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A Glimpse Inside

Bruce crouched beside her, hands exploring her body. A heavy palm landed a swat on her ass and she moaned, arching to offer him better access.

He chuckled and reached for her breasts, instead, mauling the delicate flesh. Cruel fingers pinched and twisted her nipples. They were sensitive—an ex once made her cum just from playing with them—and his touch sent pain lancing through her on electric arcs that connected straight to her clit.

She throbbed. Her whole body—whole being—throbbed; all just one nerve for him to manipulate, ravage, and have his way with.

The pain egged her on. She gagged herself on Anthony’s cock, forcing it down her throat with sheer willpower. His moans of delight and fingers gripping her hair provided all the reward that she needed. Knowing that she gave him pleasure was more than enough.

“Such a wet little cunt,” Bruce growled as he rubbed her soaked slit. “If you’re dripping from just sucking cock, I wonder how you’ll react to taking it?” Two fingers speared inside, impaling her on their thickness.

Read on for the full story!


Giving Her All


Chapter One

Alone with Benny in the club’s back office, Marissa sat on the edge of the leather sofa, knee almost touching his. She tried her best to appear as pitiful as she felt. It wasn’t hard—she was desperate.

Despite her best efforts, Benny sat reclined in his armchair, face impassive.

“Please, Benny, just let me pick up some more shifts. Another two or three nights, that would be plenty—”

“Not. A. Chance.”

Scowling, Benny folded his arms across his chest. Though well past his prime, with a receding hairline and a square jaw covered in stubble, Benny still had the solid build of a bull. One with a bit of excess pudge, perhaps, but wild and strong nonetheless. And with the stubbornness to match.

“It wouldn’t be fair to the other girls,” he continued in a milder tone. “They’d complain, there would be drama—you know how it goes. Nothing personal, I just don’t want any trouble.”

“Benny! Come on—how long have we known each other? I just need this small favor…” She leaned forward and let her hand fall on his arm. “I can’t take no for an answer—my back is against the wall here.”

Touch light and sensuous, Marissa stroked his arm just as she’d done when dancing for dozens of men in the past. Perfected into an art, the right touch could separate even the most stoic and shrewd businessmen from their wallets faster than they could say, ‘I’d like a private room!’

As a stripper, she was just such an artist.

“Can’t we come to some arrangement?” she asked, batting her lashes.

Benny snorted. “This—what you’re doing—is cute and all. Maybe if I was ten years younger and didn’t have a wife and two daughters at home, I’d bend you over my table, pound those sexy holes you’re giving away, and give you the cash you need outright.”

“So why don’t you?” Marissa pouted and withdrew her hand. No one had ever turned her down like that before. “It’s not like anyone will ever find out. It’ll be our secret and I’ll do anything—”

“Anything? Good.” Benny grinned, and Marissa smiled, too. Hope surged. It vanished when he continued speaking instead of undoing his belt. “But it won’t be for me. Like I said, I’m not interested in this sort of thing…anymore. But if you seriously need the cash and will put out for it, I may know some people who’re buying. And willing to pay. Good money—more than enough to cover what you’re looking for. You’ll even be able to buy another fancy handbag.”

A handbag sounded good. She glanced at hers, down on the floor by her feet. Benny probably thought it was designer and that she wanted money to fritter away on more pointless, extravagant luxuries. In reality, it was just a good knockoff. She didn’t need money for toys.

But if he thought she’d earn enough to afford them…

“I’m interested.” Marissa crossed her legs and tapped on her lower lip, deep in thought. Something smelled fishy. “Though I sense there’s a ‘but’ coming. At least, I hope there is, because this sounds too good to be true. And if even you don’t know the catch, then I’ll be really worried.”

Benny chuckled and rose from his seat, heading toward the small desk that served as his private mini-bar. “You have good instincts. No wonder the patrons rave about you. Want anything?”

“Sure. Got any scotch?”

He arched an eyebrow and chuckled again before nodding. From the back, he dug out a bottle and poured two glasses. Benny handed one to her and resumed his seat. “These guys… They ain’t your average customers. They don’t want a lap dance or blowjob. Hell, even spreading your legs won’t be enough.” He took a swig and fixed her with his gaze. “They’re into the kinky shit. Ropes and whips—know what I mean?”

Marissa’s breath caught and pussy clenched. Ropes and whips? Her mind raced, flashing to the dozens—if not hundreds—of stories on that very topic, saved on her hard drive at home. Not to mention the countless photos depicting those things…

When it came to ‘ropes and whips,’ she knew a thing or two.

Still, there was no need to let Benny in on her private sexual tastes. He was a nice enough guy, and a great man to work for, but they weren’t that close.

“So they’re into kinky sex,” she said, voice even. “That’s nothing I can’t handle.”

“Heh, if you say so.” Benny swallowed down more whiskey and Marissa mirrored him, sipping on hers. The fiery liquid burned going down, in the most pleasant way.

“Alright, hang on and I’ll get the info.” Benny stood from the armchair and headed for his desk, rummaging through his Rolodex.

Only he would still keep using a piece of crap like that instead of saving his information in a phone like a normal person. Old habits truly died hard.

After a while, he pulled out a slip of paper with a triumphant grin and showed it to her. “Here’s the number. Call them and set up a meeting. They’ll tell you when and where to come in, plus all the other details.”

She’d expected a card, but what Benny held was an old slip of paper with a number and the name Anthony scribbled on it. Marissa looked from it, to her boss.

“Uhh… Benny, this is something I can handle, right?” Something about the unmarked number and Benny’s attitude made her wary. Benny was old-school. He’d been around the block and knew how to handle himself. It wasn’t normal to see him so cagey. “All the secrecy is creeping me out.”

“How the hell should I know?” A look of irritation crossed Benny’s features. He slumped back in his seat, drink in hand. “All I know is they’re into some serious shit. Rough sex, gang bangs, sadism, you name it. I don’t know if they’re shooting porn or catering for wealthy clients or what, but the higher you go, the more depraved people’s tastes get. So—you want the number or not?”

Marissa chewed her lip and asked herself that very same question. It sounded like trouble. Her instincts screamed for her to reject the offer. Anything that sounded too good to be true usually was—everyone knew that.

But she needed money, and fast. None of her other leads had panned out, either.

With a sigh, she nodded and held out her hand. “Yeah. Girl’s gotta do what she’s gotta do, you know?”

“I know.” With a rueful shake of his head, Benny deposited the slip in her hand. “Tell me what happens if you ever come back to this dump after playing the big leagues. I’ve been curious for a while. Never had another girl interested enough to take up the offer…”

“Count on it,” Marissa said, with more confidence than she felt. “This will just be a one-time thing for quick cash. I’ll be back begging for shifts before you even notice I’m gone.”


Chapter Two

Shit.

Shit shit shit shit.

The thought bounced through Marissa’s mind on an endless loop as stood, waiting and tapping her foot, anxiously fiddling with the strap of her bag.

It was late. Sunset was hours ago, and while the alley she found herself in wasn’t part of a bad neighborhood, it wasn’t particularly nice, either. There was no way it was a coincidence. The location was so nondescript and forgettable it had to be purposeful.

The door bore no sign or marking that could identify it. It didn’t even have a handle. There was only one tiny buzzer, tucked away in the wall by the door. A cursory glance would have missed it entirely, but she had her mysterious phone contact to guide her.

After leaving Benny’s with the number, she’d called it immediately and received a set of instructions. The mystery contact’s requirements were clear. She was to arrive in this alley, at this exact hour, and ring the buzzer. No more, and no less. Further instructions were to be given only upon arrival.

Whether it was for security or to weed out the timid, the whole thing stank of secrecy like a spy novel. Marissa had no clue what awaited her on the door’s other side. Only one thing was certain.

This was, without doubt, one of the stupidest things she’d ever done.

A noise came from inside the door. Metal grating on metal, like a deadbolt being unlocked.

The door swung open and revealed a large, tough-looking man. Dressed in a neat black suit and built like a freight truck, he looked like a goon from an action flick. Only judging by his rugged face and cold, calculating eyes, he was no extra or regular bouncer. She’d been around enough unsavory types to know.

A thrill of terror crawled up her spine. Had she stumbled into some kind of mob operation? Would they kill or kidnap her into the sex trade or something? Would anyone know if that happened?

Or would people assume she bailed and skipped town—just another missing person report to file and forget about?

Silent, the thug surveyed her with an inscrutable expression before stepping back and nodding for her to enter.

Marissa stared, torn between fight and flight. There were other sources of income. She had a few things she could sell… But no. She’d already come this far. All that remained was to take a chance and pray for the best.

With a deep breath to steady her nerves, she stepped inside. The mute giant pulled the door shut behind her and slid the heavy deadbolt back into place.

They were in a small room, littered with broken crates and old newspapers like someone homeless had lived there for years. A single fluorescent light flickered above, providing the room with fitful illumination. Further in, another door awaited them on the room’s other side.

The man led her to it and pulled a card from his pocket. He waved it over the door’s electronic lock and, with a beep, it swung open.

This was wrong. It was all so wrong. The secrecy, the multiple layers of locks, her peculiar escort… Fuck, she should never have come.

But Marissa wasn’t a quitter. She squared her shoulders and followed her escort inside, only flinching a little when the door shut soundlessly behind them.

Down a hall and a winding flight of stairs, they headed deeper. The further they went, the more curious—and frightened—she felt. A rhythmic thumping sound came from somewhere, growing louder as they proceeded. Before long it coalesced into something she’d never expected.

Music. Loud music, blasting from somewhere further within.

Were they approaching a literal underground club?

Her escort used his card to open one final door and a wave of sound crashed into Marissa. They stepped into another world.

She looked around, gaping. Bright lights flashed overhead, swiveling and casting multicolored beams everywhere. All around them people laughed and danced to the loud, pounding music that reverberated through Marissa’s core.

It was a club. After all that walking and secrecy, they had truly come out in a club—and an extravagant one, at that.

Purple and pink light fixtures dominated, casting the place in a seductive, sensuous glow. Everyone she saw looked well dressed and wealthy. Pretty serving girls wandered around, delivering drinks, dressed in skimpy outfits that left so little to the imagination, even Benny would have looked twice.

Whatever this place was, it wasn’t normal. Marissa felt like she’d fallen down the rabbit hole.

“Come.”

With a start, she stared at her grim-faced escort. It was the first word she’d heard him say. “Just lead the way.”

He didn’t reply. Only turned and wove his way through the club, dodging patrons and serving girls with equal grace. She trotted at his heels, looking about, examining everything.

Some patrons looked at them with curiosity, but most didn’t bother to spare even a glance. The working girls scurried about, dressed in identical low-cut, black mini dresses that bared plenty of cleavage and didn’t reach past upper thigh. A thick leather collar completed each outfit.

Only a few girls met her eyes, but none looked distressed or abused. BDSM getup notwithstanding, the place couldn’t be bad if it treated its employees well… Right?

They headed deeper inside and passed out of the main area. The sounds of music and chatter fell away behind them, growing faint until they rounded a corner and stepped into a back office. Two older men dressed in suits sat on a rich, leather couch, playing cards on a glass coffee table.

“Oh, good.” One of them, a tall man with silvery hair and lean features, looked up and discarded his cards. “You’re right on time.”

“I…” Marissa swallowed. The men looked pleasant enough and she felt silly for her earlier fear, but this was no time to relax. The situation screamed interview and she needed to make a good first impression. “I’m Marissa. Are you the one I talked with on the phone?”

“That would be me, actually,” the second man answered. Despite his age, he looked fit and healthy, with a full head of brown hair, graying at the temples. He smiled as he scrutinized her. “I’m Anthony.”

“And I’m Bruce,” the taller man said. His eyes shifted to her escort. “You can go, we’ll be fine.”

The big guy nodded and left without a second look. With his overbearing presence gone, the atmosphere felt brighter already. Still, she didn’t know who he or the two men before her actually were. The true nature of this place—and her role in it—eluded her.

“So… What’s this all about?”

“You tell us.” The man called Bruce chuckled. “You’re the one that called.”

“What my friend means,” Anthony added, “is there are options. Various roles you might be suitable for… And you’re free to do as little—or as much—as you like.”

The way Anthony watched her, like a prize—or perhaps a piece of meat—was unnerving. But Benny had warned her of this. Said their tastes ran dark and deep. She came here prepared for that.

“As little or much of what, exactly?” Marissa demanded. “I came here because I heard it’s a good opportunity. But I’m not agreeing to something before I hear all the terms.”

Anthony laughed and leaned back. “Spunky. Nice curves and a big rack for a girl of her size, too.”

“Yes…” Bruce nodded in agreement. “With that attitude and those looks, I can think of quite a few who’d be interested in her.”

Marissa stared at the pair, unsure whether to be angry or flattered—or perhaps even horny. It was humiliating to be discussed like an object, but humiliation had always been one of her kinks, so…

She gritted her teeth and fought off that line of thought. “I’m right here, guys! Interested in me for what?”

“To rent you, of course. For whatever the clients like.” Bruce smiled as Marissa barely suppressed a gasp. “That’s what we cater to here. We scout promising talent from strip clubs and agencies all around the country—”

“The whole world, really,” Anthony added.

“—and offer them options based on their interests—and capabilities. So how about it, Marissa? You can be one of the waitresses you saw on the way in or a stripper at one of our clubs. Or, if you’re game, we can discuss more lucrative options.”

Marissa swallowed. It felt like she was on the cusp of getting in over her head, if that hadn’t happened already. If their organization was as global as they claimed, and had high-end clients like they implied, even being a stripper could be very lucrative. The crowd at Benny’s had never been big on tipping, while the people she passed here looked like they had money to spare.

But she needed cash, and fast. Waiting for tips to roll in wasn’t an option.

“I didn’t come here to screw around,” she said, with more courage than she actually felt. “As they say, go big or go home.”


Chapter Three

A wide smile bloomed on Anthony’s face. “Excellent. Ever since you called, I was hoping you would agree.”

“I haven’t agreed to anything—yet.” Marissa crossed her arms. She wouldn’t let these guys push her around, no matter who they were.

“That’s fine. You want to hear more, first—it’s only natural. But so we’re clear, we haven’t hired you, yet, either.” Bruce gave an apologetic look. “There’s still the matter of your audition.”

“What?” Marissa glared from one man to the other. “Is this secretly some casting couch shoot? I’m not a moron—I’m not falling for any tricks. Either cut to the chase or I’m—”

The words died on her tongue, forgotten in an instant. Her eyes bugged out of her head at the sight of the thick wad of cash Bruce pulled from his pocket.

There must have been thousands—no, tens of thousands—of dollars there.

Bruce chuckled and flipped through them without a care. “I wouldn’t ask you to perform for free.”

“We cater to the most high-end clients,” Anthony said. “Men—and women—who know what they want, and will pay exorbitant sums for it. But they need to be treated with respect and discretion, too. We can’t hire just anyone for this. And we find it works out better for everyone if we keep our employees rich and happy. That way, everyone wins.”

“And besides—I like you. It’s rare for someone to come in here and make demands. So here’s a starting bonus.” Bruce counted out five crisp one hundred bills and slid them across the coffee table toward her. “Money paid up front for you to strip, dance, and…give Anthony a lap dance. Deal?”

Stunned, Marissa stared from man to cash and then back. “Seriously? Just for that?”

“Very. This is only a small taste. The further you’re willing to go, the more I will pay you.”

It was too good to be true. There had to be a catch… But Bruce looked serious.

Anthony watched her, his expression calm—if a little bemused. “We can take it back and you’re free to leave if you prefer. Though you’ll need to sign an NDA for us, to make sure you don’t—”

“No,” Marissa shook her head and set down her bag, “that’s not necessary.” With a flourish, she tossed off her jacket and revealing the tight, spaghetti-strap tank she wore underneath. “I’ll do it.”

The men smiled and leaned back, eyes fixed on her like ravenous wolves, hungry for what was to come.

Marissa paused. To dance without music was like a painter working blind. But she was a professional. The deep bass filtering in from the club’s sound system provided enough of a beat and she got to work, dancing and swaying, shaking her hips as her torso twisted and hands roved her body. Touching what the men could only see.

She tossed her head back and cupped her breasts, moaning louder than she intended. The two filthy rich men before her were quite handsome, now that she thought about it. And very much in control. As an exhibitionist and a submissive, this was exactly the situation she’d always craved.

Marissa turned and teased at lifting her top only to stop and lean forward, twerking her ass for their viewing pleasure. Dressed in tight yoga pants, she knew the view left little to the imagination, just as she intended.

By the time she lost her top and turned back to them, both men sported sizable bulges. She licked her lips at the sight. Every performer enjoyed an appreciative audience, and she was no different.

She kicked her shoes off, wriggled her hips, and slipped out of her pants. In just bra and panties, she danced for the two older men. Her hands grew bolder, caressing the swell of her breasts, over her flat tummy, and down—coming perilously close to rubbing her pussy.

A flush crept from her cheeks to her chest. Nipples hardened. Goosebumps broke out on her skin. The lust in the men’s eyes egged her on, made her want to tease and push further. To shatter the facade of calm self-control they still wore.

Bruce grunted his approval as Marissa unsnapped her bra, then growled when she refused to let it fall. Instead, she toyed with them, dancing closer and turning, twisting, shaking her hips before finally letting it drop.

A sharp intake of breath made her skin prickle and lips curl in a smile. Anthony’s bulge was even more noticeable now, tenting his pants and making clear what he wanted. She danced over and straddled him.

“One lap dance, coming up,” she whispered in his ear in her stage voice, husky and breathless.

Bruce chuckled off to the side somewhere but Marissa paid him no mind. She focused only on Anthony, slipping her hands along his surprisingly strong shoulders and chest. Hips bucking and grinding, she rode him, teasing his straining cock. With a moan, she bit on her lip and pressed closer, bare nipples grazing the fabric of his clothes.

This felt good. She was getting way too into the game.

“Why don’t we make things more interesting?” Bruce suddenly asked. “Another five hundred for you to sit on that table, slip off your underwear, and get off for us.”

Marissa froze, panty-clad mound pressed against Anthony’s bulge. “For real?”

“Is it too much? Okay, then do as I said but talk dirty during it. Show us how filthy and wanton a whore you can be.”

A whore. Most strippers didn’t like that term or people who conflated what they did with prostitution. But Marissa wasn’t like most girls. The insult just made her wetter.

With a smile, she slid off Anthony’s lap and slipped out of her panties. Cold air brushed her hot lips, tickling the bare skin. It was fortunate she just waxed yesterday.

She perched on the table, hands exploring and sending tingles rippling through her body.

“Spread those knees,” Bruce ordered.

Finally, a man who knew what he wanted and didn’t hesitate to demand it. It made her core throb to obey his commands.

She smiled and opened her legs, fingertips sliding down, teasing apart the folds of her sex to probe at her entrance. A moan escaped her. Each touch felt electric. On stage at Benny’s she never got to play with herself. Guys who ordered private rooms always wanted to do the touching—and were invariably bad at it. Pleasuring herself for money was an experience she never imagined she’d get to enjoy.

Marissa licked, then sucked on a finger, going down on it like a cock. She held eye contact with Bruce, getting it wet before pushing it inside her pussy.

“I’m soaked,” she said, moaning and raising her knees to give them a better view. She pushed a second finger inside with ease, her cunt greedy for more. “Just aching to be filled…”

Anthony stared, rubbing his cock through his pants but Bruce only smirked.

“Is that the best you can do?” He sat up, glaring with an intensity that filled her with fear and excitement. “I already know you’re a horny little slut. I want to hear you tell me something I don’t know.”

Marissa’s nipples puckered, hardening to diamond pebbles that could cut glass. “Like… like what? I’ll tell you whatever you want to hear, sir.”

He arched an eyebrow, lips quirking. “Tell us what you’re thinking—right now. What’s running through your mind while you play with your cunt for two men you just met.”

She groaned, biting her lip as her pussy spasmed around her fingers. Bruce knew the perfect words to stoke the fire inside her.

“I’m horny… Soaking my fingers… Because I like showing off.” She whimpered and spread open wider, teasing her clit with her free hand. “That’s why I started as a stripper. The money was almost secondary… I just wanted guys to watch me. To see how hard I can make them and how bad they want to fuck me.”

“Dirty girl.” Despite his words, Bruce smiled.

“I…” Marissa let out a moan. She couldn’t believe she was about to say this. “I used to hope they’d get handsy and push me to do more.”

“That they’d put you in your place and treat you like the little whore you are, you mean?” Bruce’s eyes glittered with barely suppressed desire.

“Yesss. That’s what I want—what I need. A guy to just use me, to pound me and show me who’s boss and take what’s his!” As her breathing grew ragged, her words slurred together. She was so close. Her pussy dripped and ached, clit throbbing painfully, heartbeat racing.

She’d meant to put on more of a show for them but she couldn’t wait—she needed release and needed it now.

“Stop,” Bruce said. The air of authority in his tone brooked no discussion or second-guessing. But she was so close…

Marissa stared at him, wide-eyed, and kept going. She could feel the orgasm brewing inside her. So close that—

“I said stop.” Bruce’s eyes flashed. The smirk disappeared, replaced by something cold and frightening that made her imagine being locked in a dungeon, to be used and abused at his leisure. “Filthy little whores have to earn their orgasms and I changed my mind about yours. You’ll work for it. Really work for it.”


Chapter Four

Whining, Marissa pulled her hands away from her soaked slit. Suddenly empty, her pussy ached for attention. But much as it pained her, she had to obey.

Not because Bruce paid good money and satisfying his whims was the lifeline to that. No… She obeyed because his presence demanded it. If the man said he wanted to take her then and there, free of charge, she wouldn’t mind. In fact, she’d probably thank him while cumming again and again on his cock.

“She gets so into it, she ends up becomes a brat, doesn’t she?” Anthony commented, laughing.

“Brats are the most fun.”

Marissa blushed, squirming. Even as a child, no one had ever called her a brat.

“On your knees.” Bruce stood and removed his belt. “You know how to earn your reward, don’t you?”

“Sucking cock, sir,” she whispered, pussy dripping as she got on the floor and crawled to Bruce. Moving on instinct, she undid his trousers and dragged them down with his boxers, freeing his cock. Already hard, it sprung up before her, veiny and thick. Only average in length, he more than made up with his girth. Her mouth drooled in anticipation.

“That’s right. You’ll service both our cocks now… And maybe you’ll earn your reward.”

Marissa nodded and reached for his length, but Bruce wasn’t done.

“It’ll be five hundred for your mouth. Each.”

Her jaw dropped as Bruce counted out ten bills from the wad in his hand and set them down with the other thousand she’d earned. She had been ready to do it for free! “Thank you—”

“Thank me with your mouth, cunt.”

With a moan, Marissa wrapped her lips around his cock. She’d thank him. She’d show him what she could do and crack that iron control of his if it was the last thing she did!

Anthony pushed the coffee table aside and moved to her other side. Devoid of trousers and jacket, he sported only a shirt and a rock hard erection. She grabbed it and stroked him while bobbing up and down on Bruce, tongue swirling to massage the head, then pressing forward until she gagged on his length. Like a desperate whore, she sucked and slurped on his cock.

“Fuck…” Bruce gripped her by the hair and shoved more of his cock in her mouth, head bumping the back of her throat. She gagged and he relented, only to grab her head and try again once she caught her breath. “Take it. Open up that throat and show me how good you are.”

She shuddered as his cock pushed past her gag reflex and into her throat. Panic overtook her as she struggled to breathe, but Bruce paid her no heed. Gripping her by the hair he fucked her mouth like it was a cunt, using her as a toy for his pleasure. Spit ran down his cock and dripped from her lips. Tears welled in her eyes. Each time Bruce pulled back she had time for one heaving gasp before his cock shoved down her throat once again.

As suddenly as it began, Bruce pulled out of her mouth and she collapsed to the floor, coughing and gasping for air.

“That’s a good girl.”

A shiver ran through her at the words ‘good girl’, starting right from her core. Face a mess and blinking tears from her eyes, she looked up to see his sadistic, pleased smile.

“So much flirting that I’m starting to get lonely,” Anthony said. He grabbed her hair and hauled her toward him. “Let’s see if you’re as good as Bruce says. Open up.”

Marissa didn’t hesitate. The humiliation, the praise, the loss of control… All of it worked together, making her horny and eager to please. She swallowed his cock and played with his balls, struggling to deepthroat him the way she had Bruce.

Bruce crouched beside her, hands exploring her body. A heavy palm landed a swat on her ass and she moaned, arching to offer him better access.

He chuckled and reached for her breasts, instead, mauling the delicate flesh. Cruel fingers pinched and twisted her nipples. They were sensitive—an ex once made her cum just from playing with them—and his touch sent pain lancing through her on electric arcs that connected straight to her clit.

She throbbed. Her whole body—whole being—throbbed; all just one nerve for him to manipulate, ravage, and have his way with.

The pain egged her on. She gagged herself on Anthony’s cock, forcing it down her throat with sheer willpower. His moans of delight and fingers gripping her hair provided all the reward that she needed. Knowing that she gave him pleasure was more than enough.

“Such a wet little cunt,” Bruce growled as he rubbed her soaked slit. “If you’re dripping from just sucking cock, I wonder how you’ll react to taking it?” Two fingers speared inside, impaling her on their thickness.

Marissa gasped and cried out, quivering with surprise and delight. She would have begged for more if her mouth wasn’t so full, but Anthony gave her no chance to thank Bruce. Growling like a beast, he thrust forward and fucked her face, only a little less brutally than Bruce had done.

She gagged and struggled to breathe anyway. Trapped between the two men, violated from both ends, she felt her body careen toward an orgasm. The pressure kept building, growing inside her, heading toward the inevitable cliff.

Until, suddenly, Anthony pulled out and left her panting and drooling all over herself. “How about we up the ante?”

She stared up in confusion, while behind her Bruce chuckled. He stroked her clit, fingers still deep in her cunt, and leaned close to growl in her ear. “He means that we fuck you. A thousand per hole—how does that sound?”

The number was staggering. Two thousand, just to fuck the two men? Two thousand for less than an hour of her time? If she were any less horny, she might have hesitated—simply because the offer was too good to be true.

“Fuck me,” she spat, well past the point of worrying. Even if she got nothing for it, at that moment she simply wanted to cum. “Shove your cocks in me and fucking fuck me already!”


Chapter Five

Bruce chuckled. Rather than give her what she wanted, he grabbed her throat, fingers still buried inside her and stretching the walls of her cunt. “Is that any way for a whore to talk?”

“Fuck…” Her pussy clenched and drooled around his digits.

“Wrong again. I want to hear you beg.”

“Please… Please, give it to me. Fuck me.” The hand around her throat tightened. Lightheaded and desperate, she whimpered. “Please! D-daddy—”

Something bestial flashed in his eyes. For just a moment, his control broke. With a growl, Bruce pulled free of her and tore at his clothes. “Mount Anthony.”

Disappointed that he wouldn’t fuck her first, Marissa got up. Anthony waited for her on the couch, his shirt gone. He watched with a smile as she approached and straddled him.

“I wanted to fuck you since the moment you walked in.”

She smiled and gave his cock a few strokes, smearing the precum before angling it to her entrance. His cock wasn’t what she truly wanted, but it still felt good as it stretched her lips and pushed deep into her aching pussy.

“Mmm… Then go ahead. Fuck me.” She wrapped her arms around his neck and rolled her hips, grinding her clit on him. If she got the pressure right, she could probably cum before he did. “Tonight I’m your dirty little plaything.”

Anthony moaned and grabbed her ass, fingers digging in painfully hard. “That’s right… Bought and paid for.”

She whimpered, clenching around him. Even if he wasn’t Bruce, she was already so close. Being reminded that she was here for money—whoring herself out to strangers—made her hotter than she ever would have believed. Dancing on stage didn’t hold a candle to this.

A new hand suddenly appeared on her ass. Marissa looked back in surprise, then grinned when she saw Bruce standing there.

He smirked back and gave her rear a hard smack. “Stupid slut. I said mount him—I didn’t think I needed to specify that you ride him, too.” He smacked her again, even harder. Between his words and the sting, her core heated and throbbed, but Bruce wasn’t done. His finger found and pressed on the puckered ring of her ass.

She froze. No one had ever touched her back there. A few guys had tried, but she always considered it an exit only lane. But Bruce didn’t know that. Even if he did, she didn’t think it would stop him.

Or that she wanted him to.

“Bounce on him,” he commanded.

“Y-yes, sir…” She bit her lip, quivering from all the emotions boiling inside her. Excitement. Need. Lust. Fear…

Bruce spat on her asshole and pushed a finger inside the tight, virgin hole. He held it still, but each bounce and roll of her hips forced it in deeper. Instead of fucking her, he made it so she impaled herself on him. She wasn’t just losing her virginity—he forced her to wantonly hand it over to him.

“So tight… Don’t tell me you never had anything back here?”

“No…” Her breath hitched, heart fluttering as beneath her, Anthony teased her clit. “Never.”

“How unexpected.” Even without seeing Bruce, she could hear the smile in his words. “But a deal’s a deal. A thousand ‘per hole,’ I said, and I meant it. I’ll enjoy breaking you in.”

A second finger pushed inside, stretching Marissa’s ass painfully wide. But horny as she was, cunt stuffed with cock, she didn’t care. She wanted the pain and the violation. To have Bruce use her and mark her and claim her. The money wasn’t even a consideration at this point. She just wanted to be fucked. Dominated the way she’d always craved.

The fingers pulled free, for a moment leaving her empty and pining for more. Luckily, Bruce didn’t make her wait long. In seconds she felt the broad tip of his cock nudge her sphincter.

It felt huge. Had he always been this big? Panic flared as he pushed, forcing the monster inside her.

“Please!” She gasped and shuddered, pleasure and pain coursing through her. “It’s so big—go slower—”

“Shut up.” Bruce’s voice was cold and harsh. He grabbed a fistful of hair and pulled her head back, arching her back painfully as he forced his length deeper inside. “You’re going to take it and you’re going to love it like the horny, depraved bitch we all know you are.”

Oh God. Oh God.

A wail escaped her. The inhuman shriek exploded from her lungs as a wave of torturous ecstasy crashed into her. The pain, the degradation, the inescapable nature of her situation—everything rolled together and collided, exploding and tipping her over the edge.

Pleasure beyond any orgasm she’d experienced roared through her as she convulsed and screamed on their cocks. Sparks and colors filled her vision. She was falling, flying, lost and consumed.

Marissa collapsed onto Anthony’s chest, limp and weak, panting for air as her heart raced.

The men gave her no chance to recover. Even as aftershocks made her tremble and spasm, Bruce forced his cock deeper inside, growling obscenities the whole while. Calling her a slut and a whore, a filthy fucktoy for them to enjoy and much more. The words blended together, mixing with the searing heat of her ass being stuffed and the delicious feeling of fullness that came from having two cocks inside her at once.

She floated on a cloud, taking their cocks; a willing and eager doll for their use.

“Don’t you dare go limp on me.” A hand cracked down on her ass, jolting her back to awareness. Bruce rocked his hips and forced more cock inside her tight hole. “Stay with me! I want you to feel every second.”

With each thrust, he got deeper inside and could move his hips a little bit more. His size filled her, stretched her, and threatened to tear her apart. The pain and pleasure mixed, elevating one another.

The men fucked her in counterpoint, Bruce slamming in when Anthony would pull out. Alternating back and forth, they built up a rhythm.

Whimpers and moans escaped her lips in a continuous stream. Her vision swam. Pulse raced. Soaked cunt squelched with each thrust. The pain faded away, replaced by mindless pleasure.

She pushed back against Bruce when he thrust, craving more. “Pound me. Like you. Mean it!”

With a growl he grabbed her by the shoulders and slammed inside, hips smacking her ass. Pain seared her insides, making her clit throb from urgent need.

The men pounded her, vicious strokes ramming inside her. Sandwiched between them, all she could do was accept it. To scream and cum on Anthony’s cock as they used her, pumping faster—faster still—breath coming in gasps as sweat beaded their bodies.

Anthony stiffened and moaned. A burst of hot seed blasted inside her, filling her. Bruce hammered another few strokes and then he came too, ropes of hot cum spurting deep into her formerly virgin but now well-used hole.

She collapsed, utterly spent. Bruce pulled out with a content sigh, and Anthony gently rolled her off him. She sprawled on the couch, weak and quivering, overloaded by the multiple orgasms. Everything in her eyes swam. Brain felt mushy. Thoughts scattered like water through a sieve.

“That”—Bruce smiled and gave his head a shake—“was an exemplary performance.”

Marissa stared. Performance?

Anthony chuckled as he stood and searched for his clothes. “You passed the test. With flying colors, I might add.”

“You earned your money—every cent. And our recommendation. The way you responded to degradation and pain, and how easily you orgasmed… There are clients who’d pay a lot to enjoy you.”

“Th-thanks, I guess?” Heat tinged her cheeks, despite the silliness of being embarrassed in front of men who’d literally just paid to fuck her. “It’s been my kink since forever, so I couldn’t hold back. Surprisingly hard to find guys willing to go as far as I want.”

Bruce chuckled. “Excellent. Then we can help one another, because the clients we have will make the two of us seem like pussycats.” He smiled wolfishly. “Interested?”

Her pussy clenched. Even drained and fucked to a near comatose state, her body responded to the mere idea of what Bruce promised. There was only one answer.

“Yes.”


Epilogue

Dawn broke by the time Marissa finally made it back to her apartment. Exhausted beyond belief, she collapsed on the couch and stared up at the ceiling.

She was rich. Richer, at least. The thought made her head spin.

Four thousand dollars earned just like that. All it cost was her time… and anal virginity.

She smiled and squirmed, feeling how sore she was back there. How sore she was everywhere. She couldn’t remember the last time she’d felt so sexually fulfilled.

With a content sigh, she pulled the stack of crisp bills from her purse and turned them over in her hands, feeling their weight. With this much cash, she could rest easy. She wouldn’t lose her tiny apartment or have to ration her meals.

More importantly, she could finally get ahead of the ballooning interest on her debt.

But Bruce promised her more. Much more. So much that she could say goodbye to fears of loan sharks coming to collect on what they were due.

All it would take was servicing the wealthiest, kinkiest clients. The ones with the money to pay for whatever their kink happened to be. The thought of what that might entail filled her with fear and excitement in equal measure.

No matter the risks, it was an opportunity she couldn’t pass up. And who knew… Maybe she would enjoy it as much as she had Bruce’s “test.”

Marissa pulled out one more thing from her purse. A rich, embossed card with Bruce’s name and number etched on it in gold ink. She’d call him and tell him to set it up. Come what may, she was in.

She’d see this all the way through.

To Be Continued...


Thank you for reading!
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If you have the time, please consider leaving a quick review on Amazon to assist future readers.

This is far from the last you'll see of Eleanor and the others at the Beckett estate. If you want to be informed about future releases and upcoming projects, please join my mailing list!

No spam, ever, and your information will not be shared with any third-parties.

http://eepurl.com/ghEgMr


Also By Mia Sinclair

If you enjoyed Giving Her All, consider checking out the following sexy, filthy tales of taboo passion, humiliation, and BDSM!

[image: Eleanor's Entrance Cover Art]
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