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1 - SHARED AND SOLD

MMMMMF / Free-use / BDSM / Sex Work / Group Sex / Gangbang / Nipple Play / Cunnilingus / Blowjob / PIV Sex

The key turned in the lock, and Felicity’s heart gave a familiar, eager flutter. Jackson was home.

He didn’t call out a greeting. He just walked into the living room, his tie already loose, his eyes dark with purpose. “There you are,” he said, his voice a low rumble that went straight to her core. “I’ve got a surprise. Put on something sexy. The black tube top, the tiny skirt. Five minutes.”

No hello. No how was your day? Just a command. And Felicity loved it. The directness, the ownership. She was on her feet in an instant, a thrill zipping through her. “Yes, Sir,” she murmured, already heading for the bedroom.

The tube top was a stretch of tight black fabric that pushed her breasts up and together, leaving her shoulders bare. The skirt was barely there, a scrap of pleated material that kissed the tops of her thighs. She slipped into strappy heels and was back in the living room just as Jackson checked his watch. A faint, approving smile touched his lips. “Good girl. Let’s go.”

The drive was quiet, charged. He didn’t tell her where they were going, and she didn’t ask. The unspoken rule of their arrangement—her complete surrender to his whims—was the foundation of everything. It was what turned her on, what made her feel cherished in this uniquely intense way. He parked under the porte-cochere of a sleek, high-end hotel. Her pulse quickened.

They rode the elevator to the top floor in silence, his hand resting possessively on the small of her back. He swiped a keycard, and the door to a luxury suite hissed open.

The room was all soft lighting and panoramic city views. And in the center of it, standing near a bottle of champagne, were four men. They were well-dressed, exuding an air of casual wealth. Jared, Rob, Brett, and Kyle. They looked at her with open, hungry appraisal.

Jackson guided her forward, his hand firm. “Gentlemen,” he announced, his tone all business. “This is Felicity. She’s going to be your whore tonight.”

The words, so crude and direct, sent a shiver of pure heat through her. This was the surprise. This was new. She felt a flush spread across her chest, her nipples hardening painfully against the tight fabric of her top.

One of the men, Jared, stepped forward with a thick envelope. Jackson took it, hefted its weight with a satisfied nod, and slid it into his jacket. The transaction was complete.

“Alright, baby,” Jackson said, turning to her. His eyes were glazed with lust, for the money, for the show, for her. “Get naked. Show them what they paid for.”

Her fingers trembled only slightly as she reached for the hem of her tube top. She peeled it up and off, letting her full breasts bounce free. The men’s collective intake of breath was audible. She unzipped the tiny skirt, let it pool at her feet, and stepped out of her heels, standing completely bare before them. The air felt cool on her skin, but the heat of their stares was overwhelming.

Jackson nodded toward the massive bed. “On your back.”

She complied, sinking into the plush duvet, spreading her legs just slightly. The anticipation was a live wire under her skin.

They didn’t wait. Jared and Rob approached first. Jared’s hands were on her breasts immediately, his mouth latching onto a nipple, sucking hard while his fingers pinched and rolled the other. A sharp, sweet pain-pleasure shot through her, and she gasped. At the same time, Rob settled between her thighs, his hands spreading her open. His tongue, broad and wet, dragged a long, slow stroke up her slit.

“Fuck,” she moaned, her back arching off the bed.

The dual sensation was incredible—the rough pull on her sensitive nipples, the insistent, lapping heat on her clit. Rob ate her pussy like a man starving, his nose buried against her, his tongue flicking and probing. She could feel herself getting impossibly wet, the slick sounds joining her ragged breaths.

She heard a zipper, then felt the bed dip near her head. Brett’s cock, thick and already leaking, brushed her lips. “Open,” he commanded, and she did, taking him into her mouth. The taste of pre-cum bloomed on her tongue as he began a slow, shallow thrust. Just as she found a rhythm, Kyle tapped Brett’s shoulder. “My turn.”

Brett pulled out, and Kyle slid his length into her waiting mouth. His cock was longer, and he was less gentle, gripping her hair as he fucked her face in earnest. She relaxed her throat, letting him use her, the sensation of being utterly filled—mouth and pussy both attended to—making her dizzy with need. She glanced over, saw Jackson by the window, his hand working his own cock through his pants, watching her with fierce pride.

Jared finally released her aching breasts, his lips swollen. “Turn over,” he growled. “On your hands and knees.”

She scrambled to obey, presenting herself. Jared positioned himself behind her, and she felt the blunt, hot head of his cock nudge her entrance. He was big. He pushed in with one relentless thrust, burying himself to the hilt. A choked cry tore from her throat—a mix of stretch and stunning fullness.

“That’s it,” Jared grunted, setting a punishing pace immediately.

Each drive of his hips sent shockwaves through her, his balls slapping against her clit with every deep plunge. She could feel every ridge, every vein of him as he pistoned in and out of her slick channel. The room filled with the sounds of skin on skin, of grunts and her own high, continuous moans. His rhythm grew erratic, his thrusts becoming jagged. With a final, guttural roar, he slammed deep and held, his cock pulsing as he flooded her with his release.

He pulled out, and she felt the warm trickle down her thigh. Before she could even catch her breath, Rob was there. “My turn, sweetheart.”

Rob was bigger. The stretch as he entered her was breathtaking, a delicious burn that made her eyes roll back. He fucked her with a powerful, rhythmic intensity, one hand gripping her hip, the other tangling in her hair. “Such a good little whore,” he breathed, his pace relentless. Just as she felt the coil of her own orgasm beginning to tighten, he pulled out. Hot stripes of cum splashed across her lower back and ass, a shocking, marking warmth.

Brett was next. He rolled her onto her back again, pushing her knees toward her shoulders. He entered her in one smooth, deep stroke, and she cried out, her overstimulated nerves singing. He pounded into her, the bedframe rattling against the wall. “You love this, don’t you?” he grunted. “You love being a used-up fucktoy?”

She could only nod, words beyond her. The friction, the deep, rhythmic pounding, the sheer fullness was pushing her toward the edge. He groaned, his body locking, and she felt another flood of heat fill her as he came.

Kyle replaced him, his cock glistening with her juices and the remnants of the others. He fucked her with a focused, almost clinical precision, his eyes on where their bodies joined. When he pulled out, he aimed for her chest, painting her breasts and stomach with his release.

Then, it was Jackson. Her Jackson. He shucked his pants, his cock proud and eager. He moved between her legs, looking down at her—a mess of sweat, spit, and seed. He slid into her sloppy, well-used pussy, and the feeling was different. Intimate. Familiar. Hers.

“You did so good,” he whispered, his thrusts deep and possessive. “Look at you. My perfect girl.”

His words, the look in his eyes, tipped her over. Her orgasm crashed through her, a rolling wave of intense pleasure that made her sob his name. Her inner walls clenched and fluttered around his cock, milking him, and with a shuddering groan, he came, adding his own seed to the mix inside her.

He collapsed beside her for just a moment, both of them breathing heavily. Then, he stood up. He tossed her clothes onto the bed. “Get dressed.”

Felicity moved slowly, her body humming, every muscle loose and satisfied. She wiped herself clean as best she could with a corner of the duvet, then pulled on her skirt and top. The fabric felt alien against her sensitized skin.

As they walked out of the suite, the four men giving her nods of appreciation, she felt a profound sense of pride. She had pleased him. She had fulfilled his fantasy.

In the elevator, Jackson put his arm around her, pulling her close. “You were incredible,” he said, kissing her temple. “Absolutely perfect.”

She leaned into him, a smile playing on her lips. The night air was cool as they stepped outside, but she was glowing from the inside out.

As he opened the car door for her, she slid inside, her mind already spinning, already eager. I wonder what he has planned for me next.

2 - USED IN THE LAUNDRY ROOM

MF / Free-use / BDSM / PIV Sex / Blowjob

The warm, clean scent of laundry powder filled the small room. Barbie stood by the folding table, her hands smoothing a t-shirt, her movements practiced and calm. This was her space, her quiet chore. But the peace was a thin veil, one she wore like the soft cotton of her yoga pants. Beneath it, her body was always waiting, a live wire attuned to a single frequency.

She felt him before she heard him. A shift in the air, the soft creak of the floorboard behind her. Then, the unmistakable, firm pressure of him, hard and insistent against the curve of her ass. Her breath hitched, a tiny, sharp sound lost in the hum of the dryer.

A shiver, hot and liquid, coursed straight down her spine. Her fingers stilled on the fabric. This was it. The silent command she lived for.

David’s hands settled on her hips, large and possessive. He didn’t speak. He never needed to at moments like this. His touch was his vocabulary. He hooked his thumbs into the waistband of her pants and panties and peeled them down in one rough, efficient motion. The cool air of the laundry room kissed her exposed skin, a stark contrast to the heat flooding her core.

He bent her forward, the denim of his jeans rough against her bare thighs. Her palms flattened against the humming metal lid of the washing machine, the vibrations traveling up her arms. He pushed her shirt up, the cotton bunching under her arms, and his hand slid underneath. It was warm, slightly calloused. He palmed her breast, his fingers finding her nipple and pinching it—not gently. A sharp gasp tore from her lips, followed instantly by a low moan as he rolled the tight bud between his thumb and forefinger. The dual sensation—the cold, steady machine under her hands, the hot, demanding pinch of his touch—made her head spin.

She heard the rasp of his zipper, the rustle of clothing. Then, the blunt, wet head of him pressed against her entrance. He was already slick from her own arousal, she could feel it. He didn’t ask. He didn’t tease. He just pushed.

A deep, stretched-full feeling stole the air from her lungs as he entered her in one solid, claiming stroke. Oh god. Her inner muscles fluttered wildly around the sudden, delicious intrusion. He was so deep, so complete inside her.

Then he began to move.

His hips drew back and slammed forward, setting a relentless, pounding rhythm against her backside. Each thrust jolted her forward, her breasts rubbing against the bunched-up shirt, her nipples pebbling into aching points. The washing machine shuddered slightly with their combined force. Clunk. Clunk. Clunk. The sound timed with his drives.

“You’re so wet,” he grunted, his voice a rough rumble against her ear. His hands tightened on her hips, surely leaving bruises. She hoped they would. Proof. “Just folding laundry and you’re dripping for me.”

She could only whimper, a broken stream of “yes” and “David” falling from her lips with every impact. Her world narrowed to the piston-fire of his cock inside her, the stretch and burn and glorious friction that coiled a tight, screaming heat low in her belly. Her fingers clawed at the smooth metal lid.

Just as that coil threatened to snap, he stopped. He pulled out of her with a wet, slick sound that made her groan in protest.

Before she could process the loss, his hand was in her hair, fisting the strands close to her scalp. Not painfully, but with absolute control. He guided her down, turning her, until her knees hit the cool linoleum.

She looked up, her lips already parted, her breath coming in ragged pants. He stood over her, his cock glistening with her own slickness, hard and imposing. The musky, intimate scent of their coupling filled her nostrils, and a fresh wave of dizzying desire washed over her.

He didn’t guide it slowly. He placed the tip against her lips and pushed forward, filling her mouth. She relaxed her jaw, letting him in, her tongue flattening to accommodate him. He tasted of salt and skin and her—a dark, primal flavor that made her moan around his girth.

He set a new rhythm, one hand still tangled in her hair, the other braced against the wall. He fucked her mouth with the same dominant force he’d used on her pussy. Deep, shallow, then deep again, hitting the back of her throat. She gagged, tears springing to her eyes, but the sound she made was one of pure, desperate want. Her hands came up to clutch at his thighs, not to push him away, but to hold on. To feel the muscles working as he used her. This was her purpose. This pleasure, this service.

“Look at you,” he growled, his thrusts slowing for a moment. “My pretty little slut, loving the taste of herself on my cock.”

She moaned in agreement, her eyes locked on his, sucking gently as he pulled back, then taking him deep again, letting her throat work around him.

With a final, possessive tug on her hair, he pulled himself from her mouth. A string of saliva connected her lips to his glistening shaft for a second before breaking. He hauled her up, her legs wobbly. In one swift motion, he lifted her—she was light in his arms—and sat her on the vibrating lid of the washing machine. The cold surface shocked her heated skin.

He pushed her back until she was leaning on her elbows, her legs falling open in blatant invitation. He stepped between them, his hands gripping the backs of her thighs, spreading her wider. He sheathed himself inside her again in one deep, perfect plunge.

“Ah! David!” Her cry was loud in the small room.

This angle was different. Deeper. Every drive of his hips rubbed his pelvis directly against her clit. The vibrations from the machine beneath her added a constant, buzzing counterpoint to his thrusts. It was too much. It was everything.

Her heels hooked behind him, pulling him in closer, taking him deeper still. The tight, screaming coil in her belly pulled taut, and tauter, wound by every grinding, powerful stroke. She was babbling, a litany of pleas and praises, her head thrown back.

“I’m gonna… I can’t…” she choked out.

“Come,” he commanded, his voice strained with his own impending release. “Come on my cock, Barbie. Now.”

It was the permission she didn’t know she needed. The orgasm shattered through her, a violent, electric current that locked her body rigid. Her inner muscles clenched around him in rapid, pulsing waves, gripping him like a velvet fist. A high, broken cry tore from her throat as the pleasure washed over her in endless, drowning waves.

Feeling her convulse around him was his undoing. With a low, guttural groan that was pure masculine triumph, he buried himself to the hilt and let go. She felt the hot, liquid pulse of his release deep inside her, each jet a branding claim that made her shudder with aftershocks.

He stayed there for a long moment, pressed deep, both of them breathing like they’d run a marathon. Slowly, he softened and slipped out of her. He took a step back, looking down at her sprawled on the machine, utterly spent and thoroughly used.

He zipped his jeans, his breathing already returning to normal. He ran a hand through his hair and gave her a slow, satisfied look.

“Get back to work,” he said, his voice now casual, almost detached. He turned and walked out of the laundry room, leaving the door slightly ajar.

Barbie slid gingerly off the washing machine, her legs barely holding her. A warm trickle trailed down her inner thigh. She reached for her discarded pants, a slow, deeply contented smile spreading across her face. She loved this. She loved being his. Her body was his to use, anytime, anywhere.

She pulled up her pants, her fingers trembling only slightly. She turned back to the folding table, to the stack of warm, clean laundry. The shirt she’d been folding was now crumpled on the floor. She picked it up, shook it out, and began to smooth it again. The familiar, mundane motion was a perfect contrast to what had just happened. The hum of the appliances filled the silence he’d left behind.

She was his free-use slut. And in this quiet, sunlit room, smelling of soap and sex, she had never felt more complete.

3 - SHARING THE BRIDE

MMF / Free-use / BDSM / Group Sex / Threesome / Blowjob / PIV Sex

The air in the living room was thick with anticipation, charged with a quiet electricity that made Ariana’s skin prickle. She stood by the fireplace, a simple silk robe tied loosely around her, her heart a steady drum against her ribs. Brent’s hand was a heavy, possessive weight on the small of her back. Across from them, Rick shifted his weight, a faint, nervous smile playing on his lips.

“You remember the rules, darling,” Brent said, his voice a low rumble in the quiet room. His fingers traced the line of her spine through the silk. “My rules. What’s mine is mine to share. Especially on a night like this.”

Ariana’s gaze flickered from Brent’s intense eyes to Rick’s. She’d always known this was a possibility. The free-use agreement wasn’t just a kink; it was the bedrock of their relationship, her submission the greatest gift she could give him. The night before their wedding made it feel ceremonial, significant. A final testament of her devotion.

“I remember,” she breathed, the words barely audible.

Brent nodded to Rick. “She’s all yours to start.”

Rick didn’t hesitate. He stepped forward, his hands going to his belt. The sound of his zipper was deafening. He pushed his jeans and boxers down just enough, and his cock sprang free, already thick and hard. Ariana’s mouth went dry just looking at it.

“Go on, Ariana,” Brent murmured, settling into an armchair. His own hand drifted to his lap. “Show my best man how a good fiancée greets a guest.”

Ariana sank to her knees on the plush rug. The cool air kissed her thighs as her robe fell open. She looked up at Rick, at the blunt head of his cock level with her eyes, then leaned forward. She didn’t use her hands. Brent liked her hands behind her back unless told otherwise. She just opened her mouth and took him in.

The first touch of her lips to his hot skin sent a jolt through her. Salty. Clean. She swirled her tongue around the crown, tasting the first bead of pre-cum. A low groan escaped Rick’s throat, his hands coming to cradle her head, not forcing, just holding. She took him deeper, her throat relaxing, her nose pressing into the coarse hair at his base. The stretch of her jaw, the heavy weight on her tongue, the muffled sounds of his pleasure—it all combined into a wave of submissive bliss. She was doing this for Brent. She was proving herself.

From his chair, Brent watched, his own cock now free, stroking himself with a slow, deliberate rhythm. “Look at her,” he said to Rick, his voice thick. “Look how she takes it. Made for this.”

Ariana increased her pace, bobbing her head, hollowing her cheeks. Rick’s hips began to stutter. “Fuck, she’s good,” he choked out.

“I know,” Brent said. “Now get naked, Ariana. All the way.”

She pulled off Rick’s cock with a wet pop, a string of saliva bridging her lips to him. Her fingers trembled only slightly as she untied the robe. It pooled around her knees. The cool air washed over her completely bare skin, her nipples tightening instantly. She felt utterly exposed, utterly owned, under the gaze of the two men.

“On the couch, Rick,” Brent instructed, his stroking hand moving faster. “Let her ride you. I want to see her work for it.”

Rick sat back, his cock standing proud and glistening from her mouth. Ariana climbed onto the couch, straddling him. She positioned herself, the broad head of him nudging at her entrance. She was already slick, her own arousal a hot, aching pulse between her legs. She looked at Brent, seeking his nod. He gave it.

Slowly, she sank down.

A gasp tore from her lips as he filled her, a perfect, burning stretch. So full. She braced her hands on Rick’s shoulders, her head falling back. For a moment, she just stayed there, impaled, adjusting to the sensation of a different man inside her. Then she began to move.

Her hips rose and fell, setting a rhythm that started slow, then grew more desperate. Each downward plunge forced a soft grunt from Rick. The sound of their skin meeting, slick and wet, filled the room. Ariana’s world narrowed to the friction, the building coil of pleasure in her own core, and the sight of Brent watching, his hand a blur on his own shaft.

“Faster,” Brent growled.

She obeyed, bouncing harder, her breasts swaying with the motion. Rick’s hands gripped her hips, his fingers digging into her flesh, helping to drive her down onto him with more force. The slap of skin grew louder, more frantic.

“Switch,” Brent commanded, his voice leaving no room for delay. “Take her from behind. I want to see him bury himself in you.”

Ariana nearly whimpered as she lifted off, Rick’s cock slipping out with a lewd sound. She was so empty, so achingly empty. Rick stood, his breathing ragged, and guided her to the arm of the couch. She bent over, presenting herself, the cool leather against her cheek and chest. Rick positioned himself behind her, one hand on her hip, the other guiding his cock back to her soaked entrance.

He didn’t tease. He drove into her in one long, deep stroke.

Ariana cried out, a sharp, wanton sound. This angle was different—deeper, somehow more primal. He hit a spot inside her that made stars burst behind her eyelids with every thrust. Rick set a punishing pace, his balls slapping against her with each powerful drive. The armrest dug into her stomach, holding her in place for his use. She was just a vessel, a hot, tight sheath for his pleasure, and the thought made her clench around him.

“Yes,” Rick hissed, his control fraying. “Fuck, you’re so tight. Gonna… gonna fill you up.”

His rhythm became erratic, frantic. With a final, guttural groan, he shoved himself as deep as he could go and held there. Ariana felt the hot, sudden flood of his release inside her, jet after jet, marking her, claiming her in the most basic way. He collapsed over her for a second, panting, before pulling out slowly. A trickle of his cum immediately escaped down her inner thigh.

Before she could even process the sensation of being filled with one man, Brent was there.

He nudged Rick aside, his own cock, thicker and somehow more familiar, pressing against her slick, used opening. “My turn,” he whispered, his mouth against her ear. “My slut. Full of another man, just for me.”

He pushed in. The stretch was immense, overwhelming. Her body, already sensitized and stretched, accepted him with a guttural moan. Brent fucked her with a possessive fury, a statement. Each thrust was a punctuation mark, hard and deep, pushing Rick’s seed deeper inside her.

“This is what you are,” he grunted, his hands gripping her hips hard enough to bruise. “Mine to share. Mine to use. And tomorrow, you’ll be mine forever.”

His words, the brutal, perfect pace, the overwhelming fullness—it all crashed over Ariana. The coil in her belly snapped. Her orgasm ripped through her without warning, a silent, screaming wave that clenched her entire body. Her pussy gripped his cock in frantic, fluttering pulses, milking him.

The sensation pushed Brent over the edge. With a roar, he buried himself to the hilt and came, his own release joining Rick’s in a hot, messy mix inside her. He pulsed into her for what felt like an eternity, his body shuddering against her back.

Finally, he stilled, both of them panting, dripping sweat. He pulled out slowly. A sharp, stinging crack echoed through the room as his hand connected with her ass—a familiar, claiming slap.

“Good girl,” he breathed, his voice ragged with satisfaction. “Such a good fucking slut.”

Ariana, still bent over the couch, her body humming and thoroughly used, a sticky mess between her legs, felt a delirious, profound happiness. She turned her head, catching his eye, a lazy, sated smile on her swollen lips.

“I can’t wait,” she whispered, her voice hoarse, “to be your wife.”

4 - HER NEW HUSBAND’S RULES

MF / Free-use / BDSM / Arranged Marriage / Shower / Blowjob / PIV Sex

The heavy oak door closed behind Katerina with a finality that echoed in the cavernous marble foyer. Her single, worn suitcase looked absurdly small on the polished floor. This was it. The deal was struck. Her family’s debts would be cleared, their future secured, all for the price of her life in this gilded cage with a man she’d met only once before.

Luke emerged from a shadowed archway, his presence immediately swallowing the vast space. He was older, his sharp suit costing more than her family’s yearly income, and his gaze was a physical weight.

“Katerina.” His voice was cool, smooth. “Your room is upstairs. First, the rules.”

Her heart hammered against her ribs. Here it comes.

“The marriage is a formality for the public, and for the contract your father signed,” he began, pacing slowly around her. “Privately, our arrangement is simpler. You live here. You want for nothing. In return, you grant me free-use of your body.”

She blinked. The clinical term hung in the air. Free-use.

“Any time I desire you,” he continued, stopping directly in front of her. His eyes, a chilling gray, held hers. “Any place in this house. You will be available. You will be compliant. Do you understand?”

A tremor ran through her. This was what she’d agreed to, but hearing it stated so baldly… it was terrifying. It was also, to her shame, a dark, liquid thrill that pooled low in her belly. The absolute surrender of it. The sheer, illicit wrongness. She nodded, her throat tight. “I understand.”

“Good.” A ghost of a smile touched his lips. “Now, go upstairs. Settle in. Then get clean. You smell of travel and fear.”

—

The guest room—her room—was larger than her entire apartment back home. She unpacked her meager possessions, the simple fabrics looking lost in the ornate drawers. The shower in the en-suite bathroom was a sleek, glass-walled stall with multiple jets. She stepped under the scalding spray, trying to wash away the nervous energy, the strange, buzzing arousal that had taken root since he’d laid out his terms.

The water beat against her shoulders. She leaned her forehead against the cool tile, eyes closed. What have I done?

The shower door hissed open.

She gasped, whirling around. Luke stood there, already naked. Her breath caught. He was powerfully built, all lean muscle and confident grace. And he was fully, impressively erect. He stepped into the spray, the water sluicing over his broad chest.

No words. He simply took her wrist, his grip firm but not painful, and guided her down. Her knees met the wet tile. She looked up, water stinging her eyes. He loomed over her, his cock level with her face. The sheer size of it, the veined, flushed reality of it, made her mouth go dry.

“Open,” he commanded, his voice a low rumble over the water’s roar.

Her lips parted. He didn’t wait. The broad head nudged past her lips, and he slid slowly into the heat of her mouth. She made a soft, muffled sound. The taste of him, clean skin and something uniquely male, filled her senses.

“Good,” he murmured, his hands moving to cradle her head. “Now suck.”

She obeyed, tentatively at first, her tongue exploring the silken-soft skin stretched taut over his rigid length. A groan escaped him, and the sound ignited something wild in her. She took him deeper, hollowing her cheeks, finding a rhythm. His fingers tightened in her wet hair.

“Deeper, Katerina.”

He pushed forward, and she relaxed her throat, letting him slide further. He set a slow, deliberate pace, his hips pumping gently. But the control was slipping. His thrusts became harder, faster. He fucked her mouth with a growing urgency, his grip on her hair turning possessive, anchoring her. She gagged, tears mixing with the shower spray, but the degrading sound only seemed to spur him on. A dark, submissive pleasure wound through her at his raw use of her.

With a final, deep thrust that made her eyes water, he pulled out. He hauled her to her feet, spinning her roughly to face the wall. His body pressed against her back, his hard cock sliding between her slick cheeks. One hand splayed on the tile beside her head, the other reached between her legs, fingers parting her folds.

She was soaked. Not just from the shower, but from him. From this.

“So ready,” he growled into her ear, his breath hot. “So wet for this already.”

He positioned himself, the blunt head of his cock nudging at her entrance. He pushed inside in one slow, devastating stroke. She cried out, her back arching as he filled her completely, a stretch that bordered on pain before melting into a shocking, full pleasure.

He began to move. Slow, deep drags that made her whimper. Each withdrawal was an agony of emptiness, each thrust a stunning reclamation. He built the pace gradually, his hips snapping against her ass with increasing force. The slap of wet skin, their ragged breaths, the roar of the water—it was a symphony of raw need. Her fingers scrambled against the tile for purchase.

“That’s it,” he grunted. “Take it. All of it.”

The coil inside her, wound tight from the moment he entered the shower, shattered. Her orgasm ripped through her without warning, her internal muscles clenching around him in frantic, pulsing waves. A broken sob escaped her as she came, her body shuddering against his.

He stilled, buried deep, letting her ride the convulsions. “Good girl,” he whispered, the praise a shockwave of its own. Then he pulled out, turning off the water. He wrapped a large, plush towel around her, and then one around himself. Wordlessly, he took her hand and led her, dripping and boneless, into the bedroom.

He laid her on the cool, silken duvet, on her stomach. He parted her thighs with his knees, his hands smoothing over the curves of her ass. She felt the hot, solid weight of him pressing against her core once more.

This angle was different. Deeper. More invasive. He entered her with a single, powerful thrust that made her gasp into the bedding. He didn’t start slow this time. He set a relentless, pounding rhythm from the first moment, each drive of his hips pushing her further up the bed, sending shockwaves of sensation through her utterly spent body.

Yet, a new heat was building. A lower, darker, more insistent fire. Her earlier climax had only primed her, had only made her more sensitive to the brutal, claiming rhythm of his possession. She felt every ridge, every vein of him as he pistoned in and out. One of his hands gripped her hip, holding her in place, while the other tangled in her damp hair, pulling her head back to arch her spine.

“You like this,” he stated, his voice thick with strain. “You like being used. Being my little whore.”

The crude word should have shamed her. Instead, it lit a fuse. “Yes,” she moaned, the admission torn from her. “Yes.”

Her second climax was a slower, deeper unraveling. It started as a molten pool in her belly and spread outward, a tide of pure, mindless sensation that clenched around him, milking his length. She screamed into the duvet, her body convulsing under his.

With a guttural roar, he drove into her one last, final time, hilting himself completely. She felt the hot, sudden pulse deep inside her as he came, his own release triggering another, smaller ripple of pleasure within her. He collapsed over her, his weight a welcome anchor, their sweat-slicked skin sticking together.

For long moments, there was only the sound of their ragged breathing slowing. He shifted off her, but didn’t let her go, pulling her against his side. She nestled there, stunned, her body humming, her mind blissfully empty.

She did like it. The surrender. The sheer physicality of it. The loss of control she’d never truly had anyway.

Luke’s hand stroked her hair, almost absently. Then his voice cut through the quiet, low and sure.

“Tomorrow morning, in my study. Seven o’clock. Don’t be dressed.”

5 - FREE-USE AT THE BEACH

MF / Free-use / BDSM / Public / Blowjob / PIV Sex

The sun was a warm, heavy blanket on Georgia’s skin. The scent of salt and coconut oil hung in the air, and the rhythmic crash of waves was the only sound that mattered. She lay on her stomach, her cheek resting on her folded arms, eyes closed. The sand was soft beneath the towel, the heat a pleasant, drowsy pressure.

Beside her, Brandon shifted. His hand, broad and warm, landed on the small of her back. It was a familiar weight, a possessive anchor. She sighed, a contented sound lost in the ocean’s murmur. His fingers traced idle patterns over her skin, dipping beneath the waistband of her tiny bikini bottom, then skating back up her spine.

There was no discussion. No whispered question. That was the point, the thrilling, constant undercurrent of their life together. His touch was a command her body was wired to obey. His fingers slipped lower, past the fabric, and delved into the hot cleft of her ass. A soft, involuntary gasp escaped her lips. Her hips pressed down into the towel, seeking more of that casual, claiming touch.

“Up,” he murmured, his voice a low rumble against the backdrop of the sea.

Her eyes fluttered open. He was already standing, a tall silhouette against the bright sky, his swim trunks loose on his hips. The look in his eyes was dark, focused, and utterly familiar. It was the look that made her stomach clench and heat pool low in her belly. She pushed herself up, sand clinging to her skin, and took the hand he offered.

He led her away from the scattered families and sunbathers, toward a jagged outcropping of rocks that separated their stretch of beach from a more secluded cove. The sand gave way to smoother, sun-warmed stone. The sound of the waves grew louder, echoing off the rock face. Here, they were hidden.

He turned her to face him, his hands settling on her hips. His thumbs hooked into the sides of her bikini bottoms. “Good?” he asked, a formality, a check-in that was part of their ritual.

“Yes,” she breathed, the word barely audible. “Always.”

A quick, efficient tug, and the scrap of fabric was down her thighs, then gone, tossed onto a dry rock. The ocean breeze was a shocking, delicious caress on her newly bared skin. He didn’t pause. His hands went to the ties of her bikini top. A pull at her neck, then her back, and it fluttered away, joining its counterpart. She stood before him, completely exposed, the sun and his gaze touching every part of her.

“Knees,” he said.

She sank down without hesitation, the rough texture of the rock biting pleasantly into her knees. The world narrowed to the triangle of his body before her, the dark trail of hair leading down from his navel. He pushed his trunks down just enough, and his cock sprang free, already thick and fully hard. It was a sight that never failed to make her mouth water, a symbol of his need, of her purpose.

She didn’t wait for further instruction. She leaned forward, her tongue flicking out to taste the salty bead of pre-cum already glistening at the tip. A low groan vibrated from his chest. She wrapped her lips around the head, savoring the smooth, hot weight of him, the faint, musky taste that was uniquely his. Her tongue swirled, and she took him deeper, her jaw relaxing as she let him fill her mouth.

Her hands came up to cradle his hips, her nails digging lightly into his skin. She loved this—the submission, the service, the sheer physicality of it. She loved the way his breathing hitched, the way his abdominal muscles clenched. She worked him with her mouth, a slow, deep rhythm, hollowing her cheeks on the upstroke.

“That’s it,” he grunted, his fingers tangling in her sun-bleached hair. “Take it all, Georgia.”

His grip tightened, turning from caress to guidance. He began to move, gently at first, then with more insistence, fucking her mouth in a steady, shallow rhythm. She relaxed her throat, letting him set the pace, a willing vessel. Saliva slicked her chin. The sounds were obscene and perfect—wet, sucking noises, his ragged breaths, the distant cry of a seagull. The contrast was dizzying.

He owned this. He owned her. The thought spiraled through her, not as a fear, but as a fierce, bright thrill that clenched deep in her core. Her own need was a throbbing, insistent pulse between her legs.

He pulled out of her mouth with a slick pop. “Turn around,” he ordered, his voice rough. “Against the wall.”

She scrambled up, her knees protesting, and turned to face the sun-warmed rock. He was behind her in an instant, his body a solid wall of heat against her back. One hand splayed on the rock beside her head; the other gripped her hip, his fingers biting in. She braced her hands against the rough surface, arching her back, presenting herself to him.

He didn’t tease. He guided himself to her entrance, the broad head of his cock nudging against her slick, eager flesh. With one powerful, relentless thrust, he buried himself inside her to the hilt.

A sharp cry was torn from her throat, lost in the crash of a wave. He was so deep, stretching her, filling her utterly. The sensation was blinding—a perfect, burning fullness that drove every other thought from her mind. He didn’t wait for her to adjust. He set a punishing, desperate pace from the first moment, pulling almost all the way out before slamming back in, the sound of skin on skin joining the symphony of the sea.

“Fuck, you’re tight,” he growled into her ear, his breath hot. “You’re so fucking wet for this.”

She was. She was dripping for him, for this exact moment of rough, public use. Each thrust rocked her whole body forward, her breasts scraping against the rough rock, the friction a sweet, secondary pain. His hand left her hip and snaked around her front, finding her clit. His fingers were rough, calloused, and perfect as he rubbed tight, urgent circles against the swollen nub.

Pleasure detonated, a chain reaction she couldn’t stop. It started as a tight coil in her belly, then burst outward in a scorching wave. Her inner muscles clamped around him in violent, fluttering spasms. A broken, sobbing moan ripped from her throat as the orgasm tore through her, leaving her weak and trembling, held up only by his body and the rock.

Feeling her climax, he lost the last shreds of his control. His rhythm became frantic, brutal, his grip on her bruising. His other hand fisted in her hair again, pulling her head back. “Take it,” he snarled, the words a hot command against her neck. “Take my cum, you little slut.”

The crude praise was the final trigger. With a roar that was swallowed by the ocean, he drove into her one last, searing time and held himself there. She felt him pulse deep inside her, a hot, liquid rush that seemed to go on and on, marking her, claiming her in the most primitive way. He shuddered against her, his full weight pressing her into the rock.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their ragged breathing mingling with the waves. Slowly, he softened inside her and slipped out. A warm trickle traced a path down her inner thigh. He stepped back.

Georgia turned, her legs shaky, her body humming with spent sensation. Brandon was already pulling up his trunks. He bent, scooped up her discarded bikini, and tossed it to her. It landed against her stomach.

A slow, lazy smile spread across his face as he looked her over—disheveled, marked, thoroughly used. He reached out and brushed a thumb over her kiss-swollen lips. “Good slut,” he said, the words simple, final, and utterly satisfying.

6 - FREE-USE DATE NIGHT

MF / Free-use / BDSM / Public / Fingering / Handjob / Blowjob / PIV Sex

The command came as Kerri was toweling off her hair. Warren’s voice, low and firm from the bedroom, sent a familiar shiver down her spine.

“We’re going on a date. Wear the black dress. The tight one. And no panties.”

That was all. No explanation, no discussion. Just the order, hanging in the steam-filled air. A thrill, hot and liquid, pooled low in her belly. Yes, Sir, she thought, the silent acknowledgment a key that turned in the lock of her submission. She dressed with deliberate slowness, the silky fabric of the little black dress sliding over her skin like a promise. The chill of the air against her bare sex as she straightened the hem was a constant, delicious reminder of his control.

He drove, one hand resting casually on her thigh, his thumb tracing idle circles high up on her inner leg. He didn’t tell her where they were going. She didn’t ask. The anticipation was its own kind of foreplay. When he pulled into the multiplex parking lot, her breath hitched. Public. The thought electrified her.

They bought tickets for a forgettable action movie, Warren’s arm draped possessively around her shoulders. The theater was about half full, scattered clusters of people lost in their own worlds. He led her to the back row, to two seats in the corner, shrouded in deeper shadow.

The previews blared. Kerri tried to focus on the flashing colors, but her entire awareness was tuned to the man beside her. His scent, his heat, the weight of his arm. Then, his hand moved.

It started innocently enough—a warm palm settling on her knee. Then, under the cover of her skirt, it began a slow, inexorable slide upward. The silky lining of her dress whispered against her skin as his fingers pushed it higher. Her thighs fell open, a silent, eager invitation.

His fingertips brushed through her curls, and a soft gasp escaped her lips. He found her already wet, slick with the anticipation he’d built all evening. His index finger circled her clit, once, twice, a slow, maddening tease that made her hips jerk.

“Warren,” she whispered, her voice trembling.

“Quiet,” he murmured, his lips brushing her ear. His voice was a dark velvet command. “Just feel.”

And then he pushed inside. One thick finger, sliding deep into her warmth. Her head fell back against the seat, eyes squeezing shut. The obscene, wet sound of his finger moving in and out of her seemed deafening in the dark. He added a second, stretching her, filling her in the most exquisite way. Her knuckles were white where she gripped the armrests, every muscle in her body coiling tight. He curled his fingers, finding that perfect spot inside her, and her vision blurred. She bit down on her own lip to stifle the moan that wanted to rip free, the taste of copper sharp on her tongue.

He worked her like that, relentlessly, until she was a trembling mess on the edge. Then, he withdrew his glistening fingers. She whimpered at the loss, the cool air a shock.

She heard the faint rasp of his zipper. He shifted, draping his leather jacket over his lap, creating a dark tent. His hand found hers under the fabric, guiding it to his hard, hot length. Her fingers closed around him, and she began to stroke, her grip firm and knowing. She could feel every vein, every pulse of his arousal. Under the jacket, it was a secret world of heat and friction.

But it wasn’t enough for him. He always wanted more. His hand cupped the back of her head, applying gentle, insistent pressure.

“Down,” he breathed, the word more vibration than sound.

Without hesitation, she slid from her seat, sinking to her knees on the sticky theater floor. The smell of popcorn and industrial cleaner filled her nose, a stark contrast to the musky, intimate scent under the jacket. She ducked her head beneath it, into the warm, dark space that held only him.

She took him into her mouth, her tongue swirling around the head, tasting the salt of pre-cum. She swallowed him deeper, her throat relaxing, her world narrowing to this one act of service. The sounds were muffled here—the roar of the movie, the crunch of his cock sliding past her lips, her own desperate swallows. She loved it. Loved the anonymity, the danger, the complete surrender of her body to his use.

His fingers tangled in her hair, not forcing, but guiding, setting a rhythm. She could feel the tension building in his thighs under her hands.

“Up. Now,” he growled, his voice tight.

She emerged, flushed and lips swollen. He pulled her onto his lap, her back to his chest. The rough material of his jeans scratched the backs of her thighs. His hands were under her skirt again, gripping her hips. He positioned himself, the thick head of his cock nudging against her dripping entrance.

“Do it,” he commanded into her ear.

She sank down, taking him inside in one slow, breathtaking glide. A choked cry caught in her throat. He was so deep, filling her so completely it stole the air from her lungs. Her own weight pushed him impossibly high inside her.

His hands clamped on her hips, and he began to move her. Up, then down. A slow, rolling bounce that made her see stars. She braced her hands on his thighs, her head lolling back against his shoulder. Every thrust rubbed her clit against the seam of his jeans, sending jolts of pleasure straight to her core. The risk was intoxicating. A couple a few rows down laughed at something on screen. An usher’s flashlight swept the aisle far away. And here she was, being fucked in a public theater, impaled on her Dom’s cock.

The coil inside her, wound so tight all evening, began to unravel. Her breath came in ragged, silent pants. Her internal muscles clenched around him, milking his length.

“I’m… I’m going to…” she managed to whimper.

“Come,” he ordered, his own rhythm becoming jagged, frantic. “Come all over my cock.”

It was the permission she needed. The orgasm tore through her, a silent, seismic wave that locked her muscles and turned her vision white. Her pussy convulsed around him, gripping and fluttering, a wet, rhythmic pulse that pulled his own release from him.

With a harsh groan he muffled against her neck, he thrust up one final, deep time and held her there. She felt the hot, sudden flood of his cum filling her, a claiming so intimate it brought tears to her eyes. They stayed like that, joined, trembling, as the credits began to roll and light spilled into the theater.

Slowly, carefully, he helped her off his lap and back into her own seat. He handed her a napkin from the concession stand with a casualness that made her head spin. As they stood to leave, his cum was a warm, secret trickle down her inner thigh, a constant reminder under her dress.

Walking out, his arm around her again, she felt utterly exposed and completely owned. The cool night air hit her flushed skin. She’d never been more turned on in her life.

7 - 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.”

8 - AMELIA JOINS IN

MFF / Free-use / BDSM / Group Sex / Threesome / Cunnilingus / Masturbation / PIV Sex / Blowjob

The vacuum cleaner’s hum was the only sound in the sun-drenched living room. Kelsie moved with a practiced rhythm, her mind pleasantly blank as she pushed the machine back and forth over the carpet. This was their agreement. Her submission. His command. A simple, clean dynamic that thrummed just beneath the surface of their domestic life.

The key turned in the front lock.

She didn’t look up, just clicked off the vacuum as Gerald’s familiar footsteps crossed the hardwood. But then a second, lighter set followed. Kelsie’s head lifted.

Gerald stood in the archway, a relaxed smile on his face. Beside him was a woman. She was tall, with dark hair swept over one shoulder and a curious, confident look in her eyes as she surveyed the room, then Kelsie.

“Kelsie, this is Amelia,” Gerald said, his voice calm, factual. He placed a hand on the small of Amelia’s back, guiding her fully into the room. “Amelia, this is Kelsie.”

Amelia offered a small, knowing smile. “Hi, Kelsie.”

Kelsie felt a flutter in her stomach, a sudden, sharp awareness of her own body in her old cleaning t-shirt and shorts. The rules were clear, but this was a new variable. Her eyes darted to Gerald, seeking a cue.

He gave it without words, his gaze holding hers, steady and expectant. Then he gestured toward the hallway. “Come with us.”

He led them both, his authority a tangible force in the quiet house, straight to the master bedroom. The late afternoon light slanted across the rumpled duvet. He turned, leaning against the dresser, and looked from one woman to the other.

“Get undressed. Both of you.”

The command, delivered so plainly, sent a direct current of heat straight to Kelsie’s core. Her fingers went to the hem of her shirt. Across from her, Amelia didn’t hesitate either, her fingers deftly unbuttoning her blouse. There was a soft rustle of fabric, the quiet click of a belt buckle, and then they were standing bare before him and each other. Kelsie’s skin prickled under Amelia’s appraising look, a mix of nerves and a strange, thrilling vulnerability.

Gerald’s eyes darkened with approval. He nodded toward the bed. “Kelsie. On your knees beside the bed. Amelia, lie back.”

Amelia complied, stretching out on the crisp cotton, her body a pale contrast against the dark sheets. Gerald’s hand came to rest on Kelsie’s shoulder, guiding her down until her knees pressed into the plush rug. He positioned her head between Amelia’s spread thighs.

“Taste her,” he said, his voice a low rumble.

Kelsie’s heart hammered against her ribs. She could smell Amelia’s scent, clean and musky and utterly female. She leaned in, her tongue finding the soft, swollen folds. She traced a slow, experimental line. Amelia’s breath hitched.

She likes it, Kelsie thought, a spark of power igniting in her submission. She focused, her tongue flattening to lap more firmly, seeking the hidden nub. When she found Amelia’s clit, she circled it, gently at first, then with more pressure.

A sharp gasp tore from Amelia’s lips. “Oh… yes, just like that.”

Amelia’s hips lifted off the bed, a silent plea for more. Kelsie gave it to her, her mouth settling into a rhythm of firm, sucking kisses. She listened to the symphony of Amelia’s pleasure—the stuttering moans, the creak of the bedframe as she twisted the sheets in her fists. The taste of her, salty and complex, filled Kelsie’s mouth. She felt drunk on it, on the power to unravel this stranger.

From the corner of her eye, she saw Gerald. He had stripped, his cock already hard and thick in his hand. He stroked himself slowly, his gaze locked on the scene before him, on Kelsie’s mouth working between Amelia’s thighs.

“Enough,” he said, though his voice was strained.

Kelsie pulled back, her lips glistening. Amelia was panting, her chest flushed.

Gerald moved to the bed, climbing over Amelia, settling between her legs. He didn’t ask. He guided himself to her entrance and pushed forward in one deep, relentless thrust.

Amelia cried out, her back arching. “Gerald!”

Kelsie watched, frozen. She expected a sting of jealousy, a pang of possession. But it didn’t come. Instead, a hotter, darker wave of arousal crashed over her. Seeing him take another woman, seeing the raw, physical demand of it… it made her own emptiness ache. Her nipples tightened to painful points. Her own wetness was a slick, undeniable truth between her legs.

Gerald fucked Amelia with a hard, driving pace, the sound of skin on skin filling the room. But his eyes found Kelsie’s. He held her gaze as he moved, as Amelia clawed at his back.

He pulled out of Amelia abruptly, leaving her whimpering. In two strides he was before Kelsie, his damp cock hovering at her lips.

“Clean it,” he growled.

She opened her mouth without thought. The broad head pushed past her lips, the taste of Amelia’s arousal now mingled with his own saltier pre-cum. She sucked him deep, her tongue swirling around the shaft, cleaning him, claiming the evidence of his possession of another. The act was profoundly degrading and utterly intoxicating. She moaned around him, the vibration making his thighs tense.

He pulled his cock from her mouth with a wet pop. “On your hands and knees. Now.”

She scrambled to obey, getting into position on the rug beside the bed, presenting herself to him. She felt his hands on her hips, rough and possessive. Then the blunt, insistent pressure of him, not at her entrance, but pushing, demanding.

He entered her in one savage thrust, so deep it stole her breath.

“Fuck!” The word was ripped from her.

He didn’t pause, didn’t gentle. He set a punishing rhythm, each powerful drive of his hips sending jolts of pure, electric pleasure through her center. The angle was perfect, his cock hitting a spot inside her that made her vision blur. She could hear Amelia’s ragged breathing from the bed beside them. She could smell their combined scents in the air.

Her own sounds were shameless—guttural moans, sharp cries with every impact. Her arms trembled, threatening to give out. The coil of pleasure in her belly wound tighter and tighter, a spring about to snap.

“You like watching me fuck her?” Gerald grunted, his pace never faltering. “You like being used after?”

“Yes!” she sobbed, the truth of it overwhelming. “God, yes!”

It was the permission her body needed. The climax tore through her, violent and consuming. Her inner muscles clamped down on his cock in rhythmic, milking spasms, a vise of pure sensation. She screamed into the rug, her body convulsing under his.

Her climax triggered his. With a final, brutal thrust, he buried himself to the hilt. A hot, ragged groan tore from his throat as he pulsed inside her, filling her with his release. She felt every jet, a scalding claim that mirrored the one he’d left in Amelia.

He stayed there for a long moment, both of them panting, dripping with sweat. Then he pulled out, leaving her feeling empty and used in the most exquisite way.

Kelsie collapsed onto her side, her body humming, completely spent. On the bed, Amelia was watching her, a faint, sated smile on her lips. Gerald stood over them both, looking down with an expression of deep satisfaction.

As her breathing slowly returned to normal, one thought crystallized in Kelsie’s bliss-fogged mind, a hopeful, hungry pulse amidst the aftershocks. She turned her head, looking first at Amelia’s languid form, then up at Gerald. “Thank you for inviting her,” she whispered.

9 - COVERED IN CUM
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The key turned in the lock, a soft click that echoed in the quiet entryway. Derrika hadn’t even managed to drop her purse before his voice, low and commanding, stopped her.

“Stop.”

She froze, her body instinctively going still at the sound. Victor sat in the high-backed armchair by the window, a king observing his domain. The setting sun cast long shadows across his sharp features.

“Come here.”

She walked to him, her heart beginning a heavy, anticipatory rhythm in her chest. He didn’t touch her. He just looked at her, his gaze a physical weight, stripping away the day, the commute, the petty worries. It all fell away until there was only him and the electric promise in the air.

Slowly, deliberately, he unzipped his trousers. The sound was obscenely loud. He freed his already hard cock, thick and demanding. He gripped himself at the base, his knuckles white.

“On your knees.”

It wasn’t a request. A shiver, hot and willing, raced down her spine. Her knees hit the polished floor without a second thought. The cool wood was a stark contrast to the heat flooding her own skin. She looked up at him, at the possessive gleam in his eyes, and her lips parted.

She leaned forward, her tongue darting out to trace the broad head, tasting the clean, salty pre-cum that had already gathered. A low groan rumbled in his chest, and the sound was her reward. She took him into her mouth, sinking down, letting her lips stretch around his girth. Her head began to bob, a slow, steady rhythm, her tongue working the sensitive vein underneath.

His hand came to the back of her head, not forcing, but guiding, setting a pace that grew steadily more urgent. Her world narrowed to the scent of him, the taste of him, the feeling of him sliding deep into her throat. Her own need was a throbbing ache between her legs, a direct line to the eager motions of her mouth. She could feel the tension coiling in his thighs, the telltale tightening in his balls resting against her chin.

“That’s it… take it all, you greedy girl,” he gritted out.

His hips gave a sharp, final thrust and he held her head firmly in place as he came. Hot, salty pulses shot against the back of her throat. She swallowed what she could, but it was too much. It spilled past her lips, coating her chin.

As the last shudder wracked his body, he released her. She pulled back, gasping for air, her face glistening. She started to raise her hand, instinct driving her to wipe the mess away.

“No.”

His voice was a whip crack. Her hand froze mid-air.

“Leave it.” A dark, pleased smile touched his lips. “Now get in the car.”

Dazed, still on her knees, she stared at him. The cum was warm and sticky on her skin. In the car? But the command was absolute. Obedience was her thrill. She rose on unsteady legs and followed him out to the garage, the evidence of her submission cooling on her face.

The drive was a blur of passing streetlights and her own racing thoughts. She didn’t ask where they were going. The sticky feeling on her skin was a constant, thrilling reminder of his ownership. Finally, he turned down a long, secluded driveway, stopping before a large, secluded country house. Music and the low hum of voices pulsed from within.

He led her inside, and the scene hit her like a physical blow. The air was thick with the musky scent of sex and sweat. In the open living room, bodies were tangled together on every surface—on couches, on the floor, against the wall. A moan echoed, then a gasp of pleasure, then a low, masculine laugh. It was an orgy in full, glorious swing.

Victor turned to her, his eyes burning with possessive fire. “Get naked. Now.”

Her fingers, trembling slightly, went to the buttons of her blouse. She let it fall to the floor, then her skirt, her bra, her panties. She stood bare before him and the entire room, his cum still marking her face.

He nodded toward a muscular man with a predatory grin leaning against the fireplace. “She’s all yours, Kyle.”

Kyle’s eyes raked over her body, lingering on her damp between her thighs. “Fucking perfect,” he murmured, taking her wrist and leading her to a large, leather couch. He sat down, pulling her down to her hands and knees in front of him. He didn’t kiss her, didn’t caress her. He just guided his cock, impressively thick and long, to her wet entrance.

With one powerful thrust, he was inside her, filling her completely. A cry was torn from her lips, a mix of shock and pure, unadulterated pleasure. He set a punishing rhythm, each drive of his hips punching a moan from her lungs. She buried her face in the leather cushion, her entire universe the sensation of being stretched and filled.

She opened her eyes and saw Victor standing beside the couch, his pants open again, stroking his own hard cock as he watched Kyle claim her. Their eyes met. The raw hunger in his gaze pushed her higher, closer to the edge.

He moved closer, the head of his cock brushing her lips. She opened for him eagerly, taking him into her mouth again as Kyle continued to pound into her from behind. She was suspended between them, consumed by them, a vessel for their pleasure. The dual sensations were overwhelming—the deep, full feeling in her pussy, the hard length sliding over her tongue.

The tight coil in her belly snapped. Her orgasm ripped through her, a silent, screaming wave of ecstasy that made her clench tightly around Kyle’s cock. Her cries were muffled around Victor’s shaft.

Feeling her climax, Victor grunted, pulling out of her mouth. He fisted his cock twice before hot stripes of cum splashed across her cheek and into her hair, matting it down. Almost simultaneously, Kyle gave a final, deep thrust and groaned, pulling out just as his own release painted warm, wet lines across her back and ass.

She slumped forward, breathless, dripping, used. But it wasn’t over. Another man, dark-haired and lean—Nick—was there, his cock in his hand. He put it to her lips and she knew what he wanted. Too spent to take him in her mouth, she wrapped her hand around him instead, stroking him quickly, roughly. It only took a few pulls before he was groaning, adding his own cum to the collection, splattering it over her swollen breasts.

Now she was truly covered. Spent. Glazed.

Victor looked down at his masterpiece, his breath still coming hard. “My turn,” he growled.

He pushed her onto her back on the couch, her skin sticking to the leather. He shoved Kyle’s cum deeper into her as he thrust inside her well-used pussy. It was slick and messy and so intensely intimate. He fucked her with a fierce, possessive rhythm, his eyes locked on the mess on her face, in her hair, on her torso.

“You’re such a filthy whore,” he breathed, his thrusts becoming erratic. “You love this, don’t you? You love being my dirty little canvas.”

“Yes,” she gasped, her voice ragged. “Yes, Victor.”

With a guttural roar, he came, pumping his release inside her, claiming her all over again. He collapsed on her for a moment before pushing himself up.

He tossed her crumpled clothes at her. They landed on her stomach, sticking slightly to the drying cum. “Get dressed.”

She did, the fabric feeling strange and abrasive against her sensitized, marked skin. He looked her over, a masterpiece of debauchery. Cum was drying in her hair, on her face, on her chest and back. She could smell it, smell all of them, on her.

He leaned close, his voice a whisper that vibrated through her entire being.

“Look at you. Absolutely covered. You belong to me.”

A wide, delirious smile spread across Derrika’s sticky face. She did. She absolutely did. As they walked back to the car, the cool night air a shock on her heated skin, only one thought circled in her mind. A thrilling, desperate anticipation.

What would he want next?

10 - THE VIRGIN’S SURRENDER
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The penthouse was silent, a gilded cage overlooking the city’s glittering skyline. Kendra stood just inside the doorway, her silk dress feeling suddenly insubstantial against the chill of the air conditioning. Or maybe it’s just him.

Cole was leaning against the marble bar, a tumbler of amber liquid in one hand. He was dark. Not just his hair, or the stubble shadowing his jaw, but in the way he carried himself—a contained, predatory stillness. He was in his thirties, with the kind of weathered handsomeness that spoke of power, not leisure. His eyes, the color of a winter storm, tracked her every tiny movement.

“Kendra.” His voice was a low rumble that seemed to vibrate in her bones. “Come here.”

It wasn’t a request. She knew her role. She was eighteen, a peace offering wrapped in silk and youth. The arrangement was simple: her hand for a truce between warring families. She’d agreed, for her father, for her brothers. But as she took the five steps toward him, the real reason, the deep, shameful one, uncoiled in her stomach: a hot, curious ache.

He didn’t touch her. He just looked, his gaze a physical weight. “Do you know why you’re here?”

“To… to marry you.” Her voice was a whisper.

“To belong to me,” he corrected, his tone leaving no room for argument. “There are rules. The first one is the most important. You will call me ‘Daddy.’ Not Cole. Not sir. Daddy. Do you understand?”

The word was illicit, electric. It should have felt wrong. It didn’t. It felt like a key turning in a lock she didn’t know she had. “Yes.”

“Good girl,” he said, and the praise sent a shiver straight down her spine. He set his glass down. “Our families have a bargain. But I have my own terms. I need to verify the merchandise.”

Her breath hitched. The merchandise.

“Strip. Now.”

His command brooked no hesitation. Her fingers trembled as they found the zipper at the back of her dress. The silk sighed as it pooled at her feet. The cool air kissed her skin, raising goosebumps. She stood before him, completely exposed. He didn’t look at her with lust, not exactly. It was more like appraisal. He circled her slowly.

“Turn around.” She did. “Bend over. Place your hands on the bed.”

She obeyed, her heart hammering against her ribs. The king-sized bed was an expanse of black linen. She leaned over it, presenting herself. She heard the rustle of clothing, the click of a cap.

“Stay still.”

A cold, slick droplet landed at the very center of her, making her jump. Lube. Then, the blunt, firm pressure of a single, thick finger, circling, pressing, invading. She gasped, her knuckles white on the sheets. He was methodical, clinical even, as he worked his finger inside her tight, untried channel. The stretch was immense, foreign, a sharp pinch of protest that quickly melted into a strange, deep throb.

He withdrew his finger, holding it up. It was clean.

“Wonderful,” he murmured. He sounded pleased. “Good. You are intact. A perfect, untouched little girl for Daddy.” He came around to face her, his own clothes now discarded. He was fully, intimidatingly erect. He guided her to her knees on the plush carpet before him.

“Open your mouth.”

She did, her eyes wide, fixed on the heavy, veined length of him. The head nudged against her lips. The taste was musky, salty, purely masculine. “Lick it. Get it nice and wet for Daddy.”

Tentatively, she flicked her tongue against the broad crown. A low groan escaped him, and the sound was a shot of pure adrenaline to her system. He likes this. I’m doing this right. She opened wider, taking him in, her tongue swirling as he’d instructed. His hand settled on the back of her head, not forcing, just guiding.

“That’s it. Use your lips. Suck.”

She did. She hollowed her cheeks, learning the rhythm of his subtle hip movements. The world narrowed to this: the weight on her tongue, the salty pre-cum she learned to swallow, the ragged sound of his breathing, and the hot, slick ache growing between her own thighs. She was dripping, her own need a shocking, undeniable tide. She serviced him not out of duty, but out of a desperate, newfound hunger for his approval, his pleasure.

He pulled back after what felt like both an eternity and a moment. “Onto the bed. On your back.”

She scrambled up, lying down, her body humming with anticipation. He knelt between her legs, his eyes dark with intent. “This will hurt,” he stated, no false comfort in his voice. “But only for a moment. Be a good girl and take it for Daddy.”

He leaned over her, his body a warm, heavy blanket. The broad head of his cock pressed against her soaked entrance. She was panting, her hips tilting up of their own accord. He pushed.

There was a tearing, burning sensation. A single, sharp cry was torn from her throat. He stilled, buried deep, letting the pain radiate and then slowly, slowly ebb. It was replaced by a feeling of incredible fullness, a stretching that bordered on pain but was already tipping into something else. He began to move, shallowly at first, each withdrawal and thrust stoking a fire in her core.

“You’re so tight,” he grunted, his control fraying. “Such a good girl, taking all of Daddy.”

His words unraveled her. The pleasure built, coiling tighter and tighter, a spring wound beyond bearing. His thrusts became harder, deeper, hitting a spot inside her that made her see stars. She came with a sobbing gasp, her body convulsing around him, the waves of pleasure so intense they bordered on pain.

But he wasn’t finished.

In one smooth motion, he rolled her onto her stomach. A fresh chill of lube, this time there. She tensed.

“Shhh,” he soothed, his voice rough. “Daddy’s just going to use this other hole. My good girl has two holes to serve me, doesn’t she?”

The blunt pressure returned, more insistent, at a place never meant for this. The initial breach was a white-hot lance of pure wrongness. She cried out, her fingers clutching the sheets. He held still, letting her body fight and then, inevitably, surrender. The burn faded, replaced by a searing, stretched-full sensation that was somehow even more intimate.

“Good girl,” he growled, beginning to move. The friction was different, hotter, tighter. The shameful pleasure returned, amplified. With every punishing thrust, he grunted his approval. “My perfect little girl. Taking all of me.”

She came again, a second, shocking orgasm ripping through her, this one born from complete submission, from being used exactly as he desired. It triggered his own release. With a final, brutal thrust, he buried himself to the hilt, his body going rigid above her. A hot flood filled her, a claiming so primal it made her whimper.

He collapsed beside her, spent. The room was filled with the sounds of their ragged breathing. After a moment, he turned her head toward him. His eyes were no longer the storm. They were possessive, satisfied.

“You did very well,” he said, his thumb stroking her cheek. “My perfect, obedient girl.”

And Kendra, her body thoroughly used and singing with spent pleasure, knew with absolute certainty that she would do anything, anything, to hear him say that again.

11 - DADDY’S FORBIDDEN DESIRES IN PARADISE
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The private jet had been a blur of chilled champagne and clouds. The island was a postcard of turquoise water and white sand. But the hotel suite was something else entirely. It was a cavern of marble and glass, all cool surfaces and silent luxury that made Oriana’s heart thump against her ribs. She stood just inside the door, her single, worn suitcase looking absurd on the pristine floor.

Connor watched her from a sleek sofa, a crystal tumbler in his hand. He was older, his wealth etched into the confident lines of his face and the cut of his tailored shirt. His gaze was appraising, not unkind, but utterly devoid of sentimentality. This is a transaction, she reminded herself, the thought a familiar anchor. A beautiful, terrifying transaction.

“Come here, Oriana.”

His voice was a low command that vibrated through the quiet room. She obeyed, her steps soft on the rug, stopping a few feet before him.

“You understand the nature of our arrangement,” he stated, setting his glass down. It wasn’t a question.

“I do,” she whispered, her voice barely there.

“Good.” He lifted a single sheet of cream-colored paper from the table. “This outlines the specifics. My world operates on clarity. On rules. You will refer to me as Daddy. You are my little girl. You will obey, completely and without question. Your pleasure, your comfort, your very breath while you are with me, is mine to give or withhold. Do you agree to these terms?”

Her eyes scanned the elegant script. It was all there, in stark, unambiguous language. A shiver that was equal parts fear and thrilling anticipation coiled in her belly. This was the price of the escape, of the security, of the man himself. She met his eyes, finding a dark, captivating intensity there.

“I agree,” she said, and the words felt like a key turning in a lock deep inside her.

A slow, approving smile touched his lips. “Then we begin your education. Remove your clothes. All of them. Let me see what is mine.”

The air in the room seemed to thicken. Her fingers, trembling slightly, went to the buttons of her simple dress. She let it pool at her feet. Then her plain cotton underwear. She stood before him, completely exposed, the tropical sun streaming through the windows warming her skin. His gaze was a physical touch, sweeping over her—the slight curve of her hips, the tight peaks of her nipples already puckering in the cool air, the dark triangle of hair between her thighs.

“Beautiful,” he murmured, more to himself than to her. “To the bed. On your back.”

The mattress was impossibly soft, swallowing her as she lay down. He moved with a predator’s grace, producing four wide, padded cuffs from a drawer. He secured her wrists and ankles to the four posts of the massive bed, the restraints firm but not cruel. The vulnerability was instant, total. Her breath hitched.

“This is about trust, little girl,” he said, his voice a soothing rumble close to her ear. “About surrendering control. Can you do that for Daddy?”

She nodded, a frantic little motion. “Yes, Daddy.”

“Good girl.”

A whisper of silk brushed her eyes, then darkness. The blindfold plunged her into a world of sensation. Every sound was magnified—the rustle of his clothes, his steady breathing, the distant cry of a seabird. Her skin became a live wire. Then came a new sensation: cool, smooth metal circling her left nipple, a gentle pressure, then a sudden, sharp pinch that made her gasp. A clamp. Its twin found her right nipple, the bite of it sending a jolt of pure, shocking pleasure-pain straight to her core. She whimpered.

“Sensitive,” he observed, a thumb brushing over one clamped peak, making her arch off the bed. “Perfect.”

Then she heard it. A low, electric buzz. It hovered in the air, coming closer. Her entire body tensed, waiting.

It touched her inner thigh first, a teasing vibration that skittered up her leg. She jumped. A soft chuckle from above her. The vibrator traced idle circles on her stomach, then dipped lower, grazing her pubic bone. She was panting now, her hips making tiny, involuntary seeking motions. The buzz moved away, and a groan of frustration escaped her.

“Please…” she breathed.

“Please what, little girl?”

“Please… touch me.”

“Where?”

Her face burned beneath the silk. “My… my clit. Daddy.”

The vibrator returned, not to her clit, but to press firmly against her swollen outer lips, the vibrations thrumming through her entire pelvis. It was maddening. She bucked against it, a wordless plea.

“You’ll come when I allow it,” he said, his voice firm. “Not a moment before. Your orgasm is my gift to give. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Daddy! Please.”

Finally, the buzzing head found its target. It settled over her clit, the direct contact so intense her vision sparked white behind the blindfold. A broken cry tore from her throat. He held it there, the relentless vibrations building a pressure inside her that was both agony and ecstasy. He began to move it in slow, torturous circles, each rotation winding the coil of pleasure tighter.

“I’m… I’m gonna…” she sobbed, on the very edge.

The vibrator vanished.

The loss was a physical pain. She thrashed against the restraints, a desperate, “No!” bursting from her lips.

“You must learn patience,” he chided. She heard the sound of a zipper, the rustle of fabric. Then the weight of him on the bed, straddling her chest. The head of his cock, thick and velvety smooth, brushed against her lips. “Open.”

She did, without hesitation. He fed his length into her mouth, slowly, until she felt the tip hit the back of her throat. He held it there for a moment, letting her adjust, letting her taste him—salt and musk and pure, masculine power.

“Good girl,” he groaned. Then he began to move.

He set a relentless pace, his hands tangling in her hair, holding her head in place as he fucked into her mouth. She relaxed her throat, taking him deeper, the rhythm making her gag slightly, tears leaking from beneath her blindfold. The sounds were obscene, wet and desperate, and each one sent a fresh pulse of heat between her own legs. She was nothing but a vessel for his pleasure, and the realization was dizzyingly liberating.

He pulled away with a wet pop, leaving her gasping. She heard him move down the bed, felt his hands on her thighs, pushing them wider. The cool air hit her soaked folds, and then he was there, the blunt, insistent pressure of him pressing against her entrance.

With one hard, deep thrust, he buried himself inside her.

Oriana screamed. It was a shock of fullness, of being stretched and claimed so completely it stole her breath. He didn’t wait for her to adjust. He withdrew and plunged again, setting a hard, punishing rhythm that shook the entire bed. The metal clamps on her nipples jangled with every drive, sending bright sparks of sensation through her. The earlier denied orgasm roared back, amplified, consuming.

“Daddy!” she chanted, a helpless mantra. “Oh god, Daddy!”

His thrusts became harder, faster, losing all finesse. She could feel him, every thick inch, rubbing a spot deep inside her that felt like the sun. The coil snapped. Her orgasm detonated, a white-hot wave that clenched around his invading cock with vicious, rhythmic pulses. She screamed again, her body bowing against the restraints, lost in a primal shattering.

Her climax triggered his. With a guttural roar, he slammed into her one final time, hilting himself as she felt the hot, sudden rush of his release filling her. He pulsed inside her, his own body shuddering with the force of it.

For long moments, the only sounds were their ragged breaths and the gentle clink of the bedposts. Slowly, he softened and slipped out of her. She felt utterly spent, a boneless heap of sensation.

He gently removed the blindfold. Her eyes fluttered open, meeting his. His gaze was heated, satisfied. He leaned down and carefully, so carefully, removed the clamps from her nipples. The release was its own sharp pleasure. Then he unbuckled the restraints, first her ankles, then her wrists, rubbing the faint marks left behind.

He gathered her into his arms, her sweat-slick body against his. He kissed her forehead.

“You were a very good girl, Oriana,” he whispered, his voice thick with an emotion that made her heart squeeze.

She nestled against him, the ache between her legs a sweet, persistent reminder. The opulent room, the man, the shocking intimacy of it all—it was more than she’d ever dreamed. She had agreed to his rules. And in his arms, feeling the proof of his possession cooling on her inner thighs, she was glad. So desperately glad he had chosen her.

12 - JAZZY’S FIRST BUKKAKE
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The silk of the scarlet chemise felt cool against Jazzy’s heated skin. She stood before the full-length mirror, her master’s command echoing in her ears. Put on something sexy. The delicate fabric did little to conceal her, only highlighting the curve of her hips and the deep swell of her breasts. A nervous thrill, sharp and electric, shot through her.

Kohl’s sharp whistle from the doorway made her jump. “Perfect. Now, the car. No questions.”

The drive was silent, tense. Jazzy watched the city lights blur into the manicured darkness of a wealthy enclave. Her heart hammered against her ribs, a frantic drum against the quiet luxury of Kohl’s sedan. He pulled into a circular driveway before a mansion that looked more like a museum, all gleaming marble and soft, golden light.

He didn’t look at her as he killed the engine. “You do everything they ask. You are perfection tonight, Jazzy. My perfect girl. Understood?”

Her voice was a whisper. “Yes, Master.”

The inside was all low lighting and deep masculine tones. Four men stood in a vast living area, glasses of amber liquid in their hands. Their conversation halted as she entered. Four pairs of eyes, hungry and appraising, raked over her body clothed in mere scarlet threads. She felt utterly exposed.

“Gentlemen,” Kohl’s voice was a smooth, commanding baritone. “This is Jazzy. Jazzy, this is Gary, our host.”

A man with silver at his temples and a predatory smile stepped forward. “A genuine pleasure.”

“And these are Rick, Maury, Sean, and Zayne.”

She murmured greetings, her skin prickling under their collective gaze. Kohl’s hand settled on the small of her back, a brand of ownership and reassurance.

“Jazzy is here for your pleasure tonight,” Kohl announced, his tone leaving no room for doubt. He turned his dark eyes to her. “Isn’t that right, pet?”

A flutter of panic, hot and sudden, tightened her chest. So many. Strangers. She’d never… this was entirely new. Her eyes darted to Kohl’s, seeking an anchor.

He saw her hesitation and leaned close, his breath warm on her ear. His voice dropped to a low, private murmur. “You are mine to give. This is a gift. Your submission is my power. Show me how beautiful you can be.”

His words, as always, unspooled the knot of anxiety inside her, replacing it with a heavy, liquid heat. This was for him. She was for him. She gave a single, sharp nod.

“The chemise, Jazzy. Off.”

Her fingers, which felt clumsy and foreign, went to the thin straps. She pushed them down her shoulders, letting the silken garment whisper down her body to pool at her feet on the expensive rug. The air in the room felt heavy, charged. She stood naked, her skin pebbling, her nipples hardening not just from the cool air, but from the intensity of their stares.

The men moved almost in unison, forming a loose circle around her. Zippers descended in a series of soft, definitive clicks. Hands worked. And then they were all there, hard and erect, a circle of rigid flesh pointing toward her, the center of their universe.

Kohl was closest. “Start with me.”

Her hand found his length, familiar and beloved. She stroked him, her thumb smearing the bead of moisture at his tip. He groaned, a deep, gratifying sound, and fisted a hand in her hair. Not hard. Just enough to guide her. He pressed the head of his cock against her lips and she opened for him, welcoming the familiar weight and taste of him on her tongue.

He didn’t wait, didn’t tease. He thrust into her mouth, setting a brutal, possessive pace, fucking her face with deep, smooth strokes that made her eyes water. The other men began stroking themselves, the soft, slick sounds filling the room, a lewd orchestra tuning up.

Kohl pulled out with a wet pop, his chest heaving. “Now the others. Gary and Rick.”

She turned, her movements becoming fluid, instinct taking over. One hand found Gary’s thick shaft, the other wrapped around Rick’s, which was longer and veined. She worked them in alternating rhythms, her own breath coming in short pants. Rick’s free hand cupped her cheek, guiding his cock to her mouth. She took him in, the salt-and-musk taste of him flooding her senses. He was not as gentle as Kohl, thrusting eagerly into the wet heat of her throat. She relaxed her jaw, taking him deeper, the head hitting the back of her throat. His groans escalated, his hips stuttering.

“I’m gonna… fuck…” was all the warning she got before his release shot hot and bitter down her throat. She swallowed convulsively, taking every pulse of him until he softened and withdrew.

“Sean. Zayne,” Kohl directed, his voice rough with his own need.

She dropped to her knees between them, the plush carpet soft beneath her. She took Sean into her mouth, her tongue swirling around his head, while her hand worked Zayne’s impressive girth. She switched, taking Zayne deep, her lips stretching around his width, while her hand feverishly jerked Sean. The world narrowed to this: the smell of sex and cologne, the taste of skin and salt, the feel of hard, hot velvety steel in her hands and mouth. Dicks everywhere. The thought was a delirious thrill. She was surrounded, consumed, used. And she loved it.

Zayne’s grip on her hair tightened. “Oh, yes, on your face…” His release was hot and thick, striping across her cheek, her eyelids, her lips. She gasped, and Sean, who was close, grunted and came, his cum splashing warm and sticky into her hair, trickling down her temple.

Gary stepped forward, his eyes dark. He aimed for her chest, groaning as he coated her breasts and stiff nipples in slick, pearlescent streaks.

Finally, Kohl was before her again, harder than ever. “Look at you. My masterpiece. Open.”

Jazzy tilted her head up, parting her bruised, slick lips. He stroked himself once, twice, and with a guttural cry, his climax hit her tongue, thick and abundant. It overflowed her mouth, dripping down her chin to mingle with Gary’s on her chest, a glistening, messy painting of her submission.

She was covered, claimed, debauched. A fire roared in her belly, an arousal so intense it was almost painful.

Kohl’s eyes burned with possessive pride. He took her hand and led her to a large leather sofa. He positioned her on her hands and knees, her back arched, presenting herself. Her skin was slick with sweat and spend. He ran a hand possessively over the curve of her ass.

“So perfect,” he muttered, and then he was pressing into her from behind, filling her achingly empty heat in one smooth, powerful thrust.

She cried out, the sensation overwhelming. He set a relentless, pounding rhythm, each drive of his hips hitting a spot deep inside that made her see stars. The slap of skin on skin, their ragged breathing, the scent of their union—it was all too much. The coil in her abdomen wound tighter and tighter until it snapped. Her orgasm ripped through her, a silent, searing wave that made her muscles clench around him convulsively.

Feeling her climax, Kohl’s rhythm broke. He drove into her one last, deep time, held himself there, and then pulled out. Hot stripes of his release painted her lower back, a final mark of possession.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their heavy breathing. Then, Kohl gently helped her up. He retrieved her dress from the floor and handed it to her. The scarlet silk felt different now against her spent, sensitive skin. A badge. The men, now composed and dressed, offered smiles that were a mix of sated respect and lingering hunger.

“An incredible gift, Kohl,” Gary said, shaking his hand. “Truly.”

“We’ll be back soon,” Kohl promised, his arm slipping around Jazzy’s waist.

In the car, the cool night air washed over her through the open window. She could still feel the ghost of hands on her skin, the taste of them on her tongue, the pleasant ache between her legs. She stared out at the passing mansions, but she wasn’t seeing them. She was seeing the circle of men, their hungry eyes, their pleasure.

Kohl reached over, his fingers intertwining with hers on the seat. “You were magnificent.”

A slow smile spread across Jazzy’s face. “Thank you,” she whispered, her heart swelling with pride.

13 - PUBLIC PLEASURE IN NYC
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Excerpt from An Escort’s Confessions Part 3: Lust for Danger By Brandi Moore:

The morning light streamed through the hotel windows, casting a golden glow over the lavish suite. Donte stood by the bed, his dark eyes fixed on me as I slipped into a sleek black dress that hugged every curve. His gaze was intense, predatory almost, and it sent a shiver down my spine. He held something small in his hand, a devilish grin playing on his lips.

“Turn around,” he commanded, his voice low and smooth.

I did as I was told, my heart pounding as I felt him step closer. His hands were firm but gentle as he slid my thong down my legs. Then, I felt the cool touch of silicone against my skin. My breath hitched as he pressed the remote-controlled vibrator against my entrance, sliding it inside with deliberate precision. A soft gasp escaped my lips as he adjusted it, making sure it was snug and secure.

Donte pulled my panties back up once the toy was in place. “Don’t move,” he murmured, his breath hot against my ear. “This stays in until I say otherwise.”

I nodded, feeling the weight of it inside me, already buzzing faintly with anticipation. My body tingled with excitement, knowing what was coming. Donte stepped back, his expression smug. He held a small remote in his hand.

“I’ll hold onto this,” he said, his voice dripping with authority.

We left the hotel, the vibrant energy of New York City surrounding us as we made our way to the Statue of Liberty. The crowd was bustling, tourists snapping photos and chatting excitedly. Donte kept a possessive hand on the small of my back, guiding me through the throngs of people. We stood at the base of the statue, looking up at her towering figure. The sun glinted off her crown, and I couldn’t help but feel a sense of awe.

And then, just as I was lost in the moment, Donte turned the vibration up.

A jolt shot through me, my knees threatening to buckle as the device hummed softly inside me. Oh god. I bit my lip, trying to keep my composure, but the sensation was overwhelming. Donte leaned in close, his lips brushing against my ear.

“You look so beautiful when you’re struggling,” he whispered, his voice thick with desire. “Let’s see how long you can last.”

He increased the intensity, and I nearly gasped aloud. My body was on fire, every nerve ending screaming for release. I clenched my thighs together, trying to stifle the moan that threatened to escape. The vibrations were relentless, building and building until I couldn’t take it anymore.

My orgasm hit me like a tidal wave, crashing over me as I clung to Donte for support. The world blurred around me, the sounds of the crowd fading into the background as pleasure consumed me. When I finally came back to my senses, I realized Donte had lowered the settings, leaving me trembling and breathless.

“Good girl,” he purred, clearly pleased with himself. “Let’s keep moving.”

We spent the rest of the day exploring the city, visiting iconic landmarks and soaking in the sights. But everywhere we went, Donte kept teasing me, turning the vibrations up and down, keeping me on edge. By the time we arrived at the restaurant for dinner, I was desperate, my body craving more than just the sensations from the toy.

The restaurant was elegant, with soft lighting and a romantic ambiance. We were seated at a secluded table, and Donte ordered for both of us—steak for him, lobster for me. As we ate, conversation flowed easily between us. But then, without warning, he turned the vibrations up again.

I nearly dropped my fork, the sudden surge of pleasure catching me off guard. My cheeks flushed as I tried to focus on the meal, but it was impossible. Donte smirked, leaning across the table to whisper dirty things to me.

“Imagine all these people watching you right now,” he murmured, his voice a seductive growl. “If they only knew how wet you are, how much you’re enjoying this.”

His words sent another wave of arousal through me, and before I knew it, I was cumming again, my body shuddering with bliss. It took everything in me not to cry out, but I managed to keep quiet, my face burning with embarrassment and exhilaration.

As soon as the waves of pleasure subsided, I leaned in close to Donte, my voice barely above a whisper. “I need more. Please.”

He raised an eyebrow, intrigued by my desperation. Without a word, he stood and took my hand, leading me toward the restroom. He gave the attendant a thick wad of cash and instructed him to keep everyone out until we were done. The man nodded, clearly impressed by the large sum of money, and locked the door behind us.

Inside, Donte wasted no time. He spun me around, pressing me against the counter as he hiked up my dress. He took off my panties and yanked the vibrator out, tossing it aside. His cock was already hard, and he didn’t bother with foreplay. Instead, he thrust into me with a force that made me cry out.

“That’s it,” he growled, his hands gripping my hips tightly as he pounded into me. “Take it, Brandi. You know you want it.”

I did. God, I did. Every thrust sent sparks of pleasure coursing through me, and I matched his rhythm, pushing back against him as best I could. The sound of our bodies slapping together echoed in the small space, mingling with our moans and gasps.

It didn’t take long for us both to reach the edge. I came first, my body clenching around him as pleasure ripped through me. Donte followed moments later, filling me with his seed. We stayed like that for a moment, panting and tangled together, before he pulled out.

Cum dripped down my legs, and I reached for my discarded panties, but Donte snatched them away. “You don’t need these,” he said, his tone leaving no room for argument. “You’ll walk out of here just like this, with my cum dripping out of you.”

I nodded, too spent to argue, and he tipped the attendant generously on our way out. As we returned to our table, I couldn’t help but smile to myself. This man, this dangerous, dominant man, had completely captivated me. And as I sat there, feeling his cum trickle down my thighs, I knew I wouldn’t have it any other way.

Back at the hotel, I stepped into the shower, letting the warm water wash over me. My mind drifted to Laura and the escort service. Thanks to Donte, we were thriving, our business booming like never before. He accepted me for who I was, embraced my lifestyle, and in return, I wanted to give him everything.

14 - SOLD TO HIS FRIENDS
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The worn wooden floorboards were cool against Lilly’s knees, the scent of lemon polish sharp in the air. She scrubbed with a fierce concentration, the rhythmic swipe of the cloth a meditation. His floor. His house. Every task was for him, a silent offering to the man who owned her, heart and soul.

The click of the front door opening made her jump. She stayed on her knees, back straightening as Chris’s heavy footsteps echoed through the hallway. He stopped just behind her, his shadow falling over her work. She didn’t need to turn around to feel his appraising gaze, the weight of his approval or disapproval ready to settle on her.

“Look at you,” his voice was a low rumble, a sound that never failed to coil heat low in her belly. “So diligent.”

She remained perfectly still, her eyes cast down. “Thank you, Sir.”

He moved around her, his polished shoes coming into her line of sight. A finger brushed under her chin, tilting her face up to his. His dark eyes were intense, unreadable. “I want to introduce you to some people. Go put on that little black slip. The one with the lace. And the heels.”

A flutter of nerves, instantly quashed by a deeper, more potent thrill. He wanted to show her off. She nodded, rising quickly. “Yes, Chris.”

An hour later, she was sitting in the passenger seat of his car, the silk of her slip whispering against her thighs with every small movement. The city lights streaked past the window, a blur of gold and white. He drove in silence, one hand on the wheel, the other resting on her bare knee, his thumb absently stroking her skin. The possessive touch was both a comfort and an accelerant.

He parked in the circular drive of a towering, opulent hotel. A place of soft lights and gleaming marble. Her heels clicked a nervous staccato on the floor as they rode the elevator to the top floor, the silence between them thick with unspoken promise.

Chris didn’t knock. He simply opened the door to a sprawling suite, where four men turned from the panoramic city view to look at them. They were all well-dressed, exuding an air of casual wealth and sharp appraisal. Lilly recognized them vaguely—business associates of Chris’s. Nick, Joey, Zach, and Harry.

Her smile felt fragile. Nick, a man with a cool, commanding presence, stepped forward. He didn’t look at her face; his eyes traveled the length of her body, from her stilettos to the nervous pulse at her throat. He reached into his suit jacket and pulled out a thick stack of bills, handing it to Chris without a word.

Chris accepted it, his own gaze fixed on Lilly. “She’s ready to please you.”

The words hung in the air. Ready to please you. The implication crashed over her. Her breath hitched. All of them? Her eyes darted to Chris, wide with a silent question. His expression was a mask of calm expectation. He wanted this. The shock was a cold splash of water, but beneath it, a treacherous current of heat began to flow. She wanted to please him. It was her entire purpose. She gave a single, shaky nod.

“You heard me, Lilly,” Chris said, his voice dropping into that familiar, dominant tone that made her knees weak. “Get naked.”

Her fingers trembled as she reached for the thin straps of her slip. She pushed them down her shoulders, letting the black silk whisper down her body to pool at her feet. The cool air of the suite kissed her bare skin, raising goosebumps. She stood before the five men, completely exposed, her heart hammering against her ribs.

Nick stepped closer. In his hand was a large, veined silicone dildo. “Show us what you can do with this.”

She took it, the cool, firm weight of it foreign in her hand. Chris gave an almost imperceptible nod toward the large bed in the center of the room. This is for him. The thought was a mantra. She climbed onto the crisp white duvet, lying back against the pillows. All eyes were on her. She could feel their hunger, a palpable force in the room.

She parted her legs, giving them a view. She brought the tip of the toy to her entrance, already slick with a mixture of anxiety and a shocking, sudden arousal. For Chris. She pushed it inside herself with a soft, shuddering gasp. Oh god. The stretch was immediate, filling her exactly the way she craved. Her eyes fluttered closed for a second as she began to move her wrist, fucking herself with the toy, a low moan escaping her lips. This is what they want to see.

When she opened her eyes, the sight nearly made her climax then and there. All four men had their cocks out, stroking themselves slowly as they watched her perform. The raw, primal masculinity of it sent a jolt straight to her core. Nick and Joey moved to the sides of the bed, leaning down to capture her nipples in their mouths. The dual sensation of hot, wet suction and the relentless thrust of the toy made her cry out, her back arching off the bed.

Then Zach was there, replacing the toy with his mouth, his tongue lashing her clit with a skilled, devastating precision. The orgasm ripped through her without warning, a silent, blinding white wave that made her thighs shake around his head. Before she could even catch her breath, Harry’s thick cock was at her lips. She opened her mouth willingly, letting him push past her lips, her tongue swirling around the head before taking him deep, the salt-and-skin taste of him overwhelming her senses.

“That’s it, Lilly,” Chris’s voice cut through the haze of pleasure, steady and approving from where he watched, leaning against the wall. “You’re doing so good.”

Nick was the first to claim her properly. He positioned himself between her still-trembling legs, his own cock slick and eager. He drove into her with a single, powerful thrust that stole the air from her lungs. So full. He fucked her with a punishing, rhythmic intensity, each slam of his hips pushing her further up the bed, her moans growing louder, more desperate. She came again, her inner muscles clenching around him, and he groaned, spilling into her with a guttural sound.

Joey was next, rolling her onto her hands and knees. He gripped her hips, his fingers digging into her flesh as he plunged into her from behind. The change in angle was exquisite, hitting a spot deep inside her that made her see stars. She pushed back against him, meeting his thrusts, lost in the animalistic rhythm, the sound of skin slapping against skin echoing in the lavish room.

Zach took his turn, his pace slower, more deliberate, drawing out every sensation until she was pleading wordlessly into the duvet. She felt the hot rush of his release join the others inside her, a messy, decadent cocktail.

Finally, Harry lay back on the bed, his cock standing proud. “Your turn on top, sweetheart.”

She moved over him, straddling his hips. She lowered herself onto him, a gasp torn from her lips as he filled her completely. She rode him, setting a fierce, bouncing pace, her breasts swaying, her head thrown back. She was a creature of pure sensation, every nerve ending alive and screaming. The build-up was immense, a coil of pleasure tightening beyond bearing until it snapped. She shattered around him, her climax so intense it was almost painful, and with a roar, he joined her, his own release pumping into her overflowing depths.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of heavy breathing. Lilly slumped forward, then slowly, awkwardly, got off the bed. Cum was already starting to trickle down the inside of her thigh. Her makeup was surely ruined, her hair a mess. She felt utterly, completely used.

Chris pushed off the wall and walked toward her. He cupped her cheek, his thumb smearing a stray streak of eyeliner. His eyes were dark with a possessiveness that made her weak.

“Do you like being my whore?” he asked, his voice low and intimate.

The answer came from a place deep within her, a place she never knew existed until him. “Yes,” she whispered, the word raw and true. “I love it.”

A slow, satisfied smile spread across his face. He unzipped his trousers, freeing his hard cock. Without a word, she dropped to her knees before him, taking him into her mouth with a reverence earned. She worshipped him with her tongue, tasting herself and the others on him, and it only made her suck him harder, deeper. He let her work for a moment before his hands fisted in her hair, holding her still. He pulled out of her mouth just as he came, shooting thick, hot streaks of his own cum across her face, marking her as his final, ultimate possession.

In the car, the cool leather seat stuck to her thighs. The scent of sex and expensive cologne filled the space. Lilly stared out the window, feeling the dried, sticky evidence of the evening on her skin. Chris counted the stack of bills beside her, the soft rustle of paper the only sound.

He placed a hand on her leg, his touch now familiar and calming. “I’m very pleased with you, Lilly.”

Lilly’s heart raced with pride. “Thank you,” she whispered.

15 - SHARED WITH A STRANGER
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Debra was on her hands and knees, scrubbing the floor with a damp cloth. Her back arched, her ass high in the air, the tiny thong she wore doing little to cover her. The cool air teased her skin, sending shivers down her spine. She could feel Shane’s eyes on her, watching, always watching. It was part of their routine, his dominance etched into every detail of her life.

“Stop,” Shane’s voice cut through the room, sharp and commanding.

Debra froze, her hands still gripping the cloth. She turned her head slightly, her eyes flicking up to meet his. He leaned against the doorway, arms crossed, a smirk tugging at the corner of his lips.

“I have a surprise for you,” he said, his tone laced with something that made her stomach flutter.

She stood slowly, wiping her hands on a towel. “A surprise?”

He nodded, stepping closer. His fingers brushed her cheek, then trailed down her neck, sending a jolt of electricity through her. “Get in the car. Now.”

Debra obeyed without hesitation. She grabbed her purse and followed him out to the car, her heart pounding. Shane’s surprises were never just surprises—they were tests, challenges, moments that pushed her further into submission.

The drive was quiet, the tension in the car thick. Shane didn’t tell her where they were going, and she didn’t ask. She knew better. When they pulled into a dimly lit parking lot near the park, her breath hitched. This place—it had a reputation.

Shane turned off the engine and looked at her, his gaze intense. “You’re going to pick up a man. Any man. And I’m going to watch.”

Debra’s eyes widened. “Here? In public?”

“Yes,” he said, his voice firm. “You’ll do what I say. And you’ll enjoy it.”

Her throat tightened, but she nodded. She always did. Slipping out of the car, she adjusted her tiny tank top and mini skirt, feeling exposed and vulnerable. The park was quiet, the occasional passerby casting curious glances her way.

It didn’t take long for someone to approach. He was tall, with sharp features and a confident stride. His eyes raked over her, lingering on her curves.

“Hey,” he said, his voice low. “How much?”

Debra bit her lip, her heart racing. “It’s... it’s free. But my boyfriend wants to watch.”

The man—Victor—paused, his brow furrowing. “Watch?”

“Yes,” she said, her voice trembling slightly. “Is that... okay?”

Victor glanced around, then back at her. His hesitation was brief, his gaze dropping to her body. “Yeah,” he said, his voice deeper now. “Yeah, that’s fine.”

Shane stepped out of the car, his presence commanding as he approached. He gave Victor a nod, then gestured toward a secluded area of the park. “Let’s not waste time.”

Debra followed, her legs shaking with every step. They found a spot behind a cluster of trees, the dim light casting shadows on the ground. Victor unzipped his pants, his cock already hard.

“Suck it,” Shane commanded, his voice cold and authoritative.

Debra dropped to her knees without hesitation. She leaned forward, her lips parting as she took Victor’s cock into her mouth. The taste of him was unfamiliar, but not unwelcome. She moved her head slowly, her tongue swirling around his shaft.

Victor groaned, his hands tangling in her hair. “Fuck, that’s good,” he muttered, his hips thrusting slightly.

Shane watched, his hand stroking his own cock through his pants. “Deeper,” he ordered.

Debra obeyed, taking Victor’s cock as far as she could. Her throat relaxed, letting him slide in with ease. Victor’s moans grew louder, his fingers tightening in her hair.

When she pulled back, she glanced up at him, her lips wet and swollen. Victor’s eyes were dark with desire, his breathing heavy.

“On your hands and knees,” Shane said, his voice firm.

Debra moved quickly, her hands pressing into the ground. Victor pushed her skirt up around her waist, his fingers brushing against her soaked panties. He pulled them aside, his cock pressing against her entrance.

“Fuck,” he muttered, thrusting into her in one swift motion.

Debra gasped, her back arching as he filled her. His hands gripped her hips, pulling her back onto his cock with each thrust. The sound of skin slapping against skin filled the air, mingling with their moans and groans.

Shane stood nearby, his hand working his cock as he watched. His eyes were locked on Debra, his breathing uneven.

Victor’s thrusts grew harder, faster. “God, you’re tight,” he muttered, his voice strained.

Debra’s nails dug into the ground, her body trembling with pleasure. She could feel the tension building inside her, the pressure coiling tighter and tighter.

“Cum for me,” Shane said, his voice low and commanding.

Victor groaned, his movements erratic. “I’m gonna—fuck, I’m gonna cum,” he muttered, his hips slamming into her.

Debra’s body tensed, her orgasm crashing over her in waves. She cried out, her voice muffled by the trees. Victor let out a low growl, his cock pulsing as he spilled his cum inside her.

Shane stepped forward, grabbing Debra by the hair. “Open up,” he ordered, shoving his cock into her mouth.

She took him eagerly, her tongue swirling around his shaft. Shane’s moans filled the air, his hips thrusting as he fucked her throat.

“Such a good girl,” he muttered, his voice thick with lust.

Debra’s eyes fluttered shut, her body still trembling as Shane came, his cum spilling into her mouth. He pulled out, his breathing heavy, and looked down at her.

“You did great,” he said, his voice soft now.

Debra felt a surge of pride, her cheeks flushing. She liked this. She liked being his, being shared. It was a strange, twisted kind of love, but it was theirs.

Shane helped her up, his hand gentle on her arm. “Let’s go home,” he said, his tone leaving no room for argument.

Debra nodded, her legs still shaky as they walked back to the car. She climbed into the passenger seat, her mind racing.

Shane started the engine, his eyes on the road. “You’re mine,” he said, his voice firm. “And I’m going to share you whenever I want.”

Debra leaned back in her seat, a small smile tugging at her lips. “Yes, Master,” she said softly, her heart pounding with anticipation of what was to come next.
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The door to the basement dungeon clicked shut with a sound of finality that vibrated through Mara’s entire body. The air was cool and smelled of old stone, clean leather, and something faintly metallic. After the garish opulence upstairs, the starkness was a relief. After Blade’s chaotic cruelty, the silence was a blessing.

Two years ago, Mara had run away from a sheltered life in the suburbs with a man she thought she loved. Blade was a decade older than her, and devastatingly handsome. He’d promised the world—romance, luxury, travel. Instead, she’d found herself in the sex trade. He took her from city to city, selling her to strange men. By the time she’d realized who he truly was, it was too late.

Eventually, Blade grew tired of her. He said the customers wanted ‘fresh’ girls. She was used up. Damaged goods. He sold her to the highest bidder—Charles, an eccentric millionaire.

Now, the man who had purchased her stood before her, having shed his velvet smoking jacket. He was just a man in a crisp white shirt and dark trousers, but the authority he wielded was a tangible force in the room. He gestured with the tip of his cane to a clear space in the center, free of the various implements that lined the walls.

“Remove the dress, Mara.”

His voice was calm, a low command that brooked no hesitation. Her fingers, which had trembled under Blade’s glare, were steady now. She slipped the straps of her dress over her shoulders, letting it slide down her body. The satin whispered over her skin, a stark contrast to the rough treatment she’d grown accustomed to. She let it pool at her feet, standing naked before him in the dim light. She felt no shame, only a raw, exposed vulnerability that was strangely freeing.

Charles observed her, his gaze analytical, appreciative, but devoid of Blade’s predatory hunger. He picked up a leather strap from a nearby table, running his thumb over its smooth grain.

“This is not about degradation,” he said, his voice cutting through the thick air. “It is about sensation. About peeling away the layers of fear he left you with and finding the nerve endings beneath. Do you understand?”

She nodded, her throat too tight for words. Yes. She understood more than he could know.

“Assume the position. Bend over the bench. Hold the edges.”

The wood was cool against her stomach and thighs. She gripped the other side, her knuckles turning white. She heard the soft swish of the strap through the air a moment before it landed. The crack was loud, a sharp report that echoed off the stone, but the pain was a clean, bright line across the backs of her thighs. It was a shock, but not the bruising, hateful impact Blade dealt. This was… precise.

Another strike, lower this time, and she gasped, her body jolting. A third, and a low moan escaped her lips. The pain was morphing, transforming into a deep, radiating heat that spread through her muscles. Each strike felt like it was driving out a memory, replacing it with a purely physical present. Her skin sang with it, alive and hyper-aware.

He stopped. The silence was heavier than before, filled only with the sound of her ragged breathing. She heard him move behind her.

“Now, kneel.”

She slid off the bench, her legs shaky, and knelt on the cold stone floor. He unbuttoned his trousers, his erection springing free. He was thick and hard, and a fresh wave of nervous heat washed over her.

“You will not use your hands. You will take me into your mouth and you will be silent. Your devotion will be a quiet thing. Is that clear?”

“Yes, sir,” she breathed.

He guided himself to her lips. She opened her mouth, accepting him. He tasted clean, masculine. She focused on the weight and texture of him on her tongue, the way her own saliva slicked his length. She hollowed her cheeks, taking him deeper, her nose pressing into the crisp fabric of his trousers. He let out a soft, gratified sigh above her. The command to be silent focused her entirely on the act itself, on the rhythm of her own breathing through her nose, on the subtle movements of her tongue that made his hips push forward minutely. This was a service, not a violation. A power she held in her submission. Her own arousal, forgotten for a moment, returned in a dizzying rush between her legs.

He withdrew just as she felt him begin to pulse, leaving her lips swollen and wet. He fastened his trousers, his composure unshaken.

“Now, for your final discipline.”

He led her to a system of leather restraints hanging from the ceiling. With efficient movements, he secured cuffs around her wrists, pulling her arms up until she was suspended on her toes. Another set of cuffs were fastened around her ankles, pulling her legs apart, exposing her completely. The strain in her shoulders was a new kind of ache, a stretching surrender.

He selected a bottle of oil from a shelf. She heard the cap click open. Then his slick, cool fingers were at her most forbidden entrance, circling, pressing. She flinched instinctively.

“Relax, Mara. This pleasure is also yours to claim.”

His voice was hypnotic. She forced her muscles to unclench. One finger pressed inside, a slow, inexorable invasion. She cried out, the sound swallowed by the vast room. It burned, a stretching, unfamiliar fullness. Then a second finger, scissoring, preparing her. The burn began to mix with a strange, thrilling pressure.

The fingers withdrew. She heard the sound of something larger being oiled. Her heart hammered against her ribs. The blunt, broad head of a large dildo pressed against her. He pushed, and she saw stars, a white-hot flash of pain. She bit her lip to keep from screaming.

“Breathe through it,” he commanded, his voice a low thrum. “Own the sensation.”

She gasped in a ragged breath. And as she exhaled, he pushed deeper. The pain crested, and then… it broke. The overwhelming fullness became something else entirely. A devastating, complete occupation. He began to move it, a slow, withdrawing and thrusting motion that rubbed against a place inside her she never knew existed. Each thrust sent a jolt of intense, electric pleasure through her, so sharp it bordered on pain, so intense it felt like power.

Her cries were no longer of pain but of shocked, overwhelming sensation. Her body was no longer her own; it was an instrument he played with masterful precision. The ache in her shoulders, the stretch of her ankles, the brutal, wonderful fullness in her ass—it all coalesced into a single point of blinding white heat in her core. Her orgasm ripped through her without warning, a silent, seismic event that clenched around the invading toy, milking it wave after wave of convulsing, unbearable pleasure.

When he finally stopped, she hung in the restraints, limp and trembling, sweat cooling on her skin. He released the cuffs, catching her as she slumped forward. He held her against his chest, his heartbeat a steady drum against her ear.

She looked up at him, her eyes wide, her world utterly rearranged. The fear was gone. In its place was a terrifying, thrilling awe. This was not abuse. This was alchemy. He had taken her pain and her fear and forged it into pleasure. Into strength.

“I want…” she started, her voice hoarse. She swallowed, finding her conviction. “I want to understand all of it. I want to immerse myself in your world. Completely.”

Charles looked down at her, a faint, approving smile touching his lips. “Then your education begins now.”

17 - THE MAIL ORDER BRIDE’S SURRENDER
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“Good girl,” Clarence murmured, his voice a low hum of approval that vibrated through the humid air. His palm came down again on her bare rear, a sharp, stinging crack that made her gasp. “Now, be a good slut and swallow.”

Annabelle’s eyes, wide and glistening, fluttered open. His taste, musky and salty, was still on her tongue. His spit, warm and slick, slid down her throat. And a shocking, electric thrill shot straight to her core, making her clench around nothing. She had never been more aroused in her life.

—

It had begun just hours ago, standing in the staggering opulence of his foyer, her entire life crammed into a single, worn-out suitcase.

The man before her, Clarence, was nothing like she had imagined from his letters. He was older, yes, but with a commanding presence that made the vast marble floor feel small. His eyes, a cool, assessing gray, didn’t smile even when his mouth did.

“Annabelle. Welcome.” He didn’t move to take her bag. “I trust your journey was adequate.”

“It was… long, sir,” she said, her voice small.

“I am a man of particular tastes, Annabelle. Of clear expectations.” He began to circle her, a predator sizing up new territory. “This marriage is a transaction. I provide security, a life of material comfort far beyond anything you could have dreamed of in your… village. In return, you provide me with obedience. You will keep my home. You will keep yourself. And you will keep me satisfied.” He stopped in front of her. “Do you understand?”

She nodded, a quick, nervous jerk of her head. The alternative—a return to the crushing poverty and hopelessness she’d fled—was unthinkable.

“The first lesson begins now. Remove your clothes.”

Her breath hitched. “Sir?”

“Everything. You will clean my home. And you will do it naked. I enjoy watching a woman work. It focuses the mind. Removes… distractions.”

Her hands trembled as she unbuttoned her cheap blouse, the one she’d saved for this very meeting. She let it fall to the floor. Then her skirt. Her practical underwear. She stood before him, completely exposed, her arms crossed over her chest. The air felt cold on her skin.

He didn’t touch her. He simply pointed to a bucket and sponge in the corner. “The floors. On your hands and knees. I want to see you work.”

Shame burned her cheeks, but beneath it, a tiny, traitorous ember of something else flickered. Intrigue. She dropped to her knees, the hard marble unforgiving. She dipped the sponge in the soapy water, the scent of lemon filling her nose, and began to scrub. She was acutely aware of his gaze, a physical weight on her skin, specifically on the curve of her back, the swell of her rear raised in the air as she worked. She felt a strange, hot pull low in her belly. He was watching. And she was performing.

After an eternity, he spoke. “Enough.” He extended a hand, not to help her up, but to lead her. His grip on her wrist was firm, unyielding. He didn’t speak as he guided her down a hallway and into a massive bedroom dominated by a four-poster bed.

He released her and went to a large oak chest, unlocking it. The first thing he withdrew was a flogger, its falls a dark, supple leather. “Bend over the bed. Arms stretched out.”

Her heart hammered against her ribs. This was it. The point of no return. She looked at the bed, then at his impassive face. The ember inside her glowed hotter. She bent, pressing her torso into the duvet, presenting herself to him.

The first strike was a surprise. A loud crack, then a bloom of heat that spread across her flesh. She yelped, more in shock than pain.

The second landed lower. Thwack. This one bit deeper, a sharp sting that melted instantly into a throbbing, pleasant warmth.

Thwack. Another. And another. A rhythm began. Each impact was a jolt, a punishment that felt like a reward. Her skin sang with it. Her breath came in ragged pants, and a soft, desperate moan escaped her lips. She was wet, achingly so, her slickness coating her inner thighs.

He stopped. She heard the rustle of his clothes, the unmistakable sound of a zipper. “Look at me.”

She turned her head. He stood, his cock rigid in his hand, thick and veined. “Suck it.”

She pushed herself up and knelt before him, taking his length into her mouth. It was an effort to accommodate him, to relax her throat. She bobbed her head, her tongue swirling around the head, tracing the prominent vein underneath.

His hand tangled in her hair, not guiding, but holding. “Deeper.”

She took him further, her eyes watering as he pressed into her throat. She gagged, the sound muffled around him. He held her there for a moment, a primal groan rumbling from his chest, before allowing her to pull back for a gasping breath. Then he pushed her down again, establishing a ruthless rhythm of his own. This is ownership, she thought deliriously. This is power.

He pulled her up and pushed her back onto the bed. In a blur of motion, soft leather cuffs were secured around her wrists, buckled tightly to the bedposts. She was stretched out, utterly vulnerable. He leaned over her, his face close to hers.

His hand connected with her cheek, a sharp, clarifying slap. “Mine,” he growled. Then he spat into her open mouth. “Swallow.”

And she did. The act was the most degrading, the most powerful thing she had ever done. A tear escaped her eye, but it was not of sadness. It was of pure, unadulterated surrender. The ember exploded into a wildfire.

“You’re a natural submissive, Annabelle. A good, dirty slut,” he whispered, and the words were the highest praise she’d ever received.

He produced a large, gleaming dildo from the chest. He coated it with a clear gel, the sight making her clench in anticipation. He pressed the cold tip against her entrance, and then he was pushing inside, filling her, stretching her in one smooth, relentless thrust. She cried out, her back arching, her wrists pulling against the restraints. He fucked her with it, a steady, punishing pace that rubbed perfectly against a spot deep inside her that made her see stars.

Just as the coil of pleasure in her belly tightened to its breaking point, he unbuckled her restraints. “On your hands and knees. Now.”

She scrambled to obey, her body thrumming with need. She felt him behind her, his hands gripping her hips. But the pressure wasn’t at her wet, aching center. It was lower, at a place that had never been touched.

“This is my privilege,” he said, his voice thick with desire. “And your final lesson for today.”

He pressed the head of his cock against her tight rear entrance. She tensed, a frisson of fear and excitement shooting through her.

“Relax,” he commanded, and she forced her muscles to go pliant for him.

He pushed. There was a burn, a stretching so intense it bordered on pain, but he didn’t stop. He pushed deeper, inch by incredible inch, until he was fully sheathed inside her, his body pressed against her upturned ass. He was so deep, so impossibly full. He began to move, short, shallow thrusts that gradually grew longer, harder.

The initial burn subsided, replaced by an overwhelming sensation of fullness, of being taken completely. Each thrust sent shockwaves through her. Her fingers clawed at the bedsheets. Her cries were muffled by the duvet. The coil snapped, and her orgasm ripped through her with violent, unbearable intensity, her inner muscles clamping down on nothing while her ass gripped his cock like a vise.

Her climax triggered his. With a guttural roar, he drove into her one last time, his hips slamming against her, and she felt the hot, pulsing rush of his release filling her. He collapsed over her, his weight a comforting anchor.

After a moment, he slid out and delivered one last, stinging slap to her well-used rear. “You did very well,” he said, his breath slowly returning to normal. “But you will need much more training.”

Annabelle, her body humming with satisfaction and a profound sense of peace, simply smiled into the mattress. She was glad. So glad he had chosen her.

18 - BOUGHT BY A DOMINANT DADDY

MF / BDSM / DDLG / Blowjob / Spanking / PIV Sex

The heavy car door clicked shut, sealing Amanda in the circular driveway of a house so large it could only be called a mansion. The driver who had collected her from Rex’s filthy apartment didn’t speak, just gestured with a gloved hand toward the imposing front doors. Her heart hammered against her ribs, a frantic bird in a bone cage. Another owner. The word made her sick. Rex had finally grown tired of her, auctioning her off to the highest bidder.

But the man who opened the door was not what she expected. He was tall, impeccably dressed in dark slacks and a charcoal sweater that stretched across broad shoulders. His hair was dark, shot with silver at the temples, and his eyes were a calm, assessing grey. He looked… clean. Orderly. Nothing like Rex’s greasy chaos.

“Amanda,” he said, his voice a low baritone that vibrated through the marble foyer. “Come in.”

He didn’t touch her. He simply led her through a tastefully furnished sitting room and into a study lined with books. A fire crackled in the hearth. It was warm. Safe. The contrast to her former surroundings was so violent it made her dizzy.

“My name is Adrien. You belong to me now,” he stated, his gaze holding hers. There was no cruelty in his face, only absolute certainty. “There are rules. You will refer to me as ‘Daddy’ at all times. I will refer to you as ‘my little girl.’ This is not a negotiation. Do you understand?”

Amanda nodded, her throat tight. Daddy. It was a role, a script. But his voice, while firm, lacked the seething contempt she was used to. A strange, treacherous flicker of attraction stirred in her gut.

“Yes,” she whispered.

“Yes, what?”

She swallowed. “Yes… Daddy.”

A faint, approving smile touched his lips. “Good girl. Now, come here.” He pointed to a spot on the lush rug before his leather chair. When she stood there, trembling, he produced a hairbrush and two simple pink ribbons from a drawer. His hands were surprisingly gentle as he gathered her hair, dividing it, weaving it into two neat pigtails. He tied them off with the ribbons, his fingers briefly brushing the nape of her neck. A shiver, not entirely from fear, traced her spine.

“There,” he murmured, turning her to face a gilt-framed mirror on the wall. “My perfect little girl.”

She stared at her reflection. The pigtails made her look younger, vulnerable, but also… owned. Carefully curated. Under his steady gaze, the vulnerability began to twist into something else—a sharp, shocking need for his approval.

He let her settle for an hour in a lavish guest room, but the reprieve was a form of torture. Anticipation coiled tightly within her. When a soft chime sounded through a hidden speaker, she jumped. His voice followed, smooth and commanding. “To the study, little girl. It’s time for your first training session.”

Her feet carried her back. He was standing by the fire, silhouetted by the flames.

“Undress,” he said, without turning around.

Her fingers fumbled with the cheap, thin dress Rex had made her wear. It pooled at her feet. Then her bra, her panties. The air was cool on her naked skin, but the heat from the fire and his gaze warmed her. She stood, arms awkward at her sides, completely exposed.

He finally turned. His eyes traveled over her body, slowly, possessively. “Beautiful,” he stated, as if cataloging a fact. Then he undid his belt, the buckle clinking softly. He unzipped his trousers and freed his cock.

It was thick, heavy, already fully erect. Amanda’s mouth watered instinctively, an old, degrading habit. But this felt different. This was a command, not a violent taking.

“On your knees, little girl.”

She sank down onto the soft rug. The scent of him, sandalwood and clean male skin, filled her senses. She leaned forward, her lips parting. The first touch of the broad, silken head against her tongue sent a jolt through her. She took him into her mouth, her jaw stretching to accommodate his girth.

“That’s it,” Adrien breathed, his hand coming to rest on her head. “Use your tongue. Just like that.”

She worked him, licking the prominent vein underneath, swirling her tongue around the crown. Her own arousal, hot and insistent, began to pulse between her legs. This was service, but it was also a strange kind of power, feeling him grow even harder in her mouth, hearing his breath hitch.

His fingers tangled in the pigtails he had fashioned. He didn’t yank, not at first. He simply held them, guiding the rhythm of her head. Then, as a low groan rumbled from his chest, his grip tightened. He began to move her, gently at first, then with more insistence, fucking her face with slow, deep thrusts.

“Take it, little girl. All of it.”

She relaxed her throat, letting him push deeper, tears pricking her eyes from the strain, but a wild, submissive thrill coursing through her veins. He used her, but he was with her, his pleasure a tangible force in the quiet room. He pulled out with a wet sound, his cock glistening from her mouth.

“Stand up. Bend over the arm of the chair.”

Her legs were shaky as she obeyed, presenting her bare ass to him. His palm landed on her flesh with a sharp, stinging crack. The pain was bright, clean. It burned away the ghost of Rex’s brutal, hateful slaps.

“Count,” Adrien commanded.

“One, Daddy,” she gasped.

He spanked her again, lower this time. “Two.”

Each slap was measured, deliberate, lighting up her nerve endings until her entire backside was a throbbing, heated map of his discipline. By the time she choked out “Ten,” she was wet, dripping onto the leather beneath her.

He helped her up, his hands surprisingly tender on her stinging skin, and led her to the massive four-poster bed in an adjacent room. From a bedside drawer, he produced soft leather cuffs. He fastened one around each of her wrists, then secured them to the ornate bedposts with a click. She was spread-eagled, utterly vulnerable, her heart pounding with a mixture of fear and dizzying excitement.

Adrien retrieved a small, sleek vibrator. He turned it on. A low, insistent hum filled the air. He trailed it up her inner thigh, never touching where she ached the most. She whimpered, straining against the cuffs.

“Does my little girl want to cum?” he asked, his voice a dark caress.

“Yes, Daddy. Please.”

“Then be good. Be still.”

He finally touched the buzzing tip to her clit. Amanda cried out, her back arching off the bed. The sensation was electric, overwhelming. He circled slowly, expertly, building the tension coil by coil. He would bring her to the very edge, then pull away, watching her shudder with denial.

“Please, Daddy, I’ll be good, I promise,” she babbled, lost in the sensation.

“Show me.”

He climbed onto the bed, kneeling between her splayed legs. He positioned himself, the broad head of his cock nudging against her soaked entrance. Then he pushed in, in one long, devastating stroke that filled her completely. A guttural moan was torn from her throat. He felt enormous inside her, stretching her perfectly.

He set a relentless pace, each deep thrust jolting through her bound body. The restraints held her firm, allowing him to plunge deeper, to own every inch of her. The slap of skin on skin, her ragged pleas, his controlled grunts—it was a symphony of pure, raw sensation. The vibrator was still humming against her clit, pushed between them by the force of his body.

The climax built like a tsunami, unstoppable. It shattered her, wave after wave of intense pleasure making her cry out as her inner muscles clenched and fluttered around his driving cock. Her release triggered his. With a final, deep thrust, he buried himself inside her, his own groan harsh in her ear as he pulsed, filling her with his warmth.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their ragged breathing. Then, with careful movements, he turned off the vibrator, withdrew, and unbuckled the cuffs. He massaged her wrists where the leather had bitten in.

“You did very good for your first session, Amanda,” he said, his voice back to that calm, firm baritone. He brushed a sweaty strand of hair from her forehead. “My good little girl.”

As she lay there, spent and trembling, a profound sense of relief washed over her. Rex’s face, his smell, his cruelty—it all seemed to recede into a distant nightmare. Here, there was order. There was expectation. And, most surprisingly, there was a kindness in Adrien’s dominance that felt like a lifeline. She was chosen. She was his.

He leaned down, his lips close to her ear. “We’re just getting started.”

19 - THE GLORY HOLE

MMMF / BDSM / Cheating / Public / Glory Hole / Blowjob / PIV Sex / Facial

An excerpt from On Her Knees: Ava’s Affair by Brandi Moore:

“On your knees, Ava. Now.”

Xavier’s voice was a low command, stripped of all warmth, leaving only the hard, gleaming edge of desire. It wasn’t a request. It was the culmination of every heated glance, every secret touch, every lesson in submission he’d been teaching her since she’d started working at the Thorne mansion a month ago.

Ava’s heart hammered against her ribs, a frantic drumbeat echoing in the hushed, plush corridor of Club Crimson. The air itself was heavy with musk and illicit promise. She looked from Xavier’s impassive face to the plain, dark wood of the wall in front of them, to the smooth, anonymous cock jutting through the glory hole. Her mouth went dry.

“Xavier,” she breathed, her voice barely a whisper. A question. A plea.

He didn’t look at her. His gaze was fixed on the man on the other side of the wall, a silent communication passing between them. “You belong to me tonight,” he stated, his tone leaving no room for argument. “And I want to watch you serve. Do it.”

Something in her broke and soared at the same time. The hesitation wasn’t about refusal; it was the final, thrilling fracture of her old self. With a shuddering exhale, the well-trained housekeeper vanished. The eager submissive took her place. The silk of her short black skirt whispered against her thighs as she sank to the floor, the cold of the polished concrete seeping through her stockings.

She leaned forward, her eyes fluttering closed. She didn’t know this man. She would never know him. He was just an instrument of her training, a tool for her pleasure and Xavier’s. The first touch of the slick, smooth head against her lips sent a jolt straight to her core. She opened her mouth, letting him slide in.

The taste was clean, male, a stark contrast to the clinical command of the situation. She focused on the mechanics, on the sensation, on the sound of Xavier’s slow, measured breathing behind her. She hollowed her cheeks, taking him deeper, her tongue working along the rigid length. Her world narrowed to this: the weight on her tongue, the faint saltiness of pre-cum, the guttural groan that rumbled from the other side of the wall.

A metallic rasp cut through her concentration. She didn’t need to look. She knew the sound of Xavier’s zipper. She could picture him, tall and imposingly elegant, freeing his own erection, his hand beginning to stroke himself as he watched her. The image, the knowledge of his arousal, flooded her with a dizzying heat. She moaned around the cock in her mouth, the vibration eliciting another ragged gasp from the stranger.

This was for Xavier. Every suck, every slide of her lips was an offering to him. Her own need coiled, tight and aching, between her legs. She was adrift in a sea of sensation, owned, used, and perfectly free.

The man’s hips began to stutter. She went pliant, accepting. A hot, pulsing flood burst against the back of her throat, and she swallowed instinctively, again and again, until he softened and slid from her lips with a wet, soft sound.

She stayed on her knees, catching her breath, a thread of saliva connecting her lip to the floor. She felt debased. Exalted.

Before she could process it, the first man was gone. Another cock, thicker and veined, replaced it. Her eyes widened slightly, flicking up to Xavier for guidance.

“Use your hands,” he instructed, his voice husky now, his own rhythm never breaking. “Make him hard for you.”

Obediently, she reached out, wrapping her fingers around the new shaft. It was warm and firm. She pumped her fist, up and down, a slick, twisting motion she’d practiced on Xavier himself. The man behind the wall cursed, low and appreciative.

“That’s it,” Xavier purred. “Now turn around. Lift your skirt. Let him fuck that beautiful, wet cunt.”

A fresh wave of heat scorched her cheeks. This was the line she hadn’t known was there, the boundary she was now delirious to cross. She turned on her knees, presenting herself to the wall, and gathered the hem of her skirt, pulling it up to her waist. She pulled down her panties. The cool air brushed against her exposed skin, her stockings, the bare swell of her ass. She arched her back, pressing her soaked pussy against the cool wood of the wall, right beside the hole.

She was exposed. Vulnerable. Aching. The blunt, hot head of his cock nudged against her entrance, and with a single, powerful thrust, he was inside her.

Ava cried out, her hands splaying against the wall for balance. He filled her completely, stretching her, fucking her with a raw, animalistic rhythm that was entirely different from Xavier’s calculated possession. She was just a body, a hot, tight channel for a stranger’s pleasure, and the anonymity of it was the most potent aphrodisiac she’d ever known.

She met his thrusts, her ass rocking back against the wall, the sound of skin slapping against wood mixing with their ragged breaths and Xavier’s low, approving growls. Her climax built faster than she expected, a tempest whipped up by the sheer taboo of the act. It crashed over her without warning, a silent, shuddering release that clenched around the stranger’s cock, milking his own orgasm from him. She felt the hot, deep pulse of his release inside her and slumped against the wall, spent and trembling

The cock slipped out. Silence descended, broken only by their heavy breathing. Ava felt the warm trickle of their combined pleasure down her inner thigh.

Then, Xavier’s hand was on her shoulder, turning her. He stood over her, his own arousal gleaming in his fist. His eyes were dark pits of hunger and pride.

“Look at me,” he commanded.

She looked up, her vision slightly blurred, her lips swollen, her face flushed. She was a mess. His mess.

He gave his length a few final, brutal tugs, and with a guttural groan, his release shot across her face. Thick, hot streaks landed on her cheek, her chin, her eyelids. She flinched at the sudden warmth, the intimate scent of him overwhelming her senses. She blinked, wiping the sticky mess from her eyes with the back of her hand.

For a long moment, they just stayed there, the tableau of their decadence complete. Then, as if a switch had been flipped, Xavier tucked himself away, his expression smoothing into its usual unreadable mask. He handed her a crisp, white handkerchief from his pocket.

“Clean up. We need to go. Caroline will be wondering where we are.”

The spell shattered. The real world, with its consequences and its duplicity, came rushing back. Ava quickly wiped her face, adjusted her clothes, and followed him out of the curtained alcove, her body humming, her soul feeling both filthy and purified.

As they walked down the narrow corridor of the club, they passed a heavily tattooed man. His eyes were fixed on Ava as she walked by. She barely noticed him, her mind spinning with thoughts of what she’d just done.

The drive back to the Thorne mansion was silent, thick with unsated tension. Ava had never been more turned on in her life, every nerve ending still singing the anthem of what they’d done.

But when Xavier pushed the heavy oak door open, the foyer light was on. Caroline was there, not waiting up, but waiting. Her arms were crossed, her posture rigid. A cold, sharp smile cut across her face.

“I had you followed, Xavier,” she said, her voice like shattering ice. “I know everything. About your trips to that club. About the affair.”

Ava’s blood ran cold. The lingering heat in her body vanished, replaced by a drenching wave of horror.

Caroline’s eyes, full of venomous triumph, swept over Ava’s disheveled state before locking back on her husband. “I want a divorce. And I’m taking half of everything.”

Without another word, Caroline turned on her heel, walked out the door, and drove away into the night. The silence she left behind was deafening.

Ava stood frozen, her hand flying to her mouth. “Xavier, I… I’m so sorry, I never meant—”

“It’s not your fault,” he said, his voice quiet, tired.

But the words did nothing to soothe the terrible, rising guilt twisting in her gut. She had wanted his world, his darkness. She just never imagined it would cost him everything he’d worked so hard for.

20 - SHARED WITH HIS BROTHER

MMF / BDSM / Taboo / Blowjob / Flogging / PIV Sex

The black lace felt cool and slippery against Karen’s skin as she adjusted the straps of her teddy. Jeffrey had said ‘something sexy,’ and this was the sexiest thing she owned. She didn’t question why she needed to look this way to meet his brother; Jeffrey’s word was her command, and the faint, thrilling buzz of submission was already humming in her veins.

The drive to Sam’s house was quiet, filled with the low thrum of the engine and the weight of unspoken instructions. Jeffrey’s hand rested on her thigh, his thumb stroking absently, a constant reminder of his ownership. When they arrived, the door was opened by a man who was undeniably Jeffrey’s brother. Same strong jaw, same intense dark eyes, but where Jeffrey’s gaze was controlling, Sam’s was assessing, sweeping over her with an analytic heat that made her cheeks flush. He’s so handsome, she thought, immediately chiding herself for the treacherous observation.

Inside, the conversation was casual, normal, until it wasn’t. Jeffrey’s arm was around her, pulling her close to his side on the couch. “Karen, you know how close Sam and I are,” he began, his voice a low murmur in her ear. She nodded, leaning into him. “We share everything. Everything.”

The pause that followed was heavy, charged. Sam watched them, a slow smile spreading across his face. Karen’s mind raced, trying to catch up, to understand the implication hanging in the air. Jeffrey’s next words landed not like a question, but a statement of fact. “That includes our women.”

Her breath hitched. The world tilted on its axis. This was not what she had prepared for, yet a shockwave of pure, undiluted arousal rocked through her core, so sudden and intense it left her dizzy. She looked from Jeffrey’s commanding expression to Sam’s hungry one. This was her test. Her ultimate act of submission. A soft, shaky “Okay” was all she could manage, but it was enough. The approval in Jeffrey’s eyes was her reward.

They led her to the bedroom, a dimly lit space that smelled of clean linen and masculine cologne. Jeffrey didn’t guide her; he issued a command. “Undress.”

Her fingers, trembling slightly, went to the delicate straps of her teddy. She shrugged it off, letting the black lace pool at her feet on the dark hardwood floor. She stood before them, utterly exposed, her skin pebbling in the cool air. Sam’s eyes darkened as he appraised her, and he didn’t hesitate. He unbuckled his belt, unzipped his jeans, and freed his cock. It was thick and already hard, and the sight of it sent a fresh jolt of desire through her.

“Kneel,” Jeffrey ordered, his voice leaving no room for doubt. “Suck his dick.”

She dropped to her knees without a second thought, the hard floor a dull pressure compared to the pounding of her heart. She leaned forward, her lips parting. The first taste of him was clean, salty. She took him into her mouth, her tongue swirling around the head before she sank down, taking as much of his length as she could. Her world narrowed to this single point of focus: the feeling of him filling her mouth, the sound of Sam’s sharp intake of breath, the weight of Jeffrey’s gaze upon her.

She was lost in the rhythm, in the act of pleasing, when Sam gently pulled back. “You’re as good as he said,” Sam murmured, his voice rough. He reached to the nightstand and picked up a flogger, its falls soft and supple leather. “Now, bend over the side of the bed. Let’s see how you take a sting.”

A shiver of anticipation, mixed with a thread of fear, raced down her spine. She obeyed, positioning herself so her hands were flat on the comforter, her back arched, presenting herself to him. The first strike was a whisper of air followed by a sharp, bright smack across her shoulders. She yelped, the sound startled out of her. The pain was immediate, then it melted, transmuted into a deep, throbbing heat that spread through her muscles.

Another strike, lower this time, across the crest of her ass. She gasped, her fingers clutching the bedspread. Yes. Each impact was a punctuation mark of his control, a sensation that somehow amplified every nerve ending in her body. She was floating on it, her earlier nervousness burned away by the building inferno between her legs. Sam handed the flogger to Jeffrey. “Your turn.”

Jeffrey’s strikes were different. Harder, more precise, landing with an authority that she knew intimately. Each one drove her deeper into her submission, each bloom of pain a testament to her devotion to him. She was panting now, her skin on fire, her core clenched around a desperate, empty ache. She had never been more turned on in her entire life.

“On the bed. On your hands and knees,” Jeffrey commanded, his voice husky with desire. She scrambled onto the mattress, presenting herself to both of them, utterly wanton, completely theirs.

She felt Sam’s hands on her hips, his grip firm. The blunt, wet head of his cock pressed against her entrance, and with one powerful, smooth thrust, he was inside her. A ragged cry tore from her throat as he filled her utterly, stretching her, the fullness a perfect counterpoint to the stinging heat on her skin. He set a brutal, deep rhythm, each plunge hitting a spot inside her that made her see stars.

Before she could even adjust to the overwhelming sensation of being taken by Sam, Jeffrey was in front of her. He gripped her hair, not roughly, but with absolute ownership, and guided his cock to her lips. She opened her mouth willingly, taking him in, the dual penetration sending her spinning into sensory overload. She was the center of their world, the object of their shared desire, completely and utterly used for their pleasure—and her own.

The sound of skin slapping against skin, their grunts, her own muffled moans around Jeffrey’s length—it was a symphony of debauchery. Sam’s thrusts became more erratic, his grip on her hips tightening to the point of bruising. She could feel her own climax coiling, tight and inevitable, deep in her belly.

“I’m gonna cum,” Sam groaned, the words a strained warning.

It was all she needed. The permission to let go. Her orgasm exploded through her, a silent, seismic wave that clenched around Sam’s pumping cock and made her body convulse. Jeffrey pulled out of her mouth with a guttural moan, and she felt the warm, sudden splash of his release across her cheeks and lips. A heartbeat later, Sam withdrew from her, and another hot stripe painted her lower back, mingling with the sweat-slicked, well-marked skin.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of heavy breathing. Karen stayed on her hands and knees, trembling and spent.

Jeffrey was the first to move. He tossed her clothes onto the bed beside her. “You did great, Karen.”

Sam, tucking himself back into his jeans, clapped Jeffrey on the shoulder. “Thanks for bringing her over, bro. She’s a natural whore. Let’s do it again soon.”
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