissive.

“Understanding is the first step toward acceptance,” Dr. Hardwick said smoothly, his gaze shifting to me. “Evelyn, would you be so kind as to show Dr. Jordan to exam room three? A practical demonstration of our techniques, focusing on… stress alleviation, might clarify our success metrics.” He paused, his intense brown eyes locking onto mine. “Convince him.”

Dr. Jordan snorted. “This is absurd.”

“Indulge me,” Dr. Hardwick said, his voice dropping to a low, undeniable register. “Or your residency review next month will be remarkably unfavorable.”

A muscle twitched in Dr. Jordan’s jaw. He looked from Hardwick to me, his arrogant expression faltering into confusion, then a dawning, wary curiosity. He gave a tight, stiff nod.

“This way, Doctor,” I said, my voice calm. I turned and walked out, not checking to see if he followed. I knew he would. The sound of his reluctant footsteps trailed behind me down the quiet hall to exam room three.

The room was cold, sterile. The exam table gleamed under the fluorescent lights. I closed the door, the click echoing in the silence.

He stood just inside, arms crossed again, a wall of doubt. “So? What’s the demonstration? A PowerPoint on endorphin release?”

I walked toward him, stopping just inside his personal space. I could smell his cologne, something clean and expensive, overlaid with the sterile hospital scent. His eyes widened slightly.

“The demonstration,” I said, my fingers going to the buttons of his white coat, “is empirical.”

I unbuttoned it and pushed it off his shoulders. It fell to the floor with a soft whump. His breath caught—not a hitched breath, but a sharp, surprised intake. My hands went to his belt. He didn’t move. His chest rose and fell faster. I unbuckled it, the metal clasp cold in my fingers. I unbuttoned his trousers, pulled down the zipper.

My hand slipped inside, past the soft cotton of his boxer-briefs. I found him. He was already half-hard, a betraying heat and weight in my palm. A flush crept up his neck. So much for skepticism.

I wrapped my fingers around his shaft and stroked, once, slowly, from base to tip. He was thick, his skin silken over rigid flesh. He jerked as if shocked, a small gasp escaping his lips.

“This… this is unprofessional,” he stammered, his voice losing its edge.

“Do you want me to stop?” I asked, working my hand over him in a firm, steady rhythm.

His cock hardened fully, straining against my grip. “No,” he gritted out. “Keep going.”

Pre-cum beaded at the slit, and I smoothed it down his length with my thumb, making my strokes slick, effortless. His hips began to move in tiny, involuntary thrusts, meeting my hand. His arrogant mask was gone, replaced by raw, hungry focus. His eyes were glued to my moving hand, then to my face.

I dropped to my knees.

The linoleum was unforgiving, but I barely felt it. His cock stood before my face, flushed and leaking. I looked up at him, held his gaze for a heated second, then leaned forward.

I didn’t tease. I took the head into my mouth, my tongue circling the sensitive ridge. His knees buckled. A choked groan echoed above me. I sucked him deeper, relaxing my throat, taking him in until my nose brushed the coarse hair at his base. I held him there for a moment, feeling him pulse on my tongue, then pulled back with a wet, hollow sound.

I repeated the motion, establishing a deep, rhythmic pace. My mouth was a warm, wet channel, and he filled it perfectly. One of his hands came down, tangling in my blonde hair, not forcing, just holding on. His other hand braced against the wall. His breathing was ragged, harsh pants that filled the quiet room.

“Jesus… fucking…” he muttered, his hips beginning to thrust in time with my bobs.

I increased my speed, adding my hand to the base, twisting on the upstroke. The sounds were obscenely loud—wet sucks, his grunts, the soft slap of skin. I felt his tension coiling, the telltale tightening in his balls under my fingers.

Just before he could tip over, I released him with a final, loud pop.

I stood up on shaky legs, my own core throbbing in sync with the pulse I’d felt in his cock. Without a word, I turned my back to him. I untied my scrub pants, pushed them down past my hips, letting them pool around my ankles. I bent forward over the cold, padded exam table, my palms flat on the crackling paper. I presented my ass to him, high and open, completely exposed.

For a second, there was only the sound of his heavy breathing. Then, the rustle of clothing. A moment later, I felt the broad, slick head of his cock nudge against my soaked entrance.

He didn’t ask. He just pushed.

He entered me in one long, relentless stroke, burying himself to the hilt. I cried out, the sudden, perfect stretch stealing my breath. He filled me completely, a burning, glorious fullness that drove every last shred of doubt from the room.

His hands gripped my hips, his fingers digging in possessively. He pulled back and slammed home.

Again.

And again.

He fucked me with a frantic, eager hunger, his earlier arrogance transformed into pure, driving need. Each thrust was a deep, punishing impact that shook the table and sent waves of pleasure radiating from my core. The clinical setting made it filthier—the smell of antiseptic, the sight of medical cabinets, the cold metal under my palms, all contrasted with the hot, wet slap of our bodies joining.

“Is this… part of the… therapy?” he grunted between thrusts, his voice strained.

“The most… effective part,” I gasped, pushing back against him, meeting his drives.

My climax built fast, a tight coil springing from the base of my spine. The friction, the fullness, the sheer audacity of fucking this arrogant resident in an exam room to prove a point—it all combusted at once. It tore through me, violent and clenching. I screamed, my internal muscles spasming around his invading length, milking him.

Feeling me convulse shattered his control. With a guttural shout, he pulled all the way out. His hand wrapped around his own cock, stroking fiercely. Hot, thick stripes of his release splashed across my lower back, my ass, a scalding, claiming paint. Each jet pulsed with the force of his surrender.

We stayed there, frozen in the aftermath—him panting behind me, me bent over the table, marked by his cum. The only sound was our ragged breathing slowly calming.

Slowly, he pulled a tissue from a box on the counter. He wiped himself clean, then tossed it in the biohazard bin. He handed me a few. The gesture was almost gentle. I cleaned my back, the silence stretching.

He helped me straighten, his hands surprisingly steady as he pulled my scrubs back up. I turned to face him. His expression was different. The skepticism was gone, replaced by a dazed, satiated awe.

“I think I understand the methodology now,” he said finally, his voice quiet.

I just nodded, retying my pants.

We walked back to Dr. Hardwick’s office in silence. Dr. Jordan walked beside me, his posture no longer stiff, but loose, almost contemplative.

Dr. Hardwick looked up as we entered. He took in Dr. Jordan’s rumpled appearance, my flushed face, and a slow, satisfied smile spread across his face.

“Well, Doctor?”

Dr. Jordan cleared his throat. “A… compelling demonstration. I withdraw my objections. The approach appears… sound.”

“Excellent.” Dr. Hardwick’s eyes shifted to me, gleaming with approval. “Thank you, Evelyn. That was handled with your usual… professionalism.” He leaned forward, his voice dropping to a private murmur meant for my ears alone. “Keep up this standard of work, and a promotion to Head Nurse won’t be far off. Think about what that could mean for you.”

10 - THE AWARDS GALA
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The chandeliers in the Liberty Memorial Ballroom scattered light like shattered diamonds across the polished marble floor. I stood near the edge of the crowd, a flute of champagne dangling from my fingers, feeling the unfamiliar slide of silk against my skin. The gown Dr. Hardwick’s office had provided was a column of emerald green, backless, clinging to every curve. My hair was swept up, a few blonde tendrils artfully escaping. I looked the part. Yet, I didn’t feel it.

The speeches droned on, praising innovation, recovery rates, donor generosity. Then Dr. Hardwick took the podium. His eyes, dark and intense, scanned the glittering room before landing on me.

“And tonight,” his smooth voice carried, amplified, “we recognize not just a methodology, but the individuals who embody it. For exceptional dedication and… integrated patient care, I am proud to present the Liberty Star Award to Nurse Evelyn Granger.”

A spotlight, hot and blinding, found me. A polite, knowing applause rippled through the assembled doctors, administrators, and wealthy patrons. My face burned. I walked to the podium on legs that felt like water. Dr. Hardwick handed me a heavy crystal obelisk. His fingers brushed mine, a spark of familiar electricity.

“Well done,” he murmured, for me alone. His smile was genuine, proud. It sent a warm flush through my chest that had nothing to do with the spotlight.

I returned to the periphery, clutching the award, its weight both alien and affirming. The music swelled—a live jazz quartet—and the dancing began. Dr. Moss found me first, his friendly face handsome in a tailored tuxedo.

“May I?” he asked, already guiding me onto the floor.

His hand was warm on the bare skin of my back. We moved easily. “Quite the honor,” he said, his breath tickling my ear. “Deserved, of course. Your work has been… comprehensive.”

“Thank you,” I managed, my voice thin.

Next was Dr. Jordan. He held me with a new respect, his earlier arrogance softened into a focused intensity. “The demonstration was… enlightening,” he said quietly as we turned. “I’ve reviewed the files. The data is irrefutable.”

Then Dr. Hardwick cut in, a silent, commanding presence. Dr. Jordan yielded with a nod. As Dr. Hardwick’s arms came around me, the world narrowed. His scent—spice and clean linen—enveloped me. We danced, a slow, intimate circle amidst the crowd.

“You see?” he said, his voice a low vibration against my temple. “This is your place. This recognition, this room… it’s all because of your willingness to embrace our truth. I am very proud of you, Evelyn.”

His words sank into me, warm and potent as liquor. The ambition, the hunger for success that had driven me here, twisted together with the secret thrill of all I’d done. They weren’t separate paths anymore. They were the same road. The music, the lights, the approving eyes—it was all a celebration of me, of this.

His hand slid lower on my back, possessive. “The night is still young. And our staff… believes in celebrating all successes.”

As the song ended, he didn’t release me. He kept one arm around my waist and with the other, reached for the champagne flute I still held. He took it from my numb fingers and placed it on a passing waiter’s tray. His eyes never left mine.

Then, without breaking his gaze, his free hand went to his own trousers. He unbuttoned the fly. The sound was obscenely loud in my head. He didn’t look around. He didn’t need to. This was the unspoken heart of the gala.

He pushed the fabric aside and drew himself out. He was already fully erect, thick and flushed against the dark wool of his tuxedo pants. My breath caught in my throat, not in fear, but in a sharp, breathtaking recognition.

“Your award isn’t the only thing you’ll be receiving tonight,” he said, his voice a velvet command. He guided me down, a firm pressure on my shoulder.

I sank to my knees on the cool marble, the silk of my gown pooling around me. The music played on. Conversations continued. But in our little circle, the world had changed. I leaned forward, my lips parting. I took the head of his cock into my mouth, tasting the clean, salty skin. A low, approving hum came from above me. My tongue swirled, and I took him deeper, my jaw stretching to accommodate his girth. One of his hands came to rest on the back of my head, fingers threading through my upswept hair.

I lost myself in the rhythm, in the weight and heat on my tongue, in the public privacy of the act. The applause from minutes ago echoed in my mind, merging with the wet, sucking sounds I made.

After a minute, he pulled back. “Stand.”

I rose, my legs trembling. His hands went to the thin straps of my gown. He pushed them down my shoulders. The emerald silk whispered over my breasts, my hips, and fell in a puddle at my feet. I stood naked in the ballroom, the chandelier light painting my skin gold. A shiver raced through me, part chill, part exhilaration.

He turned, surveying the room. His eyes landed on a long, polished banquet table, cleared of food, now holding only empty champagne flutes and floral arrangements. He swept an arm across it, sending crystal and orchids crashing to the floor. The sound drew glances, but no one intervened. Only smiles.

He lifted me as if I weighed nothing, placing me on the cool, hard surface of the table. The contrast of the cold wood against my heated skin was a shock. He pushed my thighs apart, his head dipping between them.

His mouth on me was not the clinical, targeted application of the SR-9 incident. This was hungry, possessive. His tongue lapped at my folds, then speared inside me before zeroing in on my clit with devastating precision. A moan tore from my throat, loud and unbidden. I threw my head back, my fingers scrambling for purchase on the slick wood.

Through the haze of pleasure, I forced my eyes open. The ballroom swam into view. Across the dance floor, near a potted palm, I saw Nurse Chloe. Her red hair was a fiery cascade down her back. Dr. Jordan had her bent over a plush velvet ottoman, her gown rucked up around her waist. He was driving into her from behind, his tuxedo jacket straining with each thrust. Her mouth was open in a silent cry.

To the left, near the bar, Nurse Sarah was on her knees. Dr. Blackwell leaned against the polished mahogany, his silver-streaked hair impeccable, his expression one of detached pleasure as Sarah took his cock into her mouth, her head bobbing earnestly.

My observation shattered as Dr. Hardwick added two fingers inside me, curling upwards. The dual sensation pushed me to the edge. I was panting, my hips rolling against his face.

Then a new warmth touched my breast. Dr. Moss had appeared beside the table. He leaned down, capturing my nipple in his mouth, sucking hard while his fingers pinched and rolled the other. The sensation was a lightning bolt to my core. I cried out, a broken, desperate sound.

“Look at her,” Dr. Hardwick said, lifting his glistening mouth from me for a moment. “Our star performer.”

The words, the dual attentions, tipped me over. My orgasm ripped through me, a sharp, clenching wave that made my back arch off the table. I shook, seeing stars among the chandeliers.

Before the last tremor faded, strong hands were turning me. Dr. Hardwick helped me off the table, guiding me to my hands and knees on the floor. The marble was unforgiving against my knees and palms. He positioned himself behind me.

“Open,” Dr. Moss said, kneeling in front of me. He held his cock, stroking it, presenting it to my lips.

I took him in, the stretch of my jaw a familiar ache. At the same moment, Dr. Hardwick pushed into me from behind. The feeling of being filled at both ends was overwhelming, complete. A guttural, choked sound vibrated around Dr. Moss’s cock.

Dr. Hardwick maintained a brutal, deep pace, his hips slamming against mine with a clinical ferocity. Each thrust drove me forward, a rhythmic force that compelled me to take Dr. Moss even deeper into my throat. Dr. Moss gripped my hair, his hips pumping in a sharp counterpoint to Dr. Hardwick’s heavy drives. I was a living conduit between them, lost in a haze of moaning and gagging, with strings of slick drool coating my chin.

The ballroom around us had descended into a scene of organized, high-society depravity. On the velvet chaises and across the polished marble floor, the "Gala" had dissolved into a massive, tangled orgy of lace, silk, and naked skin. The air was thick with the scent of expensive perfume and raw musk. The surreal soundtrack of the evening—the refined swell of the string quartet and the occasional clink of champagne glasses—mingled with the wet, rhythmic sounds of flesh on flesh and the collective gasps of the hospital’s elite.

I was just one of many. Every guest was either taking or being taken. As I watched the blur of moving bodies, the sheer, public scale of my surrender only made the ache in my core more desperate.

I felt Dr. Hardwick’s rhythm falter, his thrusts becoming jagged, urgent. With a final, deep plunge, he buried himself inside me and held. A hot, pulsing flood erupted into my core, jet after jet, marking me from the inside. He groaned, a sound of pure release, his body shuddering against mine.

He pulled out slowly, leaving me feeling empty and dripping.

Dr. Moss withdrew from my mouth. “My turn,” he breathed, his face flushed.

He sat back in a nearby high-backed chair, spreading his legs. He guided me, my body moving on autopilot, to straddle him. I lowered myself onto his erection, sheathing him inside me in one slow, exquisite slide. I was so wet, so stretched from Hardwick’s cum, that he slid in with shocking ease.

My arms went around his shoulders. I began to move, riding him, finding a rhythm that was mine. Up and down, grinding my clit against the base of his shaft. The friction was electric, amplified by the residue of my first climax and the fresh, claiming feel of Dr. Hardwick’s seed inside me. I looked over Dr. Moss’s shoulder. Dr. Hardwick stood watching, tucking himself back into his trousers, his eyes dark with satisfaction.

My pace increased. Pleasure coiled, tighter and hotter. Dr. Moss’s hands gripped my hips, helping me, his breath coming in short gasps against my neck. “That’s it… take it… take your award.”

The words, the feel of him, the sight of the debauched ballroom, it all fused into a single point of white-hot need. My third orgasm of the night detonated, a rolling, convulsive wave that clenched around him, milking him desperately. I screamed, my head falling back.

Feeling me convulse, Dr. Moss thrust up once, twice, and then stilled, his own release joining the mess inside me. A hot, fresh flood added to the cocktail already there. He held me tight as we both shuddered through the aftershocks.

Slowly, the world seeped back in. The music had switched to something slower, sultrier. I became aware of the sticky dampness between my thighs, the ache in my muscles, the cool air on my sweat-slicked skin.

Dr. Moss gently lifted me off him. I stood, swaying. My makeup, I knew, was smeared. My body was a map of the night—trembling limbs, used holes, skin marked by grasping hands. I looked down. Streaks of cum glistened on my inner thighs.

Dr. Hardwick approached. He didn’t hand me my gown. Instead, he picked up the heavy crystal obelisk of my Liberty Star Award from where it had been placed on the table. He pressed the cool, smooth glass into my hands.

“A night to remember,” he said, his thumb stroking over my knuckles. “You were magnificent.”

11 - EARNING A PROMOTION
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The week after the gala passed in a strange, suspended haze. The Liberty Star Award sat on my dresser, catching the morning light—a beautiful paperweight for a life that felt less real each day.

When Dr. Hardwick’s voice crackled over the department intercom, summoning me to his office immediately, that held breath finally released. I wasn’t scared. A low, familiar current of anticipation hummed in my veins as I smoothed my scrubs and headed toward the executive wing.

He stood by his window, silhouetted against the gray afternoon sky. He didn’t turn as I entered. “Close the door, Evelyn.”

I did. The click was final.

“Your work has been exceptional,” he began, his voice measured. “The Liberty Star Award was well deserved. It’s time to discuss the next step in your career here at Liberty.”

He finally turned. His intense eyes held a flicker of something I hadn’t seen before—a predatory appraisal. “The position of Head Nurse for the Integrated Therapy Wing is opening. It’s more than a title. It’s authority. A significant increase in salary. A seat at certain planning tables.” He paused, letting the image form in my mind. “You are a candidate.”

My heart hammered against my ribs. Head Nurse. It was everything I’d wanted when I first walked through these doors. The culmination of my ambition.

“There is, of course, a final assessment,” he said, walking around his desk towards me. “A practical exam. To ensure your comprehension of our methods is not just theoretical, but visceral. To see if you can not only endure, but… excel under the most demanding conditions.” He stopped in front of me. “Are you interested?”

The question wasn’t really a question. It was a doorway. I knew what lay through it. Pain. Pleasure. Humiliation. Triumph. All mixed together until they were the same substance. My modest background, the years of balancing ledgers and swallowing pride, rose up in me. This was the shortcut, the secret ladder. All I had to do was climb it.

“Yes,” I said, my voice clear. “I’m interested.”

A slow smile touched his lips. “Good. Follow me.”

He led me not to a patient room, but back to the secured wing, to a different door marked CALIBRATION & ASSESSMENT. He keyed in a code. The door hissed open.

The room was larger than the others, dominated by a central, padded table under a constellation of adjustable surgical lights. And two men were already there, waiting.

Dr. Moss leaned against a counter, his arms crossed over his scrubs, his usual friendly expression replaced by a focused, intent look. Dr. Blackwell stood near a tray of instruments, his silver-streaked hair perfect, his gaze sharp and discerning.

My steps faltered for a second. Three of them. This was the committee.

“The exam is in three parts,” Dr. Hardwick announced, his tone shifting to pure instruction. “Discipline. Service. Endurance. You will be graded on compliance, technique, and somatic response.” He gestured to the center of the room. “Strip. Now. Then assume position over the table.”

My fingers went to the tie of my scrubs. The air was cool, smelling of antiseptic and clean leather. I let the top fall, then pushed the pants down my legs. I stepped out of them, naked. I felt their eyes on me—Moss’s appreciative, Blackwell’s analytical, Hardwick’s possessive. I walked to the table, the floor cold under my bare feet. I bent forward, planting my palms on the padded edge, presenting my back and ass to the room.

“Arch your spine,” Dr. Hardwick said. “Present yourself.”

I obeyed, pushing my hips back, feeling the stretch in my hamstrings, the vulnerable exposure of my most private flesh.

I heard a drawer open, a soft clatter of leather. Dr. Hardwick moved into my peripheral vision. In his hand was a flogger, its falls made of thick, soft black leather. Dr. Moss picked up an identical one. Dr. Blackwell selected a third with slightly narrower tails.

They fanned out around me.

“The purpose of discipline is not merely punishment,” Dr. Hardwick said, his voice calm behind me. “It is to break the surface tension of the mind. To allow deeper connection. To blur the line between pain and pleasure until the body accepts both as gifts. Do not hold back your vocalizations. We are monitoring your physiological honesty.”

The first strike came from my left. Dr. Moss.

Thwack.

It landed across the swell of my right buttock. A bright, stinging shock that bloomed into heat. I gasped.

Before it faded, a strike from the right. Dr. Blackwell.

Thwack.

This one was sharper, more precise, biting across my left cheek. I jerked, a small yelp escaping my lips.

Then, from directly behind, Dr. Hardwick.

Thwack.

This was heavier, thudding deeper into the muscle. The pain was profound, a resonant ache that vibrated through my pelvis. A moan, low and involuntary, rumbled in my chest.

They began a rhythm. Not synchronized, but overlapping. A relentless, staccato rain of leather on my skin. Thwack. Thwack. Thwack. Strikes crossed my shoulders, my lower back, the sensitive crease where ass met thigh. The initial sharp bites of pain began to melt, transforming into a radiating warmth that seeped into my flesh. Each impact sent a jolt through me, and in the wake of the sting, a flush of pleasure began to pulse in time with my racing heart.

I was panting now, my knuckles white where I gripped the table. Sounds spilled from me—sharp yelps, breathy moans, guttural cries. My skin screamed, but my core was weeping, growing slick and hot. The pain wasn’t pushing pleasure away; it was carving a channel for it, making the nerve endings sing the same frantic song.

“Excellent vasodilation,” Dr. Blackwell noted coolly from somewhere to my right.

“She’s taking it quite well,” Dr. Moss added, his voice closer.

Dr. Hardwick’s flogger landed a series of rapid, stinging blows right across my ass. The sensation was so intense, so perfectly balanced between agony and ecstasy, that my legs trembled. A fresh gush of wetness soaked my inner thighs.

“Enough,” Dr. Hardwick said.

The rain stopped. The silence was loud, filled only with my ragged breathing. My entire backside throbbed with a live, glowing heat. I was floating on it.

“Part two,” he said. “Service.”

I heard the rustle of clothing, zippers. I forced my head to turn.

All three had freed their cocks. Dr. Hardwick’s was thick and rigid, a familiar sight. Dr. Moss’s was long and straight, bobbing eagerly. Dr. Blackwell’s was impressive, heavy-looking, with a pronounced curve. They stood in a loose semi-circle around my kneeling form.

“You will tend to each of us,” Dr. Hardwick instructed. “Demonstrate your focus, your attentiveness. Your ability to prioritize the needs of the staff.”

I shifted from the table, my sore muscles protesting, and sank to my knees on the floor. I looked up at them, at the three imposing erections framed against the bright lights. This wasn’t about my pleasure. This was about my skill. My submission. My ambition.

I leaned forward to Dr. Hardwick first. I took his head into my mouth, my tongue swirling around the crown, tasting his clean, musky salt. I sank down, taking him deep into my throat, my eyes watering. I held him there, my nose pressed to his skin, before pulling back with a wet, hollow sound. A low groan rumbled above me.

I turned to Dr. Moss next. I used my hand on his base, stroking firmly, while my mouth worked over the head, sucking and licking with deliberate, swirling motions. He whispered a curse, his fingers tangling gently in my hair.

Then Dr. Blackwell. His curved cock required a different angle. I took him into my mouth, following the curve with my tongue, applying pressure to the sensitive underside. His hand came to rest on the back of my head, not pushing, but guiding, setting a slow, deep pace. He was quiet, but his breathing hitched.

I rotated between them, a relentless, wet circuit. My jaw ached. My throat felt stretched and used. I lost myself in the mechanics—the suction, the flick of my tongue, the twist of my wrist. In the sounds they made, the tightening of their stomachs, the pulsing heat under my lips.

Dr. Moss was the first to break. “I’m… close,” he gritted out.

I redoubled my efforts on him, taking him fully, humming around his shaft.

“Not in your mouth,” he rasped. “On you.” He stroked himself quickly, his fist a blur. The first thick rope of cum splashed across my cheek. The next streaked over my collarbone. Another hit my breast, sliding down my nipple.

As he softened, I turned back to Dr. Blackwell, whose rhythm had grown frantic. I worked him with my hand and mouth, feeling his tension reach a breaking point. With a stifled, shuddering gasp, he pulled back just in time. I watched, breathless, as his release landed on my face in a hot, copious rush. The thick, bitter heat coated my cheeks and forehead, stinging my eyes and slicking my chin. I didn't look away, letting the heavy evidence of his climax mask my skin as a final, visible mark of my service.

Finally, Dr. Hardwick. His eyes were black with lust. I took him back into my mouth, worshipping him with my tongue, my throat, my complete attention. He watched me, his control a visible, trembling thing. Then he pulled himself from my lips. He stroked himself quickly, his fist a blur. The first thick rope of cum splashed across my cheek. The next streaked over my collarbone. Another hit my breast, sliding down my nipple.

I knelt there, panting, painted in their white, drying claims. The smell of sex and salt filled my nose.

“Part three,” Dr. Hardwick said, his voice rough. “Endurance. On the table. On your back.”

I rose, my body trembling with exertion and adrenaline, and climbed onto the padded surface. Dr. Hardwick produced heavy, wide leather straps, securing my wrists and ankles to the rails, spreading me open. I was utterly helpless, displayed, a canvas of reddened skin and glistening cum.

From the instrument tray, Dr. Hardwick picked up a string of large, smooth anal beads, each one bigger than the last. He coated them in clear gel.

“This measures your ability to endure intense stimulation,” he explained, his clinical tone at odds with the intimate act. He pressed the first, smallest bead against my tight rear entrance. “Relax.”

I exhaled, pushing out as he pushed in. The cool, slick sphere popped inside. A low groan escaped me. The stretch was immediate, foreign. He didn’t pause. The second bead followed, wider, filling me more. I clenched around the intrusion, a mix of burning fullness and shocking sensitivity. The third bead made me cry out, my hips straining against the straps.

“Good,” he murmured, working the fourth bead in. I was panting, my ass stretched to a breathtaking degree, a constant, deep pressure that seemed to radiate straight to my clit.

As the fifth and largest bead popped past my rim with a soft, wet sound, Dr. Moss stepped forward. In his hand was a powerful, wand-style vibrator. He clicked it on. A deep, insistent buzz filled the air. He pressed the broad head directly against my clit.

The sensation was seismic. The vibration tore through me, a direct current to every nerve ending. I shrieked, my body bowing off the table. The intense pleasure from the front collided with the deep, stretching pressure from behind. My mind fractured. I was a conduit for sensation, raw and overwhelming.

Before I could adjust, Dr. Blackwell moved to the foot of the table. He held a massive, dual-density dildo, easily as thick as Dr. Hardwick’s cock. He guided it to my soaked, desperate opening.

“No… it’s too much…” I sobbed, but it was a plea without meaning. My body was already yielding.

He pushed. The fat, silicone head stretched me even wider than the beads. I felt impossibly full, stuffed at both ends, my insides rearranging around the dual invasion. He began a slow, relentless fucking, the dildo plunging deep, dragging against my inner walls with exquisite friction.

The vibrator roared on my clit. The beads stuffed my ass. The dildo filled my pussy. Sensation overloaded every circuit. Pleasure became a kind of agony, a screaming need for release that was held just out of reach by the sheer volume of input. I was sobbing, begging, my voice hoarse.

“Now,” Dr. Hardwick said, his hand closing around the base of the bead string.

As Dr. Moss held the vibrator steady and Dr. Blackwell thrust the dildo deep, Dr. Hardwick pulled.

He drew the beads out, one by one, in a slow, deliberate drag.

The feeling was unimaginable. Each bead stretching my rim again on its way out, a reverse penetration that rubbed every hypersensitive nerve. The combined sensations—the buzzing, the fucking, the unrelenting pull—shattered me.

My orgasm didn’t crest; it exploded. It was a full-body detonation, a white-hot nova that obliterated thought. I screamed, a raw, endless sound. My back arched so violently the straps creaked. I convulsed, my internal muscles clamping down on the dildo, fluttering around the empty space the beads left behind. Pleasure, pain, pressure, release—it all fused into a single, cataclysmic wave that washed through me, leaving me twitching and boneless.

The vibrator stopped. The dildo was withdrawn. I lay there, gasping, tears streaming down my temples into my hair. My body felt used, wrecked, glorious.

Dr. Hardwick unstrapped me. The freed blood flow was a painful, tingling rush. He helped me to sit up, his hands surprisingly steady on my trembling shoulders.

I looked at him, my vision blurred.

“A… a rigorous performance,” he said, his own breathing not entirely even. His dark eyes scanned my face, my marked body. “I am quite pleased.”

Hope, sharp and desperate, cut through the haze. “The promotion?”

He smoothed a strand of damp hair from my cheek. “I will need to discuss your results with the committee. The decision isn’t mine alone.” He gestured to Dr. Moss and Dr. Blackwell, who were quietly cleaning up, their expressions unreadable. “But your work tonight… it was persuasive. Wait for my call.”

12 - HEAD NURSE EVELYN

MFF / Blowjob / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

The gold trim on my new collar caught the fluorescent light as I straightened my posture. It felt heavy in a way I now craved—a constant, comforting weight. The last student loan payment had cleared two months ago. The new car sat in the staff parking lot, sleek and impersonal. None of it mattered anymore. The money was just a side effect. The real currency was this: the secured wing, the scent of antiseptic and arousal, the expectant gleam in Dr. Hardwick’s eyes.

And now, the chance to share it.

Caroline sat across from us in Dr. Hardwick’s office, her hands clasped tight in her lap. She was young, fresh out of her program like I’d been. Her nerves were a visible vibration in the air. I remembered that taste—the metallic fear, the desperate hope.

Dr. Hardwick’s questions were a familiar melody. Academic qualifications. Clinical hours. Then, the turn.

“Stress management is critical here, Caroline,” he said, his voice smooth as oil. “How do you… unwind? Are you in a relationship? Sexually active?”

Her cheeks flamed. She stammered about a boyfriend back home, about how she was focused on her career. My lips curved in a faint smile I didn’t try to hide. Oh, sweetheart.

He stood. “Standard protocol. A physical assessment before we proceed. Nurse Granger will assist.”

I rose with him, my movements fluid, assured. “This way,” I said, my voice calm, inviting.

Caroline’s wide blue eyes flicked between us. She saw my uniform, the ornate collar, my lack of hesitation. She followed.

The exam room was the same. The table, the stirrups, the bright lights. It felt like a homecoming.

Dr. Hardwick closed the door. The lock clicked with finality. He turned, his dark eyes on Caroline. “Remove your clothes, please. And stand here.”

Her breath caught. She looked at me, seeking… what? Reassurance? A way out?

I gave her a slow, steady nod. “It’s alright. This is just the beginning. We all start here.”

My words, my calm, seemed to decide her. With trembling fingers, she unbuttoned her blouse, slid her slacks down her legs. Soon she stood naked, hugging herself, skin pebbled in the cool air.

Dr. Hardwick didn’t touch her. He simply undid his own trousers, pushing them down just enough. His cock sprang free, already thick and fully erect, a dark, imposing sight against his white coat.

Caroline’s gasp was sharp.

“Kneel,” I instructed, my voice gentle but leaving no room for debate. I moved behind her, placing my hands on her slender shoulders. “He needs to assess your… compliance. Your willingness to serve.”

I applied soft pressure. Caroline sank to her knees on the tile floor, her gaze level with his hardness. The musk of him filled the space between them.

“Open your mouth,” Dr. Hardwick said, his tone clinical yet dripping with intent.

She did, lips parting in a small ‘o’. He stepped forward, guiding himself with one hand. The broad, plum-colored head pushed past her lips. She made a muffled sound, her eyes watering instantly.

“Good,” I murmured, kneeling beside her, my own uniform crisp and official. “Now take him deeper. Show him you can handle it.”

I placed a hand on the back of her head, not forcing, but guiding. She choked as he slid further into her throat, her body tensing. “Relax your jaw,” I coached, my voice close to her ear. “Let him in. This is what we do here.”

Her throat worked around him, a tight, fluttering sheath. Dr. Hardwick’s breath hitched, a soft, approving sound. He began a shallow rhythm, feeding her his length, watching her struggle and adapt.

A current of pure power surged through me. This was different from being the one on her knees. This was creation. I was sculpting her, just as I’d been sculpted.

I leaned in, my own lips finding the base of his shaft where it met Caroline’s mouth. I licked a long, slow stripe up his rigid length, tasting salt and skin, before taking his heavy balls into my mouth, sucking gently. Dr. Hardwick groaned, his hips stuttering.

Caroline watched me from the corner of her watering eye, a dazed confusion mixing with a dawning, awful understanding.

I stood up, my fingers going to the buttons of my gold-trimmed tunic. “She’s doing well, Doctor,” I said, shrugging the fabric off my shoulders. I let it fall, then stepped out of my skirt. I stood naked before them, my body no longer a source of shame but a tool, a testament. My skin still carried the faint memory of floggers, a map of my journey.

I climbed onto the exam table, the paper crinkling under me. I leaned back, spread my legs wide, and hooked my feet in the stirrups, presenting myself without a shred of hesitation.

“Caroline,” I said, my voice taking on a husky, instructional tone. “Your oral assessment is adequate. Now, demonstrate your attentiveness to senior staff.”

She pulled off Dr. Hardwick’s cock with a wet pop, strings of saliva bridging her lips to his glistening skin. She looked from his face to my exposed core, flushed and already damp with anticipation.

Caroline crawled the short distance to the table. Her breath was hot on my inner thighs. Then her tongue touched me—a tentative, flat stroke through my folds.

A sigh escaped me. “Yes. Like that. But be precise. Find the center.”

Her mouth grew bolder, her lips closing around my clit, sucking with a novice’s eager pressure. It was clumsy, desperate, and utterly perfect. Moans tumbled from my throat. I tangled a hand in her hair, holding her to me, showing her the rhythm. “There. Right there.”

As she ate me out, her tongue spearing and circling, Dr. Hardwick remained a constant, voyeuristic presence at the edge of the table. He didn't touch her; he simply stood back with his arms crossed, his sharp eyes tracking every movement of her mouth against my skin. He leaned in slightly, his shadow falling over us.

“Now for the practical integration,” Dr. Hardwick stated, his voice a cool blade cutting through the heavy air. “Bend over the exam table, both of you.”

The command left no room for hesitation. We moved in unison. Caroline, her face flushed and dazed, braced herself against the padded vinyl beside me. I assumed the same position, our bodies parallel, our spines arched and our asses raised in a stark, submissive offering.

Dr. Hardwick moved to Caroline first, driving back into her from behind. Her choked cries were muffled against the table paper. He fucked her hard, his control fraying. After a dozen deep, pounding strokes, he withdrew, glistening with her wetness.

Then he was at my entrance. I pushed back against him, needing it. He plunged into my soaked, ready heat in one glorious, claiming stroke. I was so much looser, so much more knowing than Caroline. He groaned, his hands gripping my gold-trimmed collar like a leash.

“This,” he grunted, pounding into me, “is what you are training for. This is the pinnacle.”

His words, his perfect, brutal fullness, shattered me. My orgasm tore through my core, clenching around his invading length, a silent scream locking in my throat. I convulsed, my vision whiting out.

Feeling me clamp down, he lost his rhythm. With a raw, guttural shout, he slammed deep and held. I felt the hot, pulsing flood of his release jetting inside me, filling me, marking his Head Nurse once more. He trembled against me, his weight a comforting pressure.

When he pulled out, his seed trickled down my inner thigh. I stayed bent over, catching my breath, a serene smile on my lips. I turned my head to see Caroline watching, her expression a chaotic blend of shock, awe, and a flicker of nascent hunger.

Dr. Hardwick tucked himself away, his demeanor settling back into calm authority. “The position is yours, Caroline. Welcome to Liberty.”

I finally stood, my body humming, sticky, complete. I walked to Caroline and took her hand, helping her up. Her skin was cold. “The first time is the hardest,” I said, squeezing her fingers. “It gets better. I think you’ll enjoy working here.”


FREE USE BEHIND BARS
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1 - ZAYNE’S DANGEROUS REQUEST

MF / Nipple Play / Cunnilingus / Blowjob / PIV Sex / Anal

Sunlight hadn’t even found its way through the blackout curtains yet. I was floating in that warm, hazy space between sleep and waking when I felt the cool silk of my nightgown sliding up my thighs.

His hands.

Large, warm, possessive. Zayne’s scent—expensive cologne and something sharper, like ozone—wrapped around me before I even opened my eyes.

I sighed, a soft smile touching my lips as the silk gathered at my waist, then was pulled over my head completely. The morning air was cool on my bare skin. I kept my eyes closed, letting the sensations take over.

A calloused thumb brushed over my nipple, and it hardened instantly, a sharp point of pure need. I gasped.

“Good morning, baby,” his voice was a low rumble against my ear.

Then his mouth was on me. Hot, wet, insistent. He sucked one nipple deep into his mouth, his tongue circling the stiff peak. The pleasure was a direct line to my core, a deep, aching pull that made my back arch off the mattress. My fingers tangled in his short, dark hair, holding him to me. He moved to the other breast, giving it the same lavish attention, biting down just enough to make me cry out, a sound that was pure surrender.

His mouth was a brand, marking me as his. Always his.

He kissed a blazing trail down the center of my body, his stubble scraping deliciously against my stomach. I was trembling already, my hips making small, involuntary circles, seeking friction. He hooked his hands under my knees, pushing my legs apart, and I was completely exposed to him in the dim room.

His breath ghosted over my slick heat. I whimpered.

And then his tongue was on me. A long, slow, flat stroke from my entrance all the way up to my clit. My entire body jolted. “Zayne!”

He didn’t answer. He just ate. His mouth was relentless, his tongue delving inside me, then flicking over my clit in tight, rapid circles. The sounds were obscene, wet and desperate, and they filled the quiet room along with my broken moans. He added a finger, then two, curling them inside me, finding that spot that made my vision spark white. I was clawing at the sheets, my heels digging into his muscular back, riding his face as he drove me higher and higher.

“I’m… I’m gonna…” My warning was a choked sob.

He pulled back just as I was about to tip over the edge. I cried out in frustration, my body screaming for release.

Before I could protest, he was kneeling over my chest, one hand fisting in my blonde hair. His other hand held his cock, already thick and hard, the tip nudging against my lips.

“Open,” he commanded, his voice dark.

I did. Immediately. The first taste of him, salt and skin, was familiar and intoxicating. He pushed past my lips, not slowly, but with a firm pressure that made my jaw ache. He filled my mouth, then my throat. I relaxed, letting him in, the way he’d taught me.

He started to move. Short, shallow thrusts at first, then deeper. My eyes watered as he hit the back of my throat. He watched me, his dark eyes glazed with lust, his jaw tight. “That’s it. Take it. All of it.”

He fucked my mouth in a steady, punishing rhythm. My gag reflex triggered, a harsh sound tearing from me, but I didn’t push him away. The submission, the sheer helplessness of it, sent a fresh flood of heat between my legs. I loved it. Loved the tears on my cheeks, the drool sliding down my chin, the complete control he had over my body.

He pulled out with a wet pop, my lips swollen and bruised. Before I could catch my breath, he flipped me onto my stomach, then onto my hands and knees. His hand came down hard on my ass cheek, once, twice, the sharp sting making me gasp and push back against him.

He positioned himself behind me, the broad head of his cock pressing against my wet entrance. He pushed inside with one powerful thrust, seating himself to the hilt. I cried out, my arms buckling as he filled me, stretched me, owned me completely.

His pace was brutal from the start. Each snap of his hips drove him deeper, the sound of skin slapping against skin echoing in the room. One hand gripped my hip, the other twisted in my hair, pulling my head back. He bent over me, his hot breath on my neck.

“You’re mine,” he growled against my skin, each word punctuated by a thrust. “Say it.”

“I’m yours,” I moaned, the words ripped from me. “All yours, Zayne.”

He fucked me like that, hard and fast, until my thighs were shaking and my cries were continuous. Just as I felt that familiar coil of pleasure tightening beyond bearing, he pulled out.

The cool air on my exposed, aching flesh was a shock. Before I could process the loss, I felt the blunt, insistent pressure of him, now slick with my wetness, pressing against my other hole.

My breath caught. He knew I loved this. Craved it.

“Please,” I begged, pushing back against him.

He pushed. Just the tip, a burning, impossible stretch. I whimpered, the pain sharp and bright. He paused, letting me adjust, his hand soothing over the curve of my hip.

Then he pushed deeper. An inch. Two. A slow, devastating invasion that stole the air from my lungs. When he was fully seated, a feeling of utter fullness, of being taken in the most forbidden way, overwhelmed me. He began to move, shallow thrusts that quickly grew longer, harder.

The pain melted, transformed into a pleasure so intense it bordered on agony. Each thrust rubbed against that spot inside me, the one connected to everything. My clit was throbbing, untouched. The combined sensations—the deep, internal friction, the burning stretch, the sheer taboo of it—pushed me to the edge in seconds.

“Zayne, I’m gonna cum,” I sobbed, the words barely recognizable.

“Do it,” he grunted, his rhythm becoming frantic, erratic.

I shattered. My orgasm ripped through me, violent and all-consuming. My muscles clamped around him, milking his length as waves of electric pleasure rolled through my body. The intensity made me see stars, made my cries sound like someone else’s.

Feeling me convulse around him pushed him over. With a final, deep grind, he buried himself as far as he could go. A hot, wet rush flooded me as he came, his own groan raw and guttural against my back. He held himself there, pulsing inside me, until we both collapsed onto the soaked sheets, a tangle of spent limbs.

—

The shower steam was thick, his hands gentle as he washed the sweat and evidence of our morning from my skin. I leaned against his chest, boneless and content.

He kissed the top of my head. “I need a favor, Willow.”

“Hmm?” I murmured, tilting my head back to look at him. Water droplets clung to his dark lashes.

“A customer. Downtown. He needs a package today. I’m tied up with something else.”

A cold trickle, completely separate from the shower spray, went down my spine. I knew what he meant. Dope.

I straightened up, turning to face him. “Zayne… you want me to deliver it?”

“It’s simple. In and out. You’ve seen me do it a hundred times.”

My stomach twisted. “But what if I get caught? I’m not… I don’t know the rules.”

He cupped my face, his thumb stroking my cheek. His expression was soft, but his eyes were hard. “You won’t get caught. I wouldn’t ask if it wasn’t safe.” He paused, his gaze sweeping over the marble bathroom, the gold fixtures, the stack of designer shopping bags in the corner from our trip yesterday. “You like this life, right? The apartment? The clothes? The way I take care of you?”

He didn’t say it like a threat. He said it like a fact. A reminder.

The guilt was a physical weight. He gave me everything. The least I could do was this one thing.

My shoulders slumped. I nodded, a tiny, reluctant movement.

He smiled, that dangerous, beautiful smile that always made my knees weak. He kissed me, deep and promising. “Good girl.”

Later, dressed in a simple black dress, I stood by the front door. He pressed a small, tightly wrapped bundle into my hand. It felt heavier than it looked.

“Hide it inside your bra. No one will ever know it’s there,” he said, his voice casual.

I looked down at the package, then up at his expectant face. My heart hammered against my ribs. I took a shaky breath, my fingers trembling as I tucked the package into my bra.

2 - ARRESTED AND SEARCHED

FF / Stripsearch / Body Cavity Search / Fingering / Anal

The drive should have been easy. Tree-lined streets, big houses set back from the road, the kind of neighborhood where you’d expect to see kids playing in sprinklers, not a drug deal. My hands were slick on the steering wheel, the small, hard packet tucked into my bra a constant, accusing pressure against my skin.

The address Zayne had texted was just two blocks away. I was gripping the wheel, my knuckles white, when the red and blue lights flashed in my rearview mirror.

No. No, no, no.

My heart slammed into my throat. I pulled over, the tires bumping against the curb. A cruiser parked behind me. Two officers. A tall, broad-shouldered man and a shorter woman. They got out, moving with a calm, practiced purpose that made my stomach turn to ice.

The male officer, his name tag reading ‘DONOVAN’, approached my window. I rolled it down, forcing a smile that felt like plastic.

“Afternoon, ma’am,” he said, his voice flat. His eyes, a pale blue, scanned my face, then the interior of my car. “You were weaving a bit back there. License and registration.”

“I’m sorry, Officer,” I breathed, fumbling in my purse. My fingers shook as I handed him the cards.

He took them, studying my face a beat too long. “Step out of the vehicle, please.”

The command hit me like a physical blow. “Is… is something wrong?”

“Just step out, ma’am.” His tone left no room for argument.

I opened the door, my legs feeling like water. The pavement was hot under my thin sandals. The female officer, ‘GOMEZ’, stood by the trunk of their cruiser, watching.

“Place your hands on the roof of the car, feet apart.”

Tears pricked my eyes. I did as I was told, leaning forward, the sun beating down on my back. I heard him step closer.

His hands were on me immediately. Not a standard pat-down. Rough, intrusive. One big hand palmed my breast, his fingers digging in, squeezing. A shocked gasp escaped me.

“What are you—” I started.

“Stay still,” he grunted. His hand moved to my other breast, the same brutal pressure. I could feel the hard edge of the package through my bra, right under his searching fingers. He knows. He has to feel it.

He did. His hand stopped. He squeezed again, deliberately now, pinching the small bundle between his thumb and forefinger. A cold, sick dread poured through me.

“What’s this?” he asked, his voice low in my ear.

Before I could form a lie, his hand was dipping into the neckline of my dress, his fingers hooking into my bra. He yanked the package free, holding it up in the sunlight. The tight plastic wrap gleamed.

“Looks like we’ve got something here, Nina,” he called to his partner.

—

The next minutes were a blur of harsh voices, cold metal cuffs clicking around my wrists, the backseat of the cruiser smelling of stale coffee and despair. I was booked, processed, my belongings taken, my fingerprints a dark smear on a digital pad. They led me down a sterile, echoing hallway to a small, tiled room.

Officer Gomez followed me in. She was all sharp angles and quiet confidence. “Strip.”

The word was a slap. “W-what?”

“You heard me. Everything off.” She leaned against the closed door, her arms crossed. “Standard search.”

My breath came in short, panicked hitches. With trembling fingers, I unzipped the side of my dress. It pooled at my feet. My bra came next, then my panties. I stood there, naked, covering myself with my hands, my skin prickling with goosebumps in the cold air.

Gomez’s dark eyes traveled over me. Slowly. From my bare feet, up my legs, over the curve of my hips, my stomach, my breasts. A small, almost imperceptible smile touched her lips. She’s enjoying this.

“Hands at your sides,” she said, her voice softer now.

I let my arms fall, feeling utterly exposed. Her gaze felt like a physical touch, lingering on my nipples, the blonde triangle of hair between my legs. A flush of shame heated my skin, but beneath it, to my horror, a treacherous flicker of something else stirred. The intensity of her look, the complete power she had over me… it was twisted, but it felt familiar. It felt like Zayne.

“Turn around. Slowly.”

I turned, presenting my back, my ass to her. I could feel her eyes on me, studying every inch.

“Over to the table,” she instructed, pointing to a padded exam table in the center of the room. “On your back.”

I climbed onto the cold vinyl, lying back, staring at the fluorescent lights buzzing overhead. She pulled on a pair of blue latex gloves. The snap of the elastic against her wrists was the loudest sound in the room.

She stood between my spread legs. “Relax,” she said, though her tone held no comfort.

I tried. I failed. Her gloved fingers brushed my outer lips, and I flinched.

“I said, relax.” Her fingers parted me. One, then two, slipped inside my pussy without ceremony.

I bit my lip, a strangled sound caught in my throat. It was clinical, invasive. But her fingers were skilled, curling, probing. They found a spot inside me, a sensitive spot, and pressed. A jolt of unwelcome, undeniable pleasure shot through me. My hips gave a tiny, involuntary jerk.

Gomez noticed. Her eyes flicked up to my face. “Hmm.”

She moved her fingers, a slow, thorough exploration. In, out, curling. The wet sound was mortifying. And despite the fear, the shame, my body was responding. A warmth spread through my lower belly. I was getting wet. For her. In this sterile, awful room.

“If you’re hiding anything inside you, I’m gonna find it,” she murmured, almost to herself. She withdrew her fingers, glistening with my wetness.

Before I could process the loss, she squeezed a clear gel onto her other hand. Lubricant. She spread it over two fingers.

“Roll over. On your knees. Head down.”

The command brooked no argument. I moved, turning onto my stomach, then pushing up onto my hands and knees, my face pressed to the cold vinyl. The position was one of complete submission. I heard her move behind me.

The cool, slick touch of her lubricated fingers against my back entrance made me tense violently.

“Easy,” she said, but her voice held no patience. One finger pressed, then pushed past the tight ring of muscle.

I cried out, the intrusion sharp, foreign. She worked her finger in deeper, then added a second. The stretch burned, but the lubricant made it a smooth, relentless invasion. She scissored her fingers, searching. Her other hand came around my hip, her fingers finding my clit.

The dual sensation was overwhelming. The deep, probing fullness in my ass, the quick circles on my clit. My body arched, a traitorous moan slipping from my lips. The fear was still there, a cold knot in my chest, but it was being drowned out by a rising tide of raw, physical sensation. My mind went blank, white noise filling my ears. This was wrong. So wrong. But my body didn’t care.

Her fingers in my ass pressed harder, deeper, hitting a place that made stars burst behind my eyelids. The pleasure coiled, tight and hot, deep in my core. I was panting, my fingers clawing at the table.

“That’s it,” Gomez whispered, her voice husky now. “You like this, don’t you?”

It crashed over me without warning. An orgasm ripped through me, violent and shuddering. I screamed, my body convulsing around her invading fingers. A gush of wetness, more than I’d ever felt, spilled from me, soaking the table beneath me, dripping down my inner thighs. I collapsed forward, my arms giving out, sobbing from the sheer, overwhelming force of it.

Gomez pulled her fingers out slowly. I heard the gloves snap off, tossed into a bin.

“Get cleaned up,” she said, her voice back to its official coolness. She tossed a coarse orange uniform onto the table next to me. “Then get dressed. Cell block B.”

She left, the door clicking shut behind her. I lay there for a long time, trembling, the smell of sex and disinfectant filling my nose. Eventually, I pushed myself up, my legs shaky. I used the uniform to wipe myself, my skin hypersensitive and ashamed.

I pulled on the scratchy, shapeless fabric. It smelled of bleach and strangers. An officer I hadn’t seen before opened the door and gestured for me to follow. We walked down another hallway, through a heavy door that clanged shut behind us, into a row of cells.

He stopped in front of an empty one, the bars sliding open with a metallic screech. “In.”

I stepped inside. The bars closed with a final, echoing clang. I was alone.

I sank onto the hard, thin bunk, pulling my knees to my chest. The reality of the cold cell, the rough uniform, the memory of Gomez’s fingers inside me—it all crashed down. I started to shake, silent tears finally tracking through the grime on my cheeks. I was in jail. Zayne’s package had been found. And a female officer had just made me cum on an exam table.

3 - A NEW CELLMATE

FF / Kissing / Cunnilingus / Fingering

The metal phone was cold and heavy in my hand. The line clicked, then rang. Once. Twice.

“Yeah?” Zayne’s voice was smooth, untroubled.

“It’s me,” I whispered, turning my back to the bored guard. “Zayne, they… they pulled me over. They found it.”

A beat of silence followed. Then, a low, comforting sound. “Shit. Okay. Don’t panic. You’re in county?”

“Yes. They processed me. I’m in a cell.”

“Listen to me,” he said, his voice dropping into that calm, commanding tone that always settled me. “You say nothing. Not a word. I’ll have my guy there by morning. The best. This is a minor bump, Willow. I’ll get you out.”

Tears of relief blurred my vision. “You promise?”

“I promise. You trust me, don’t you?”

“Yes.”

“Good girl. Just sit tight. I’ll fix this.”

The line went dead. I clung to the receiver for a second longer, the echo of his promise warming the ice in my veins. He would fix it. He always did.

—

Back in the cell, I wasn't alone anymore.

A woman was sitting on the lower bunk, her back against the concrete wall. She looked me over with dark, assessing eyes. Her hair was in neat, precise cornrows, and a glint of gold winked from one of her front teeth when her lips curved into a not-quite smile. She was muscular, her arms defined even in the baggy orange uniform.

“Fresh meat,” she said, her voice a rasp of gravel and smoke. “Name’s Eva. You look like you just saw a ghost.”

“Willow,” I managed, sitting cautiously on the edge of the opposite bunk.

She scoffed. “Willow. Fitting. You bend easy?” She studied my face, my trembling hands. “Let me guess. Pretty boy on the outside promised you the moon, got you holding his shit, and now you’re taking the fall.”

“He’s hiring a lawyer. He’s getting me out.”

Eva barked a short, humorless laugh. “Yeah. Heard that one before. They all say that.” She leaned forward, her gaze sharp. “How long you been with him?”

“A year.”

“And he’s got you running packages already.” She shook her head. “He’s testing your loyalty, seeing how far you’ll bend. And you, little Willow, you broke.”

Her words were needles, pricking the fragile bubble of hope Zayne’s call had created. “You don’t know him.”

“I know the type.” She leaned back, crossing her arms. “But fine. Be hopeful. You’ll learn.”

Days blurred into weeks. The expensive lawyer never came. Zayne’s calls became shorter, less frequent. His promises started to sound like recordings. Eventually, he stopped answering the phone.

The hope curdled into a hard, anxious knot in my stomach. Eva watched it happen, saying little, but her presence became a strange anchor. She taught me the unspoken rules of the place—when to look, when to turn away, how to make the tasteless food almost palatable. Her toughness wasn't cruel; it was a survival suit she wore so easily.

When I finally broke down and called my sister, Marie, the last of that warmth died.

“Willow… God, I didn’t know how to reach you,” Marie’s voice was thick with pity. “I saw him, at that new club downtown. He was with someone. A redhead. They were all over each other. He’s… he’s not coming for you, honey.”

The phone slipped from my fingers, clattering against the booth. The world tilted. The sterile hallway sounds faded into a hollow roar. I stumbled back to the cell, my vision swimming.

Eva took one look at me and stood up from her bunk. “What happened?”

I couldn't speak. I just shook my head, a ragged sob tearing loose from my chest. All of it—the blind trust, the stupid risks, the memory of his hands on me that morning—it crashed down. I had been an idiot. A luxury he enjoyed until it became inconvenient.

“Ah, shit,” Eva murmured. Her tough-girl mask slipped, just for a second, revealing something softer. “C’mere.”

She didn't wait. She pulled me into her, and I collapsed against her solid frame, weeping into the rough orange fabric of her uniform. Her arms were strong around me. She smelled like cheap soap and stubborn resilience.

“He was supposed to fix it,” I choked out.

“Men like that only fix things for themselves,” she said, her voice a low rumble near my ear. Her hand stroked my hair, a rough but gentle motion. “But you’re not alone in here.”

I looked up at her, my face wet and splotchy. Her gold tooth glinted. Her dark eyes held mine, and the look in them shifted. The pity was gone, replaced by a heat that was unmistakable. A question.

My breath stilled. The grief was a raw, open wound, but beneath it, a desperate need for connection—for a feeling that wasn't pain—thrummed to life. I was starved for it. I gave a tiny, almost imperceptible nod.

That was all she needed.

Her mouth found mine. It wasn't soft. It was demanding, hungry. Her tongue pushed past my lips, tasting of salt and resolve. A shock of pure sensation cut through the numbness. My hands fisted in her uniform as I kissed her back, pouring all my confusion and hurt into it.

She broke the kiss, her eyes burning. “You want this?” she asked, her voice thick.

“Yes.” The word was a plea.

Her fingers went to the buttons of my uniform top. She undid them, one by one, pushing the rough fabric off my shoulders. The cool air hit my skin. She stripped the top away, then her hands were at the waist of my pants, pushing them down my hips. I stepped out of them, standing bare before her in the dim cell light.

“Beautiful,” she rasped, her gaze scalding as it traveled over my curves. Then, with a quick, efficient motion, she pulled her own uniform over her head, tossing it aside.

Her body was a revelation. Lean, corded muscle, small, pert breasts, dark nipples already hard. A trail of dark hair led down her flat stomach. She was strength personified, and the sight of her sent a fresh, liquid heat between my legs.

She guided me back onto her lower bunk, its thin mattress the only island in that concrete sea. She kneeled between my legs, her hands spreading my thighs wide. She looked at me, at the blonde hair glistening with my own wetness, and a slow smile touched her lips.

Then she lowered her head.

Her mouth was fire. She didn't tease. Her tongue laid a broad, wet stripe from my entrance to my clit, and my back arched off the bunk, a sharp cry escaping me. She groaned against me, the vibration traveling straight to my core.

She ate me like she was starving. Her tongue delved inside, fucking me with slow, deep strokes that made me whimper. Then it circled my clit, fast and focused. She added a finger, sliding it in alongside her tongue, curling it perfectly. A second finger joined, stretching me, filling me in a way that was different from Zayne—not about ownership, but about giving.

“Eva…” I moaned, my hips rising to meet her mouth.

She sucked my clit into her mouth, applying a steady, rhythmic pressure. Her fingers pumped, her palm grinding against me with each thrust. The pleasure built, a tight, screaming coil. The grief, the betrayal, the fear—it all got burned away in that furnace of sensation. There was only her mouth, her fingers, and the raw, animal need to come.

It broke over me like a wave. My orgasm was a silent, shuddering explosion. My body locked, every muscle pulled taut, as pure, electric ecstasy flooded my nervous system. I saw flashes of light behind my eyelids. A broken sob of release was torn from my throat as I pulsed around her fingers.

She gentled her mouth, licking me through the tremors until I was a boneless, gasping heap.

Before I could recover, she was moving, turning, straddling my face. The scent of her, musky and intimate, filled my senses. Her wetness glistened just above my mouth. “My turn,” she breathed.

I didn't hesitate. I lifted my head, my tongue finding her. She was tangy, potent. I mimicked what she had done, licking a slow path before circling her swollen clit. Her hips jerked. A low, guttural groan echoed in the cell.

I licked and sucked, finding a rhythm. I slid a finger inside her, feeling her inner muscles clamp down. She was so tight, so hot. I added another, curling them, as my mouth worked her clit.

“Right there… fuck, Willow, just like that,” she gasped, her hands tangling in my hair, not guiding, just holding on.

I could feel her tension coiling, her thighs trembling against my cheeks. I pressed deeper, sucked harder. Her breath came in sharp pants.

She shattered with a force that surprised me. A ragged cry ripped from her throat, half-muffled by the cell block. Her hips ground against my face as her climax hit. A hot rush of her cum flooded my mouth, more than I had expected, salty and rich. I drank her down, licking her clean as she rode out the waves, her body shuddering above me.

She collapsed beside me, both of us slick with sweat and spent. We lay tangled on the narrow cot, her skin hot against mine. The silence stretched, filled only with our slowing breaths.

In the quiet, the reality seeped back in. The cold walls. The bars. The crushing weight of my mistake. Zayne’s face, his new girlfriend, his betrayal. The tears came again, silent this time.

Eva wrapped an arm around me, pulling me closer. She didn't offer empty words; she just held me. I clung to her solid warmth, the only real thing in that nightmare.

—

A week later, they called Eva’s name for a court appearance. She gave my hand a quick, hard squeeze. “Keep your head down,” she said.

She didn't come back.

Hours passed. Then a day. The cell felt cavernous, empty. The guard just shrugged when I asked. I assumed she had been released. The thought should have made me happy for her, but it only carved a deeper hollow inside me. I was truly alone then.

I lay on my bunk, staring at the stains on the ceiling, the memory of Eva’s taste still a ghost on my tongue, the echo of Zayne’s lies a cold stone in my chest.

4 - A DAY IN COURT

MF / Spanking / PIV Sex

The guard’s grip on my elbow was firm as he led me down the stark hallway. The orange uniform scratched my skin, a constant reminder of the last few weeks. My heart hammered against my ribs, a frantic bird trapped in a cage. Court. The word echoed in my hollow chest. Zayne had betrayed me. Eva was gone. I was utterly alone.

The courtroom was smaller than I’d imagined. The judge, an older woman with stern eyes behind wire-framed glasses, looked over my file. The charges were read. Possession with intent to distribute. My public defender, a tired-looking man, mumbled something about mitigating circumstances.

Then the judge spoke. “Given your lack of prior record and your apparent… malleability, the state is offering an alternative to a five-year prison sentence.”

I froze. Five years.

“A new pilot program,” she continued. “The Female Rehabilitation and Empowerment Utilization Program. A three-month residential commitment with intensive behavioral restructuring.”

I didn’t understand the words, but I understood three months versus five years. My voice was a dry rasp. “I’ll take the program.”

There were no more questions. Paperwork was signed. I was escorted out a different door, down more halls, to a section of the jail that looked almost like a dormitory. The heavy door clicked shut behind the guard, and I was standing in a common area. A worn sofa, a kitchenette with a Formica table, a hallway that presumably led to bedrooms and a bathroom. It was quiet. Eerily so.

Then he walked in.

My stomach dropped. Officer Donovan. The cop who arrested me. His pale blue eyes pinned me in place before he even spoke. He wasn’t in full uniform now, just dark tactical pants and a tight gray t-shirt that strained over his broad shoulders and chest. He looked even bigger, more powerful, without the bulk of his duty jacket.

“Willow,” he said, my name a flat statement on his tongue. “Welcome to The Free Use Program.”

He gestured for me to follow him into the kitchen area. He leaned back against the counter, crossing his arms. His gaze swept over me, from my messy blonde hair down to my scuffed jail-issue shoes. It was the same assessing look he’d given me during the pat-down, but now it felt… proprietorial.

“The rules are simple,” he began, his voice low and even. “This is a structured environment designed to correct wayward behavior. The male staff are here to guide you. That guidance can take many forms.” A slow, deliberate smile touched his lips. “We have free use of you. For sex. For discipline. Any time. Any place in this unit. Your body is no longer your own. It’s a tool for your rehabilitation.”

A cold shockwave hit me first. Free use. The words were so crude, so blatant. This was sanctioned rape. I should have been terrified. Revolted.

But a treacherous heat bloomed low in my belly. A flush crept up my neck. My nipples tightened against the rough fabric of my top. The memory of Zayne’s dominance, of Gomez’s invasive search, of Eva’s claiming mouth—they all collided in my mind. This was wrong. It was crazy. But the darkest, most secret part of me, the part Zayne had cultivated and Eva had awakened, stirred with a sharp, undeniable want.

Donovan saw it. His eyes narrowed, tracking the blush on my skin, the slight catch in my breath. “I see you understand,” he murmured. “Good. Makes this easier.”

He pushed off the counter. “Uniform off. Now.”

My fingers trembled as I reached for the buttons. The silence was heavy, broken only by the rustle of fabric. I let the top fall. Shimmied out of the pants. I stood naked before him in the fluorescent light of the kitchen, my arms crossed instinctively over my chest.

“Hands at your sides,” he commanded, echoing Gomez in that tiled room.

I forced my arms down, exposing myself completely. His gaze was a physical weight, heating my skin everywhere it touched. He didn’t speak for a long moment, just looked his fill.

“Turn around. Bend over the table. Grip the far edge.”

I moved on autopilot, the cold laminate biting into my thighs and stomach as I leaned forward. The position arched my back, presenting my ass to him. I was utterly exposed, vulnerable. My heart pounded so hard I could feel it in my throat.

I heard him step closer. Then his hand, large and heavy, came down on my right ass cheek.

Smack!

The sound was shockingly loud in the quiet room. A sharp, stinging pain exploded, followed instantly by a deep, radiating heat. I yelped, my fingers curling around the table edge.

Smack! The other cheek. The twin sting made my knees buckle. A moan slipped out, mixed with the pain was a bolt of pure, shocking pleasure that shot straight to my core. I was wet. I could feel the slickness between my legs.

He spanked me again, and again. Not a rapid barrage, but slow, measured strikes that let the fire of each one build before the next landed. The pain was bright and sharp, but it melted almost instantly into a throbbing, needy warmth. Each smack made me jerk, made a little gasp or cry escape my lips. I was ashamed. I was aroused. I was completely under his control.

He stopped. The air cooled the heated skin of my ass. I heard the rustle of clothing, the unmistakable sound of a zipper. My breath came in short, shallow pants.

I felt the broad, blunt head of his cock press against my wet entrance. He didn’t ask. He didn’t tease. He just pushed forward, burying himself inside me in one hard, deep thrust.

I cried out, my back arching. He was big, stretching me, filling me in a way that was instantly overwhelming. He didn’t wait for me to adjust. He pulled back and slammed home again.

“This is what you need,” he grunted, his hands gripping my hips, holding me in place for his pounding rhythm. “This is what your kind understands.”

Each thrust was a punishment and a promise. The table rattled with the force of him. The slick, wet sounds of our joining filled the kitchen. The pain in my ass from the spanking merged with the deep, driving pleasure of his cock inside me. It was too much. It was everything.

He fucked me hard and fast, his hips pistoning, his breathing growing ragged near my ear. The coil in my belly, wound tight by the spanking, by the humiliation, by the sheer force of his possession, began to unravel.

“That’s it,” he growled, sensing my tension. “Cum for me. Show me you accept your place.”

His words were the final trigger. My orgasm crashed over me, violent and consuming. My muscles clamped around his length, milking him as waves of intense pleasure radiated out from my core, making my legs shake and my cries echo off the cabinets. I saw white behind my eyelids, my body convulsing against the table.

Feeling me pulse around him drove him over the edge. With a final, deep grind, he buried himself to the hilt. A hot rush flooded my pussy as he came, a low, guttural groan tearing from his chest. He stayed there, pulsing inside me, for several long seconds before pulling out slowly.

I heard him zip his pants. I stayed bent over the table, spent and trembling, his cum already beginning to trickle down my inner thigh.

A warm, wet cloth dabbed roughly at my back. He was wiping his release from my skin. The gesture was oddly clinical.

“Get dressed,” he said, his voice back to that cool, detached tone. “Behave yourself. I’ll be back soon.”

His boots echoed on the linoleum, then the main door opened and shut. Silence rushed back in.

I pushed myself up, my legs unsteady. I looked at the crumpled orange uniform on the floor. The reality of what just happened settled over me, cold and heavy. I had chosen this. I had liked it. A confusing mix of shame, fear, and a lingering, throbbing arousal churned inside me. I pulled the scratchy fabric back on, the material feeling alien against my sensitized skin.

I was in the program now. And Officer Donovan would be back.

5 - PRISON WINE AND FORBIDDEN PLEASURE

FFFFFF / Group Sex / Orgy / Kissing / Nipple Play / Sixty-nine / Cunnilingus / Rimming / Dildo

The heavy dormitory door clicked shut behind Officer Donovan, leaving me alone in the common area. The silence felt thicker now, charged with what had just happened and the lingering ache between my legs. I was still standing there, trying to process it all, when a voice called from down the hallway.

“Willow! Get in here!”

It was a woman’s voice, warm and inviting. I followed it, my footsteps quiet on the linoleum. The hallway opened into a larger room lined with bunk beds. Five women looked up as I entered.

My heart leaped. Eva.

She was sitting on the edge of a lower bunk, that familiar gold tooth flashing in a wide, genuine smile. “Well, look what the cat dragged in,” she said, her gravelly voice like a balm.

“Eva,” I breathed, a rush of relief making my eyes sting. I wasn’t alone.

The other women smiled. One, a slender woman with soft features and flowing brown hair, patted the bunk beside her. “I’m Marie,” she said, her voice gentle. “This is Charlotte.” She gestured to a curvy woman with sharp eyes and a confident smirk. “That’s Jacqueline and Beverly, over there.” A taller, athletic woman with dark hair sat beside a beautiful woman with cascading curls and big breasts. They gave me a nod.

“We heard you got the tour from Donovan,” Charlotte said, her smirk deepening. “Rough initiation.”

My cheeks flushed. I sat next to Marie, the thin mattress dipping under my weight.

“Don’t let it spook you,” Jacqueline said, her voice calm. “The program… it’s not so bad. You get used to the rules. You might even start to like it.” Her gaze held mine, and there was a knowing look there that sent a shiver down my spine.

“She’s right,” Eva said, leaning forward. Her eyes traveled over me, and that old heat was back in her gaze. “It’s about control, but it’s also about letting go. About feeling everything they make you feel, and taking your own pleasure from it.”

Charlotte hopped off her bunk and rummaged under it, pulling out a plastic bottle filled with a cloudy orange liquid. “Enough serious talk. Time for the real welcome.” She unscrewed the cap, and a sweet, fermented smell filled the space. “Hooch. Made it myself from oranges and bread.”

She poured the liquid into five plastic cups and passed them around. The first sip was sharp, almost bitter, but it warmed my throat. We drank, and the women started talking, laughing about small rebellions, about annoying guards. The hooch spread a soft, fuzzy heat through my limbs, melting the last of my tension.

As I laughed at a story Jacqueline told, I began to really see them. Marie’s gentle curves, the way her hair fell over her shoulder. Charlotte’s full lips and the mischievous glint in her eye. Jacqueline’s strong, toned arms and the graceful line of her neck. Beverly’s large tits and shimmering hair. And Eva… Eva’s muscular frame, the powerful set of her shoulders, that magnetic confidence.

The air in the room changed. It grew warmer, thicker. The laughter took on a lower, richer tone.

Charlotte set her cup down. She looked at Jacqueline, and without a word, Jacqueline met her halfway. Their lips crashed together in a hungry, open-mouthed kiss. A soft moan escaped Charlotte as Jacqueline’s hands tangled in her hair.

I watched, mesmerized, the hooch buzzing in my veins. Then Eva’s hand was on my chin, turning my face to hers. Her eyes were dark pools of intent. “Missed you,” she murmured, and then her mouth was on mine.

It wasn’t gentle. It was a claiming. Her tongue swept into my mouth, tasting of citrus and defiance. I kissed her back just as fiercely, my hands coming up to grip her shoulders. The world narrowed to the heat of her lips, the scratch of her cornrows against my fingers.

Her hands went to the buttons of my orange top. She made quick work of them, pushing the fabric off my shoulders. The cool air hit my skin, but then her mouth was on my neck, biting and sucking. Marie and Beverly moved closer.

“She’s gorgeous,” Beverly breathed, her voice husky. She leaned in, her mouth finding my other breast. Her tongue swirled around my nipple, then sucked it deep. On the other side, Eva did the same, her teeth grazing the sensitive peak.

A twin bolt of pleasure speared through me, making me cry out into Eva’s mouth. My head fell back. I saw Charlotte and Jacqueline had shed their uniforms. Jacqueline was on her back on a lower bunk, and Charlotte was straddling her face, lowering her pussy onto Jacqueline’s mouth while she bent forward to return the favor. The wet, rhythmic sounds of their sixty-nine filled the room.

Eva pulled back, standing up. She peeled her own uniform off, revealing her incredible body—the sculpted muscles of her stomach, her small, perfect breasts, the dark thatch of hair between her legs. Beverly did the same, her full breasts swaying as she moved.

Eva climbed onto the empty bunk, lying back with her legs spread. “Lick me, Willow,” she commanded, her voice leaving no room for question.

I positioned myself between her legs, one strong thigh on either side of my head. The intimate scent of her, musky and sweet, enveloped me. “Make me cum,” she said, looking down at me, her eyes burning.

I didn’t need telling twice. I lowered my head, my tongue finding her folds. She was already wet, swollen. I licked a broad stripe from her entrance to her clit, and her whole body shuddered. A low groan rumbled in her chest. I focused on her clit, circling it, then sucking it gently into my mouth.

As I worshipped Eva, I felt Beverly get onto the bed behind me. Her hands spread my ass cheeks. Then her warm, wet tongue touched my back entrance. I jerked, a gasp muffled against Eva’s pussy. Beverly’s tongue pressed insistently, licking and probing, sending shocking, electric jolts of pleasure straight through my core.

Eva ground herself against my mouth, her hips moving in a slow, demanding rhythm. “Right there… don’t stop,” she panted. I redoubled my efforts, licking and sucking, sliding a finger inside her hot, tight channel. She clenched around me.

The dual sensations were overwhelming. Beverly’s tongue working my ass, Eva’s taste in my mouth, the sounds of Charlotte and Jacqueline’s mutual pleasure across the room. The coil in my belly wound tighter and tighter.

Eva’s thighs began to tremble. Her moans grew louder, more ragged. “I’m gonna… fuck, Willow, now!” Her climax hit. A flood of her juices gushed into my mouth, hot and salty. I drank her down as her body convulsed above me, her cries echoing off the walls.

I was panting, my own need a desperate throb. Beverly was still behind me, her finger now pressing against my soaked pussy from behind.

I watched, dazed, as Eva moved to Jacqueline. She nudged Charlotte aside and positioned herself between Jacqueline’s spread legs. She slid two fingers into Jacqueline, then lowered her mouth, eating her out with the same focused intensity she’d just enjoyed.

Charlotte, her lips glistening, reached under her bunk again. She pulled out a strange object—a homemade dildo, shaped from what looked like hardened foam or plastic, wrapped securely in a clean latex glove.

She came to me, her eyes locked on mine. “You’re gonna love this,” she whispered, positioning me on my back.

Beverly shifted, moving to straddle my face, her wet pussy hovering above my mouth. “Eat me while she fucks you,” Beverly moaned.

I lifted my head, my tongue finding Beverly’s clit as Charlotte positioned herself between my legs. I felt the broad, cool tip of the makeshift dildo press against my entrance. Then Charlotte pushed, and it slid inside me in one smooth, filling stroke.

I cried out, the sound vibrating against Beverly. The dildo was thick, stretching me perfectly. Charlotte began to fuck me with it, a steady, deep rhythm that matched the motion of my tongue on Beverly’s clit.

Beverly rocked against my mouth, her hands clutching my hair. “Yes… just like that…” she chanted. I could feel her tension building, her thighs squeezing my head.

The pleasure was a crescendo, building from my mouth, from the deep thrusts inside me, from the knowledge that I was surrounded by these beautiful, powerful women all lost in sensation. I felt Beverly’s orgasm first. She shuddered, a sharp cry torn from her lips as she ground her clit against my tongue, her release sweet and tangy.

That pushed me over the edge. My own climax exploded, a white-hot wave that melted my bones. I convulsed around the dildo, my back arching off the bed, a broken, endless moan ripped from my throat as pleasure detonated every nerve ending.

Charlotte slowed, then gently pulled the dildo free. I collapsed, spent. Beverly rolled off me, lying panting on the bunk beside me. Across the room, Eva and Jacqueline were curled together, spent and smiling.

The hooch and the sex left us in a drowsy, sated heap. Limbs intertwined, we found spaces on the bunks. Eva pulled a thin blanket over us both, her strong arm slung over my waist. The last thing I heard was Charlotte’s soft snore and the distant echo of a guard’s footsteps in the hall before the deep, grateful darkness of sleep pulled me under.

6 - PUNISHED AND PADDLED

MMFFFFFF / Paddling / Blowjob / PIV Sex / Anal

The harsh buzz of the overhead lights jolted me awake. My head throbbed from last night’s hooch, and the warm, comfortable tangle of limbs around me suddenly felt like a trap. Eva’s arm was still heavy across my waist, Charlotte’s leg thrown over mine.

Boots echoed on the linoleum, a sharp, angry rhythm. I opened my eyes.

Officer Donovan stood at the foot of the bunks, his pale blue eyes like chips of ice. In his hand, he held the empty plastic hooch bottle, dangling it by the neck. His jaw was set, a muscle ticking in his cheek. The air in the room went cold.

“Up,” he barked.

We scrambled, the drowsy peace shattered. Sheets rustled as we all sat up, blinking in the cruel light. Eva was instantly alert, her body tense beside me. Marie looked terrified. Charlotte wore a defiant smirk that didn’t reach her eyes. Jacqueline and Beverly just looked resigned.

“You think the rules don’t apply to you?” Donovan’s voice was low, dangerous. He shook the bottle. “You think this is a fucking sleepaway camp?”

He pulled his radio from his belt. “Clark. I need you in Dorm Three. Now.”

A crackle of static, then a male voice. “Copy.”

A minute later, another officer filled the doorway. Officer Clark was younger, with a buzz cut and a similar build to Donovan, though leaner. His eyes swept over us with cold appraisal.

“I found contraband,” Donovan said, not taking his eyes off us. “Time for a lesson in consequences. On your feet. All of you. Strip.”

My heart hammered against my ribs. The order was so blunt, so public. I looked at Eva. Her face was a stone mask, but I saw the fury burning in her dark eyes. Slowly, we all stood beside our bunks. Fingers fumbled with buttons. The rustle of cheap fabric filled the silence as orange uniforms pooled on the floor. I stepped out of mine, crossing my arms over my chest, my skin prickling with goosebumps under their twin gazes.

Donovan and Clark each pulled a long, flat leather paddle from their duty belts. The dark leather looked worn, supple. Dangerous.

“Bend over. Grip the footboard of your bunk,” Donovan commanded. “Ass out. You don’t move until I say.”

Eva was first. She didn’t hesitate. She turned, bent smoothly at the waist, and grabbed the metal rail of her bunk, presenting her muscular, rounded ass. Donovan stepped behind her.

The first swing of the paddle cracked through the room like a gunshot. Eva’s body jerked, a sharp gasp hissing through her teeth. A bright red rectangle bloomed on her tan skin.

Smack! Another, on the other cheek. Her knuckles turned white on the rail. She took each blow in rigid silence, but her body trembled with the impact.

Clark moved to Charlotte. The smirk was gone from her face now, replaced by pale fear. She bent over. Clark’s swing was just as hard, just as precise. Charlotte cried out, a short, sharp sound she bit off halfway through. Red welts rose quickly on her fair skin.

The rhythmic, brutal sounds filled the dorm—the sharp crack of leather on flesh, strained breathing, muffled cries. Jacqueline took her punishment from Clark with quiet whimpers, tears streaming down her face. Beverly, from Donovan, with low moans that sounded almost like sobs.

Then it was my turn.

“Willow,” Donovan said, his voice directly behind me.

I was trembling so hard my knees felt weak. I turned, mimicking the others, bending over the cold metal rail. The position was utterly exposing, humiliating. I felt the cool air on my most intimate parts. I closed my eyes, bracing.

The first strike was a sunburst of pure, shocking pain. I yelped, my whole body seizing. The sting was immediate and intense, a line of fire across my left cheek. Before it could fade, the second landed on the right. I cried out again, tears springing to my eyes.

But as the sharp pain ebbed, something else rushed in to fill the space. A deep, throbbing heat. A spreading warmth that curled low in my belly. With the third smack, the fourth, the pain and the pleasure began to blur. Each impact jolted through me, and the heat between my legs grew, a slick, undeniable arousal. I was wet. I could feel it. A soft, shameful moan escaped my lips on the sixth strike.

He stopped. The air cooled the burning skin of my ass. I was panting, my face wet with tears, my core aching with need.

I heard a zipper. Then another.

“Eva. Willow. On your knees. Now.”

We moved, awkward, sore. We knelt on the hard floor between the bunks, facing Donovan. He’d freed his cock, already thick and hard. Clark had done the same, and he’d pulled Charlotte to her feet, turning her to face the wall, his hands on her hips.

“Suck,” Donovan ordered, his gaze boring into me.

Eva went first. She leaned forward, taking the broad head into her mouth, her lips stretching. She sucked hard, her tongue swirling. Donovan’s eyes slid shut for a second, a low grunt in his throat. After a moment, he gripped her cornrows and gently pulled her off. “Switch.”

I moved in. The taste of him, salt and skin and a faint hint of Eva, filled my mouth. I took him as deep as I could, my own arousal spiking at the feel of him on my tongue, the sound of Clark grunting as he pushed into Charlotte from behind. Charlotte’s muffled cries mixed with the wet slap of skin.

We switched back and forth, a rhythm established. Eva, then me, then Eva again. Donovan’s hand fisted in my hair, guiding my pace, pushing a little deeper each time. I gagged, tears welling again, but the humiliation fed the fire inside me. I loved the feel of his control, the sheer force of his desire.

Across the room, Clark was fucking Charlotte hard, her body pressed against the cinderblock wall. His hands gripped her hips, slamming her back onto him with each thrust.

Donovan pulled me off him, a string of saliva connecting my lip to his glistening shaft. “Bed. Hands and knees.”

I crawled onto the nearest bunk, the rough blanket scratchy under my knees and palms. My heart was a wild drum. I felt him position himself behind me, the head of his cock nudging my soaked entrance. He pushed in, not slowly, filling me in one relentless stroke.

I cried out, my back arching. He was so big, stretching me, owning me. He set a punishing pace immediately, each deep drive sending shocks of pleasure-pain through my sore, sensitized body. The sounds were obscene—the wet slap of our joining, his ragged breaths, my own choked moans.

I saw Clark pull out of Charlotte, who slumped against the wall. He turned to Eva, who was still on her knees. He gestured, and Eva stood, turning to bend over the bunk. Clark entered her from behind, and Eva’s head dropped, a long, guttural groan tearing from her throat as he started to move.

Donovan’s thrusts grew more urgent. One of his hands left my hip. I felt a slick, cool finger circle my other entrance. He pressed, and the pressure was intense, overwhelming. My body resisted for a second, then yielded as he pushed the tip of his finger inside.

The dual sensation was incredible—his cock pounding my pussy, his finger breaching my ass. I felt full, stretched, completely possessed. The coil in my belly wound impossibly tight.

He removed his finger. I felt the blunt, wider pressure of his cockhead replace it. “Relax,” he grunted, his voice strained.

He pushed. There was a sharp, burning stretch, a moment of shocking fullness that stole my breath. Then he was in, deeper than I thought possible, buried in my ass. He held still for a heartbeat, letting me adjust to the incredible, invasive feeling. Then he moved.

It was a different kind of friction, tighter, hotter. Each thrust sent bolts of white-hot pleasure straight to my core. The initial burn faded, replaced by a building, urgent need. I was panting, begging wordlessly, my fingers clawing at the blanket.

“That’s it,” Donovan growled, his pace relentless. “Take it.”

My orgasm ripped through me without warning. It wasn’t a wave; it was an explosion. My vision whited out. My ass clenched rhythmically around his invading length, milking him, and a raw, broken scream tore from my throat as pleasure detonated every nerve.

Feeling me convulse around him drove him over. With a final, deep grind, he buried himself to the hilt. A hot flood filled my ass as he came, his own groan harsh and satisfied against my back.

He stayed there for a long moment, both of us trembling, before slowly pulling out. I collapsed onto my side, boneless and wrecked.

I heard Clark finish with Eva, his own release punctuated by a low shout. Then, silence, broken only by our heavy, ragged breathing.

Boots moved across the floor. Zippers. Without a word, Officers Donovan and Clark left. The door clicked shut.

For a minute, no one moved. Then, slowly, we all began to stir, wincing as we sat up, touched our sore, marked skin. We gathered our uniforms and dressed in silence.

Beverly was the first to speak, her husky voice quiet. “You know… I don’t hate it,” she admitted, smoothing her orange top. “The program. There’s a… freedom in it. In not having to think.”

Eva stared at her as if she’d grown a second head. “You’re crazy. This is a cage. I can’t wait to be out of here. I miss my life. My phone. Real food. A cigarette.” She looked at me. “Right, Willow?”

I nodded quickly, forcing my voice to work. “Yeah. Of course. It’s… it’s awful.”

But inside, a secret, shameful warmth still glowed. The memory of the paddle’s bite, the feel of being so completely used, the shocking climax he’d wrung from my body… my skin still hummed with it. I agreed with Eva out loud, but in the quiet of my own mind, I knew the truth. A part of me was starting to crave the awful, wonderful punishment.

7 - A VISIT TO THE DOCTOR

MF / Medical Exam / Fingering / Speculum / Enema / Anal / Dildo

The next morning, the door buzzed before I was fully awake. Officer Donovan stood there, his expression unreadable.

“New intake protocol,” he said. “Full medical. Let’s go.”

My stomach twisted. I glanced at Eva, but she just gave me a tight, reassuring nod. I followed Donovan’s broad back down the sterile hallways to a part of the facility I hadn’t seen. A sign on a heavy door read INFIRMARY.

Inside, the air smelled of antiseptic and something else, a sterile sort of loneliness. A man in a white coat stood with his back to us, examining a chart. He turned as we entered. Dr. Roger Breedwell was older, with thinning gray hair and wire-framed glasses perched on a sharp nose. His eyes, a pale gray, looked me over with detached interest.

“Ah, the new one. Willow, is it?” His voice was calm, professional. “Donovan, you can wait outside.”

The officer gave a curt nod and left, the door clicking shut behind him. The sound felt final.

“Standard procedure for all new residents,” Dr. Breedwell said, setting the chart aside. “We need a baseline. Remove your clothing and place it on the chair. Then, position yourself on the examination table. Legs in the stirrups, please.”

My face flushed hot. I’d been naked in front of men here, but this felt different. Colder. More clinical. But it was an order. I unbuttoned the orange top, letting it fall. I stepped out of the pants, folding them clumsily before placing the small pile on the metal chair. The air in the room was cool on my bare skin.

I climbed onto the padded table, the paper sheet crinkling under me. The stirrups were cold against my heels. I leaned back, staring at the acoustic tiles on the ceiling, trying to detach my mind from my body as I spread my legs for him.

I heard the snap of a fresh latex glove. Then his touch, clinical and cool, on my inner thigh.

“Just a visual first,” he murmured, more to himself than to me.

His gloved fingers parted my folds. A soft gasp escaped me at the contact. He was thorough, looking, but his touch wasn’t rough. It was… precise. A single finger traced my entrance, then slid inside, just to the first knuckle.

A jolt went through me. It wasn’t pleasure, not exactly. It was a shock of sensation after days of numbness and violent arousal. He crooked his finger, pressing up. My hips gave a tiny, involuntary jerk.

“Hmm,” he said. He moved his finger, a slow in-and-out motion. The latex was slick now, not from any gel, but from me. I was getting wet. The shame of it burned my cheeks even as my body betrayed me, responding to the steady, impersonal rhythm.

He withdrew his finger, holding it up. It glistened in the fluorescent light. “Noted,” he said, his tone flat. He dropped his hand to a tray of instruments and picked up a speculum. The cold metal clicked as he adjusted it. “You’ll feel some pressure.”

I flinched as the cold tip pressed against me. Then he pushed, and the device opened inside me, spreading me wide. The sensation was intensely vulnerable, a stretching, opening feeling that left me utterly exposed. I could feel the cool air on my inner walls. He leaned in, peering, and adjusted a small light attached to the speculum.

“Cervix looks healthy,” he muttered. He moved the speculum slightly, the metal edges a firm, unyielding presence. I bit my lip, my hands clutching the edges of the paper sheet. This is medical, I told myself. This is just procedure.

After what felt like an eternity, he closed the instrument and withdrew it with a soft, slick sound. The relief was immediate, but short-lived.

“Next, bowel clearance. So I can examine you properly.” He turned to a cabinet and returned with a clear bag of liquid and a long, tapered nozzle. “This is a saline enema. You will retain the solution for five minutes before expelling it. It’s important for a clean internal exam.”

My heart sank. He helped me roll onto my left side, my back to him. I felt the cool, wet tip of the nozzle press against my back entrance. I tensed.

“Relax,” he said, his voice still that calm, detached tone. “It will be easier.”

I forced my muscles to unclench. He pushed, and the nozzle slid in. It was a strange, invasive feeling. Then I heard a click, and a rush of warm fluid began to flow into me. It felt… full. Heavy. The warmth spread through my lower belly, a bloating, pressing sensation that was deeply uncomfortable. He held the nozzle in place until the bag was empty, then removed it.

“Five minutes,” he said, checking his watch. “You may feel some cramping. It’s normal.”

I lay there on my side, trying to breathe through the intense pressure. It was a bizarre, humiliating purging. When he finally pointed to a small, open bathroom attached to the infirmary and said, “You may void now,” I nearly stumbled off the table in my hurry.

After, feeling hollow and scrubbed raw inside, I returned to the table. He gestured for me to get back into position, this time on my hands and knees.

“Anal sphincter tone assessment,” he stated. His gloved hand smoothed over one cheek, then the other. A finger, lubricated this time, circled the tight furl of muscle. He pressed. My body resisted, clenching instinctively.

“You’re quite tight,” he observed, his finger applying steady pressure until it popped past the ring of muscle. I gasped at the sudden intrusion. He worked the finger in and out, a shallow, testing motion. “Significant tension. This can lead to complications. You require training to achieve proper laxity.”

He removed his finger and turned back to his tray. He selected a smooth, black silicone dildo, about the size of two fingers together. He coated it generously with clear gel.

“This is a beginner’s size. Deep breath.”

The cool, blunt tip pressed where his finger had been. He pushed. The stretch was immediate, a burning, insistent fullness that made me cry out. He didn’t stop. He worked it in slowly, relentlessly, until it was fully seated inside me. He held it there, letting my body adjust to the foreign object.

Then he began to move it. In and out. A smooth, gliding friction. The initial burn began to subside, replaced by a deep, spreading warmth. The pressure was against something inside me that sent confusing signals to my core. A soft moan leaked from my lips. My pussy, utterly ignored, was dripping.

Dr. Breedwell noticed. “Interesting physiological response,” he noted clinically. He set the small dildo aside and picked up another. This one was significantly thicker, longer, with a slight curve. My eyes went wide.

“Training requires progression,” he said, applying more gel.

The pressure of this new tip was immense. I whimpered, pushing back instinctively against his hand as if to escape it, which only served to impale myself further. He pushed, and my body yielded with a shocking, full feeling that stole my breath. He fucked my ass with it in a steady, measured rhythm, each stroke stroking that deep, secret place.

Pleasure, sharp and undeniable, began to coil at the base of my spine. It built with each thrust, fed by the humiliation, the clinical detachment in his eyes, the sheer, shocking fullness. My moans grew louder, less controlled. I was panting, my forehead pressed to the cold table.

“That’s it,” he murmured, his rhythm becoming more purposeful. “The body learns.”

The coil snapped. An orgasm, brutal and unexpected, ripped through me. It wasn’t centered in my pussy but radiated from my ass, from that deep, invaded place. I screamed, my body convulsing around the invading toy, and a gush of fluid sprayed from my pussy onto the paper below, soaking it.

He slowed, then gently withdrew the toy. I collapsed onto the table, trembling violently, spent and slick with sweat.

“Satisfactory,” Dr. Breedwell said, peeling off his gloves. “You may dress. We will continue this training weekly.”

My hands shook as I pulled on the scratchy orange uniform. The fabric felt alien against my sensitized skin. I was humiliated, confused, my mind reeling. All I could feel was the lingering, throbbing echo of that climax, and a terrifying curiosity about what “continued training” would entail.

8 - SOLD AND USED

MF / Bondage / Restraints / Nipple Clamps / Buttplug / Vibrator / PIV Sex / Anal

The infirmary door clicked shut behind Dr. Breedwell, leaving me alone with Officer Donovan. The sterile smell clung to my uniform, but underneath it, I could still smell my own arousal, a humiliating testament to what had just happened. Donovan’s pale eyes scanned me, his expression giving nothing away.

“Follow me,” he said, his voice flat.

He led me not back toward Dorm Three, but down a different corridor, one with plain, unmarked doors. He stopped at the last one on the left, produced a key, and unlocked it. He gestured for me to enter.

The room was small, windowless. A single, sturdy bed with a plain mattress dominated the space. But it was the shelving unit against the wall that stole my breath. It was lined with sex toys—neat rows of dildos and vibrators in various sizes and colors, coils of rope, sets of leather cuffs, bottles of lube, and other items I didn’t immediately recognize.

A man stood up from a simple chair in the corner. He was older, with a paunch and thinning hair, dressed in casual slacks and a polo shirt. He looked utterly ordinary, like someone’s dad.

“Frank,” Donovan said, by way of introduction.

Frank nodded, a friendly smile on his face that didn’t reach his eyes. He reached into his back pocket, pulled out a thick fold of cash, and handed it to Donovan. The officer took it, counted it with quick, practiced flips of his thumb, and tucked it into his own pocket without a word. He didn’t look at me again. He just turned and left, locking the door behind him.

The sound of the lock engaging sent a cold spike through my stomach. He sold me. The realization was a physical blow. The Free Use Program wasn’t just about staff discipline. It was a business.

“Now then,” Frank said, his voice genial. “Let’s get you comfortable.”

He walked toward me. His hands went to the buttons of my orange top. His touch was firm, not rough, but completely assured. He pushed the fabric off my shoulders, letting it fall to the floor. He did the same with the pants, until I stood naked before him. His gaze traveled over my body, clinical and appraising in a way that felt different from the doctor’s. This was a customer inspecting merchandise.

“On the bed. On your back,” he instructed.

I moved automatically, the mattress dipping under my weight. He went to the shelves, selecting items with calm efficiency. He returned with a set of wide, padded leather cuffs. He fastened one around my right wrist, then pulled my arm up to the metal headboard. There was a loop there. He secured the cuff to it. He did the same with my left wrist, stretching my arms above my head, leaving me spread and open.

The vulnerability was instant and total. I tugged against the restraints, but they held firm. The leather was soft but unyielding.

Next, he picked up a small, cruel-looking device—two metal clamps connected by a short chain. He leaned over me, his breath smelling of coffee. He took my right nipple between his thumb and forefinger, rolled it to stiffness, and then attached the clamp.

A sharp, biting pain made me gasp. It wasn’t overwhelming, but it was constant, a focused ache that sent little shocks through my breast. He did the same to my left nipple. The twin pains were a bright, humming awareness. My breathing quickened.

He held up a black silicone buttplug, its base flared. He coated it with cool lube from a bottle. “Lift your hips,” he said.

I did, exposing myself completely. He positioned the tapered tip against my back entrance, still loose and sensitive from the doctor’s “training.” With a steady push, he worked it into me. The stretch was familiar now, a filling, intrusive pressure that made my eyes water. He seated it fully, the flared base resting snugly against my cheeks.

Then he picked up a vibrator—a sleek, purple wand. He turned it on. A low, powerful buzz filled the room. He didn’t touch me with it right away. He just held it near my inner thigh, letting me feel the vibration in the air. My skin prickled.

Slowly, he brought the head of the wand to my clit. The contact was electric. A jolt of pure sensation, bright and shocking, ripped through me. I cried out, my back arching off the bed. The pain in my nipples flared in time with the pulses of pleasure.

He began to move the wand in slow, tiny circles. The vibrations weren’t gentle; they were intense and relentless, buzzing directly into my swollen, hyper-sensitive nub. Pleasure, hot and coiling, built in my core with frightening speed. It mixed with the ache of the clamps and the deep fullness of the plug, creating a confusing, overwhelming symphony of feeling.

“Please,” I heard myself whimper. I didn’t know what I was begging for—more, or less, or for it to never stop.

“Please, what?” Frank asked, his voice still calm. He adjusted the vibrator, focusing it right on the tip of my clit.

A sob choked me. “Please… more.”

He smiled then, a real smile. He increased the pressure. The vibrations seemed to penetrate my very bones. My hips bucked helplessly against his hand. The coil inside me wound so tight I thought I’d break. I was babbling, my words dissolving into incoherent moans. I was right on the edge, trembling with the need to fall.

Then, he pulled the vibrator away.

The sudden absence was a physical agony. A frustrated, broken sound tore from my throat. I strained against the cuffs, my body screaming for release.

I heard his zipper. He moved between my spread legs, his body blocking the harsh light. He was already hard. He positioned himself, the head of his cock nudging my soaking entrance. He didn’t ask. He just pushed in, filling me in one deep, claiming stroke.

I gasped, my inner walls stretching around him. He was thick, and he started fucking me with a hard, driving rhythm immediately. Each thrust jarred the plug in my ass, sending dual sensations crashing through me. The clamps jiggled and pulled with his movement, sending fresh spikes of pain-pleasure through my chest.

He fucked me like he owned me, his hands braced on the mattress beside my shoulders, his breath hot on my neck. The bedframe creaked in a steady, brutal tempo. I was lost in it, in the sheer physicality, the raw use of my body. My earlier climax, denied, came roaring back, amplified by every sensation.

“Turn over,” he grunted, pulling out suddenly.

He unlocked one cuff, then the other. My arms fell, aching. He manhandled me onto my hands and knees. I felt his hands on my hips, his fingers finding the base of the buttplug. He pulled it slowly from my ass, the sensation of being emptied almost as intense as being filled. He tossed it aside.

Then I felt the blunt, slick pressure of his cockhead at that now-familiar entrance. He pushed. The resistance was minimal, my body already trained and willing. He sank into my ass deeply, completely, and a choked cry was forced from my lungs. It was a deeper, hotter, tighter fit than my pussy. It stole my breath.

He set a ruthless pace, gripping my hips, slamming into me. The shame was there, burning in my mind, but my body embraced it, welcomed the invasion. Each thrust rubbed a spot inside me that made stars burst behind my closed eyelids. The pleasure was darker, more intense, a crescendo building from my very core.

I couldn’t hold back. My orgasm erupted, violent and consuming. My ass clenched rhythmically around his driving length, milking him, and I screamed into the mattress as wave after wave of shocking pleasure shattered me.

Feeling me convulse around him pushed him over the edge. With a final, deep grind, he buried himself to the hilt. A hot, liquid rush filled my ass as he came, his groan harsh and satisfied in the quiet room.

He stayed there for a long moment, both of us panting, before he slowly pulled out. I collapsed onto my side, a wet, used mess. He cleaned himself with a towel from the shelf, dressed calmly, and without a word, walked to the door and knocked twice.

A key turned in the lock. Officer Donovan stepped back in. Frank gave him a nod and left.

Donovan looked at me, still naked and trembling on the bed, his expression as unreadable as ever. “Get dressed. Time to go back.”

As I fumbled with my orange uniform, my mind raced, pieces clicking into a horrifying picture. The cash exchange. The specialized room. This wasn’t just discipline. This was a marketplace. And I was the product.

9 - ZAYNE’S TREACHERY REVEALED

MFF / Group Sex / Threesome / Cunnilingus / Masturbation / Flogging / PIV Sex

Several weeks bled together in a haze of orange fabric and scheduled visits. Officer Donovan would appear at the dorm door, his pale eyes finding me, sometimes taking just me, sometimes taking another. The routine was always the same: the walk to the unmarked room, the exchange of cash, the silent wait as a stranger used my body. I’d learned to drift, to let the sensations wash over me without letting the thoughts in.

Today, he came for two of us.

“Eva. Willow. Let’s go.”

Eva caught my eye as we stood. Her expression was hard, resigned. We followed Donovan’s broad back through the maze of hallways, the silence between us heavy. When he unlocked the familiar door, the scent of leather and antiseptic cleaner hit me. A man was already there, leaning against the shelves of toys.

He was younger than Frank, with a sharp, watchful face. He handed a stack of bills to Donovan, who counted them with his usual efficiency and left without a word. The lock clicked.

The man turned to us. And my breath froze.

I knew him. The line of his jaw, the way he held his shoulders. He’d been at Zayne’s apartment a few times, making furtive exchanges in the kitchen while I pretended to watch TV. He was one of Zayne’s customers.

“Jack,” he said, his voice smooth. His eyes lingered on me, a flicker of recognition in them. “Willow, right? Zayne’s girl.”

The name was a punch to the gut. I hadn’t spoken it aloud in weeks. “Ex-girlfriend,” I managed, my voice thin. “He… he left me. For someone else. While I was in here.”

Jack let out a short, humorless laugh. He walked to the bed and sat on the edge, his gaze piercing. “Left you? Honey, he didn’t just leave you.” He leaned forward. “He put you here.”

The words didn’t make sense. They bounced around my skull, meaningless. “What?”

“The bust. It was too clean. Zayne’s smarter than that. Unless he wanted you caught.” Jack shrugged, a cold, casual motion. “Let’s just say… your arrest was quite beneficial for him.”

The room tilted. The shelves of toys blurred. He planned this. The morning he’d asked me, his hands still on my body, his voice laced with guilt. It was all a script.

Before I could form a question, could even begin to process the betrayal that went deeper than I’d ever imagined, Jack stood. His pleasant demeanor vanished, replaced by a cool command.

“Enough chat. Clothes off. Both of you.”

The order cut through the shock. It was a relief, in a way. Something to do. Eva and I exchanged a glance, then began to undress. The orange uniforms pooled on the floor. The air was cool on my skin. Jack’s eyes traveled over us, assessing. He unbuttoned his own jeans, freeing his cock, already thick and half-hard. He began to stroke himself slowly.

“Willow. On your knees in front of Eva.”

I moved, kneeling on the hard floor. Eva stood before me, her muscular thighs at my eye level. The scent of her, clean sweat and skin, filled my senses. I looked up. Her face was a mask, but her dark eyes held a silent understanding.

“Eat her,” Jack said, his voice a low rasp. “Let me watch.”

I leaned forward, my hands settling on Eva’s hips. I pressed my mouth to her neat triangle of curls, then lower, parting her folds with my tongue. She was already warm, a faint musk rising. I licked a slow, broad stripe over her core.

A sharp intake of breath above me. Eva’s hand came down, her fingers tangling in my hair, not guiding, just holding. I dove in, my tongue seeking her clit, circling the hard little nub. Her taste exploded on my tongue—salty, earthy, real. I sucked gently, and her hips gave a tiny jerk.

“Good,” Jack murmured. I heard the slick sound of his fist moving faster on his cock. “Keep going.”

I lost myself in the rhythm, in the give and take of her body. I flicked my tongue, pressed flat, drank her in as her breaths became shallow pants. Her grip in my hair tightened. I was wet, my own arousal a throbbing, ignored ache between my legs. This was different from being used by a stranger. This was for Eva, and for the man watching, and the duality of it twisted my need higher.

I heard a rustle. Jack had moved to the shelves. He came back holding a short, multi-tailed whip made of soft black leather.

“Don’t stop,” he ordered me.

He positioned himself behind me. I flinched as the cool tips of the tails brushed my bare back. Then he drew his arm back and snapped his wrist.

The first strike landed across my shoulders. A line of bright, stinging fire. I cried out, my mouth leaving Eva’s pussy for a second.

“I said don’t stop,” Jack growled.

I plunged back in, my tongue working faster as the burn spread into a deep, throbbing heat. The second strike landed lower, across the swell of my ass. I moaned, the sound vibrating against Eva’s flesh. The pain was sharp, clean, and it melted into the pleasure of tasting her, feeding the fire in my core. Each stroke of the whip made me push my face deeper into her, seeking an anchor in her scent, her taste.

After five strokes, my skin singing, he moved to Eva.

She stood straighter as he approached, defiance in her posture. The whip cracked against her toned back. She didn’t make a sound, but her whole body stiffened, and the hand in my hair clenched into a fist. He struck her again, and a low, furious groan finally escaped her lips. I could feel the tension vibrating through her thighs. I redoubled my efforts, licking and sucking, wanting to give her this pleasure as a counterpoint to the pain.

“On the bed, Willow. On your back.”

I scrambled onto the mattress, my skin hypersensitive, every nerve ending alive. Jack climbed over me, his cock, now fully hard and weeping, nudged at my entrance. He didn’t ask. He pushed inside in one deep, filling stroke. I gasped, my back arching. He felt huge, stretching me perfectly.

“Eva,” Jack grunted, not breaking his rhythm as he began to fuck me with deep, measured thrusts. “Ride her face.”

Eva moved, swinging a leg over my head, lowering herself until her pussy was poised over my mouth. I didn’t need instruction. I lifted my head, capturing her with my lips and tongue again. The position was intense, my neck straining, but the angle was deeper. I could taste her more completely, feel her muscles fluttering against my tongue.

Jack’s pace increased. His thrusts drove me into the mattress, each one jolting through me. The dual sensation was overwhelming—his cock pounding my pussy, my mouth full of Eva, the ghost of the whip’s bite on my skin. I was a conduit for sensation, utterly used, completely consumed.

Eva began to rock against my face, her movements growing frantic. Her juices flowed, coating my chin. Her moans filled the room, a raw, beautiful sound. Feeling her lose control tipped me over the edge. My orgasm slammed into me, a silent, breath-stealing convulsion that clenched around Jack’s driving length. My cries were muffled against Eva’s flesh.

A gush of wetness flooded my mouth as Eva cried out, her body shuddering. My climax triggered Jack’s. With a final, deep grind, he buried himself inside me and stilled. A hot rush filled my core as he came, his groan harsh and satisfied.

Jack looked down at me, that familiar, casual smile back on his face as he tucked himself away. He leaned close, his voice a murmur for just me. “Good to see you again, Willow.”

He left, the door shutting softly. A minute later, it opened again. Officer Donovan stood there, impassive.

My mind was a storm. Zayne planned this. He set me up. The luxury, the love, the guilt… all a lie to deliver me to this room, to these men. But why?

“Get dressed,” Donovan said. “Time to go back.”

10 - EVA’S TRUE IDENTITY

FF / Kissing / Fingering / Scissoring

The hum of voices and the clatter of silverware drifted in from the kitchen, but I couldn't stomach the meal. I’d slipped away early, my plate virtually untouched. When I walked into the bedroom, Eva was hunched over her bunk, methodically shoving her meager belongings into a bag.

As I tried to pass, her hand shot out. Her grip was a firm, warm weight around my wrist. “We need to talk,” she whispered, her dark eyes locking onto mine with a gravity that made my heart stutter. Her sentence was up. She was being released in the morning. A hollow ache had been growing in my chest all day.

She sat on the edge of her bed and pulled me down beside her. She leaned in, her voice a low murmur that brushed my ear. “I need your help, Willow.”

I just stared, caught by the intensity in her gaze.

“I’m not who you think I am,” she said. “I’m a reporter. Investigative journalist. I came in here to get the story on this place. On this… program.”

The words took a second to land. A reporter? The woman who had held me, who had tasted my tears and my pleasure, who had been my only anchor in this place…

“The Free Use Program,” she continued, her voice urgent. “It’s not just some twisted jailhouse rule. It’s a business. A black-market operation selling access to inmates. I’ve got names, dates, cash amounts. But I need more. I need proof from the inside after I’m gone.” She reached into the waistband of her orange pants, her movements shielded by her body. Her hand emerged, closed around a small, sleek black cellphone. “This is a burner. Camera, microphone, memory. It’s been hidden in my mattress. I need you to take it.”

She pressed the cool, hard object into my palm. My fingers curled around it instinctively. “Record everything,” she whispered. “Donovan, Breedwell, the customers. Any conversation, any exchange. Send whatever you find to me. My number is saved in the contacts.”

“Eva, I…” My throat was tight. “What if I get caught?”

Her hand covered mine, squeezing. “You’re smarter than you think. And you’re stronger. You have to help me shut this down. For you. For Charlotte, Beverly… all of them.”

The weight of the phone felt immense. But the weight of her trust felt heavier. I looked into her eyes, seeing the fierce determination there, the woman beneath the inmate. I nodded, a slow, sure movement. “I will. I promise.”

A smile, real and relieved, touched her lips. Then it softened. Her gaze dropped to my mouth. “I’m going to miss you, Willow.”

“I’ll miss you, too,” I breathed, the ache swelling into something else, a desperate need for connection, for a memory to hold onto.

She closed the final inch between us. Her kiss wasn’t like the others we’d shared—frantic, or fueled by shared defiance. This was slow. Deep. A claiming and a farewell. Her lips parted mine, and her tongue swept in, tasting of the weak tea from dinner and something uniquely her. I melted into it, my free hand coming up to cup her jaw, my fingers tracing the strong line of it.

We broke apart, breathless. Her eyes were dark pools. “One last time,” she murmured, not a question, but a shared decision.

My answer was to reach for the buttons of her orange top. My fingers trembled, but not from fear. From want. She did the same for me, pushing the rough fabric off my shoulders. The cool dorm air washed over my skin, raising goosebumps. We stood, shucking the rest of our clothes until we were both naked at the foot of the bunk.

She looked at me, her gaze traveling over my curves, and I did the same, memorizing the powerful cut of her shoulders, the neat cornrows, the gold tooth that glinted as she smiled softly. We came together again, skin to skin, a shock of warmth. Her hands slid down my back, over the swell of my ass, pulling me flush against her. I could feel the hard planes of her stomach, the softness of her breasts against mine.

My hand slipped between us, my fingers finding the wet heat between her legs. She gasped into my mouth, her hips pushing forward. I slid two fingers inside her, and her inner muscles clenched around me, hot and silken. So tight. So perfect. I began to move, a slow, curling rhythm.

Her own hand mirrored mine, her fingers seeking and finding my soaked entrance. She pushed in, and a sharp, sweet pleasure made my knees weak. We stood there, braced against each other, fingering each other with a growing urgency, our foreheads pressed together, sharing panting breaths. The slick sounds of our hands working filled the quiet space around our bunk.

“Bed,” she managed, her voice rough.

We tumbled onto the thin mattress, a tangle of limbs. She guided me onto my side, then fitted her body against mine, her front to my back. Then she hooked her top leg over my hip, shifting us until our centers aligned. I felt the hot, swollen nub of her clit press against mine.

She began to move, a subtle rocking of her hips. The friction was immediate, exquisite. Our folds slid together, wetness mixing, creating a slippery, maddening heat. I pushed back against her, finding the rhythm. It was an intimate, consuming grind. Every nerve ending in my clit was alive, singing with each pass. I could feel every ridge of her, every shudder of her stomach against my back.

“God, Willow,” she choked out, her arm wrapping tight around my waist, holding me close.

I reached back, my hand finding her hip, pulling her into me harder, faster. The pleasure built in a steady, relentless wave. It wasn’t the sharp peak of being fucked by a stranger. This was a deep, glowing fusion, a goodbye written in the slide of skin on skin. My moans were soft, continuous. Hers were low groans near my ear.

The coil snapped without warning. My climax rolled through me, a warm, golden wash that made my whole body shudder. I cried out, my hips stuttering against hers. Feeling me come triggered her own release. Her body tightened around me, a sharp, rhythmic clenching, and a broken, beautiful sound escaped her lips as she pressed her face into my shoulder.

We lay there, spent, still joined, for a long time. The aftershocks were gentle pulses between us. Slowly, reluctantly, she shifted, turning me to face her. She brushed damp hair from my forehead. We just looked at each other, the silence saying everything.

“I wish I was going with you tomorrow,” I whispered, the sadness finally breaking through.

“I know.” She kissed my eyelids, my cheeks. “But you’re going to get out. And when you do, you’re going to find me. We’ll finish this.”

She pulled the scratchy blanket over us, and I curled into her warmth, the hidden phone a secret weight under the thin pillow. “Get some sleep, Willow. Tomorrow’s a big day.”

11 - ZAYNE’S CONFESSION

MF / Blowjob / Whipping / PIV Sex / Dildo / Double Penetration

The morning after Eva left was the worst. The bunk felt cold and huge. My mind wouldn’t stop. A reporter. The secret phone was a hard, square shape tucked into my cotton panties. Every time Donovan looked at me, I imagined he could see its outline through the fabric. My hands wouldn’t stop shaking.

He came for me just after lunch.

“Willow. With me.”

His tone offered no room for discussion. I fell into step behind him, my heart hammering against my ribs. We took the familiar route to the unmarked corridor. The locked door. My stomach twisted. Frank again. Or someone like him. I braced myself for the cold exchange, the impersonal hands.

Donovan unlocked the door and pushed it open. He didn’t enter. He just motioned me inside with a tilt of his head.

I stepped over the threshold. The door shut behind me.

And then I saw him.

Zayne.

He was leaning against the shelves of toys, arms crossed over his broad chest, looking just as I remembered. The short dark hair, the muscular frame under a simple black t-shirt, those piercing dark eyes fixed on me. A smirk played on his lips.

My breath stopped. The world narrowed to the sight of him. My first love. My betrayer.

His smirk widened. “Hey, baby. Miss me?”

Rage, cold and sharp, cut through the shock. My fingers twitched, remembering the phone in my panties. Eva’s voice echoed in my head. Record everything.

My hand moved, a casual, nervous gesture, dipping beneath the waistband of my orange pants. My thumb found the tiny, almost invisible record button on the side. I pressed it once. A faint, single vibration confirmed it was live.

“You,” I breathed, the word barely audible. “Why, Zayne? Why did you set me up?”

He pushed off the shelves and took a step toward me. His gaze traveled over my ugly uniform with a possessive familiarity that made my skin crawl. And, shamefully, heat.

“It was business, Willow,” he said, his voice smooth, conversational, as if explaining the weather. “A sweet deal. Donovan provides protection for my shipments. In return, he gets a fresh, pretty girl for his little program.” He gestured around the room. “He’ll make thousands off you. And I can move my product without looking over my shoulder. It was fucking genius.”

The confession, so casual, so cold, hit me like a physical blow. I’d known, since Jack, but hearing it from him… “I’ll expose you,” I spat, the threat sounding weak even to my ears. “I’ll tell everyone.”

Zayne laughed, a low, rich sound that once made my knees weak. Now it chilled me. “And who’s gonna believe you? A criminal doing time for drug distribution? You’ve got no proof, baby. It’s your word against a decorated officer’s. And mine.”

But I do, I thought, my heart pounding against the secret in underwear. I have it all.

He closed the distance between us. His hands, those big, familiar hands, went to the buttons of my top. “You look good in orange,” he murmured, his breath warm against my cheek. “Makes your eyes pop.”

I stood frozen as he undid the buttons, pushing the rough fabric off my shoulders. I couldn’t let him find the phone. Quickly, I took off my pants and underwear, the phone concealed in a bundle of orange fabric that I dropped on the floor. Hopefully, it was still recording. The air was cool, but my skin was on fire. A traitorous ache bloomed between my legs. I hated him. I wanted him. The two feelings twisted together, inseparable.

He took out his cock, already thick and hardening in his hand. He gave it a slow stroke, his eyes never leaving mine. “On your knees, Willow.”

The command, in that voice I used to crave, broke my paralysis. I sank to the floor, the concrete hard under my knees. He stepped forward, the blunt head of his cock brushing my lips. I opened my mouth.

The taste of him—salty skin, familiar musk—flooded my senses. A moan stuck in my throat. I took him in, my tongue swirling around the crown. He let out a satisfied sigh, his hand coming to rest on the back of my head.

“That’s it,” he coaxed, his voice a low rumble. “Just like you used to.” He began to fuck my mouth, shallow at first, then deeper. I relaxed my jaw, letting him push in, the hard length hitting the back of my throat. I gagged, tears springing to my eyes, but I didn’t pull away. The helplessness, the submission, felt like coming home. It was sick. It was everything.

As I sucked him, bobbing my head to his rhythm, he kept talking, his words punctuated by soft groans. “So fucking perfect… Donovan knew you’d be perfect for this. So eager to please. So fucking loyal.” He thrust deeper, making me choke. “All those luxuries… the apartment, the clothes… small price to pay for this return on investment.”

His words were gasoline on the fire of my rage. But my body sang a different tune. My pussy was dripping, my nipples tight peaks. I reached between my own legs, unable to stop myself, and found my clit swollen and throbbing. I circled it as I sucked him, the dual sensations pushing me toward a cliff.

He pulled his cock from my mouth with a wet pop. “On the bed. Hands and knees.”

I scrambled up, my legs shaky. I assumed the position on the edge of the mattress, presenting myself to him. I heard him move to the shelves. A soft swish of leather.

The whip landed across my ass without warning.

A sharp, stinging line of fire bloomed on my skin. I cried out, my back arching.

“You like this, don’t you?” he growled. Another strike, lower, across the tops of my thighs. The pain was bright, clean. It melted into the heat pooling in my core. Each strike made me wetter, more desperate.

After five, my skin singing, he dropped the whip. I felt his hands on my hips, his cock nudging my soaked entrance. He pushed inside in one hard, deep stroke.

I gasped, my inner walls stretching around his familiar girth. He felt like home, and the thought made me want to scream. He set a brutal pace immediately, each thrust driving me forward on the mattress. His balls slapped against my clit with every drive, sending shocks of pure pleasure through me.

“You’re still mine, Willow,” he grunted, his grip bruising on my hips. “Even in here. You’ll always be mine.”

He reached for the shelves again. I heard the squirt of lube. Then a cold, slick pressure, much larger than his cock, pressed against my back entrance. A dildo. He pushed it in slowly, the massive width stretching me open, filling me completely. The double penetration was overwhelming. I was stuffed, claimed everywhere.

He fucked me harder, his cock pistoning into my pussy, the dildo moving in counterpoint in my ass. The sensations crashed together—the deep burn of the stretch, the pounding friction on my G-spot, the rhythmic tap of his body against my clit. I was coming apart. My moans were ragged, broken things.

“That’s it, baby,” he urged, his rhythm becoming frantic. “Cum for me. Show me you’re still my good girl.”

His words, the unbearable fullness, the relentless pace—it was too much. My orgasm detonated. My body clamped down on both invading lengths, a violent, pulsing rhythm that ripped a scream from my throat. Wave after wave of shocking pleasure turned my vision white.

Feeling me convulse around him sent him over the edge. With a final, deep roar, he buried himself to the hilt and came. I felt the hot rush flood my pussy. He held himself there, grinding as he emptied himself, until both of us were spent and trembling.

He pulled out of me slowly. The dildo followed with a soft, wet sound. I collapsed onto my stomach, a mess of sweat and come and lube. He chuckled, the sound hollow in the quiet room. He zipped his jeans.

“See you around, Willow.”

He left without a backward glance. A minute later, the door opened. Officer Donovan stood there, his expression blank. “Get dressed,” he demanded.

My fingers were clumsy as I pulled the fabric on, my body sore and buzzing. I tucked the phone back into my panties without Donovan noticing. The recording was safe.

Donovan led me back to Dorm Three in silence. The other women were in the common area. I quickly greeted them, before walking into the bedroom. As soon as the door clicked shut behind me, I scrambled to my bunk.

My hands shook as I pulled out the phone. The screen showed a solid block of recorded time. I found the file, attached it to a pre-programmed contact Eva had set—just a string of numbers. I typed a quick message with trembling thumbs. Got it. Zayne confessed. All of it.

I hit send. The status bar flickered, then showed a single checkmark. Sent.

I shoved the phone deep into the mattress seam and lay down, curling into a ball. My body ached. My heart was a shattered, confused thing. But somewhere out there, Eva knew, and I prayed she would get me out of here.

12 - STEPPING INTO FREEDOM

FFFFFF / Strap-on

The days after sending that recording were a tense blur. I waited for a sign, for something to happen. Every time Donovan looked at me, my blood ran cold. But nothing changed. The routine continued. Until it didn’t.

A few weeks later, Officer Nina Gomez walked into our dormitory. She wasn’t in her usual patrol mood. Her sharp features were set in a tense, almost apologetic line. She called us all into the bedroom—me, Charlotte, Jacqueline, Beverly, and Marie.

“Listen up,” Gomez said, her voice lacking its usual edge. She crossed her arms. “A report hit the papers this morning. An investigative piece. It names names. Details the… arrangements here.”

My heart leapt. Eva.

Gomez sighed, a reluctant sound. “Officer Donovan has been arrested. The Free Use Program is terminated, effective immediately.”

The room exploded into happy chatter. Charlotte beamed, her breath coming out in a giddy rush of air. Jacqueline’s face lit up, all her tension replaced by a look of pure, unadulterated joy. Beverly didn't waste a second, lunging toward Marie to give her an enthusiastic high five.

“We’re being released?” I asked, my voice barely a whisper.

“Soon,” Gomez said, her dark eyes flicking to me, a slow, predatory smile tugging at the corner of her mouth. “But there’s a condition. From higher up. They want… verification. Proof that the program’s ‘rehabilitative techniques’ were absorbed before you re-enter society.” She leaned back, her gaze dripping with a smug heat as she looked us over. “You five need to demonstrate what you’ve learned. With me. Now.”

My initial burst of joy curdled. One last time. But this was different. This was the end. This was freedom waiting on the other side.

“Get naked. All of you.”

The order, now familiar, felt lighter. This wasn’t for Donovan, or for Zayne’s profit. This was a twisted formality. We undressed quickly, the orange fabric falling away. The air was cool on my skin. Charlotte stood tall, defiance back in her eyes. Jacqueline looked resolved. Beverly’s expression was serene. Marie just grinned.

Gomez began to undress. She peeled off her uniform shirt, revealing a simple black bra over taut muscle. She unclipped her duty belt, stepped out of her pants. She stood before us in just her bra and matching black panties, her body athletic and powerful. She turned to a bag she’d brought, pulling out a harness and a thick, veined silicone dildo, glistening under the fluorescent lights. She strapped it on with efficient motions, the fake cock jutting out from her hips.

She pointed at Charlotte. “You first. Against the wall.”

Charlotte smirked, that playful glint returning. She sauntered to the nearest blank wall and bent over, placing her hands flat against it, presenting her round ass. Gomez moved behind her, one hand guiding the dildo, the other gripping Charlotte’s hip.

She pushed in slowly, the thick head stretching Charlotte open. Charlotte’s breath caught, then released in a low moan as Gomez sank deeper. Once fully seated, Gomez didn’t wait. She pulled back and slammed forward, setting a hard, driving rhythm. The sound of flesh meeting flesh, the slick wet noise of penetration, filled the room.

“Fuck yes,” Charlotte gasped, her head dropping forward. “Right there… harder.”

Gomez obliged, her hips snapping faster. Each thrust drove Charlotte into the wall. Charlotte’s moans climbed higher, becoming desperate little cries. She reached a hand between her own legs, rubbing her clit in frantic circles. I could see the tension coiling in her thighs, in the arch of her back.

“I’m gonna… I’m gonna cum!” she shrieked.

Gomez pounded into her, relentless. Charlotte’s body went rigid. A sharp, broken cry tore from her throat as she climaxed, her knees buckling. Gomez held her up, fucking her through the convulsions until Charlotte was a boneless, panting heap against the wall.

Gomez didn't waste a second. She turned her focus to Marie, forcing her down over the edge of the bunk. With a firm grip on Marie’s hips, Gomez drove into her from behind. The strap-on buried deep with every relentless thrust, pushing Marie further into the thin mattress. Marie’s head thrashed as a loud, guttural moan tore from her throat. The pace was punishing, and it didn't take long before Marie shattered, her eyes rolling back as she surrendered to the peak of her ecstasy.

Next, Gomez turned to Jacqueline, who was already moving to one of the lower bunks, lying on her back. Gomez positioned the dildo at Jacqueline’s entrance and pushed inside. Jacqueline’s breath hissed out. Her hands came up to grip Gomez’s toned forearms. Gomez began to move, a deep, grinding motion, her strap-on fucking into Jacqueline’s pussy with steady, penetrating strokes. Jacqueline’s head tossed side to side on the thin pillow. Her moans were lower, more guttural than Marie’s, a continuous rumble of pleasure.

“Oh god… oh fuck…” Jacqueline chanted, her hips lifting to meet each thrust. “Don’t stop… please…”

Gomez’s own breathing grew ragged. She watched Jacqueline’s face, her expression focused. She shifted angle slightly, and Jacqueline’s eyes flew open wide. A choked sob of pure ecstasy burst from her lips as her orgasm hit. Her back arched off the bed, her body bowing tight as she came, her inner muscles clamping down on the silicone length inside her.

Next was Beverly. Gomez sat on the edge of the same bunk, the dildo standing proud. “Ride it. Show me your control.”

Beverly moved with a graceful sensuality. She straddled Gomez’s lap, guiding the slick tip to her opening. She sank down slowly, taking every inch with a husky, satisfied sigh. Once fully impaled, she began to move, rolling her hips in a smooth, undulating bounce. Her full breasts swayed with the rhythm.

She set a leisurely, deep pace, rising almost all the way off before sinking back down with a soft, wet sound. Her head fell back, her kind eyes closed in concentration. She was making love to the strap-on, savoring the feeling of being filled. Gomez’s hands settled on Beverly’s hips, not guiding, just feeling the motion.

Beverly’s pace quickened. Her breaths came in short pants. “So deep… feels so… good…” she murmured. Her movements became more urgent, her bounces harder, faster. A flush spread across her chest. With a sharp cry, she ground down hard, staying seated as her body trembled through a powerful, shuddering orgasm.

Then it was my turn. Gomez pointed to the bunk. “Hands and knees.”

I moved into position, the mattress dipping under my weight. My heart was pounding, but not with fear. With a strange, liberated excitement. This was the last test. The final page.

I felt her hands on my hips, the cool silicone nudge against my folds. She was wet from the others, and I was already soaking. She pushed in.

The stretch was immediate, delicious. The dildo was thick, unyielding. She filled me completely on the first stroke. A low moan spilled from my lips. She began to fuck me with long, measured thrusts, pulling almost all the way out before driving back in to the hilt.

Each penetration went deeper than the last, it seemed, hitting a spot inside me that made stars burst behind my eyelids. The pleasure was sharp, focused, building with piston-like precision. I pushed back against her, meeting her thrust for thrust. The slap of her body against mine, the creak of the bunk, my own choked gasps—it was a symphony of release.

“That’s it,” Gomez grunted, her voice strained. “Take it. All of it.”

I was. I was taking it, and it was mine. This pleasure, this final act, wasn’t for Zayne’s profit or Donovan’s power. It was my ticket out. The thought sent a fresh wave of heat through me. The coil in my belly wound tighter, tighter.

She fucked me harder, faster. The world narrowed to the sensation of being speared, claimed by this last guardian of my captivity. I felt the climax gather, a tsunami at the base of my spine.

“I’m… I’m cumming!” I cried out, the warning ripped from me.

As the words left my lips, the wave broke. My orgasm crashed over me, violent and total. My vision whited out. A loud, ragged moan, raw and unfiltered, tore from my throat as my body clenched around the invading length, milking it in pulsing waves of exquisite release. I shuddered, collapsing onto my forearms as the aftershocks rolled through me.

Gomez pulled out. I heard the soft snap of the harness being unbuckled. “Get dressed,” she said, her voice returning to its professional calm. “All of you. Time to go home.”

We dressed in silence, a different silence than before. It was charged, exhausted, hopeful. Gomez led us out of Dorm Three, down the hallways, past the processing area, and into the sterile lobby of the jail. A clerk handed us plastic bags with our street clothes—the simple black dress I’d been arrested in felt like a relic from another life.

I was pulling my sandals on when the main doors buzzed open. Two uniformed officers I didn’t recognize led in two men in handcuffs.

Zayne. And Donovan.

Zayne’s head was down, his muscular frame slumped. He looked… small. Scared. The arrogant confidence was gone, stripped away by the harsh lobby lights and the chrome of the cuffs. Donovan’s face was a stone mask, but his pale eyes darted around, taking in his old domain from the wrong side.

They were being booked in.

I stood there, holding my bag, wearing my own clothes. Our eyes met for a fleeting second. A slow, deep smile spread across my face. It wasn’t cruel. It was just… satisfied.

He looked away first, a flush of shame coloring his neck.

Officer Gomez touched my elbow. “This way, Willow. You’re free to go.” She nodded toward the glass doors leading to the outside world. The bright sunlight poured in, almost blinding.

I had walked into this place a girl who bent easily for the sake of a man's smile, but I was walking out a woman who knew the weight of her own steel. Zayne was a ghost I had finally exorcised, a lesson learned the hard way. From now on, my loyalty belonged only to the person staring back at me in the mirror. I took a breath, deep and clean, and stepped outside, finally listening to the quiet, certain voice of my intuition telling me that my freedom was worth more than any man.


SEVEN DAYS OF FREE USE

➸➸➸

THE BEGINNING

MF / Kissing / Cunnilingus / Blowjob / PIV Sex / Anal

The key turned in the lock at three in the morning. I’d been sitting on the worn sofa for hours, my anger a cold, hard knot in my stomach. I watched Troy shuffle in, his shoulders slumped, his eyes avoiding mine. The scent of stale smoke and cheap cologne clung to him.

“Hey,” he said, his voice rough.

I looked him dead in the eye. “You took my credit card. Five hundred dollars, Troy. The text alert woke me up. Five hundred.”

He flinched, running a hand through his hair. “I was gonna win it back. I was so close, Wren. I just needed one more hand—”

“No.” The word snapped out of me. “That’s what you said last time. And the time before that. That’s our rent money.”

He crossed the room, dropping to his knees in front of me. His hands grabbed mine, his grip too tight. “I’m sorry. I’m so sorry. I’ll get it back, I swear. I’ll pick up more shifts.”

I tried to pull my hands away. “You say that every time, too. The lies… they’re just getting easier for you, aren’t they?”

His eyes, a pale, pleading blue, filled with a sheen of tears. It was a look I knew too well. “Please, baby. Don’t give up on me. I can’t lose you. You’re the only good thing I have.” He leaned forward, pressing his forehead against my knees. “Forgive me. Just this once more. I’ll change. I will.”

The fight drained out of me, replaced by a familiar, weary ache. I loved him. God, that was the problem. I loved the man he was in moments like these, the one who seemed to need me so desperately. My fingers unclenched, and I touched his hair. A sigh shuddered through me.

He felt the surrender. His head lifted, and his mouth found mine.

It wasn’t a gentle kiss. It was hungry, desperate, a claim staked. His tongue pushed past my lips, tasting of whiskey and regret. A weak sound escaped my throat—part protest, part longing. He kissed me like he was trying to consume the argument, to swallow my anger whole. And a treacherous part of me wanted to let him.

He broke the kiss, his breath warm and quick against my cheek. “Let me show you,” he murmured, his voice thick. “Let me show you what you mean to me.”

He stood, pulling me up with him. My legs felt unsteady. He led me by the hand, past the cluttered living room, into the dim bedroom we shared. The streetlight outside cast long, pale stripes across our rumpled bed.

His hands went to the hem of my sleep shirt, a soft cotton thing. He pulled it up and over my head, letting it fall to the floor. The cool air brushed my skin, pebbling my nipples. His gaze burned over me. He’s looking at me, I thought. Right now, he’s only looking at me.

He made quick work of my shorts and panties, pushing them down my hips until I stood naked before him. His own clothes followed, discarded in a heap. Then he guided me back onto the mattress, the sheets cool against my skin.

He settled between my legs, his hands spreading my thighs. His mouth was on me before I could brace for it, a hot, wet seal over my core. I gasped, my back arching off the bed. Oh.

This, he was good at. His tongue was a slick, relentless point, circling my clit, then flattening against it. He moaned against me, the vibration shooting straight up my spine. My fingers twisted in his hair, not pushing him away, but holding him there. My hips began to move, meeting the rhythm of his mouth. The sharp, sweet tension built, coiling low in my belly. The betrayal, the fight, the empty bank account—it all blurred, melted away under the focus of that single, expert point of pleasure.

I was close, teetering on that bright edge, when he pulled back. I whimpered at the loss, the cold air a shock.

“Not yet,” he whispered, his voice ragged. He shifted up my body, his weight settling over me. His cock, hard and hot, nudged against my lips. I knew what he wanted. I opened my mouth, and he slid inside.

The taste of him, musky and sharp, filled my senses. I took him deep, my throat relaxing around the head. His groan was a raw, gratifying sound. My hand wrapped around his base, stroking what my mouth couldn’t take. I lost myself in the rhythm, in the heavy press of him on my tongue, the way his hips jerked forward with tiny, helpless thrusts.

“That’s it,” he breathed, his hands fisting in my dark hair. “Just like that.”

But he pulled away again, leaving me empty. “Turn over,” he said, his voice rough with command. “On your hands and knees.”

A shiver, not entirely from the cold, ran through me. I obeyed, moving until I was poised on all fours, the blanket rough under my palms. He kneeled behind me, his hands stroking over the curves of my ass. One finger traced the damp seam between my legs, gathering wetness, before circling lower, to the tight ring of muscle there.

I tensed. “Troy…”

“Shhh,” he soothed, his finger pressing, just a little. “I’ll go slow. You’re so wet for me.”

He positioned himself, the blunt head of his cock pressing against my entrance. Then he pushed in, one long, deep slide that stole the air from my lungs. He filled me completely, a stretch that was almost too much. He held there for a moment, buried to the hilt, letting me adjust. Then he withdrew, almost all the way, and thrust back in.

Oh god. Deeper. Each stroke went deeper than the last, a relentless, pounding rhythm that shook my whole body. The slap of his skin against mine filled the quiet room. One of his hands stayed on my hip, gripping hard. The other returned to my backside, his thumb finding that forbidden place again.

He pressed, and my inner muscles clenched around his cock. A strange, dizzying pleasure-pain sparked. “Relax,” he murmured, working the tip of his thumb inside, alongside where he was fucking me. The dual sensation was overwhelming—the thick fullness inside me, the insistent, stretching pressure at my rear.

He removed his thumb. I felt the slick, wet head of his cock nudge there instead. My heart hammered against my ribs. “Troy, wait—”

“I’ve got you,” he whispered, and he pushed.

It was a sharp, burning stretch, a violation that tipped instantly into a shocking, deep pleasure. He sank into my ass slowly, an inexorable invasion that made me cry out, my fingers clawing at the sheets. When he was fully seated, he stopped, both of us panting.

Then he moved.

The friction was intense, unreal. Every nerve ending felt alive, screaming. He fucked my ass with steady, measured thrusts, each one sending jolts of electricity through my core. My own neglected need tightened, a coil about to spring. I pushed back against him, meeting his strokes, my body taking over where my mind feared to tread.

The orgasm, when it hit, was a brutal, shocking wave. It ripped through me, my muscles clamping down on him in a fierce, rhythmic pulse. I heard myself sob, a broken, guttural sound.

My climax triggered his. With a ragged shout, he drove into me one last, hard time, and I felt the hot rush of his release deep inside. He collapsed over my back, his weight pressing me into the mattress, his breath hot on my neck.

We lay like that for a long time, a sticky, tangled mess. Eventually, he rolled off, pulling me against his side. My head found its familiar place on his chest, listening to the frantic gallop of his heart slow to a steady beat.

His arm tightened around me. “See?” he mumbled into my hair, already drifting. “I love you. Only you.”

I stared into the dark, the smell of sex and sweat heavy in the air. His words should have warmed me. Instead, they left a hollow chill in the pit of my stomach. He loved me in the desperate, possessive way he loved the turn of a card—a gamble, a fleeting heat. The casino’s glow would always be brighter than mine. As his breathing evened out into sleep, the tears finally came, silent and hot.

DAY 1

MF / Medical Exam / Restraints / Fingering / Speculum / Anal / Vibrator / Dildo

The knocking was sharp, insistent, drilling through the fog of my fractured sleep. I stirred against Troy’s chest, the memory of last night’s tears still salt-dry on my skin.

“Who the hell is that?” Troy muttered, untangling himself from me. He pulled on a pair of jeans, barefoot and shirtless, his hair a dark mess. He padded out of the bedroom.

I stayed in bed, listening. The front door opened. A voice, low and smooth, cut through the silence of our apartment. It held an authority that made the hairs on my arms stand up.

“Troy. You’re a hard man to find.”

“Ethan. Hey. Listen, man, I was gonna call you—”

“The debt is due. Now.”

A chill, colder than the morning air, seeped into my bones. I slipped out of bed, pulling on Troy’s discarded shirt. It smelled like him, like smoke and sex. I hovered at the bedroom doorway, peering into the living room.

Ethan filled the space. He was older, maybe mid-thirties, with a build that spoke of discipline, not just gym time. Dark hair, cropped close. Dark eyes that scanned our shabby apartment with detached interest. He wore a simple black sweater and dark trousers that looked expensive. He made our home seem smaller, dingier.

“I don’t have it,” Troy said, his voice climbing with panic. “I need more time. A few days. I’m good for it, I swear.”

Ethan’s smile was thin, humorless. “Your promises are worth less than the air they’re spoken with. You owe me fifteen thousand dollars.”

Fifteen thousand. The number hit me like a physical blow. I gripped the doorframe.

“Please,” Troy begged, the same tone he’d used on me last night. “I’ll do anything.”

Ethan’s gaze slid past Troy, landing on me in the shadows. His eyes tracked from my face, down the length of the shirt, to my bare legs. A slow, assessing look. “Anything?”

He turned back to Troy. “A week. A week with her, and your debt is cleared. Every penny.”

The silence that followed Ethan’s offer was a living thing, thick and cold in our tiny apartment. I stared at Troy, waiting for the fury, the protective roar, the no way in hell that was supposed to come.

He didn’t look at me. His shoulders slumped, the fight draining out of him like air from a punctured balloon. His gaze was fixed on the floor between Ethan’s polished shoes.

“Okay,” Troy whispered.

The word was so small, so soft, it took a moment to register. When it did, it felt like a shard of glass twisting in my chest.

“What?” The sound tore from my throat, raw and wounded.

Troy finally looked up. His pale blue eyes were wide with terror, pleading with me. Not to save him from Ethan, but to agree. “Wren, baby, please. It’s just a week. Just this once. Fifteen thousand. We’re free.”

The knot from last night solidified into a block of ice. He loves gambling more than me. The thought wasn’t a whisper anymore; it was a scream. And now I had the proof, delivered in a single, devastating syllable. Okay.

Ethan watched, a faint, knowing curve to his mouth. He’d expected this. He’d counted on it.

“Troy,” I breathed, but his name felt like ash.

“Please, Wren. For us. Do this for us.” He took a step toward me, then stopped, as if my hurt was a forcefield. He was selling me to save himself, and he was doing it with the same desperate eyes he used when he promised to change.

The ice cracked, not with warmth, but with a strange, numbing resignation. What was I fighting for? A man who’d trade me for a clean slate? A love that was just another one of his losing bets?

I turned to Ethan. My voice was flat, hollow. “Fine.”

Ethan nodded, once. “Get dressed. Bring nothing. You won’t need it.”

—

His car was silent, a sleek monster that swallowed the city streets. He didn’t speak. The world outside my window transformed from our cramped neighborhood to tree-lined boulevards, then to wrought-iron gates swinging open silently.

The mansion wasn’t just a house; it was a statement. Stone, glass, impossible symmetry. It didn’t feel lived in. It felt curated. He led me inside, heels clicking on marble floors so polished I could see my own stunned reflection. The air smelled of lemons and money. My cheap jeans and t-shirt felt like rags.

We stopped in a vast, minimalist living room. A single abstract painting cost more than my life.

“The rules,” Ethan said, his back to me as he poured a drink from a crystal decanter. “They are simple. For the next seven days, your body is mine. You obey without question. And you will be naked. At all times, unless I specify otherwise.”

He turned, holding out a tumbler of amber liquid. I didn’t take it. His dark eyes held mine, waiting.

A hot flush crept up my neck. This should have felt like degradation. It should have made me sick. But a treacherous pulse beat between my legs. His dominance was absolute, clean. Not like Troy’s messy, guilty taking. This was a transaction. I was the currency. The clarity of it was… shocking. Arousing.

“Do you understand?”

I swallowed. “Yes.”

“Your clothes. Now.”

My fingers trembled on the hem of my shirt. I pulled it over my head, let it fall. Unbuttoned my jeans, shoved them down my hips. Stepped out of them. My bra, my panties followed. I stood before him, exposed in the cool, sterile air, my skin prickling.

He didn’t touch me. He simply looked, a long, thorough inspection that made my breath catch. Then he gathered my discarded things. “You won’t need these.”

“Where are we going?” I asked, my stomach twisting in knots.

A flicker of something—approval?—crossed his face. “To see my playroom.”

He led me down a hidden staircase, the air growing cooler, denser. The door at the bottom was heavy, soundproofed. He opened it.

The room was a soft, dark gray, lit by recessed lighting. It wasn’t a dungeon from a horror movie. It was a workshop. Neat, organized, terrifying. Gleaming steel bars, hooks, shelves of toys in orderly rows. A St. Andrew’s cross. A padded bench. And in the center, a chair that looked medical, with thick leather restraints and stirrups.

“This is where I come to enjoy myself,” Ethan said, his voice echoing slightly.

He walked to the chair. “Sit.”

The leather was cool against my bare skin. He secured my wrists first, the cuffs snug but not biting. Then my ankles, spreading my legs wide, securing them to the stirrups. I was utterly open, utterly displayed. My heart hammered against my ribs, a frantic bird.

He stood between my spread thighs. “I like to examine the merchandise.”

His fingers touched me first, a light, clinical brush through my folds. A soft sound escaped me. He hummed. “Already wet. Interesting.”

He didn’t tease. One long finger pressed inside me, sliding deep. I arched off the chair, a gasp torn from my lips. He curled the finger, pressing a spot that made stars burst behind my eyelids. “Responsive.”

He withdrew, and I whimpered at the loss. He turned to a tray, selecting a cold, metal speculum. The click of it adjusting was loud. He coated it with clear gel. “Relax.”

I couldn’t. My whole body was a tense wire. He pressed the closed blades against my entrance, then began to turn the screw. The slow, inexorable opening was an intimacy more profound than any fuck. I felt stretched, exposed in a way I never had. He peered inside, his expression one of detached focus. “Beautiful.”

He removed the speculum, set it aside. His thumb circled my clit, once, twice, a lightning strike of sensation. Then his finger, slick with my wetness, pressed against my other hole.

I cried out.

“Hush,” he murmured, but it wasn’t unkind.

He pushed, the tight ring of muscle yielding to the slow, insistent pressure. The invasion was sharp, shocking, utterly consuming. He worked the finger in, out, a slow, filthy rhythm that had me pushing back against him, my hips seeking more.

He pulled his finger free, reached for a sleek, black vibrator. He held it against my clit. The buzz was immediate, intense, a direct line to my core. My back bowed, my restraints pulling taut. He watched me unravel, his eyes dark and intent.

Just as the first tremors of an orgasm began to gather, he removed the vibrator. I sobbed in frustration. He selected something else from the tray—a thick, veined dildo, impossibly large, glistening with lube.

“This,” he said, his voice low, “is what you need.”

He pressed the broad head against my soaked entrance. There was resistance, a burning stretch, then a sudden, shocking give as he pushed it deep inside me. I screamed, the sound raw in the quiet room. He began to move it, slow, measured thrusts that filled me to bursting.

“Look at me,” he commanded.

My eyes, blurred with tears, found his. He held my gaze as he worked the toy, his control absolute. The stretch became pleasure, a deep, grinding fullness that built and built. The vibrator had been a tease; this was a claiming. My muscles clamped around the silicone, my hips rocking to meet each thrust.

The climax tore through me without warning. A sharp, blinding wave of pure sensation, followed by a gush of wet heat that spilled out around the toy, soaking the leather beneath me. I shook, convulsing around it, my cries echoing off the walls.

He slid the dildo out, a slow, dragging exit that made me tremble. He unbuckled the restraints, his hands steady. My limbs felt boneless.

He helped me to my feet, my legs wobbling. He caught me, an arm around my waist. His breath was warm against my ear.

“That,” he said, “was just the inspection.”

He led me, naked and dripping, back up the stairs, leaving the playroom behind. Down a hushed hallway, he opened a door to a luxurious guest room. A king bed, silken sheets, a bathroom of marble and steam.

“Rest,” he said, pausing at the door. His dark eyes held a promise that made my exhausted body hum anew. “Tomorrow, we begin in earnest.”

DAY 2

MF / Restraints / Paddling / Buttplug / PIV Sex

I woke to the smell of fresh coffee and something sweet, something rich. Sunlight filtered through unfamiliar, expensive curtains. Ethan stood by the bed, a tray in his hands. He set it across my lap. A fluffy omelet with herbs, fresh berries glistening, a croissant so buttery it flaked at a touch. The coffee was dark and fragrant.

“My chef prepared it,” he said, his voice a low rumble. He watched me take the first bite.

It was incredible. The flavors exploded—sharp cheese, sweet fruit, bitter coffee. Troy had never brought me breakfast. He’d rarely been awake before noon. The comparison arrived, unbidden and cruel. This simple act of service felt more intimate than anything Troy had ever done for me.

I ate under Ethan’s silent observation, every bite a quiet betrayal of my old life.

When the tray was empty, he removed it. “Today, you’ll begin your training,” he stated, his tone leaving no room for question. “Follow me.”

Back down to the playroom. The air was cool, the array of equipment gleaming under focused lights. My heart began a steady, anxious drum against my ribs. He led me to the center of the room, where two chains hung from a ceiling beam, ending in leather cuffs.

“Arms up,” he instructed.

I lifted them. He fastened the cuffs around my wrists. The leather was supple but unyielding. He stepped back, and a mechanism engaged with a soft whirr. The chains drew upward, pulling my arms high above my head, stretching my body into a long, taut line. I stood on my toes, my back slightly arched, completely exposed from neck to ankles. The vulnerability was absolute.

He moved away, returning with a paddle. It was heavy, polished leather, wide and flat. He ran his palm over its surface. “This is for focus. For obedience. You will count each one.”

I barely had time to tense before the first strike landed.

A flat, thunderous crack split the quiet. White-hot pain blossomed across the curve of my ass. I cried out, my body jerking against the chains, my toes scrambling for purchase on the smooth floor.

“One,” he prompted, his voice calm.

Tears sprang to my eyes. I swallowed. “One.”

The second hit came on the other side, just as hard. The impact shuddered through me. “Two!”

He found a rhythm. Three. Four. Five. Each strike a bright, shocking burst of pain that melted almost instantly into a deep, radiating heat. My skin burned. My cries turned to choked sobs, but I kept counting. Six. Seven. With each number, something broke loose inside me—fear, anger, the brittle shell of who I’d been with Troy. The pain purified, leaving only raw sensation and a desperate need to please.

After the tenth, he stopped. He placed the paddle aside. His hands, warm and large, smoothed over the heated flesh of my backside. The touch was almost a relief. Then I heard the soft click of a cap, the slick sound of lubricant.

He touched the glass plug to my lower back, letting me feel its coolness. His thumb, slick with lube, pressed against my tightest entrance, circling slowly. I gasped, my muscles clenching instinctively. “Relax.”

He pressed. The smooth, rounded tip breached me. A sharp, stretching burn that made me whimper. He pushed slowly, inexorably, until the widest part stretched me open, then slid home. The fullness was immense, heavy, a constant, unignorable presence. He gave the base a gentle twist, seating it fully. My knees trembled.

“You’ll wear that for the rest of the week,” he said, his lips close to my ear. His thumb brushed a tear from my cheekbone. A shocking tenderness amidst the severity. “I want you to feel me in every step you take. In every movement. You are mine, even when I’m not touching you.”

He released the chains. My arms fell, aching and heavy. He guided my shaky steps to a low, padded leather bench. “Bend over. Hold the sides.”

I leaned forward, my upper body resting on the cool leather, my ass presented, the plug a firm weight inside me. He stood behind me. I heard the rustle of his clothes, the slide of a zipper. Then the thick, hot press of his cock against my wetness.

“Beg for it,” he commanded.

My mouth was dry. Shame warred with a need so intense it burned. “Please.”

“Please what?”

“Please… fuck me.” The words were a whisper.

“Louder.”

I squeezed my eyes shut. “Please fuck me, Ethan.”

His hand came down on my sore ass, a sharp, stinging slap that made me yelp. “Beg.”

Tears of frustration and wild arousal tracked down my face. “I need your cock. Please, I need you to fuck me. I’m empty without it. Please!”

He rewarded me. The broad head of his cock, slick with his own arousal, nudged against my dripping entrance. He pushed inside.

The stretch was breathtaking. He was so much thicker, longer than Troy. The feeling of being filled there, while the plug occupied me behind, was overwhelming. He didn’t start slow. He drove into me with a deep, punishing stroke that shoved me forward on the bench.

I cried out, a sound of pure shock and pleasure.

He set a brutal pace, each thrust a claiming. The plug shifted with his movements, creating a dual sensation of fullness that short-circuited my thoughts. All I could do was feel—the slap of his skin against my heated flesh, the delicious friction as he stretched me, the jolt of the plug with every forward drive. The bench creaked under us.

My orgasm built with terrifying speed, a pressure coiling from my filled ass and my gripping pussy. “Ethan…” I panted.

“Come,” he growled, his hand tangling in my hair, pulling my head back. “Come on my cock.”

It was an order I couldn’t disobey. The climax detonated, a violent, full-body convulsion. My inner muscles clenched around his invading length, milking him, and with a ragged groan, he followed. I felt the hot, pulsing rush of his release deep inside me, marking me, mixing with my own. He held himself there, buried to the hilt, as we both shuddered through the aftershocks.

He pulled out slowly. I stayed bent over the bench, spent, trembling. He helped me stand. My legs were liquid. He led me back upstairs, to a sunlit sitting room. He poured me a glass of cold water and watched me drink.

In the quiet, the realization hit me with the force of one of his strikes. I’ve never come that hard. Not with Troy. Not ever. The pleasure with Troy had been passionate, but often frantic, a distraction from our problems. This was different. This was seismic. A deep, unsettling truth settled in my gut: I was enjoying this. Enjoying him.

The thought of going back to Troy, to his empty promises and the smell of casino smoke, suddenly felt like a sentence.

Later, we swam in his infinity pool, the water cool against my heated skin. The plug was a constant, secret reminder. Over a dinner of seared scallops and wine that tasted like summer, he talked. His voice was calm, matter-of-fact.

“The people I work with… they require order. Respect. Sometimes fear is the most efficient way to ensure both.”

“Organized crime,” I said, the words feeling strange in my mouth.

He nodded, sipping his wine. “It’s a business. A brutal one, but a business. I provide stability in a chaotic world.” He looked at me, his dark eyes capturing mine. “I take care of what’s mine.”

The statement thrummed through me. He saw my fear, my confusion, my budding fascination. He leaned closer, his voice dropping. “Tell me, Wren. When Troy fucked you, did he ever make you feel like this? Like every nerve was alive? Like nothing existed but the next touch?”

“No,” I whispered, the word feeling heavy and treasonous. “He didn’t.”

DAY 3

MF / Public / Remote Control Vibrator / Buttplug / Kissing / PIV Sex / Blowjob / Anal

Sleep wouldn’t come. The sheets were too smooth, the room too quiet, the memory of Ethan’s touch too sharp. The plug in my ass was a constant reminder of his dominance. I twisted in the vast bed, my mind a frantic loop of Troy’s pleading face and Ethan’s cool, assessing eyes. Troy’s betrayal was a wound, but a new, terrifying thought kept surfacing through the pain: I don’t want to go back.

The sun was a pale line at the horizon when a soft knock preceded the door opening. Ethan entered, a silhouette against the gray light. He carried a tray. The domesticity of it was more jarring than the playroom.

“You should eat,” he said, his voice low. He set the tray on the bedside table. Fresh fruit, yogurt, a delicate pastry. He didn’t look at me. “I have business. I’ll return in a few hours.”

He left before I could form a word. I ate, the gourmet food flavorless. My body felt heavy, used, but my nerves were alive, singing with a strange anticipation.

When he returned, the afternoon light was golden. He carried a garment bag and a small box. He laid them on the bed before me. “Put this on.”

I unzipped the bag. Inside was a dress. The fabric was a deep emerald silk, cool and heavy in my hands. It was simple, sleeveless, cut to drape. Beneath it, there was nothing. No underwear, no bra.

He watched as I stood and let the robe fall. The silk whispered over my skin as I pulled the dress on. It fit perfectly, hugging my curves before falling straight. He opened the box. Jewelry—emerald drops for my ears, a matching necklace that lay cold against my collarbone. Then came makeup, applied with efficient strokes by his own hand. A tint for my lips, a sweep of color on my cheeks. He was marking me, styling me as his possession.

“Turn around,” he instructed.

I obeyed, facing the window. His hands gathered the silk at my hips, lifting the hem. Cool air touched my bare skin. Then something else, smooth and hard, nudged against my entrance. I gasped as he slid the remote-controlled vibrator inside me. The fit was snug, the subtle weight a constant reminder. He adjusted it, his fingers brushing my sensitive flesh, making me shudder.

A soft, deep buzz erupted from inside me. My knees almost buckled. He turned it higher. The vibration became a relentless thrum, lighting up my nerves. A helpless sound escaped my throat.

“Good,” he murmured, letting the dress fall back into place. He held up a small, black remote. “Let’s go.”

The limousine was a world of darkened glass and soft leather. I sat beside him, the vibrations a private torment. He stared straight ahead, the remote in his hand. As the car glided through the city, he turned the device. The buzz intensified, climbing to a fever pitch before dropping to a low, maddening tease. My fingers clenched in the silk of my dress. The buttplug from the day before was still in place, a firm, stretching presence that compounded the sensations. I was full, achingly so, and every bump in the road sent sharp jolts through my core.

The opera house was all gilt and red velvet. We sat in a private box, shadowed from the main crowd. On stage, a tragedy unfolded in song. I couldn’t understand a word. My entire universe had narrowed to the humming between my legs and the solid pressure in my ass.

Ethan’s hand rested on my thigh, just above the knee. His thumb began to stroke, a slow, deliberate caress through the silk. The touch was electric, a direct line to the chaos he was orchestrating inside me. He turned the remote again.

The vibration shifted, became a rapid, fluttering pulse. My breath caught. I squeezed my eyes shut, my nails digging into the plush armrests. Pleasure coiled, tight and hot, deep in my belly. Ethan’s thumb moved higher, his touch branding me through the fabric. The music swelled. The singer hit a piercing high note.

And I shattered.

A climax tore through me, silent and violent. My body seized, back arching off the seat. Heat flooded me, a wet, helpless rush that soaked the silk between my legs. I bit my lip hard, tasting copper, to keep from crying out. Waves of sensation rolled through me, each one making the vibrator’s work feel more intense, more unbearable. Ethan’s hand remained on my thigh, a steady, claiming weight as I rode out the storm, trembling in the dark.

The limousine ride back was a blur. I was liquid, my mind hazy with aftershocks. He didn’t speak. He just watched the city lights slide by, the remote dormant in his hand.

Back in the mansion, he didn’t lead me to his playroom. He took me to the guest suite where I’d been staying. The door clicked shut. In the silence, he turned to me.

His hands found the top of my dress. With a sharp, rending sound, he tore the silk straight down the front. He’d just destroyed a dress that cost more than my monthly rent. The ruined fabric fell from my shoulders, puddling at my feet. I stood before him, adorned only in jewelry, the vibrator still humming softly inside me.

He plucked it out, discarding it on a side table with a soft clack. His eyes burned into mine. “Tonight,” he said, his voice a rough promise, “I take all three holes.”

He undressed with swift, efficient movements. His body was a sculpture of power—broad shoulders, defined muscle, and between his legs, his erection was thick and heavy, jutting proudly from a thatch of dark hair.

He closed the distance, his heat surrounding me. His mouth crashed down on mine, a kiss that was all possession, no tenderness. I kissed him back, my hands sliding over the hard planes of his chest. He walked me backward until my knees hit the bed, and then he pushed.

I fell onto the soft duvet. He was on me in an instant, his weight pinning me, his cock pressing against my soaked entrance. He didn’t ask. He just pushed inside.

The stretch was exquisite, a burning fullness that stole my air. He set a brutal pace from the first thrust, driving into me with a force that shook the bed. Each slam of his hips pushed a choked cry from my throat. I wrapped my legs around his waist, my heels digging into his back, pulling him deeper. This. This was what I needed. To be used, to be taken, to feel so completely overwhelmed that every thought of Troy, of betrayal, of debt, was pounded into dust.

He fucked me like he was claiming territory, his rhythm relentless. I chanted his name, a broken prayer against his shoulder. My second orgasm built quickly, a tidal wave gathering force. Just as I was about to fall over the edge, he pulled out.

The sudden emptiness was a shock. He gripped my hair, guiding me up onto my knees. “Open.”

I did, and he fed his cock into my mouth. He was slick with my arousal, the taste of us both salty and intimate. He gripped the back of my head, controlling the rhythm. He fucked my face with the same driving force, sliding deep until the head brushed my throat. I gagged, tears springing to my eyes, but he didn’t relent. The submission was total, degrading, and it sent a fresh rush of heat straight to my core.

With a final, deep thrust that made my eyes water, he pulled free. He turned me onto my stomach, my face pressed into the duvet. His hand smoothed over my ass, a possessive caress. He found the base of the buttplug and pulled.

The release was a slow, stretching drag. He set it aside. I heard the slick sound of lubricant, then his fingers were there, circling, pressing. One finger slid in, preparing me. The stretch was different, sharper. I moaned into the bedding.

He positioned himself. The broad head of his cock pressed where his finger had been. He pushed.

A sharp, burning pain flared, making me cry out. He stilled, letting me adjust to the impossible fullness. Then he began to move. The burn melted, transforming into a deep, shocking pleasure that radiated through my entire body. He fucked my ass with slow, powerful strokes, each one going deeper than the last. My fingers twisted in the sheets. The angle was perfect, each thrust striking a place inside me that felt forbidden and perfect. The pleasure built, a coil of white-hot need.

“Come for me,” he growled, his hand snaking beneath me to find my clit.

That was all it took. My climax exploded, a convulsive, mind-breaking wave that had me screaming into the mattress. My body clamped around his invading length, milking him as I shook. With a rough groan, he followed, his thrusts turning jerky, frantic. I felt the hot pulse of his release filling me, marking me inside.

He stayed buried in me for a long moment, both of us breathing raggedly. Then he pulled out. I heard the soft click of the lubricant bottle again. Cool gel touched my sensitive rim, and then the familiar, solid pressure of the buttplug being pushed back inside, sealing his cum within me.

He stood. I heard the soft rustle of his clothes. Without a word, he walked to the door. It opened, then clicked shut.

I lay there, naked, jewelry cold on my skin, filled and claimed, my mind a racing, shattered thing. The only sound was my own ragged breath. What would tomorrow bring?

DAY 4

MMMF / Group Sex / Blowjob / Flogging / Ball gag / PIV Sex / Buttplug / Anal

The day felt strangely normal. We had breakfast on the terrace, the sun warm on my skin. Ethan was quiet, contemplative. When he finally spoke, his voice held a note of something I hadn’t heard before. Anticipation.

“I have a surprise for you today,” he said, setting his coffee cup down. His dark eyes held mine. “Consider it a test of your training.”

My pulse kicked. A test. My mind raced through possibilities, each more daunting than the last. He stood, offering his hand. I took it, the contact sending a familiar electric current up my arm. He led me, not upstairs, but back down the familiar hallway toward the playroom.

The door felt heavier today. He pushed it open.

Two men were already inside, waiting.

They stood by the equipment rack, dressed in dark, tailored trousers and simple shirts. One was blond, lean and sharp-featured with cool blue eyes—Sebastian. The other, Maurice, was broader, with a close-cropped beard and warm brown skin, his presence more solid, more imposing. They turned as we entered, their gazes sweeping over me with an appraisal that was clinical, yet intense.

“Wren, these are my associates, Sebastian and Maurice,” Ethan said, his hand resting possessively on the small of my back. “They’ve been… eager to meet you.”

Sebastian gave a slight, almost imperceptible nod. Maurice’s lips curved in a faint, knowing smile. A cold trickle of apprehension slid down my spine. This wasn’t a test for me. It was a demonstration. For them.

“She’ll be serving you both this afternoon,” Ethan continued, his tone conversational, as if discussing the weather. He was sharing me. The reality of it landed, a soft, heavy blow to my stomach.

I looked at him, searching his face for… I didn’t know what. A sign of regret? A joke? There was none. I found only calm expectation. He expected my obedience.

Sebastian’s eyes flickered to the leather bench in the center of the room. “Shall we?”

My throat felt tight. I swallowed. The memory of Troy’s face, pleading and weak as he traded me, flashed behind my eyes. Then it was gone, smothered by the stark reality of Ethan’s command. This was the price. This was the world I’d stepped into. A part of me recoiled. A larger, darker part… stirred.

“Yes,” I said, my voice steadier than I felt.

Ethan’s thumb stroked a tiny circle on my back. Approval. “On your knees,” he demanded.

I knelt on the cool floor. I heard the rustle of clothing, the quiet clink of belts. I didn’t look. I kept my eyes fixed on the floor. Then they were in front of me, standing close. Sebastian to my left, Maurice to my right.

Two cocks, already hard, were presented to me. Sebastian’s was long and pale, neatly trimmed. Maurice’s was thicker, darker, a heavy weight in his hand. The sheer reality of it—two—made my head spin.

“Suck,” Ethan instructed from somewhere behind me. His voice was a low command that vibrated in my bones.

I leaned forward, opening my mouth for Sebastian first. The smooth head touched my lips. I took him in, the taste of clean skin and salt filling my senses. I worked him with my tongue, my hand coming up to wrap around his base. After a few strokes, Ethan spoke again. “Switch.”

I released Sebastian, a string of saliva connecting my lip to his glistening tip, and turned to Maurice. He was thicker, stretching my lips wider. A low hum of pleasure came from his chest as I took him deeper, my other hand moving to stroke him in time with my mouth. Back to Sebastian. Then Maurice again. The rhythm was established by Ethan’s curt commands. “Switch.” “Now.”

My world narrowed to the heat and weight on my tongue, the slide of my fist, the muffled sounds of their breathing.

Then a third presence entered my field of vision. Ethan moved in front of the bench, his own cock, familiar and formidable, nudging against my cheek. “Don’t stop,” he murmured.

Now there were three. A dizzying array of flesh and heat. I took Ethan into my mouth, my head bobbing on his length while my hands continued their work on Sebastian and Maurice. I was an instrument, played by three masters. The room filled with the wet, rhythmic sounds of my efforts, the soft groans from the men. My jaw ached. My mind emptied of everything but the task—pleasing, serving, being used. A deep, shameless heat pooled between my legs.

After what felt like an eternity of this, Ethan pulled himself from my mouth with a soft pop. “Enough of that. Stand up.”

I stood on shaky legs. Ethan guided me to the bench. The cool leather met my thighs as I bent over it, my upper body resting on the padded surface. The glass plug inside me shifted, a stark reminder of my place. I gripped the edges, my knuckles white.

Sebastian and Maurice had moved to the rack. They returned, each holding a flogger—leather falls, supple and many-tailed. They took positions on either side of me.

The first strike came from Sebastian, a series of sharp, stinging lashes across my upper back. I gasped, my skin singing. Before I could recover, Maurice’s flogger landed on the backs of my thighs, a heavier, thudding impact that reverberated deep into the muscle.

They began an alternating rhythm, a symphony of pain. Sebastian’s falls were precise, biting. Maurice’s were broader, more thunderous. The sensations crashed over me—sharp sting, deep ache, the heat of my own blood rushing to the surface. I clenched my teeth, a low moan escaping with each hit.

A particularly heavy strike from Maurice caught me across the shoulder blades. A sharp cry was torn from my throat.

Immediately, Ethan was behind me. A hand fisted in my hair, pulling my head back. Something smooth and solid pressed against my lips. A red ball gag. “Open,” he ordered, his voice in my ear. I did, and he pushed the rubber sphere past my teeth, buckling the strap tightly at the back of my head. My cries were reduced to muffled grunts.

The flogging continued. The pain blurred, transforming into a radiant, all-consuming warmth. My skin felt alive, electric. My thoughts dissolved into a haze of sensation.

The floggers stopped. Strong hands gripped my hips, turning me. Sebastian moved behind me, his body pressing against my sore back. I felt the slick head of his cock press against my entrance, already wet and eager from the torment. He pushed inside with a single, deep thrust.

The fullness was a shock after the focused pain. He fucked me with a hard, driving rhythm, his fingers digging into the tender flesh of my hips. Each thrust jolted the plug in my ass, sending dual shocks of pleasure-pain through my core. The gag stifled my screams, turning them into desperate, animal sounds. My climax began to build, a tight coil at the base of my spine, fed by the relentless friction and the lingering sting on my skin.

Sebastian’s pace grew frantic. With a choked groan, he slammed into me, his body stiffening. I felt the hot, sudden rush of his release filling me. He held himself there for a moment, panting, before pulling out.

I was barely given a second to breathe. Maurice was there, his larger frame crowding Sebastian out. His hands on me were hotter, his touch more possessive. The thick head of his cock pressed against my well-used opening, now slick with Sebastian’s cum. He pushed.

The stretch was immense. A raw, burning fullness that made me see stars behind my closed eyelids. He was bigger, stretching me to a new limit. He set a slower, more deliberate pace than Sebastian, each deep, grinding thrust making my knees buckle. The plug shifted with his movement, rubbing a spot inside me that made my vision blur. My muffled cries were constant now, a stream of wanton need against the rubber gag.

He fucked me like he was carving a place for himself, his grip on my hips bruising. When his end came, it was with a deep, guttural sound. He drove in to the hilt, pulsing, his release adding to the wet heat already inside me.

He stepped back. I sagged against the bench, supported only by my trembling arms, filled and dripping.

Then Ethan was there. His hands were on my ass, spreading me. I heard the slick sound of the plug being removed, the cool air a shock on my stretched rim. He didn’t bother with more lubricant; I was soaked, open. The broad head of his cock pressed against that forbidden entrance.

He pushed in.

The invasion was familiar yet shocking every time. A deep, burning stretch that stole the air from my lungs. He seated himself fully, a low groan escaping him. Then he began to move.

He fucked my ass with a controlled, powerful rhythm, each stroke going deeper than the last. The pain was a bright, sharp edge that quickly melted into a pleasure so profound it felt like oblivion. With both my other holes freshly used and dripping, the sensation of being taken here, in the most intimate way, felt like total ownership. My body was his playground, his to use and share.

The coil inside me, wound tight by the floggers and the two cocks before his, finally snapped. An orgasm ripped through me, violent and consuming. My ass clenched around his invading length, rhythmic spasms that milked him. I screamed into the gag, my body convulsing.

With a final, deep thrust, he followed. I felt the hot jet of his release, marking me in the deepest place. He stayed buried in me, his breathing ragged against my neck.

Slowly, he pulled out. I heard the soft click of the lube bottle. Cool gel, then the firm, stretching pressure as he pushed the plug back inside, sealing his claim.

He unbuckled the gag, letting it fall to the floor. I gulped in air, my body trembling violently.

Sebastian and Maurice were already dressing, their movements efficient, silent. With a nod to Ethan, they left the room. The door clicked shut, leaving us alone in the sudden quiet.

Ethan turned me around. His fingers tilted my chin up, forcing my tear-streaked, overwhelmed face to meet his gaze. He studied me for a long moment, then brushed a thumb over my swollen lips.

“You did exceptionally well,” he said, his voice quiet, final.

A strange, warm glow spread through my battered body. Praise. I had pleased him. The fear, the shame, the shock—it all condensed into that single, glowing ember of satisfaction.

He helped me stand, his arm around my waist supporting my shaky legs. As he led me from the playroom, the truth settled into my bones, cold and clear as the glass inside me.

I was becoming completely his. And the most terrifying part was the part that wasn’t terrified at all.

DAY 5

MMMMMF / Bondage / Restraints / Flogging / Dildo / Blowjob / Bukkake / PIV Sex

The lunch was a silent, exquisite torture. Ethan’s chef had outdone himself—seared tuna that melted on the tongue, roasted vegetables crisp and sweet, a chilled white wine that tasted like expensive sunlight. I barely tasted any of it. The words I needed to say sat in my throat, thick and suffocating.

Ethan watched me over the rim of his glass. His gaze was calm, assessing, as it always was. The silence stretched. I set my fork down, the clink against the fine china absurdly loud.

“I don’t want to go back.”

The words fell into the space between us, clumsy and raw. His eyebrow lifted, just a fraction.

“To Troy,” I clarified, my voice gaining a desperate strength. “I don’t want to go back to him. I’m… I’m falling for you, Ethan.”

There. It was out. A confession born from a week of seismic pleasure, of being remade under his hands. A confession that felt terrifyingly true.

For a long moment, he said nothing. He took a slow sip of wine, placed the glass down with precise care. When he looked at me again, his expression held a faint surprise, but it was edged with something colder. Something final.

“I’ve enjoyed having you as my plaything, Wren. You’re responsive. You learn quickly.” His voice was flat, clinical. “But what you’re talking about requires a level of submission you haven’t yet achieved. You need more training.”

The air left my lungs. Plaything. The word was a slap. “I can do it,” I rushed out, leaning forward. “I can submit. Fully. Just give me a chance. Please.”

He studied me, his dark eyes missing nothing—the tremor in my hands, the shine of desperate tears I refused to shed. “You have two more days,” he said finally. “Prove it.”

He stood, the motion dismissing me. The lunch, the confession, me. “I have calls to make. I’ll come for you this afternoon.”

He walked out, leaving me alone with the ruins of the beautiful meal. The hope I’d nurtured curdled into a sharp, acidic shame. Troy didn’t love me. And to Ethan, this was just a game.

I stumbled back to the guest suite. The moment the door closed, the dam broke. A sob ripped from my chest. I fell onto the bed, burying my face in the pillow, the expensive linen soaking up my silent, heaving tears. Stupid. So stupid. I’d traded one man who saw me as a currency for another who saw me as a toy for his temporary amusement.

The afternoon bled away in a gray haze of misery. When the door opened again, I was hollow-eyed, my face puffy. Ethan stood there, immaculate in black trousers and a simple gray shirt. He looked at my ravaged face with no more concern than if he’d noticed a smudge on the window.

“Come,” he said. “Here is your chance to impress me.”

He led me back to the playroom. My heart was a trapped bird beating against my ribs. He opened the door.

Four men stood inside.

They were all different—one lean and wiry, another broad and heavily muscled, a third tall with a sharp gaze, the last older, with silver at his temples. They were dressed casually, but their attention, the way their eyes locked onto me, was anything but casual. A low murmur of conversation died as we entered.

“Gentlemen,” Ethan said, his hand returning to the small of my back. “This is Wren. She wishes to demonstrate her commitment.”

My skin went cold. Then hot. Four pairs of eyes tracked me as Ethan led me to the center, to the two familiar chains hanging from the ceiling. He took my wrists, lifting them. The leather cuffs were cold before they tightened. The mechanism whirred, and I was pulled up, arms stretched high, body taut and offered. The glass plug inside me felt heavier than ever.

Ethan walked to the rack. He selected a flogger, its falls long and supple. He tested the weight in his hand, then turned to face me.

The first strike was a warning shot across my shoulder blades. A bright, stinging kiss. I gasped.

The second landed lower, on the curve of my ass. A sharper bite.

Then he began in earnest. The blows fell in a rhythmic rain—across my back, my ass, the backs of my thighs. The pain was immediate, a symphony of sharp snaps and deep, thudding impacts that shuddered through my bones. I cried out, my body swaying against the chains. The men watched, their expressions shifting from casual interest to focused amusement. I heard a low chuckle.

The flogging wasn’t about punishment. It was a spectacle. A breaking down of my last walls of privacy, of self. Each strike peeled a layer away, until only raw, exposed nerve remained. My skin burned, alive and singing. Tears streamed down my face, but they were silent now. I was disappearing into the sensation.

He stopped. My entire backside felt like one huge, throbbing heartbeat. Ethan put the flogger aside. He returned with something else—a dildo, massive and veined, slick with lubricant.

He positioned himself behind me. I felt the broad, silicone head press against my soaked, tender entrance. He pushed.

The stretch was immense, unreal. A choked scream tore from my throat as he filled me, the huge toy invading me with relentless pressure. He worked it in and out, a brutal, stretching rhythm that had my toes scraping the floor. The plug in my ass shifted with each thrust, creating a dizzying double fullness. The men were closer now, their hands moving over their own bodies, stroking themselves through their clothes as they watched.

The friction, the shame, the overwhelming sensation sparked a fire in my gut. It built, a coil of pure, desperate need. With a final, deep grind of the toy against a spot that made my vision flash white, I came. A gush of hot release slicked my inner thighs, soaking the toy, dripping onto the floor below me. My body convulsed in the chains, a helpless, shuddering mess.

Ethan pulled the toy out with a wet, obscene sound. He released the cuffs. My arms fell, numb and heavy. I stumbled, but his hand on my elbow steadied me.

“On your knees,” he instructed, his voice low. “Suck them.”

I dropped to the cool floor. The first man, the wiry one, was already in front of me, his cock freed, long and thick. I opened my mouth. He didn’t wait, pushing himself past my lips. He was huge, and I gagged immediately, tears springing back to my eyes. He set a fast, punishing pace, using my mouth with a grunting focus. The taste of him, salt and skin, filled my senses. His hands fisted in my hair, holding me still as he fucked my throat. With a sharp cry, he pulled out, his release striping my cheeks, my chin, my lips in hot, sudden spurts.

I was gasping, cum slick on my face, when the second man, the broad one, took his place. His cock was even thicker. I took him deep, my throat straining, learning the rhythm he wanted. He groaned, his hips pumping. “That’s it, take it all.” He came with a roar, painting my face anew, the hot jets splattering across my forehead, my nose, dripping onto my chest, coating my trembling breasts.

The third man, the tall one, was the biggest yet. He didn’t bother with finesse. He grabbed my head and drove his cock into my mouth, fucking my face with hard, deep strokes that made me choke and splutter. Tears and saliva mixed with the cum on my skin. His finish was a torrent, drenching my hair, my face, my neck.

Dazed, covered in a slick, cooling mask of their release, I turned to the last man, the older one. He smiled, a gentle, almost pitying curve of his lips. His cock was heavy in my hand. I took him into my mouth, my movements slow, exhausted. He let me set the pace, stroking my hair as I worked him. His climax was a warm, pulsing flood that joined the others, adding to the mess that coated me from hairline to navel.

I knelt there, a used, glistening thing, barely able to see through the sticky film.

Ethan’s hands lifted me. He placed me on my back on the leather bench. He positioned himself between my spread legs, his own cock hard and eager. He slid into my well-used pussy with a single, deep stroke. The feeling of him, real and hot, after the toys and the other men, was a shocking relief. He fucked me hard, his thrusts powerful and claiming, each one jolting my sensitive, cum-slicked body.

“Look at you,” he growled, his eyes burning into mine. “My perfect, filthy girl.”

His pace turned frantic. With a final, driving thrust, he pulled out, his release erupting over my stomach and breasts in hot, possessive stripes, mixing with the mess already there.

The men were gone, the door clicking shut behind them. The only sound was our ragged breathing. Ethan looked down at me, his gaze traveling over the canvas of their release and his own.

“You exceeded my expectations,” he said, his voice rough with something that might have been awe. “Go. Clean up.”

DAY 6

MF / Blowjob / Sex Swing / Fingering / PIV Sex / Anal

The silence in the guest suite was absolute, and in that quiet, my thoughts roared. The ache between my legs, the faint sting across my back, the persistent fullness of the glass plug—they were all echoes of Ethan. Of a pleasure so deep it felt like truth. Troy’s face, his pleading eyes when he sold me, floated behind my own closed lids. A week ago, that memory would have shattered me. Now, it just felt… distant. A faded photograph from someone else’s life.

A sharp knock at the front door jolted me from the bed.

I heard Ethan’s calm footsteps cross the sitting room. The door opened. Muffled voices. Then one I’d know anywhere, cracked with panic.

“Please. Ethan. I made a mistake. A huge mistake. I want her back. I can’t… I can’t go another day without her.”

Troy.

My breath froze in my chest. He was here. He was begging. For me.

A wild, foolish hope flared. Maybe he did love me. Maybe this nightmare had shocked him into changing. My heart hammered against my ribs. I found myself moving, my bare feet silent on the cool floor. I paused at the bedroom doorway, peering into the living area.

Ethan stood like a statue, blocking most of the view. Then he shifted slightly.

I saw Troy. His clothes were rumpled, his hair a mess. His pale blue eyes were wide, red-rimmed. They scanned the room, landed on me in the shadows of the doorway.

His expression collapsed.

Horror. Pure, unadulterated horror. It washed over his face, draining the color from his cheeks. His gaze traveled over my naked body—the faint, darkening bruises from the floggers on my back and thighs, the love bite on my breast, the general air of someone who had been thoroughly, repeatedly used.

“Wren…” His voice was a broken whisper.

He pushed past Ethan, who let him pass with a slight, dismissive tilt of his head. Troy rushed to me, his hand shooting out to grab my wrist. His grip was familiar, tight. “We’re leaving. Right now. Get your things.”

I didn’t move. His touch, which once sent sparks through me, now felt like a shackle. I looked from his desperate face to Ethan’s. Ethan watched, his dark eyes unreadable, a faint, almost imperceptible curve on his lips.

“Wren, come on,” Troy pleaded, tugging my arm.

I pulled my wrist free. The movement was small, but it felt monumental. “No.”

He stared, bewildered. “What? No? Look at you! Look what he’s done to you!”

“You did this,” I said, my voice quiet but clear. “You sold me to pay for your mistakes.”

“I was desperate! I wasn’t thinking! I love you!” His words tumbled out, practiced. I’d heard them before, after every lost bet, every empty promise.

“I don’t think you do,” I heard myself say. The truth of it settled in my gut, cold and solid. “How do you love me? By stealing from me? Lying to me? You don’t love me. You love gambling, and that will never change.”

His face crumpled. “So what? You want to stay with him?” He jabbed a finger toward Ethan, his voice dripping with disgust.

I glanced at Ethan. His powerful frame, his commanding silence. The memory of his touch, his praise, the world-shattering releases he pulled from my body. “I don’t know about Ethan,” I admitted. “But I know I don’t want to be with you.”

The words hung in the air. Troy looked at me as if I’d struck him. His shoulders slumped. The fight drained out of him, leaving a shell of the intense, passionate man I’d fallen for. He took a stumbling step back, his eyes glazing over with a dejection so complete it was painful to see. Without another word, he turned and walked out. The door clicked shut behind him with a terrible finality.

The room was silent again. Ethan’s gaze was on me, heavy and assessing. He closed the distance between us in two strides. His fingers came under my chin, tilting my face up. He searched my eyes for a long moment.

“Well done,” he murmured. The praise was a warm shock, flooding the cold hollow Troy had left behind. His thumb brushed my lower lip. “That required strength you didn’t know you had.”

He took my hand. Not with Troy’s frantic grip, but with a firm, possessive certainty. He led me out of the suite, down the familiar hall. Not to the main playroom, but to a smaller, adjacent chamber I hadn’t seen before. The centerpiece was a complex apparatus of black straps and chains—a sex swing, suspended from a heavy ceiling mount.

My pulse jumped, a fresh thrill chasing away the last remnants of doubt.

Ethan positioned me in front of him. His hands went to his belt, the snick of the buckle loud in the quiet room. He pushed his trousers and briefs down, freeing his cock. It was already hard, thick and demanding. He guided me to my knees with a gentle pressure on my shoulder.

I didn’t need further instruction. I leaned forward, taking him into my mouth. The taste of him, clean skin and salt, was familiar now. Welcome. I lavished attention on the broad head, tracing the vein with my tongue before taking him deeper. My hands came up to cradle his hips. I sucked him with a fervent eagerness, wanting to please, to erase everything that wasn’t this moment, him, my mouth on him. His low groan was my reward.

After a few minutes, his hands fisted in my hair, not to pull, but to still me. “Enough,” he said, his voice rough. “Up.”

He helped me stand, then guided me to the swing. He arranged the straps with efficient hands, securing them behind my thighs and around my waist until I was cradled, suspended, my weight supported, my body open and presented to him. My heart hammered with a mixture of vulnerability and sheer anticipation.

He stepped between my dangling legs. His fingers found my core, sliding through my wetness with a clinical, possessive touch. He pushed two fingers inside me, curling them, stretching me. A soft moan escaped my lips. He worked me until I was dripping, my hips pushing down against his hand.

Then he replaced his fingers with the head of his cock.

He pushed into my pussy with a single, deep, relentless thrust. The swing took my weight, allowing him to bury himself to the hilt in a way that made me gasp. The angle was incredible. Each inward stroke rubbed a spot deep inside me that made stars burst behind my eyelids.

He held the straps near my hips, using them for leverage. He began to fuck me in a steady, penetrating rhythm. Each thrust sent the swing rocking, which only drove him deeper on the next stroke. The world narrowed to the slick, hot friction of his cock pistoning into me, the creak of the straps, the slap of skin. My cries were continuous, breathy little sounds of overwhelming pleasure.

“You take me so beautifully,” he growled, his pace increasing. “This perfect, greedy cunt.”

His words pushed me higher. I was hurtling toward the edge, my muscles tightening. Just as I felt the first flutter of my climax, he stopped. He pulled out, leaving me empty and gasping.

I felt his hand at the base of my spine, the cool touch of lubricant. Then the firm pressure as he worked the glass plug free. The sudden emptiness there felt vast. Before I could process it, his cockhead, slick from my pussy and fresh lube, pressed against that tighter ring of muscle.

He pushed.

The stretch was a bright, burning ache that stole my breath. He pressed forward, inch by incredible inch, until he was fully seated in my ass. The fullness was staggering, overwhelming. He gave me a moment to adjust, his hands gripping my hips.

Then he began to move.

He fucked my ass with that same deep, measured rhythm, each stroke a claiming that resonated through my entire body. One of his hands slipped around my hip, his fingers finding my clit. He rubbed slow, tight circles exactly where I needed it.

The dual sensation was too much. The deep, filling stretch in my ass and the sharp, focused pleasure on my clit collided. My orgasm erupted without warning, a violent, consuming wave that tore a scream from my throat. My ass clenched around his invading length, rhythmic, desperate spasms that gripped him like a fist.

The feeling of my tight channel milking him triggered his own release. With a low, guttural groan, he drove in deep and came. I felt the hot, pulsing jets filling me, marking me in that most intimate place. He stayed there, buried inside me, as we both shuddered through the aftershocks.

Slowly, carefully, he pulled out. He replaced the buttplug, before helping me from the swing, my legs buckling. He caught me, his arm strong around my waist. I felt the thick trickle of his release escaping past the plug, down my thigh.

Without a word, he led me from the room, back toward the stairs. My mind was a blissful blank, my body humming with satisfaction. I leaned into him, my ass full of his cum, my skin singing from his possession.

As we reached the top of the stairs, a single, clear thought pierced the haze. I want this. I want to be his. Always. I looked up at his profile, searching for any hint of what he was thinking, what came next. His face was a mask of calm control.

He glanced down at me, his dark eyes impossible to read. “To bed,” he said simply, his voice calm and collected.

I walked on unsteady legs to the ensuite bathroom, my mind a white-noise hum of exhaustion and a strange, glowing pride. I turned the shower on, the water steaming hot. As I stepped under the spray, the first rivulets cutting through the dried cum on my skin, my thoughts spun in a frantic, chaotic whirl. I’d made my choice. I’d ended it with Troy. Now, would Ethan choose me?

DAY 7

MMMMMMMF / Group Sex / Gangbang / Blowjob / PIV Sex / Anal / Double Penetration

I woke with a dry mouth and a heavy dread in my stomach. I hadn’t slept, just stared at the ceiling, tracing the patterns of light and shadow until dawn. My last day. The thought was a cold stone in my gut. Would he send me away? The memory of other hands, other bodies, flitted through my mind—Sebastian, Maurice, the four strangers. They were echoes. Only Ethan’s touch felt real, essential. Without it, I’d be empty. A shell.

The door opened. Ethan stood there, already dressed in dark trousers and a crisp white shirt, his expression unreadable. My heart squeezed tight.

“Today is your final test,” he said, his voice calm as still water. He entered, carrying a small, black garment bag. He laid it on the bed. “If you pass, you stay. You become mine, completely. If you fail, you leave. We are done.”

My breath caught. Stay. The word was a lifeline. “What’s the test?”

A faint, almost imperceptible smile touched his lips. He unzipped the bag. Inside was an outfit—if you could call it that. Two narrow strips of sheer black lace meant to cover my nipples, connected by a thin string. A matching G-string, just a scrap of fabric. A pair of impossibly high black heels. That was all.

“Put it on.”

My fingers trembled as I undressed. The lace was cool and scratchy against my skin. The G-string settled into the cleft of my ass, doing nothing to hide me. The heels made my legs look long, unstable. I felt utterly exposed, more than naked.

Ethan looked me over, his gaze a physical sweep. He nodded once. “Good. Come.”

He didn’t touch me as we walked through the quiet mansion, out to the garage where a sleek, black car waited. The drive was silent. My mind raced. A test. What could be worse than what I’d already done? The car slid to a stop under a glittering hotel awning. My throat closed.

Ethan led me through the private elevator, his hand firm on my back. The doors opened directly into a vast living area, all glass and pale marble. Six men stood there, holding crystal tumblers of amber liquid. They were all older, polished, wearing suits that cost more than my life. Their eyes landed on me, and the low conversation died.

“Gentlemen,” Ethan said, his voice cutting through the quiet. “This is Wren. She’s here for your entertainment.”

A collective murmur, thick with anticipation. Ethan turned to me. “You will service them. All of them. However they wish. Your only task is to please. Do you understand?”

I looked at the circle of wealthy, hungry faces. My stomach twisted. But then I looked at Ethan. His dark eyes held mine, waiting. Prove it. I swallowed, my mouth dust-dry. “Yes.”

“Good girl.”

He stepped behind me. His hands went to the strings of my flimsy top. He untied them. The lace fell away. Cool air kissed my bare nipples, tightening them instantly. He hooked his thumbs in the sides of the G-string and pulled it down my legs. I stepped out of it, standing there in only the heels, my skin flushing under their combined gaze. Ethan’s fingers found the glass plug. He worked it free. The sensation of removal, the sudden empty ache, made me gasp.

He stepped back, folding my discarded things into his pocket. I was utterly bare.

The men moved in.

Hands. Everywhere. Calloused palms and soft, manicured fingers grabbed my breasts, squeezed, pinched my nipples. They cupped my ass, slid between my legs, probing. I was passed between them, a toy being examined. My skin burned with shame, but beneath it, a treacherous heat ignited. For him. Do it for him.

A man with silver hair and sharp eyes stepped in front of me. He unzipped his trousers, freeing a thick, veined cock. He didn’t speak, just guided my head down with a hand on my nape.

I opened my mouth.

The taste of clean skin and expensive cologne filled my senses. I took him in, my tongue working the underside. Another man appeared at my side, pressing his cock against my cheek. I reached for him, my hand wrapping around his hot length, stroking in time with the motions of my mouth. A third pushed against my other hand. I took him too, my fists pumping two different rhythms.

Cocks surrounded me. The air smelled of musk and whiskey. I lost count, lost sense of who was who. A hand fisted in my hair, pulling my head forward onto a new thickness. This one was bigger. He fucked my face with hard, deep strokes, hitting the back of my throat until tears blurred my vision and spit dripped down my chin. I gagged, but the hand held me firm. He groaned, his hips snapping, and then pulled out, his release spurting in hot stripes across my face.

Before I could wipe it away, strong arms lifted me. The world tilted. I was tossed onto the massive bed, my body sinking into the duvet. I looked for Ethan. He stood near the window, silhouetted against the city lights, watching. He gave a single, slow nod.

Two men climbed onto the bed with me. They bent their heads, sucking roughly on my nipples, the wet pulls sending sharp jolts to my core. A third man, heavy and bearded, pushed my legs apart. He positioned himself, the broad head of his cock pressing against my entrance. I was wet, impossibly wet. He shoved inside.

The stretch was immediate, filling. He fucked me with powerful, grunting thrusts, each one driving the air from my lungs. I moaned, the sound raw and wanton. The feeling of being used, so openly, so completely, fanned the heat in my belly into a blaze. He pounded into me, his pace relentless, and with a sharp cry, he buried himself deep, his release flooding me with sudden, wet heat.

He pulled out. Another man was there instantly. He slid into my slick, used channel without hesitation. His rhythm was different, deeper, harder. Each thrust made the bedframe creak. His hands gripped my hips, his fingers digging in. I was just a body, a hole being filled, and the sheer anonymity of it pushed me higher. He came with a shudder, adding to the mess between my legs.

The third man rolled me onto my hands and knees. He entered me from behind, his cock spearing my pussy at a new, devastating angle. He fucked me like an animal, his balls slapping against my clit with every drive. Just as I felt my climax teetering on the edge, he pulled out. Hot cum splashed across my lower back, dripping down the curve of my spine.

A fourth man’s fingers, slick with lube, found my asshole. He probed, one finger, then two, stretching me open. I cried out, the sensation a bright, shocking burn. Then the blunt pressure of his cockhead replaced his fingers. He pushed.

The invasion was brutal, overwhelming. He didn’t go slow. He shoved himself inside my tight passage, the burn making me sob. But as he began to move, pounding into my ass with deep, punishing strokes, the pain twisted, morphing into a pleasure so intense it bordered on pain. He owned me, claimed this most private part. His climax was a hot, pulsing flood inside me, and I felt it, every jet.

He collapsed aside. A fifth man lay back on the pillows. “Ride me,” he commanded, his voice thick.

I crawled over him, positioning his thick cock at my entrance. I sank down, taking him all at once. The fullness made me gasp. I bounced, my thighs burning, his hands gripping my waist, guiding me. Then I felt a sixth presence behind me. The head of another cock pressed against my ass, still loose and wet from the last man.

He pushed.

They both filled me at once.

The double penetration stole my breath. I was stretched beyond belief, stuffed full, every nerve ending screaming. The man beneath me thrust upward, the one behind me hammered into my ass. The sensations collided, a riot of friction and pressure and raw, electric pleasure. I looked over, my eyes finding Ethan’s.

He had moved closer. He unzipped his own trousers, freeing his cock. He stepped to the edge of the bed, stroking himself. He brought the head to my lips.

I opened my mouth, taking him in just as the two men pounding into me found a synchronous rhythm. The world dissolved into pure, animal sensation. The thrusts, the fullness, the taste of Ethan on my tongue—it all coalesced into a white-hot point of need.

My orgasm detonated. It ripped through me, violent and total, my body clamping down on the two invading cocks in helpless, rhythmic spasms. As I convulsed, Ethan’s hand moved faster on his shaft. With a low groan, he pulled from my mouth and his release erupted over my face—hot stripes across my cheeks, my closed eyelids, my parted lips.

The men inside me followed, their own climaxes triggering fresh pulses deep in my core.

Then, silence. Heavy breathing. The smell of sex and sweat and luxury.

The men pulled out, one by one, dressing wordlessly. They left, nodding to Ethan. The door clicked shut.

Ethan looked down at me. I was a wreck, covered in drying cum, my body throbbing, spent. He tossed the scrap of black lace and the G-string onto the bed beside me. “Get dressed.” He picked up the buttplug. “And put this inside you.”

My movements were slow, mechanical. I slid the buttplug into my ass which was slick with cum. The lace felt abrasive against my sensitive skin. The G-string was damp. I didn’t care. I followed him out, through the elevator, through the glittering lobby. I was aware of stares, of shocked whispers. Cum streaked my thighs, my stomach. A trickle leaked from my pussy, staining the inside of the lace. I kept my chin up, my eyes on Ethan’s back.

The car ride was quiet. The city lights blurred past. My body ached in a hundred glorious ways.

When we entered the mansion’s foyer, Ethan finally turned to me. He studied my face, my disheveled hair, the evidence of my ordeal.

“You passed,” he said, the words simple, final.

A rush of relief, of dizzying joy, swamped me. I could stay.

“Come.” He led me to his study. From a locked drawer, he withdrew a box. Inside, on black velvet, lay a collar. It was exquisite—thin bands of dark leather, intricately woven, set with a single, square-cut emerald that matched the jewels he’d given me before. It was not a restraint. It was a masterpiece. A claim.

He lifted it. “This signifies you are mine. My property. My submissive. Do you accept?”

Tears pricked my eyes. I nodded, unable to speak.

He fastened it around my neck. The leather was soft, supple. The emerald rested cool against my throat. He adjusted it, his fingers brushing my skin, then tilted my chin up.

“You are mine, Wren.”

6 MONTHS LATER

MF / Public / Fingering / Bondage / Food Play / Spit in Mouth / Blowjob / PIV Sex / Anal

Six months settled like fine dust over my old life, obscuring it until it was just a faded, unpleasant smudge. I touched the leather at my throat, my fingertips tracing the smooth lines and the cool, solid weight of the emerald. My collar. My certainty. It was the most beautiful thing I’d ever owned.

When Ethan told me to pack a suitcase, I did so without a word, a flutter of excitement in my chest. He watched from the doorway of our—no, his—bedroom, his dark eyes tracking my movements. The drive to the airport was smooth, the city blurring past the tinted windows. I didn’t ask where we were going. The not-knowing was part of the thrill.

We boarded the private jet. The cabin was all soft leather and quiet luxury. Ethan guided me to a wide seat by the window. As the engines whined to life, he shrugged out of his tailored jacket and draped it over my lap, his movements casual.

His hand slid beneath the hem of my skirt.

My breath caught. I stared out the window at the ground crew, my cheeks heating. His fingers found the lace of my panties, pushed them aside. The first touch of his skin against my bare flesh sent a jolt straight to my core. He began to stroke me, slow, deliberate circles that made my thighs tense. I bit my lip, forcing my face to remain neutral. A flight attendant moved past with a polite smile. I nodded, a tight, ridiculous gesture.

Ethan’s finger dipped inside me, curling. A soft, wet sound, muffled by his jacket and the hum of the plane. My hips twitched, seeking more pressure. He added a second finger, stretching me, his thumb maintaining that maddening rhythm on my clit. Pleasure coiled, tight and urgent. I squeezed my eyes shut, my knuckles white on the armrests. The vibration of the aircraft seemed to sync with the throbbing between my legs.

“Quiet,” he murmured, his lips close to my ear. His breath was warm. His fingers worked faster, deeper.

A strangled gasp escaped me. I pressed my forehead against the cool window. The world outside tilted as the plane lifted off. Inside, I was tilting too, falling into a spiral of sensation. The scrape of his knuckles, the slick glide of his fingers, the building, unbearable tension—it crested without warning. My climax crashed over me, a silent, convulsive wave that tightened every muscle. I shuddered, my inner walls clenching around his invading fingers, a hot rush of release slicking his hand. I rode it out, trembling, until he slowly withdrew his hand from under the jacket. He brought his glistening fingers to his lips, tasting me, his gaze holding mine.

“We’re going to Paris,” he said simply.

—

The hotel suite overlooked the Seine, the city lights glittering like scattered diamonds. A silver bucket held champagne, and a porcelain bowl was piled with perfect, ruby-red strawberries.

Ethan turned to me. “Undress.”

I obeyed, letting my clothes pool on the ornate rug. He picked up my sheer nylon stockings. He didn’t speak as he took my wrist, looping the fine material around it, then securing it to the elaborate scrollwork of the bedpost. He did the same with the other. I was stretched, open, my arms at a slight, vulnerable angle.

He popped the champagne cork with a soft pop. The golden liquid fizzed as he poured a slow, cold stream onto my stomach. I flinched at the shock. He bent his head, his tongue lapping the rivulets from my navel, following the trail down to the thatch of dark hair. The contrast of cold champagne and his hot mouth was dizzying. He gathered a mouthful, then leaned over me. His lips met mine. He kissed me, hard, and the cold, effervescent liquid passed from his mouth to mine. “Swallow,” he commanded. I did, the taste of him and the champagne and me all mixed together.

Next, he selected a strawberry. He held it before my eyes, then trailed it down my body. The cool, bumpy skin grazed my nipple, making it peak. He continued down, over my trembling belly, and then he pressed it firmly against my slit. He rubbed the fruit against me, coating it in my arousal. The sensation was bizarre, exquisite—the sweet scent of berry mixing with my own musk. He brought it back to my lips. “Taste.”

I opened my mouth. He placed the strawberry on my tongue. I took a bite. The burst of sweetness, underscored by the tang of my own juices, was profoundly intimate. I chewed, swallowed, my eyes locked on his.

He unfastened his trousers, freeing his cock. It was already thick and hard. He climbed onto the bed, kneeling over my face. He didn’t ask. He guided himself to my lips. I opened, taking him in. He pushed deep, immediately, the head bumping the back of my throat. I relaxed my jaw, letting him set a slow, deep rhythm. He fucked my mouth with possessive strokes, my saliva slicking his length. I breathed through my nose, the musky scent of him filling my senses. He went deeper, and I gagged, tears springing to my eyes. He pulled back, then pushed in again, my throat working around him.

After a few minutes of this, he withdrew. He moved down my body, positioning himself between my spread legs. The head of his cock nudged my entrance, wet and ready. He pushed inside with a single, deep thrust that punched the air from my lungs. He filled me completely, stretching me in the best way. He braced his hands on the bed, his hips pulling back and then driving forward.

The pace was hard, relentless. Each thrust jolted through me, friction building a fire in my belly. My moans were continuous, broken sounds. The stockings bit into my wrists, anchoring me to the sensation. He fucked me like he was claiming something, his gaze dark and focused on where our bodies joined.

Suddenly, he stopped. He leaned over, his fingers working at the knots on the bedposts. The stockings went slack. He pulled my wrists free, the blood rushing back with a pleasant tingle. “On your hands and knees,” he said, his voice rough.

I scrambled to obey. The mattress dipped as he moved behind me. One hand gripped my hip, the other guided his cock. He pressed it against my other entrance.

He pushed.

The initial stretch was a bright, burning ring of pressure. I cried out, my back arching. He didn’t stop. He pressed forward, inch by searing inch, until he was fully sheathed in my ass. The fullness was overwhelming, a deep, claiming ache. He held still for a moment, letting me adjust to the invasion.

Then he moved.

His thrusts were slow at first, each one a deliberate, grinding conquest. The burn began to transform, melting into a deep, radiating pleasure that echoed through my entire pelvis. He reached around, his fingers finding my clit, swollen and desperate. He rubbed tight, fast circles as he fucked my ass with increasing speed.

The dual sensations collided. The deep, filling stretch in my back passage and the sharp, electric focus on my clit became one overwhelming tide. It gathered, crested, and broke. My orgasm tore through me with a violence that made me scream. My ass muscles clenched rhythmically around his invading length, milking him, pulling him deeper.

The feeling of my tight channel spasming around him triggered his release. With a guttural groan, he slammed into me, burying himself to the hilt. I felt the hot, pulsing jets filling me, marking me inside. He stayed there, pulsing, as we both shuddered through the aftershocks.

He pulled out slowly. I collapsed onto my side, spent, a trickle of his release leaking down my thigh. He lay down behind me, pulling me against his chest. His arm wrapped around me, his hand resting possessively over my stomach.

I nestled back into him, his heat surrounding me. The jeweled collar was cool against my skin. I had never been happier. This was where I belonged. This was my man. My future stretched before us, dark and glittering and entirely his.

cover.jpeg





