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Book 1 — More Than A Wax


More Than A Wax

The idea came to me the third time razor burn left my inner thighs raw and stinging after sex. My girlfriend had been patient about it, but I could feel the difference myself — the prickle of new stubble against her skin, the way she’d shift her hips when it caught somewhere tender. Then there were the ingrown hairs. Two of them, deep and angry, that had made sitting on certain chairs an adventure in subtle suffering. I told myself it was a hygiene preference, a practical decision. Maybe it was. But standing in the shower, running a hand over the coarse growth and imagining what the absence of it might feel like, I knew there was more to it than that.

Finding a place was harder than I expected. Most of the salons I called either went quiet when I specified the area I needed waxed or referred me to a men’s grooming chain that turned out to specialize in chest and back. One receptionist laughed — not unkindly, but I could hear the amusement she was trying to contain. After a week of phone calls I found Jasmine through an online profile. Her copy was clinical but direct: private mobile esthetician, male Brazilian specialist, all experience levels welcome, strict confidentiality. The last phrase was the one that got me. She understood, apparently, that a man lying bare on his own bed while a stranger worked wax into the hair around his cock might prefer the whole thing stay between the two of them.

Her profile photo showed a woman in her early thirties, chestnut hair loose around a face that was composed and professionally warm — the kind of woman I’d have found an excuse to stay near at a party. I scheduled the appointment before I could talk myself out of it.

I’d taken the afternoon off. By the time the hour arrived I had showered twice, laid clean towels across the bed in some arrangement I imagined was helpful, and set a glass of water on the nightstand without being sure who it was for. The apartment felt overly prepared, like a stage before the actors arrive. I stood at the window watching the street until I heard the knock.

Jasmine was nothing like the low-grade fantasy I’d been half-building and half suppressing for two days. She was better — calmer, with a white lab coat over a dark tank top and the kind of jeans that had clearly been chosen for comfort over effect, her hair pulled back with no ceremony. She carried a professional case and moved with the easy authority of someone who had done this a hundred times, which she probably had. She shook my hand. Her grip was brief and firm.

“David,” she said, confirming rather than asking. She stepped inside and cast a quick, assessing look over the setup I’d made. A small nod. Either it passed inspection or she was too professional to show that it didn’t.

“Thank you for coming here,” I said. “I wasn’t sure a salon would —”

“They wouldn’t.” She said it without judgment, setting her case down on the table and unzipping it. “Most aren’t trained for it. It’s a different workflow.” She looked over her shoulder at me. “Clothes off, lie flat on the bed, towel over your hips. I’ll give you two minutes.”

She disappeared into the bathroom with a small bag. I undressed faster than was dignified and got onto the bed, pulling the towel over me. My heart was doing something complicated. Not quite fear. Not quite the other thing, though that was there too, low and warm at the base of my stomach. I stared at the ceiling and breathed.

When Jasmine returned she was gloved and brisk. She set up her tools on the nightstand with the efficiency of a nurse prepping for a minor procedure: wax strips aligned by width, a shallow bowl of warm wax, a jar with a spatula, tweezers, a container of talc powder. The sight of them organized in a row made my throat dry.

“I’m going to start with the powder,” she said, folding the towel back without fanfare. She didn’t look at my face when she did it, just at the task. I was already half-hard and that fact was simply present in the room, acknowledged by neither of us. “It keeps the skin from sticking to the wax. Let me know if anything feels too hot.”

Her hands were gloved but the powder was warm, and she worked it in small firm circles across my pubic hair and down the crease of each thigh. The touch was deliberate, mechanical — and still my body responded to the proximity of her, the intimacy of the position, the frank unavoidable exposure of it. I focused on the ceiling.

“Breathe out when I pull,” she said, spreading the first wax strip over a strip of hair at the top. “It’s reflex. It helps.”

I breathed out. The strip came free. The pain was instant and clean — a hot bright line along the surface — and then her palm pressed hard over the newly bare skin and the pain compressed into something blunter, more manageable. She held the pressure for three or four seconds, then moved on.

It was worse lower down. Not unbearably so, but the skin grew thinner and more reactive as she worked toward my inner thighs, and I found myself gripping the edge of the mattress on certain pulls, exhaling hard through my teeth. Jasmine worked steadily, without commentary, pressing after every strip and pausing to check the skin in between. She was good. I could tell without knowing what to compare her against.

By the time she reached the area around the base of my cock, my erection had flagged. The pain had taken care of that. But when she reached for a fresh strip and her gloved fingers positioned carefully along the underside of my shaft, something shifted. The careful precision of her handling — not erotic in intent, scrupulously professional, and yet her fingers were right there — stirred the blood back into me without my permission.

I cleared my throat. The erection was not subtle.

“Does this happen often?” I asked. “To other clients.”

She glanced up. Not surprised. “Some do, some don’t.” She returned her attention to the strip she was positioning. “When they do, it helps. The skin gets tighter. Easier to get a clean pull.”

The clinical logic of it landed in my chest like a spark on tinder. Here was this woman — unhurried, professional, obviously experienced — telling me in a matter-of-fact tone that she preferred her clients hard. Not as a provocation. As a technical note.

“In that case,” I said, hearing the edge in my own voice, “maybe you could help me stay that way. While you finish.”

Jasmine was quiet for a moment. She applied the next strip, pressed, pulled, pressed. Then she said, “I can do that,” and wrapped one gloved hand around my cock with the same businesslike ease she’d touched everything else.

The sensation was extraordinary. She stroked slowly, unhurried, maintaining pressure between the wax pulls — wax, rip, press to ease the sting, stroke to bring the blood back, wax again. The rhythm was maddening. Pain and pleasure traded places in such quick succession they stopped being distinct things. My hips twitched forward against her hand. She adjusted her grip, not scolding, just repositioning to keep the work going. I kept my eyes on the ceiling and held on.

She took more time with the base of my shaft than anywhere else, smoothing the wax slowly, letting it set, then pulling with one clean motion. The sting was deep and precise. Her palm came down immediately. I made a sound I would not have predicted from myself. She kept her hand there, pressing, until the worst of it faded, and then she returned to the stroking without being asked.

When she finally set the last strip aside and examined her work, the room felt very warm. She turned to the post-wax care, pouring oil into her palm and working it into the newly bare skin in long, unhurried strokes. Every pass over the stripped areas sent twin signals — relief from the rawness, and the building pressure of everything that had been accumulating for the last twenty minutes. I could feel my pulse in my cock. A thin thread of moisture gathered at the tip.

Jasmine noticed. She leaned down without comment and licked the bead of pre-cum from the head of my cock, slowly, a single clean sweep of her tongue. Then she looked at me with an expression that was not quite a smile and not quite professional neutrality — something that lived in the space between them.

“I can’t leave evidence,” she said. “Girlfriend in the picture.”

“She is,” I said, and my voice came out lower than I intended.

“Then we keep this tidy.” She wrapped her mouth around the head and took me down in one smooth stroke, her throat opening without hesitation, the wet heat of her swallowing me all the way to the root. I exhaled sharply. She worked with the same unhurried competence she’d brought to everything else — steady suction, her tongue pressing flat along the underside of my shaft, her hand at my hip keeping me from driving up into her. She was not performing enthusiasm; she was simply, efficiently, extraordinarily good at this.

I lasted less time than I’d have liked. The twenty minutes of slow-building tension had seen to that. When the orgasm broke it came from somewhere deep, the muscles in my thighs locking, my hands fisting in the towel as I came hard into her throat — thick, sustained pulses, more than I’d expected, my hips straining against her palm as she swallowed around me and kept working until the last shudder faded.

She pulled off clean, wiped the corner of her mouth with one knuckle, and stood. Applied the final dusting of soothing powder to my skin with practiced hands while I lay there trying to remember how breathing worked.

“You’ll have some redness for a day or two,” she said. “Keep the area clean. No tight clothing tonight.” She stripped off one glove. “I’d say four to six weeks before the re-growth gets uncomfortable, but every client’s different.”

Then she paused, hand resting lightly on my thigh, eyes dropped to the towel.

“Most full Brazilians include the back,” she said. “If you want to book that separately I can come back, or we can do it now while your skin’s already prepped.”

The question settled somewhere I hadn’t expected. I’d never once thought about that particular stretch of territory. Never considered what it would feel like to have it tended to, exposed, worked over. The towel still held the warmth of my body beneath me. I heard myself say yes before I’d made any conscious decision to.

“Roll onto your side first,” she said. “Then I’ll have you bend forward.”

She guided me with a palm between my shoulder blades. My chest met the bed, my hips came up, and the air touched skin I’d never once offered to anyone’s attention. My whole body felt alert and very still, the way animals go still when they sense something large nearby. Jasmine laid a fresh strip across the curve of one cheek and smoothed it flat with the heel of her hand. The warmth of the wax sank in slowly. Then she ripped.

The sting bloomed bright across the cheek, followed by the solid, sure press of her palm that held the heat in place and let it soften into something bearable. She did the second cheek the same way — smooth, press, rip, press — the sound of each strip coming free sharp in the quiet of the room.

When she reached the cleft, she worked slowly. The edge of a fresh strip traced the outer ring of my hole in a deliberate circle, not applying pressure yet, just letting me feel the approach. My breath went short. The skin there was thin and densely wired with nerves, and every small motion registered as something between warning and invitation. She coated the actual rim on the next pass, smoothing wax in with two careful fingers, covering the whole ring. Then she ripped.

Fire shot through the tender skin and my hips jerked forward, but her hand was already there, pressing flat, holding the heat in place with steady force until the worst of it dimmed. She repeated the motion three more times, each pull followed by that same held pressure, and when she was finished the skin felt bare and raw and strangely awakened — nerves that had been dormant for years suddenly vivid and present.

“Hands forward,” she said. “Up on your knees.”

I moved. The new position opened me wider and I felt exposed in a way that was beyond anatomy — something more deliberate, more surrendered. She found three stubborn hairs near the base of my spine and switched to tweezers for them, each pluck a sharp, small, precise bite. My thighs trembled. I stayed still, breathing through it, the minor sting absorbed into the larger heat already running under my skin.

She wiped me down with a warm cloth and reached for the lotion.

The first touch of her fingers against the freshly stripped ring stopped my breath entirely. The lotion was cool and slick, and it sank into skin that had never been touched this deliberately, this slowly. I spread my knees without meaning to. Jasmine noticed — and her fingers didn’t retreat. One fingertip circled the rim in slow strokes, feeling the texture, and then pressed inward, careful and unhurried, until she found the firm swell of my prostate and rested there.

The pressure was sudden and exact. A thick surge of pleasure rolled from that point through my gut and straight down into my cock, which twitched hard against the towel beneath me. Jasmine worked the gland in steady circles, the pad of her finger methodical and sure, the same focused competence she’d brought to every other part of the procedure. My back arched. My hips pushed back without my consent. She added a second finger and the stretch sharpened everything — turned the pressure into something raw and insistent, drove each stroke deeper into some dense cluster of sensation I hadn’t known lived there.

I was already close when I felt her shift her weight and lean forward. Her mouth closed around my cock in one smooth motion, her lips meeting the base of the shaft at the same moment her fingers crooked hard against the gland. The two sensations — the wet grip of her throat and the relentless pressure inside me — collided. The orgasm came without warning, sudden and total. I came in deep, grinding pulses that I felt in my thighs and my spine and somewhere behind my eyes, my hips bucking forward as she swallowed around me, her fingers still working, drawing out every last convulsion until my arms failed and I collapsed forward, breathing in harsh pulls against the towel.

She stayed on me through the aftershocks. When the last tremor passed she eased her fingers free and let my cock slip from her lips, and she stood with the quiet composure of someone who had simply done their job very well. She wiped her mouth on the back of her wrist. She stripped off her remaining glove and dropped it into her waste bag.

“Tip’s covered,” she said, beginning to pack her case. She glanced at me over her shoulder, something like amusement in the set of her mouth. “I’ll call that my bonus.” A beat. “Six to eight weeks. Your skin will tell you when it’s time.”

The door clicked shut. Her laugh lingered in the hallway for a second longer than her footsteps.

I stayed face-down on the towel, breathing against the vinyl, the echo of her fingers still present inside me in a way that was not quite imagined. My hole felt stripped and sensitive; every shift of my hips sent a small, liquid reminder through the freshly woken nerves. I told myself it had been professional, just a service rendered, a transaction. The thought dissolved before I could finish building it. A transaction didn’t explain the particular attention she’d paid to my hesitation, or the low, unfinished hunger still sitting under my ribs when the orgasm should have used it up. I thought about texting my girlfriend something ordinary — running late, don’t wait on dinner — and didn’t, because anything I typed would come out reading like a confession I hadn’t decided to make. Whatever this had been, it hadn’t stayed inside the neat borders Jasmine’s profile had promised. I lay there a long time turning that over, waiting to feel something like guilt arrive in full, and it never quite did — what showed up instead was a kind of low, steady anticipation I didn’t examine too closely.

Hours later, my girlfriend found me on the couch in just a T-shirt, legs bare and smooth under the throw blanket. She set her bag down and crossed the room without speaking. Her hand slipped under the blanket and found the bare skin between my legs. A slow exploration — her fingers tracing the unfamiliar smoothness from my inner thigh up to the base of my cock, then lower, through my cheeks, until she found the tender ring that Jasmine had worked over.

My breath hitched.

“You got waxed,” she said. Not a question. Her voice had dropped half a register.

I nodded, and some tight coil under my sternum loosened by exactly one turn — not innocence, nothing that generous, just the small mercy of not having to lie out loud. She kept touching, her fingertips learning the new terrain with a thoroughness that made my cock thicken against her wrist. She didn’t ask what it had been like, or who had done it, or whether anything had happened that shouldn’t have. Whether that was trust or a question she’d decided she didn’t want answered, I couldn’t have said, and some part of me was grateful enough not to look too hard for the difference. She simply took my hand and stood.

Hot water hit my shoulders in the shower. She soaped my chest, then my stomach, taking her time, both hands working in long strokes while the steam built around us. Then she dropped to her knees on the tile and took me into her mouth without preamble — just the warm press of her lips around the head and the slow slide of her tongue as she worked me fully hard. When she stood again she turned me by the hips and pressed my chest to the wall, then guided my cock between her thighs from behind. The water made everything slick. She rolled back onto me in one long push that took me all the way in, a breath hissing out of her, and then set a rhythm — steady and deliberate and unhurried — the slap of her ass against my thighs filling the small enclosed space, her hand braced on the tile beside mine.

Her other hand reached back and found my balls, rolled them once, then slid lower. Two fingers pressed against my hole with the confident intention of someone who had already decided. The dual pressure — her cunt tightening around me with every roll of her hips, her fingers working the same stripped nerves that were already raw from the afternoon — dragged a sound out of my chest that I wouldn’t have been able to describe. I pushed back into her fingers. Her rhythm didn’t break.

She came first: her cunt clenching around me in sharp successive waves, a broken sound escaping into the steam. Then she pulled off me and spun, dropping to her knees with the water pouring down her back. Her tongue found the head of my cock and worked in tight, focused circles while her hand stroked the shaft hard and fast, the other hand cupping my balls. I came in under a minute — hard, vision-blurring, my hand in her hair as the pulses rolled through me and she swallowed each one without slowing down, working me through every last shudder.

We stayed under the water after. Her back against my chest, my arm across her stomach, the heat pressing down around both of us.

“I like you like this,” she said, running her fingertips along the smooth inside of my thigh. “Keep it.”

I nodded. The hot water kept falling. Neither of us moved to turn it off. The day held two different pairs of hands in it, and I wasn’t trying to separate them anymore.


Book 2 — My Happy Ending


The Ad

The idea had been circling him for months — never landing, never dismissed, just orbiting like something he hadn’t earned yet.

He wasn’t naive about what he wanted. He was thirty-four, reasonably self-aware, and perfectly capable of naming the fantasy that surfaced every time he lay awake past midnight. He wanted to be touched by someone who had no stake in him. He wanted hands that moved with professional certainty, no hesitation, no emotional ledger running in the background. He wanted, if he was being completely honest with himself, to find out what it felt like to surrender without consequence.

The problem wasn’t shame. The problem was inertia.

He told himself this one Tuesday in February, sitting at his desk on his lunch break with a half-eaten sandwich growing cold beside his keyboard. Work had been its usual grind — budget projections, a passive-aggressive email chain with a colleague he’d long since stopped respecting, a 10 AM call that could have been handled in a memo. By noon his shoulders had calcified somewhere up around his ears, and the idea of spending another five hours under fluorescent light made him genuinely tired in a way sleep couldn’t fix.

He was scrolling through his phone when the ad appeared. Simple. Almost tasteful by the standards of what it was advertising.

Asian Massage: Relaxation & Stress Relief.

A photo of a woman with long black hair and an unhurried smile, like she had all the time in the world and knew exactly what to do with it.

He stared at it longer than was entirely professional, sitting at his office desk with the door ajar. His thumb hovered. He thought of his girlfriend, Sarah — their relationship careful and comfortable in the way that things become when the heat has cooled and neither person knows how to talk about it. They hadn’t had sex in four months. He hadn’t said so out loud.

He tapped the ad before he could talk himself out of it.

The address was twelve minutes away. He had forty-five left on his break.

He closed the tab, finished the sandwich, stared at the ceiling, then opened the tab again and set the coordinates in his navigation app.

Just to look, he told himself, already knowing that was a lie.


Arrival

The building was the kind that invited no conclusions. A narrow shopfront wedged between a dry cleaner and a tax preparation office, the kind of block where nobody lingered. The sign above the door was small and plain — no neon, no flashing cursive — just the name etched in clean dark letters on a frosted panel.

He sat in his car for two minutes with the engine running.

He thought about Sarah again. Her laugh at something stupid on TV, her habit of falling asleep with one arm flung over her face. Four months wasn’t forever. It wasn’t irreparable. It was just a gap that had grown through inattention and a mutual unwillingness to be the first one to name the problem.

He got out of the car.

Inside, the lighting was warm and low. The reception area was sparse but not cheap — a low counter, two chairs, a bowl of river stones, a diffuser emitting something faintly citrus. The photographs on the wall were tasteful: landscapes, ink brushwork, a single shot of cherry blossoms that he stopped to look at for a moment longer than he’d intended.

The woman behind the counter looked to be somewhere in her mid-thirties — small-framed, dark-eyed, with the settled, unhurried confidence of someone who had spent a long time getting very good at her job. She gave him a smile calibrated exactly to make him feel like his presence was neither surprising nor unwelcome.

“Hello,” she said. “Looking for appointment?”

“Yes.” His voice came out steadier than he felt. “A massage. If you have time.”

She checked a ledger — actual paper, actual pen — and made a small mark. “Of course. Please follow.”

She led him down a short hallway. The photos on the walls here were of women in various states of elegant repose, nothing overtly explicit, just beautiful, each face carrying some private contentment. He made himself look at the carpet instead.


First Touch

The room she showed him into was the color of warm honey. A padded massage table dominated the center. Soft music moved underneath the room’s ambient hum — something without a melody, more vibration than song. He could feel his pulse in his throat.

“Please,” she said, gesturing. “Undress from waist. Face down. Take your time.” She stepped out, pulling the door most of the way closed.

He undressed mechanically, folding his slacks over the back of a chair with a tidiness that struck him as absurd given the circumstances. He laid face down on the table. The vinyl was warm beneath him, which surprised him. He settled his forearms under his chin and focused on breathing.

She returned with a small tray of bottles. He heard the click of the door, the muffled sound of something being set down, then the soft pad of her footsteps coming closer.

“I start now,” she said. “You tell me if too hard.”

Her hands found his shoulders and everything else became secondary.

She worked in silence at first, her fingers pressing into the muscle along his shoulder blades with a focused efficiency that wasn’t remotely gentle but was undeniably skilled. It hurt in the specific way that useful things sometimes hurt — the sensation of something real being addressed. He felt the calcified hours of the afternoon beginning to dissolve under her palms.

“You carry a lot,” she observed, pressing her thumb into a knot at the base of his neck. “Work?”

“Yeah.”

“Work always here.” She tapped the spot she’d been working. “You don’t leave it at office.”

“No.”

She said nothing further. She worked her way down his spine in slow, deliberate passes, her weight shifting above him, and he began to lose track of where obligation ended and pleasure began.

By the time her hands reached the small of his back, he was barely holding himself together. The pressure moved in expanding circles, and his body had begun responding to it in ways he couldn’t entirely control. He was aware — acutely, embarrassingly aware — that he was getting hard against the vinyl surface of the table, and he was fairly certain she could tell.

She didn’t acknowledge it. She simply worked lower.

“You tense here too,” she said, her thumbs pressing into the muscles just above his ass. “Like stone.”

He exhaled slowly. “Yeah.”

“I help.”

Her hands moved without hurry, kneading the muscles of his lower back, the tops of his glutes, the dense knot of tissue where tension pooled like sediment. He held very still, every nerve along his spine lit and waiting. When her fingers slid inward, tracing the inner curve of his ass cheeks, his grip tightened against the table.

She was unhurried about it. That was what undid him — the complete absence of performance, the professional calm of a woman who had done this before and saw no reason to narrate it.

Her fingers found his asshole and touched it lightly, just a brush, enough to send a jolt of electricity through him that tightened every muscle he’d been trying to uncoil. He heard his own sharp intake of breath and felt immediate, cringing embarrassment at how transparent he was.

She paused. “Okay?” she asked.

“Yes,” he managed.

She resumed. Slow circles. Pressure that stopped just at the edge of what he could comfortably process and held there. His cock was fully hard now, pressed against the table, and the combined stimulation — her fingers at his ass, the friction of his hips involuntarily flexing — was making rational thought increasingly difficult.


Crossing the Line

Her fingers moved beneath him, finding his balls and rolling them with a soft, practiced pressure that made him hiss through his teeth. She worked both at once — his perineum, his hole, the sensitive weight of his sac — and the sensation was disorganizing in the best way, all of his self-consciousness evaporating into the simple animal fact of what was happening to his body.

“You like?” she asked.

“God, yes.”

She hummed once, low in her throat — satisfaction, maybe, or simple acknowledgment — and continued.

The pressure built in waves. She brought him close — cock fully hard and aching, hips pushing down against the table despite himself, breath coming in short shallow pulls he couldn’t regulate — and then eased back just enough to let him breathe before climbing him again. Three times she did this. By the third time he was gripping the padded edge of the table with both hands and making sounds he hadn’t heard himself make in longer than he cared to calculate. Low sounds. Undignified sounds. He didn’t care.

On the fourth approach she didn’t ease off.

“Still good?” she asked, low, her thumb circling once at the rim of him while she waited.

“Yes,” he said, the word coming out rough, more plea than answer, some part of him startled at how badly he meant it.

Her finger pushed slowly into his ass as her other hand worked the base of his cock, and the dual sensation sent his whole lower body into a locked, convulsing confusion of pleasure. He felt the exact spot she was targeting — the dense, particular pressure of his prostate being worked from the inside — and every muscle from his navel down contracted in response.

“Naughty boy,” she said softly, almost to herself. There was no mockery in it. It sounded like a compliment.

Then she asked him to turn over.

He did it with considerably less coordination than he would have liked, rearranging himself with a clumsiness he immediately regretted, then lay on his back looking up at the low amber-lit ceiling with his cock standing fully erect and absolutely nowhere to hide. She surveyed it for a moment with an expression of clinical appraisal that somehow managed to be more intimate than staring.

“Very nice,” she said simply, and reached for the oil.

She poured a pool of it into her palm and warmed it between both hands before wrapping her fingers around his shaft. The slickness changed everything. He watched her — he couldn’t make himself look away — her dark eyes steady and focused, her hands moving with a confident knowledge of exactly what would and wouldn’t tip him over the edge. She stroked him slowly at first, thumb working over the head on every upstroke, then faster when he started to groan, then deliberately, punishingly slower when she felt his thighs tighten.

“Wait,” she said, once, as he started to lose it. She gripped him firmly at the base and held still until his vision cleared and his hips dropped back to the table.

“That’s not fair,” he said through his teeth.

She smiled. It was the first real smile he’d seen from her, and it reached her eyes. “No rush,” she said. “Plenty of time.”

Her free hand found the perineum again and pressed, and the combined stimulation — oil-slick stroking and that deep internal pressure applied from outside — made his whole body seize. She worked him like that for another long stretch, calibrating both hands with a patience that bordered on sadistic, and when she finally relented and let him finish it happened with a force that surprised both of them.

He came in long, shuddering arcs across his own stomach and chest, his cock pulsing and jerking in her hand, the release so thorough it bordered on painful at the far edge of it. He lay there afterward with his eyes closed and his chest heaving, making no attempt to speak.

She cleaned her hands with a small towel. The small sounds of her moving around the room felt very far away.

“Good?” she asked.

“I’m dead,” he said. She laughed — a genuine one, low and brief, caught-off-guard.


The Negotiation

She let him rest for perhaps two minutes, which was not long enough.

“Sucky sucky?” she asked. Entirely businesslike.

He turned his head to look at her. “That costs more.”

“Twenty dollar.”

He stared at the ceiling. He had exactly twenty-three dollars in his wallet — he’d meant to use most of it for the tip at the Italian place he and Sarah were going to on Friday. He thought about this for approximately half a second.

“Yeah,” he said. “Yeah, okay.”

She produced a condom with the efficiency of a field medic and rolled it on him before his body had fully re-engaged. The latex contact brought him back to half-hard almost immediately — against his better judgment, against all laws of biology as he understood them — and by the time she lowered her head and took him into her mouth, he was fully there.

She was thorough. Mercilessly, unhurriedly thorough in a way that suggested she’d done this many times and had no particular interest in rushing through it. She worked the head with her tongue first, a slow swirling pressure that made him reach for something to grip. Then deeper, taking him in stages, her lips tight around the shaft, her tongue doing something on the underside that he felt all the way up his spine.

She used her teeth — just barely, just below the ridge — and he bucked once before catching himself.

At the same time her other hand returned to the territory it apparently considered its own: two fingers behind his balls, pressing into his perineum with a rhythmic pulse that she coordinated precisely with her mouth’s movements. He had never been worked from two directions simultaneously quite like this. It felt like being solved. Like someone had found the frequency and was simply transmitting.

He lasted less time than he wanted to. The orgasm built too fast to negotiate with — cresting and breaking before he could brace for it — and he came into the condom with a choked sound, his hips lifting off the table despite his every intention to hold still, his whole body shuddering through it while she continued, unhurried, until he finished completely.

She sat back, removed the condom with practiced efficiency, and disposed of it.

He stared at the ceiling. His legs were abstract concepts, theoretically attached to him somewhere further down.


My Turn

The woman disposed of the condom and stood with her arms at her sides, watching him.

“My turn,” she said.

He lifted his head. “I’m sorry?”

“You no tip.” She gestured at the room around them. “You pay, but no real tip. So my turn now.” She tilted her head slightly, a small smile at the corner of her mouth. “Or you can go. Your choice.”

He looked at her. She was still dressed — the practical cotton uniform she’d had on the whole time — but something in her posture had shifted. The clinical distance was gone. She was watching him with an uncomplicated interest that was somehow more intimate than everything that had just happened.

“Okay,” he said.

She stripped the uniform off in two practiced motions. Underneath she wore nothing. He had maybe a second to register the full architecture of her — the particular beautiful geometry of her hips, the dark thatch below her navel, the unselfconscious ease with which she stood before him — before she moved.

She climbed onto the table and positioned herself above his face, and he didn’t have to be told what to do.

She tasted clean and sharp and very human, salt and heat and something slightly sweet underneath — nothing like the artificial flavors in the few similar encounters he kept filed under the general category of things that had felt different from what he’d expected. Her hips moved in small, instructive rolls above him, guiding him with pressure and the sounds she let herself make — quiet at first, then less so as he found what worked.

He learned her quickly. The sharp intake when he pressed his tongue flat. The involuntary grip of her thighs against his head when he curled it upward. The specific rhythm — patient, not frantic — that made her breath go ragged in a way that sounded nothing like performance.

She rode his face with a focused, unceremonious hunger. No theater. No narration. Just the honest mechanics of what she was taking for herself, and he gave it freely, his hands gripping her thighs to help hold the angle, his jaw starting to ache slightly in a way he noted and set aside because the alternative was stopping and he had no intention of stopping.

Her thighs locked hard against the sides of his head. She said something in her language — one word, clipped — and her hips shuddered once, twice, then held still as the orgasm moved through her in visible waves, her whole body contracting and releasing around it. The sound she made was not theatrical. It was just the sound of someone caught genuinely off-guard by the depth of their own pleasure: short, broken, unguarded.

She stayed above him for a long moment afterward, breathing. He could feel the small aftershocks in her muscles. He stayed very still and let her have them.

In the strange, close clarity of the moment, he noticed things he hadn’t let himself notice before — a thin pale scar along the jut of her hip, a small chip in the polish on her left thumbnail, the specific, unglamorous fact of her breathing hard above him. Small proof that she was a person who had just taken something for herself, not a performance staged for his benefit.

She climbed off slowly, settled beside him on the edge of the table, and pressed a thumb to the corner of her mouth in a gesture that looked almost thoughtful.

“You have girlfriend?” she asked.

He exhaled. “Yeah.”

“Serious?”

He thought about Sarah. Four months. Her arm over her face while she slept. The conversation neither of them was having. “I don’t know,” he said, which was the most honest thing he’d said all afternoon.

She nodded. Not judgmentally. Just accepting the information as information.

“She know you come here?”

“No.”

“That okay.” She patted his chest once, lightly. “Is different kind of thing. Different hunger.” She said this as though it were straightforward as weather, and maybe it was.

He looked at the ceiling. “Boom boom?” she said, and this time there was a teasing lift at the end of it that made him laugh despite himself.


Boom Boom

She was already reaching for another condom from the drawer before he’d finished the laugh.

“You ready fast,” she observed, noting what his body had apparently already decided.

“Is that a problem?” he asked.

“No problem.” The corner of her mouth curled. “I like it when you’re easy.”

She rolled the condom on him with two practiced fingers and climbed astride without preamble. She reached down, positioned him, and sank slowly onto his cock in one long, controlled stroke that drew the air out of him in a slow exhale he couldn’t stop. She was tight and warm and she took her time getting fully seated, as though she wanted to register the particular fact of it before moving on.

She planted her hands flat on his chest and looked down at him. Not a performance look — she was just checking in. Making sure the machinery was aligned.

Then she started to move.

He gripped her hips. She didn’t discourage this. She established the rhythm herself — deep, unhurried strokes, her whole pelvis rolling forward on every downstroke in a way that pressed him against something it took him a moment to identify as exactly the right place. She held that rhythm while he found it, adjusted to it, surrendered to it.

Then she quickened.

She leaned forward, her hair falling, her breath landing warm near his ear, and said something low in her own language — not for him, he understood, but for herself, just the sound of a thought at the edge of what language could hold. She said it again when his grip tightened on her hips and she clenched in response, a brief involuntary tightening around him that made him curse under his breath.

He thrust up to meet her. She made a sharp, approving sound.

The room filled with the wet percussive rhythm of bodies and her increasingly ragged breath and the slight complaint of the massage table’s frame under them. He watched her face — the absolute concentration in it, the private, self-directed urgency — and understood that she was using him the same way she’d allowed him to use her: with complete, unapologetic honesty about what she was after.

She came hard, clenching down around him with her whole body involved in it, her hips snapping forward in tight short thrusts as the orgasm moved through her, a loud fractured cry escaping her before she seemed to consciously make the choice to let it. The grip of her around his cock was enough to push him over — he followed within moments, both hands locked on her hips, his back arching off the table, coming in long deep pulses while she continued grinding, wringing every last bit of it out of both of them with the focused patience she’d apparently brought to every other part of this hour.

For a few long seconds afterward he didn’t think about Sarah, or work, or the twenty dollars, or anything at all — just the astonishing, uncomplicated relief of being, for once, entirely undone by someone who wanted nothing else from him.

She slowed to gentle circles. Then stopped.

He lay with his eyes half-open, looking up at the amber ceiling, his heartbeat a dull roar in his ears.

The ambient music was still going. Whatever instrument it involved seemed entirely unmoved by what had just occurred. He found this quietly funny.

She lifted off him carefully, disposed of the condom with her usual efficiency, and sat on the edge of the table for a moment.

“Good?” she asked.

“I’ll be in my car for approximately forty minutes,” he said.

She laughed — really laughed this time, head tilting back, a full unguarded sound. It was a better sound than anything he’d heard all week. Possibly all month.


Table Shower

She led him through a side door into a tiled room he hadn’t noticed before. In the center stood a shallow tray table with a showerhead on a flexible hose, the whole contraption clearly designed for exactly this purpose. She turned on the water, adjusted it to a temperature that was almost too warm, and gestured for him to lie down.

He did. The water ran over him in small deliberate sweeps as she worked her way across his body with a soaped cloth. She washed him matter-of-factly, paying careful attention to his cock and between his cheeks, working with the same professional quiet she’d had at the beginning of the hour. There was something grounding about it. Not erotic now — just kind. Like being looked after.

He thought about the last time someone had looked after him without any agenda and found he couldn’t quite place it.

“You work too much,” she said, running the cloth across his shoulder. “I can tell.”

“Yeah.”

“You need to stop carrying everything.”

“That’s harder than it sounds.”

“I know.” She rinsed him carefully. “That’s why you’re here.”

He had nothing to say to that, so he said nothing.

She toweled him dry with practical efficiency, handed him the rest of the towel, and stepped back to give him room to dress. As he pulled his shirt on in front of the small mirror on the wall, he thought he looked marginally more like a person than he had during the 10 AM call. Slightly less strangled behind the eyes.

He pulled out his wallet. Three dollars — all that remained after the twenty he’d put toward the extra service, though he tried not to think about the Italian place he’d planned to take Sarah to on Friday.

She looked at the bills without offense, took them, and tucked them away.

“Come back soon,” she said, with the professional warmth of someone who genuinely meant it and also genuinely understood he might not. “Bring better tip next time.” She lifted an eyebrow. “Or bring girlfriend. She’d like it here.”

He wasn’t sure if she was joking. He wasn’t sure it mattered.

She walked him to the front, opened the door, and stood in the rectangle of light from inside while the afternoon cold hit him from the street. He turned back once. She gave him a small nod — not a wave, not a smile, just an acknowledgment of the hour they’d made together — and closed the door.

He walked to his car.

He sat behind the wheel for a long moment, hands at ten and two, looking at the unremarkable street. His shoulders weren’t at his ears. His chest had some room in it. The fluorescent lights of the office felt very far away.

He thought about Sarah. About the conversation they still weren’t having. About different hungers, different kinds of things. He turned that phrase over once, testing it, because the woman inside had made it sound so simple, and because some part of him suspected it wasn’t simple at all — that what he actually wanted from Sarah wasn’t a stranger’s hands or an hour with no ledger attached, but the version of intimacy that used to exist between them before comfort had calcified into distance, the same slow way his shoulders calcified by noon on any ordinary Tuesday. He didn’t know how to say that to her. He wasn’t sure tonight was the night he’d try. But he thought about how he’d walked into that building carrying four months of accumulated pressure and was now walking out of it lighter in a way he couldn’t entirely name — and how the lightness didn’t erase the debt, it just gave him enough room, for once, to see the shape of it clearly.

He started the engine. Adjusted the mirror. Pulled into traffic.

The massage parlor’s sign caught his eye in the rearview one more time, small and plain against the gray afternoon. He filed it away. The way you file certain things: not for last time, but not yet for next time. Just for the moment when you need to remember that relief exists, and that it isn’t the same thing as being known — and that he still owed himself an honest answer about which one he actually needed more.


Book 3 — Escort Awakening


Chapter One: The Knock

Alex’s heart pounded as he stared at his phone, the confirmation message still glowing white against the dark screen. 20 minutes. That was all he had left before Ryan — the escort he’d hired — would be standing at his door. His palms were slick. He wiped them on the thighs of his jeans, then immediately wiped them again because they were still wet.

What am I doing?

He paced the length of his apartment — six steps from the dresser to the window, six steps back — and the whole time his stomach did slow, nauseating loops. Twenty-six years old, four years out of college, gainfully employed, and he’d never done anything like this. Never been touched by anyone except his own hand in the dark. But the curiosity had been eating at him for years, ever since he’d stumbled across a video online that had cracked something open in him, something he couldn’t name and couldn’t put back. He’d tried to ignore it. He’d tried to file it away under fantasy, under not real life, under not me. None of it had stuck. The question just kept returning, sharper each time.

So he’d done the research — read the reviews, confirmed the service required government ID and age verification from both sides of every booking before a single dollar changed hands — made the call, paid the deposit, and now he had twenty minutes left to talk himself out of it, and he knew he wouldn’t.

The apartment wasn’t large — a studio, really, just a room with the bed shoved against the far wall and a kitchenette he barely used and a lamp he’d turned on because the overhead light felt too clinical for whatever this evening was going to be. He’d cleaned earlier. Not obsessively, but carefully — made the bed with fresh sheets, put away the clothes that had been draped over the chair, moved the stack of old takeout containers from the windowsill. The space looked like what it was: a place where someone young and solitary lived and was trying to make presentable for an occasion he didn’t know how to dress for.

He checked his phone again. Sixteen minutes now.

He went to the bathroom and looked at himself in the mirror long enough to make the experience unpleasant, then went back to pacing.

The doorbell rang.

Alex froze mid-step, both feet planted on the hardwood, unable to move. His body had stopped working. This is it. He pulled a breath so deep his ribs ached, and he forced himself across the room and opened the door.

Ryan was tall — taller than Alex had expected — with broad shoulders filling a fitted dark shirt, messy brown hair that looked careless in the way only deliberate styling achieves, and a smile so relaxed it almost made Alex angry. How could anyone be that calm? Up close his jaw was strong, his eyes a warm brown, and he had the easy, unhurried physicality of someone completely comfortable in his body.

“You must be Alex,” Ryan said. His voice was smooth, unhurried, like someone who had nowhere to be but here.

“Yeah.” Alex’s own voice came out strange, higher than usual. “That’s me.”

Ryan stepped inside without hesitation, his gaze moving once around the apartment — the books stacked on the nightstand, the lamp casting warm light over the freshly made bed, the untouched glass of water Alex had poured forty minutes ago — and his expression didn’t flicker with judgment. Just the same easy, practiced openness.

“Nice place,” he said, turning back. “First time doing this?”

Alex felt heat climb his neck. “Is it that obvious?”

Ryan chuckled. Not unkindly. “Your hands are shaking. And you vacuumed recently — I can smell it.”

Alex looked down. His hands were shaking. He pressed them flat against his sides.

“Don’t worry about it,” Ryan said. He leaned one shoulder against the wall, crossing his arms loosely — deliberate body language, Alex realized, designed to look smaller, less threatening. “I’ve got nowhere to rush. My whole job tonight is making sure you’re comfortable. So let’s start there.”

“Okay,” Alex managed.

“Tell me what you’re thinking.”

Alex’s mouth opened and then closed. The honest answer was a dozen things at once, but what came out was the truth anyway, stripped bare by nerves: “I’ve never been with anyone. I’ve never even kissed anyone. And I’ve been curious about something specific for a long time, but I’ve never—” He stopped, swallowed. “I’ve never had anyone to try it with.”

Ryan’s expression didn’t change, which was somehow more reassuring than if he’d made a sympathetic face. “What is it?” he asked simply.

Alex stared at a point somewhere past Ryan’s left shoulder. “Anal.”

A beat of quiet. Then Ryan nodded. “Okay. We can work with that. But here’s what we’re going to do first — you’re going to sit down, and we’re going to actually talk, because I can see your pulse from across the room.”

Alex laughed despite himself, a short, startled sound. He sat on the edge of the bed, and Ryan took the chair facing him, close enough to talk easily but not close enough to crowd, and Alex felt something in his chest loosen fractionally.

“Can I ask how long you’ve been doing this?” Alex said, mostly to fill the silence, partly because he actually wanted to know.

“Six years. I’m thirty-one.” Ryan said it easily, no defensiveness in it. “Hospitality management before that, then I did the math on what actually made me happy versus what actually paid rent, and this won.” He shrugged, unbothered by the disclosure. “I handle the licensing and the screening myself — ID and age verification, every booking, both directions. It’s not casual for me. It’s a job I’m good at.”

That answered a question Alex hadn’t quite worked up the nerve to ask directly, and something in him settled at the specificity of it — the ordinariness of a person with a résumé and a rent payment, not a fantasy conjured out of nothing.

“Have you ever done any anal play on your own?” Ryan asked. His tone was the same one a doctor might use — clinical but not cold, matter-of-fact.

“No. Just read about it. Watched videos.”

“Any idea what you’re expecting?”

“Honestly? I don’t know. That’s kind of the problem.”

Ryan leaned forward, elbows on knees. “Here’s what you actually need to know. You go slow — slower than you think you need to. You use more lube than you think you need. And you stay in your body, which means if something hurts, you tell me and we stop. Not pause — stop. No negotiation, no pushing through it. Pain means stop. Understand?”

“Yeah.”

“And if you want to stop for any other reason — you changed your mind, you got nervous, you just don’t feel it anymore — same rule applies. We stop. You don’t owe me anything beyond what you’ve already paid.” He held Alex’s gaze steadily. “You’re in control here. I mean that literally. We don’t do anything you haven’t agreed to. And you can change your mind mid-way through. Understood?”

“Understood.”

“Good. Then let’s start simple.” Ryan stood, offering his hand. “Come here.”


Chapter Two: First Touch

Alex lay back against the pillows as Ryan directed, though every muscle in his body was taut as a wire. The lamp made the ceiling gold. He could hear traffic three floors below and, distantly, someone’s television through the wall. His heart was so loud he was half-convinced Ryan could hear it.

Ryan sat beside him on the bed, one hand resting warm and still on Alex’s thigh — not moving, just there, a steady weight that communicated presence without demand. “Deep breath,” he said. “All the way in.”

Alex breathed. His ribcage expanded and fell.

“Again.”

He did it three more times, and on the fourth he felt his shoulders drop an inch from where they’d been climbing toward his ears. His jaw unclenched. He hadn’t noticed he’d been clenching it.

“Good,” Ryan said. “You’re already better.”

His hand moved then — slowly, an unhurried stroke along the outside of Alex’s thigh, just fabric, nothing explicit yet, just contact — and Alex’s body responded anyway. The warmth traveled upward, a flush spreading through him, and his cock stirred in his jeans before he’d consciously registered the sensation.

Ryan worked unhurried, learning the shape of him through fabric first — his palm tracing the line of Alex’s hip, his fingers mapping the inside of his thigh — and Alex lay there with his eyes half-closed, getting used to being touched, getting used to the reality of another person’s hands on his body. It was different from what he’d imagined. More immediate. More particular. Ryan’s hands were warm and slightly rough at the palms, and the specific texture of them against his leg was a detail he hadn’t expected to notice.

“You okay?” Ryan asked.

“Yeah.” Alex’s voice was steadier than he’d expected.

“I’m going to unbutton your jeans.”

“Okay.”

Ryan worked the button open with one hand, easy and practiced, and drew the zipper down. The sound was too loud in the quiet room. Alex stared at the ceiling. He felt exposed — not in a bad way, more like the moment before jumping into cold water, balanced on the edge, committed but not yet committed.

Ryan’s fingers slipped under the waistband of his boxers, and Alex exhaled a shaky breath as Ryan’s palm wrapped around his cock. The warmth was almost shocking. He was fully hard now, aching against Ryan’s grip, and the first slow stroke drew a soft, involuntary moan out of his chest — quieter than he’d intended, barely sound at all, more of an exhale through parted lips.

“There it is,” Ryan said quietly, not teasing — just acknowledging. His hand moved at a pace designed for torment: long and slow, base to tip, his thumb brushing the head on every stroke, spreading the bead of precome that had gathered there. Alex’s hips lifted slightly off the mattress without him meaning to, chasing the friction.

“Stay still for me,” Ryan said.

Alex pressed his hips back down. Harder to do than he’d have guessed. Every part of him wanted to move, to push forward, to take more.

Ryan worked him steadily, patiently, his other hand moving to Alex’s lower abdomen — just a warm, flat pressure, grounding him, keeping him present. Alex’s thighs trembled. He could feel the heat pooling deep in his gut, coiling with increasing urgency, the specific ache of being close already.

“Turn over for me,” Ryan said. “Onto your stomach.”

Alex did, grateful for something to do with his body. His cock dragged sensitive against the sheets as he shifted, and he winced and caught his breath. Ryan drew his jeans and boxers down and off in a single smooth pull, and the cool air against Alex’s bare skin made him shiver from his shoulder blades to the backs of his knees.

Ryan moved off the bed, and Alex heard him rummaging in the bag he’d brought, and then the click of a cap and the slick sound of lube being worked between palms. The mattress dipped again as Ryan knelt between his legs.

Then his fingers found him — just outside, just circling the rim with barely any pressure — and Alex’s breath went ragged.

“Breathe,” Ryan said.

Alex breathed. He concentrated on the weight of his own chest pressing into the mattress, the soft nap of the sheets against his cheek. His hands were fisted in the pillow. He made himself open them.

The first finger went in slow, so slow it was almost nothing, just a gradual impossible fullness that his body took a moment to understand. Alex’s hands dug back into the pillow. His whole nervous system was concentrated at that single point of sensation, trying to catalog it, trying to decide if it was good or not — and before he’d made up his mind it shifted. The strangeness settled into something warmer, something that radiated outward from his center in expanding waves.

“Oh,” Alex said, startled by his own voice.

Ryan moved his finger in slow, deliberate circles. “Yeah?”

“Yeah.” Alex’s forehead dropped to the pillow. “Yeah.”

Ryan found a spot deep inside and pressed against it — a slow, insistent pressure — and Alex’s cock twitched against the sheet, a smear of precome wetting the fabric. The pleasure hit differently than anything he’d felt before: rooted deeper, more diffuse, less sharp and specific than the friction of his own hand and somehow more overwhelming for it. Like the difference between a point of light and a full room lit up.

“That’s your prostate,” Ryan said, almost conversational. He pressed again, grinding slowly.

Alex groaned into the pillow, loud enough that it surprised him. His hips rolled without his permission, working back against Ryan’s hand, seeking more contact, more pressure. He was past the point of caring how he looked.

Ryan worked him without rushing — a second finger alongside the first after a while, the stretch a brief burn that faded almost immediately into that deep, sustained heat — and Alex lay there and let himself be opened up, which was the most accurate description he had for what was happening. He was being opened. Not just physically. Something in the region of his chest was loosening too, some long-held tension finding release, and he didn’t entirely understand what it was except that it felt necessary.

He came without warning and without real buildup, or rather the buildup had been so gradual and so complete that he’d missed the moment it became inevitability. His cock spurted hard against the sheets, a full-body shudder running through him, a sound wrenched from somewhere deep in his chest that he’d never quite made before. The orgasm rolled out in pulses from that interior pressure Ryan was still maintaining, each pulse different from the last — nothing like the sharp, localized release he’d known his whole life, more like being drawn open and then released and then drawn open again.

Ryan’s hand stilled, then gentled, fingers barely moving, just holding the space as Alex shook against the mattress.

“You okay?” Ryan asked, after a long moment.

Alex turned his face sideways on the pillow, cheek pressed to cotton, eyes still closed. His whole body felt like it had been through something. “That was—” He stopped. His brain hadn’t caught up to language yet.

“Good answer,” Ryan said, and Alex could hear the smile in his voice. He withdrew his fingers carefully, slow and deliberate, and Alex winced at the sensitivity, then immediately missed the fullness.

He rolled onto his back. Ryan handed him a towel, matter-of-fact, and Alex cleaned up while his heart gradually remembered its normal rhythm. A few minutes passed in quiet. Alex stared at the ceiling. Ryan sat beside him on the bed, not crowding him, not demanding anything, just present.

“There’s a lot more to explore,” Ryan said, watching him.

Alex looked at him. “Like what?”

Ryan’s mouth curved. “Whatever you want.”

Those words — simple, unhurried — landed differently than anything that had come before. Alex felt the heat in his chest shift from nervousness into something new. Hunger. A clean, specific wanting that he recognized the shape of now.

“Tell me,” Alex said.

Ryan held his gaze. “I think you already know.”


Chapter Three: The Interruption

It turned out whatever you want had a ceiling.

Ryan had pulled Alex upright on the bed, the space between them charged and close — close enough that Alex could smell his cologne, cedar and dark amber warming against skin — and Ryan’s fingers were tracing the line of Alex’s jaw when his phone buzzed from the pocket of his discarded jeans, loud and insistent in the quiet room.

Ryan’s expression shifted. Not much — just a tightening at the corner of his mouth, a slight draw of the brow — but Alex caught it.

“Sorry,” Ryan said, stepping back to retrieve the phone. He glanced at the screen, and whatever he saw there made his jaw set briefly. Then he masked it smoothly, pocketing the phone. “Just work. Ignore it.”

But his body didn’t relax. Alex could see the tension in his shoulders, the careful stillness of a man holding himself in check against something he didn’t want to show.

“Is everything okay?” Alex asked.

Ryan looked at him, and for a second something honest moved across his face before he controlled it. “There’s a guy who’s been causing problems for me lately,” he said. “A rival, sort of. He doesn’t play by the rules.”

“What kind of problems?”

“Poaching clients. Spreading rumors to agencies. Showing up where he shouldn’t.” Ryan stopped. “It’s not your problem.”

But the phrase showing up where he shouldn’t sat uncomfortably in Alex’s chest. “Has he followed you to a job before?”

“Not until recently,” Ryan said. Then, reading Alex’s expression: “It’s handled. I’ve got people who—”

The knock at the door came so hard and sudden that Alex flinched. Ryan’s whole body went rigid. He looked at the door, then back at Alex, and Alex could see him running calculations.

“Were you expecting anyone?” Ryan asked, low and even.

“No.”

Another knock — louder, deliberate, the kind designed to communicate that the person on the other side isn’t going to go away. Not panicked. Patient and insistent, which was somehow worse.

Ryan moved to the door, his posture shifting into something measured and contained. Alex grabbed his robe and knotted it around himself, watching from the doorway as Ryan looked through the peephole. His shoulders didn’t drop.

“Shit,” Ryan said quietly.

“Who is it?”

Ryan turned, and his expression was controlled but honest. “The guy I mentioned. His name’s Lucas. He’s not here to apologize.”

Alex’s stomach dropped. “What does he want?”

“I don’t know yet.” Ryan squared himself at the door. “Stay back.”

He opened it.

The man standing in the hallway was not physically imposing — average height, lean, wearing an expensive jacket with the ease of someone who’d never thought about money. But his eyes were sharp and pale, glacially blue, and they moved with the focused efficiency of a mind that was always calculating something. He looked at Ryan without greeting him, then past Ryan’s shoulder, found Alex in the doorway, and held his gaze for a second before letting it return to Ryan.

“Lucas,” Ryan said, flat. “You need to leave.”

“Good to see you too.” Lucas’s voice was smooth, unhurried. “I see you’re busy.”

“I’m working.”

“So am I.” Lucas’s attention came back to Ryan and stayed there. “I just want to talk.”

“Not here.”

“You’ve been saying not here for three weeks, Ryan. I’m starting to think you’re avoiding me.” The amusement in his voice had an edge under it, metallic wrapped in felt. “We have things to discuss.”

“There’s nothing to discuss that can’t wait.”

“The Carver account.”

A silence — short but telling. Ryan’s jaw tightened by a degree. Then: “Walk away, Lucas.”

Lucas tilted his head. “Or what?” He smiled — not warm. “I’m just trying to be civil. I could be a lot less civil.” He let that sit for a moment, then added: “I’m not going to make a scene. I just need ten minutes.”

“You’ll get ten minutes tomorrow. Somewhere neutral. Not here, not tonight.”

Another beat. Lucas’s gaze drifted back to Alex, and the look was almost speculative — the kind of assessment that didn’t bother to disguise itself. Then he looked back at Ryan, and whatever he saw in Ryan’s face apparently satisfied him for the moment.

“Tomorrow,” Lucas said. “Early.” He stepped back from the doorframe. “Enjoy your evening.”

The door closed. Ryan stood there for a second, one hand still flat against the wood, and Alex watched the tension leave his body in degrees.

“He’s gone?” Alex asked.

“For now.” Ryan turned around. His expression was carefully normal, but Alex was watching closely, and he could see the effort behind it.

“Who is he really?” Alex asked. “You said rival. But an escort doesn’t usually have rivals who show up at job sites.”

Ryan looked at him for a moment, then made a decision. “Lucas runs the same kind of work I do. Upscale, private. We used to work for the same agency — shared client overlap. When I went independent, he felt like I took what he’d built.” Ryan picked up his phone, checked it again, set it back down. “He’s been escalating. Following me to appointments, sending messages to my clients to undermine me. Tonight he figured out where I was because he’s been tracking my car.”

“That’s not nothing,” Alex said.

“No,” Ryan agreed. “It’s not nothing.”

Alex hesitated, then asked the thing that had actually snagged in his mind. “What’s the Carver account? Lucas said it like it was supposed to mean something.”

Ryan’s jaw worked once before he answered. “A client. A good one — the kind of standing booking that pays your rent for a year. Lucas poached him off my calendar two months ago by telling him things about my screening process that weren’t true.” He said it flatly, no self-pity in it, just fact. “That’s the part I haven’t forgiven. Not the following-me-around. The lying to a client I’d spent a year earning the trust of.”

“That’s worse,” Alex said.

“Yeah.” Ryan exhaled. “It is.”

Alex was quiet for a moment. Then: “Why did you tell me the truth? You could have just said it was handled.”

Ryan looked at him steadily. “Because you asked a direct question and you deserved an honest answer.” A small pause. “And because you’re perceptive enough that a runaround would’ve annoyed you more than the truth.”

Alex didn’t know what to do with that, exactly, but something about it settled warm in his chest. “Is it safe?” he asked. “Being here, tonight?”

“Yes. He made his point, he left. He won’t escalate to anything physical — too much to lose.” Ryan exhaled, slow and deliberate, like he was releasing the last of it. Then he looked at Alex with a different kind of attention — the controlled professional exterior dropping a degree. “Are you okay?”

“I think so.”

“We can stop if you want. This isn’t—” He gestured vaguely at the room. “You didn’t sign up for any of this.”

Alex thought about it. He thought about the way his body had felt, about that deep, rolling pleasure, about the heat that was still simmering at the base of his spine despite the interruption. He thought about whatever you want.

“I don’t want to stop,” he said.

Ryan’s mouth curved. “Then come here.”


Chapter Four: Two of Them

He didn’t expect the second knock.

Twenty minutes later, Ryan’s lips were at the hollow of Alex’s throat, one hand spread warm between his shoulder blades, drawing him close in the lamplight — and the sharp rap at the door was so identical to the first that Alex laughed, a startled involuntary sound that surprised them both.

Ryan lifted his head. Not alarmed, exactly. More speculative. He tilted it to one side as if listening to the quality of the knock.

“I expected a call,” Ryan said, almost to himself. He stepped back, and the immediate absence of his warmth against Alex’s skin was more noticeable than Alex wanted to acknowledge. “Stay here.”

This time when Ryan opened the door, he didn’t block the entrance. He stepped to one side, and Lucas walked in.

Alex crossed his arms. He didn’t say anything.

Lucas scanned the room once — that same flat, proprietary sweep — and then focused on Ryan. “I wasn’t going to let you blow me off until tomorrow,” he said, direct. “So I came back.” He said it without apology.

“I noticed,” Ryan said dryly.

“I’m not here to cause trouble.” Lucas looked at Alex now, and his expression was different than it had been in the hallway. More complicated. Something in it that Alex couldn’t classify easily as threat or interest or both. “I’m here to offer something.”

The air in the room had a particular quality. Like before a storm, when the pressure shifts.

Lucas looked back at Ryan. “You’ve been playing this careful all night. Patient.” His gaze moved to Alex and stayed there. “I’ve done the same job. I know what that looks like.” Then, directly to Alex: “What he gives you is good. There’s something respectful in it. But there’s a version of tonight where the two of us show you what one person alone can’t.”

Ryan said, “You’re overstepping.”

“Am I?” Lucas held his gaze without shifting. “He came here because he wanted something he didn’t know how to find. You’ve given him part of it.” His voice dropped a register. “I’m offering to give him the rest.”

The silence stretched. Alex’s pulse was doing something complicated in his throat. He looked at Ryan — searching for something, reassurance or permission or just a read on what was actually happening — and Ryan turned to face him directly, cutting Lucas out of the frame.

“This is your call,” Ryan said, his voice quiet and completely even. “Only yours. He doesn’t get a vote, and neither do I. You want him to leave, I’ll walk him out myself.”

Alex looked at Lucas — the sharp pale eyes, the composed stance, the deliberate challenge of his presence in the room. Then back at Ryan, who was watching him with the same patience he’d had at the beginning of the evening, the patience that had nothing to do with waiting for what he wanted and everything to do with actually giving Alex room to think.

“What would it be?” Alex asked. He asked Lucas.

Lucas’s expression changed — the composed amusement stripping back, leaving something more direct beneath it. “Your choice,” he said. “But I’d want you between us.”

Alex’s body answered before his brain finished parsing the sentence. A jolt of heat moving through him from chest to groin, low and specific and unmistakable. He exhaled slowly and felt himself make the decision.

“Okay,” he said.


Chapter Five: Between Them

Lucas moved first, but slowly — crossing the room with an unhurried deliberateness that felt like respect — and when he stopped close to Alex he brought his hands near his hips without touching yet, fingers hovering, a question in the gesture.

“Tell me if you want me to stop,” Lucas said. His voice was lower than it had been in the hallway, the clipped professional tone softened into something more intent.

Alex nodded.

Lucas’s hands settled. Firm through the fabric of the robe, one at each hip, and Alex felt Ryan close in behind him in the same instant — his warmth was already familiar after the evening they’d had, and Alex leaned back into it without thinking. Ryan’s hands came to his shoulders, fingers working into the knots of tension there, thumbs tracing the groove along his spine.

“Good?” Ryan murmured against his ear.

“Yeah,” Alex said, and the word barely had room to come out.

Lucas untied the belt of the robe and pushed it off Alex’s shoulders. The cool air hit his skin, and Ryan’s hands smoothed down his arms in response, and the contrast — cool air, warm palms — made him shiver hard. He was still wearing nothing beneath the robe, and the sudden awareness of his own nakedness between two fully clothed men sent a thrill of something complicated through him. Vulnerable, but not in a way he wanted to escape.

His cock was already thickening again, the blood coming back faster than he’d expected, and when Ryan’s hands spread across his chest — broad and warm, thumbs brushing lightly over his nipples — the sensation was so direct it almost hurt, and he sucked a breath through his teeth.

“That gets you,” Lucas observed, his voice low with something like appreciation. He lowered his head and brought his mouth to the curve of Alex’s neck, teeth grazing the tendon there — not biting, just the specific pressure of restraint, warm and deliberate. Alex tilted his head sideways without intending to, giving him more access. Lucas’s lips moved up to just below his jaw, his breath hot and steady against Alex’s skin.

Ryan’s hands traveled lower, pulling Alex’s attention back to the front of his body — dragging slow down his sternum, fingers trailing through the trail of hair below his navel — and Alex watched with something like detachment as his cock hardened fully, standing thick away from his body, the head already flushed dark and wet. Ryan wrapped a hand around him from behind, a slow and loose stroke, and Alex’s hips stuttered forward into Lucas’s grip.

“Fuck,” Alex said. Involuntary and immediate.

Lucas pulled back to look at his face, and his expression had opened — the composed amusement stripped away, leaving something more genuine beneath it, something that wanted to watch Alex fall apart. He reached down and took Alex in his other hand, and the two of them stroked him together — Ryan from behind, Lucas in front, overlapping rhythms that created a sensation Alex had no reference point for. Two different grips, two different pressures, the combined heat overwhelming him before he’d finished registering it.

Alex’s knees bent. He wasn’t aware of it happening until Lucas wrapped an arm around his waist to keep him upright.

Ryan’s free hand moved down between Alex’s ass cheeks, slick fingers finding his entrance — already sensitized, already remembering — and Alex groaned, loud and unguarded. Two fingers pressed in without preamble and immediately sought that interior spot, the one that sent the dense radiating pleasure rolling through him like a low current, and Alex’s cock throbbed in both their hands.

“Still good?” Ryan asked, his lips brushing the back of Alex’s ear.

“Yes,” Alex said. The word came out ragged.

Lucas’s mouth found his jaw, then his cheek. His lips brushed the corner of Alex’s mouth — not quite a kiss, just the heat of proximity, the shared breath between them — and Alex turned his head and closed the distance himself. The kiss was deeper than he expected, Lucas’s hand tightening on his neck to tilt his head back, his tongue deliberate and slow, and Alex kissed back with an urgency that surprised him.

Ryan worked his fingers in steady circles, pressing against his prostate on each rotation, and the pleasure bloomed outward from that point in waves that traveled all the way up to Alex’s chest, made his nipples ache, made his throat tight. Lucas was still stroking his cock in a rhythm that matched Ryan’s fingers — in and out, stroke by stroke — and Alex was leaking steadily, precome slicking Lucas’s fist with every pass.

The sensation was too much and not enough at the same time, the need building into something specific and desperate.

“Ryan.” Alex pulled back from the kiss, his voice wrecked. “I want—”

“Yeah?” Ryan’s voice close behind him, low and steady.

“Inside.” The word came out rough. “I want you inside me.”

Ryan’s grip on his cock tightened briefly, the way someone tightens their hand on something they’re trying not to drop. “Yeah,” he said. “We can do that.”

They moved him to the bed with an easy coordination that suggested practiced familiarity — Lucas settling against the headboard, Alex straddled across his lap facing him. Ryan moved in behind, unhurried, reaching for the lube again.

Alex looked at Lucas. This close, his eyes were lighter than they’d seemed from across the room — more silver than blue — and there was something in them that had nothing to do with the professional calculation Alex had noticed earlier. He was watching Alex with focused attention, the way you watch something that matters.

“You doing okay?” Lucas asked, quiet, his hands resting warm on Alex’s thighs.

“Yeah,” Alex said. “I’m good.”

Ryan worked more lube into him slowly — three fingers now, a stretch that made Alex hiss through his teeth and grip Lucas’s shoulders — and Lucas’s hands moved to his hips, holding him steady, thumbs making small circles against the sharp bones of Alex’s pelvis. Alex breathed. He focused on the warmth of Lucas’s palms, on the solid weight of him beneath, on the sensation of being held.

“Almost,” Ryan said, his voice low and even. “You’re taking it well.”

He withdrew his fingers, and Alex felt the loss of them acutely — and then Ryan’s cock found his entrance, blunt and much larger than fingers, and Alex’s grip on Lucas’s shoulders went white-knuckled.

“Slow,” Alex said.

“I know,” Ryan said. “I’ve got you.”

He pressed in in increments — an inch, hold, wait — and Alex breathed through each one, his body expanding around the intrusion, the stretch intense in a way that walked the line between pain and something else, something his nervous system didn’t have good language for. Lucas held his gaze throughout. Didn’t look away, didn’t make reassuring sounds. Just held his eyes and let him work through it.

That steadiness helped more than anything else could have.

Ryan pressed the rest of the way in, and the fullness became total and complete — Alex could feel every inch of him, could feel his own pulse around the intrusion, could feel the way his body had taken all of it — and he sat there for a long moment with his forehead pressed to Lucas’s shoulder while his breathing caught up with itself.

“You’re in,” Ryan said, unnecessarily, because Alex knew. He could feel it in his teeth.

Lucas’s hand came to the back of his neck — warm and certain, not gripping, just there. “Breathe,” he said, at Alex’s ear.

Alex breathed.

Ryan moved. A slow, testing withdrawal and return, just a few inches, and the drag of friction across Alex’s prostate sent a low grunt out of Alex’s chest and made his cock surge against Lucas’s stomach. Lucas reached between them, wrapped a hand around Alex’s cock — fully hard again, flushed and aching — and stroked him in time with Ryan’s first tentative thrusts.

“God,” Alex said, into Lucas’s shoulder. He lifted his head.

Lucas looked at him. There was a question in it.

Alex answered it by kissing him again, and this time Lucas kissed back immediately, without making him work for it, his hand tightening on Alex’s cock as Ryan found a rhythm behind him.

Ryan’s thrusts deepened, became more deliberate, each stroke pulling almost all the way out before pressing slowly back in, and the combined sensation — Ryan filling him from behind, Lucas working his cock, the heat of both of them pressed close — overwhelmed Alex’s capacity to think. He stopped thinking. There was only the full, stretched-open feeling around Ryan’s cock, the slick friction of Lucas’s hand, the warm slide of Lucas’s mouth against his.

He was making sounds he’d never made before. Helpless, guttural sounds that spilled out on every exhale, sounds he’d have been embarrassed about in any other context, sounds that neither Ryan nor Lucas remarked on except through the way their grips tightened, the way Ryan’s rhythm picked up.

“Please,” Alex said, pulling back from the kiss, not knowing what he was asking for. More. All of it. Don’t stop.

“Say it,” Lucas said, his voice rough now, the composed surface completely gone. His thumb swiped over the head of Alex’s cock, and Alex shuddered.

“Fuck me,” Alex said. The words came out clear and raw, nothing like his earlier halting speech. “Both of you — just fuck me — please —”

Ryan groaned softly behind him, and his hips snapped forward, and the slower tenderness dropped away into something more urgent, his cock driving into Alex with purpose now, each stroke harder than the last. Lucas worked his fist faster, matching Ryan’s rhythm, and Alex was between them completely — rocked forward with every thrust, driven back, the synchronization of them moving him like a tide.

He came hard. His cock burst in Lucas’s grip, striping Lucas’s chest and his own stomach, the orgasm tearing through him in waves while Ryan kept fucking him through it, sustained and relentless, the continued friction from behind prolonging each pulse until Alex was shaking, until his whole body was one long trembling ache. Ryan buried himself deep on the last stroke and groaned low in his chest, and Alex felt him pulse inside — the heat of it, filling him, Ryan’s hands gripping his hips through it and then gradually loosening.

The room was quiet except for the three of them breathing.

Ryan pulled out carefully, and Alex made an involuntary sound at the emptiness — not quite pain, more like the specific loss of something that had defined the shape of the last several minutes. Lucas eased him down sideways on the bed, moving to lie beside him, and Ryan settled on the other side, an arm slung loosely across Alex’s chest.

Alex stared at the ceiling. The lamp was still on. He could still hear traffic below. His body felt like something had been reorganized inside it, rearranged into a configuration that made more sense, and at the same time like he’d been taken apart and reassembled too quickly to check all the joints.

He was wet, sticky, thoroughly wrecked, lying between two men he’d met tonight, and the specific quality of his exhaustion was unlike anything he’d known. Not just physical. Something deeper than that.

“Are you okay?” Ryan asked, eventually.

“Yeah,” Alex said. His voice was hoarse. “I’m — yeah.”

Lucas’s thumb was making a slow arc across Alex’s ribs, unhurried. Alex turned his head to look at him. Up this close, the pale eyes were softer than they’d been in the hallway, the composed performance entirely gone.

“Thank you,” Alex said. He said it to Lucas, and then turned his head the other way to say it to Ryan too. “Both of you.”

Ryan watched him. The professional composure had stepped back completely, and what was underneath was something quieter, more personal. “You did most of the work,” he said.

Lucas propped himself up on one elbow, looking past Alex to Ryan. “For what it’s worth,” he said, quieter than Alex had heard him all night, “the Carver thing — I’m done with it. I told myself it was about the money. It wasn’t.” He looked almost younger like this, unguarded, the sharp calculation gone out of his eyes. “I watched you build something clean and didn’t know how to want that without trying to take it instead.”

Ryan considered him for a long moment. “That’s the most honest thing you’ve said to me in a year. It doesn’t undo the car thing, or the clients you talked to. You don’t get to track someone and call it wanting something.”

“I know.” Lucas didn’t argue it. “I’m not asking you to forget it. I’m telling you I’m stopping.”

“Good.” Ryan’s voice eased, just slightly. “Then we’ll see.”

Alex, caught between them, felt oddly touched at being discussed like that — not as a body they’d shared but as the reason two men had stopped circling each other long enough to say something true. Whatever tonight had been, it hadn’t been about him alone, and he found he didn’t mind that.

Alex laughed, and the laugh ached pleasantly through his whole body, all the way down to his toes.

He didn’t sleep — it was too early, and he was too alert, too changed — but he lay there in the lamplight with the two of them breathing on either side of him and let himself exist in the aftermath without needing to name it yet. It would need words eventually. His body had wanted something for years, had carried the shape of that wanting like a stone in his pocket, and tonight the wanting had changed into something else. Not satisfaction, exactly. More like recognition.

He knew things now he hadn’t known this morning: that his body could hold two kinds of touch at once and not fracture under the weight of it; that wanting something specific didn’t make him strange, only specific; that the version of himself who’d spent years filing this away under not me had simply been wrong, and there was no shame in having been wrong, only in staying that way out of fear. He thought, half-formed and already certain, that he would call the service again. Not tonight. But soon — and without twenty minutes of talking himself into it first.

That felt like more than enough.

Like a beginning.


Book 4 — Escort Pick Up


First Pickup

The night pressed down like a warm hand on the back of my neck — the kind of heat that coiled in your chest and made you restless, made you stupid. I’d been walking for forty minutes with nowhere to go, past bars I was too anxious to enter and alleys that smelled like cigarettes and rain-damp concrete. The city hummed around me: neon bled into puddles, voices threaded through music from open doorways, and somewhere above it all the sky was the orange-grey of a city that never went fully dark.

Twenty-three years old. Never been with a woman. Not even close.

I’d told myself it didn’t matter, that I was fine, that the right moment would find me on its own. But here I was, sweating through my shirt on a Thursday night, and the right moment had apparently been taking its time.

Tomorrow afternoon I was standing up in a rented tuxedo to give the best man’s toast at Jordan’s wedding — Jordan, who’d known me since the third grade, who assumed I had some idea what love looked like from the inside. I’d written four drafts of that speech and deleted every one, because each version came out sounding like a postcard from a country I’d never actually visited. Nobody knew that. Not Jordan, not my parents, not the two guys I called my closest friends. Somewhere between the rehearsal dinner and tonight, I’d decided I would rather stand in a parking garage and pay a stranger to want me than stand at that altar tomorrow and lie to a room full of people who loved him.

That’s when I saw her.

She was leaning against a lamppost at the corner of Fifth and Meridian, her silhouette cut clean against the amber glow. She looked to be some years older than me — thirty, maybe more — with the settled, unhurried confidence of someone who’d stopped needing anyone’s permission for anything a long time ago. Her hair fell in dark, soft waves over her shoulders, and the dress she wore — black, short, fitted — left very little to a twenty-three-year-old’s already overworked imagination. She caught my eye from twenty feet away, and something in my chest just… stopped. Then she smiled. Slow and knowing and completely unbothered by me.

I walked over. My feet did it before my brain could raise an objection.

She watched me come, her head tilting slightly, one shoulder still resting against the post. The smile didn’t widen so much as deepen, like she was reading something funny in a book only she could see.

“Hey there,” she said. Her voice was low and deliberate, the kind of voice that assumed it would be heard. “You look like a man who’s about to make a bad decision he’ll love.”

I stopped two feet away and nearly tripped over my own stillness. “I, uh. I don’t really have a plan.”

She laughed — a quick, genuine sound — and pushed off the lamppost. “Plans are overrated.” She stepped close enough that I caught her perfume: something warm and faintly sweet, like vanilla cut with something darker. “I’m Mia.”

“Alex.” I took her hand. Her grip was firm and unhurried.

“So, Alex.” Her eyes were dark brown, direct as a question. “First time doing this?”

My face went hot. “Is it that obvious?”

“Little bit.” She didn’t say it unkindly. “That’s nothing to be ashamed of. Everyone starts somewhere.” She tilted her head toward the parking structure across the street, its mouth striped yellow by the overhead fluorescents. “Where’s your car?”

“Oh.” I fumbled for my keys. “Right.”

She climbed into the passenger seat like she’d been in it a hundred times, her skirt riding up as she settled in. I got behind the wheel and sat there, hands in my lap, heart making a real effort to break out through my sternum.

The garage was quiet. Engine ticking. Our breathing the loudest thing in the car.

She turned in her seat before either of us moved another inch, and for a moment the woman from the lamppost gave way to someone briskly practical. “Business first, so we don’t have to think about it again tonight.” She named a number — two hundred, for the hour, everything included — like she was reading off a menu, no apology in it at all. “Cash. Before, not after. I learned that lesson a long time ago, and not from a nice guy.”

I fumbled my wallet out of my back pocket, counted the bills with hands that weren’t entirely steady, and set them in her open palm. She folded them away into a zippered pocket of her purse without once looking down to count them herself, trusting the number, trusting me.

“Good,” she said, and just like that the brisk edge was gone, replaced by the same slow warmth from the street corner. “Now that’s handled. We don’t have to talk about it again.”

“Relax, Alex,” she said, turning toward me. “I’m not going to bite. Unless that’s something you want to discuss.”

“I’m relaxed,” I lied.

She reached over and rested her fingers against my jaw, turning my face toward hers. Her touch was steady and warm, no tremor in it at all. “No you’re not,” she said softly. “But you will be.”

She leaned in and kissed me.

It was nothing like I’d expected. Slow. Careful. Her lips barely moving at first, just the pressure and warmth of them, giving me a chance to catch up. My breath left me in a rush. Then her mouth parted, her tongue brushing mine, her free hand sliding into my hair, and whatever was left of my composure dissolved completely.

I kissed her back. Badly at first, then better — she guided me without making it feel like instruction, her fingers curling against the back of my neck, her body turning toward mine in the dark of the front seat.

When she finally pulled back, I was breathing through my mouth.

“There,” she said, her thumb tracing the edge of my jaw. “See? You’re a natural.”

“I don’t think that’s accurate,” I managed.

She grinned. “It will be.” Her hand dropped from my face and moved down my chest, over my stomach, and she watched my expression the whole time, unhurried and curious. Her fingers found my belt, then lower — the growing ridge of me through the fabric of my pants — and she pressed her palm there, just held it, and I heard a sound come out of my throat that I’d never made before.

“There we go,” she murmured.


The First Lesson

Mia unzipped my pants with the easy confidence of someone who had never once fumbled with a zipper in her life. Her fingers wrapped around me and I sucked air in through my teeth — the contrast of cool air and her warm grip so sharp it bordered on painful. She stroked me slowly, long pulls from base to tip, her eyes tracking my face like she was taking notes.

“You’re gorgeous, you know that?” she said, and it didn’t sound like flattery. It sounded like information.

“I —” My hips lifted without my permission. “I wouldn’t know.”

“Well.” Another slow stroke. “Now you do.”

She kept the pace maddeningly slow, the kind of slow that had me gripping the seat fabric and counting my own heartbeats. My thighs had gone rigid. I could feel the pressure coiling low in my stomach like a spring being wound past what it was designed for.

And then she stopped.

“Mia —”

“I know,” she said pleasantly. “Not yet.”

She leaned down, and then her mouth closed over me.

The sound I made would have embarrassed me if I’d had any capacity left for embarrassment. Her lips sealed around my shaft and her tongue moved in a slow, deliberate circle over the head — wet heat, unhurried pressure — and I gripped the seat with both hands and stared at the ceiling of the parking garage while my entire nervous system tried to renegotiate its relationship with consciousness.

She took me deeper. Her throat flexed, her head bobbing in a steady rhythm, her hand working the base of my shaft in time with her mouth. The slick sounds filled the car. I could feel every ridge of her lips, every pass of her tongue.

“Mia,” I gasped. “I’m not — I can’t —”

She pulled off with a soft, obscene pop and looked up at me, lips shining, entirely composed. “You can,” she said. “You just have to wait.”

I made a noise I’m not proud of.

She climbed onto my lap — dress riding up to her hips, nothing underneath, the heat of her bare against me instantly — and positioned me at her entrance. I felt the soft, slick press of her, teasing, not sinking.

“Look at me,” she said.

I looked. Her cheeks were flushed, her dark hair tumbled over one shoulder, and her expression was focused and warm and so completely in control that it cut through all my panic and left something steadier underneath.

She sank down.

The sound she made — a low, broken exhale — hit me somewhere behind my ribs. She took me in inch by inch, tight walls gripping and yielding in alternation, her breath sharpening with each inch. When her hips finally met mine and I was buried completely inside her, she held still for a moment, hands braced on my shoulders, adjusting.

“God,” she breathed. “That’s good.”

She began to move.

There’s nothing I could compare it to because there was nothing to compare it to — every reference point I’d had was hypothetical and the real thing was warmer, tighter, more overwhelming, her body rolling against mine in a slow grind that built pressure like water rising behind a dam. Her head dropped back. Her nails bit into my shoulders. The windows were fogging at the edges.

I gripped her hips and tried to match her rhythm and mostly succeeded.

Her moans rose in pitch, each roll of her hips driving me deeper, her inner walls clenching in long pulses. My hands tightened. She rode me harder, the slap of her thighs against mine filling the car, her breath coming in short, sharp bursts.

“Alex.” My name in her mouth sounded different. Lower. Less like she was speaking to me and more like she was speaking to herself.

“I’m close,” I said, jaw tight.

“I know.” She ground down hard. “Let go for me. Come on.”

I came with a groan that filled the whole car — shuddering, pulsing, my hips driving up into her as the wave hit. She cried out with me, her body clenching hard around me through her own orgasm, trembling through three long shuddering seconds before she collapsed against my chest.

We stayed like that, both breathing hard, sweat damp at the back of my neck, her fingers curled loose against my collar.

“Well,” she said, eventually.

“Yeah,” I agreed.

She laughed, low and satisfied. Lifted her head. Her eyes were bright, her lipstick smeared just slightly at the corner of her mouth, and she looked absolutely delighted with herself.

“Round two,” she said, and it wasn’t a question.


The Second Lesson

She pulled her dress over her head in one smooth motion and tossed it onto the dash, and for a moment I just looked at her — her black lace bra, the clean lines of her waist, the way the parking garage’s amber light caught the curve of her collarbone.

“Your shirt,” she said.

I pulled it off. My hands were steadier now.

She reached back and unclasped her bra, and it fell away to reveal her breasts — full and firm, nipples already stiff. She watched me watching her, amused.

“Hands,” she said.

I reached up and cupped her, and she made a soft sound in her throat and leaned into the touch. I ran my thumbs over her nipples, experimenting, and she caught her lower lip between her teeth. This — being able to read her responses, to find the specific pressure that made her breath hitch — was something I hadn’t expected. It felt less like I was being instructed and more like we were figuring something out together.

She put her hands over mine, adjusting the angle slightly. “There,” she murmured. “Like that.”

“Like that,” I repeated.

She rewarded me by leaning down and dragging her tongue up the side of my neck. Then she pulled back, pressed my hands more firmly against her breasts so they pressed together, and looked down at the space between them.

“Have you ever —” she started.

“No,” I said.

Her smile was brilliant. She shifted forward on my lap, pressing me between her breasts, the soft heat of her flesh closing around me. She held herself there, hands keeping the pressure, and watched my face as she started to move.

The friction was extraordinary — warm, slick, her skin against mine with an intimacy I hadn’t been prepared for. I made a sound and she moved faster, her eyes never leaving my face, breasts sliding around me in long, tight strokes.

“That’s it,” she breathed. “That’s it, come on.”

My hands found her waist. My hips pushed up to meet her. The pressure rebuilt faster than I expected — different from before, concentrated and blunt and urgent — and she felt it happening because she moved faster still, her grip tightening.

“Mia — fuck —”

“Yes,” she said. “Do it.”

I came hard, spilling against her chest and throat and chin in long hot pulses, my whole body clenching through it. She kept moving through every wave, milking me slow, watching my face with open satisfaction until I finally sagged against the seat.

She sat back. Looked down at herself, then up at me. Her expression was — I don’t have a better word — pleased. Proprietorial and warm at the same time.

“You did well,” she said.

“I don’t think I did anything,” I said, still breathing.

“That’s not true.” She reached over and took a folded cloth from her purse — prepared, apparently, for exactly this — and cleaned herself with efficient, unhurried motions. “Responding well is a skill. Most men take months to get there.” She tucked the cloth away and looked at me steadily. “You’re a natural, Alex. I mean that.”

I studied her for a second — how easy she made all of it look, how little performance there was in any of it — and the question was out before I’d decided to ask it. “Do you like it? The job. Not just tonight — all of it.”

She didn’t answer right away, which told me something on its own. “Most nights,” she said finally. “I like watching someone figure out what they actually want, instead of what they think they’re supposed to want. That part doesn’t get old.” A small shrug, unguarded in a way nothing else about her had been. “Some nights, no. It’s a job like any other job.” Then the warmth came back into her face, deliberate, like she was closing a door on something she hadn’t meant to open all the way. “Tonight’s a good night, though.”

I didn’t know what to do with the honesty of that, so I just nodded, filing it away with everything else about her I wasn’t going to get to keep.

I stared at her. My brain was running about fifteen percent capacity.

“We’re not done,” she said.


Lila

Mia had a phone in her hand before I’d fully processed that sentence. Her thumbs moved across the screen — one message, brief — and she set it face-down on the dash with the small, satisfied smile of a woman who had just set something in motion.

“A friend of mine,” she said, pulling her dress back on with easy movements. “Lila. She’s good at what she does. Better than me with —” She tilted her head, assessing me. “First-timers.”

I had no idea what to do with that. “You’re bringing someone else.”

“I’m offering you something.” She looked at me evenly. “You don’t have to say yes.”

The thing was, every nerve ending I owned was screaming yes, and the part of my brain that might have formed a counter-argument was busy running through everything I was supposed to feel about it — too much, too fast, too far from whatever normal was supposed to look like — and losing, badly, to the plainer fact that I wanted this, and that I’d spent twenty-three years getting very good at pretending I didn’t want things.

“Okay,” I said. “Yeah.”

“Yeah?” She seemed genuinely pleased, not surprised. She reached over and threaded her fingers through mine, resting our joined hands on the console. “Relax. She’s going to love you.”

The wait felt long and also impossibly short. Somewhere in the quiet I thought, absurdly, about the tuxedo hanging in a garment bag in my closet, waiting for tomorrow. Then a knock at the window made me flinch.

Mia leaned over and rolled it down.

Lila was standing in the orange light of the garage, her dark hair loose over her shoulders, her lips painted a deep red. She was taller than Mia by two inches and close to the same age, maybe a couple of years further into it — that same settled, adult confidence, nothing tentative about her at all — her dress a deep burgundy that hit mid-thigh, and she looked at me with the kind of frank, unhurried appraisal that made my skin prickle.

“This him?” she asked Mia.

“This is Alex.”

“You said quiet.” Lila’s eyes stayed on me, assessing. “You didn’t say cute.”

“I contain multitudes,” Mia said, and something passed between the two of them — a whole friendship compressed into four words and a look, years of history I wasn’t going to get any access to tonight.

Lila looked at me for another moment. Then she smiled — wider than Mia’s, showing teeth. “Hi, Alex.”

“Hi,” I managed.

Mia was already sliding into the back seat. Lila opened the door and folded herself into the passenger seat with her knees angled toward me, close enough that her leg pressed against mine.

Before she said anything else, she held out her hand, businesslike for exactly as long as it took. “Three hundred. I don’t do the friend discount, whatever Mia told you.” There was a smile underneath it, but the number was real. I paid her the way I’d paid Mia — cash counted out, no ceremony — and she tucked it away without breaking eye contact, already done with that part of the conversation before I was.

“She tells me you’re new at this,” Lila said.

“That seems to be a recurring topic.”

She laughed — a short, low sound. “It’s not a bad thing. Fresh canvas.” She said it lightly, but something flickered underneath it, more honest than the joke. “Most of the men I see know exactly what they want before I open the car door. There’s nothing left to find out. This is better.” Her fingers found my forearm, light and exploratory. “You’re still dressed.”

“I was recovering,” I said.

“From?” She raised an eyebrow at Mia in the back.

“He’s a quick study,” Mia said, from behind me.

Lila turned back to me, and something in her expression had shifted — warmer, more interested. She leaned in and kissed me before I could form a single thought: her mouth firmer than Mia’s, tasting faintly of red wine, her hand coming up to grip my jaw with a confidence that knocked the breath out of me. I kissed back immediately, and she made an approving sound against my mouth.

“Good,” she said, pulling back an inch. “Natural instincts.” Her thumb brushed my lower lip. “What do you want, Alex?”
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The question landed differently than I expected. Not rhetorical. Not performative. She genuinely wanted an answer, her dark eyes level on mine, waiting.

“I want —” I stopped. “I don’t know how to ask for things like that. I don’t think I ever have.”

Lila’s expression didn’t shift toward pity, which I was grateful for — it stayed exactly as warm and unhurried as it had been a second ago. “That’s not a character flaw,” she said. “That’s just a thing nobody ever taught you. Different problem entirely.” Her thumb traced my jaw again. “That’s what I’m here for,” she said. “I’ll teach you.”

Mia’s hands came over the seat from behind, sliding across my chest. I felt her lips against the back of my neck — a soft, warm press — and the double sensation of Lila in front of me and Mia behind sent something electric down my spine.

“Try,” Lila said softly.

“Both of you,” I said. “At once. I want — I don’t know what’s possible.”

Lila smiled slowly. “A lot is possible.”

She leaned in and kissed me again, deep and searching, while Mia’s hands moved down my stomach and found my belt buckle for the second time that night. When my pants went again I was already hard, and Mia wrapped a hand around me from behind with easy familiarity — that smooth, firm grip I already knew — while Lila’s mouth worked mine and her free hand tracked down my chest.

They coordinated without speaking. I noticed this through the haze: small signals, a shift in position here, a murmured word there, a pause that let the other pick up the thread. They’d done this before, or something like it, and they were good at it.

Lila pulled back from the kiss and stood partially — the car required a crouch — and looked at Mia over my shoulder. Something passed between them.

“Lie back,” Mia said in my ear.

I reclined the driver’s seat as far as it would go. Lila climbed over the console and settled onto my lap, her thighs bracketing my hips, dress riding up. Mia leaned over the seat beside her, and for a moment both of them just looked at me, their faces close together in the amber half-dark.

“Hi,” Mia said.

“Hi,” I said stupidly.

They kissed each other. I watched from inches away — Mia’s hand cupping Lila’s face, Lila’s fingers twisting in Mia’s hair, their mouths moving together with an ease that was both practiced and genuine. My hips pushed up involuntarily. Lila broke the kiss and looked down at me, amused by my obvious condition.

“Hold on,” she said, and reached between us.

She pulled her underwear aside — a quick, practical motion — and positioned me at her entrance. Then she sank down.

Different from Mia. Not better or worse, just different — the angle of her hips, the way her weight settled, the low, bitten-off sound she made as she took me in. She stayed still for a moment, fully seated, her hands braced on my chest.

“Okay,” she breathed.

Mia reached around from beside her, her hand pressing against Lila’s stomach, and Lila made a sharp sound and began to move.

The sensation was consuming — Lila riding me in long, rolling strokes, her body gripping me tight with each descent, while Mia’s hand worked between them touching Lila, and I could feel the effect directly: every time Mia’s fingers found the right angle, Lila’s hips stuttered and her walls clenched around me in a clutch so tight I saw stars.

I felt my own control going the same way — the sight of it as much as the feel of it, Lila’s head thrown back and the long line of her throat exposed, Mia’s hand moving between them with the same patient precision she’d used on me an hour earlier, both of them tuned to each other in a way that had nothing to do with me and everything to do with me at once. I gripped Lila’s hips harder, chasing the angle that made her breath catch, and every clench of her around me when Mia’s fingers found their mark landed like a second lesson, wordless and unmistakable.

“Fuck,” Lila breathed, her rhythm breaking. “Right there — don’t stop —”

She sped up, less controlled now, taking me in short urgent strokes while Mia kept the pressure steady with her hand and murmured something in Lila’s ear that I couldn’t hear. Lila’s head dropped back. Her nails dug into my chest. She came in a long, shuddering clench, her whole body seized tight around me, a sound torn out of her that I felt in my sternum.

She kept moving through it. My hands locked onto her hips and drove up into her as the wave hit me too — the built pressure finding its release — and I came with a groan that echoed off the car ceiling, deep and sustained, Lila still grinding through her own aftershocks around me.

For a few seconds none of us moved. The car had gone thick with heat and the smell of all three of us, the windows fully fogged now, nobody in a hurry to be the one who broke it first.

Mia had her arm around Lila’s waist, holding her steady, and when both of us had stopped shaking she rested her chin on Lila’s shoulder and looked at me over it.

“Still with us?” she asked.

“Barely,” I said.

Lila laughed, her whole body soft with it, and lifted herself off me with a small sound. She settled sideways onto the reclined seat, her legs across my lap, her head resting against the headrest. Her lipstick was gone. Her hair was a wreck. She looked beautiful.

Mia climbed over the seat and arranged herself on the other side, her head on my shoulder, her legs tangled with Lila’s across my lap. The three of us lay there in the parking garage in the amber dark, breathing, listening to the distant sound of traffic and the faint tick of the cooling engine.

“How are you doing?” Mia asked, soft against my shoulder.

“I’m trying to figure out if this actually happened,” I said.

Lila turned her head toward me. “It happened.”

“I know. I just need a second to believe it.”

A silence. Not uncomfortable — the kind that had weight to it, the satisfied weight of something finished.

“You have our number,” Mia said eventually. “Both of us.”

Lila glanced at her. “You gave him our number?”

“I gave him mine.” Mia lifted her head and looked at me. “Give Lila your phone.”

I unlocked it and handed it over. Lila typed without looking at me, her expression private and amused, then handed it back. The contact read Lila (Mia’s friend).

“Original,” I said.

“You can change it,” she said. “When you’re ready to use it.”

I looked at the contact for a moment, then at both of them — Mia’s shoulder warm against mine, Lila’s gaze steady and dark across the seat.

“Call us,” Mia said. “Anytime.”

“Anytime,” Lila agreed.

I closed my phone and let it rest on my thigh, Lila’s name glowing there a second longer before the screen went dark.

Tomorrow at four o’clock I was going to stand at the front of a room full of people who loved Jordan and say something true about what it means to want somebody. Not the line I’d half-memorized off a movie — I’d have thrown that one out days ago if I’d had anything to replace it with. Something mine. Maybe something about how you don’t learn what you actually want by guessing at it alone in the dark; you learn it by being asked, patiently, by someone willing to wait for the honest answer instead of the easy one. Mia had asked. Lila had asked. In twenty-three years, nobody else really had.

“You’ve gone quiet,” Mia said against my shoulder.

“I’m writing a speech,” I said.

“Good one?”

“Getting there.”

Outside, the city hummed on, indifferent and alive — horns somewhere blocks off, a siren fading, the endless orange wash of a place that never fully slept. I sat in the warm dark between two women who had just rearranged something fundamental about how I understood myself, and for the first time all week I wasn’t dreading tomorrow. I was curious about it.

The heat that had pressed down on me on Fifth and Meridian two hours ago — the kind that used to feel like a threat, like the whole night daring me to do something reckless — didn’t feel like a threat anymore. It felt like it had just been keeping me warm until I was ready.

Yeah. I could do that.


Book 5 — Strip Mall Sluts


Chapter 1: Back Room Initiation

The fluorescent lights of “Lace & Grace Lingerie” hummed their flat, indifferent note overhead, whitewashing the racks of satin and lace into something clinical. Marissa Jenkins straightened a display of sheer teddies, her fingers snagging on lace trim that cost more than two hours of her time. Thirty-six years old. Divorce papers still cold in her desk drawer at home. She had spent fifteen years as a marketing director’s wife, and here she was refolding thongs under fluorescent lights because the marketing jobs hadn’t called back and the alimony had stopped the same month Richard stopped pretending he still wanted her.

“Fifteen minutes ’til closing,” Kenzie sang from the register. Twenty-something, septum ring, blue-dipped hair brushing her jaw—she’d been warm since Marissa’s first shift, the kind of friendly that felt rehearsed in a way Marissa couldn’t quite identify. Her smile always looked like it was sitting on top of something it couldn’t wait to show you.

Marissa tucked a strand of honey-blonde hair behind her ear. Approaching forty hadn’t dulled the glances that followed her through the store; the divorce had burned off the soft, accommodating layer five years of marriage had built up and left the leaner body she’d carried in her late twenties. The shop uniform didn’t help her stay invisible. The black pencil skirt gripped the curve of her ass with each step, and the silk blouse gaped open when she bent, flashing the black lace of her bra at anyone patient enough to wait for it.

“You’re closing with us tonight, right?” Talia asked. Twenty-nine, tall, dark-skinned, braids swinging against the small of her back, the kind of body that made customers linger. She moved like she already knew what men would pay to see. “First time on closing shift?”

“Yeah.” Marissa adjusted a mannequin’s garter strap. “Jade said it was time I learned the procedures.”

Kenzie and Talia traded a look that settled low in Marissa’s belly.

“Oh, there are procedures,” Kenzie said. She flipped the sign to CLOSED and locked the front door with a sharp click.

“What does that mean?” Marissa asked, but Talia was already killing the front lights while Kenzie dropped the security gates halfway, enough to hide the interior from the parking lot.

“It means,” Jade’s voice came from behind her, “that it’s time you learned what actually pays the rent here.”

Marissa turned. The manager stepped out of the stockroom in bare feet, heels dangling from two fingers. Forty-five and still turning heads without effort, Jade’s mouth was painted the color of fresh blood. The smile she gave Marissa made the skin across her stomach tighten.

“I don’t understand,” Marissa said. Heat had already gathered between her legs, thick and undeniable, answering a question she hadn’t consciously asked.

“Three days,” Jade said, letting her heels dangle from two fingers. “Three days of you adjusting your bra when you think no one’s watching. Three days of you going red when a customer asks if you’ve worn any of the merchandise yourself.” She crossed the floor and drew one manicured nail down the inside of Marissa’s forearm in a single unhurried line. “We don’t put anyone in this store without reason.”

Talia moved in on Marissa’s other side. “Jade knows which women need more than minimum wage to feel like themselves again.”

Marissa opened her mouth. Whatever she’d been about to say dissolved when Kenzie hit a switch behind the register. A low mechanical grind filled the shop. The entire wall of clearance racks swung inward on a hinge, smooth as a stage set, revealing a narrow black door behind it.

“The original build-out connected all the units back here,” Jade said. Her hand settled at the base of Marissa’s spine, warm through the thin blouse. “I made better use of the space.”

Marissa’s throat felt tight. “What kind of use?”

“Come see,” Kenzie said, and took her hand.

The back room smelled of leather, vanilla, and something darker and warmer beneath both—the thick, low musk of recent use. Red and purple bulbs threw soft pools of light across velvet couches and empty display platforms. The pedestals stood waiting with the patience of furniture that expected to be needed. Every wall was studded with hooks: dildos in every color and diameter, harnesses buckled ready, cuffs lined in rows by size, blindfolds, crops, paddles, coiled rope. A small bar caught the light in the corner, bottles ordered like an apothecary’s display.

Marissa’s gaze snagged on a thick black dildo mounted at eye level, nearly the length of her forearm. The base was bolted to the wall. She stared at it and found she could not look away.

“This,” Jade said, “is where the real money happens. Private clients. After-hours events. Special requests.” Her palms settled across Marissa’s shoulders and pressed, slow and deliberate, into the knots there. “It’s also where we break in the new ones.”

Talia was already unbuttoning her own blouse. Underneath she wore a web of black straps that lifted and framed her breasts like an offering. “Every staff member helps initiate the newcomer. Tradition.”

Marissa’s mouth had gone dry. “I should—”

“Should you?” Jade’s breath brushed the shell of her ear. “I read your application. Fifteen years married to a man who traded you in for his twenty-three-year-old secretary. When was the last time anyone touched you like they wanted to ruin you? When was the last time you came so hard you forgot how to speak?”

Marissa’s pulse beat between her legs and in her throat at the same time. Before the divorce, sex with Richard had been another task to complete—quick, quiet, finished before the sheets had time to warm. She’d stopped expecting anything from it years before he left.

“I’ve never… with women…” The words came out thin and unconvincing.

Kenzie laughed, already stepping out of her skirt. “Give it twenty minutes. There’ll be men here too.”

“Men?” Marissa’s voice cracked.

“Our premium members pay well for entertainment,” Jade said. Her fingers worked the buttons of Marissa’s blouse open one by one. “A few delivery guys get tipped in other ways. But first we get you ready.”

Marissa’s heart knocked against her ribs. “I don’t know if I—”

“New rule,” Jade said, sliding the blouse down Marissa’s arms. “You don’t say no until you’ve tried it. And right now your nipples are doing their best to push through that bra. Your body already cast its vote.”

Marissa looked down. The sensible beige cups showed every detail of how stiff and swollen she’d already become.

“That’s coming off,” Kenzie announced. She reached around, unhooked the bra in one practiced move, and let it drop to the floor. Cool air hit bare skin. Three pairs of eyes moved over Marissa’s breasts without apology or hurry.

“Not bad at all,” Talia said. She cupped one breast, thumb dragging with slow, deliberate friction across the nipple until Marissa’s breath snagged in her throat. “Sensitive. That’s useful.”

“Let’s see the rest,” Jade said.

Hands moved to Marissa’s skirt. The zipper came down. Kenzie dropped to her knees and tugged the fabric over her hips. Marissa stood in plain cotton panties that suddenly looked ridiculous under the colored lights.

“Cotton?” Kenzie clicked her tongue. “We sell lace, honey. These are an embarrassment.”

The panties were pulled down before Marissa could speak. She stood naked. Her hands rose on instinct.

Jade caught both wrists and drew them away. “Let them look. They’re paying to enjoy every inch tonight.”

The three women circled her. Marissa felt their eyes on her breasts, the curve of her waist, the cleft of her ass. She had never felt so stripped bare. Heat flooded her face and her cunt at the same time.

“Great tits,” Kenzie said. “Still perky.”

“Nice ass,” Talia added. Her palm cracked across Marissa’s left cheek. The sting bloomed and settled low in Marissa’s belly. “Tight enough to grab, soft enough to mark.”

Jade’s hand slid between Marissa’s thighs without preamble. Two fingers parted slick folds and found her clit already swollen and waiting. “Soaked through, and we’ve barely touched you.”

Marissa’s hips jerked forward against Jade’s hand. A low, embarrassing sound escaped her throat before she could swallow it.

“She’ll earn extremely well,” Jade told the others, holding up two glistening fingers to show them.

“What exactly do the clients expect?” Marissa managed. Jade’s fingers kept circling, slow and sure.

“Everything,” Jade said. She pulled her wet fingers free and sucked them clean, eyes locked on Marissa’s. “They expect everything.”

Talia returned with an armful of lingerie. “Time to dress her.”

They worked quickly. A quarter-cup bra lifted Marissa’s breasts from beneath but left both nipples bare. A garter belt sat low on her hips. Sheer stockings whispered up her legs. The heels were higher than anything she owned. No panties—Jade said they would only get in the way.

“Perfect,” Kenzie declared. She had changed into a strappy purple bodysuit that left more skin than it covered. Talia wore a leather-look bustier that shoved her breasts upward. Jade had stripped to a blood-red corset and crotchless panties, the dark line of her pussy visible with every step.

“Makeup,” Jade said.

Fifteen minutes later Marissa stared at the stranger in the mirror. Smoky eyes, heavy lashes, lips painted the same deep red as the flush across her chest. She looked like a woman who belonged in this room.

“Now the rules,” Jade said, finishing her own mouth. “One: nothing leaves the back room. Two: everything is consensual, but too many refusals and you’re back on the sales floor. Three: the better you perform, the better you’re paid. Most girls clear more in tips back here in one night than they make in a week out front.”

A buzzer cut through the music.

“Our first guests,” Talia said, hitting the intercom. “Lace and Grace, after hours.”

“Delivery for Jade,” a male voice answered.

“Perfect timing,” Jade purred. “Let him in. Marissa needs a proper welcome.”

Talia disappeared through a side door and returned with a broad-shouldered delivery man in his late twenties. His uniform shorts did nothing to hide the thick line of his cock pressing against the fabric. His eyes landed on Marissa and stayed there.

“Ladies,” he said. “Fresh meat?”

“This is Marissa,” Jade said. “First night. She needs initiating, Diego.”

Diego set his package down without looking at it. “Always happy to help Jade’s girls. What do you need?”

“A lingerie show,” Jade decided. “She needs to learn how to be looked at.”

Kenzie pulled Marissa onto one of the empty pedestals. “Stand straight. Chest out. Hands down at your sides and keep them there. You’re merchandise tonight. Act like it.”

Marissa’s heart hammered. She forced her arms down. Diego walked a slow circle around the platform, gaze dragging over every exposed inch.

“Turn,” Jade ordered.

Marissa rotated. Diego’s attention settled on her ass like a hand.

“Not bad,” he said, making no effort to hide the way he adjusted himself. “Divorced MILF is exactly what half my clients ask for.”

“Touch the merchandise,” Jade said. “First feel is complimentary.”

His rough palms closed over Marissa’s breasts with the casual confidence of a man who knew he wouldn’t be stopped. His thumbs dragged in slow circles until her nipples hardened to aching points. He gave each a pinch and watched her flinch. “She’s wire-tight. I like that.”

“Show him how ready you are,” Jade instructed. “Legs apart.”

Marissa widened her stance. Shame and heat twisted together in her belly so thoroughly she couldn’t tell them apart anymore. Diego’s hand moved between her thighs and two thick fingers pushed up into her cunt without ceremony, knuckles deep on the first push.

“Jesus,” he breathed, and held up slick, shining fingers for the room to see. “She was waiting for this.”

The buzzer sounded again. And again. Within minutes the room filled—two more delivery men, three suited clients, and a small group of women Marissa recognized from the sales floor earlier. Jade raised her voice over the low music.

“Everyone, meet our newest addition. Tonight is Marissa’s initiation. You’re all invited.”

A low ripple of approval moved through the room. Glasses clinked. Ice cracked.

“First,” Jade continued, “a little fashion show. Marissa will model our newest pieces. You’ll tell us what looks best—on and off her body.”

They dressed and stripped her in rapid succession. Each new set of lingerie was smaller, sheerer, more revealing than the last. Between changes she was made to walk the length of the room naked while hands reached out to pinch nipples, slap her ass, and slide fingers through the wet seam of her cunt. Every touch left her more exposed and more aroused. The air smelled of perfume, leather, and the sharp tang of her own arousal. Music pulsed. Voices murmured. Marissa’s skin burned everywhere they had touched her, and she kept walking.

By the third outfit—a crotchless teddy that framed her pussy like a picture—Marissa stopped trying to hide how wet she was. Her nipples stayed tight and aching against the thin fabric, and her inner thighs shone with the slick that had already leaked down from her cunt.

“I think she’s ready for the next level,” Talia said. She caught Marissa’s wrists and led her toward a raised platform in the center of the room. Metal rings glinted from the edges. Restraint points.

“Wait—” Marissa started, but Jade’s finger pressed against her lips.

“Rule two,” Jade reminded her. “You want to go back to folding panties for minimum wage?”

The words hung between them. Marissa shook her head.

“Good girl.” Jade smiled as she buckled leather cuffs around Marissa’s wrists and clipped them to the overhead hooks. Marissa’s arms stretched high, body fully exposed under the red lights.

“Ladies and gentlemen,” Jade announced to the room, “bidding starts for first taste of our new merchandise. Who wants to make Marissa come in front of everyone?”

Hands lifted all around the room. Actual dollar amounts. People calling out what they were willing to pay to use her.

“Two hundred,” one of the businessmen said.

“Two-fifty,” countered a woman in her forties wearing a sharp power suit and a smile that said she already knew she’d win.

“Three hundred,” Diego cut in.

The numbers climbed until the woman in the power suit took it at five hundred.

“Sold to Ms. Pierce,” Jade said. “How would you like her?”

Ms. Pierce shrugged off her jacket. The silk blouse beneath clung to toned arms. “I want her mouth. And I want her to beg for it.”

Marissa’s pulse kicked as the woman stepped closer, already working open her slacks.

“You heard her,” Talia murmured against Marissa’s ear. “Beg to eat her pussy or you’re fired.”

Marissa swallowed. The woman stopped in front of the platform, confident, already sliding her panties down. Marissa had never been with a woman. Never tasted another cunt. Her mouth still watered.

“Please,” she heard herself say. The word slipped out before she could catch it. “Please let me taste you.”

Ms. Pierce smiled and stepped onto the platform. She kicked the panties aside and hooked one leg over Marissa’s shoulder, positioning her bare, swollen pussy directly in front of Marissa’s mouth. “More convincing.”

Something inside Marissa cracked cleanly open, the way old wood splits along its grain. Fifteen years of quiet, obligatory darkness dissolved in one exhaled breath. “Please,” she heard herself say, her voice stripped raw. “Please let me lick your cunt. I need to taste you. I need to make you come on my face.”

Ms. Pierce lifted her leg higher over Marissa’s shoulder, positioning her bare, swollen pussy two inches from Marissa’s lips. “Make it worth the five hundred. Everyone’s watching.”

They were. Every eye in the room pressed in like heat from an open flame. Marissa stopped thinking and dragged her tongue through the woman’s folds. The taste—sharp, musky, thick with arousal—hit the back of her throat like something she’d been starving for. A sound built in her chest as she pressed closer, licking and sucking with no finesse, nothing but need.

“Right there,” Ms. Pierce breathed, hips beginning to grind. “Don’t you dare move—yes—fuck, right there—”

Marissa’s own cunt pulsed and ached untouched while she worked. Ms. Pierce’s thighs clamped against her cheeks and shook. Slick ran down Marissa’s chin and dripped from her jaw. Around them the crowd watched without pretense—some with hands inside their own clothing, others with phones raised, recording every second.

“Make her come!” a voice called out.

“Look at her eat that pussy,” someone answered, admiring.

Marissa locked onto the swollen clit, sucking it hard between her lips while her tongue worked in rapid, relentless circles until Ms. Pierce went rigid and came in a hot, flooding rush that spilled into Marissa’s mouth and dripped from her chin.

Applause broke out as Ms. Pierce stepped down, legs unsteady. “Not bad for an amateur.” She tossed a handful of hundreds at Jade’s feet.

“Who’s next?” Jade called, and the bidding opened again.

Diego won at four hundred. “I want her bent over,” he told Jade. “And I want her to count out loud while I fuck her.”

They released Marissa’s wrists only to bend her over a padded bench and strap her arms to the legs. Her ass stayed high and exposed, her soaked pussy spread open for the entire room to look at.

“Count each stroke,” Diego said, working his zipper. His cock was already thick and hard—noticeably longer than her ex-husband had ever been, the kind of size she’d only seen in videos she watched alone and later deleted. “Count them and thank me for each one. You understand?”

The condom wrapper tore. Then the broad, blunt head of him pressed against her entrance. She tensed without meaning to—she hadn’t been fucked in over a year, and never by anything near that size.

“Easy,” Talia said from beside her, one hand stroking her hair. “He’ll take care of you.”

Diego pushed in slow, making her feel every inch of the stretch as he worked himself deeper. Her inner walls clenched and yielded around him. The crowd went quiet, watching.

“One,” Marissa gasped when he finally bottomed out, his hips flush against her ass. “Thank you, Sir.”

He dragged back and drove in harder. “Two—thank you, Sir!”

By the tenth stroke she was moaning steadily, her body softening and opening around him, learning the shape of him. By twenty she was pushing back to meet each thrust, chasing the pressure. The numbers came out in broken gasps as he wound up his pace, the slap of his thighs against her ass going loud and rhythmic, his balls swinging up to brush her clit with every stroke.

“Thirty-three—oh god, thank you, thank you—”

“Listen to her,” someone said, delighted.

“A whole year without cock,” Kenzie said from beside her, reaching under to pinch Marissa’s swinging nipples with sharp, rolling fingers. “How long has it been? Tell everyone.”

“Years,” Marissa sobbed as Diego’s cock found the spot that turned her vision to white static. “Oh god—years—”

“Tell the room what you are,” Jade said from her other side, her voice low and satisfied. “Tell them all.”

“I’m your slut!” Marissa cried, all pretense burning away as Diego drove her closer to the edge. “I love it—I love being fucked in front of everyone—I love being your back room slut—”

Her words pushed Diego over. He groaned deep in his chest, hips stuttering hard as he came into the condom. He pulled out while Marissa was still cresting, leaving her empty and shaking and whimpering against the bench.

“Did I say you could come?” Jade asked, and her open palm cracked across Marissa’s ass with a sound like a pistol shot.

“No,” Marissa gasped, fingers curling against the bench legs.

“No, what?”

“No, Ma’am.”

“Correct.” Jade smiled, slow and satisfied. “You come when I decide you do. Not before. Now—who’s next with our new girl?”

What followed had no clean edges. Time collapsed into sensation: hands on her breasts, a cock sliding between her lips, another pressing into her from behind, a mouth at her ear saying things she couldn’t quite parse. She was moved from surface to surface without ceremony—bent over velvet couches, spread on the floor between people’s feet, lifted onto the display platforms like a prop being repositioned.

A man in an expensive suit fucked her ass with slow, grinding precision while she was made to suck one of the delivery guys until he finished down her throat. Talia buckled on a thick strap-on and drove into her cunt from behind with the same relentless energy she brought to everything, while Marissa was pushed face-first between Kenzie’s thighs and worked her to two screaming orgasms one after the other. Three women from somewhere in the shopping center took turns sitting on her face, grinding their pussies against her mouth while others knelt behind her and worked increasingly thick toys into her cunt, pushing them deeper each time to see how much she could take.

All of it happened at the edge. Every time she climbed close enough to feel the crest, Jade caught someone’s eye and they pulled back—cock or tongue or toy withdrawn before Marissa could tip over. She trembled. She dripped. She stayed denied.

“Please,” she finally sobbed, her voice barely a scrape of sound. Her body was slick with sweat and other people’s pleasure, her cunt swollen and throbbing against nothing. “Please. I need to come. Please.”

The room had thinned. The ones who stayed gathered close in a loose circle as Jade stood over her and took her time considering it.

“You’ve been remarkably entertaining,” Jade said. “But there’s one final thing before you’ve earned it.”

Marissa would have agreed to anything that moved this forward. “Anything. I’ll do anything.”

Jade smiled and went to the bar. When she turned around, Marissa saw the thick permanent marker in her hand.

“Everyone who used you tonight is going to write on your body,” Jade said. “What you are. What you’re for. A proper record of your first night.”

Marissa should have felt horror. Instead she spread her legs wider and tilted her chin up, offering more skin.

They came forward one by one, deliberate and unhurried. “MILF SLUT” in thick block letters across her breasts, ink cold against the heat of her skin. “DIVORCE WHORE” across her stomach. “COCK HUNGRY” printed down one inner thigh, “PUSSY LICKER” down the other. “OFFICE TOY” circled her navel in looping script. “BACK ROOM PROPERTY” in capitals across her lower back. “JADE’S BITCH” on one ass cheek with a proprietary little flourish. And finally, “STRIP MALL CUMDUMP” inked in deliberate, careful letters just above her aching cunt.

“Perfect,” Jade declared. “Now you can come. Everyone still here gets to give her one. Count them.”

They released her restraints. She could barely hold herself upright. They passed her from person to person like something precious.

Diego didn’t ease into it—his thick fingers went straight to her clit and worked in tight, merciless circles until the first orgasm ripped through her in maybe four seconds, a scream tearing out of her throat before she could contain it. Talia dropped to her knees and used her tongue for the second: slow, thorough, two fingers curling upward while she sucked Marissa’s clit until her thighs clamped around her head and she came shaking into Talia’s mouth. Ms. Pierce returned for the third—she pressed a heavy wand vibrator directly against Marissa’s swollen clit at full power and held it there while Marissa sobbed and convulsed, barely conscious when it crested. Kenzie and a businessman collaborated on the fourth—Kenzie fucked her slow and deep with a strap-on, the silicone thick and relentless, while the businessman fastened his mouth around a nipple and sucked it until the pain became indistinguishable from pleasure. The fifth came from Jade herself, who pulled Marissa’s head back by the hair and leaned her mouth against her ear, whispering specific, detailed promises about tomorrow night, while three curled fingers drove steadily into her g-spot until Marissa came so hard she bit her own tongue.

Six. Then seven—she lost track of who it was, only felt someone’s hands gripping her hips and a mouth working her from behind and the wave crashing through her so hard her vision narrowed to a bright central point.

“She’s finished,” Jade called finally. Marissa lay spread across the velvet couch in a heap, incapable of coherent speech, her marked skin flushed and slick.

The room emptied. Customers dressed quietly, pausing to drop cash into the jar by the door labeled “New Girl Tips.” Diego pressed a card into Jade’s hand and said he’d be back the following night. Ms. Pierce booked a private weekend session before she left, her silk blouse buttoned like nothing had happened.

Talia came with a warm cloth and cleaned Marissa’s skin with careful, thorough strokes—everywhere except the marker words, which she left intact, deliberate.

“You were extraordinary,” Kenzie said, helping her sit upright and pressing a glass of water into her hands. “Best initiation in years. Everyone’s going to talk about you.”

“Most tips too,” Jade said, counting the jar. “Your cut is just over two thousand dollars. One night.”

Marissa stared at her. Two thousand. More than her last two weeks on the sales floor.

“The writing stays until tomorrow,” Jade said. “High-necked blouse for regular hours. Come back at seven—we have a businessman who called specifically about you. Said he wants to be the first to fuck your throat.”

Fresh heat moved between Marissa’s legs despite everything her body had already been through.

“I’ll be ready,” she said.

“We know you will,” Talia grinned, helping her stand on unsteady legs. “Once you’ve had a taste of the back room, there’s no going back.”

They helped her pull on the marker-covered skin like armor. Her old life—the respectable divorcee barely staying solvent—was done. The woman starting her new life had “STRIP MALL CUMDUMP” written above her cunt and two thousand dollars coming to her by morning.

She didn’t have time to sit with the thought. Behind her, Jade’s fingers closed around her chin and forced her head around. “Think you’re finished, darling? The night is still young.” The remaining crowd—faces flushed, ties loosened, mascara smeared—pressed closer. A silver-haired man in a bespoke suit stood at the front, gaze moving over the marker-scrawled declarations on Marissa’s thighs with the unhurried attention of a man reading a wine list.

“Street clothes back off,” Jade said. Kenzie and Talia descended and stripped them away again with practiced, disinterested efficiency. The declarations gleamed under the colored lights—“DIVORCE WHORE,” “JADE’S BITCH”—fresh and dark against Marissa’s flushed skin.

“Now,” Jade purred, “let’s test your stamina.” She snapped her fingers. The crowd split, revealing a steel frame bolted in the corner—a suspended St. Andrew’s cross, restraints lined with black faux fur that caught the low light. “Ever been flogged, Marissa? Or fucked while hanging like meat in a butcher’s window?”

Marissa swallowed. The sound scraped her throat. Between her legs, her clit pulsed hard enough to make her shift her weight. “N-no.”

“First time for everything.” Talia shoved her against the frame and buckled her wrists and ankles with quick, practiced pulls. The cross forced Marissa’s back into a deep arch, ass pushed out and high, breasts thrust forward, every inch of skin exposed to the air and to the watching eyes.

Jade trailed the tip of a riding crop up the inside of Marissa’s thigh. The leather was cool at first, then faintly warm where it rested. “Count the strikes. Miss one and we add five.”

Thwack. The crop cracked across her left cheek and fire bloomed hot under the skin. “One!” Marissa gasped.

“Louder,” Jade said. “They paid to hear you.”

Thwack. “TWO!”

By the sixth strike the skin of her ass burned bright and tight. Her cunt had slickened so thoroughly that her inner thighs were wet, slick drops pattering softly onto the floor below her. The crowd pressed in tighter, drinks abandoned. The silver-haired man at the front had his zipper down, cock already thick and flushed.

“Mind if I join?” he asked.

Jade smiled. “She counts with her mouth full.”

The man stepped up and pressed the broad, veined head of his cock against Marissa’s lips. “Open. And don’t lose count.”

Thwack. “THREE—” she choked around him, saliva flooding her mouth as he pushed deeper, the stretch of his girth forcing her jaw wide.

Thwack. “Four!” The words barely fit around him. His balls swung forward and bumped her chin on the next thrust.

Thwack. “Five!” Her nostrils flared. He drove into her throat in precise time with the next strike, one rhythm locked inside the other, the impact of the crop and the impact of his cock arriving together so that she couldn’t separate pain from fullness.

“She’s a natural,” Talia said, phone level and steady, the red recording light burning.



Later Marissa found herself sprawled across the bar, wrists cuffed to the beer taps so she couldn’t tip forward. A queue had assembled during the flogging—three delivery guys still in their uniforms, two women in matching leather harnesses, and Ms. Pierce swirling ice in her bourbon and watching with the patient confidence of someone who knew exactly when she’d step in.

“Open up,” Diego said, back with a friend, both of them already out and gleaming with lube. “Let’s see how wide that throat actually goes.”

Marissa’s jaw already ached. The first cock pushed in anyway, the heat and weight of him flooding her senses—musk and skin and the stretch of her lips stretched tight. Before she could adjust, his friend pressed in alongside him, both cocks sliding against each other in the wet heat of her mouth. The stretch was obscene, her lips drawn back, saliva spilling down her chin in a continuous thread, tears cutting bright tracks down her cheeks.

“Look at her take it,” one of them grunted, twisting a fist into her hair to hold her steady. “She’s been waiting her whole marriage for this.”

Diego’s thumb found her clit and worked it in rough, fast circles. “She’s going to come just from having her throat used. Watch.”

He was right. The shame and the stretch and the helplessness of it all coiled together low in her belly with the friction of his thumb, and when they came—thick, salt-sweet pulses firing straight down her throat—Marissa came with them, screaming muffled and high around both cocks, her hips bucking against the bar.

“You weren’t given permission for that,” Jade said, from somewhere behind her, not angry—amused. “There’ll be consequences.”



“Time for the grand finale,” Jade announced, and led Marissa toward the half-shuttered storefront. Past the lowered security gate the strip mall parking lot lay mostly dark and quiet. A janitor smoked beside a dumpster, unhurried. A couple sat in a car near the far end, voices rising and falling, one of them gesturing.

“You’re going to put on a show,” Jade said, and buckled a jeweled collar around Marissa’s throat. The metal was cold. It warmed fast. “For whoever’s paying attention.”

Talia pinned Marissa’s arms behind her back with velvet rope and pressed her against the glass. “Arch your back. Get those tits flat against it. I want marks on the glass.”

The cold surface kissed Marissa’s nipples and made them stiffen even further. Kenzie dragged her own dark lipstick across the pane in a crude smear beside Marissa’s face, then crouched and hooked her ankles to rings set into the floor. “You look hungry. Stay that way.”

A soft click. Jade had activated the remote vibrator already settled deep inside Marissa’s cunt. “Wave to your audience.”

Outside, the janitor let his cigarette fall. The couple in the distant car went still, both of them turning.

The vibrator surged to life. Marissa’s hips snapped forward against the glass, her forehead tipping to press against the cold pane. “Oh god—”

“Louder.” Jade cranked the remote. “Let the parking lot hear exactly what you are.”

“Fuck! I’m—oh fuck—I’m going to—”

“Not yet.” Jade’s hand appeared with a champagne bottle from the bar. She flipped it and let the ice-cold foam pour directly over Marissa’s clit in a freezing, relentless rush. “Come for them. Let the whole strip mall see it.”

The vibrator hit the highest setting and Marissa broke. The orgasm crashed through her like something structural collapsing—her whole body shuddering against the glass, cunt clenching hard around the vibrator, juices splattering the pane in clear, wet streaks. From outside came the sound of the janitor starting to clap, slow and deliberate. The couple in the car had rolled down their windows.

They rinsed her down in the stockroom—champagne and sweat sluiced off in cold rivulets, the shock of the water making her gasp. Talia scrubbed the sharpie off with rough strokes that left bright red tracks across Marissa’s skin in place of the words. “Tomorrow we do it properly. Permanent ink. Temporary’s for amateurs.”

Marissa shivered—not from the cold water, not from fear. From the hot, bottomless pull of wanting more. “What kind?”

Jade selected a thick steel plug from the shelf—still faintly warm from Talia’s earlier use—and pressed it against Marissa’s ass without preamble. She worked it in slow, the stretch building in gradual, relentless increments until it seated itself deep and heavy. “A small thing. Just your new last name, so to speak.” Her nail pressed a small circle into the crease of Marissa’s left cheek. “Unless you’d rather walk out tonight?”

The plug settled into place. Marissa’s breath left her in a low, ragged moan. “No. I want it.”

“I know.” Jade scooped Marissa’s street clothes into a bag. “You sleep here tonight. In the display case. Naked except the plug.”

“What if someone walks by?”

Jade’s smile was slow and satisfied. “Then they’ll see exactly what you are.”

She left Marissa in the velvet-lined case and locked the storefront behind her. Alone in the quiet, Marissa lay on her side, the plug a constant, heavy presence that kept every nerve between her hips awake. Through the half-lowered security gate, headlights from the parking lot swept across the ceiling in slow arcs.

One set slowed. Stopped.

Through the glass a man sat in a dark car, watching.

Marissa held his gaze and spread her legs.

He stayed.

She smiled, fingers drifting down to her clit, still tender and swollen, and began to move them in slow circles for his benefit.

This, she thought as his silhouette shifted in the dark car, is power. Not the power she’d had in meeting rooms or her own marriage, small and borrowed and constantly on loan. This kind was hers alone: the power of being exactly what someone needed, performed on her own terms.

The man stayed until the sky began lightening, his window down, audible even from inside. When the first gray pre-dawn light touched the parking lot he finally drove away and left a wad of cash tucked under the door with a handwritten note: Worth every second. I’ll be back tonight.

“Sleep well, fuckdoll?” Jade smirked, unlocking the case.

Marissa’s voice was raw from screaming. “Better than I have in years.”

“Good. Because we have a special delivery this morning.” Jade tossed her a mesh bodysuit that covered nothing. “Put this on. Only this.”

Marissa obeyed. The fishnet framed her nipples and pussy lips instead of hiding them. The sharpie markings from last night had smeared but stayed legible—“COCK HUNGRY” now a purple blur across her inner thigh.

“What kind of delivery?” she asked, following Jade to the back room.

“The best kind.” Jade opened the door to reveal Diego and six other delivery men in various uniforms—brown work shorts, navy-and-orange polos, a plain tan vest with no logo at all—all drinking coffee and adjusting their crotches as Marissa stepped inside.

“Morning boys,” Jade greeted. “Meet your breakfast.”

One of the men—a burly redhead with forearms like tree trunks—whistled low. “Damn, she looks used already.”

“That’s because she spent all night being our fucktoy,” Kenzie announced, appearing from the stockroom in nothing but a thong. “But don’t worry. She’s insatiable.”

Talia emerged behind her, completely naked except for a strap-on harness. “We tested that theory thoroughly.”

Marissa’s knees weakened at the sight of so many bulges. Seven men. Plus Jade, Kenzie, and Talia. Ten people waiting to use her before the store even opened.

“Ever been airtight, Marissa?” Jade asked, smearing fresh lipstick across Marissa’s mouth. “Three holes filled at once?”

“N-no.”

“You will be today. Many times.” Jade gripped Marissa’s jaw. “In fact, we’re going to set a store record. Most loads taken in a single morning.”

One of the delivery guys—younger than the others, barbed-wire tattoo around his bicep—raised his hand. “What’s the current record?”

“Twenty-eight,” Talia grinned. “But she only managed that because half were in condoms. Marissa’s taking everything raw.”

A whimper escaped Marissa’s throat—not protest. Anticipation.

“Hands and knees, cumrag,” Jade ordered. Marissa dropped instantly.

The men circled her, unzipping, pulling out their cocks. Marissa’s mouth watered at the sight—every shape, size, and color surrounding her. Some already glistened with pre-cum. Others stood thick and proud, veins throbbing.

“Who wants which hole first?” Talia asked, lubing her strap-on.

“Dibs on her ass,” the redhead said. “Looks like she’s already warmed up.” He worked the plug out with a wet pop that made Marissa moan.

“I’ll take her cunt,” said an older delivery man with salt-and-pepper hair. “Been thinking about divorce pussy all morning.”

Diego stepped forward, his massive cock level with Marissa’s face. “And I’m finishing what we started last night.”

In an instant Marissa was filled—cock in her pussy, cock in her ass, cock in her mouth, all thrusting at different rhythms. Hands gripped her hair, her hips, her breasts, pinching and slapping as they used her.

“Fucking slut loves it,” the man behind her grunted, balls slapping her clit as he ravaged her asshole. “Look at her pushing back for more.”

Marissa couldn’t deny it. She was. Every thrust in her ass sent shockwaves through her body. Diego’s cock hit the back of her throat with each forward push, making her gag and drool. The older man beneath her ground upward, his pubic bone crushing her clit.

“Switch!” Jade called after several minutes. The cocks withdrew. Before Marissa could catch her breath, three more men took their place—a new cock stretching her pussy, another forcing its way into her ass, a third pushing past her lips.

“Count the loads, Kenzie,” Jade instructed as the first man—the redhead—stroked himself to completion over Marissa’s back. “That’s one.”

Marissa lost track of time as the men rotated through her holes. Some lasted minutes. Others just seconds. Cum filled her pussy, dripped from her ass, coated her face and tits. Between loads Talia would fuck her with the strap-on while Kenzie forced her to lick Jade’s cunt.

“Seventeen,” Kenzie counted as another man pulled out of Marissa’s mouth, spraying her face with thick ropes. “Eighteen,” as Diego added a second load to her already-dripping pussy.

By load twenty-three Marissa was a cum-covered mess, every hole leaking, mascara streaked down her cheeks, fishnet bodysuit torn in multiple places. Her own orgasms had become uncountable—one bleeding into the next until she existed in a constant state of climax.

“Last one, boys,” Jade announced as the final delivery man zipped up. “Diego, think you’ve got one more in you?”

Diego grinned, stroking his still-hard cock. “For our new girl? Always.”

He positioned himself behind Marissa, who could barely hold herself up on trembling arms. With one brutal thrust he entered her ass—the hole most stretched and abused from the morning’s activities.

“Fuck her through the floor,” Jade encouraged, sliding beneath Marissa to suck her cum-covered nipples. “Make her remember who owns her now.”

Diego’s hips became a piston, jackhammering Marissa’s ass with brutal force. Each thrust pushed gobs of cum out of her gaping holes, spattering the floor beneath them.

“Tell everyone what you are,” Talia demanded, filming the scene on her phone.

“I’m—ahh!—a fucking cumslut!” Marissa screamed, face contorted in ecstasy and agony. “I’m the strip mall whore! I’m your back room fucktoy!”

“And who owns you?” Jade pinched her nipples cruelly.

“You do! All of you! Everyone who wants me! I’m public property!”

Diego roared, burying himself to the hilt as he unloaded the final, massive load deep in Marissa’s bowels. “Twenty-nine,” Kenzie announced triumphantly. “New store record.”

Marissa collapsed face-first into the puddle of fluids beneath her, body twitching with aftershocks. She’d never felt so used, so filthy, so completely debased—or so satisfied.

“Clean her up,” Jade instructed as the delivery men gathered their things, dropping tips in the jar before departing. “We open in thirty minutes, and she’s working the register today.”

“Like this?” Marissa mumbled through swollen lips.

Jade’s smile was pure evil. “Almost. We’re just missing one thing.”

From her purse she produced a small remote-controlled egg vibrator. Without ceremony she pushed it deep into Marissa’s cum-filled pussy. “This stays in all day. I control it from my phone. When it buzzes, you find an excuse to come to the stockroom for a quick use. Understand?”

Marissa nodded weakly.

“And these—” Jade handed her a pair of ben wa balls “—go in your ass. To keep Diego’s load plugged up nice and warm.”

Talia hoisted Marissa to her feet and guided her toward the narrow shower tucked in the corner of the back room. Warm water sluiced over her skin, rinsing away the sticky residue on her thighs and belly, yet the deep, persistent ache between her legs remained—a constant reminder of every cock that had used her. She stepped out, dried herself with rough towels, and found Kenzie waiting with the day’s uniform: the standard black skirt and blouse of Lace & Grace, altered in ways that left nothing to the imagination. No panties. A blouse two sizes too small that pinched tight across her breasts, the buttons straining, the fabric thin enough to hint at the stiff peaks of her nipples.

“One more thing,” Jade said as Marissa finished dressing. She opened a small velvet case and drew out a delicate silver chain. The pendant, scripted in elegant cursive, read PROPERTY OF LACE & GRACE. “This never comes off. Even when you go home.”

Marissa swallowed. “I understand,” she whispered. The cool metal settled against her collarbones, the weight of it immediate and unyielding.

“Good.” Jade’s palm cracked sharply across her ass. “Now get out there and sell some lingerie. And remember—every customer you help today is looking at a cum-filled slut who just took twenty-nine loads.”

The vibrator flared to life the moment Marissa reached the register. A sudden, relentless pulse against her g-spot made her knees dip. She caught the edge of the counter, breath hitching as the sensation rolled through her in thick, insistent waves.

Jade caught her eye from the far side of the store and winked. “Just a preview of your day, darling. Hope you didn’t have plans tonight. After closing we’ve got a bachelor party—twenty guys. They specifically asked for the divorced MILF who does anything.”

Marissa smoothed her skirt with one hand. Warm cum slid down the inside of her thigh in a slow, sticky trail, the vibrator still seated deep inside her, sealing everything in. The front bell chimed. A middle-aged woman stepped inside, scanning the racks with the distracted air of someone shopping for anniversary lingerie.

“Welcome to Lace & Grace,” Marissa said, voice steady even as the vibrator hummed steadily against her inner walls. “How can I service you today?”

The woman smiled, unaware that the saleswoman in front of her had been bent over and used by every delivery man who’d walked through the back door that morning, that thick cum still leaked from her ass around the ben wa balls nestled there, that her pussy was stuffed full and controlled by the woman smirking at her phone across the store.

“I need something special,” the customer said. “Something that makes me feel sexy again.”

“I know exactly how you feel,” Marissa answered, and meant it. She led the woman toward a display of delicate teddies. The silver collar at her throat caught the overhead lights with every step, the word PROPERTY flashing bright and unmistakable.

In the back room, Jade tapped her phone. The vibrator surged harder. Marissa’s hand shot out and gripped the nearest rack, fingers tightening around cold metal as the orgasm built, hot and sudden, threatening to crest right there between the satin hangers.

Just another day at the strip mall.

Just the beginning of her new life.


Chapter 2: Display Model Duties

The scent of sweat, sex, and designer perfume clung to Marissa’s skin, thick and familiar. A week into her new position at Lace & Grace, she had stopped counting the cocks that had filled her or the loads of cum she had swallowed. The collar around her neck—now customized with dangling charms reading “CUMSLUT” and “WILL SERVE”—sat heavier than her wedding ring ever had.

“Big shipment today,” Jade announced, unlocking the store at nine. She wore a pencil skirt so tight it looked painted on, paired with a blouse unbuttoned to reveal the lacy shelf bra beneath. “We’re getting the new Midnight Surrender collection.”

“The crotchless bodysuits?” Kenzie asked, organizing register receipts—most with phone numbers and crude offers scrawled across the backs.

“And the restraint sets,” Jade confirmed. Her eyes landed on Marissa, who was arranging thongs by size. “Our distributor’s sending his son for the delivery. College quarterback. Thinks he’s God’s gift to women.”

Talia snorted as she emerged from the stockroom. “That skinny bitch from Bombshell Intimates has been trying to fuck him for months.”

“Well,” Jade’s smile turned predatory, “we’re going to show him what real service is. Marissa, come here.”

Marissa obeyed at once. Every night for the past week had been a new debauchery—the bachelor party where she had serviced twenty men in four hours until her jaw ached for two days after, the inspection night where customers had examined every inch of her body before making a purchase and left her skin marked with the ghost of fingerprints, the living mannequin evening where she had stood motionless in the window while strangers posed her like a doll and a cluster of women on their way to dinner next door had stopped to stare, hands pressed over their mouths, before two of them came back in for a closer look. She had stopped flinching at any of it days ago. What unsettled her now, in the rare quiet moments, was how little effort not-flinching took.

“Yes, Jade?” She kept her eyes downcast, as instructed.

“We’re promoting you today. From back room entertainment to display model.” Jade stroked Marissa’s cheek. “Strip. Everything off.”

Without hesitation, Marissa removed her blouse and skirt. Underneath she wore the store-mandated outfit—a cupless bra that framed her breasts without covering her nipples, and a crotchless thong that kept her pussy accessible at all times.

“Those too,” Jade pointed. “Completely naked.”

Marissa unhooked the bra and slid off the thong. A week ago she might have covered herself. Now she stood proudly exposed, legs slightly parted the way she had been trained.

“Turn around.” Jade examined the fresh tattoo on Marissa’s left ass cheek—a delicate script that read “PROPERTY OF L&G”—still slightly raised and red from yesterday’s session. Below it, a barcode had been tattooed. When scanned with the store’s inventory app, it brought up Marissa’s specifications and usage guidelines.

“Healing nicely,” Jade noted, slapping the marked flesh. “Now for today’s assignment.”

From behind the counter she produced what looked like liquid latex in a spray bottle. “This is our new display technique. Instead of trying on the outfits, you’ll become the outfits.”

Before Marissa could question it, Jade began spraying the cold solution across her naked body. It dried almost instantly, forming a second skin that clung to every curve. When she finished, Marissa was covered from neck to mid-thigh in what appeared to be a glossy black catsuit—except for strategic cutouts that left her breasts, ass, and pussy completely exposed.

“Perfect,” Jade declared. “Customers can see exactly how our products would frame their best features.”

Talia approached with a set of impossibly high heels—seven inches with platforms, the soles red. “These complete the look.”

Once Marissa was balanced on the towering heels, Jade led her to the front display platform directly in the store window, visible to everyone walking through the strip mall.

“Stay here,” Jade instructed. “When customers enter, you’ll greet them. When they show interest in an item, you’ll demonstrate how it works. If they want to feel the material, they can feel it on you.”

“On me?” Marissa’s pulse quickened.

“On you. In you. Whatever they need to make an informed purchase.” Jade’s perfectly manicured nail traced Marissa’s latex-covered collarbone. “Remember, you’re inventory now. Store property. Just like it says on your ass.”

The first customers arrived minutes after opening—two college girls shopping for a friend’s bachelorette party. They giggled nervously at the sight of Marissa displayed like merchandise.

“Go help them,” Jade whispered, giving Marissa a push.

“Welcome to Lace & Grace,” Marissa greeted, balancing carefully on her towering heels. “I’m Marissa, your living display model. How can I assist you today?”

The braver of the girls—a petite blonde with a nose ring—stepped forward. “We need something scandalous for a bachelorette gift. Like, something that would make her fiancé lose his mind.”

“I can show you several options,” Marissa replied, leading them to a wall of lingerie. “This pearl thong is very popular.” She lifted the item, the strand of pearls glistening under the store lights. “Would you like to see how it works?”

The girls exchanged glances, then nodded hesitantly.

With practiced ease, Marissa slipped the pearls between her exposed labia, positioning them to run along her slit. “The pearls stimulate the clitoris and labia during movement,” she explained, walking back and forth to demonstrate. “Each step creates friction that builds arousal.”

“Does it… actually feel good?” the quieter girl asked, eyes fixed on the pearls now glistening with Marissa’s moisture.

“Would you like to test the movement yourself?” Marissa offered, as she had been instructed to do.

After a moment’s hesitation, the blonde reached out and tugged gently on the dangling end of the pearls. Marissa suppressed a moan as they dragged across her sensitive flesh.

“Oh!” the blonde exclaimed. “They’re already wet.”

“That’s how you know they’re effective,” Jade interjected smoothly, appearing beside them. “Our display models provide real demonstrations of product effectiveness. Marissa, show them the Midnight Surrender handcuffs as well.”

As the morning progressed, Marissa demonstrated dozens of products—clamps that pinched her nipples until they were swollen and red, lubricants that customers tested by sliding slickened fingers into her holes, vibrators whose intensity settings were tested against her clit until her thighs trembled.

By noon she had been fondled by seventeen customers, fingered by four, and brought to orgasm twice—once by a middle-aged woman testing a suction toy, and once by a leather daddy examining the effectiveness of a riding crop.

The leather daddy had come in just before eleven, trailing the particular quiet that regulars wore like a signature. He picked over the riding crop display for a long, unhurried minute before he chose the one he wanted—ash handle, the popper worn soft with a hundred practice strikes not his—and turned to find Jade already watching him from the register.

“Feel free,” Jade said, tilting her chin toward the platform where Marissa stood latex-slick and glossy under the window lights. “All merchandise is available for supervised testing.”

He didn’t ask her name. He circled the platform once, unhurried, tapping the crop against his open palm, reading the latex cutouts the way a man reads a menu he already intends to order everything from. “Turn,” he said, and she turned. “Arch.” She arched, the latex creaking faintly at her spine, her exposed ass presented to the glass and the parking lot beyond it.

The first strike landed without warning—a bright, precise crack across her left cheek that stole the air from her chest. She hadn’t braced for it, and the sound she made was pure reflex, high and startled.

“Good,” he said, unbothered, and struck again, an inch lower, the same clean precision. “Consistency’s the test. Not power. Any fool can hit hard.” Six more followed, each landing with the same measured rhythm, walking a neat ladder down from the crest of her ass to the crease where it met her thigh, until the skin there glowed hot enough that she could feel her own pulse in it.

By the eighth strike her knees had gone loose and her cunt was aching in time with the sting, need pooling low and insistent beneath the pain. He noticed—of course he noticed, that was the whole point of him—and slid two fingers between her thighs without asking, found her soaked, and made a small, satisfied sound low in his throat.

“Responsive stock,” he told Jade, like he was reading off a spec sheet, then, almost gently, to Marissa: “Come for me. Let’s see if the crop earns its price tag.”

He kept his fingers moving, steady and unhurried, while the last two strikes fell precisely where the first six had already primed her, and the combination broke over her all at once—a shuddering, involuntary clench that buckled her forward against the display glass, a passing customer on the other side jumping back with a startled laugh. He held her through it with one broad palm flat against her sternum until her breathing settled, then hung the crop back on its hook with the same unhurried care he’d taken it down with.

“I’ll take two,” he told Jade at the register, tucking a folded bill into the tip jar without being asked. “One for here. One for home.”

“Lunch break,” Jade announced at 12:30, flipping the “BACK IN 30 MINUTES” sign. But Marissa knew better than to expect rest.

“The delivery should be here any minute,” Talia noted, checking her watch. “Everyone get ready.”

Kenzie disappeared into the back room and returned with a rolling rack draped in black cloth. Jade positioned it near the register, instructing Marissa to stand beside it.

“When he arrives,” Jade explained, “I’ll distract him with paperwork. That’s when you drop to your knees under the desk. Understand?”

Marissa nodded, her pussy already dampening at the thought.

Right on schedule, the bell above the door jingled. In walked exactly the type of man Jade had described—early twenties, broad-shouldered, with the confident swagger of someone who had never been denied anything. Behind him, two employees wheeled in boxes of inventory.

“Ms. Winters?” he called, spotting Jade. “I’m Brad Mitchell. My father sent me to oversee the Midnight Surrender delivery.”

Jade extended her hand, all professional charm. “Welcome, Brad. I have the paperwork ready at my desk. Your men can start unloading in the stockroom—Talia will direct them.”

As Brad followed Jade to her office nook, his eyes swept over Marissa, widening at her latex-covered, strategically exposed body. “And who’s this?”

“Our display model,” Jade replied casually. “Standard practice in boutique lingerie. Please, have a seat.”

Brad lowered himself into the chair opposite Jade’s desk, unable to tear his gaze from Marissa’s exposed breasts. Jade spread papers before him, pointing to signature lines while chattering about order specifications.

On cue, Marissa sank to her knees and crawled beneath the desk. Brad’s legs tensed as he felt her presence between his thighs.

“Something wrong, Mr. Mitchell?” Jade asked innocently, sliding another form forward.

“N-no,” he stammered as Marissa’s hands worked his belt open. “Just reviewing the, uh, quantities.”

“Take your time,” Jade assured him. “We want everything to be… satisfactory.”

Beneath the desk, Marissa freed Brad’s cock—impressively thick and already half-hard. Without preamble she engulfed it, taking him to the root in one practiced motion.

Above, the business discussion continued. Brad’s voice occasionally hitched as Marissa worked him with her throat, her tongue, her hands. Jade pretended not to notice, though her foot found Marissa’s back beneath the desk, pressing her to take him deeper.

“And these arrival dates look acceptable?” Jade was asking, just as Marissa cupped Brad’s balls, massaging them as she deep-throated him.

“Y-yes, that’s—fuck—that’s fine,” Brad managed, his pen hovering shakily over the signature line.

“Wonderful.” Jade stood abruptly. “I should check on your men. Back in a moment.”

She departed, leaving Brad alone with Marissa still working diligently beneath the desk. The moment Jade was out of sight, Brad pushed the chair back, staring down at the latex-covered woman slobbering on his cock.

“Holy shit,” he whispered. “Do they make all their employees do this?”

Marissa released him with a wet pop. “Only the display models, Sir.” She resumed sucking, her hands working the shaft as she took him deeper.

Brad’s fingers tangled in her hair. “The stuck-up bitch at Bombshell Intimates never offered this level of service.”

Marissa smiled around his girth, then pulled back. “We pride ourselves on customer satisfaction. Would you like to inspect more of the merchandise?”

Without waiting for an answer, she stood, turned, and bent over the desk, reaching back to spread her ass cheeks. “The latex display suit is one of our most popular items. Fully functional access to all entertainment ports.”

Brad’s eyes glazed with lust. “Fuck, you’re serious?”

“Deadly serious,” Marissa confirmed, wiggling her hips invitingly. “But you should hurry. The paperwork meeting only allows for one load.”

No further encouragement needed. Brad positioned himself behind her, rubbing his spit-slickened cock against her exposed entrance. “Your boss arranged this?”

“She expects it,” Marissa corrected, pushing back against him. “It’s standard distributor relations.”

With a groan, Brad thrust forward, burying himself in Marissa’s well-used pussy. “Jesus Christ,” he hissed, gripping her latex-covered hips. “You’re fucking dripping.”

“Display models stay ready,” Marissa explained matter-of-factly, though her voice wavered as he began a punishing rhythm. “We—oh god—we maintain arousal throughout the workday.”

Brad’s pace quickened, his college-athlete stamina evident as he pounded her against the desk. Papers scattered to the floor as Marissa braced herself, meeting each thrust with practiced enthusiasm.

“Take a picture,” she suggested between gasps. “Show your father what excellent customer service his company receives.”

The suggestion pushed Brad over the edge. He fumbled for his phone, snapping several photos of his cock disappearing into Marissa from behind, her face turned to the camera with a cum-hungry expression she had perfected over the past week.

“I’m gonna—fuck—I’m gonna come,” he warned, hips stuttering.

“Standard procedure is internal deposit,” Marissa recited the script Jade had given her. “Unless you prefer a facial for documentation purposes.”

“Internal,” Brad grunted, driving deep as his climax hit. “Taking—taking this pussy—fuck!”

Marissa felt the familiar warmth flooding her insides, another anonymous load joining the countless others she had received. Behind them, the door opened as Jade returned.

“Paperwork all finished?” she asked casually, as if her employee wasn’t being creampied on her desk.

Brad withdrew, tucking himself away with shaking hands. “Most thorough business meeting I’ve ever had.”

“Excellent. We value our supplier relationships.” Jade handed him a business card. “My private number. For future… deliveries.”

As Brad gathered the signed papers, still visibly dazed, Jade addressed Marissa. “Clean yourself up. The Mitchell account now expects this level of service for all transactions.”

“Yes, Jade,” Marissa replied, remaining bent over the desk as Brad’s cum dripped down her thighs.

After Brad departed—promising to handle their account personally from now on—Jade examined Marissa’s well-used pussy. “Decent load. But you’ll need more filling before the afternoon rush.”

“More?” Marissa’s knees felt weak from the pounding she had received.

“Of course. Display models need to maintain a certain… glisten.” Jade pressed an intercom button. “Talia, bring in the stock boys. Our model needs preparation for the 2 PM rush.”

Three young men—the stockroom assistants Marissa had blown during her first week—emerged from the back room, already unzipping their pants.

“Standard display model preparation,” Jade instructed them. “One load each, no holes barred, then return to inventory. You have fifteen minutes.”

As the men surrounded her, Marissa realized this was her life now. Not just back room entertainment after hours, but full-time store property—a living, breathing display model whose holes existed to demonstrate product effectiveness and maintain supplier relations.

The first stock boy positioned himself on a display ottoman, pulling Marissa onto his lap. The second moved behind her, spreading her ass cheeks to access her back entrance. The third stood before her, his cock level with her mouth.

“Airtight in the main showroom,” Kenzie commented, returning from helping a customer. “That’s a new one.”

Jade shrugged. “She’s inventory now. Might as well use her where customers can see the merchandise in action.”

As three cocks filled her simultaneously, Marissa locked eyes with two women who had just entered the store, their expressions of shock slowly melting into fascination. Jade approached them smoothly.

“Welcome to Lace & Grace. As you can see, we take product demonstration very seriously. Would you like to observe the durability of our latex bodysuits under extreme conditions?”

The women nodded, moving closer to watch as Marissa was bounced between three cocks, her latex-covered body glistening with sweat and various fluids.

“The suit maintains its form while allowing full access,” Jade explained in her sales voice. “Perfect for parties where quick service is required.”

One of the women reached out hesitantly, touching the latex stretched across Marissa’s bouncing breast. “It’s so smooth.”

“Feel free to explore the texture,” Jade encouraged. “Our display model is fully interactive during demonstrations.”

As the stock boys used her holes and the customers explored her latex-covered curves with increasing boldness, Marissa realized she had truly become what the tattoo on her ass proclaimed—property. Store inventory. A display model whose purpose was to sell product by demonstrating its effectiveness in the most explicit ways possible.

And as the afternoon rush approached—her holes freshly filled with three more loads, her latex suit resprayed to glossy perfection, her lipstick reapplied for maximum customer appeal—Marissa found herself eager to serve.

“The distributor called,” Kenzie announced, checking her phone. “Brad sent the photos to his father. They’re offering a 30% discount on all future orders in exchange for regular ‘business meetings’ with our display model.”

Jade smiled, adjusting Marissa’s collar. “Congratulations. You’ve just become our most valuable inventory asset.”

“Thank you,” Marissa replied sincerely, assuming the display position as the door chimed with new customers. “I live to serve Lace & Grace.”

“No,” Jade corrected, pinching her nipple painfully. “You live to serve anyone I tell you to serve. Remember that.”

“Yes, Jade.” Marissa nodded, feeling fresh cum trickle down her thigh as she greeted the incoming customers. “Welcome to Lace & Grace. I’m Marissa, your living display model. How may I service you today?”

As she led the wide-eyed customers to the nipple clamp display, Marissa caught her reflection in a mirror—latex-covered body, exposed breasts and pussy, collar declaring her status, fresh cum leaking from multiple holes. Unrecognizable from the woman who had applied for a simple retail job just days ago.

This was who she was now: inventory item #69-M. The Strip Mall Slut. And as the customers’ hands began exploring her body under the pretense of testing products, Marissa embraced her new identity completely.

The store had only been open four hours, and she had already taken five loads. By closing time, that number would likely triple.

Just another day at Lace & Grace, where customer service took on an entirely new meaning, and Marissa, their most valuable display model, proved her worth with every hole, every hour, every satisfied customer.


Chapter 3: Mall Property

The tattoo on Marissa’s ass had barely healed when Jade called a staff meeting before opening. Three weeks into her employment at Lace & Grace, Marissa had settled into a routine—if one could call being fucked by dozens of strangers daily a “routine.” Her body had adapted to constant use. Her pussy stayed perpetually slick, her throat no longer seized when stuffed with cock, and her asshole remained loose enough to take even the largest customers without any preparation.

“Sales are up 340% since we introduced our live display model,” Jade announced, scrolling through spreadsheets on her tablet. She wore a power suit today, though the jacket remained unbuttoned to reveal nothing underneath but a nipple-chain connecting her pierced breasts. “Corporate is very pleased.”

Marissa stood naked except for her collar and heels, as was now required during store hours. The “PROPERTY OF L&G” tattoo on her left ass cheek had been joined by others: “DISPLAY MODEL #69” across her lower back, a barcode on her right inner thigh, and most recently, “HOLES FOR PUBLIC USE” in delicate script beneath her navel.

“In fact,” Jade continued, “they’re so impressed they want to expand the program.”

“More display models?” Kenzie asked, adjusting her crotchless leather shorts. Since Marissa’s promotion, the standard employee uniform had become progressively more revealing.

“Eventually,” Jade confirmed. “But first, they want to test Marissa’s marketability across multiple properties.”

Talia grinned, twirling one of her braids. “You’re lending her out?”

“Precisely.” Jade circled Marissa, inspecting her like livestock. For a moment something moved behind her eyes that had nothing to do with spreadsheets—there and gone before Marissa could name it. Fifteen years ago, long before the corset and the corner office, Jade had stood exactly where Marissa now stood: new hire, first shift, someone else’s hands deciding what she was for. She’d built the back room instead of walking out of it. Marissa didn’t know that yet. She would, eventually, the way every asset eventually learned the shape of the woman who’d trained her. “The strip mall management has approved a shared-resource program. Starting today, Marissa becomes property of the entire Lakeside Shopping Plaza, not just Lace & Grace.”

Marissa’s pulse quickened. “The entire mall?”

“Fourteen stores,” Jade nodded. “Each with their own… needs. Some will use you for display, others for customer service, others for staff incentives. Your schedule will be managed through the new mall intranet system.”

She handed Marissa a smartphone in a clear protective case. “This stays with you at all times. It will alert you when you’re required at different locations and track your… productivity metrics.”

“Metrics?” Marissa asked, examining the device.

“Loads received, customers serviced, sales influenced,” Jade explained clinically. “Your performance will be evaluated across all properties. Bonuses depend on it.”

The phone’s screen displayed a mall map with all fourteen stores highlighted, a schedule grid, and a counter currently reading “TOTAL LOADS: 0” and “TODAY’S GOAL: 50.”

“Fifty?” Marissa gasped. Her record so far was thirty-seven in a single day, and she’d been sore for days after.

“Mall-wide exposure means more clients,” Jade shrugged. “But before you begin your new duties, we need to prepare you properly.”

Kenzie wheeled in a clothing rack—though “clothing” was generous. The items hanging from it were little more than straps, chains, and transparent panels.

“Each store has selected appropriate attire for their display model,” Jade explained, flipping through the hangers. “Plus, you’ll need these.”

From beneath the counter, she produced a black leather case. Inside lay an assortment of plugs, clamps, and what appeared to be small electronic devices.

“Standard equipment for mall property,” Jade said, selecting a chrome plug with a pink jewel. “Bend over.”

Marissa complied instantly, spreading her cheeks as Jade worked the substantial plug into her ass. Unlike previous toys, this one had a distinct weight to it.

“Heavy metal core,” Jade explained, patting Marissa’s ass as the jewel settled into place. “Keeps you constantly aware of your purpose. It also has a tracker, so management always knows where their property is located.”

Next came a pair of clamps connected by a thin silver chain. Jade attached them to Marissa’s nipples, tightening until she gasped.

“These stay on between venues,” Jade instructed. “Customers may remove them if they wish, but they must be reattached before you transit to the next location.”

Finally, Jade selected what looked like a small egg vibrator. “This one’s special,” she smiled, sliding it into Marissa’s pussy. “It connects to the mall management app. Anyone with administrator access can control it—store managers, security personnel, even the mall owner. It can provide pleasure…”

The egg buzzed to life, making Marissa’s knees buckle.

“…or punishment.” The vibration changed to a sharp, painful shock that made Marissa yelp.

“Fourteen stores with access to your control panel,” Jade mused, tapping the phone screen to end the demonstration. “I wonder who’ll be the most creative with it.”

As Marissa caught her breath, the first assignment appeared on her phone: “8:30 AM - GREEN EARTH SMOOTHIE BAR - REPORT FOR MORNING PROMOTION.”

“Perfect timing,” Jade noted. “For Green Earth, you’ll wear this.”

She handed Marissa what appeared to be body paint and leaf-shaped pasties. “Their theme is ‘all natural’ this month. Now hurry—your first shift starts in fifteen minutes, and Mr. Peterson doesn’t tolerate tardiness.”

The Green Earth Smoothie Bar occupied the north entrance of Lakeside Plaza. Marissa entered through the back, as instructed, where a bearded man in his fifties waited impatiently.

“You’re Jade’s girl?” he asked, eyeing her naked body with undisguised lust.

“Yes, sir. Display Model #69, reporting for assignment.” The words flowed automatically now, her former identity submerged beneath her new purpose.

“I’m Peterson. Get in the office so we can prep you.”

The “office” was barely larger than a closet. Inside, a young woman with purple hair waited with brushes and paint pots.

“This is Zoe, our shift manager,” Peterson introduced. “She’ll handle your preparation while I explain your duties.”

For the next twenty minutes, Zoe painted Marissa’s naked body with swirls of green, yellow, and pink—the smoothie bar’s colors. The pasties barely covered her nipples, designed to look like small leaves against the painted backdrop.

“Green Earth is introducing our new ‘Protein Boost’ option today,” Peterson explained, watching Zoe work with hungry eyes. “For an additional $5, customers can add a special protein shot to any smoothie. You’re going to help demonstrate where that protein comes from.”

The implication hit Marissa just as Zoe finished painting the smoothie bar’s logo across her breasts. “I’ll be… extracting the protein from customers?”

Peterson grinned. “Smart girl. You’ll work the sampling station. Any male customer who orders the Protein Boost gets to provide his own contribution—with your assistance, of course. Female customers who order it get to watch the extraction process.”

“What about health regulations?” Marissa asked, surprising herself with the practical question despite the depravity of the assignment.

“All handled,” Peterson assured her. “We’ve got the necessary waivers posted. Technically, you’re providing ‘interactive promotional entertainment,’ not food preparation. The actual protein powder is added separately for legal reasons.”

Once the body paint dried, Peterson led Marissa to a small booth near the main counter, marked “PROTEIN SAMPLING STATION.” A discreet curtain provided minimal privacy from the main seating area, though it remained open enough that anyone could see inside if they glanced over.

“Remember,” Peterson instructed, “every Protein Boost sold earns you commission. The more loads you extract, the more you make. Your phone will track each… donation.”

The morning rush began immediately. Curious customers lined up, drawn by signs promoting the new Protein Boost option. Zoe handled the counter, cheerfully suggesting the add-on to every customer.

“Would you like to boost your smoothie today, sir?” she asked a suited businessman. “Our display model can extract your fresh protein donation right now while your smoothie is being prepared.”

The man’s eyes widened, taking in Marissa’s painted body waiting in the sampling booth. “Is that… legal?”

“Completely,” Zoe assured him. “It’s an interactive promotional experience. Just $5 extra.”

“Uh, sure,” he decided, handing over his credit card.

Peterson directed him to Marissa’s booth, where she knelt on a cushioned pad, her painted lips already parted in welcome.

“Extraction should take less than five minutes,” Peterson explained professionally. “Our display model is highly efficient. You may deposit your protein donation orally or request alternative extraction methods for no additional charge.”

The businessman barely hesitated before unzipping. Marissa took him in her mouth immediately, employing the techniques she’d perfected over the past weeks. Around her, the smoothie bar operated normally—blenders whirring, customers chatting, staff calling out orders—while she expertly sucked a stranger to completion behind the partial curtain.

“My god,” the man groaned, fingers tangling in her hair as she worked him with practiced skill. “This is the best fucking loyalty program ever.”

Less than three minutes later, he grunted his release, which Marissa dutifully caught in a small sample cup as trained. She handed it to Peterson with a smile, who made a show of adding “a drop” to the customer’s waiting smoothie—though Marissa noticed he actually used commercial protein powder from beneath the counter.

The businessman left with a dazed expression and a loyalty card stamped “FIRST DONATION COMPLETE - 9 MORE FOR A FREE BOOST.”

Her phone vibrated: “LOAD #1 RECORDED - 49 REMAINING TO REACH DAILY GOAL.”

The morning continued in this fashion. Businessmen on their way to work, gym-goers after their workouts, college students between classes—all lined up for the novel experience of receiving a blowjob with their breakfast smoothie. Some requested “alternative extraction methods,” bending Marissa over the sampling counter to fuck her painted pussy or ass while other customers watched their smoothies being prepared.

By 11:30 AM, Marissa had extracted seventeen “protein donations”—twelve oral, four vaginal, and one anal. Her body paint was smeared in several places, cum leaked from multiple orifices, and her jaw ached pleasantly.

Peterson seemed delighted with the promotion’s success. “Best sales day in months,” he told her as her shift ended. “The mall management will be very pleased with these metrics.”

Marissa’s phone buzzed with her next assignment: “12:00 PM - BYTES ELECTRONICS - LUNCH HOUR PRODUCT DEMONSTRATION.”

After a quick touch-up of her body paint in the bathroom, Marissa made her way across the mall to the electronics store, where a lanky manager with thick glasses waited impatiently.

“You’re three minutes late,” he snapped, checking his watch. “I’ve got a store full of customers expecting a demonstration.”

“I apologize, sir,” Marissa lowered her eyes submissively. “The smoothie bar ran over.”

“Whatever. Get cleaned up and put this on.” He thrust a box into her hands containing what appeared to be a transparent vinyl bodysuit with strategically placed circuitry and LED lights. “The bathroom’s through there. You have five minutes.”

In the cramped employee bathroom, Marissa quickly washed off the smoothie bar body paint and squeezed into the futuristic suit. The material clung to every curve, while small vibrating pods pressed against her nipples, clit, and both entrance holes. When powered on, the LEDs illuminated in patterns that highlighted her intimate areas.

The manager—who introduced himself as Eric—led her to the center of the store where a small platform had been set up surrounded by the latest electronic gadgets.

“Ladies and gentlemen,” he announced to the browsing customers, “Bytes Electronics is proud to demonstrate our new line of Sensory-Tech wearables. These smart-fabric garments integrate with any mobile device to create customized sensory experiences.”

Marissa stood motionless on the platform as Eric held up a tablet. “This control panel allows the user to program various stimulation patterns.”

He tapped the screen, and instantly the pods against Marissa’s erogenous zones vibrated in sequence, causing her to gasp.

“As you can see, our display model demonstrates the effectiveness of the product in real-time,” Eric continued, his professional tone belying the fact that he was publicly pleasuring a woman in the middle of his store. “The suit contains fifteen different stimulation points, each independently controllable.”

For the next hour, Eric invited customers to test the controls themselves. Businessmen on lunch breaks clustered around, taking turns manipulating the tablet that controlled Marissa’s pleasure. College students giggled as they cranked all settings to maximum, watching her struggle to remain standing as orgasms ripped through her body.

“The suit is completely interactive,” Eric explained to a middle-aged couple examining the display. “The access ports are fully functional while maintaining electronic connectivity.”

To demonstrate, he unzipped a discreet panel between Marissa’s legs, exposing her soaked pussy with the vibrating pods still clamped to her swollen clit. “Customers may test the durability and responsiveness during active use.”

The husband looked at his wife. She nodded, eyes bright. Minutes later Marissa was bent over the display counter, the man driving into her cunt with steady, forceful strokes while his wife tapped patterns into the tablet. The vibrations pulsed against Marissa’s clit in irregular bursts. Other shoppers drifted closer. Some stopped to watch the demonstration, murmuring about price points and warranty coverage. Others simply stared.

“The suit retains full functionality even during rigorous activity,” Eric narrated as the man’s breathing grew ragged. “Fluid resistance is guaranteed up to three liters.”

By the end of her shift at Bytes, seven more men had used her under the banner of product testing. Her daily total reached twenty-four loads. The phone buzzed: “2:00 PM - LEATHER & LACE BOOKSTORE - AUTHOR SIGNING EVENT.”

The bookstore sat in a quieter corner of the mall, its windows tinted dark. Marissa reported to the manager, a stern woman in her sixties with steel-gray hair pinned back and half-moon glasses perched on her nose. The woman’s nametag read Ms. Gladwell. She took one look at Marissa and ordered her straight to the staff shower.

“You reek of sex,” she said. “We run a sophisticated establishment here. Clean yourself thoroughly, then report to makeup. Your outfit is waiting.”

Thirty minutes later Marissa stepped out transformed. The high-tech bodysuit was gone. Her hair fell in loose waves. Makeup gave her face an ethereal, almost Victorian pallor. She wore a corset that cinched her waist and lifted her breasts, garters that framed her bare pussy, and thigh-high boots polished to a high gleam, all in black leather with blood-red lacing and accents.

“Perfect,” Ms. Gladwell said. “Today we’re hosting J.D. Blackthorne, author of the bestselling BDSM romance series Chains of Desire. You’ll be his interactive reading model.”

In the event space a crowd of mostly women waited, many clutching copies of his latest novel. Blackthorne himself sat at the signing table—a man in his fifties with salt-and-pepper hair and dark, steady eyes.

“Ladies,” Ms. Gladwell announced, “Leather & Lace is proud to present an exclusive event with J.D. Blackthorne, who will be reading selected passages from Broken Bonds, accompanied by our display model’s interpretive performance.”

Applause rose as Marissa was led to a small dais beside his table. Above it hung floggers, paddles, canes, and coils of rope.

“Mr. Blackthorne will select audience members to assist in the demonstration,” Ms. Gladwell continued. “Those chosen may interpret the passages however they wish upon our model, within safety guidelines.”

For the next two hours Marissa became the living embodiment of Blackthorne’s prose. As he read scenes of dominance and submission, selected audience members—mostly women, a few men—enacted them on her body. A flogger landed across her ass and thighs in measured, stinging strokes until the skin glowed hot and crimson. A cane followed, raising thin welts across her back with each precise strike. Nipple clamps bit down. Hot wax dripped in slow trails across her breasts and stomach. Rope harnesses tightened around her torso, binding her arms behind her back or spreading her legs wide.

Penetration stayed minimal. The focus remained on sensation, pain, and the watching crowd. When one enthusiastic reader finally fucked her with a strap-on, the thick silicone cock drove into her pussy almost as an afterthought to the elaborate ropework already crisscrossing her chest and hips.

By the end Marissa’s body carried the marks of expert play—red stripes, raised welts, faint wax residue. Her mind drifted in the heavy, muffled calm of subspace. The crowd gave a standing ovation while Blackthorne signed the final book.

“You were magnificent,” the author told her privately once the space had cleared. “My publisher has been after me to hire a permanent demonstration model for my tour. Would you be interested?”

Before she could answer, her phone buzzed with an override: “MALL PROPERTY NOT AUTHORIZED FOR EXTERNAL CONTRACTS. REPORT SOLICITATION ATTEMPT TO MANAGEMENT.”

“I’m sorry, sir,” she said, the words emerging flat and automatic. “I’m contracted exclusively to Lakeside Plaza properties.”

Blackthorne looked disappointed but slipped her his card anyway. “If that ever changes, call me. You have a natural gift for submission.”

The compliment settled warm and low in her stomach. Her phone buzzed again: “4:30 PM - FOOD COURT - HAPPY HOUR PROMOTION.”

The food court assignment proved the most publicly exposing yet. She wore only a short apron printed with vendor logos. During the after-work rush she moved between tables offering “special sauce samples” to interested diners.

The samples came from her own holes. Customers were invited to slide fingers into her pussy or ass, then taste the slick they pulled out as a preview of the secret sauces available at participating restaurants. Others simply lifted the apron as she passed, exposing her to the crowded space. Off-duty employees and evening shoppers ate dinner while Marissa circulated. College-age onlookers snapped photos. Businessmen reached out for quick, casual gropes. Women leaned together and whispered as she approached.

A couple from the electronics store’s lunch rush found her near the fountain, still riding the high of what they’d watched at Bytes hours earlier. The husband ordered without hesitation this time, no persuading required. “Both,” he said, sliding a twenty into the apron’s pocket. “Her and hers.”

Marissa braced against the low fountain wall and let him find her from behind while his wife watched from a bench with her ankles crossed, an untouched taco bowl going cold in her lap. He worked two fingers deep and slow, drew them out glistening, and offered them—not to Marissa’s mouth, but to his wife’s. The wife hesitated only a second before she took his fingers between her own lips, eyes on Marissa the whole time, something private and startled moving across her face.

“Well?” he asked her.

“Better than the actual sauce,” she said, and laughed, a small, disbelieving sound, like she couldn’t quite locate herself inside the moment. She stood, smoothed her skirt, and walked close enough that Marissa caught her perfume. “Can I—” She didn’t finish the question. She lifted the apron herself, slid her own fingers in without waiting for permission, and worked them in slow circles while her husband watched his wife touch a stranger with an expression somewhere between pride and disbelief.

A cluster of off-duty restaurant staff on their dinner break stopped mid-conversation to watch, forks forgotten. Marissa came against the wife’s hand with a shudder she didn’t bother hiding, the fountain’s spray misting cool against her heated skin, and the wife withdrew her fingers looking faintly astonished at her own hand, as if it belonged to someone new.

“We’re coming back Friday,” the husband told Marissa, already steering his wife toward their table by the small of her back, both of them talking low and fast and close, the particular current of two people who’d just discovered something about each other.

By 6:00 PM her phone showed twenty-six loads received, just over halfway to her daily goal. The next assignment appeared: “6:30 PM - EXECUTIVE OFFICES - BOARD MEETING SERVICE.”

The executive offices occupied the second floor, accessible only by keycard elevator. A security guard escorted her up, eyeing her used body with professional detachment.

“First time upstairs?” he asked.

“Yes, sir,” she replied, straightening her posture so her breasts pushed forward.

“Board meetings run long,” he warned. “Sometimes till midnight. You’ll need endurance.”

The elevator opened to a polished reception area. A woman in her forties waited with a clipboard. “Display Model #69, reporting for board meeting service,” Marissa recited.

The receptionist checked her list. “Right on time. I’m Helen, executive assistant to Mr. Davenport, the mall owner. Follow me for preparation.”

In a luxurious bathroom Helen cleaned Marissa’s well-used body, applied fresh makeup, and swept her hair into a sleek updo. The outfit was the most formal of the day: a black pencil skirt that barely covered her ass, a white blouse tied beneath her breasts instead of buttoned, and patent leather heels higher than any she had worn before.

“The board consists of Mr. Davenport and twelve executive partners,” Helen explained, attaching a new name tag that read EXECUTIVE REFRESHMENT. “You’ll serve drinks first, then provide under-table service during presentations, followed by full entertainment during the closed session.”

“Under-table service?” Marissa asked, though she already knew the answer.

Helen’s mouth curved. “You’ll crawl beneath the conference table and service each board member orally during the financial presentations. Silently, of course. The quarterly numbers are very important.”

The boardroom felt heavier than any space she had entered all day. Gleaming mahogany, leather chairs, floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the mall below. Twelve men and one woman sat around the massive table, all in expensive suits, all radiating authority. At the head sat a man in his sixties with steel-gray hair and piercing blue eyes.

“Gentlemen, and Ms. Chen,” he said, nodding to the lone woman—forty-two, sharp-eyed, her charcoal suit tailored like armor—“our special refreshment has arrived.”

For the first hour Marissa poured drinks and distributed documents, bending low to serve coffee. Her abbreviated clothing drew appreciative glances but no comments. When the financial presentation began, Helen caught her eye and nodded toward the floor. Marissa slipped beneath the table.

The first board member already had his zipper down, cock in hand. Marissa took him into her mouth without hesitation, working silently while profit margins and occupancy rates were discussed above her. She moved from chair to chair, sucking each executive to completion. Even Ms. Chen received service—Marissa knelt between her stockinged thighs, tongue working steadily beneath her skirt while the woman proposed budget adjustments in an even voice.

Mr. Davenport proved the most demanding. He stroked her hair almost tenderly as she struggled to take his considerable length, his cock stretching her throat while he approved expenditures and questioned projections without missing a beat.

When the formal meeting concluded, Helen announced the closed executive session with a practiced calm, as if she were saying coffee is ready. The polished veneer dropped instantly. Marissa’s minimal clothing was torn away and she was bent over the mahogany conference table, cheek pressed against the cool surface, arms wrenched behind her. The board members formed a queue without prompting, suits still immaculate, and took turns filling her—cocks working her pussy and ass in rotation, unhurried and methodical, each man finishing and stepping aside for the next with the brisk efficiency of a meeting agenda.

Ms. Chen produced a sleek strap-on from her briefcase with the naturalness of someone retrieving a pen, buckled it on in four crisp movements, and fed the length into Marissa’s mouth while two men double-penetrated her from below and behind. The wet sounds of Marissa being used—the slap of skin, the obscene squelch of her holes—filled the boardroom alongside the rustle of papers and the low murmur of ongoing business.

“Our mall property investment is performing as projected,” Mr. Davenport observed from his chair at the head of the table. “Customer satisfaction metrics are up seventeen percent across all venues.”

“Smoothie bar alone saw a 40% revenue spike,” one executive noted, slapping Marissa’s ass as he drove deep, adjusting his watch on the backswing. “And Bytes has pre-orders on fifteen sensory suits from today’s floor demonstration.”

“Expand the resource program to two models by Q3,” Ms. Chen said, grinding the strap-on forward until Marissa gagged. “The ROI justifies the acquisition cost.”

The clinical analysis of her use—her body discussed in earnings-call language while it was being systematically filled—hit something involuntary and deep. Marissa came without warning, her scream crushed to a muffled sob around Ms. Chen’s strap-on, her cunt clenching hard around the cock buried inside her.

Mr. Davenport noticed at once. “She’s responsive to performance reviews,” he said. “Note that in her file, Helen.”

Helen made a notation on her tablet. “Shall I record this as a positive reinforcement opportunity, sir?”

“Indeed.” Mr. Davenport stood and unfastened his belt. “Everyone step back. I want to test something.”

The board members withdrew. Marissa remained bent over the table, trembling and leaking. Mr. Davenport approached, expression thoughtful.

“Display Model #69,” he said formally, “your performance metrics today have exceeded expectations in all venues. How does that make you feel?”

The question, so ordinary and business-like, struck her as absurd given her current state. Still, the answer came without calculation.

“Proud, sir,” she whispered, voice hoarse. “Valuable.”

“Interesting.” He circled her, examining the marks on her body—the handprints, the reddened holes, the cum leaking from multiple openings. “And when you were hired at Lace & Grace, did you imagine this would be your function within our organization?”

“No, sir.”

“Yet here you are.” His finger traced her spine. “Transformed from a woman with nothing left to lose into our most profitable mall asset. Does that satisfy you on some level? Being reduced to property but excelling at it?”

The question reached deeper than any cock had all day. Tears formed in Marissa’s eyes, not from pain or humiliation, but from the raw truth of it.

“Yes, sir,” she admitted. “It does.”

Mr. Davenport nodded as if confirming a hypothesis. “That’s why you were selected. Jade has an eye for identifying women with your particular psychological profile.”

He positioned himself behind her, the head of his cock pressing against her swollen entrance. “Women who need to be owned. Used. Valued for their most basic utility.”

With one powerful thrust he entered her, triggering another climax that took her by surprise. Around them, the board members watched with clinical interest.

“I’m considering a mall expansion,” Mr. Davenport continued conversationally as he established a relentless rhythm. “Two additional wings with twenty new stores each. We would need at least three more models like you.”

His hands clamped her hips hard enough to bruise. “Your performance will determine whether we proceed with that investment. So far, the data is quite encouraging.”

The flat, clinical tone in his voice hit her harder than any of the day’s earlier use. Being appraised like a line item on a balance sheet while the mall owner drove his cock into her cunt felt sharper, more precise, than simple submission.

“Thank you for the opportunity, sir,” she gasped as he ground against a spot that made her vision spark white. “I won’t disappoint the shareholders.”

A ripple of surprised laughter moved through the men around the table. Mr. Davenport’s rhythm stuttered once, then resumed, harder, the slap of his hips against her ass loud in the quiet room.

“Helen,” he called, never missing a beat, “note in the quarterly report that Mall Property asset #69 demonstrates exceptional alignment with corporate objectives.”

“Noted, sir,” Helen replied, still writing in her ledger with the same dispassionate focus.

Mr. Davenport’s thrusts turned brutal. “Assets that perform receive rewards, #69. What reward would you like for exceeding your metrics?”

Without hesitation, Marissa answered, “Permission to be used in all three holes simultaneously by you and whomever you designate, sir.”

Mr. Davenport actually laughed—a warm, genuine sound at odds with the way he was splitting her open. “Granted. Ms. Chen, Mr. Phillips, assist me in properly rewarding our high-performing asset.”

He pulled out only long enough to press the thick head of his cock against her asshole. The burn started slow and deep as he pushed, her rim stretching tight around him until it gave and he sank in to the hilt. Marissa’s breath punched out of her. The stretch was enormous, a hot, relentless pressure that made her thighs shake.

Ms. Chen moved in front of her, the heavy silicone cock of her strap-on already slick. She fisted Marissa’s hair, tilted her head back, and fed the length into her mouth, past her tongue, until the head nudged the back of her throat. Marissa gagged once, eyes flooding, but took it, the taste of rubber and her own earlier cunt thick on her tongue.

Mr. Phillips slid beneath her on the polished table, his cock finding her pussy with one smooth thrust. He was younger—thirty-eight to Davenport’s sixty-some—thicker than Davenport, and he drove upward just as Davenport drove down into her ass. The two cocks moved in counterpoint, one withdrawing as the other buried itself, until Marissa was full in every hole, the pressure constant, the friction dragging wet and obscene with every stroke.

The remaining executives watched without speaking. Some had their cocks out, stroking openly, others simply observed, eyes sharp, as if they were evaluating a promising new acquisition. The wet sounds of three bodies using her filled the room—skin on skin, the squelch of lube and cum, the rhythmic slap of Davenport’s hips against her ass, the soft gag of her throat around Ms. Chen’s strap-on.

Marissa’s thoughts fractured. There was no room left for Marissa Jenkins, who had walked into this mall in need of a paycheck. There was only the body being used, the holes stretched and filled, the ache building behind her clit with every brutal thrust. She was Display Model #69. Mall Property. A living asset with three holes for corporate use.

Mr. Davenport came first, groaning as he emptied deep in her ass. Ms. Chen followed seconds later, holding Marissa’s head down on the strap-on while her hips jerked. Mr. Phillips lasted longer, fucking up into her cunt with short, vicious strokes until he flooded her, hot and thick.

When the board meeting finally concluded at 11:45 PM, Marissa’s phone showed a final tally: “LOADS RECEIVED TODAY: 58 - GOAL EXCEEDED BY 16%. PERFORMANCE BONUS APPROVED.”

Mr. Davenport personally escorted her back to Lace & Grace, where Jade waited to receive her.

“She exceeded all metrics,” he informed Jade, handing over a performance report. “The board is quite pleased.”

“I knew she would be exceptional,” Jade replied, accepting the used, leaking Marissa with a proprietorial hand at the back of her neck. “Wait until you see what modifications we have planned for next month.”

“Modifications?” Marissa managed, her voice hoarse, mind still fogged from exhaustion and the heavy drag of subspace.

Jade smiled, stroking her hair with false tenderness. “Nothing major, darling. Just some permanent jewelry installations, a few strategic tattoos, perhaps some subtle enhancements to improve your functionality.”

“The board has approved the budget,” Mr. Davenport confirmed. “Consider it an investment in our most valuable property.”

As he departed, Jade led Marissa to the display case where she now slept most nights. “You’ve done well today,” she praised, helping the exhausted woman into the velvet-lined box. “But tomorrow, we need sixty.”

“Sixty loads?” Marissa murmured, eyelids already heavy.

“At minimum,” Jade confirmed, securing the case. “We’re hosting the Chamber of Commerce luncheon. Two hundred businessmen, all with stress to relieve.”

As Marissa drifted toward unconsciousness, her body used beyond what she would have believed possible just weeks ago, a final message appeared on her phone: “CONGRATULATIONS ON YOUR PROMOTION. STARTING TOMORROW, YOUR OFFICIAL DESIGNATION IS ‘PRIME MALL PROPERTY.’ NEW RESPONSIBILITIES AND EXPECTATIONS APPLY.”

Through the fog of exhaustion, a smile formed on Marissa’s cum-crusted lips. From invisible to Prime Mall Property in less than a month. Not bad for a woman whose husband had discarded her for being “boring.”

If only he could see her now—the most valuable asset in Lakeside Plaza, used by dozens daily, sleeping in a display case with cum leaking from every hole.

As sleep claimed her, Marissa’s last coherent thought was a silent prayer that Jade would never discover her shameful secret: that somewhere along the way, serving as the Strip Mall Slut had transformed from humiliating necessity to her deepest fulfillment.

Tomorrow would bring sixty more loads, new “modifications,” and whatever debasement her position as Prime Mall Property entailed.

And Marissa couldn’t fucking wait.


Chapter 4: Merchandise Upgrade

“Wake up, asset.”

The voice cut through Marissa’s sleep like a blade. She blinked hard, eyes adjusting to the bright lights of her display case. Jade stood over her holding a tablet in one hand and a paper cup of coffee in the other. A second woman waited behind her—white coat buttoned to the throat, makeup applied with ruler-straight precision, hair scraped into a tight bun that pulled at her temples.

“This is Dr. Winters,” Jade said, reaching in to help Marissa climb out. “Corporate’s enhancement specialist.”

Marissa’s thighs stuck together as she moved. Dried cum pulled at her skin in tight, itchy patches—her thighs, her stomach, the undersides of her breasts, even matted into her hair. The phone still clutched in her hand glowed with the new designation: PRIME MALL PROPERTY.

“Good morning, asset,” Dr. Winters said. Her voice matched the rest of her—flat, precise, untouched by anything human. She snapped on a pair of latex gloves, the sound sharp in the quiet room. “You’ve been promoted. Congratulations.”

“Thank you, ma’am,” Marissa answered automatically. She stood naked in front of both women, skin crusted and marked.

Dr. Winters walked a slow circle around her, stylus tapping against the digital clipboard. “Acceptable base material. Muscle tone still decent despite the volume.” She pressed two fingers against Marissa’s left breast, testing the weight. “Natural?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Interesting. We’ll enlarge them, but not by much. The MILF look still moves product.” She caught both nipples between gloved fingers and pinched, watching the way they stiffened. “Responsive. That’s useful.”

Jade checked her watch. “Two hours until the mall opens. Enough time?”

“For the initial work, yes. The rest will need the surgical suite downtown.” Dr. Winters set a brushed aluminum case on the counter and flipped the latches. Inside, rows of sealed instruments, small jewelry boxes, and sealed vials lay in fitted foam. “We’ll start with the standard package.”

The next hour passed in clinical silence broken only by the click of instruments and Marissa’s breathing. Dr. Winters gave the first injections without ceremony. “Vitamin complex plus proprietary compounds. Stamina, sensitivity, lubrication. Effects hit fast.”

Heat bloomed under Marissa’s skin within minutes. Her nipples tightened until the air itself felt abrasive. Between her legs, her cunt grew slick without any touch, a slow, steady seep that coated her inner thighs.

“Hardware next,” Dr. Winters said, selecting a sealed tray. “Nipple piercings, labia rings, tongue stud, subcutaneous tracker.”

“Tracker?” Marissa’s tongue felt thick.

“GPS chip,” Jade answered without looking up from the forms. “Prime assets are monitored at all times. Standard liability protection.”

Dr. Winters worked fast. She marked each nipple, swabbed, and drove the thick-gauge barbells through with two clean pushes. The Lakeside Plaza logo swung from the ends of each barbell. Pain flared bright and hot, then settled into a deep, pulsing throb that made Marissa’s breath catch when the doctor flicked one experimentally.

“Pain response within parameters,” Dr. Winters noted. “Labia now.”

Four rings went through each outer lip—two on each side—then delicate gold chains were clipped between them. The chains tugged with every shift of Marissa’s weight. A final piercing went through the hood of her clit, a small ruby set into the top. Each new piece of metal sent sharp, electric lines of sensation straight to her core.

“The chains keep the lips parted for access,” Dr. Winters explained while she worked. “The weights train the nerves over time. Clients enjoy pulling on them.”

She demonstrated with a sharp downward tug. The chains went taut. Marissa’s knees buckled as the pain-pleasure shot through her cunt and up her spine.

“Tongue.”

Marissa opened her mouth and extended it. The stud that went through was oversized—thick bar with raised nodules along the surface. It clicked against her teeth when she closed her mouth again.

“Specialty model,” Jade said. “Increases friction. Clients finish quicker. Higher daily throughput.”

The final piece was the tracker: a thin needle slid into the left cheek of her ass, depositing a rice-grain chip under the skin. Dr. Winters covered the site with a small bandage. “It pairs with your phone. Monitors vitals, arousal, core temperature. Keeps the asset running at peak efficiency.”

When the last instrument was packed away, Dr. Winters handed Marissa a mirror. The woman staring back had dilated pupils, new metal catching the light at her nipples and between her spread lips, chains swaying with every breath.

“These are only the first round,” Dr. Winters said, closing the case. “Next week you report to headquarters for the full suite—breast augmentation, laser removal, lip filler, and the elasticity protocol for high-volume use.”

Jade checked the time again. “We’re good. She needs to be prepped for the Chamber of Commerce luncheon. Sixty-load minimum.”

“The enhancements should push her capacity up twenty percent at least,” Dr. Winters said. “The stamina compound will also protect her throat during extended oral work.”

“What about the control system?”

Dr. Winters produced a small black remote from her coat pocket. “Almost forgot. Open.”

Marissa parted her lips. Dr. Winters sprayed a bitter mist at the back of her throat. “Nanoreceptors. They bind to the neural pathways that control gag reflex and pain response. The remote lets authorized users adjust thresholds.”

She pressed a button. Marissa’s throat went slack instantly, muscles loosening beyond her control.

“Zero gag reflex,” Dr. Winters said. “Useful for larger clients or prolonged throat service.”

A second button sent liquid heat flooding through Marissa’s cunt and ass. “Increased elasticity and lubrication.”

The third press raised a strange, floating numbness across her skin. “Pain threshold elevated seventy percent. For rougher sessions.”

Jade took the remote with clear satisfaction. “Corporate covers every angle.”

“The app is already pushing to approved devices,” Dr. Winters confirmed. “Store managers and executive staff have standard access. Mr. Davenport holds the admin credentials.”

She left without another word. Jade guided Marissa toward the preparation area, already pulling items from a locked cabinet.

“The Chamber event needs a different presentation,” she said, laying out the pieces. “Actual clothing this time.”

The outfit was minimal. A transparent vinyl microskirt that barely cleared the bottom curve of her ass. A matching top made of narrow straps that framed her newly pierced nipples rather than covering them. Clear platform heels so tall Marissa had to adjust her balance with every step.

“You’ll be the centerpiece,” Jade said, applying fresh makeup in quick, efficient strokes. “Literally.”

The central atrium had been cleared of its usual kiosks. Round tables covered in white linen filled the space. At the head table, where a floral arrangement should have sat, stood a clear acrylic pedestal.

“Your stage,” Jade said, leading Marissa through the service corridor. “First hour: living sculpture. Zero movement no matter what happens. Second hour, keynote address—you provide under-table service to the VIPs. Third hour, mingling in the executive lounge. Personal networking.”

Marissa nodded. The new tongue stud clicked against her molars. Every sensation felt amplified—the vinyl squeaking against her skin, the chains swinging between her legs with their new weight, the barbells in her nipples throbbing in time with her pulse.

Mr. Davenport met them at the service door, already in a charcoal suit. He examined the new modifications with the same interest he might show a new piece of inventory. “The Prime Property looks properly upgraded. The committee has been briefed on usage protocols?”

“Two hundred signed waivers,” Jade answered. “Emergency signal is installed.”

“Emergency signal?” Marissa asked.

“In case you hit a hard limit,” Mr. Davenport said, as if discussing a vending machine. “Though the enhancements make that unlikely.”

He led them to the head table. Twelve men and women in business dress waited. “Chamber officers, this is our discussion piece for the afternoon. Prime Mall Property, designation #69.”

A silver-haired woman in a boxy cream bouclé suit spoke first. “The modifications are restrained. Better than the casino property in Vegas.”

“We prefer approachable elegance,” Mr. Davenport replied. “She’s been in service less than a month and already accounts for a seventeen percent revenue increase.”

“Strong return,” said a balding man with a banker’s eyes. “May we inspect the merchandise?”

“By all means.”

Hands reached for her from every side. Fingers pinched her nipples, tested the swing of the chains, spread her lips to examine the rings. The banker slid two fingers into her cunt and commented on the “excellent natural lubrication.” The woman in cream bouclé gave the nipple barbells a firm tug. A younger man pressed a thumb against her asshole and noted its “commercial-grade give.”

Marissa stayed motionless. The clinical examination made her new status feel concrete—she was inventory now, something to be handled and evaluated.

“The pedestal is ready,” Jade said at last.

Marissa stepped onto the acrylic platform. Two insertions waited beneath the surface—a thick dildo aligned with her cunt and a smaller one positioned for her ass. Gravity did the rest as she was lowered. Both sank into her in one slow, continuous push until she was fully seated, the chains at her cunt pulled taut by the angle.

“Excellent,” Mr. Davenport said. Jade arranged her pose—arms lifted above her head, back arched to push her pierced nipples forward, thighs spread wide enough to display the gold chains. A clear dome descended over the entire pedestal, sealing her inside with only a few small air holes.

“The dome serves two purposes,” Jade told the committee. “Aesthetic presentation, and containment of any emissions during the meal.”

The first guests began filtering in. Marissa understood the second purpose quickly. The dildos inside her were not still. They vibrated in irregular patterns—soft pulses, sudden hard bursts, long low rumbles that changed without warning. She fought to keep her expression neutral and her limbs exactly where Jade had placed them while the vibrations worked inside her.

Guests approached the dome throughout the hour. Some tapped the acrylic and made crude gestures. Others simply stared as if she were an unusual sculpture. Several took photographs. Thirty minutes in, a sudden spike in both insertions drove her over the edge. Her cunt clenched hard around the thick dildo. She kept the pose, but a visible flush spread down her chest and fresh wetness leaked around the base of the insertion.

“Self-lubricating centerpiece,” someone said nearby. Laughter followed.

By the end of the hour she had come three times. Her thighs trembled when Jade finally lifted the dome and helped her down.

“No rest,” Jade murmured. “VIP service starts now.”

The five VIP tables sat closest to the stage. As the keynote speaker began, Marissa was guided beneath the first tablecloth. Four men in tailored suits waited. Jade’s whisper was barely audible: “Prime Property will service you during the address. Maintain professional appearance above the table.”

Marissa moved on hands and knees from chair to chair. The new tongue stud dragged along each cock with extra friction. The men stayed composed above the linen, voices steady even as she took them deep. Several finished faster than usual, their breathing the only sign of what was happening beneath the table.

By the third table she had swallowed nine loads. Her jaw ached despite the injections. The nanoreceptors kept her throat open and relaxed, letting her take every man without resistance no matter the size.

The keynote speech drew enthusiastic applause—though Marissa suspected most of it came from the services being rendered beneath the tables. When she finally rose, cum still leaking from the corners of her mouth, her load counter read nineteen.

“Forty-one to go,” Jade noted, checking the phone. “Good pace. Now for the networking session.”

The executive lounge had been transformed into an upscale brothel. Plush seating arrangements, discrete booths, and curtained alcoves offered semi-private spaces for “networking” with the Prime Mall Property.

A sign at the entrance established the rules:

	Maximum 10 minutes per business leader
	All holes available for use
	No permanent marking of mall property
	Please use provided sanitizing wipes before and after


For the next two hours, Marissa serviced a constant stream of Chamber members. Bankers, real estate developers, tech entrepreneurs, retail magnates—the entire business ecosystem of the region took turns using her newly enhanced body.

Some were quick and businesslike, bending her over a leather ottoman for efficient release. Others tested the limits of her flexibility and endurance. One woman, the CEO of a local tech startup, used her as a literal chair during a business call, grinding against Marissa’s face while discussing quarterly projections.

The tracking app recorded each encounter: duration, hole utilized, client satisfaction rating based on physiological indicators, and load count. By the time the official event ended at 3 PM, Marissa had received forty-seven loads—thirteen short of her daily goal.

“Not to worry,” Jade consoled as they returned to Lace & Grace. “The day’s not over. We have a private client booked for the back room at four.”

After a quick cleanup and outfit change—this time into the store’s signature black and red lingerie set modified to accommodate her new piercings—Marissa was positioned in the back room. Her body showed the morning’s heavy use: reddened holes, slightly swollen lips, faint handprints on her ass and thighs.

“Your four o’clock is a special client,” Jade explained, refreshing Marissa’s makeup. “Japanese businessman, Chairman Tanaka. His company is considering opening a high-end electronics boutique in our planned expansion.”

“The expansion Mr. Davenport mentioned yesterday?” Marissa asked, her voice hoarse despite the treatments.

“The same. Tanaka-san’s lease would be our anchor tenant, so he receives… premium service.” Jade’s smile turned calculating. “He’s bringing his entire executive team. Eight men total.”

Before Marissa could process the implications, the back door opened. Eight Japanese businessmen in identical dark suits entered, led by an older man—sixty-one—with steel-gray hair and penetrating eyes. Behind them followed two women in corporate attire carrying cases.

“Chairman Tanaka,” Jade greeted with a respectful bow. “Welcome to Lace & Grace. As promised, our Prime Mall Property has been prepared for your inspection.”

Tanaka approached Marissa, evaluating her with the same detached interest he might show a potential retail location. He spoke in rapid Japanese to one of the women, who translated:

“Chairman Tanaka wishes to know if this property is exclusive to Lakeside Plaza or if similar assets are available at other locations.”

“Currently exclusive,” Jade replied. “Though the program may expand based on performance metrics.”

More Japanese, then: “The Chairman has specific requirements for his inspection. His associates have brought specialized equipment.”

“Of course,” Jade agreed. “Our Prime Property is authorized for all testing procedures.”

The cases were opened, revealing an assortment of items that made Marissa’s eyes widen. Ropes in elaborate patterns. Clamps and weights more sophisticated than any she’d seen. Electronic devices of unknown purpose.

“Tanaka-san’s company specializes in electronic innovations,” Jade explained to Marissa. “They wish to test prototype products on premium Western assets before market introduction.”

What followed was unlike anything in Marissa’s brief but intense career as mall property. The Japanese businessmen worked with quiet efficiency, binding her in an intricate shibari pattern that rendered her completely immobile yet displayed every hole perfectly. The ropes framed her breasts, cinched her waist, and spread her legs in a position both vulnerable and artful. The hemp dug into her skin, leaving raised welts that would last for hours.

Once secured, the “testing” began. Electronic stimulators were attached to her nipples, clit, and labia piercings. Unlike standard vibrators, these devices delivered precisely targeted pulses, measured electrical stimulation, and rhythmic suction in alternating patterns that made her hips jerk against the ropes.

“These are prototype pleasure-enhancement devices,” the translator explained as Tanaka adjusted controls on a tablet. “Not yet approved for Western markets. Chairman Tanaka’s company holds seventeen patents on orgasm-optimization technology.”

The effectiveness of those patents became immediately apparent. The devices calibrated to Marissa’s responses, learning her body’s triggers with artificial intelligence precision. Within minutes, she was writhing against the ropes, pleasure spiking so sharply it blurred into pain. Her thighs trembled. Her cunt clenched around nothing. Sweat slid down the curve of her spine.

Tanaka observed clinically, making notes and discussing observations with his team in Japanese. When Marissa screamed through her third consecutive orgasm, he nodded with apparent satisfaction.

“Initial calibration complete,” the translator announced. “The Chairman now wishes to test stress tolerances of Western assets compared to Japanese models.”

The “stress test” involved all eight executives using her simultaneously and in rotation. Unlike the rushed, self-focused usage she’d experienced with most clients, these men approached her body with methodical precision. They worked in coordinated pairs and trios, one man timing the others, all following Tanaka’s quiet commands.

At one point, Marissa found herself suspended by the rope harness, one executive beneath her, driving into her pussy, another behind him, stretching her ass, while a third filled her throat. The remaining men stood in formation, awaiting their turns without impatience or disorder. She felt every inch—thick cocks sliding in and out of her holes in a relentless rhythm, the wet sounds of her body taking them, the stretch and burn and slick fullness.

Throughout the process, the electronic devices continued their relentless stimulation, forcing Marissa’s body into a state of perpetual climax. The translator explained that this was a key feature of their product line—“pleasure persistence technology” designed to maintain peak arousal indefinitely.

By the time all eight men had cycled through all three holes—contributing twenty-four loads to her daily tally—Marissa existed in an altered state beyond conscious thought. Her body responded automatically to commands, arching, spreading, presenting as directed, while her mind floated in a haze of chemical and orgasmic overload.

“The asset’s performance exceeds expectations,” the translator conveyed Tanaka’s assessment. “Particularly impressive stamina for Western stock. The modifications enhance functionality without compromising the authentic MILF aesthetic.”

He spoke at length in Japanese, gesturing occasionally toward Marissa’s rope-bound form.

“Chairman Tanaka proposes a business arrangement,” the translator conveyed. “His company wishes to utilize this specific asset for product testing on a regular basis. In exchange, they offer premium lease terms for the new electronics boutique plus exclusive Western distribution rights for their personal pleasure devices.”

Jade couldn’t hide her delight. “I’ll have to consult with Mr. Davenport, but speaking as store manager, I find these terms very attractive.”

More Japanese, then: “The Chairman also wishes to present the asset with a prototype not yet in production. With your permission?”

At Jade’s nod, one of the female assistants opened a smaller case, removing what appeared to be a jeweled plug unlike any Marissa had seen. Its surface shifted with nanoscale movements, almost alive.

“This is the NeuroSync Elite,” the translator explained as Tanaka himself approached Marissa with the device. “It creates a direct pleasure link between the asset and controlling user. What she feels, the controller experiences empathically. What he desires, her body responds to automatically.”

Despite her dazed state, Marissa understood the implications. This technology would remove even the illusion of autonomy—her physical responses would be literally controlled by whoever held the linked device.

Without ceremony, Tanaka inserted the plug into her ass. Unlike standard plugs, this one seemed to mold itself to her interior, finding nerve endings she didn’t know existed. A moment later, Tanaka inhaled sharply, his eyes widening slightly—experiencing, Marissa realized, the sensations of being inside her body.

“The neural bridge is established,” the translator noted. “The Chairman will maintain primary control, but authorized mall personnel can be added to the permission hierarchy.”

Jade looked fascinated. “So Mr. Davenport could essentially… feel what it’s like to be inside her? While simultaneously controlling her responses?”

“Precisely. The commercial version will be simplified, of course. This prototype is considerably more sophisticated, with full bi-directional neural mapping.”

To demonstrate, Tanaka pressed something on his tablet. Instantly, Marissa’s body convulsed in orgasm—not one triggered by physical stimulation, but one commanded directly by the device. Her cunt spasmed around empty air. Her thighs shook.

“Perfect control,” the translator said. “The Chairman is pleased to offer this prototype as a gesture of good faith. He believes it will significantly enhance the asset’s value to Lakeside Plaza.”

When the Japanese contingent finally departed three hours later, Marissa lay semi-conscious on the back room couch, the NeuroSync still installed, her body marked with rope patterns and bearing evidence of intensive usage. Her daily count stood at seventy-one loads—exceeding her goal by eleven.

“Extraordinary,” Jade marveled, examining the control app now installed on her phone. “With this technology, we can literally feel what you experience while simultaneously commanding your physical responses.” She tapped the screen experimentally, making Marissa’s exhausted body arch involuntarily. “Mr. Davenport will be ecstatic.”

As if summoned by his name, Mr. Davenport himself entered the back room. “I understand our Japanese friends were impressed,” he said, surveying Marissa’s used state with approval. “The lease terms they’re offering are exceptional.”

“They left us a parting gift,” Jade explained, demonstrating the NeuroSync’s capabilities.

Mr. Davenport’s eyes widened as he accepted the control phone. “Revolutionary. With this, we can train new mall property assets with unprecedented efficiency. One control user could experience exactly what works best, then program those optimal responses across our entire inventory.”

He spoke about Marissa as if she weren’t present—or rather, as if her consciousness were irrelevant to the value of her body.

“Speaking of inventory expansion,” he continued, “corporate has approved the next phase. We’ll be acquiring three new assets next month. I’d like our Prime Property to assist with their training.”

“Of course,” Jade agreed. “She’s demonstrated exceptional adaptability. Her metrics surpass projections in every category.”

Mr. Davenport approached the semi-conscious Marissa, lifting her chin to meet his gaze. “You’ve exceeded expectations, asset. Your value to Lakeside Plaza has been firmly established. Tomorrow, you’ll report to corporate headquarters for your complete modification package. When you return, you’ll begin your new role as Lead Display Model, overseeing our expanded property inventory.”

Through the haze of exhaustion and chemical enhancement, Marissa felt a surge of unexpected pride. In less than a month, she’d progressed from unemployed and discarded to Prime Mall Property to Lead Display Model. Each degradation, each modification, each load received had been a step up the corporate ladder—albeit a ladder that led deeper into objectification rather than away from it.

“Thank you, sir,” she whispered, her voice barely functional after the day’s usage. “I’m honored to serve Lakeside Plaza.”

“As you should be,” he replied, already turning toward the door. “Jade, have her ready for transport at 8 AM tomorrow. The procedure will take approximately ten hours.”

“Yes, sir,” Jade confirmed, helping Marissa to stand on trembling legs. “Should I remove the NeuroSync for transportation?”

“Leave it installed. The technicians will want to evaluate its integration with our standard enhancement package.”

After Mr. Davenport departed, Jade led Marissa to the employee shower. As warm water sluiced over her rope-marked body, washing away the evidence of seventy-one loads, Marissa found herself contemplating her transformation.

One month ago, she’d been Marissa Jenkins, divorced, unemployed, desperate for any job to avoid financial ruin. Now, the woman once known as Marissa existed only as an asset identification number, a corporate resource whose holes generated revenue, whose body was modified for optimal commercial performance, whose every orgasm was tracked on spreadsheets and quarterly reports.

“You’ve come so far,” Jade commented, helping her dry off. “From sales associate to Lead Display Model in record time. Most girls take months to achieve your level of adaptation.”

“Thank you,” Marissa replied automatically, though “Marissa” felt increasingly like someone else’s name—a historical identity rather than her current self.

“Rest in your display case tonight,” Jade instructed, guiding her toward the familiar velvet-lined box. “Tomorrow begins your full transformation. After corporate processing, even your ex-husband wouldn’t recognize you.”

Marissa lowered herself into the case. The velvet, once cool, took on the heat of her skin as she stretched out, the fabric dragging soft against the backs of her thighs and the tender skin of her inner arms. Her body settled with a low, involuntary sound—half sigh, half whimper—as the familiar aches flared and then eased. The places still slick from earlier use throbbed in time with her pulse. The case had become more home than the nearly-foreclosed house she no longer visited. She fit inside it now the way she had once fit inside her old life: completely, without remainder.

The NeuroSync pulsed inside her, a steady, deliberate rhythm that pressed against the base of her skull and sent faint sparks down her spine. Each throb carried the weight of another awareness. She could not tell if it was Jade or Mr. Davenport on the other end, but someone was there, riding the current of her thoughts, tasting the exhaustion in her limbs, the raw tenderness between her legs, and the deeper, wetter heat that answered the attention.

“Sleep well, asset,” Jade murmured, and the lid came down. The soft click of the latch sealed the last sliver of light. “Tomorrow, you become a true corporate investment.”

Darkness pressed close. Marissa’s breath slowed against the velvet. The NeuroSync kept its rhythm, slower now, matching the drag of her eyelids. Her last clear thought formed without resistance: whatever they did to her tomorrow could not unmake what she already was—the willing property of Lakeside Plaza, the Strip Mall Slut whose greatest value lay in the corporate optimization of her holes. The knowledge settled low in her belly, warm and heavy. Her thighs parted slightly against the velvet as the tension finally left her, and she slipped under with the same ease she had once reserved for her own bed.


Chapter 5: Corporate Asset Integration

The sleek corporate headquarters of Lakeside Holdings LLC bore no resemblance to the strip mall it owned. Glass and steel climbed twenty stories above the financial district, its lobby lined with modernist sculptures and a waterfall wall etched with the company logo. Nothing about the polished exterior hinted at the enterprise running inside.

Marissa—or rather Asset #69, as she now thought of herself—was transported through the underground parking garage, wrapped in a black silk robe that clung to the modifications already marking her body. The NeuroSync pulsed inside her ass, feeding her vital signs and arousal metrics to whoever watched the control panel.

“Nervous?” Jade asked, guiding her toward a private elevator. She wore a tailored business suit today, the usual revealing attire traded for corporate camouflage.

“No, Ma’am,” Asset #69 replied. Nervousness required attachment to outcomes, to personal desires. Those had been stripped away during her transformation from a woman who had nothing to Prime Mall Property.

The elevator demanded both retinal scan and keycard. Its mirrored walls let Asset #69 see herself from every angle—the collar at her throat, the piercings glinting through the thin robe at her nipples and labia, the faint bruising left by yesterday’s seventy-one loads.

“Floor B3,” an automated voice announced as the car dropped below ground level. “Asset Processing and Enhancement.”

The doors opened onto a facility that blended a high-end medical spa with an advanced research laboratory. Staff in white coats moved through gleaming corridors with quiet purpose. Through glass walls, Asset #69 caught glimpses of rooms holding medical equipment, tattooing stations, and testing chambers where naked women stood being measured, examined, and altered.

“Welcome to APP—Asset Processing and Preparation,” the polished receptionist said. “Dr. Winters is expecting you in Suite 7.”

The work began at once. In a room that resembled an upscale medical office, Dr. Winters waited with a team of four assistants, all women who shared the same clinical detachment.

“Asset #69, prompt as scheduled,” Dr. Winters noted, checking her tablet. “Jade, you’ll need to surrender control of the NeuroSync temporarily for integration testing.”

Jade handed over the control device. Asset #69 was directed onto a scanning platform where her body was mapped from every angle.

“Impressive adaptation to the initial modifications,” Dr. Winters observed, reviewing the data. “Particularly the labia piercings. Most assets show inflammation for weeks. Yours have healed cleanly.”

“Thank you, Ma’am,” Asset #69 answered.

“The full corporate enhancement package will be conducted in stages,” Dr. Winters explained, speaking as much to Jade as to the asset. “First, medical optimization—internal reinforcement of high-traffic orifices, immune system boosting, fertility management, and specialized muscle development. Then aesthetic refinement—subtle augmentation, proportion calibration, and permanent cosmetic applications. Finally, neural integration—expanding the NeuroSync capabilities and installing our proprietary responsiveness protocols.”

The next ten hours passed in a clinical sequence of procedures, each more invasive than the last. Asset #69 remained conscious through most of them. Discomfort was managed with targeted nerve blockers rather than general anesthesia.

Medical optimization came first. A series of injections and minimally invasive procedures reinforced her throat, pussy, and ass with a proprietary synthetic tissue that increased durability while preserving sensitivity. The staff described the work in corporate euphemisms—“throughput capacity enhancement” and “friction-resilience augmentation”—but the purpose was plain: she would withstand virtually unlimited use without damage.

“The average untreated asset can manage approximately 1,500 penetrations before requiring recovery time,” the attending physician told Jade while inserting a speculum-like device that dispensed the reinforcement gel. “With these modifications, Asset #69 should handle upwards of 10,000 before maintenance is recommended.”

Jade nodded once. “That’s nearly half a year at current usage rates. Excellent ROI.”

Fertility management followed—not simple birth control, but a comprehensive system. “The Lakeside Corporate Protocol includes ovulation control, pleasure enhancement, and lubrication optimization,” Dr. Winters said, inserting what resembled an IUD but proved far more sophisticated. “She’ll maintain a state of permanent arousal while remaining infertile. Her natural lubrication production will increase by approximately 300%.”

Aesthetic refinements came next, subtle but precise. Her breasts were enlarged from a natural C to a full D cup, still keeping the “natural MILF” shape that had proven marketable. Her lips received collagen injections calibrated for optimal oral service. Permanent makeup was tattooed with precision—eyeliner, lip color, and subtle contouring that would survive even the most vigorous face-fucking without smudging.

“The lip augmentation includes a nerve-stimulation component,” an aesthetician explained as she worked. “When she performs oral services, both she and the recipient experience enhanced sensation. Client satisfaction ratings increased 27% after we implemented this feature across the executive asset line.”

Body hair was removed permanently with advanced laser technology, leaving her smooth from neck to toes. Subtle muscle tone was enhanced through targeted electrical stimulation, creating definition without erasing the softness clients preferred.

The most extensive modifications addressed her three “service entrances,” as the technicians called them. Each received the Lakeside corporate logo in small, distinct tattoos—one above her pussy, one beside her asshole, one on the inside of her lower lip. Each entrance also received further enhancements for “client satisfaction optimization.”

“The oral cavity modifications include specialized texture zones,” Dr. Winters noted as a technician applied treatment inside Asset #69’s mouth. “The palate ridges are heightened for additional stimulation. The throat receives extra lubrication glands.”

Her pussy underwent similar work—internal texture variations, improved muscle control, and sensitivity gradients that intensified pleasure for penetrating clients.

“The vaginal optimization includes what we call ‘adaptive tightness,’” Dr. Winters said. “No matter how many uses per day, she’ll maintain first-use sensation for each client. The temporary micro-contractions create an impression of virginal tightness while avoiding actual discomfort for the asset.”

Her ass received the most extensive reinforcement—a complete restructuring that preserved the appearance and sensation of tightness while accommodating virtually any size without damage.

“The anal enhancements are our most advanced,” Dr. Winters said with professional satisfaction. “Complete elasticity combined with perpetual tightness—a contradiction engineered through proprietary musculature techniques.”

Throughout the procedures, Asset #69 watched her transformation with detached fascination. The woman being optimized for corporate use felt increasingly distant from Marissa Jenkins, who had applied for a retail job weeks earlier with nothing but a good resume and desperation. That woman’s concerns—bills, alimony, foreclosure—seemed small beside the purpose she now served.

Neural integration proved the most profound. The NeuroSync plug was removed, upgraded with additional features, then reinstalled along with a series of nanoscale sensors placed at strategic points along her nervous system.

“The neural network creates a complete digital twin of her nervous system,” explained a technician whose own body carried cybernetic augmentations. “Authorized controllers can manipulate her physical responses, pleasure thresholds, and even emotional states with unprecedented precision.”

A neuroscientist with cold eyes added, “We’re essentially creating a programmable pleasure system. When the network is activated, her body responds according to preprogrammed protocols rather than natural responses.”

“Can she still experience genuine pleasure?” Jade asked, watching as tiny sensors were injected along Asset #69’s spine.

“More effectively than before,” the neuroscientist confirmed. “But that pleasure is now corporate property—controlled, optimized, and monetized according to Lakeside protocols.”

The implications struck deeper than any physical change. Her very sensations—the most intimate aspect of embodied existence—now belonged to Lakeside Holdings LLC, as thoroughly as her enhanced body and remodeled holes.

When the procedures finished, Asset #69 was helped to her feet and guided to a full-length mirror. The woman who gazed back barely resembled Marissa Jenkins from four weeks ago. Her body retained its fundamental “MILF” frame but had been refined to corporate perfection—subtly larger breasts topped with gleaming pierced nipples, a narrower waist, more pronounced hips, smoother skin with a perpetual healthy glow.

Her face remained recognizably “Marissa” but optimized—lips fuller, cheekbones sharper, eyes seemingly larger with their permanent enhancement. The overall effect stayed familiar enough to preserve her authentic appeal while maximizing commercial value.

“Asset #69, Prime Mall Property, upgrade complete,” Dr. Winters announced with clinical satisfaction. “All metrics exceed baseline targets. Corporate will be extremely pleased with the results.”

Jade circled her asset, examining the modifications with evident approval. “The enhancements are perfect—obvious enough to advertise her premium status without crossing into artificial territory.”

“Precisely our intention,” Dr. Winters confirmed. “Now for the final verification.”

A technician handed Jade a new control device, sleeker and more sophisticated than the previous model. “This links to both the NeuroSync and the neural network. It allows complete control over all asset functions, from basic arousal to complex behavioral sequences.”

To demonstrate, Dr. Winters activated a program labeled “Exhibition Protocol Alpha.” Asset #69 felt her body respond without conscious direction—her back arching, legs spreading, head tilting to expose her throat in perfect submission. Her pussy moistened automatically, nipples hardened, lips parted in invitation.

“The system includes seventy-two preprogrammed display modes and service protocols,” Dr. Winters explained as Asset #69’s body continued its automated display. “Each optimized for different venue requirements. Mall property mode, executive service mode, public demonstration mode, training demonstration mode—all accessible with a single command.”

“Extraordinary,” Jade murmured, accepting the controller. “And the asset’s consciousness during these protocols?”

“Fully aware but perfectly compliant,” Dr. Winters replied. “The neural integration creates what we call ‘consensual override’—she experiences everything but cannot resist programmed commands.”

With a tap of the control panel, Jade released Asset #69 from the display protocol. Her body relaxed, returning to her own control, though the lingering sensations of the override remained.

“One final addition,” Dr. Winters announced, retrieving what looked like an ordinary necklace. On closer inspection, the pendant contained a small screen displaying Lakeside’s logo. “The corporate designation tag. It replaces her collar with something more versatile for different venues.”

The necklace clasped seamlessly around Asset #69’s neck, the metal fusing with her skin at the molecular level. “It’s permanently bonded,” Dr. Winters explained. “The display can be changed remotely to show different information—her designation, current status, availability metrics, or even pricing when appropriate.”

Jade examined the tag with approval. “Much more suitable for high-end venues than the previous collar. Corporate thinks of everything.”

“Indeed.” Dr. Winters made a final notation on her tablet. “Asset #69 is now fully upgraded to Corporate Prime status. She’s cleared for all usage levels, including the new asset training program.”

The return to Lakeside Plaza felt like arriving home after a transformative journey. As Asset #69 was escorted through the service entrance, she noticed subtle differences in how staff regarded her—even maintenance workers and security guards glanced at her upgraded body with new respect. Her corporate designation tag glowed with her status: “PRIME ASSET #69 - CORPORATE CERTIFIED.”

“Mr. Davenport has arranged a special venue for your debut,” Jade explained, guiding her toward the central atrium rather than back to Lace & Grace. “The mall’s hosting a private investors’ event tonight—fifty of the region’s wealthiest business leaders considering partnership in the expansion project.”

The atrium had been transformed into an elegant reception space, with champagne fountains, gourmet catering stations, and subtle lighting that created an atmosphere of exclusive luxury. At the center stood a circular platform surrounded by sheer curtains that could be drawn for varying levels of privacy.

“Your display habitat,” Jade explained, escorting her to the platform. “Tonight you’ll demonstrate your corporate enhancements while providing sampling opportunities to potential investors.”

Asset #69 stepped onto the platform. The surface warmed beneath her feet. It was plush yet firm, designed for extended performance without discomfort. Hidden compartments within the circular structure held everything necessary for her function—lubrication, sanitizing supplies, and various enhancement accessories.

“You’ll begin in Display Protocol Omega,” Jade instructed, activating the setting on the control device. “When Mr. Davenport introduces the expansion project, the curtains will rise, revealing you as the embodiment of Lakeside’s commitment to premium experiences.”

The protocol activated instantly, Asset #69’s enhanced body assuming a position of artful invitation—neither pornographically crude nor innocently reserved, but perfectly calibrated to suggest sophisticated indulgence. Though she hadn’t been physically restrained, the neural network rendered her as immobile as if she’d been bound, her muscles holding the display pose with machine precision.

From her elevated position, she watched the atrium fill with guests—men and women in evening attire, their wealth evident in their bespoke clothing and quiet confidence. They networked over champagne, unaware of the display awaiting revelation behind the sheer curtains.

At precisely 8 PM, Mr. Davenport ascended a small stage adjacent to Asset #69’s platform. Impeccably dressed in a tuxedo that emphasized his commanding presence, he tapped a glass for attention.

“Distinguished investors and honored guests,” he began, his voice carrying authority without requiring volume. “Lakeside Holdings welcomes you to this exclusive preview of our most ambitious development yet—Lakeside Plaza Luxury Expansion.”

As he outlined the project—two new wings adding 100,000 square feet of premium retail space, a boutique hotel, and exclusive membership facilities—Asset #69 remained in perfect display pose, the neural network maintaining her position despite the growing ache in her muscles.

“While architectural renderings and financial projections tell part of our story,” Mr. Davenport continued, approaching her curtained platform, “Lakeside’s true distinction lies in our commitment to unparalleled customer experiences.”

With perfect theatrical timing, the curtains rose slowly, revealing Asset #69 in her enhanced glory. A collective intake of breath swept the room as the investors beheld her—nude, perfectly positioned, her corporate designation tag glowing with her Prime status.

“This is Asset #69, our Prime Corporate Property,” Mr. Davenport announced with proprietorial pride. “Recently upgraded to our highest specification level, she represents the premium experience exclusive to Lakeside properties.”

He approached the platform, circling it to provide the audience views from all angles. “Every aspect of her has been optimized for customer satisfaction—from her enhanced physicality to her neural integration with our proprietary control systems.”

To demonstrate, he tapped his own control device. Instantly, Asset #69’s body shifted to a new display position—this one more explicitly sexual, her legs spreading wide to reveal her corporate-branded pussy, her enhanced breasts thrust forward, her lips parting in invitation.

“Complete control, perfect response,” Mr. Davenport noted with professional satisfaction. “Our assets represent a capital investment unmatched in retail experience design.”

He gestured to Jade, who approached with a tray containing sample-sized cups similar to those used for wine tasting. “Throughout tonight’s event, privileged investors may sample the Lakeside experience. Asset #69 will demonstrate her corporate enhancements while our development team answers your questions about participation opportunities.”

The sampling began immediately. Investors approached the platform in small groups, examining Asset #69 with the critical eye of potential stakeholders. Some merely observed, noting the quality of her enhancements with connoisseur-like assessment. Others accepted Jade’s invitation to “verify functionality” through direct interaction.

A silver-haired venture capitalist tested her oral modifications, commenting appreciatively on the textured palate. A real estate developer explored her “adaptive tightness” feature, expressing amazement at how her pussy gripped him like a virgin despite being the twentieth penetration of the day. A female hotel magnate examined the sensitivity gradients of her nipples, methodically recording her responsiveness to various stimulation levels.

Throughout the sampling, Asset #69 maintained whatever position was commanded through the control system. Her body responded with corporate precision, delivering exactly the experience each investor sought while gathering usage metrics automatically through her neural network.

“The data collection is perhaps our most valuable feature,” Mr. Davenport explained to a technology investor while Asset #69 serviced another guest. “Each interaction generates real-time satisfaction metrics, allowing continuous optimization of the customer experience.”

By the event’s halfway point, Asset #69 had been sampled by seventeen investors, each interaction recorded in the corporate database along with satisfaction ratings and optimization notes. Her enhanced durability proved its worth—despite continuous usage, she showed no signs of fatigue or diminished responsiveness.

During a brief lull in the sampling, Mr. Davenport returned to the stage for the evening’s featured announcement.

“Distinguished investors, your enthusiasm for our Premium Asset Program confirms our market assessment. Therefore, I’m pleased to announce Phase Two of our human capital investment strategy.”

At his signal, a second curtained platform rose from the floor nearby. The curtains parted to reveal three women standing in identical poses—one blonde, one redhead, one with coffee-colored skin and dark curls. Each wore only a temporary designation tag: “TRAINEE ASSET” followed by numbers 70, 71, and 72.

“Our newest acquisitions,” Mr. Davenport announced with evident pride. “Currently undergoing initial conditioning before their corporate enhancement procedures. Asset #69 will serve as Lead Training Designate for their integration process.”

Asset #69 felt a surprising surge of emotion—not distress at the sight of three women beginning the same transformation journey, but pride at being entrusted with their development. Her corporate value had elevated from mere property to training asset, a promotion within the dehumanizing hierarchy.

“These trainees represent our expanded investment in premium customer experiences,” Mr. Davenport continued. “Each selected for specific market demographics—Asset #70 for our ‘College Coed’ product line, Asset #71 for our ‘Fiery Professional’ segment, and Asset #72 for our ‘Exotic Sophisticate’ offering.”

The three women remained motionless, their eyes revealing varying states of adjustment to their new status—the blonde showed lingering shock, the redhead defiant resistance, the dark-haired woman a calculating acceptance similar to Asset #69’s early adaptation.

“Tonight, our Prime Asset will begin their preliminary conditioning,” Mr. Davenport announced. “Investors are welcome to observe the initial training protocols or continue sampling our established asset.”

With a command from Jade’s control panel, Asset #69 was released from her display position and directed to approach the trainees. Walking for the first time since her corporate enhancement, she noted the changes in her movement—a subtle sway programmed into her gait, her enhanced breasts maintaining perfect position with each step, her new center of balance creating an unconsciously seductive rhythm.

“Asset #69, initiate Training Protocol Alpha,” Jade instructed, activating the program through the control system.

Instantly, Asset #69 felt the neural network engage, feeding her instructions that her body followed automatically. She approached the blonde trainee first—#70, the college demographic model—and began demonstrating proper display positioning.

“Training Protocol Alpha establishes fundamental asset behaviors,” Mr. Davenport explained to the observing investors. “From basic positioning to appropriate response patterns.”

Asset #69’s hands moved with programmed precision, adjusting the blonde’s stance, tilting her pelvis to the optimal angle, positioning her arms to frame her breasts most effectively. Though her conscious mind merely observed, her body functioned as a perfect corporate training instrument, molding the new asset according to Lakeside specifications.

“Note how Asset #69 establishes the corporate standard through direct manipulation,” Jade pointed out. “This peer-to-peer conditioning accelerates adaptation by approximately 47% compared to staff-directed training.”

The blonde—#70—trembled slightly as Asset #69 positioned her legs further apart, exposing her to the watching investors. Though no words were exchanged, their eyes met briefly—#69 projecting calm assurance, #70 revealing uncertainty tinged with dawning arousal as her body was positioned for optimal display.

Once #70 was properly arranged, Asset #69 moved to the redhead—#71, the “Fiery Professional” demographic. Here, the neural programming adapted to the trainee’s evident resistance, Asset #69’s approach becoming more authoritative. Her hands firmly gripped the redhead’s jaw, compelling eye contact while her other hand delivered a precise, calculated slap to the trainee’s breast.

“For more resistant acquisitions, the training protocol includes measured correction,” Mr. Davenport noted clinically. “The physical stimulus creates an association between compliance and relief from discomfort.”

The redhead’s defiance visibly wavered as Asset #69 continued the conditioning, alternating between painful stimulation when resistance was detected and pleasurable touches when compliance was offered. Within minutes, #71 stood in perfect display position, her breathing heavy, nipples hardened despite her evident mental conflict.

The dark-haired trainee—#72—required minimal adjustment, her body already mimicking the positions she’d observed. Asset #69’s programming recognized the advanced adaptation and moved directly to response testing, demonstrating how corporate assets react to client touch.

“Asset #72 shows promising adaptation metrics,” Jade observed to several particularly interested investors. “Her preliminary assessment suggested high compatibility with the asset program.”

Throughout the training demonstration, investors observed with clinical interest, occasionally approaching to examine the trainees more closely or test their developing responsiveness. Some compared the established asset’s enhanced features with the yet-unmodified trainees, discussing potential customizations as if selecting options for luxury vehicles.

“I particularly like the throat modifications on #69,” noted a silver-haired woman in diamonds. “Will these new models receive the same enhancement package?”

“Each receives core corporate optimizations plus demographic-specific customizations,” Mr. Davenport explained. “For instance, Asset #70 will receive our ‘Perpetual Tightness’ package to maintain the college freshman appeal, while Asset #72 will receive enhanced flexibility modifications for our premium exotic offerings.”

As the evening progressed, Asset #69 continued cycling between training demonstrations and investor sampling. Her enhanced body functioned flawlessly despite the constant use, the corporate modifications proving their commercial value with each new client.

The event culminated with what Mr. Davenport called a “Capacity Demonstration”—a performance designed to showcase the full capabilities of a corporate-enhanced asset. Asset #69 was positioned at the center of the atrium, surrounded by the highest-priority investors.

“Our Prime Asset will now demonstrate the return on investment potential of properly enhanced property,” Mr. Davenport announced. “Full-capacity utilization with zero recovery requirements.”

What followed was the most intensive usage Asset #69 had experienced even by her extreme standards. Eight investors participated simultaneously—two in her corporate-reinforced throat, three taking turns with her “adaptively tight” pussy, two exploring the “perpetual tightness” of her enhanced ass, while a female investor tested the sensitivity gradients of her neural-linked nipples and clitoris.

Throughout the demonstration, Mr. Davenport provided clinical commentary on the engineering achievements represented by her enhancements. “Note the throat capacity—our proprietary musculature modifications allow simultaneous accommodation without oxygen deprivation issues. Observe the precision of the vaginal response system—each insertion receives optimized tightness calibrated to the specific dimensions of the client.”

The investors used her with the thoroughness of potential stakeholders conducting due diligence, testing every feature, evaluating every enhancement, occasionally consulting the metrics displayed on tablets showing her real-time performance data.

When the demonstration concluded two hours later, Asset #69 had received thirty-seven loads from twenty-three different investors. Her enhanced body showed no signs of stress or fatigue—the corporate modifications functioned exactly as designed, maintaining optimal performance despite intensive usage.

“Impressive durability,” commented a tech CEO, examining the real-time metrics. “Previous retail-grade assets would show significant performance degradation after such usage.”

“Corporate enhancement represents a 400% improvement in usage capacity,” Mr. Davenport confirmed. “The initial investment is substantial, but the extended service life and increased client capacity create exceptional ROI.”

As the event wound down, investment commitments for the expansion project exceeded targets by 37%. Mr. Davenport looked particularly pleased as he conferred with his executive team, occasionally glancing toward Asset #69 with proprietorial satisfaction.

“Your performance significantly impacted our financing success,” Jade informed her as the cleanup began. “Mr. Davenport has authorized a performance bonus.”

The concept of compensation seemed strangely irrelevant to Asset #69 now. What use did corporate property have for personal funds? Yet something in her still-human core responded to the recognition of value.

“Thank you, Ma’am. How will the bonus be administered?”

Jade smiled. “Not financially, of course. Your compensation comes in the form of privilege. You’re being granted Primary Training Authority over the new assets, plus Selection Input for future acquisitions.”

The implications were significant—not freedom or autonomy, but higher status within her owned existence. She would help identify and transform other women into what she had become, guiding their corporate conversion with the expertise of her own completed transformation.

In the weeks that followed, Asset #69 existed in two registers at once. By day she moved through the mall’s venues as its prime resource: the smoothie bar in the morning, the electronics store at lunch, the executive floor after hours, occasionally the display window when Jade wanted the parking lot to have a show. Her body handled the volume without protest; the corporate modifications had done their work. By night she oversaw the new trainees in the back room of Lace & Grace, guiding them through positions and protocols the way someone teaches a language—not from books but from repetition, muscle memory, the body learning what the mind still resisted.

The trainees came to her with their own particular shapes of desperation. Emma Thompson—Asset #70—was a twenty-four-year-old grad student so far behind on rent that her hands had stopped shaking by the second session. She adapted quickest, her body following the protocols with the same efficient pragmatism she probably brought to problem sets. Dr. Amara Patel—Asset #72—was a thirty-three-year-old physician whose practice had dissolved under malpractice debt; her analytical mind mapped the structure of each encounter and optimized her responses with the focus of someone publishing a paper. Katherine Reeves—Asset #71—was harder. Thirty-six, with a real estate agent’s instinct for detecting manipulation, she resisted the longest, jaw set, eyes defiant, until the third neural conditioning session broke something loose in her and the defiance came out as heat instead.

Watching them find their way through it felt like something Asset #69 didn’t have a precise corporate term for. Not pride, exactly. Recognition.

Three months after her own final enhancement, Asset #69 was summoned to Mr. Davenport’s executive office. The summons itself represented rare recognition—most communication came through Jade or other management proxies.

His office occupied the top floor of Lakeside Plaza’s management tower, its windows overlooking the thriving shopping center and the construction already underway for the expansion. Mr. Davenport sat behind an imposing desk, reviewing metrics on multiple screens.

“Asset #69,” he acknowledged as she entered and assumed the appropriate waiting position—back straight, breasts forward, eyes respectfully lowered. “Your performance continues to exceed projections.”

“Thank you, Sir,” she responded automatically, her enhanced voice calibrated to pleasing tonal qualities.

“The board is particularly impressed with the training program results. Assets #70 through #72 achieved operational status 27% faster than projected, largely due to your conditioning techniques.”

Asset #69 maintained her position, though warmth bloomed low in her belly at the corporate praise, a programmed response she no longer questioned.

“This success has accelerated our expansion timeline,” Mr. Davenport continued, rising from his desk to circle her appraisingly. “We’ve received authorization to establish a dedicated Asset Development Facility as part of the new construction.”

He activated a wall screen displaying architectural renderings of a sleek building adjacent to the mall expansion. “The ADF will handle all aspects of asset acquisition, enhancement, and training. Initial capacity for twenty prime assets with expansion potential to fifty.”

The scale of the operation struck Asset #69 as remarkable—from one woman who had walked into a strip mall lingerie shop needing a paycheck to a corporate program producing dozens of enhanced human assets for commercial use.

“The board has approved creation of a new position—Asset Development Director,” Mr. Davenport continued. “This designate will oversee the entire program, from identifying acquisition candidates to optimizing enhancement protocols.”

He stopped directly before her, lifting her chin to establish eye contact. “Your neural metrics and performance data make you the optimal candidate for this position.”

Asset #69 processed this information carefully. “Sir, I’m… property. Corporate inventory. How could I hold a directorship?”

Mr. Davenport smiled thinly. “Legally, yes, you remain Lakeside corporate property. The directorship is a functional designation, not a legal status change. You would still be used as Prime Mall Property when required, but your primary function would shift to asset development.”

The offer—if something presented to property could be called an offer—represented unprecedented status. Not freedom, not personhood, but the highest possible position within her owned existence.

“The position includes significant privileges,” Mr. Davenport continued. “Private quarters in the facility. Authority over all non-executive staff in the Asset Program. Input on corporate enhancement protocols. Even limited self-determination regarding your own usage scheduling.”

He returned to his desk, studying her reaction. “Of course, you would undergo additional neural integration to ensure corporate alignment. Your programming would be expanded to include management protocols and executive function permissions.”

Asset #69 maintained perfect posture as she considered the proposition. The woman who had once been Marissa Jenkins would have seen this as another degradation—being further incorporated into the system that had objectified her. But that woman no longer existed in any meaningful way.

“I would be honored to serve Lakeside in this capacity, Sir,” she replied with genuine sincerity.

Mr. Davenport nodded, apparently satisfied with her response. “Excellent. Report to Corporate Headquarters tomorrow for the necessary upgrades. When you return, you’ll begin transition to your new role.”

As she was dismissed, Asset #69 realized a profound truth about her transformation. She had not merely adapted to her dehumanization—she had mastered it, excelled within it, risen to its pinnacle. What had begun as desperate survival had become perfect alignment with corporate purpose.

Six months later, the newly constructed Asset Development Facility celebrated its grand opening with a private event for premium investors and corporate partners. The sleek building connected seamlessly to Lakeside Plaza’s luxury wing, its discreet entrance suggesting exclusivity without revealing its true function.

Inside, the facility represented the culmination of the program Asset #69 had unwittingly pioneered. Treatment rooms equipped with state-of-the-art enhancement technology. Training chambers with advanced neural integration systems. Display habitats designed for optimal asset presentation. And at its center, a control hub from which all asset functions were monitored and directed.

Asset Development Director #69 presided over the event with corporate precision. Her additional enhancements—subtle but significant—marked her special status. The designation tag at her throat now displayed “ADD-69” along with Lakeside’s executive emblem. Her neural integration had been expanded to include management functions and limited autonomous decision-making within strict corporate parameters.

As she guided investors through the facility, demonstrating the asset development process from acquisition to deployment, she embodied the program’s perfect success. The newest trainees—Assets #73 through #84—displayed their development progress in various stations throughout the facility, while the established assets demonstrated their enhanced capabilities in usage scenarios designed to showcase return on investment potential.

“Our acquisition protocols have been refined based on psychological profiling,” she explained to a group of potential investors, her voice carrying the perfect balance of authority and submission. “We identify candidates with optimal predispositions—financial desperation combined with specific psychological traits that facilitate adaptation.”

The investors nodded appreciatively as she led them to a viewing room overlooking a conditioning chamber, where Asset #72 was training a newly acquired woman—still in the shock phase of her conversion.

“The average adaptation timeline has been reduced to seventeen days,” Director #69 continued, “with full corporate enhancement completed by day thirty. Assets become revenue-positive typically by day forty-five.”

“Remarkable efficiency,” commented a silver-haired investor. “And the retention rate?”

“One hundred percent,” she replied with corporate pride. “The neural integration ensures complete alignment with assigned function. We’ve eliminated the concept of ‘turnover’ entirely.”

As the tour concluded in the facility’s demonstration arena, Mr. Davenport joined the presentation. He stood beside Director #69 with evident satisfaction, occasionally resting his proprietary hand on her shoulder or lower back.

“Ladies and gentlemen,” he addressed the assembled VIPs, “what you’ve witnessed today represents the most innovative customer experience program in retail history. From a single experimental asset—” he nodded toward Director #69 “—to a fully operational development facility in just ten months.”

The investors applauded appreciatively, their eyes reflecting calculations of potential returns.

“Director #69 will now demonstrate the ultimate capability of fully integrated corporate assets,” Mr. Davenport announced. “The complete surrender of identity to corporate purpose.”

At his signal, Director #69 stepped onto the central platform. Though she now held authority over other assets and even human staff, she remained corporate property, programmable and available for use as required.

The neural command activated instantly—her enhanced body assuming the presentation position as her management protocols temporarily deactivated. In this moment, despite her director designation, she was again simply Asset #69, Prime Mall Property, available for investor usage.

As the VIPs approached to sample her director-level enhancements, she existed in the perfect corporate paradox—simultaneously the program’s greatest success and its most valuable product, both executive and object, administrator and asset.

When the first investor entered her, testing the premium specifications of a director-grade asset, Director #69 experienced the culmination of her transformation. The woman who had walked into Lace & Grace lingerie shop seeking minimum wage employment had completed her journey—not to freedom or restoration, but to perfect corporate integration.

The first investor’s cock drove into her cunt without hesitation—thick, insistent, the kind of size that would have made her flinch three months ago. Now her body opened around him with practiced ease, inner walls clenching in tight, rhythmic pulls that drew a grunt out of him on the first stroke. Slick heat bloomed through her channel as her enhanced body produced exactly what was needed, his thrusts growing deeper, harder, his hands gripping her hips to pull her back against him with each forward surge.

Another investor closed a hand over her breast, thumb grinding across her pierced nipple with deliberate friction—the barbell catching, dragging, sparking a sharp line of sensation straight down through her belly. A third stepped in front of her and fed his cock between her parted lips without waiting for invitation. She took him to the root on the first swallow, tongue working the thick underside, saliva dripping from her jaw, throat opening around the head each time he pushed deep. The three men moved in a loose rhythm—cock in her cunt driving her forward onto the cock in her mouth, the hand at her breast keeping her grounded, every point of contact sending data she registered and filed and responded to simultaneously.

Her executive mind ran a parallel track: the first investor’s pace was building toward climax, the second was testing her gag reflex limits, the third needed more direct clitoral contact to reach peak satisfaction metrics. She noted the angle that made her inner walls contract most forcefully around a cock, logged it for later protocol refinement, and redirected her hips accordingly—even as the sensation of being triple-used rose in her body like a tide, hot and full and entirely unresisted, the pleasure real and precise and hers even when the commands were not.

Around the platform, the small crowd of remaining investors had gone quiet in the particular way of an audience watching something that had stopped being business and become simply extraordinary—phones lowered, drinks forgotten, the low murmur of due-diligence questions replaced by something closer to reverence. A woman near the back pressed a hand flat against her own throat, breath caught. Somewhere close, Mr. Davenport was speaking in the low, satisfied register he used for numbers that had exceeded projection, though for once no one was listening to the words, only watching the three men move inside her with a synchronized intensity that looked, from the outside, almost like devotion.

The first man came inside her with a hoarse sound, flooding her cunt in a warm rush while his hips stuttered and locked. The third followed seconds later, cock pulsing thick between her lips, and she swallowed every drop with the unhurried competence of a woman who had stopped keeping count.

Later that night, when the event concluded and the investors had departed, Director #69 retired to her private quarters in the facility. The space—luxurious by asset standards though modest by human ones—represented her elevated status. Here, within parameters, she was permitted limited self-direction during non-operational hours.

She noticed an alert from the acquisition team on her management console. Potential new acquisition. The file loaded with her usual clinical detachment—surveillance photographs, financial records, employment history.

Then she saw the face.

Richard’s new wife. The twenty-three-year-old secretary he had left Marissa for—now apparently a twenty-five-year-old with no job, depleting savings, and a husband whose import business had collapsed under the weight of three bad quarters and one worse decision.

Something shifted in Director #69’s processing. Not the clean, objective assessment she applied to other acquisition candidates. Something older and more complicated, with Marissa Jenkins’s fingerprints on it. For one unguarded instant she was standing in a marketing director’s kitchen again, coffee going cold, waiting for a phone call that wasn’t coming, and the woman in the photograph was the one who’d gotten the ending Marissa never had—the house, the name, the husband who’d wanted her enough to trade up for her. She read the psychological profile. Financial pressure: severe. Approval dependency: high. Abandonment anxiety following a pattern of conditional relationships. Adaptability potential: exceptionally strong.

She sat with it for four seconds—which was longer than she sat with anything. Long enough to notice that some small, unconditioned part of her had wanted the file flagged UNSUITABLE, sent home, spared. Long enough to recognize the wanting as a malfunction, and to watch it get filed away as efficiently as everything else.

Then she flagged the file as Priority Acquisition, assigned Asset #71 as primary conditioning designate, and noted in the comments: Previous connection to existing asset. Proceed with standard protocols. No special treatment.

Whatever Marissa Jenkins might have felt about it—triumph, pity, the circular neatness of it—Director #69 did not experience. She closed the file, filed her nightly metrics, and powered down her console.

Tomorrow she would oversee four enhancement procedures, run six training sessions, and present the new acquisition pipeline to the board at nine. In the evening she would serve as the demonstration model for an executive delegation from Singapore. Both roles—director and asset, manager and merchandise—occupied her with equal weight, equal purpose, equal satisfaction.

Outside her private quarters, the Asset Development Facility hummed quietly in the dark: treatment rooms, training chambers, the soft electronic pulse of bodies being monitored and measured and optimized. Ten months ago she had walked into a strip mall lingerie shop with forty dollars in her account and her pride mostly intact. She had become the facility’s founding asset, its Lead Training Designate, its Director—owned and owning, used and useful, her holes and her mind alike running at full corporate capacity.

She lay down in her sleeping habitat and let the NeuroSync’s steady rhythm carry her toward sleep. The last coherent thought she registered before the metrics took over was not a thought at all, exactly. Just the particular warmth of a body that had found, finally, exactly what it was built for.

Somewhere in the city, Richard’s wife was refreshing her inbox.

By morning there would be a message from Executive Secrets, a new boutique at Lakeside Plaza, about a position that would change her life.
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