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The key clicked in the lock. Sasha pushed the apartment door open, her shoulders dropping with the day’s weight. She dropped her bag on the floor, the thud a punctuation mark to the mundane.

“In here, baby.”

James’s voice came from the living room, smooth and commanding. A familiar warmth bloomed in her stomach, one that had nothing to do with comfort. It was the low, electric hum of anticipation. He was home early.

She rounded the corner, a tired smile starting to form. It froze.

James stood by the fireplace, a glass of amber liquid in his hand, a faint smile playing on his lips. On the couch sat two men. Tim, with his easy grin and athletic build, leaned back against the cushions. Dave, broader, more intense, watched her with sharp, interested eyes. They were dressed casually, relaxed, as if this was a normal Thursday evening visit.

Her pulse raced.

“Sasha, you remember Tim and Dave.” James’s tone held no question. It was a statement of fact, a laying down of the evening’s foundation.

“Of course,” she managed, her voice thinner than she intended. Her eyes flicked to James, seeking, asking a silent question. His gaze held hers, steady and unyielding. The rules were clear. They had been for a year now. Free use. His words, his contract. A contract she had begged for, signed with her body and her eager submission. Knowing the rules didn’t stop the sudden, dizzying rush of nerves, a cocktail of fear and deep, undeniable excitement.

“They’re going to be enjoying you tonight,” James said, taking a slow sip of his drink. His eyes never left hers, watching the conflict play out on her face. The hesitation. The quickening of her breath. The subtle flush that started at her chest and crept upward. “Aren’t they?”

The question hung in the air. It wasn’t a question for Tim or Dave. It was for her. A test. A command dressed as a query.

Sasha’s throat felt tight. Her mind scrambled, a frantic animal looking for an escape hatch that part of her didn’t want to find. She looked at the two men, at their expectant faces. Dave’s hand was already resting on his thigh, a possessive, waiting gesture. Tim just smiled wider, his eyes dropping to the front of her blouse.

She knew the rules.

A shaky exhale escaped her. She gave James a single, small nod.

“Good girl.” The praise was a physical touch, melting some of the tension in her spine. “Now, why don’t you come say hello properly.”

Tim and Dave didn’t need further instruction. As if it was the most natural thing in the world, their hands went to their belts, the rasp of leather and metal cutting through the quiet room. Zippers descended. Sasha’s mouth went dry. She watched, transfixed, as they freed themselves. Tim’s cock sprung out, already half-hard, thick and curving slightly upward. Dave’s was heavier, a solid weight in his hand as he gave himself a slow, deliberate stroke.

“Clothes, Sasha,” James prompted, his voice a low rumble.

Her fingers trembled as she went to the buttons of her blouse. Each one felt huge under her touch. The silk whispered as it parted, falling from her shoulders to pool on the floor. Her skirt followed, then her bra, her panties. The cool air of the apartment brushed over her naked skin, raising goosebumps. She felt exposed, utterly on display under the gaze of three men. Her nipples peaked, tightening into hard, sensitive points. Between her legs, a betraying warmth had already begun to gather, a slickness that shamed and thrilled her.

“Beautiful,” Tim murmured.

James gestured to the space on the rug between the two men. “Knees.”

Sasha moved, her limbs feeling like they belonged to someone else. The plush carpet pressed against her knees. The scent of male cologne, of leather from the couch, of James’s whiskey, filled her nose. She was eye-level with their cocks. Tim’s was now fully erect, the head flushed a dark pink. Dave’s stood thick and straight, a prominent vein tracing its length.

“Start with Tim,” James directed, coming to stand beside her, a dominant presence overseeing the scene. “Show him what a good mouth you have.”

Sasha leaned forward. Her heart hammered against her ribs. She opened her mouth, letting her tongue come out first, a soft, wet stroke along the underside of Tim’s shaft. He groaned, a rough, gratifying sound. She took the head into her mouth, swirling her tongue around the sensitive ridge, tasting the clean, salty skin.

“That’s it,” James said above her. “Take more.”

She sank down, letting him fill her mouth. His hands came to her head, his fingers threading into her hair, not forcing, just holding. She found a rhythm, bobbing her head, using her tongue, her cheeks hollowing as she sucked. The weight and heat of him on her tongue, the subtle jerks of his hips, the soft curses he muttered—it was overwhelming. Arousal, thick and hot, pooled in her own belly.

“Switch,” James commanded.

She pulled off of Tim with a wet sound, a string of saliva connecting her lips to his glistening tip. She turned to Dave, who was already guiding himself toward her mouth. He was bigger. The blunt head pressed against her lips, and she had to open wider. He didn’t wait for her to take control. He pushed forward, filling her mouth in one steady movement, then going deeper, hitting the back of her throat.

Sasha gagged, her eyes watering. She placed her hands on his thighs to steady herself.

“Easy,” James said, but his voice held no pity, only approval. “She can take it. Can’t you, baby?”

Sasha made a choked sound around Dave’s cock, a sound of agreement, of surrender. He began to move, pulling back until just the head rested on her tongue, then sliding back in, deeper each time. He was fucking her face, setting a pace that was relentless. Tears tracked down her cheeks from the strain, but the sounds she made were muffled moans. The dominance of it, the sheer loss of control, sent a violent throb through her core. She was soaking wet, her own arousal a slick mess on her inner thighs.

“Enough,” James said after a few punishing minutes. Dave pulled out, his cock shining with her saliva. “Tim, on the couch.”

Tim moved, sitting back, his legs spread. His erection stood proudly against his stomach.

“Up you go, Sasha. Ride him. I want to watch you take his cock.”

She climbed shakily to her feet, then straddled Tim’s lap. His hands gripped her hips, steadying her. She reached between them, guiding him to her entrance. The feeling of his tip pressing against her slick, swollen folds made her gasp. She looked at James, who gave her a slight, encouraging nod.

She sank down.

A sharp, full feeling stole her breath. He stretched her, filled her in a deep, steady invasion. A ragged moan tore from her throat as she settled fully onto him, his pelvis grinding against her clit. She stayed there for a moment, impaled, adjusting to the girth of him, the delicious, aching fullness.

“Move,” James ordered.

She rose up, then sank back down, setting a slow, tortuous rhythm. Tim’s hands tightened on her hips, his own thrusts meeting hers. The slap of skin on skin, the wet sounds of her body taking him, filled the room. Sasha threw her head back, her hands braced on Tim’s shoulders. Pleasure coiled tight in her belly, each stroke dragging his cock over a spot inside her that made sparks burst behind her eyelids.

Dave stood up on the couch cushions, looming over them. He tapped his cock against her cheek. “Open.”

Without hesitation, she turned her head, taking him into her mouth again. Now she was filled at both ends, Tim pounding up into her from below, Dave gripping the back of her head and fucking her mouth in a harsh, counter rhythm. The dual sensation was maddening. She was a vessel, being used, completely occupied. Her moans were stifled by the thick flesh in her mouth, coming out as desperate, guttural vibrations that made Dave curse.

“Fuck, her mouth is incredible,” Dave grunted, his thrusts into her face becoming less controlled.

James watched, his own arousal evident in the tight line of his jaw, the way his hand clenched around his glass. “She’s the best,” he said, his voice thick. “Look at her. Taking you both so perfectly.”

The praise went straight to her core, tightening the coil of pleasure another notch. Tim’s pace became frantic, his fingers digging into the flesh of her ass. “Gonna cum,” he warned, his voice strained.

“Do it,” James said. “Fill her up.”

With a deep, shuddering groan, Tim slammed up into her and held there. Sasha felt the hot, pulsing release deep inside her, the intimate flood triggering her own climax. It ripped through her, a silent, convulsing wave that clenched around Tim’s cock, milking him as her body shook. She cried out around Dave’s length, the sound muffled and desperate.

As Tim softened inside her, spent, Dave pulled out of her mouth. “My turn.”

He pushed her off of Tim, guiding her onto her hands and knees on the couch cushions. Tim moved aside, breathing heavily, watching with a sated grin. Dave positioned himself behind her, his hands rough on her hips. The head of his cock nudged at her soaked, used entrance. He pushed in, not slow, not gentle. He sheathed himself in one long, brutal stroke that punched the air from Sasha’s lungs.

“Oh god,” she whimpered, the overstimulation a sharp, bright pain that blurred instantly into overwhelming pleasure.

He fucked her with deep, powerful thrusts, each one driving her forward, making her brace her arms to keep from collapsing. Each impact jolted through her, the sound obscene and exhilarating. He went deeper than Tim, a different angle that rubbed relentlessly against a place that had her seeing stars. Her previous orgasm seemed like a distant memory as a new, sharper one built with terrifying speed.

“You like that, don’t you?” Dave growled, slamming into her. “You like being a used little fucktoy for your boyfriend’s friends?”

She couldn’t speak. She could only nod, her hair sticking to her sweaty face. Her entire world narrowed to the slam of his body against hers, the burning stretch, the slick, wet sounds of their joining.

“Cumming,” Dave announced, his rhythm breaking. He drove into her one last time, grinding deep, and she felt another hot rush join Tim’s inside her. He held there, pulsing, before pulling out with a slick sound.

Sasha collapsed onto the cushions, boneless, dripping, her mind blank with spent sensation. She was aware of movement, of low voices. Then a familiar hand smoothed over her ass.

James.

He knelt behind her. She felt the familiar, beloved pressure of his cock, thicker than the others, at her ravaged entrance. He leaned over her, his chest against her back, his lips at her ear.

“My turn now, baby,” he whispered, his voice a dark promise. “My good, dirty girl. You took them so well.”

He pushed inside. She was so open, so slick and stretched, he slid in with shocking ease, but his size still made her gasp. He filled her completely, a claiming. This was different. This was James. Her James. The one who owned her, who understood this twisted, beautiful need in her soul.

He began to move, a hard, possessive rhythm that had none of the franticness of the others. This was deliberate, deep, each thrust a reinforcement of his ownership. One hand fisted in her hair, pulling her head back. The other hand snaked around her front, his fingers finding her clit, swollen and hypersensitive.

“This is what you wanted, isn’t it?” he breathed into her ear, his fingers circling in time with his thrusts. “To be used. To be my little slut. To be so full of other men that you can still feel them when I’m inside you.”

His words were the final trigger. The coil, wound so tight it was agony, snapped. An orgasm detonated inside her, so intense it was a white-hot shock to her system. Her back arched violently against him. A raw, broken scream tore from her throat as her inner muscles clamped down on his cock in rhythmic, convulsive waves. It felt endless, wracking her body, pulling a sob from her chest.

Feeling her clench around him, James lost his control. With a guttural groan, he buried himself to the hilt and held, his own release pumping into her, hot and deep, mixing with the others. He slumped over her, his weight a welcome anchor as they both shuddered through the aftershocks.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of ragged breathing. James slowly pulled out of her. A warm trickle escaped down her thigh. He turned her onto her back, his eyes scanning her face—flushed, tear-streaked, eyes glazed.

He brushed a damp strand of hair from her forehead. “You did great,” he said, his voice soft now, filled with a warmth that was just for her.

A slow, tremulous smile spread across Sasha’s lips. The praise settled in her chest, warm and perfect. The ache between her legs, the sticky mess on her skin, the scent of sex and sweat in the air—it was all a testament. She loved being dominated by him.

She had never been more turned on in her life.

From across the room, Tim chuckled low, zipping his jeans. “Damn, James. You weren’t kidding.”

Dave just nodded, a look of deep appreciation on his face as he tucked himself away. “Thanks for inviting us, man.”
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“You should join us.”

The voice came from her right, smooth and low, cutting through the pounding music and the sea of bodies. Tierra turned, her plastic cup of cheap beer clutched like a shield. A guy stood there, older than most of the students, maybe a senior. Ken. She’d heard his name shouted across the room earlier. He had an easy smile, but his eyes held a sharper kind of invitation.

She followed his gaze to the center of the fraternity’s living room. A girl with bright red hair was on her knees, her head bobbing between the legs of a guy leaning against the wall. His hands were in her hair, not gentle, not rough, but possessive. A few feet away, another couple was a tangle of limbs on a leather armchair, the girl’s skirt rucked up around her waist, her bare legs wrapped around a guy’s hips as they moved in a rhythm that was unmistakable. And they were smiling. Laughing, even. The girl on the chair threw her head back, a soundless cry of pleasure on her lips.

Tierra’s pulse hammered in her throat. This wasn’t the dancing-and-flirting party she’d expected. This was something else. Something raw. Her face felt hot. She should leave. She should get out of here.

But Ken’s hand was on her arm, his touch warm. “Everyone’s having fun. Don’t you want to?”

The words tangled in her head. No. Yes. I don’t know. She’d spent her first month of college feeling like a ghost, drifting through lectures and dining halls, invisible. The longing to be part of something, anything, was a physical ache in her chest. It warred with the shock, the nervous tremor in her hands.

Ken leaned closer, his breath tickling her ear. “Just a taste. See if you like it.”

Her decision felt less like a choice and more like a surrender to a current pulling her under. She nodded, a tiny, jerky motion.

He led her to a quieter corner near the kitchen, his body shielding her from the main room. The music thumped through the floor. He unbuttoned his jeans, the sound of the zipper loud in the semi-darkness. When he freed himself, Tierra’s breath stuttered. He was thick, already hard, the tip glistening in the low light. The reality of it, the sheer size, made her knees feel weak.

“Go on,” he murmured, his fingers brushing her cheek.

She dropped to her knees, the worn carpet scratchy through her tights. The scent of him, musk and clean sweat, filled her senses. Her mind went blank, a static hum. She opened her mouth, her tongue tentative as she licked the salty bead from his tip. A low groan rumbled from his chest. The sound did something to her, a curl of heat low in her belly that was entirely new.

Encouraged, she took him deeper, her lips stretching. She used her hand at his base, copying what little she’d seen in movies. The taste was strange, male, but not unpleasant. The power of it hit her next—the way his hips gave a tiny jerk, the way his fingers tightened in her hair. She was making this happen. Ken, this confident older guy, was moaning because of her. The heat in her belly spread, a slow, liquid warmth that made her shift on her knees. A dampness bloomed between her own legs, shocking in its intensity.

“Fuck, you’re a natural,” Ken gritted out, his voice strained. He pulled back after a few minutes, his cock slick from her mouth. “Come with me.”

He helped her up, his arm around her waist, guiding her not away from the chaos but into the heart of it. They sank onto a large, worn couch. To their immediate left, the couple from the armchair had relocated; the girl was now on all fours on the floor, the guy driving into her from behind, the slap of skin a sharp counterpoint to the music. Tierra couldn’t look away.

Ken didn’t give her time to think. He pushed her skirt up, bunching it around her hips. The air was cool on her thighs. His fingers hooked into the waistband of her panties—simple cotton, practical—and peeled them down her legs. She lifted her hips to help, a flush burning her cheeks. She was exposed, right here in the open.

Then his head dipped between her legs.

The first touch of his tongue was a lightning strike. Her back arched off the couch cushion, a sharp gasp tearing from her throat. It was so direct, so wet and hot and perfect. He licked a long, slow stripe from her opening to her clit, and her hands flew to his hair, not to push him away but to hold on. He settled into a rhythm, his tongue circling that sensitive bundle of nerves, then flattening against her, then diving lower to taste her more intimately. Pleasure, white-hot and shocking, radiated out from her core. Her moans were loud, shameless, lost in the music. She’d touched herself before, furtive and quick, but this… this was an unraveling.

“Enjoying the show?”

A new voice. Another guy dropped onto the couch beside her head. Jack. He had a sharper face, a playful grin. Before Tierra could process his presence, his hands were on her shirt, pushing it up, freeing her breasts from her bra. His mouth closed over one nipple, sucking hard while his fingers pinched and rolled the other. The dual assault—Ken’s relentless mouth below, Jack’s suckling and tugging above—shattered her. Sensations crashed over her, wave after wave. The couple fucking next to them grunted and cried out, their climax feeding into her own rising frenzy.

The pressure built, unbearable, exquisite. Her hips bucked against Ken’s face, seeking more friction, more of that devastating tongue. A sound was building in her throat, a tight coil of pure need. It broke with a force that stole her vision. Her body seized, every muscle taut, and a flood of wet heat gushed from her, over Ken’s chin, onto the couch. The pulses seemed to go on forever, wringing her out, leaving her boneless and trembling.

Ken lifted his head, his chin gleaming. He was smiling. Jack released her nipple with a soft pop.

Tierra went still, the haze of pleasure dissolving into sharp, cold embarrassment. She’d just… in front of everyone… Oh god. She tried to pull her skirt down, her movements frantic.

“Hey,” Jack said, his voice surprisingly soft. He caught her hand. “It’s okay. That was beautiful.”

“Seriously,” Ken added, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand. “Nothing to be shy about.”

Before she could process their reassurance, the girl from the floor—Kelly—staggered over, her face flushed, her dress barely on. She looked at Tierra, her eyes glassy with pleasure. “Your turn,” she breathed, and with a fluid motion, she straddled Tierra’s face, lowering herself onto her mouth.

The musky, tangy scent was immediate. And the taste—salty, sweet, and something else, something bitter and male. The realization that it was the cum from the guy she’d been fucking sent another jolt through Tierra. This should have disgusted her. Instead, a fresh, hungry thrill shot through her veins. She looked up, past Kelly’s heaving stomach, and saw Ken and Jack watching, their hands stroking their own hard cocks.

Tierra’s tongue flicked out, tentative at first, then bolder. She licked Kelly’s swollen folds, finding the hard nub of her clit. Kelly cried out, her hands fisting in Tierra’s hair, grinding down against her mouth. Tierra lost herself in the act, in the sounds she was pulling from the other girl, in the avid, hungry stares of the two men. When Kelly’s thighs clamped around her head and a fresh flood, hot and sweet, spilled onto her tongue, Tierra felt a surge of possessive pride.

Kelly collapsed to the side, panting.

Jack moved then. His hands were on Tierra’s hips, turning her with a strength that brooked no argument. “Time for the main event,” he said, his voice thick.

He bent her over the arm of the same couch, her skirt still up around her waist. Her heart slammed against her ribs. This was it. She knew what was coming. She felt the broad, blunt head of his cock nudge against her opening, still wet from her climax and Ken’s mouth.

“Relax,” Jack whispered, but there was no slowing down.

He pushed.

A sharp, tearing pain made her cry out, her fingers clawing at the leather. It burned, a stretching, filling agony. He paused, buried deep, letting her adjust. The pain began to recede, replaced by a strange, shocking fullness. He felt huge inside her, touching places that had never been touched.

Then he moved.

The first thrust was hesitant. The next was deeper. The burn faded, and in its wake came a new sensation—a friction that sparked along her nerves. He set a pace, each stroke driving him deeper, hitting a spot that made her gasp. The pain was a memory, drowned out by a building, rhythmic pleasure that matched the beat of the music. Her own moans joined the cacophony of the room. She was being fucked, openly, and it felt good.

Ken appeared behind her. His fingers, slick with her own juices and his saliva, trailed down the curve of her ass. They circled her other hole, the one that had never been touched. She flinched.

“Shhh,” Ken soothed, but his finger pressed.

It was a sharper, stranger intrusion. A burn that made her eyes water. Jack kept pounding into her from the front, his cock a solid, thrilling presence. Ken’s finger worked slowly, in and out, coating her with wetness. The two sensations, the filling thrusts in her pussy and the insistent, stretching pressure behind, began to merge into one overwhelming tide. Her body, confused at first, started to respond. The burn in her ass softened, transformed into a deep, radiating heat that seemed to amplify the pleasure from Jack’s strokes.

Ken added a second finger. The stretch was immense, unbelievable. Tierra sobbed, but it wasn’t a sob of pain. It was a surrender to a feeling so intense it bordered on agony, yet tipped irrevocably into ecstasy. The coil wound tight in her belly again, tighter than before, fed from both sides.

Jack’s rhythm faltered. “I’m gonna…” he grunted, and with three final, deep drives, he spilled inside her, his warmth flooding her core. The feeling of his release pushed her to the edge.

As soon as Jack stepped away, Ken took his place, replacing his fingers with the head of his cock. He pushed into her ass in one smooth, claiming motion. The fullness was absolute, mind-breaking. He fucked her there, in that tight, virgin channel, each stroke a fiery brand of possession. Ken’s thrusts were all she could feel, all she could concentrate on.

It tipped her over.

Her second climax ripped through her with no warning, a silent, shattering convulsion that locked her muscles and stole her breath. Her insides clenched around Ken’s invading length, milking him. With a rough shout, he came, his heat pouring into her depths, a second claim.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their ragged breathing, the distant music, the sticky wetness between her legs and trickling down her thigh.

Ken pulled out gently. Jack handed her a discarded cup of water. She drank, her hands shaking.

As she looked around the wrecked living room, at the smiling, sated faces, the last threads of her old self—the shy, innocent girl from a small town—dissolved. A slow, secret smile touched her lips.

College, she thought, her body humming with a deep, satisfied ache, is going to be fun.
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The heavy oak door of the mansion swung shut behind Annette with a final, echoing thud that sealed her fate. The air inside was cool, scented with lemon polish and something floral. It was nothing like the cramped, damp room she’d left behind. This was wealth. This was silence, and space, and polished marble floors that gleamed under the light of a monstrous crystal chandelier.

Craig was waiting for her in the vaulted foyer. He was older, as she’d expected from his correspondence, but his posture was rigid, his gaze assessing. Salt-and-pepper hair, a tailored suit that whispered of money, eyes that didn’t smile even when his lips did.

“Annette. Welcome home.”

His voice was a low baritone, smooth and utterly controlled. She managed a nervous nod, her suitcase feeling pathetic in her hand. “Thank you, Mr. Craig. It’s… magnificent.”

“Just Craig,” he said, stepping forward. He didn’t take her bag. Instead, he placed a hand on the small of her back, guiding her further in. The touch was proprietary, not comforting. “There are some others I’d like you to meet.”

Others? Her heart, which had been fluttering with anxious hope, stuttered. He led her into a sunken living room where two women were waiting. They were beautiful. One, a willowy blonde with cool blue eyes, sat perfectly poised on a Chesterfield sofa. The other, a curvy brunette with a warm, open face, stood by the fireplace, offering a tentative smile.

“Annette, this is Melissa,” Craig said, nodding to the blonde. “And Chandra.” The brunette’s smile widened slightly. “They are my wives.”

The word hung in the perfumed air. Wives. Plural. Annette’s mind blanked, then raced. A misunderstanding. A translation error. But the women’s expressions—Melissa’s serene acceptance, Chandra’s encouraging look—told her it was not.

“I don’t…” Annette began, her voice small.

Craig’s hand pressed firmer against her back. “In this house,” he said, his tone leaving no room for debate, “I provide everything. Security. Luxury. Purpose. In return, I have total control. And free use of my wives’ bodies. It is a simple, and pleasurable, arrangement.”

Annette’s knees felt weak. She couldn’t go home. The ticket was one-way. The poverty, the desperation she’d fled… it yawned behind her like a pit. And yet, looking at Melissa and Chandra, she didn’t see fear. She saw a placid contentment in Melissa, a spark of something like excitement in Chandra’s eyes. Intrigue, hot and sudden, uncoiled in her own stomach.

The day passed in a blur of silent corridors and opulent rooms. Her own suite was larger than her entire former apartment. Chandra helped her unpack, her chatter friendly and disarming. “You get used to the rules,” she said lightly, folding a blouse. “And the rewards are… considerable.”

Dinner was a silent, formal affair. Craig sat at the head of the table, the three women along one side. Fine china, exquisite wine, food that tasted like a dream. No one spoke unless Craig asked a question. Annette’s nerves were a live wire, thrumming with a terrifying mix of dread and a dark, growing curiosity.

As a servant cleared the final plate, Craig dabbed his lips with a linen napkin. His eyes, dark and intent, settled on Annette.

“Now,” he said, the single word dropping into the silence like a stone. “It’s time to properly welcome Annette into the household.”

He rose. Melissa and Chandra stood immediately, without a word. Annette, after a heartbeat’s paralyzing hesitation, pushed her chair back and followed.

He led them not to a hallway of bedrooms, but to a single, massive door at the end of the east wing. The master bedroom. It wasn’t a bedroom. It was a stage.

The space was dominated by a vast, low platform of a bed. But her eyes flew past it to the walls, which were lined not with art, but with implements. Gleaming metal, polished leather, silicone in fleshy pinks and purples. Restraints dangled from discreet hooks. A padded bench sat in the center of the room.

“Undress.”

Craig’s command was directed at all of them. He was already shrugging out of his dinner jacket, his movements efficient. Melissa and Chandra complied without hesitation, their clothes falling to the plush carpet in soft whispers. Their bodies were stunning—slender and pale, lush and curved—and they stood naked without a hint of shame, watching Annette.

Her fingers trembled as she found the buttons of her modest dress. The air was cool on her skin as it pooled at her feet. She crossed her arms over her breasts, feeling wildly exposed.

“Arms at your sides,” Craig said, his voice low. He had stripped completely, and his body was lean, powerfully built for his age. He walked to a wall, selecting a flogger with falls of soft, black leather. “All three of you. Bend over the foot of the bed. Present yourselves.”

Melissa moved first, assuming the position with practiced ease, her pale back arched, her cheek pressed to the duvet. Chandra followed, throwing a look over her shoulder that was both sympathetic and eager. Swallowing hard, her heart hammering against her ribs, Annette mimicked their posture. The cool silk of the bedspread was a shock against her flushed skin.

She heard the soft swish of the flogger through the air a second before it landed.

Thwack.

It struck Melissa first, a crisp, sharp sound. The blonde let out a soft sigh. Thwack. Chandra gasped, but it was a sound of pleasure, her backside jiggling from the impact.

Then it was her turn.

Annette tensed, bracing. The leather tails landed across the crest of her buttocks, and a line of pure, bright fire erupted across her nerves. She cried out, a sharp yelp that was mostly pain. But beneath the sting, a warmth spread, a deep, radiating heat that made her clench internally. The second strike came, and this time her cry was different—a moan tangled with the pain. The pleasure was there, undeniable, blooming hot and needy between her legs.

Craig’s hand fisted in her hair, yanking her upright before the echoes of her own gasp had faded. Tears sprung to her eyes from the sudden sting on her scalp, but it was mixed with a shocking bolt of submission. He guided her roughly to her knees in front of him.

His cock, thick and already fully erect, was at her eye level. The scent of him, clean skin and musk, filled her senses.

“Open,” he commanded.

She parted her lips. He didn’t wait, sliding the broad head past her lips, onto her tongue. It was warm, heavy, silken skin over unyielding hardness. He tasted clean, salty. He gripped the back of her head and began to move, setting a slow, deep rhythm.

“Take it,” he grunted, his fingers tightening in her hair.

She relaxed her jaw, letting him push deeper. The head bumped the back of her throat, and she gagged, her eyes watering. He held her there for a moment, letting her struggle, before pulling back. “Again.”

This time, she was ready. She hollowed her cheeks, sucking as he pushed forward. The gag reflex was still there, a convulsive clenching, but she fought it down, focused on the weight on her tongue, the saltiness of his pre-cum, the absolute control he had over her movements. She looked up and saw him watching her, his expression fiercely pleased.

“Melissa. You're next.”

The blonde knelt beside her, taking Craig’s cock from Annette’s mouth with a slick pop. Melissa’s technique was expert, her lips sliding down the shaft with obscene ease, taking him deep into her throat without a single gag. Chandra joined them, her hand stroking what Melissa’s mouth couldn’t cover, leaning in to lick and suck at his balls. Annette watched, dazed, her own mouth aching and empty, a thin string of saliva connecting her lips to nothing.

After a few minutes of their attentions, Craig pulled Melissa off by her hair. “On the bed, Annette. On your back.”

She scrambled onto the vast mattress, lying down, her body humming with anticipation and fear. Craig loomed over her, but he didn’t join her. He looked at Melissa. “Make her come. Use your mouth.”

Melissa moved between Annette’s legs with a predator’s grace. Her hands slid under Annette’s thighs, pushing them up and apart. Then her mouth was there, and Annette jolted as if electrocuted.

Melissa’s tongue was devastating. It wasn’t tentative or exploring; it was an assault of pure, targeted skill. She licked a firm, flat stripe from Annette’s entrance to her clit, then zeroed in on the swollen bud, circling it with relentless, tight pressure. Annette’s back arched off the bed, a broken cry torn from her throat. It was too much, too good, too direct. She was going to come immediately, embarrassingly fast.

Chandra appeared at her side, her full breasts brushing Annette’s arm. “Not yet,” she whispered, and then her mouth closed over Annette’s nipple, sucking hard, her teeth grazing the sensitive peak. The dual sensation—the brutal focus between her legs, the sharp pull on her breast—scattered Annette’s thoughts into sparks.

Just as Annette felt the first terrifying pulses of an orgasm gather in her core, Melissa pulled away. Annette whimpered at the loss, a sound of pure need.

Craig handed Melissa something. A dildo, large and veined, a glistening shade of mauve. Melissa coated it with clear gel from a bottle on the nightstand, never breaking eye contact with Annette.

“Now,” Craig said.

Melissa positioned the blunt, silicone head at Annette’s entrance. She pushed. There was a stretch, a glorious, burning fullness as the thick intruder penetrated her. Annette cried out, her hips bucking. Melissa began to move it, in and out, with steady, deep strokes that rubbed directly against a spot inside Annette that made her see white.

“Please,” Annette sobbed, not knowing what she was begging for.

“Come for us,” Chandra murmured against her other nipple, biting down gently.

It was the permission she needed. The coil inside her snapped. Her orgasm detonated, a silent scream trapped in her chest as her body bowed, waves of pure, mindless pleasure crashing through her, her channel clamping rhythmically around the fake cock Melissa still pumped inside her.

As the tremors subsided, Craig moved. He pulled the dildo from her, his own body settling heavily between her splayed thighs. He was bigger than the toy, harder, hotter. He didn’t ask. He positioned himself and thrust home in one powerful, deep stroke.

Annette gasped, the feeling of being so utterly filled, so claimed, obliterating everything else. He set a punishing pace immediately, each drive of his hips slamming her into the mattress, the sound of skin on skin filling the room. He was fucking her with a single-minded intensity, his eyes locked on where their bodies joined.

“Chandra,” he growled, his rhythm never faltering. “Ride her face. Let her taste you.”

Chandra, her skin sheened with sweat, climbed over Annette’s chest, straddling her face. Annette’s world was reduced to the musky scent of Chandra’s sex, the view of Craig’s straining abdomen above her, and the overwhelming sensation of being fucked so deeply her thoughts blurred. Chandra lowered herself, and Annette’s tongue found her slick, swollen folds.

She licked, lapping at Chandra’s clit, mimicking what Melissa had done to her. Chandra moaned above her, rocking her hips against Annette’s mouth. The taste was tangy, earthy, addictive. Annette could feel Chandra’s thighs trembling, could hear Craig’s breath becoming ragged.

Chandra came with a sharp cry, her body tensing, a flood of warm, salty release spilling into Annette’s mouth. Annette swallowed instinctively, the act of it sending a fresh, desperate arousal through her own oversensitive body.

It tipped her over the edge again. Her second orgasm was longer, deeper, a rolling quake that started in her core and radiated out to her fingertips as Craig continued to piston into her. She screamed into Chandra’s flesh, her body convulsing around his driving cock.

That seemed to be his undoing. With a final, brutal thrust, he buried himself to the hilt and held there. A hot, pulsing flood filled her as he groaned his own release, his body shuddering atop hers.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of ragged breathing. Then, Craig pulled out of her, the loss of him making her feel suddenly, acutely empty. He stood, looking down at the three women tangled on the bed—Annette spent and trembling, Chandra rolling off to lie beside her, Melissa watching with a small, satisfied smile.

Without a word, Craig walked to a dresser, poured amber liquid into a crystal glass, and took a long sip. He pulled on his trousers, buttoned them. He looked at Annette one last time, gave a curt, approving nod, and left the room, the door clicking shut softly behind him.

Silence descended, broken only by their slowing breaths. Annette’s body felt liquefied, every nerve alight and humming. The pain had melted into a deep, pervasive ache of satisfaction. The fear was gone, replaced by a stunned, sated wonder.

Chandra turned her head on the pillow, her face inches from Annette’s. She was still glowing, her lips curved in a lazy, triumphant smile.

“See?” Chandra whispered, her voice husky. “The rewards are considerable.”

Melissa sat up, running a hand through her disheveled blonde hair. “He’ll want you again tomorrow,” she said, her cool eyes meeting Annette’s. “Probably before breakfast.”

Annette stared at the ornate ceiling, the sensations of the night replaying in her flesh—the sting of the flogger, the stretch of her mouth, the devastating skill of Melissa’s tongue, the crushing fullness of Craig’s possession, the taste of Chandra’s climax. A slow smile spread across her own lips. The poverty, the desperation, the cramped room… they were ghosts. This was real. This was her life now.

She turned her head toward Chandra, her voice a soft, hoarse murmur in the decadent room. “I think I’ll like living here.”

4 - A JOB AT SERENITY HOSPITAL
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The polished corridor of Serenity Hospital was silent, and Monica’s heels clicked a nervous rhythm as she followed Dr. Blackwood. His voice, smooth and low, barely disturbed the sterile air.

“We practice a different kind of medicine here, Nurse Bell,” he said, pausing outside a private room. “A more… hands-on approach to patient wellness. The results, I assure you, are unparalleled.”

Monica nodded, her mind racing. The job paid triple her last position. The details had been vague, but she’d been desperate. Now, a cold thrill traced her spine as Dr. Blackwood pushed the door open.

The patient, an older man named Mr. Munroe, lay propped up in bed. He offered a warm, knowing smile that didn’t match the clinical setting.

“Our new nurse, Monica,” Dr. Blackwood said, stepping aside. “She’ll be attending to you.”

Mr. Munroe’s eyes, bright and appraising, traveled the length of her uniform. “A pleasure.”

“The core of our treatment,” Dr. Blackwood continued, his gaze fixed on Monica, “is total release. Tension is the enemy of healing. Here, our male patients—and staff—are encouraged to seek relief freely. The nurses are integral to this process.”

Monica’s breath hitched. They have free use of the nurses. The words should have sent her running. Instead, a heavy, shocking warmth pooled low in her belly. Her cheeks flushed.

“I see the understanding in your eyes,” Dr. Blackwood murmured, stepping closer. “You’re intrigued. That’s good. The best nurses here are the ones who… enjoy their work.” He gestured to Mr. Munroe. “Begin with him. He requires oral stimulation. Suck his dick, Monica.”

The command was so blunt, so absolute, it short-circuited her protest. Her heart hammered against her ribs. Mr. Munroe didn’t wait. With a rustle of sheets, he pushed his hospital gown up to his waist.

His cock lay thick and heavy against his thigh, already half-hard. It was huge, especially for a man his age, a flushed, veined weight that made Monica’s mouth go dry. He wrapped a gnarled hand around the shaft and gave a slow, firm stroke. It jerked, swelling to full, impressive erection.

“Go on,” Dr. Blackwood urged, his voice a low hum. “Attend to your patient.”

A strange calm settled over Monica. The shock melted into a liquid curiosity. She stepped forward, her knees hitting the edge of the mattress. She didn’t think, she simply moved, climbing onto the bed until she was kneeling between Mr. Munroe’s spread legs. The clean, masculine scent of him filled her nostrils. She leaned down, her lips parting.

The first touch of the broad, silky head against her mouth sent a jolt through her. She licked a tentative stripe along the underside, tasting clean skin and salty pre-cum. A low groan rumbled from Mr. Munroe’s chest. The sound ignited something in her. She opened wider, taking him in.

He was massive. Her lips stretched painfully as she tried to accommodate his girth. She bobbed her head, using her tongue, her hands cradling what her mouth couldn’t hold. Saliva slicked her chin.

“Deeper,” Mr. Blackwood instructed softly from the foot of the bed. “Take it all. He needs to feel your throat.”

Monica’s eyes watered. She forced herself to relax her jaw, to breathe through her nose as she pushed forward. The thick head nudged the back of her throat. She gagged, a wet, choking sound, but didn’t pull back. She pushed through it, her throat muscles fluttering wildly around the invading column as she took another inch, then another. Tears streamed from her squeezed-shut eyes. The feeling was overwhelming—degrading and electrifying. Her own nipples hardened to aching points against her stiff uniform.

“Good girl,” Mr. Munroe gasped, his hips lifting off the bed to meet her mouth.

After a moment of her frantic, gagging rhythm, Dr. Blackwood spoke again. “That’s enough. He needs full penetration now. Ride him, Monica. Give him the full therapeutic release.”

Monica pulled off with a wet pop, gasping for air. Her body was on fire. Without a word, her fingers trembling, she unbuttoned her white dress, shimmied out of it, and kicked off her shoes and plain cotton panties. The cool hospital air pebbled her bare skin. Mr. Munroe’s eyes darkened with raw hunger as he watched her.

She straddled him, her knees sinking into the mattress on either side of his hips. Reaching between her legs, she guided the blunted, leaking head of his cock to her entrance. She was soaked, her own arousal slicking her thighs. She paused, the moment stretching, I can’t believe I’m doing this echoing uselessly in a mind now ruled by her body.

Then she sank down.

A sharp, full burn gave way to a breathtaking stretch as he filled her, inch by impossible inch. A broken moan tore from her lips. When he was fully sheathed inside her, she stilled, overwhelmed by the sheer fullness. Then she began to move.

She rose up, almost letting him slip out, then slammed back down, taking him deep. A rhythm found her—a desperate, bouncing ride that made the bed frame creak. Each downward plunge sent shocks of pleasure radiating from her core. Her breasts bounced freely; her hands braced on Mr. Munroe’s chest. His hands gripped her hips, his fingers digging in, helping her piston faster.

“That’s it,” Dr. Blackwood said, his voice tight. Monica glanced over. He had his pants open, his own thick cock in his fist, stroking himself as he watched. The sight of his intense, approving gaze pushed her higher.

The coil inside Monica wound tighter and tighter. Her movements became jagged, less controlled. Mr. Munroe’s breaths came in sharp grunts. “Gonna cum, nurse,” he warned, his grip on her becoming vicelike.

It was all she needed. The permission, the vulgarity, the exquisite friction. Her orgasm detonated, a white-hot wave that clenched her entire body around his invading length. She cried out, back arching, as she convulsed around him.

Her climax triggered his. With a ragged shout, he held her down, buried to the hilt, and she felt the hot, pulsing flood of his release filling her in deep, rhythmic spurts. She collapsed forward onto his chest, spent and trembling.

For a few seconds, there was only the sound of their ragged breathing. Then Dr. Blackwood’s voice cut through the haze. “Excellent. Truly excellent work, Nurse Bell. Now, my turn.”

Monica slid off Mr. Munroe’s softening cock, a shudder running through her at the sensation of their mixed fluids trickling down her thigh. She stood on shaky legs.

Dr. Blackwood was already there. He took her arm, his grip firm, and guided her not back to the bed, but to a sturdy medical cabinet against the wall. “Bend over,” he said, his tone leaving no room for hesitation. “Hands flat on the surface.”

Monica obeyed, the cool laminate a shock against her palms. She arched her back, presenting herself. She heard the rustle of his zipper, and then the blunt, smooth pressure of his cock nudging against her sore, wet entrance.

He didn’t tease. He drove into her in one long, relentless thrust.

Oh god. He was different—thick, but slightly longer, hitting depths Mr. Munroe hadn’t. He set a punishing pace from the start, each powerful snap of his hips slamming her into the cabinet. One hand tangled in her hair, pulling her head back; the other gripped her hip so hard she knew she’d bruise.

“This is your job now,” he growled into her ear, his breath hot. “Taking cock. Healing with your cunt. Do you understand?”

“Y-yes!” she gasped, the words torn from her. The crude language, the dominant possession in his thrusts, spiraled her toward another peak with terrifying speed. The pleasure was sharper, more brutal this time. Each deep stroke scraped a spot inside her that made her see stars.

Her second orgasm ripped through her without warning, a silent, breathless convulsion that milked his cock inside her. He fucked her through it, his rhythm faltering.

“Where do you want it?” he grunted, his control fraying.

“On me,” she panted, the answer instinctive. “On my back.”

With a final, deep grind, he pulled out. The sudden emptiness was a shock. A second later, she felt the first hot stripe of his cum splatter across her lower back, then another, painting her skin with his release. He held his throbbing cock against her, marking her.

The room fell quiet again, save for their heavy breathing. After a moment, Dr. Blackwood straightened up. Monica heard the soft zip of his pants.

He walked around to face her, his expression one of professional satisfaction. He handed her a towel from a nearby cart. “Get dressed, Nurse Bell,” he said, his voice calm and even once more. “You have a ten-minute break. Then, report to Room 214. There’s much more work to be done.”

Monica took the towel, her body humming, her skin still tingling where his cum cooled. She met his eyes and saw not judgment, but expectation. A slow smile touched her lips as she began to clean herself up.

She was going to love working at Serenity Hospital.

5 - ADDICTED TO DADDY
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Rain sliced down in cold, needling sheets, soaking through Winona’s thin jacket, plastering her hair to her skull. She shivered under the striped awning of a closed boutique, her back pressed to the chilled glass. Every nerve in her body screamed, a raw, scraping need that made her bones feel hollow. The eviction notice, crumpled in her pocket, was just a soggy footnote to the real crisis humming under her skin.

Headlights cut through the grey curtain, a sleek, black car gliding to the curb. The window lowered silently. An older man looked out, his face sharp in the dashboard’s glow. “Get in.”

Her pulse jumped. This was it. A transaction. She’d met men like this before, men who saw a girl shaking in the rain and saw an opportunity. Maybe she could get some money for dope?

She stumbled forward, her wet sneakers squeaking on the pavement, and fell into the passenger seat, the smell of leather and expensive cologne enveloping her. The door shut with a solid thunk, sealing out the storm.

“I’m Daddy,” he said, putting the car in gear. His voice was calm, deep.

“Winona,” she managed, her teeth chattering. She wiped rainwater from her eyes. “I got… evicted. Nowhere to go.”

He drove without looking at her. “That changes now.”

—

The mansion was a silent beast of stone and glass. He led her inside, the foyer vast, a chandelier glittering overhead like frozen stars. The warmth was immediate, sinking into her frozen skin. He turned, his gaze traveling over her drenched, pathetic form.

“While you are under my roof,” he stated, his words precise, “your body belongs to me. Do you understand?”

This was the deal. She’d expected it. The shaking in her hands wasn’t just from the cold anymore; it was the raw need for drugs, twisting her guts. “I need to get high,” she whispered, her voice trembling.

“I can arrange that,” he replied firmly. “But first, you must agree to my terms.”

He was offering her salvation. She nodded, a quick, jerky motion. “Okay.”

“Say it.”

“My body… belongs to you.”

He stepped forward, his fingers efficient. He peeled the soaked jacket from her shoulders, let it fall to the marble with a wet slap. Her shirt followed, then her jeans, her underwear. She stood naked, puddles forming at her feet, her skin pebbled with gooseflesh. He didn’t stare with lust, but with assessment, like a man inspecting a new tool.

“You won’t need these,” he said, gathering the wet bundle. He tossed it into a shadowed corner. “Come.”

He led her to a bedroom that wasn’t for sleeping. The bed was enormous, a landscape of black silk. The walls held other things: paddles, floggers, coils of rope, shelves of glass and silicone toys in unnatural shapes and sizes. Her breath caught, but her eyes scanned desperately for the one thing she truly needed.

He saw her looking. A faint smile touched his lips. He went to a lacquered cabinet, turned a small key, and opened it. The contents were medical, sterile. A glass vial of clear liquid. A fresh syringe in its wrapper.

Her mouth went dry. Oh god. Please.

“You want this.” It wasn’t a question.

“Please,” she whispered, the word tearing from her throat. “I’ll do anything. Anything.”

“I know.” He set the items on a nightstand. “On your knees. Here.”

She dropped to the floor at his feet, the carpet soft against her shins. He took something else from the cabinet: a collar, heavy steel, wide as two fingers. It felt cool as he fastened it around her neck. The lock engaged with a sharp, definitive click. The weight of it was immediate, a new anchor on her existence.

Next came the restraints: thick cuffs of padded leather. He guided her onto the bed, onto the shocking smoothness of the silk. He secured her ankles to the far corners of the bedframe, then her wrists above her head. She was spread open, utterly exposed, the position forcing her back to arch, her breasts to lift. Vulnerability washed over her, sharp and clean, cutting through the fog of need.

Only then did he pick up the syringe.

She watched, mesmerized, as he drew the liquid into the barrel. He tapped out air bubbles. Her veins stood out, blue roads on the inside of her elbow. He swiped the skin with an alcohol pad, the scent sharp in her nose.

“Look at me,” he commanded.

She dragged her eyes from the needle to his face. He held her gaze as the point pierced her skin. A tiny sting. Then the slow, deliberate press of the plunger.

It hit her system like a sun exploding behind her ribs. The cold, the fear, the grinding misery of the street—it all melted, washed away in a wave of pure, golden warmth. A sigh shuddered out of her, her body going lax against the restraints. Her eyes fluttered, wanting to close, to sink into that perfect nothing.

“Stay with me, Winona.”

His voice pulled her back from the edge. She blinked, the room coming back into hazy focus. He stood beside the bed, holding a flogger, its tails weighted with black leather. He swung it once, testing the air. It made a soft, threatening whuff.

The first strike landed across her thighs. A bright, hot sting that pierced the drug’s haze. She gasped. The second landed on her belly. The third, her breasts. Each impact was a lightning bolt of pure sensation, the pain somehow clarifying, making her more aware of her own skin, her own nerves screaming to life. She moaned, a sound she didn’t recognize as her own.

He set the flogger aside. She heard the click of a cap, the wet sound of lubricant. He wasn’t gentle. His fingers pushed into her ass, first one, then two, stretching her. Then the blunt, firm pressure of something larger, colder. A plug. Silicone. It pushed past her tight ring of muscle, a slow, burning invasion that made her cry out. It seated deep inside her, a strange, full pressure. Then it began to vibrate, a low, insistent hum that resonated through her pelvis.

“Oh, fuck,” she breathed, her hips twitching involuntarily.

He undid his trousers, freeing his cock. It was thick, erect. He didn’t ask. He moved to the head of the bed, his hand wrapping in her hair, guiding her mouth to him. He pushed in, past her lips, over her tongue. She gagged, tears springing to her eyes. He held her there, his grip firm, his other hand settling on the collar at her throat.

“Take it,” he grunted, and began to move.

He fucked her mouth with steady, deep thrusts, his cock hitting the back of her throat. Saliva dripped from her chin. The vibrations from the plug and the overwhelming fullness in her mouth created a feedback loop of shocking intensity. Just as she felt herself drowning in the sensation, he pulled out.

He climbed onto the bed, kneeling between her splayed legs. He guided his cock to her entrance, slick with her own arousal. He looked down at her, at her body bound and collared and buzzing, her eyes wide and drugged and fixed on him.

He pushed inside her in one hard, deep stroke.

She screamed, the sound swallowed by the room. He filled her completely, a burning stretch that met the persistent thrum of the plug buried in her ass. The double penetration was unbelievable, a fullness that bordered on agony, edged with a pleasure so sharp it felt like fear. He set a brutal, possessive rhythm, each drive of his hips jolting her body up the silk sheets.

The vibrations, the slap of his skin against hers, the creak of the bedframe, the ragged sound of their breathing—it all blurred into a single, overwhelming experience. The drug in her veins made everything brighter, slower, more intense. She could feel every ridge of his cock, every shift of the plug inside her.

He leaned down, his mouth near her ear, his breath hot. “This cunt is mine now, Winona. No more streets. No more cold. Just this. Just me.”

His words unlocked something deep in her gut. The coil of sensation, wound impossibly tight, suddenly snapped. Her back arched off the bed as much as the restraints allowed. A raw, shattered sound ripped from her throat as she came, her inner muscles clamping around him in frantic, pulsing waves. The pleasure was seismic, shaking her from the inside out.

It triggered his own release. With a final, grinding thrust, he buried himself to the hilt, and she felt the hot, sudden flood of his cum filling her. He groaned, a low, satisfied sound, his body shuddering against hers.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their panting and the persistent, low buzz of the plug.

He pulled out slowly, then unlocked her wrists, her ankles. The freedom made her limbs feel like liquid. He left the collar. He left the plug humming inside her. He stood, rearranging his clothes, looking down at her wrecked, naked form curled on the black silk.

“Rest,” he said, his voice back to that calm, velvety register. He walked to the door. “I’ll be back for you soon.”

The door closed softly.

Winona lay in the immense silence, the drug and the aftershocks of the orgasm cradling her in a warm, heavy blanket. She shifted, feeling the plug move inside her, a constant reminder. She was collared. She was full. She was, for the first time in years, not hungry. A slow, drowsy smile touched her lips as she nestled into the silk.
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The late afternoon sun poured over the pristine lawns of Liberty Lake, but Naomi felt the first true warmth from Rich’s hand on her lower back.

It lingered, a solid, proprietorial heat through the thin silk of her blouse, as he steered her away from the grill where Brett was laughing with a woman named Chloe.

“Just a quick tour, show you the real perks,” Rich said, his voice a low hum against her ear. His fingers pressed a little firmer. “We’ve got a stunning community pool.”

Naomi’s pulse jumped. The touch was too intimate for a stranger. But a thrill, sharp and unexpected, shot through her stomach. She glanced back at Brett, but he was accepting a beer from Chloe, his smile easy.

The pool area was deserted, water glittering like cut turquoise. The air smelled of chlorine and blooming jasmine. Another man, Roger, rose from a lounge chair. He was older, with a calm, assessing gaze that traveled over her body in a single, sweeping glance.

“This is Naomi,” Rich said, his hand finally dropping, but the heat of it remained imprinted on her skin. “Our new neighbor. Brett’s wife.”

Roger nodded, a slow smile spreading. “Welcome. I assume Rich explained the community guidelines?”

Naomi’s mouth went dry. “Guidelines?”

Rich moved to stand beside Roger. “Liberty Lake operates on a principle of… mutual enjoyment. Open gates. The men here have free use of the women. All the women.”

The words landed like physical blows. Naomi’s mind spun. “That’s… that’s insane.”

“Is it?” Roger asked, his voice mild. “Look at your husband. He’s learning the benefits right now.”

She turned. Through the slats of the fence, she could see Brett. Chloe was standing close, her hand on his arm as she laughed at something he said. He wasn’t pulling away. A strange, hollow ache opened in Naomi’s chest, followed immediately by a flood of heat between her legs.

Rich unzipped his tailored shorts. Roger did the same. The sounds were obscenely loud in the quiet space.

Two erections, thick and already hard, were presented to her. Rich’s was a deep tan, the head a swollen, flushed purple. Roger’s was longer, paler, with a prominent vein tracing its length.

“We’d like you to suck our cocks, Naomi. One after the other. Show us you understand the arrangement,” Rich said, his tone conversational, as if discussing the weather.

Her knees felt weak. This was madness. Degrading. She should run. But her feet were rooted to the warm concrete. Her gaze was locked on the two hard, male offerings. Her own breath sounded ragged in her ears. That ache inside her deepened, becoming a throbbing, liquid need.

Slowly, as if in a dream, she sank to her knees. The concrete was rough beneath her stockings.

She leaned forward, her lips parting. She took Rich first, because he was closest. The blunt head pressed against her mouth, and she opened wider, letting him slide in. The taste of salt and clean skin filled her senses. He was solid and hot on her tongue. A low groan rumbled from his chest.

“Good girl,” Roger murmured above her.

She sucked, using her tongue to trace the ridge beneath his head. Rich’s fingers tangled in her hair, not forcing, just holding. Guiding. His hips gave a shallow thrust, and she accepted it, taking him deeper until her nose brushed his trimmed curls. The act felt shockingly natural. Wanted. She pulled back with a wet pop, her lips slick.

Without being told, she turned her head. Roger’s cock bumped her cheek. She opened for him, and he slid in, his length a different challenge. He filled her mouth more completely, a smooth, insistent pressure. She hollowed her cheeks, sucking hard, and heard his sharp intake of breath. She moved between them, a rhythm establishing itself—Rich’s thick girth, Roger’s demanding length. Saliva dripped from her chin. The sounds were filthy, wet, and they made her core clench with raw hunger.

“Enough,” Rich gasped, pulling her head back gently by her hair. “My turn for the main course.”

He guided her to a wide lounge chair. Her hands trembled as she lay back on the cushioned vinyl. Rich pushed her summer dress up around her waist, exposing her plain white panties. He hooked his fingers in the sides and pulled them down her legs, tossing them aside.

“So pretty,” he muttered, spreading her knees wide.

Then his mouth was on her, and Naomi cried out, her back arching off the chair. His tongue was flat and broad, licking a firm stripe from her opening to her clit. He zeroed in on that sensitive nub, circling it, then sucking it directly into the heat of his mouth. Pleasure, white-hot and electric, sizzled up her spine. She gasped, her hands flying to his head, not to push him away, but to hold him there. Roger stood nearby, stroking himself, his eyes dark as they watched Rich work between her legs.

“She’s dripping,” Roger observed, his voice rough.

Rich lifted his head, his chin glistening. “She’s ready.”

He rose, positioning himself behind her, the head of his cock nudging at her entrance. He pushed inside with one deep, claiming stroke.

Naomi’s eyes rolled back. He was big, stretching her wonderfully. He didn’t wait, setting a punishing pace immediately, his hips slapping against her thighs. Each thrust jolted through her, a direct line to the knot of sensation Rich’s mouth had started. She felt wild, unfettered. She met his thrusts, lifting her hips.

“Fuck,” Rich grunted, his rhythm starting to falter. “Gonna come.”

He drove in deep, held himself there, and she felt the muffled pulses of his climax. He pulled out, breathless.

Before the emptiness could register, Roger was there. “Hands and knees, sweetheart.”

She scrambled to obey, turning over on the lounge. The vinyl was cool against her flushed skin. Roger positioned himself behind her. His hands gripped her hips, and he entered her in one smooth, deep glide.

“Oh god,” she moaned. This angle was different. Deeper. Each thrust rubbed a spot inside her that made stars burst behind her eyelids. He started slow, pulling almost all the way out before sinking back in, but quickly lost control. His pace became frantic, piston-like, the sound of skin on skin echoing in the enclosed space. The pressure built, a coil winding tighter and tighter in her belly.

It broke without warning. Her orgasm tore through her, a silent, screaming wave that clenched every muscle. She shook with it, her vision swimming. Roger gave three more ragged thrusts and groaned, his body going rigid against hers as he emptied himself inside her.

He pulled out, leaving her feeling impossibly full and yet hollow. She slumped forward, spent, her cheek against the warm vinyl. The scent of sex and sweat hung heavy in the air.

Then she felt a new touch. Familiar hands on her hips.

She turned her head, blinking. Brett stood behind her, his expression unreadable. He was naked from the waist down, his cock erect and straining.

Without a word, he guided himself to her. The head pressed against her slick, swollen opening, still stretched and sensitive from the two men. He pushed in.

A choked sob escaped her. It was an overwhelming sensation—the stretch, the fullness, the intimate familiarity of her husband moving inside a body freshly claimed by others. It was the most arousing thing she had ever felt. Her arousal, which had ebbed, flooded back, hotter than before.

Brett’s thrusts were possessive, deep. He leaned over her, his chest against her sweaty back, his mouth at her ear. “You like this?” he whispered, his voice thick. “Their come still on you? Inside you?”

She couldn’t speak. She could only push back against him, a desperate plea for more. Her second climax built faster, a rolling tremor that started in her core and radiated outwards. She came with a sharp cry, her inner muscles milking his length.

With a guttural groan, Brett followed her, shuddering as he spilled into her. His warmth joined the others, a deep, claiming heat.

He stayed inside her for a long moment, both of them breathing hard. Finally, he eased out and helped her turn over. He looked down at her, her dress rumpled, her body gleaming with sweat in the golden light. A slow, unfamiliar smile touched his lips.

“You know,” Brett said, his voice a low murmur filled with a dawning, dark excitement. “I think we’re going to like living in Liberty Lake.”
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The stage lights painted her skin gold, the music a thrumming pulse deep in her chest. Marla’s hips traced lazy circles around the brass pole, her gaze sweeping the dim room, landing on a man seated alone at a high-backed booth.

He was different.

Silver threaded his dark hair, and his suit was a sharp, expensive cut. He watched her, not with the desperate hunger she usually saw, but with a cool, appraising focus that made her stomach flip. When her set ended, the manager, Rick, caught her wrist. “VIP request. Booth three.”

The air around the man was still. He gestured to the velvet seat beside him. “Sit.”

His voice was low, a smooth rumble. She perched on the edge, a practiced smile on her lips. “Can I get you a drink?”

“No.” His eyes, a pale gray, held hers. “I want you to come home with me.”

“Sorry, baby. I’m on the clock. My shift ends at midnight.”

“Ten thousand dollars,” he said. The number hung in the smoky air between them. “To walk out that door with me. Right now.”

Her smile faltered. “I can’t. I’ll get fired.”

“Fifty thousand.”

The breath left her lungs. Fifty thousand. It was a clean, staggering sum. She could disappear. She could start over. Her eyes flicked to Rick, who was scowling from across the room. She looked back at the man. “Okay.”

He stood, placing a hand at the small of her back. His touch was electric, proprietary. In the car—a silent, black sedan—he spoke. “You may call me Daddy.”

The word sent a shiver through her. It wasn’t familial. It was a title, heavy with promise.

His home wasn’t a house; it was a manor, all stone and silence. He led her through a labyrinth of halls to a heavy oak door. Inside, the room was a stark contrast to the opulence above. It was all clean lines, polished steel, and dark leather. A padded bench, a St. Andrew’s cross, and in the center, a chair that looked like it belonged in a surgeon’s office, complete with stirrups.

“Your body belongs to me while you are here,” he stated, his voice echoing slightly off the hard surfaces. “Do you understand?”

Her heart hammered against her ribs. Intrigue coiled hot in her belly. She nodded. “Yes.”

“Verbal consent, Marla.”

“Yes. I understand.”

“Good.” He walked to a cabinet, his back to her. “Take off your clothes. All of them.”

Her fingers trembled only slightly as she undid the clasp of her sequined top. The costume, her armor, pooled at her feet. The air was cool on her naked skin. She stood, trying for defiance, but feeling utterly exposed.

He turned, holding a pair of black surgical gloves. He snapped them on. The sound was sharp, final. “The chair. Legs in the stirrups.”

She obeyed, the leather cool against her thighs. The position was profoundly vulnerable, her most intimate parts open to the sterile light. He rolled a stool close, sitting between her spread legs. He didn’t touch her at first, just looked. Her skin pebbled under his gaze.

“Beautiful,” he murmured, more to himself. Then a single, gloved finger traced her outer lips. She jumped at the contact. “Relax.” His finger slid inside her, just to the first knuckle, exploring. “You’re already wet. Excited.”

She was. A slick heat gathered between her legs, a traitorous response to the clinical intrusion. He added a second finger, curling them, finding a spot that made her hips jerk. A low, helpless sound escaped her throat.

He withdrew his fingers. Next came the speculum, cold steel gleaming. He warmed it with a gel, but the initial press was still a shock. A click, a gentle expansion, and she was stretched open, completely displayed. He adjusted a light. “Look at that,” he said, his voice thick with something like reverence. “Pink and glistening. Perfectly responsive. See how you pulse for me?”

She couldn’t see, but she could feel it—the cool air, the stretch, the terrifying exposure that somehow fed the fire inside her. He probed gently with a thin, lubed instrument, watching her internal reactions. Every touch, every observation, was a slow, meticulous kind of possession.

He removed the speculum with care. Her body felt hollow, aching. He held up a dildo, thick and veined, a deep shade of violet. He coated it generously with clear gel. “This is next.”

The broad head pressed against her entrance. She was tight, the previous stretch not enough. He pushed, a steady, unforgiving pressure until the resistance gave way and he filled her, a sharp, burning stretch that melted into a deep, shocking fullness. “Oh god.”

He began to move it, slow strokes that dragged against every sensitive nerve. His other hand found her clit, his thumb making firm, circular motions. The dual sensations short-circuited her thoughts. The clinical detachment was gone, replaced by a focused, relentless pleasure. Her back arched off the chair. The coil in her belly wound tighter, tighter. His pace increased, the dildo plunging deep, his thumb a constant, maddening pressure.

It broke over her without warning—a violent, twisting rush that tore a scream from her lungs. Her body clenched around the fake intrusion, pulses of liquid heat gushing out, soaking the chair beneath her, dripping down the dildo. He worked her through it, until she was a trembling, spent heap.

He helped her from the chair, her legs shaky. He led her to the padded bench. “Bend over. Hold the edges.”

She complied, resting her cheek on the cool leather. He selected a flogger from the wall, the falls soft suede. The first strike landed across her shoulders. It wasn’t pain, not really—a bright, startling heat. Another, lower on her back. And another. Each impact bloomed warmth, melted into the next, until her skin was singing and her mind was floaty, pliant.

The flogger stopped. She heard the slide of a zipper, the rustle of clothing. Then the blunt, hot press of him, not silicone, but flesh. He entered her in one smooth, deep thrust. A groan ripped from his throat, a raw sound that thrilled her.

His hands gripped her hips, fingers digging in, holding her still as he drove into her. Each plunge was a claim, punctuated by the slap of skin. The earlier pleasure reignited, fanned by the sting on her back and the sheer force of his taking. She met him thrust for thrust, pushing back, meeting his power with a desperate need of her own.

“That’s it,” he growled, his rhythm fracturing. “Take it. Take all of me.”

Her second climax was a shuddering, full-body quake, a silent scream as her vision whited out. He felt her convulse around him and with a final, deep grind, he pulled out. Hot streaks splashed across her lower back, her shoulders, marking her.

Silence, broken only by their ragged breathing.

He turned her around, his eyes blazing. He cupped her cheek, his thumb wiping a tear she hadn’t felt. “I want you,” he said, his voice rough. “Not for an hour. Not for a night. I want you to stay. Be mine. My submissive. My beautiful, responsive creature.”

Her mind swam. The money, the intensity, the way her body sang for him… “It’s… a lot.”

“It is everything,” he corrected. “Say yes.”

She looked into those storm-gray eyes, felt the cooling evidence of his possession on her skin, and the deep, satisfied ache between her legs. The hesitation crumbled. “Yes.”

A slow smile touched his lips. He went back to the cabinet and returned with a collar. Simple, black leather, with a single silver ring at the front. He buckled it around her throat. It fit snugly, a constant, gentle pressure. He fastened a thin lead to the ring.

“Come,” Daddy said, giving the lead a gentle tug.
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The hotel door clicked open.

Jada was on the bed, reading a Parisian fashion magazine she couldn’t really understand, wearing only the silk robe the hotel had provided. She looked up, a smile touching her lips.

Shane didn’t say a word.

He dropped the damp pool towel from his shoulder, his eyes dark and fixed on her. The silent command was absolute. Her pulse jumped, a delicious thrill coiling low in her belly. This was it. The unspoken rule of their entire vacation, of their entire life together, was about to be enforced.

He crossed the room in three long strides. The robe was torn open, not undone. His hands were rough, urgent. Cool silk became a puddle on the plush carpet. She was naked now, exposed to the soft afternoon light filtering through the sheer balcony curtains.

“On your feet,” he commanded, his voice a low rumble.

She obeyed, standing beside the bed, the air cool on her skin. He reached for the chair where she’d draped her clothes. His fingers found the pair of sheer, black pantyhose she’d worn that morning. With a quick, efficient motion, he tore them in half.

The first touch of the nylon against her wrist was a shock of coolness. He looped it tight, pulling her hands behind her back. The binding wasn’t cruel, but it was firm, unyielding. The other leg, secured her ankles together. She was trussed, bound by her own intimate clothing, completely at his mercy. A soft, helpless sound escaped her throat. It was pure anticipation.

Shane stepped back, admiring his work. His swim trunks were already tented. He pushed them down, freeing his cock. It was thick, fully erect, the head already glistening.

He grabbed a handful of her dark hair, not yanking, but guiding her down to her knees on the carpet. “Open,” he said.

She did, her jaw already slack, her tongue lying flat. He didn’t tease. He fed his length into her mouth, slowly at first, letting her adjust to the stretch of her lips, the pressure on her tongue. Then he pulled back and thrust forward, harder.

The rhythm was brutal, possessive. He held her head still, fucking her face with deep, measured strokes. She gagged, tears springing to her eyes, but she didn’t fight it. She relaxed her throat, taking him deeper, the salty-bitter taste of him flooding her senses. The sound was obscene, wet and choking, and it seemed to drive him wilder. His hips pistoned, the base of his cock hitting her lips with each thrust.

One of his hands left her hair and slid between her legs. His fingers found her soaked folds, rubbing hard circles over her clit. The dual sensation was overwhelming—the invasion of her mouth, the electric friction between her thighs. She moaned around him, the vibration making him groan. She was already dripping, her own arousal betraying her complete submission.

With a final, deep push that made her eyes water, he pulled out of her mouth, a string of saliva connecting her lips to his shining cock. “On the bed,” he panted.

He untied her ankles and wrists, the discarded nylon falling away. Before she could move, he lifted her, tossing her onto the center of the large mattress. He retrieved the torn pantyhose, now long, silken ropes.

“Give me your hands.”

She lifted her wrists above her head. He looped the nylon around one wrist, then around the ornate wooden bedpost, tying it with a swift, secure knot. He repeated the process with her other wrist. Then, he grabbed another pair of her tights. He pulled her legs apart, tying each ankle to the lower bedposts. She was spread-eagled, utterly vulnerable, every secret part of her exposed to his gaze. The cool air of the room kissed her wetness, making her shiver.

Shane stood at the foot of the bed, just looking. His eyes traced the lines of her body, the heave of her breasts, the dark triangle between her thighs, the desperate clench of her bound hands. He crawled onto the bed, settling between her splayed legs. He didn’t touch her with his hands. He just lowered his head.

The first lick was a slow, torturous stripe from her opening to her clit. Jada cried out, her back arching off the bed. He did it again. And again. Then his mouth closed over her, his tongue flattening against her, laving broad, wet strokes that had her whimpering. He was a master of this, of building the pressure until she was mindless.

He focused on her clit, sucking it gently into his mouth, flicking it with the very tip of his tongue. The pleasure was a sharp, bright coil, winding tighter and tighter. She tugged against her bonds, the nylon biting deliciously into her skin. “Please… Shane… please.”

“Please what?” he murmured against her, his breath hot on her sensitive flesh.

“Fuck me. God, please, just fuck me. I need it.”

He gave her clit one last, sucking kiss that made her legs tremble, then rose up on his knees. He positioned himself at her entrance, the broad head of his cock nudging against her soaked opening. He looked down at her, at her flushed face, her pleading eyes.

“You’re mine,” he stated, a simple, undeniable fact.

“Yes,” she breathed. “Always.”

He pushed inside.

The stretch was exquisite, a perfect, filling burn. He sank into her slowly, letting her feel every inch, until his hips were flush against her ass. He held there, buried to the hilt, and she could feel his heartbeat thudding through his cock inside her.

Then he moved.

The first thrust was deep and hard, setting the pace. He pulled back almost all the way, then slammed home. Again. And again. The bedframe began a rhythmic creak against the wall. Each thrust went deeper than the last, as if he was discovering new, untouched depths within her. The angle was perfect, the base of his cock grinding against her clit with every powerful drive.

Her world narrowed to the slap of skin on skin, the guttural sounds from his throat, the intense, coiling pressure in her core. The nylon restraints held her open, allowing him total access, allowing him to plunder her without restraint. She was nothing but a vessel for his pleasure, and in that, she found her own soaring freedom.

“I’m… I’m going to…” she choked out, the words shattered.

“Cum,” he grunted, his rhythm never faltering. “Cum on my cock, Jada. Do it.”

It broke over her like a wave, a convulsive, screaming orgasm that tore through every nerve. Her pussy clamped down on him in rhythmic, milking pulses, and that was all it took. With a ragged shout, Shane drove into her one final, devastating time and stilled. She felt the hot, sudden rush of his release flooding her depths, pulse after pulse, mixing with her own.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their ragged breathing. Slowly, he softened inside her and slipped out. He moved with a tired tenderness, untying the knots at her ankles, then her wrists. He rubbed the faint red marks on her skin.

He gathered her against him, her sweat-slick back to his chest. His lips found her ear.

“You’re a good little slut,” he whispered, the words a caress.

She melted into him, a contented sigh escaping her.
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The envelope felt heavy in Donna’s hand, thick cream paper with her name etched in elegant, dark ink. A free vacation. A tropical paradise. The words shimmered in her mind, a dazzling escape from her grey cubicle and endless inbox. She called the number, her voice a tremor of hope. The instructions were precise, clinical almost. A private jet. An exclusive destination.

The airport was a blur of surreal luxury. She met the others at the gate: Trudie, with a sharp, curious gaze; Melody, soft-spoken and wide-eyed; Samantha, who held herself with a defiant tilt of her chin; and Christine, who seemed to vibrate with nervous energy. They exchanged hesitant smiles, a silent sisterhood of bewildered luck. The jet was a capsule of silent opulence, all cool leather and champagne that did nothing to settle the flutter in Donna’s stomach.

The island emerged from the azure sea like an emerald jewel. The mansion was a spectacle of white stone and glass, arrogant against the perfect sky. Elias Hart met them in a vast, airy lounge. He was older, his hair silver, his suit costing more than her car. His eyes, a pale grey, scanned them with an ownership that made Donna’s skin prickle.

“Welcome,” he said, his voice smooth and low. “You are here because you chose to be. You answered the call. On this island, my word is the only law. For the next week, you will submit. You will explore pleasures you’ve only whispered about to yourselves. There is no boat, no plane, no phone that works beyond the shore. The only way out is through.”

A cold fist clenched in Donna’s chest. Shock. Pure, undiluted alarm. Murmurs rippled through the women. Samantha crossed her arms. Christine let out a small, choked sound.

But beneath the fear, a treacherous heat uncoiled in Donna’s belly. Intrigue. It was dangerous, thrilling. His gaze lingered on her, and she felt seen, stripped bare before he’d even touched her.

The day passed in a sun-drenched haze. They lay by the infinity pool, sipping drinks that tasted of orchids and oblivion. The conversation was a nervous, laughing thing, skirting the edges of what was to come.

“What do you think he’ll do?” Melody whispered, tracing a bead of condensation on her glass.

“Nothing we don’t ultimately want,” Trudie said, her tone leaving no room for debate. Samantha stayed quiet, watching the horizon.

Dinner was a silent, exquisite torture. Course after course appeared, flavors exploding on Donna’s tongue, but she tasted only her own anticipation. Elias presided from the head of the table, saying little, his presence a constant, oppressive weight.

After the final plate was cleared, he stood. “Now,” he said. “The real journey begins.”

He led them down a wide, curving staircase, into the heart of the house. The air grew cooler, tinged with the scent of polished leather and clean, antiseptic stone. The door he opened revealed a room that stole the breath from Donna’s lungs.

It was a dungeon, but one conceived by a billionaire. Gleaming metal anchors protruded from dark walls. Padded benches and strange geometric structures dotted the space. Four sets of thick chains hung from the ceiling, their ends tipped with soft-looking leather cuffs. The lighting was low, indirect, casting dramatic shadows.

Elias turned, his silhouette framed by the stark architecture. “Strip.”

The command hung in the air. For a heartbeat, no one moved. Then, with a shaky exhale, Christine reached for the clasp of her sundress. One by one, they undressed. The soft rustle of fabric, the click of a bracelet on marble. Donna’s fingers trembled as she pushed her own dress from her shoulders, letting it pool at her feet. The cool air kissed her skin, raising goosebumps. She stood naked, exposed, her heart a frantic drum against her ribs. She kept her eyes down, taking in the other women—the curve of Trudie’s hip, the soft swell of Melody’s belly, the proud line of Samantha’s back. They were all beautiful, all vulnerable.

Elias approached a glass cabinet. He returned with a small, lacquered box. Opening it, he revealed a row of silver clamps, each with a tiny, delicate chain dangling from it.

“These will help focus your minds,” he said, his tone conversational, as if discussing the weather.

He started with Christine, pinching her nipple, rolling it until it pebbled tightly, then attaching the clamp. She gasped, a sharp intake of air that wasn’t quite pain. He moved to Melody, then Samantha, each gasp and flinch a punctuation in the quiet room.

Then he was before Donna. His fingers were warm, surprisingly gentle as he took her nipple. A jolt shot through her, straight to her core. He applied the clamp. The pressure was instant, a bright, biting claim that made her eyes water. The sensation was complex—a sharp pain that melted into a deep, throbbing ache. The second clamp followed, and she was anchored by twin points of demanding sensation.

“To the chains,” Elias directed.

They shuffled forward. Donna lifted her arms, and he fastened the cuffs around her wrists. The leather was buttery soft inside, snug but not cruel. He drew the chain up, taking her weight until she was on her toes, arms stretched above her, body a long, taut line. The other women were secured the same way, forming a silent, naked quartet under the lights. The strain in her shoulders was immediate, a burn that grounded her in the reality of her submission. The clamps on her nipples tugged with every slight movement, a constant, humming reminder.

Elias selected a flogger from the wall, its falls a cascade of soft black suede. He moved behind Christine first. The first impact was a dull, heavy thud against her backside. Christine cried out, her body jolting against the chains. He delivered a series of strokes, each one drawing a gasp, a moan, the sound layered with something that wasn’t just distress. A pink bloom spread across her skin.

He worked his way down the line. Donna watched, mesmerized and terrified, as Trudie took the strikes with gritted teeth, her breath coming in sharp pants, as Melody whimpered but pushed her hips back after each impact. When Elias stopped before Samantha, the defiant one simply stared ahead, her jaw tight, but a faint flush spread down her chest.

Then he stood before Donna.

Her whole world narrowed to his pale eyes and the instrument in his hand. The first strike landed across her upper thighs.

It was fire. A brilliant, shocking stripe of sensation that made her cry out. Before the pain could settle, it transformed, spreading through her like warm honey, pooling low in her belly. The second strike crossed her shoulders. She arched, a moan torn from her lips. The third hit the same place as the first, and this time the pain was a gateway, swinging wide open to a flood of pure, shocking arousal. She felt soaked, aching, the empty space between her legs a pounding void. Each thwack of the suede was a punctuation mark in a sentence of escalating need. She lost count, lost in the rhythm of impact and the searing, glorious aftermath.

He stopped.

Her skin sang. Her entire body trembled, suspended by pleasure and strain.

Without a word, Elias walked to Trudie and Melody, releasing their cuffs. They stumbled, rubbing their wrists, their skin glowing from the attention.

“Kneel,” he told them, his voice quiet. He pointed to Donna and Samantha, still hanging in their bonds. “Taste them. Make them come.”

Trudie’s eyes met Donna’s. There was no hesitation, only a dark, shared understanding. She knelt on the cool floor before Donna. Her hands came up to cradle Donna’s hips, her thumbs stroking the creases where thigh met torso. Then she leaned in.

The first touch of Trudie’s tongue was a lightning strike.

It was flat and broad, a slow, deliberate swipe up her entire seam. Donna’s head fell back, a ragged cry escaping her lips. The chains rattled as her body jerked. Trudie did it again, slower, savoring, before zeroing in on the aching center of her.

Her mouth was hot, skilled, relentless. She licked and sucked at Donna’s clit, her tongue circling, flicking, applying perfect, maddening pressure. Donna could hear, just beside her, Samantha’s escalating moans as Melody worked on her with equal dedication. The sounds filled the room, a symphony of wetness and desperation.

Trudie added fingers, one, then two, sliding into Donna with an easy glide. She curled them, finding a spot inside that made Donna see white. The dual sensation—the exquisite torture on her nipples, the stretch and fill inside her, the merciless attention on her clit—drove her to the edge with terrifying speed. Her thighs shook. Her cries became incoherent pleas. The orgasm tore through her, a convulsive, sweeping wave that locked her muscles and stole the air from her lungs. She screamed, the sound raw and unchained, her body convulsing around Trudie’s fingers and mouth until she was spent, limp in the restraints, panting.

Elias released her cuffs and Samantha’s. Donna’s legs buckled, but Trudie caught her, holding her up until she found her footing. Her body felt liquid, used, magnificent.

“On your knees. All of you,” Elias commanded, his own clothing now discarded. He was fully erect, his size making Donna’s throat go dry.

The four women knelt in a row before him. He stepped to Trudie first, his hand threading into her hair. He guided himself to her lips, and she opened for him without resistance. He fed his cock into her mouth, a slow, steady invasion. Donna watched, hypnotized, as Trudie’s cheeks hollowed, as he began to move, setting a deep, rhythmic pace. The wet, muffled sounds were obscene. He fucked her mouth with a focused intensity, his hips pumping, his grip in her hair firm. Trudie’s eyes watered, but she took it, her throat working.

He moved to Samantha next. She looked up at him, that defiance still in her eyes, but she opened her mouth. He entered her with more force, a sharp thrust that made her gag once, a rough sound that quickly smoothed into a wet, sucking rhythm. He held her head still, driving into the tight heat of her throat, his own breath starting to come harder.

Melody was weeping softly before he even reached her, but she parted her lips willingly. With her, he was almost gentle, a slower, grinding penetration that had her gagging reflexively but then relaxing, her tongue lapping at his shaft as he slid in and out.

Then he was before Donna.

Her mouth flooded with anticipation. He tilted her chin up with his fingers. His cock, glistening from the other women’s mouths, looked immense. He pressed the broad, smooth head against her lips.

“Open.”

She did. He pushed inside.

The stretch was immediate, overwhelming. He filled her mouth, the taste of salt and other women sharp on her tongue. He didn’t wait for her to adjust. He pulled back and thrust forward, deeper this time, the tip hitting the back of her throat. She gagged, her eyes streaming. He held there for a moment, letting her struggle, letting her feel the full, impossible invasion. Then he withdrew and did it again. And again.

He set a punishing pace, using her mouth with a brutal ownership that should have humiliated her. Instead, it ignited her. Each gag, each choked breath, each time her nose pressed against his skin, sent a fresh flood of heat between her legs. Her own arousal, so recently sated, roared back to life, a desperate, hungry thing. She could hear the wet, slapping sounds of his hips against her face, her own choked, guttural noises. She lost herself in the act of being used, her mind blissfully blank, focused only on the thickness stretching her lips, the dominant rhythm he set.

He pulled out of her mouth with a slick pop, leaving her gasping, saliva trailing from her chin.

His eyes, dark with lust, locked on hers. He glanced at the others, then back to her. A decision made.

“You,” he said, his voice gravel. “Over the bench.”

A padded, leather-covered bench stood nearby. Weak-limbed, Donna crawled onto it, her belly pressed to the cool leather, her ass in the air. She felt more exposed than ever. She heard the other women shifting, watching.

Elias’s hands gripped her hips, his thumbs digging into the soft flesh. He positioned himself, the blunt head of his cock nudging against her entrance. She was soaked, ready, aching.

He pushed in.

The stretch was exquisite, a full, burning claim that stole her breath. He was larger than she’d imagined, filling her in a way that bordered on pain. He didn’t stop. He sank deeper, an inexorable invasion that made her whimper into the leather. When he was fully seated, he paused, letting her feel the absolute fullness.

Then he moved.

The first thrust was a promise. The second, a demand. The third rocked her whole body forward on the bench. He found a rhythm, hard and deep, each stroke pushing a choked sound from her throat. The slap of skin on skin filled the room. The clamps on her nipples swayed and pulled with each powerful drive, the pain a bright counterpoint to the incredible friction inside her.

“Look at her take it,” she heard Elias growl, not to her, but to the others. “See how her body opens for me.”

Donna turned her head, her cheek against the leather. The other three women were on their knees, watching, their hands between their own legs or on their breasts, their faces flushed with arousal. Seeing their eyes on her, seeing their hunger, tipped her over another edge. Her second orgasm built fast, a tight coil in her belly that wound tighter with every deep, possessive thrust.

He leaned over her, his chest to her back, his mouth at her ear. “Come for me,” he commanded, his voice a rough whisper.

It was all she needed. The coil snapped. Her climax erupted, a violent, shuddering release that clenched around his driving cock, milking him, pulling a guttural roar from his throat. He drove into her once, twice more, then buried himself to the hilt as his own release pulsed hot and deep inside her. The feeling of him spurting, filling her, triggered a third, smaller ripple of pleasure that left her trembling and boneless.

For a long moment, the only sounds were their ragged breaths and the faint hum of the climate control. He pulled out of her slowly, and she felt a warm trickle down her inner thigh.

He stepped back. Donna stayed slumped over the bench, unable to move.

“Get dressed,” Elias said, his voice once again calm, controlled. He was already pulling on his trousers. “Rest. The week has only just begun. The fun,” he said, and she could hear the smile in his voice, “is just getting started.”

Donna pushed herself up, her body sore, used, humming with a strange, profound satisfaction. The fear was a distant memory, burned away in the crucible of sensation. As she reached for her discarded dress, her fingers still unsteady, a single, clear thought cut through the haze.

She was going to enjoy this vacation.
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The door to the Sigma Rose house closed with a solid, echoing thud. Aretha stood in the foyer, her heart pounding a frantic rhythm against her ribs. The air smelled of expensive perfume, lemon polish, and something else—something electric.

Mandie, the chapter president, smiled. It was a sharp, knowing curve of her lips. “Glad you made it, Aretha. The others are waiting.”

She led Aretha into a sprawling living room, where soft lamplight glowed against dark wood. Three other girls—Keri, Marsha, and Lainey—perched on the edges of plush furniture, their faces a blend of nerves and excitement. And there were two guys. They lounged with an easy confidence, their gazes tracking Aretha’s entrance. Alex had tousled blond hair and a lazy grin. Joe was darker, more intense, his eyes like chips of obsidian.

“You know the deal,” Mandie said, her voice smooth as honey. “You four want in. Sigma Rose isn’t just about philanthropy and mixers. We’re about experience. About pushing boundaries.” She gestured to the men. “Alex and Joe are our… guests of honor tonight. They have free use of you. All of you. Consider it your final audition.”

Aretha’s mouth went dry. Free use. The words hung in the air, thick and heavy. She’d expected silly games, maybe some embarrassing dares. Not this. A flush crept up her neck, but it wasn’t entirely panic. A low, unwelcome heat stirred in her belly. She looked at the other pledges. Keri bit her lip, but her eyes were bright. Marsha stared at Joe with open fascination. Lainey just nodded, quick and bird-like.

“Is this…” Aretha started, her voice faint.

“Consensual?” Mandie finished. “Absolutely. You can walk right now. The door’s behind you. But if you stay, you play. And you want to play, don’t you? I can see it.”

Aretha’s breath caught, but not in the clichéd way. It simply stopped, suspended. She did want to. The shame of it burned, but the curiosity burned hotter. The desire to belong, to be one of these sleek, unafraid women, warred with every sane instinct. The war was brief. She gave a tiny, almost imperceptible nod.

Alex chuckled, a low, warm sound. He stood, and his hands went to his belt. Joe mirrored him. The sound of zippers was obscenely loud in the quiet room.

“Keri, Aretha, you’re with Alex,” Mandie instructed, her tone businesslike. “Marsha, Lainey, with Joe. Let’s see how you welcome our guests.”

Keri slid off the couch and onto her knees on the thick rug before Alex without hesitation. Aretha’s legs moved as if through syrup, lowering her beside Keri. Alex’s cock sprang free, already thick and hardening. It looked intimidating, veined and smooth. The musk of him, clean skin and masculine warmth, filled her head.

“Go on,” Alex murmured.

Keri leaned in first, her pink lips parting. She took the head into her mouth, her tongue swirling. A soft groan came from above them. Aretha watched, mesmerized, as Keri’s cheeks hollowed. Then Alex’s hand, warm and large, cupped the back of Aretha’s head. Not forcing, just guiding.

Her own lips parted. The taste hit her first—salty skin, a hint of soap. She flicked her tongue against the shaft, feeling the silken skin over rigid hardness. A jolt went straight through her, settling between her thighs with a damp pulse. She took him deeper, gagging slightly, the stretch of her jaw a strange, submissive pleasure.

They traded off, Keri then Aretha, their lips glistening, their breaths mingling. Aretha glanced sideways. On the other rug, Marsha had taken Joe fully into her mouth, her head bobbing with earnest rhythm while Lainey kissed and licked his balls. The visual sent another surge of heat through Aretha. She was doing this. She was really doing it.

Alex’s hips began a shallow thrust. “Good girls,” he rasped. “So good.”

The praise, filthy and sincere, made her core clench. She sucked harder, using her hand at the base, copying what she saw Keri do. The world narrowed to this: the weight on her tongue, the sounds of wet friction, the pounding of her own blood.

All too soon, Alex pulled back, his cock glistening under the light. Joe did the same. They shared a look.

“Paddles,” Joe said, the single word sending a fresh shock through the room.

From behind an armchair, they produced two polished wooden paddles, smooth and ominous. Mandie smiled. “Strip. Everything. Then bend over the couch. Asses in the air.”

No one protested. The rules were clear now. Aretha’s fingers trembled as she pulled her sweater over her head, unhooked her bra. Jeans and panties followed, pooled around her ankles. The air was cool on her naked skin, raising goosebumps. She was painfully aware of every eye on her. She kept her gaze down, moving with the others to the large, leather sofa.

She bent, pressing her torso against the cool leather, her cheek to the cushion. Her ass was exposed, lifted. To her left, Keri assumed the same position. To her right, Marsha and Lainey lined up along a second sofa.

The first swat landed on Lainey’s behind with a sharp, startling crack. She yelped. Then one hit Marsha. Then Keri. Aretha tensed, waiting.

It came. A bright, stinging burst of pain that radiated across her left cheek. She gasped. Before it could fade, another hit the right side. Crack. The pain was hot, immediate, but underneath it, a deeper, warmer throb began to pulse in her sex. She was getting wet. The shame was gone, burned away by sheer sensation.

The paddles fell in a steady, alternating rhythm. Sting, heat, throb. Sting, heat, throb. Her skin grew fever-hot. Soft cries and whimpers filled the room, her own among them. She heard Joe’s gruff commentary. “Look at that blush. Beautiful.”

Finally, it stopped. The heat in her backside was a living thing.

“Now,” Mandie purred. “The four of you. Pair up. Taste each other. Show us how much you love your sisters.”

Aretha’s head swam. Keri was already turning to her, eyes dark with a shared, wild understanding. They stumbled to the larger couch, Keri pushing Aretha down onto her back, her legs hanging over the edge.

“My turn,” Keri whispered, and her head dipped between Aretha’s thighs.

The first touch of a tongue, hot and pointed, directly on her clit made Aretha arch off the couch with a sharp cry. It was too much, too good. Keri ate her with a focused hunger, licking broad strokes through her folds before zeroing back in on that aching bud. Aretha’s hands fisted in Keri’s hair, not to guide, just to hold on.

Across the room, Marsha was sprawled on the rug, Lainey’s face buried between her thighs. The sounds were obscene—wet, sucking, hungry sounds, mixed with ragged moans.

And the men watched. Alex and Joe stood, stroking their own thick erections, their eyes raking over the four women. The visual of it, the sheer debauchery, pushed Aretha higher. Keri’s tongue worked magic, circling, flicking, pressing. Aretha’s hips began to rock, meeting that delicious mouth.

She was close. So close. The coil in her belly wound tight, ready to snap.

Then a shadow fell over her. Joe.

He nudged Keri’s head aside with his thigh, not roughly, but insistently. Keri kept licking, now focusing lower, on Aretha’s entrance. Joe positioned the swollen head of his cock at Aretha’s lips.

“Open,” he said.

She did, and he pushed in, filling her mouth, stretching it wide. He didn’t thrust, not at first. He just let her feel the heavy, salty weight on her tongue. Keri’s tongue speared into her, and Aretha moaned around the cock in her mouth, the vibration drawing a growl from Joe.

Then he moved. Slow, then harder. His thrusts into her mouth timed with Keri’s flicks on her clit. It was overwhelming. Sensory overload. The slap of Joe’s hips against her face, the slick, relentless pleasure between her legs, the musky scent of sex and sweat. She couldn’t think, could only feel.

The climax tore through her without warning. A white-hot wave of pure release that shook her from her core out to her trembling limbs. Her back bowed, a guttural, muffled scream vibrating around Joe’s shaft. Pleasure pulsed through her in relentless waves, draining her strength.

Joe pulled from her mouth, her lips bruised and slick. She panted, boneless, her vision speckled.

He wasn’t done. “Over,” he grunted, pulling her up by the arm. Her legs barely held her. He manhandled her over the arm of the couch, her stinging ass high in the air, her upper body bent over the back. The position was deeply vulnerable, lewd.

She felt the blunt, hot pressure of him at her entrance. He paused. “This is what you wanted, right, pledge?”

“Yes,” she gasped, the word ripped from her. “Yes.”

He sheathed himself in one long, brutal stroke. She was soaked, swollen from her orgasm, and he filled her completely, a stunning, stretching fullness that stole her breath. He didn’t wait for her to adjust. He set a punishing pace, each thrust jolting her forward, making the leather squeak.

Her gaze, blurred and unfocused, landed across the room. Keri was now straddling Alex on a recliner, riding him, her head thrown back, breasts bouncing. Her cries were high and desperate. Aretha watched, mesmerized, as Keri’s body went rigid, her inner muscles milking Alex as she came with a sharp, sobbing wail.

The sight of it, the raw ecstasy on Keri’s face, combined with the relentless, deep friction inside her own body, ignited Aretha again. A second, sharper orgasm began to build, climbing from the place where their bodies joined. It was different—deeper, less about her clit and more about the fullness, the domination, the sheer possession.

Joe’s rhythm fractured. His thrusts became ragged, deeper. “Gonna fill you up,” he snarled, his hands biting into her hips.

That did it. The words, the promise, tipped her over. She shattered again, her inner walls fluttering wildly around his invading length. Her cry was a broken, continuous sound.

With a final, grinding thrust, Joe buried himself to the hilt. She felt the hot, liquid pulse of his release flooding her, a shocking intimacy that made her whimper. He stayed there, pressed deep, as they both shuddered through the aftershocks.

Silence fell, broken only by heavy breathing.

Slowly, Joe pulled out. A trickle of warmth trailed down Aretha’s inner thigh. She slumped over the couch, spent, her body humming.

Mandie’s heels tapped on the hardwood as she walked into the center of the room. She looked at the four naked, flushed, glistening women, and the two satisfied men.

“Congratulations,” she said, a genuine smile on her face now. “You’ve passed. Welcome to Sigma Rose.”

Aretha’s heart, which had finally begun to slow, gave a little leap. She was in.

Mandie’s eyes sparkled. “Tonight was just a taste. As sisters, you’ll have access to parties, connections… and pleasure beyond anything you’ve imagined. The men we associate with are generous. They appreciate beautiful, skilled women.” She glanced at Alex and Joe, who were pulling on their clothes with lazy smiles. “Get cleaned up. Your real journey starts now.”

Aretha pushed herself up, her legs shaky. Keri stumbled over, handing Aretha her crumpled shirt. They shared a look—exhausted, overwhelmed, but also alive with a fierce, new complicity.

As she pulled her clothes back on, the fabric rough against her sensitive skin, Aretha felt it. Not regret. Anticipation. A hungry, eager thrill for what came next. This was just the beginning. Mandie’s words echoed in her head.

Pleasure beyond anything you’ve imagined.
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Excerpt from Seven Days of Free Use by Brandi Moore:

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.”
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Excerpt from Seven Days of Free Use by Brandi Moore:

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?
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The air in the old barn held the warm, humid scent of soil and roasted vegetables. Marcie shifted on the rough-hewn bench, the wood pressing into her thighs through her thin cotton dress. Around the long communal table, two dozen men and women laughed and passed platters. They were sun-kissed, strong-limbed, their hands calloused from the day’s work in the fields. She’d met Brock and Leanne that morning—he with a quiet, watchful intensity, she with a wildflower crown and an easy smile. They’d shown her around Willow Creek’s sprawling gardens and orchards.

Now, as the last of the bean stew was scraped from bowls, the laughter quieted. A man at the head of the table stood. Luke. He was older, with a thick silvering beard and eyes that missed nothing. His voice, when it came, was a low rumble that stilled the room.

“A good harvest today,” he began, his gaze sweeping the assembly. “The earth gives to us freely. We give to each other in the same spirit.” His eyes settled on Marcie. A flush crept up her neck. “We have a new heart among us. Marcie.”

All heads turned. She felt the weight of their collective stare, a physical pressure.

Luke continued, his tone matter-of-fact. “Willow Creek operates on a simple principle. Harmony with the land, and harmony with each other. Here, love isn’t a cage. It’s a river. It flows. The men provide strength, direction. The women’s beauty, their pleasure… it’s a gift to the community. A shared celebration.”

Marcie’s fork clattered softly against her plate. Community property. The phrase Brock had used earlier, said with Leanne’s head resting on his shoulder, echoed in her mind. She’d thought it was some kind of joke, some hippie metaphor. Now, seeing the calm acceptance on every face, a cold shock tightened her stomach. She should leave. Right now. But her apartment in the city was gone, her savings depleted on the move. The thought of packing her dusty car and driving into the dark, back to nothing, was a hollow pit.

And beneath the shock, a treacherous, warm curl of something else uncoiled. Intrigue.

“Tonight,” Luke announced, his lips curving, “we welcome Marcie properly. Let the evening’s communion begin.”

It wasn’t a chaotic explosion. It was a graceful, practiced unfurling. Across the table, a woman with long braids stood and walked around to a bearded man, sliding onto his lap, her mouth finding his. Another couple, nearer to Marcie, simply turned to face each other on the bench, hands already exploring under clothes. Soft sighs and the wet sound of kisses filled the air, mingling with the scent of woodsmoke and food.

Luke moved toward her. His steps were slow, deliberate. Marcie’s breath stuck in her throat. He stopped before her, his large frame blocking the lantern light.

“No fear here, Marcie,” he murmured, his voice for her alone. “Only pleasure. Only welcome.”

His hands, work-rough and warm, settled on her shoulders. He pushed the thin straps of her sundress down, baring her to the waist. The evening air pebbled her skin. He didn’t rush. His thumbs stroked over her collarbones, down the slope of her breasts, circling her nipples until they tightened into aching points.

This is really happening, her mind whispered, a frantic buzz. But her body was arching into his touch, a traitorous, liquid heat pooling low in her belly.

Beside her, Brock and Leanne appeared. Leanne’s smile was gentle, encouraging. She leaned in, her lips closing around one of Marcie’s nipples. The sensation was electric—a soft, sucking pull that sent a jolt straight to Marcie’s core. Brock mirrored the action on the other side, his stubble grazing the tender skin of her breast. The dual sensation, wet and rhythmic, melted the last of her resistance into a puddle of pure, shocking need.

Luke’s hand slid down her flat stomach, under the hem of her dress, into the damp warmth between her legs. He found her through her cotton underwear, pressing the heel of his hand against her. A sharp gasp tore from Marcie’s lips. He hooked a finger under the fabric, pulling it aside. Then his finger, a single thick intrusion, slid into her.

Her hips jerked. So full. He worked it in and out, a slow, maddening rhythm, his palm grinding against her clit with every stroke. The world narrowed to that point of contact—the suckling at her breasts, the thick finger curling inside her, finding a spot that made sparks flare behind her eyelids. She was panting, small, helpless sounds she didn’t recognize.

Luke withdrew his finger, glistening in the lamplight. He got down on his knees before the bench. He pushed her thighs apart, his beard brushing her inner skin. And then his mouth was on her.

It wasn’t tentative. It was hungry, knowing. His tongue lashed her clit in firm, flat strokes before circling it, then sucking it gently between his lips. Marcie’s hands flew to his hair, fingers tangling in the thick strands. A broken cry echoed in the barn. It was hers. Her back arched, lifting her hips off the bench, offering herself more completely to that devastating mouth.

“That’s it,” Leanne whispered, releasing Marcie’s nipple with a soft pop. “Just feel it.”

Leanne stood, hiking her own skirt up around her waist. She had no underwear on. With a fluid motion, she hopped onto the table in front of Marcie, scattering empty cups. She lay back, propped on her elbows, her legs falling open in a wide, inviting V. The sight was blatant, shocking. Pink and glistening folds, open to the room.

“Taste her, Marcie,” Luke said, lifting his mouth from her for a moment. His chin was wet. “Share the gift.”

The command, coupled with the raw need still throbbing in her body, was irresistible. Marcie slid off the bench, her legs shaky. She leaned over the table, the wood grain pressing into her forearms. The scent of Leanne, musky and sweet, filled her nostrils. She hesitated only a second before lowering her head.

Her first touch was a tentative lick, a flick of her tongue along Leanne’s outer lips. Leanne moaned, a deep, resonant sound. Emboldened, Marcie dove deeper, lapping at the slick heat, finding the hard little nub of Leanne’s clit. She mimicked what Luke had done to her—circling, sucking, finding a rhythm that made Leanne’s thighs tremble against the sides of her head.

To her side, she was dimly aware of movement. Brock had his jeans open, his cock in his hand, stroking himself as he watched. Luke stood beside him, doing the same, his eyes fixed on Marcie’s backside where her dress was still rucked up. The visual, the sounds, the taste of another woman on her tongue—it overwhelmed her senses, pushing her into a headspace where only sensation mattered.

Leanne’s cries grew sharper. She sat up suddenly, pushing Marcie gently away. “Need him,” she panted, her eyes on Brock.

Brock sat heavily on the bench where Marcie had been. Leanne turned and straddled him, sinking down onto his length in one smooth, practiced motion. She began to ride him, her head thrown back, breasts bouncing.

Luke’s hands were on Marcie then, turning her away from the table. He bent her over the rough wood, her cheek pressed against the surface, still warm from Leanne’s body. He pushed her dress up to her waist. She felt the broad, blunt head of his cock press against her opening, still wet from his mouth and her own arousal.

He didn’t ask. He pushed.

The stretch was immense, breathtaking. He was thicker than his finger, impossibly so. He filled her, a deep, burning fullness that stole the air from her lungs. He held himself there, buried to the hilt, letting her adjust. Then he withdrew, almost completely, and thrust back in.

“Oh god,” Marcie whimpered into the wood.

“That’s it,” Luke grunted, setting a relentless, deep pace. Each thrust drove her forward on the table, each withdrawal a sweet, empty agony. He hit a spot inside her that made her see stars, over and over. The slap of skin, Leanne’s moans from behind her, the thick scent of sex—it was a whirlpool pulling her under. She felt her own climax building, a tight, hot coil at the base of her spine.

Luke’s rhythm fractured. His thrusts became ragged, brutal. A guttural sound ripped from his chest. He slammed into her one final time, holding himself deep, and she felt the hot, pulsing rush of his release inside her. He shuddered, his weight heavy on her back for a moment before he pulled out, leaving her feeling empty and dripping.

She barely had time to process it before Brock was there. Leanne had slid off him, collapsing onto the bench, spent. Brock’s hands, slick with his own precum, gripped Marcie’s hips. He positioned himself and drove into her in one stroke.

Marcie screamed. It was a raw, unfiltered sound. He was different—not as thick, but longer, hitting places Luke hadn’t. And he was relentless, his hips pistoning against her ass, the force of his fucking rocking the heavy table. The mingled sensation of being so thoroughly used, so completely full, the smell of both men on her, the visual of Leanne watching with dazed, sated eyes—it was too much.

The coil snapped. Pleasure detonated through her, a white-hot shockwave that started in her cunt and radiated out to her fingertips, her toes, the roots of her hair. Her cunt clenched around Brock’s shaft in rhythmic, pulsing waves, milking him. She sobbed with the intensity of it, her body convulsing against the table.

Brock’s pace stuttered. He groaned, a deep, ragged sound, and buried himself to the hilt. She felt a second, hotter flood join the first inside her, a claiming spill that seeped out around their connection. He stayed there, pulsing, for long moments before collapsing forward, his sweaty chest against her back.

Silence fell, broken only by the sound of heavy breathing. Slowly, Brock pulled out. A warm trickle traced a path down Marcie’s inner thigh.

She pushed herself upright, legs trembling violently. She put her dress back on, a flimsy shield. She turned, leaning against the table for support. The barn swam into focus. Couples were disentangling, smiling, sharing soft kisses. No one looked at her with judgment or leers. There was only a quiet, sated contentment.

Luke approached, handing her a cup of water. His expression was calm, satisfied. “Welcome to Willow Creek, Marcie.”

She took the cup, her fingers brushing his. The water was cool and real. She looked at Brock, who was helping a sleepy Leanne to her feet. She looked at the other women, their faces glowing in the lantern light. The shock was gone. In its place was a profound, humbling exhaustion, and beneath that, a glowing ember of pure, undiluted thrill.

She had given up everything to come here. And in this single, shocking, exquisite hour, she had received more sensation, more raw feeling, than in the last five years of her life.

A slow smile touched her lips as she wiped her mouth with the back of her hand. She took a long drink of water, her eyes meeting Luke’s.

“So,” she said, her voice husky but steady. “What happens tomorrow?”

14 - BOUND FOR HIS PLEASURE

MF / Free-use / BDSM / Bondage / Rope / Blowjob / Fingering / Anal

The heavy door clicked shut behind her, the sound a final punctuation to a long day. Fiona dropped her keys into the ceramic bowl, the clatter echoing in the quiet foyer. She was shrugging out of her blazer, mind already on a glass of wine, when a hand closed around her wrist.

It was Rodney. His grip was firm, a warm, possessive pressure that sent an immediate, answering heat straight to her core. He didn’t say a word. His dark eyes held hers, a silent command that made her breath hitch. She didn’t resist. She never did. The thrill of it, the sudden, total surrender, was the very point.

He pulled her through the living room, his steps purposeful. Her heels scuffed the hardwood, a frantic little rhythm against his steady stride. By the time they crossed the bedroom threshold, her heart was pounding a wild, eager beat against her ribs.

He spun her to face him, his hands already at the buttons of her blouse. His movements were efficient, not rough, but utterly devoid of hesitation. The fabric parted. His palms slid over her shoulders, pushing the blouse and her bra straps down in one motion. Cool air kissed her skin, followed by the scorching heat of his gaze. Her skirt pooled at her feet, her panties followed, and then she was standing there, naked, exposed, utterly his.

A shiver ran through her, but it wasn’t from cold. It was anticipation, pure and electric.

He guided her backward until her calves hit the edge of the mattress. A gentle push, and she was on her back, the duvet soft beneath her. He produced a length of soft, cotton rope from the nightstand. Her wrists lifted, almost of their own volition, offering themselves. He looped the rope, his fingers brushing her pulse points, and secured each one to the ornate wooden posts of the headboard. The bonds were snug, inescapable, a delicious confirmation of her helplessness. She tested them, a faint pull, and a deep, satisfied sigh escaped her lips.

Rodney stood at the foot of the bed, his eyes drinking her in. She watched his hands go to his belt, the clink of the buckle loud in the quiet room. He freed himself, his cock already hard, thick, and demanding. He approached, the head of his erection brushing her inner thigh as he moved up the bed, leaving a slick, tantalizing trail.

He knelt over her face, his knees framing her head. This was her purpose. Her lips parted, tongue coming out to wet them. He didn’t make her wait. He guided himself to her mouth, the blunt crown pressing against her lips until she opened. He filled her, a slow, deliberate invasion that stretched her jaws. The taste of him, salt and musk, flooded her senses.

Then he began to move.

His hands tangled in her hair, not yanking, but holding her firmly in place. His hips pistoned, setting a relentless, deep rhythm. He fucked her mouth with a focused intensity that stole her breath. Each forward thrust pressed him deep into her throat, triggering her gag reflex. Tears welled in the corners of her eyes. The sound was obscene, wet and choking, and it aroused her unbearably. Her submission was complete, her pleasure derived from his use of her.

While he claimed her mouth, his other hand wandered down her body. His fingertips traced the curve of her waist, the dip of her navel, before sliding through the damp curls between her thighs. He found her clit, already swollen and eager. He circled it, once, twice, a cruel, perfect tease that made her hips jerk against her bonds. Then two fingers plunged into her pussy, curling inside her, finding that sweet, secret spot. She moaned around his cock, the vibration drawing a guttural groan from him.

He was making her so wet, preparing her, even as he used her face. The duality of it—the degradation and the devotion, the roughness and the intimate knowledge of her body—unraveled her.

With a final, deep push against the back of her throat, he pulled out of her mouth, a string of saliva connecting them. He was breathing heavily, his eyes black with need. He moved down her body in a fluid motion, his hands going to the ropes at her wrists. A few quick tugs and they fell away, her arms flopping to the mattress, heavy and tingling.

“Turn over,” he commanded, his voice rough. “On your knees.”

She scrambled to obey, her body humming. The position was primal, submissive. She presented herself to him, arching her back, offering everything. She felt the cool air on her exposed ass, then the warmth of his hand as it came down in a sharp, stinging slap. The pain was a bright spark that melted into a deep, throbbing heat.

She felt the bed dip behind her. His hands spread her cheeks. A slick finger, wet from her own arousal, pressed against her tight back entrance. He circled, applying pressure, working her open with a patient, torturous rhythm. She pushed back against him, a silent plea. He added a second finger, the stretch a breathtaking burn that morphed into a shocking, full feeling.

The fingers withdrew. She felt the blunt, insistent pressure of his cockhead replacing them. He was not gentle. He didn’t need to be. This was what she wanted, what she craved—the total possession, the surrender of every part of herself.

With one hard, steady thrust, he buried himself to the hilt in her ass.

The cry that tore from her throat was pure sensation—shock, pain, and an overwhelming, dizzying pleasure. He didn’t pause. He set a brutal, driving pace, his hands locking onto her hips, fingers digging into her flesh as he pulled her back onto him with every thrust. Each stroke was a conquest, a claiming. The friction was intense, a fiery drag that built a pressure inside her unlike anything else.

She was a vessel for his pleasure, and in that, she found her own. Her cunt, empty and aching, clenched on nothing. The stimulation was indirect, overwhelming, coiling her tighter and tighter. He fucked her ass with single-minded fervor, the sound of skin slapping against skin filling the room, punctuated by his grunts and her ragged cries.

The coil snapped. An orgasm tore through her with violent, unexpected force. Her entire body seized, her back bowing, a raw scream ripped from her lungs. Her ass clenched around him in rhythmic, vice-like pulses, milking his length.

It triggered his own release. With a roar, he drove into her one final, deep time and held himself there. She felt the hot, liquid pulse of his cum flooding her depths, a claiming so profound it brought a fresh wave of tears to her eyes. He stayed buried inside her, both of them trembling, spent, connected.

Slowly, he softened and slipped out. He collapsed beside her on the bed, his breathing gradually slowing. A moment later, his hand came down on her ass again, this time a familiar, affectionate pat. The sting was a brand, a receipt.

“Good slut,” he rumbled, his voice thick with satisfaction.

She turned her head on the pillow to look at him, a slow, sated smile spreading across her face. Her body ached in the best possible way, every muscle loose, every nerve singing. She loved the loss of control, the absolute freedom of being his. She wouldn’t change a thing.

He leaned over, his lips brushing her ear. “Now, go run me a bath.”

15 - TAKEN BY DADDY

MF / BDSM / Kidnapping / Drugs / Free Use / Exhibitionism / Bondage / Flogging / Vibrator / Dildo

The cold pavement bit into Nicole’s cheek. The world swam—a nauseating swirl of brick walls and distant streetlights. Her stomach was a hollow, twisting pit. Her hands trembled violently, not from the chill, but from the screaming need inside her veins. It had been two days. Two days of crawling, of begging, of selling everything that wasn’t nailed down. Now, there was nothing left to sell but the skin she was in.

Headlights cut through the alley’s gloom.

A white van slid to a silent stop beside her crumpled form. Panic, a dull throb beneath the overwhelming sickness, tried to flare. She couldn’t move. The side door slid open with a soft whoosh.

A man stepped out. Tall, broad-shouldered, dressed in simple black. A sleek, featureless black mask covered his entire head, reflecting the sickly orange light. He moved with an unnerving, silent purpose.

He didn’t speak. He simply crouched, his gloved hands sliding under her arms. He lifted her as if she weighed nothing—a bundle of aching bones and desperate need. The van’s interior was dark, padded. He placed her on a cushioned bench, the door sealing them in darkness and quiet. The engine purred to life.

“Where…” she croaked, her throat raw.

“Somewhere safe,” the masked man said, his voice a smooth, calm baritone from behind the mask. He didn’t look at her as he drove. “Somewhere you can get what you need.”

The promise in those words made her shiver. It wasn’t comfort. It was a hook, sinking deep into the rawest part of her.

The drive was a blur. When the door opened again, they were in a concrete garage, stark and sterile. He helped her out, his grip firm but not cruel. He led her through a plain door, down a spiraling metal staircase that echoed with their footsteps. The air grew warmer, thicker, carrying a low hum of distant sound—music, murmuring.

They entered a room that was part office, part dungeon. Plush carpet, a heavy mahogany desk, but also shackles on the walls and a cabinet with glass doors revealing an array of… toys.

He finally turned to her. “You can call me Daddy,” he said, the name dropping into the room like a stone. “This is my house. My rules. You are hungry. You are sick. I can make that stop. I can give you a home, protection, and all the nectar you could ever want.” He gestured to the cabinet. Inside, among other things, were pristine bags of white powder and vials of clear liquid. Nicole’s mouth watered painfully.

“What… what do you want?” she whispered, her eyes glued to the drugs.

“Submission,” Daddy said simply. “Consent. Your body, for my games. For our audience’s enjoyment. You will be cared for. You will be used. And you will love it.” He paused, letting the words hang. “Do you understand? Do you choose this?”

The need was a physical scream, shredding her pride, her fear, her very sense of self. It wasn’t a choice. It was a biological imperative. She met the blank, mirrored surface of his mask. “Yes,” she breathed. “Please.”

A smile was evident in his voice. “Good girl.”

He moved to the cabinet, retrieving a small silver tray. On it sat a syringe, already filled with a pale amber liquid, and a narrow line of white powder. Her hands shook too badly to do it herself. He did it for her, with a clinical, gentle efficiency that felt utterly at odds with the setting. The tight band around her bicep, the cool swipe of alcohol, the sharp, sweet pinch of the needle. He held the powder up to her nose, and she snorted it through a short glass tube.

Fire and ice.

The world snapped into sharp, beautiful focus. The gnawing void in her gut filled with radiant warmth. The aches vanished, replaced by a buzzing, pleasurable hum under her skin. She sighed, her body going limp with relief, her head lolling back.

“That’s it,” Daddy murmured, watching her. “Feel better?”

She could only nod, a slow, dopey smile spreading across her face.

He produced a leather collar, wide and black. Attached to the front was a small, blinking blue LED. “This is yours now. It means you are mine. It lets me always find you.” He buckled it around her throat. It was snug, not choking. A constant, heavy weight. A claim.

He took her hand and led her to another door. The murmur grew to a rumble. He opened it.

The noise and heat hit her like a wall. They stood on a threshold overlooking a sunken arena, surrounded on all sides by tiered, shadowy balconies. Figures lurked in the dimness, their faces obscured by masks and hoods. The air tasted of expensive perfume, sweat, and anticipation.

In the center of the arena floor was a metal post.

Daddy led her down the steps. All eyes were on her. The drug in her veins made the scrutiny feel electric, not shameful. She was the center of something. He stopped her at the post.

“Arms up.”

She obeyed. He fastened thick leather cuffs around her wrists, chaining them to a ring high on the post. The cold metal bit, the position stretching her torso. With a swift, practiced motion, he produced a knife and sliced through her filthy clothes. They fell away in tatters. The cool air kissed her bare skin, making her nipples peak instantly. A murmur of appreciation rippled through the crowd.

He stepped back, surveying her. Naked. Chained. Collared. High.

From a hook on the post, he selected a flogger. The falls were long, sleek, and black. He ran them through his gloved hand.

“This is your welcome,” he said, his voice carrying in the hushed space. “You will count. You will thank me.”

The first strike landed across her shoulders. It was a crack, then a spreading bloom of heat. She gasped. “One,” she choked out. “Thank you, Daddy.”

Another. “Two.”

The sting sang through her, mixing with the drug’s euphoria, creating a strange, potent cocktail of sensation.

“Three.”

Each impact was precise, measured. It wasn’t about brutality; it was about sensation, about lighting up her nervous system.

“Four.”

By the tenth stroke, her skin was alive, humming, a map of hot, sensitive trails. She was panting, her body glistening with a fine sheen of sweat. The audience was silent, rapt.

Daddy set the flogger aside. He produced a small, silver vibrator. He clicked it on. A low, insistent buzz filled the space between them. He didn’t ask. He simply touched it to the side of her neck, tracing a slow path down her spine, over the heated skin of her backside. She jerked against her chains, a small moan escaping her.

He brought it around. He trailed it over her stomach, up between her ribs, circling each nipple until they were diamond-hard and aching. Finally, he brought it down, through the neat strip of hair at her junction, and pressed it firmly against her clit.

Her knees buckled. The chain caught her. A sharp, shocking bolt of pleasure shot through her core. She cried out, her head falling back against the post. He held it there, the relentless vibration sending wave after wave of need through her. He was building her up, coiling the tension tight in her belly. She was writhing, mindless, chasing the sensation.

Just as she felt herself teetering on the edge, he pulled it away.

A groan of pure frustration was torn from her throat. The crowd murmured in delight.

“Not yet, pet,” Daddy said. He reached for something else from a nearby table. It was a dildo, massive and obsidian-black, glistening with lubricant. He held it up for the crowd to see, then positioned himself behind her.

One gloved hand gripped her hip. The other guided the broad, silicone head to her entrance. She was wet—soaked—a combination of the drug, the flogging, the teasing.

“This is what you are for now,” he said, his mouth near her ear. “You are my toy. Tell me you want it.”

“I want it,” she gasped, the words tumbling out. “Please, Daddy.”

He pushed.

The stretch was immense, unbelievable. She cried out, a sharp sound that melted into a low, guttural moan as he filled her completely, a deep, claiming pressure that touched something primal inside her. He began to move. Slow, at first, each withdrawal and thrust a deliberate, devastating drag against every sensitive nerve. Then faster.

The world dissolved into a haze of sensation. The bite of the cuffs. The cool metal of the post against her cheek. The overwhelming, stretching fullness pounding into her. The drug magnified it all, turning each thrust into a seismic event in her body. The audience faded to a distant roar. There was only the rhythm, the building, coiling, impossible pressure in her core.

He shifted his angle, one hand snaking around her hip to find her clit again, his fingers rubbing tight, frantic circles.

It broke her.

Her orgasm detonated, a white-hot supernova that ripped through her with violent, mind-blanking intensity. She screamed, her body seizing, clamping around the invading length as wave after wave of pleasure crashed over her, pulling her under. He didn’t stop. He fucked her through it, prolonging the shocks, until she was sobbing, boneless, held up only by the chains and his grip on her.

With a final, deep grind, he stilled, buried inside her. Her body quivered around him, spent and hypersensitive.

Slowly, he withdrew. The loss of the fullness made her whimper. He unfastened the cuffs. Her arms fell, numb and heavy. She slumped to the padded floor at the base of the post, a heap of trembling limbs and oversensitive flesh. The cool floor was a shock against her heated skin.

Daddy stood over her, a dark silhouette against the hazy lights. He placed a booted foot gently on her thigh, not crushing, just… possessing. The audience was applauding now, a slow, rhythmic clatter that echoed in the chamber.

He leaned down, his masked face close to hers. His voice was a low, satisfied rumble. “We’re just getting started.”

16 - A DAY IN COURT

MF / BDSM / Free Use / Spanking / PIV Sex

Excerpt from Free Use Behind Bars by Brandi Moore:

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.

17 - SOLD AND USED
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Excerpt from Free Use Behind Bars by Brandi Moore:

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.
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“You may call me Master.”

The words were soft, precise, and left no room for question. They hung in the warm, perfumed air of the room, a room that felt nothing like the audition studios Kaylee was used to. This was Jason Fairweather’s private suite, all dark wood and soft leather, a world away from the cold, fluorescent lights of her tiny apartment.

Kaylee’s mouth felt dry. She swallowed, the sound loud in the quiet. Her eyes, wide and a startling shade of green, flickered from the man’s face—all sharp angles and calm authority—to the single sheet of cream-colored paper on the desk between them.

She’d been in New York for four months. Four months of crushed hopes, maxed-out credit cards, and silent tears into a thin pillow. The rent was due tomorrow. The “Final Notice” stamps on her utility bills glared at her from her kitchen counter. When the email from Fairweather’s agency landed, it felt like a miracle. The Jason Fairweather. His lens launched careers. His approval meant everything.

And now he was offering her everything. For a price.

“Master?” she whispered, her voice barely there.

Jason leaned back in his chair, his gaze a physical weight. He wore a simple black sweater that did nothing to hide the lean strength beneath. “Your image. Your schedule. Your training. Your… fulfillment. I craft not just photographs, but icons. The process requires absolute trust. Absolute surrender.”

He tapped the contract with one long finger. “This formalizes that relationship. You will address me as Master in private. You will reside at my estate for the duration of your development. Your desires, your pleasures, will be curated by me. In return, I will make you the most sought-after face of the season. Your name will be on every editor’s lips. Your bank account will have more zeros than you can count.”

Desperation was a bitter taste in her throat. But beneath it, coiling low in her belly, was something else. A spark. A terrible, thrilling curiosity. The way he looked at her—it wasn’t lecherous. It was appraising. Like she was raw marble and he could already see the sculpture within.

“What… what does the training involve?”

A faint smile touched his lips. “Complete surrender. Total obedience. It is an art. And tonight,” he said, standing, his movement fluid and economical, “we begin your first lesson. If you choose.”

He didn’t wait for her answer. He simply walked to a paneled wall, pressed a hidden latch, and a section swung open silently. Warm, amber light spilled from within.

Kaylee’s legs moved before her mind could protest. She rose, her heart a frantic drum against her ribs, and followed him through the doorway.

The space beyond was a revelation. It was a dungeon, but one conceived by a minimalist architect with an unlimited budget. Polished steel beams crossed a vaulted ceiling. The walls were a deep, sound-absorbing charcoal. Against one wall rested equipment that looked both medical and sensual: a padded bench, a strange X-shaped frame, a swing suspended from a heavy-duty hook. Glass cabinets displayed rows of instruments—silver, black, silicone—their purposes both obvious and mystifying.

The air smelled of sandalwood and clean leather.

“This is my studio,” Jason said, his voice echoing softly. “Where I work with my most dedicated subjects.”

He turned to her. “The contract, Kaylee.”

She was still holding it, her fingers leaving damp prints on the edge. The words blurred. Submission. Discipline. Exclusive jurisdiction. The promise of fame glittered amidst the legal jargon, a siren song she was too shipwrecked to ignore.

With a trembling hand, she found the line at the bottom. She scrawled her name.

Kaylee Knight.

A shiver, cold then hot, raced down her spine.

Jason took the paper, his fingers brushing hers. The contact was electric. “Good.” He placed the contract on a small steel table. “Now, remove your clothing. Everything. Place them on the chair.”

The command was absolute. Her face flushed, a wave of heat rising from her chest to her hairline. For a second, pride bristled. Then she remembered the eviction notice. The ramen noodles. The dream that was dying a little more each day.

Her fingers went to the buttons of her cheap blouse. They fumbled, clumsy. Jason watched, silent, patient, his eyes missing nothing. The blouse slipped from her shoulders. Her skirt pooled at her feet. The practical cotton bra and panties followed. She stood naked in the center of the room, the air cool on her skin, her arms crossing instinctively over her breasts.

“Arms at your sides,” Jason murmured. “Posture straight. Chin up. Let me see the canvas.”

She forced her arms down. Her skin prickled with goosebumps. His gaze traveled over her, slow, analytical. It didn’t feel violating. It felt like being measured for a masterpiece.

“You have an excellent foundation,” he said, stepping closer. “Good bone structure. Skin that will take light beautifully. But you are holding tension everywhere. Fear. Doubt. The city’s grime. We will wash that away.”

He led her to the X-shaped frame—a St. Andrew’s cross. He guided her wrists to the padded cuffs at the ends of the horizontal beam, securing them with soft, wide bands of leather. He did the same at her ankles, spreading her stance. She was stretched, open, vulnerable. Her pulse hammered in her throat.

“Breathe,” he instructed, his voice a low hum near her ear. “In through your nose. Out through your mouth. Focus on the sensation of the air. Nothing else.”

He moved away. She heard the soft click of a cabinet, the rustle of items being selected.

The first touch was a shock of softness. A feather, impossibly light, trailed up the inside of her thigh. She jerked, a gasp escaping her lips. The sensation was ticklish, teasing, a maddening whisper on her skin.

“Hold still,” Jason said, his tone calm. “Receive the sensation. Don’t fight it.”

He traced the feather over her hip, the curve of her waist, the sensitive underside of her arm. Each stroke was a tiny lightning strike of awareness, raising her flesh, making her nerves sing. He worked with a painter’s precision, mapping her reactions. Then the touch vanished.

A new sensation. Cold. Sharp.

An ice cube glided between her shoulder blades. She cried out, her back arching against the cross. The cold was a shock, a painful bite that melted into a strange, spreading numbness. He dragged the cube down the valley of her spine, over the swell of her buttocks. The contrast with the room’s warmth, with the lingering memory of the feather, was dizzying.

He used two cubes then, holding one in each hand, tracing her ribs, circling the taut peaks of her breasts without touching them. Her nipples tightened into aching, hard points, begging for attention he refused to give. The cold burned, then faded, leaving her skin hyper-sensitive, every pore awake and screaming.

“Please,” she heard herself whimper. She didn’t even know what she was asking for.

“Patience,” he chided.

The ice was gone. She heard another soft click. Then metal, cool and firm, touched the very tip of her left nipple. She looked down, her breath catching. It was a clamp, sleek and silver, with a small, adjustable screw. He fitted it over the tight bud, and with a slow turn, applied pressure. It wasn’t pain—not exactly. It was a deep, focusing pinch, a concentration of all her awareness into that single, tiny point of flesh. He repeated the process on her right side.

The sensation was overwhelming. A sharp, sweet ache that radiated through her chest, coiling heat in her core. She felt exposed, amplified.

Jason bent his head. His breath, warm and moist, ghosted over the clamped nipple. Then his tongue, flat and hot, laved over the metal and the swollen flesh beneath. The contrast of the warm, wet muscle against the cold, biting metal made her sob. He suckled gently, the pull echoing straight to her clit, which throbbed, swollen and neglected.

He worshiped her breasts like this for what felt like an eternity, switching between them, his mouth and hands wringing a symphony of sensation from the trapped nerves. The initial bite of the clamps transformed into a steady, throbbing heartbeat of pleasure-pain, a relentless focus that drove every other thought from her head. There was only this—the stretch of her limbs, the cool air on her wet skin, the exquisite torture of his mouth.

With a final, gentle bite, he released the clamps. The sudden rush of blood back into her nipples was its own intense shock, a flare of heat so potent her knees buckled against her restraints.

“Very good,” Jason murmured, his lips brushing her ear. “You take sensation beautifully. Now, for the next phase.”

He released her from the cross, her limbs stiff and trembling. He guided her, his hand firm on her lower back, to the center of the room where the sex swing hung. It was a web of wide, padded straps. He helped her into it, positioning her so she was cradled, her back supported, her legs spread wide over the curved edges of the seat, her most intimate parts completely accessible and presented.

He stepped away to a console, and a low, powerful hum filled the room. A sleek, black vibrator, attached to a flexible arm, descended from the ceiling. Jason guided it with a remote. The smooth, silicone tip nudged against her inner thigh.

“The objective is not release,” he stated, his eyes locked on hers. “The objective is endurance. To ride the edge. To learn that pleasure is a landscape, and the peak is only one part of the view.”

The vibrator touched her clit.

The buzz was immediate, profound. It wasn’t the frantic judder of a cheap toy; it was a deep, resonant thrum that seemed to vibrate her very bones. Pleasure, white-hot and insistent, shot through her. Her head fell back, a sharp cry tearing from her throat. Her hips lifted, seeking more pressure.

Jason pulled the toy back an inch. “Ah-ah. Not so fast.”

He moved the vibrator in slow circles, varying the pressure, switching between patterns—a steady pulse, a wave, a random stutter. Each change brought her higher, tightening the coil in her belly until it was a physical strain. Her back arched. Her fingers twisted in the straps of the swing. Whimpers and pleas fell from her lips in a continuous stream.

“I… I need…”

“What do you need, Kaylee?” His voice was calm, a rock in the storm of her sensation.

“Please. Let me… I need to come.”

“No. Not yet.”

He intensified the pattern. The buzz became a roar in her blood. She was hovering on a razor’s edge, her entire body trembling with the effort of holding back. Sweat sheened her skin. Tears of frustration pricked her eyes. The denial was a torture more exquisite than anything that had come before. It built a pressure inside her that felt like it would crack her open.

“Please, Master!” The title erupted from her, raw and honest. “Please, I can’t… I need it. I’ll do anything. Please let me come!”

He studied her face, her body strung tight as a bow. A slow smile touched his lips. He clicked the remote off.

The sudden silence was a shock. The absence of vibration was its own cruel ache. She hung in the swing, panting, desperate, her clit still throbbing with a phantom buzz.

Then she heard the slide of a zipper. The rustle of clothing. He stepped between her spread legs, magnificently naked, his erection thick and heavy. The sight of him, the reality of what was about to happen, sent a new, deeper thrill through her exhausted body.

“You begged so prettily,” he said, his hands gripping her hips. “A good submissive communicates her needs.”

He positioned himself. The broad, slick head of his cock nudged against her entrance, which was soaked, swollen, aching. He didn’t push in. He waited, making her feel every millimeter of that potential penetration.

“Master,” she pleaded again, the word a sob.

He drove into her.

The penetration was deep, filling, a stretch that banished all thought. He was large, and she was tight, and the feeling of being utterly speared, utterly claimed, ripped a ragged scream from her lungs. He didn’t give her time to adjust. He withdrew and slammed home again, setting a punishing, perfect rhythm.

The friction was incendiary. Each thrust ground the base of his shaft against her oversensitive clit. The coil, wound impossibly tight by the edging, sprang free. Her orgasm hit her like a train, a convulsive, full-body explosion that shattered the last of her resistance. Her inner muscles clamped around him, milking him as waves of pleasure crashed over her, so intense they bordered on pain. She screamed, her vision whiting out.

He fucked her through it, his own control fraying. His thrusts grew ragged, his breath hot and harsh against her neck. With a final, deep plunge, he buried himself to the hilt and held there. A hot, pulsing flood filled her as he came with a low, guttural groan, his body shuddering against hers.

For long moments, the only sounds were their ragged breaths and the creak of the swing. He stayed inside her, softening, his weight a welcome anchor. He finally slipped out, and a trickle of his release traced a warm path down her inner thigh.

He helped her from the swing, her legs like water. He guided her to a plush rug, laying her down, then fetched a warm, damp cloth. He cleaned her with a surprising tenderness, wiping the sweat from her brow, the evidence of their joining from her thighs. He pulled a soft blanket over her.

She lay there, boneless, her mind a blissful blank. The desperate model from the city was gone. In her place was a hollowed-out, satiated vessel.

Jason sat beside her, stroking her hair. “You did exceptionally well, Kaylee. That was only an introduction.”

She turned her head to look at him, her eyes heavy-lidded.

“I’m going to take photographs that will make you famous,” he continued, his voice a soft rumble in the quiet room. “Under my direction, you’ll be a star in no time.”
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The front door clicked shut, sealing them in the quiet darkness of the house. The sophisticated air from the restaurant evaporated, replaced by the thick, waiting silence of home. Before Chloe could take another breath, his hand was in her hair, fisting the strands at her nape, steering her down the hall. Her pulse hammered against her throat, a frantic drumbeat echoing the click of his shoes on the hardwood.

No words. None were needed.

He pushed her into the bedroom, the faint city glow through the blinds painting stripes across the bed. He turned her to face him, his eyes black in the low light. His fingers, cool and sure, traced the line of her jaw. “My birthday gift,” he said, the voice low, a statement, not a question.

Chloe’s lips parted. “Yes, Daddy.”

He moved with an efficiency that stole her breath. From the nightstand drawer, he produced the cuffs. Thick, black leather, cold against her feverish skin. He secured her right wrist to the bedpost with a firm click of the buckle. The left followed. Then he pushed her back onto the mattress, capturing each ankle, spreading her wide open before him. The position was absolute, vulnerable. A shiver, part cold, part electric thrill, raced over her skin.

He stood at the foot of the bed, admiring his work. Then he picked up the shears from the dresser, the metal gleaming. He didn’t fumble with the delicate zipper of her expensive dress. He simply placed the cold blades at the hollow of her throat, where the silk gathered.

The snick of the scissors was obscenely loud.

He cut downward, a slow, rending tear. The fabric fell away from her body in two useless pieces, baring her skin to the cool air. She gasped as the silk whispered against her nipples, then her stomach, then pooled at her hips. She was laid bare, every secret curve exposed. He let the ruined dress lie there, a sacrifice at the altar of the bed.

“Beautiful,” he murmured, his gaze a physical weight on her heated skin.

He walked to the wall, selecting the flogger. The heavy leather tails whispered as he lifted it. He tested the weight in his hand, then let it swing.

The first strike landed across her upper thighs. A sharp, bright crack that blossomed into a deep, spreading heat. She jerked against the cuffs, a sharp cry tearing from her. The second followed, lower, on the tender skin of her inner thigh. Then another, across her stomach. The rhythm was methodical, thud-thud-thud, each impact layering a new sting over the last. Her skin sang with it, flushing a vivid, angry red. Tears welled in her eyes, not from pain alone, but from the overwhelming intensity of the sensation, the sheer giving over of her body to his will.

He stopped as suddenly as he began. The air hung heavy with the scent of leather and her own arousal. He placed the flogger aside and picked up a different toy: a long string of glossy black anal beads, each one larger than the last. The cold lube dripped onto her sensitive skin, making her flinch.

“This stays in,” he instructed, his voice rough.

He pressed the first bead against her. She clenched instinctively, but his other hand came down hard on her ass, a sharp slap that forced a yelp from her and made her muscles go lax. He pushed. The small, smooth sphere breached her, a strange, full pressure. Then the next, and the next. He worked them into her slowly, relentlessly, each wider bead stretching her further, filling her in a way that was deep and undeniable. The final, weighted bulb settled just inside, the string trailing out between her cheeks. The constant, heavy presence inside her was a profound claim.

Only then did he undress himself. His cock sprang free, thick and already rigid. He didn’t guide it between her legs. He climbed onto the bed, knees framing her head, and gripped her hair again, pulling until her neck arched and her mouth fell open.

He pushed into her mouth without ceremony.

The taste of him, salt and skin, flooded her senses. He didn’t let her adjust, just began to move, fucking her face with short, deep thrusts. She gagged, tears springing to her eyes as the head of his cock hit the back of her throat. Saliva dripped down her chin. Her muffled sounds, choked and wet, seemed to spur him on. He set a brutal pace, using her mouth for his pleasure, her body straining, her lungs burning for air.

Just as the black spots danced at the edges of her vision, he pulled out with a wet pop.

He shifted down her body in one fluid motion. He positioned himself at her entrance, the head of his cock nudging against her soaked folds. He looked into her eyes, his own blazing with a possessive fire. Then he drove into her.

The invasion was breathtaking. He was huge, stretching her unbearably tight around him. And inside her ass, the beads shifted, grinding against the thin wall separating them, creating a dizzying double penetration. She cried out, a raw, shattered sound.

He didn’t pause. He set a punishing rhythm, each thrust slamming the beads deeper, then dragging them partially out. The friction was everywhere, inside and out, a merciless, overwhelming assault on her senses. Her world narrowed to the slap of skin, his guttural groans, the creak of the bed, and the impossible, coiling pressure in her core. Her cries became sobs, her body bowing against the restraints, pleasure and pain and submission twisting into a single, white-hot wire.

It snapped.

Her climax ripped through her without warning, a convulsive, violent wave of pure sensation. Her back arched off the bed as far as the cuffs allowed, a silent scream on her lips. Her inner muscles clenched around his driving cock in frantic, fluttering pulses, milking him, pulling him deeper into the storm.

With a final, ground-out groan, he buried himself to the hilt. Heat flooded her, a sharp, liquid claim that spilled out around their joining as he pulsed inside her. He stayed there for a long moment, his weight pressing her into the mattress, both of them slick with sweat and spent.

Slowly, he pulled out. He reached down and unbuckled the cuffs, one after another, his movements now detached. He didn’t rub her sore wrists. He didn’t kiss her. He simply swung his legs off the bed, picked up the flogger, and hung it back on its hook on the wall.

Chloe collapsed, boneless, into the wreckage of silk and sheets. Her entire body trembled, aftershocks still dancing along her nerves. The beads remained inside her, a heavy, lingering reminder. She heard the quiet clink of glass from the other room as he poured his drink.

A slow smile spread across her tear-streaked face. She had done it. She had given him everything.
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The humid air clung to Alina’s skin as Carlos guided her along a winding stone path, the scent of frangipani and damp earth heavy around them. The spa pavilion was a private fantasy, open on three sides to the jungle, the fourth a wall of smooth river rock with steaming waterfalls. Inside, low couches lined with silk cushions surrounded a wide, padded massage table. Shelves held crystal bottles of oil, coiled silk sashes, and an array of intriguing tools.

Carlos, his hand possessive on the small of her back, stopped her in the center of the room. “Your gift, mi reina,” he murmured, his voice a low command. “Remove the robe.”

Her fingers trembled slightly as she untied the single silk belt. The sheer fabric sighed to the floor, pooling around her ankles. The warm, mist-laden breeze kissed her naked body, making her nipples tighten instantly. She stood exposed, her skin flushing under the gaze of not just Carlos, but the two men who had entered silently from a side entrance.

Kai and Luka were visions of sculpted perfection, their bodies already gleaming with a light sheen of aromatic oil. Kai was taller, with a calm, watchful intensity. Luka had a mischievous grin and a dancer’s lean grace. They said nothing, their eyes appreciative, waiting for Carlos’s direction.

“Kai and Luka are masters of sensation,” Carlos explained, circling Alina slowly. “Tonight, they are yours. And you are theirs. The only rule is your pleasure. Do you understand?”

Alina’s breath hitched. “Yes, Carlos.”

“Good. Show them your gratitude.”

He didn’t need to elaborate. The hunger in the men’s eyes was instruction enough. She sank to her knees on the soft rug, the scent of sandalwood and male skin filling her senses. Kai stepped forward first, his hardened cock already emerging from the loose wrap around his hips. She leaned in, taking the smooth, hot length of him into her mouth, her tongue swirling around the head. He tasted of salt and coconut oil.

After a few deep, sucking pulls, Carlos’s hand touched her hair. “Share your attentions, Alina.”

She released Kai with a soft pop and turned to Luka, who was just as ready. His was slightly thicker, and she opened wider to accommodate him, her moan vibrating against his skin as he slid deep into her throat. She lost herself in the rhythm, switching between them, her hands gripping their muscular thighs, the taste of one blending into the taste of the other. Carlos’s murmured praises—“So eager,” “Look at her take you,” “That’s it, swallow him deep”—fueled her, making her core clench with empty, desperate need.

When her jaw began to ache, strong hands lifted her. They guided her, pliant and aching, onto the massage table. Her back met the cool, padded leather. Kai and Luka moved to either side of her, their oil-slick hands beginning to glide over her skin in long, firm strokes. But Carlos stood at her feet, picking up a silk sash and a small, feather-light paddle.

The first touch of the silk was a whisper across her collarbone. The first tap of the paddle on her inner thigh was a sharp, bright spark. They worked in a devastating symphony. Kai’s mouth closed over one nipple, sucking and laving while Luka’s fingers found her slick folds, stroking her clit in slow circles. Just as the pleasure began to crest, a sharp, stinging slap from Carlos’s paddle landed on the swell of her ass.

She cried out, her back arching. “More,” she gasped, the word torn from her.

They obliged. The sensations layered—soothing oiled hands kneading her breasts, the cruel-delicious bite of the paddle, the teasing drag of silk over her stomach, the relentless, skilled pressure of Luka’s fingers on her clit. She was panting, writhing, a live wire of exposed nerve endings.

Kai moved first. He positioned himself between her thighs, his body covering hers. The blunt head of his cock pressed against her entrance, and with one smooth, oil-aided thrust, he filled her completely. A ragged moan tore from Alina’s throat. He was so deep. His rhythm was slow and measured at first, each withdrawal an agony, each penetration a relief that stoked the fire higher. She wrapped her legs around his waist, meeting his thrusts, the slap of skin on skin joining the sounds of the jungle night.

Just as she felt the first tremors of an approaching climax, Kai slowed, then stilled, pulling out. She whimpered in protest, but Luka was there instantly, his body replacing Kai’s. His energy was different—fervent, passionate. He plunged into her wet heat with a claiming groan, his pace faster, harder. His hands gripped her hips, holding her steady as he drove into her, each pump hitting a spot that made her see stars. She clutched at his shoulders, her cries becoming continuous, pleading sounds.

Carlos watched, his own arousal evident. When Alina was on the brink, shuddering under Luka’s relentless fucking, Carlos spoke. “On your hands and knees, Alina. Now.”

Luka withdrew, and for a moment, she felt empty, aching. He helped her turn over, her body slick with sweat and oil. Then Carlos moved behind her. She felt the broad head of his cock, larger than the others, press against her soaked core. He entered her with a single, powerful thrust that stole her breath.

“Carlos,” she sobbed, her arms trembling as she held herself up.

One of his hands snaked around her hip, his fingers finding her clit, rubbing tight, frantic circles. The other hand, slick with more oil, traced the tight pucker of her ass. She tensed for a second, but his voice was in her ear, dark and commanding. “Relax. Take it all.”

He pushed one thick finger inside her ass, just as he drove his cock deeper into her cunt.

The dual invasion, the overwhelming fullness, the precise friction on her clit—it was too much. The orgasm exploded through her with violent, shocking intensity. Her vision whited out as her body clenched and convulsed around him, a raw, screaming release that seemed to shake the very foundation of the pavilion. Through the haze, she felt Carlos’s rhythm become frantic, his own control shattering. With a final, deep grind, he buried himself to the hilt and came, his hot release pulsing inside her as he groaned her name into the damp skin of her shoulder.

For a long moment, the only sounds were their ragged breaths and the distant rush of water. Gently, Carlos withdrew. Kai and Luka were there, their touches now solely tender, wiping her skin with warm, scented cloths. Carlos draped the sheer robe back over her shoulders, his fingers brushing her cheek.

“You are exquisite,” he said, his voice thick with satisfaction.

Alina, boneless and floating in a serene, sated bliss, could only lean into his touch as the fragrant mists swirled around them, the echoes of pleasure still humming in her veins.
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