
        
            
                
            
        

    
Chapter 1: The Opening Gambit

The crystalline chandeliers cast fractured rainbows across the marble floors of the Blackwood estate, each prism catching the golden light and scattering it like scattered diamonds across the faces of Manhattan's most elite. Elizabeth Blackwood adjusted the diamond choker at her throat, feeling the cool stones press against her pulse point as she surveyed the gathering storm of anticipation below from the grand staircase's landing. Three hundred of the city's most powerful had accepted tonight's invitation, though none truly understood what they'd agreed to witness. The whispered rumors had done their work—spreading through private clubs, boardrooms, and country club lounges like wildfire. The Blackwood Charity Gala would be different this year. Revolutionary. Scandalous.

Elizabeth's reflection caught in the antique mirror beside her, and she paused to admire what Daniel had chosen for her to wear. The midnight blue Valentino gown hugged every curve of her statuesque frame, the silk so fine it seemed to flow like liquid mercury across her skin. The dress was a masterpiece of engineering—appearing modest from the front with its high neckline, yet completely backless, revealing the elegant slope of her spine down to the dangerous curve where her lower back met the swell of her ass. The slit ran from floor to mid-thigh, offering tantalizing glimpses of her long legs with each step. Her cunt was already wet beneath the silk, her nipples hard against the fabric as she imagined the night ahead.

"They're getting restless down there," Daniel's voice rumbled against her ear as his hands settled on her bare shoulders. His touch sent electric shivers down her spine, the familiar heat of his palms against her skin making her breath catch. At thirty-eight, her husband commanded attention wherever he went—six feet of lean muscle wrapped in a perfectly tailored Tom Ford tuxedo, his steel-gray eyes holding secrets that made powerful men nervous and beautiful women wet. His cock was already hard against her back as he pressed against her.

"Good," Elizabeth purred, leaning back against his chest, feeling his erection through the fabric. "Let them wonder. Let them hunger. By the time I walk down those stairs, every man in that ballroom will be calculating what they're willing to pay to fuck me."

Daniel's hands slid down her arms, his fingers tracing the diamond bracelet that caught the light like captured fire. "And what about you, darling? Are you ready to be sold to the highest bidder? Ready to spread your legs for whoever owns you tonight?"

The question sent molten heat pooling between her thighs. They'd discussed this fantasy for months—the ultimate exhibition, the perfect marriage of Elizabeth's exhibitionist desires and Daniel's need to watch other men fuck what belonged to him. The charity auction had been the perfect cover, a way to indulge their darkest fantasies while maintaining their social standing.

"I've been ready since the moment you suggested it," she whispered, turning in his arms. Her full lips, painted crimson tonight, curved into a smile that promised sin. "My pussy's been dripping all day thinking about being stripped naked and used. The question is whether they're ready to own me completely."

Below them, the great ballroom thrummed with expensive conversation and the delicate clink of crystal champagne flutes. The guest list read like a who's who of American power—senators, CEOs, old money aristocrats, and new money tech moguls. All of them wealthy beyond measure, all of them accustomed to buying whatever they desired. Tonight, they would bid on her body.

Marcus Wellington stood near the bar, his silver hair perfectly styled, his predatory gaze already scanning the room for Elizabeth. The hedge fund king had made billions betting against failing companies, and Elizabeth knew he saw her as his next acquisition. She imagined his hands on her tits, his cock buried deep in her throat while the crowd watched. Beside him, Senator Patricia Hayes sipped champagne while eyeing the younger wives with the calculated hunger of a woman who'd clawed her way to the top of Washington's power structure.

"Mrs. Hayes looks particularly interested tonight," Elizabeth observed, nodding toward the distinguished woman in emerald silk. "I wonder what she'd have me do if she won. Maybe she'd make me eat her cunt while her husband fucked me from behind."

"Knowing Patricia, something public enough to make headlines and private enough to avoid scandal," Daniel murmured, his hands sliding to rest on Elizabeth's hips, pulling her ass against his hard cock. "She's always been careful about her image. But I bet she'd love to watch you beg for her touch."

"Unlike us," Elizabeth laughed, the sound throaty and rich, grinding back against him. "After tonight, careful will be the last word anyone uses to describe us. After tonight, everyone will know exactly what a dirty slut I am."

The orchestra finished their opening piece, and Daniel squeezed her waist. "Time for Act One, darling. Remember—make them desperate to own your body before they even know what they're bidding on."

Elizabeth descended the grand staircase with practiced grace, each step calculated to showcase the dangerous slit in her gown. Conversations died as she appeared, replaced by the hungry silence of three hundred people suddenly focused on her every movement. The click of her Louboutin heels against marble provided a hypnotic rhythm as she glided down, one hand trailing along the banister, the other holding her champagne flute like a scepter. Her nipples strained against the silk, visible to anyone who looked closely enough.

"Ladies and gentlemen," Daniel's voice carried across the ballroom as he followed her down, his hand possessively claiming her waist when she reached the bottom. "Welcome to what I promise will be the most memorable charity gala in the history of this city."

Applause rippled through the crowd, but Elizabeth could feel the undercurrent of anticipation, the electric tension that comes when powerful people sense something extraordinary about to unfold. Her cunt throbbed with need as she imagined all those eyes on her naked body.

"As you know, Elizabeth and I have always believed in pushing boundaries for charitable causes," Daniel continued, his arm tightening around her waist. "This year, we're introducing something unprecedented. Something that will test just how generous our esteemed guests can be when properly motivated by the finest pussy money can buy."

Elizabeth felt every gaze in the room like physical touches, the weight of their stares making her nipples harden beneath the silk of her gown. She could see Marcus Wellington's eyes tracking the movement of her chest, could feel Senator Hayes's calculating assessment from across the room. Her pussy was soaking wet now, her arousal threatening to run down her thighs.

"But first," Daniel raised his champagne flute, "let us toast to charity, to generosity, and to the courage to give everything—every hole, every moan, every orgasm—for a worthy cause."

The toast rippled across the ballroom, but Elizabeth barely heard it. Her attention was caught by the setup at the far end of the room—a small stage she hadn't noticed being constructed, with professional lighting and what looked suspiciously like an auction podium. Her pulse quickened as the implications sank in. There were restraints built into the stage, she realized with a thrill of terror and excitement.

"Daniel," she whispered, her voice barely audible above the crowd, "you didn't tell me about the stage. Or the restraints."

His smile was pure predator. "Would you have objected to being tied up and displayed for their pleasure?"

"No," she admitted, feeling wetness gathering between her thighs at the thought of being bound and exhibited on that stage for everyone to see, to touch, to use. "But I might have worn different underwear."

"What makes you think you'll be wearing any underwear by the time you're on that stage? What makes you think you'll be wearing anything at all while they examine what they're buying?"

The words hit her like liquid fire, and Elizabeth had to grip Daniel's arm to steady herself. Around them, the party continued—elegant conversation, refined laughter, the subtle dance of power and influence. But she was no longer part of that civilized world. She was already something else, something to be exhibited and sold and fucked.

"Tell me," she breathed, moving closer to him so their bodies pressed together, "exactly what you've planned for me tonight. Tell me how they're going to use me."

Daniel's eyes darkened with the same hunger she felt coursing through her veins. "Patience, darling. But I will say this—before the night is over, everyone in this room will know exactly what they're bidding on. Every curve, every hole, every sound you make when you come. They'll see you naked and spread wide, they'll watch you beg for cock, and whoever wins will own every inch of your body until dawn."

Elizabeth's champagne flute trembled in her hand as images flashed through her mind—herself stripped bare on that stage, legs spread wide while the crowd examined her wet cunt, Daniel's voice calling out bids as strangers competed to own her holes for the night. She imagined being tied down while the winner used her mouth, her pussy, her ass, while hundreds watched and waited their turn.

"Mrs. Blackwood," Marcus Wellington appeared beside them like a shark scenting blood in the water. "You look absolutely ravishing tonight. That gown is... educational. I can almost see your nipples through the silk."

Elizabeth turned to face him, letting her body language open up just enough to suggest availability while maintaining the perfect balance of sophistication and sensuality. "Thank you, Marcus. I chose it specifically for tonight's... special occasion. For when I'll need to be completely accessible."

"Ah yes, the mysterious auction Daniel's been so secretive about. I must admit, my curiosity is thoroughly aroused." His eyes traveled down her body with unconcealed hunger, lingering on her breasts, her hips, the place where her thighs disappeared beneath silk. "Whatever you're offering, I intend to bid aggressively. I plan to own you completely."

"I hope you brought your checkbook," Elizabeth purred, stepping closer so the scent of her perfume—expensive, intoxicating—would cloud his judgment. Her nipples were so hard now they ached. "Because I can promise you, the prize tonight is unlike anything that's ever been offered at a charity auction. You'll be buying access to every hole in my body."

Marcus's pupils dilated, and Elizabeth could practically see him calculating figures in his head, imagining her mouth around his cock. Beside her, Daniel watched with the satisfied expression of a man whose plans were unfolding perfectly.

"If you'll excuse us," Daniel intervened smoothly, "Elizabeth and I need to make the rounds before the evening's main event begins. Before she's stripped naked for your viewing pleasure."

As they moved away, Elizabeth could feel Marcus's gaze burning into her back, could sense the growing hunger rippling through the crowd as word spread that something unprecedented was about to unfold. Her cunt was throbbing now, her arousal so intense she worried it might be visible through her gown.

"How many of them know?" she asked as they paused beside the elaborate ice sculpture—a swan, appropriately symbolic of grace masking wild desires.

"Enough to create demand, not enough to spoil the surprise," Daniel replied, his hand sliding lower on her back, fingertips tracing the edge where silk met bare skin, dangerously close to her ass. "By my count, at least fifty of them are already planning their bidding strategies. Planning how they want to fuck you."

"And the others?"

"Will catch on quickly once the show begins." His smile was wicked promise. "Trust me, darling. Once they see what's on offer—once they see you naked and begging—there won't be a person in this room who doesn't want to own your cunt."

The word 'own' sent electricity shooting through Elizabeth's core. She pressed her thighs together, trying to contain the growing ache between her legs, but it was impossible. Every whispered conversation she caught fragments of, every hungry stare that followed her movements, every subtle question about the evening's agenda only stoked the fire higher. She was so wet now she could feel it beginning to run down her inner thighs.

"Elizabeth, darling!" Patricia Hayes materialized beside them, her green eyes sharp with political calculation and something hungrier. "Daniel's been absolutely mysterious about tonight's auction. Care to give an old friend a hint?"

Elizabeth met the senator's gaze directly, letting her own desire show just enough to plant seeds of possibility. "Let's just say that tonight, I'm giving more to charity than I ever have before. My body is the donation."

Patricia's eyebrows rose slightly, her politician's mind clearly working through implications. "How... generous of you. I do hope the cause is worthy of such sacrifice. And I hope you're prepared to be thoroughly used."

"Oh, she is," Daniel interjected smoothly. "Though I suspect by the end of the evening, our guests will agree that Elizabeth is the one receiving the real gift. Multiple gifts, if you know what I mean."

The senator's smile was razor-sharp. "In that case, I'll be sure to bid accordingly. I have some very specific plans for how I'd use her."

As Patricia melted back into the crowd, Elizabeth felt the net tightening around her, the web of desire and anticipation that would soon culminate in her complete surrender to the highest bidder. The thought should have terrified her, but instead it made her nipples ache and her pussy throb with need. She imagined Patricia's hands on her tits, the senator's tongue in her mouth while a room full of people watched.

"Time for the preview," Daniel murmured, leading her toward a discrete side door. "We need to give our most serious bidders a closer look at what they're competing for. A much closer look."

They slipped through the door into a smaller adjacent room where perhaps twenty of the evening's wealthiest guests had been invited for an exclusive preview. Elizabeth recognized them all—titans of industry, political powerhouses, and social elites who could afford to bid astronomical sums without batting an eye. The room was warm, intimate, designed for exactly this kind of private showing.

"Ladies and gentlemen," Daniel addressed the intimate gathering, "thank you for accepting our invitation to this exclusive preview. What you're about to see will help you determine just how much you're willing to invest in tonight's cause."

Elizabeth's heart hammered against her ribs as Daniel positioned her in the center of the room, every eye fixed on her with laser intensity. The anticipation was suffocating, electric, perfect. She could feel her nipples straining against the silk, could feel the wetness between her legs threatening to become visible.

"Elizabeth," Daniel's voice was soft but commanding, "show them why they should bid on you. Show them what they'll be buying."

Without hesitation, Elizabeth reached behind her neck and slowly began lowering the zipper of her gown, the sound impossibly loud in the hushed room. "Mmm," she moaned softly as the cool air hit her skin, "I've been so wet all evening thinking about this."


Chapter 2: The Private Viewing

The zipper's metallic whisper cut through the room's charged silence as Elizabeth slowly drew it down, each inch revealing more of her alabaster skin to the hungry eyes surrounding her. The midnight blue silk loosened across her shoulders, threatening to slip away completely with the slightest movement.

"Gentlemen," Daniel's voice carried absolute authority as he positioned himself behind his wife, his hands resting possessively on her bare shoulders, "and ladies—what you're witnessing is just a taste of what awaits the winning bidder tonight."

Elizabeth let the gown's neckline dip lower, exposing the swell of her breasts barely contained within a whisper-thin black lace bra that cost more than most people's monthly salary. The delicate fabric was virtually transparent, her dark nipples clearly visible through the intricate pattern, already hard with arousal and anticipation.

Marcus Wellington shifted closer, his breathing audibly heavier. "Jesus Christ, Daniel. You're actually going to let us bid on her?"

"Not just bid," Daniel's fingers traced along Elizabeth's collarbone, making her shiver visibly, "the winner gets the entire night. Complete access. Every fantasy fulfilled."

Senator Hayes stepped forward, her political composure cracking to reveal raw hunger. "What exactly does 'complete access' entail?"

Elizabeth turned to face the distinguished woman, letting her gown slip lower until the fabric caught on her hipbones, revealing the matching black lace thong that barely covered her already-dampening pussy. "Whatever the winner desires, Senator. I'll be completely at their service."

The room erupted in barely contained murmurs as twenty of the city's most powerful individuals processed what they were witnessing. Elizabeth could see their minds racing—calculating not just the money they were willing to spend, but the dark fantasies they could finally fulfill with a woman who looked like a goddess and fucked like a pornstar.

"Demonstrate," commanded Victoria Ashford, the steel heiress whose family fortune stretched back generations. Her gray eyes held the cold calculation of old money and darker appetites. "If we're bidding on her services, we need to know exactly what we're purchasing."

Daniel's smile was pure predator as he moved to face Elizabeth, his hands framing her face with tender possession. "Show them, darling. Show them why you're worth every dollar they'll spend."

Elizabeth's lips parted as Daniel's mouth claimed hers, their kiss instantly transforming from tender to consuming. Her hands fisted in his shirt as his tongue invaded her mouth, claiming her completely while twenty millionaires watched. She moaned into the kiss, the sound sending visible shudders through several observers.

When they broke apart, Elizabeth's lipstick was smeared, her breathing ragged. "More," she whispered, loud enough for everyone to hear. "Please, Daniel. Show them what they're buying."

Daniel's hands slid down to cup her breasts through the lace, his thumbs stroking over her nipples until Elizabeth arched against him with a gasp that made Marcus Wellington audibly groan. "You want them to see how responsive you are?" Daniel murmured against her ear. "How desperate you get when properly handled?"

"Yes," Elizabeth's voice was pure need, her inhibitions dissolving under the weight of so many hungry stares. "Let them see everything."

Daniel's fingers found the clasp of her bra, and with one swift motion, the delicate lace fell away, leaving Elizabeth's perfect breasts bare to the room. Her nipples were hard as diamonds, flushed deep pink with arousal, begging to be touched, sucked, bitten.

"Magnificent," breathed Victoria Ashford, moving closer. "May I?"

Daniel nodded, and Elizabeth felt a thrill of electricity as the older woman's manicured fingers traced the curve of her breast, thumb brushing over the sensitive peak until Elizabeth whimpered with need.

"She responds beautifully," Victoria observed, her touch becoming bolder, pinching Elizabeth's nipple just hard enough to make her cry out. "I can see why you're so willing to share her, Daniel. The pleasure of watching others discover her... appetites... must be intoxicating."

"You have no idea," Daniel's voice was rough with his own arousal as he watched his wife submit to another woman's touch. "But this is nothing compared to what she becomes when she's properly motivated."

"Then motivate her," Marcus stepped forward, his usual Wall Street composure completely shattered. "Show us what we're really bidding on."

Elizabeth looked at Daniel, seeing her own desperate need reflected in his eyes. They'd crossed the line now—there was no going back to their old life of private fantasies and whispered confessions. Tonight, she would become exactly what they'd always dreamed: a hotwife whose pleasure belonged to whoever could afford her.

"Strip," Daniel commanded, his voice carrying absolute authority. "Show them every inch of what they're competing for."

Elizabeth's hands trembled as she pushed the gown down over her hips, the expensive silk pooling at her feet. She stood before twenty of the most powerful people in the city wearing nothing but a black lace thong and her diamond jewelry, her body flushed with arousal and shameless need.

"Turn around," Senator Hayes ordered, her political authority bleeding into something darker. "Slowly."

Elizabeth obeyed, rotating gracefully so every angle of her body was displayed. Her ass was perfect—firm and round from years of yoga and personal training, the tiny thong disappearing between her cheeks. When she faced them again, her nipples were even harder, her breathing shallow with excitement.

"The thong," Victoria said simply. "Remove it."

Elizabeth met Daniel's eyes, seeing his nod of approval, and slowly drew the delicate lace down her legs. When she straightened, she was completely naked except for her jewelry, her bare pussy already glistening with wetness, her lips slightly parted with arousal.

"Jesus fucking Christ," Marcus groaned, his hand obviously adjusting himself through his expensive trousers. "She's soaked. Look at her—she's dripping with it."

"She loves being watched," Daniel explained, moving behind Elizabeth to cup her breasts while addressing the crowd. "The more eyes on her, the wetter she gets. By the time the main auction begins, she'll be begging to be fucked in front of everyone."

Elizabeth moaned at his words, her head falling back against his shoulder as his hands roamed her naked body. "Touch me," she whispered, her voice carrying to every corner of the room. "Please, Daniel. Show them how I respond."

Daniel's hand slid down her flat stomach to cup her bare mound, his fingers parting her slick folds. Elizabeth cried out as he found her clit, circling the sensitive nub while twenty strangers watched her face contort with pleasure.

"Look how wet she is," Daniel held up his glistening fingers. "This is what happens when Elizabeth knows she's being evaluated, when she knows strangers are deciding whether she's worth their money."

"Let me taste," Victoria stepped forward boldly, catching Daniel's fingers and sucking Elizabeth's arousal from them. Her eyes rolled back at the flavor. "Delicious. Sweet and desperate."

Elizabeth whimpered at the sight, her pussy clenching around nothing as she watched another woman taste her essence. "More," she begged, her hands reaching for Daniel's belt. "Let me show them more."

"Not yet," Daniel caught her wrists, holding them behind her back so her breasts thrust forward obscenely. "The preview is almost over. We need to save something for the main event."

"How much?" Marcus stepped forward, his usual composure completely shattered. "Forget the auction—name your price right now."

"Fifty million," Senator Hayes countered immediately. "Cash, tonight."

"Gentlemen, ladies," Daniel's laugh was rich with satisfaction, "you're getting ahead of yourselves. The auction hasn't even begun, and Elizabeth still has so much more to offer."

Elizabeth pressed back against him, grinding her naked ass against his hard cock through his trousers. "Tell them what else they get if they win," she panted, her body on fire with need. "Tell them about my mouth, about how I scream when I come, about how tight I am when—"

"Enough," Daniel's command cut her off, though his own arousal was evident in his voice. "The preview is over. Return to the ballroom, and prepare your bidding strategies. The auction begins in thirty minutes."

As the guests reluctantly filed out, their faces flushed and their minds clearly racing with possibilities, Elizabeth remained naked in Daniel's arms, her body trembling with unfulfilled need.

"How do you feel?" Daniel murmured against her ear, his hands continuing to roam her exposed flesh.

"Like a prize," Elizabeth gasped as his fingers found her clit again. "Like something valuable and desired and completely owned by whoever bids highest."

"Good," Daniel's fingers thrust inside her suddenly, making her cry out, "because that's exactly what you are tonight. My beautiful, perfect hotwife, ready to fulfill every fantasy of whoever can afford you."

Elizabeth's orgasm hit her like lightning, her body convulsing in Daniel's arms as she came harder than she ever had in their marriage. But even as the waves of pleasure crashed over her, she knew this was just the beginning.

Tonight, she would discover exactly what it meant to be sold to the highest bidder.


Chapter 3: The Stage is Set

Elizabeth's hands shook as she reapplied her crimson lipstick in the powder room mirror, her naked body still trembling from the orgasm Daniel had given her just minutes ago. The preview had been electric—twenty pairs of eyes devouring every inch of her flesh, calculating the monetary value of her mouth, her pussy, her complete submission for one night.

"Mrs. Blackwood?" A soft knock interrupted her thoughts. "It's time."

The ballroom had been transformed in the thirty minutes since the preview. The auction stage now dominated the far end, bathed in spotlights that would showcase every curve and reaction. Professional cameras were positioned to project her image onto massive screens throughout the room, ensuring that even guests in the back would see every detail of her performance.

Daniel waited for her at the edge of the stage, magnificent in his tuxedo, his steel-gray eyes burning with possessive pride. "Three hundred guests," he murmured as she approached, "and after that preview, word has spread. I've had six people offer to buy you outright before the auction even begins."

"What did you tell them?" Elizabeth's voice was husky with renewed arousal. She'd chosen a different outfit for the main event—a sheer white negligee that left absolutely nothing to the imagination, her dark nipples and the neat triangle of hair above her pussy clearly visible through the gossamer fabric.

"That you're worth far more than they could imagine," Daniel's hand slid possessively around her waist, pulling her against him. "Are you ready to prove it?"

The orchestra's music faded as Daniel led her onto the stage, the spotlights immediately finding them. Three hundred faces turned upward, the collective intake of breath audible as Elizabeth's nearly naked form was displayed in perfect clarity on the giant screens.

"Ladies and gentlemen," Daniel's voice carried easily through the wireless microphone, "tonight's charity auction features a prize unlike any other in the history of philanthropic giving. My wife, Elizabeth, has graciously agreed to offer herself—completely and without reservation—to whoever demonstrates the most generous spirit."

Elizabeth felt the heat of hundreds of eyes on her body, the negligee doing nothing to hide her arousal as her nipples hardened visibly under the lights. She could see Marcus Wellington in the front row, his hand clearly resting on his cock through his trousers. Senator Hayes sat beside him, her political composure replaced by predatory hunger.

"The rules are simple," Daniel continued, his hand sliding up Elizabeth's back to grip her neck possessively. "The highest bidder wins an entire night with my wife. No restrictions, no limitations, no boundaries. Elizabeth will fulfill every desire, satisfy every fantasy, submit to every command."

A murmur rippled through the crowd as the implications sank in. Elizabeth stepped forward, letting her voice carry to every corner of the ballroom. "I want to make something perfectly clear—I'm not just offering my body tonight. I'm offering my complete obedience. Whatever you want, however you want it, for as long as you want it."

Victoria Ashford rose from her seat in the VIP section. "What if we want to share you? What if the winning bidder chooses to include others in their... evening?"

Elizabeth's pussy clenched at the thought, wetness already dampening her thighs. "Then I'll serve whoever they choose, however many they choose. I'm here to please, not to set limits."

"Jesus Christ," someone called out from the crowd, "start the fucking bidding already!"

Daniel smiled, moving to the auction podium. "We'll begin at one million dollars."

Hands shot up immediately throughout the ballroom. "Two million!" Marcus Wellington called out.

"Three million!" Senator Hayes countered.

"Five million," Victoria Ashford's cool voice cut through the chaos.

Elizabeth felt dizzy as the numbers climbed, her value as a sexual object being calculated in real-time by the wealthiest people in the city. Each bid made her pussy throb harder, made her more desperate to be claimed and used.

"Ten million," a new voice joined the fray. Elizabeth turned to see James Morrison, the tech billionaire, standing with his hand raised. His dark eyes held promises of things she'd never imagined.

"Fifteen million," Marcus countered immediately, his usual Wall Street restraint completely shattered.

Daniel moved behind Elizabeth on stage, his hands sliding under the negligee to cup her breasts. "Look at them fighting over you," he murmured loud enough for the microphone to pick up. "Look how badly they want to own you."

Elizabeth moaned as his thumbs circled her nipples, the sound amplified throughout the ballroom and making several bidders visibly adjust themselves. "I want to be owned," she gasped, loud enough for everyone to hear. "I want to belong to whoever values me most."

"Twenty million," Victoria called out, her voice steady despite the obvious arousal in her eyes.

"Twenty-five," James Morrison countered.

"Show them more," Daniel whispered in Elizabeth's ear. "Show them why you're worth every dollar."

Elizabeth's hands found the negligee's ties, slowly undoing them as three hundred people watched in rapt silence. The sheer fabric fell away, leaving her completely naked except for her diamond jewelry, her body flushed with arousal and shameless need.

"Thirty million!" Marcus roared, his composure completely gone as he stared at Elizabeth's naked form.

"Thirty-five," Senator Hayes countered, her political authority bleeding into pure sexual dominance. "And I'll make sure she services every person at my private party next weekend."

Elizabeth whimpered at the thought, her pussy visibly glistening under the lights. "Yes," she moaned, her voice carrying to every corner of the room. "I'll do anything, serve anyone, be anything you want me to be."

Daniel's hand slid down her body to cup her bare mound, his fingers parting her slick folds for everyone to see. "Look how wet the bidding makes her," he announced, holding up his glistening fingers. "She's dripping at the thought of being sold."

"Forty million," Victoria called out, her cool composure finally cracking. "And I have very specific plans for that pretty mouth of hers."

Elizabeth's knees nearly buckled at the words, her imagination running wild with possibilities. "Please," she begged, not caring who heard her desperation, "I need to be claimed. I need to be owned and used and—"

"Fifty million," a new voice cut through the chaos. Elizabeth turned to see Robert Chen, the pharmaceutical heir, standing with absolute confidence. "Cash, tonight, and she comes with me immediately after the auction."

The bidding war intensified, numbers climbing higher as Elizabeth stood naked and trembling on stage, her body on full display as dozens of millionaires calculated her worth. Daniel's fingers continued to tease her pussy, making her gasp and moan for the crowd's entertainment.

"Sixty million," Marcus called out desperately.

"Seventy," Senator Hayes countered.

"One hundred million," Victoria's voice cut through the chaos like a blade. "Final offer."

Silence fell over the ballroom as the astronomical sum sank in. Elizabeth felt faint at the thought—one hundred million dollars for a single night with her body.

"One hundred and ten million," James Morrison's voice was steady, confident. "And Elizabeth spends the entire weekend at my private island, not just one night."

Elizabeth's pussy clenched at the thought of an entire weekend of submission, of being kept as a sexual toy for days on end. "Yes," she moaned, her voice carrying clearly through the microphone, "please, I want that so badly."

"Going once," Daniel called out, his own arousal evident as he watched his wife being bid on like property.

"One hundred and fifty million," a new voice called out from the back of the room. Elizabeth strained to see who had spoken, finally spotting Elena Volkov, the Russian oil heiress whose tastes were rumored to be particularly... creative.

"Fuck," Marcus groaned audibly, his hand working obviously at his cock through his trousers.

"Going once," Daniel repeated, his fingers still buried in Elizabeth's pussy as she writhed against him on stage.

"Two hundred million," Elena's accented voice carried absolute authority. "Final bid. She comes with me tonight, and returns... when I'm satisfied with her performance."

Elizabeth's orgasm hit her like a freight train, her body convulsing in Daniel's arms as she came in front of three hundred people, her cries of pleasure echoing through the ballroom. The sight of her climax pushed several observers over the edge, their own orgasms barely concealed as they watched the most expensive whore in history come on stage.

"Going twice," Daniel's voice was hoarse with his own arousal.

Silence stretched through the ballroom as everyone processed what they'd witnessed—a woman so desperate to be owned that she'd climaxed at the thought of being sold.

"Sold," Daniel's voice cracked like a whip, "to Elena Volkov for two hundred million dollars."

The applause was thunderous, but Elizabeth barely heard it. Her body was still trembling from her orgasm, her mind reeling with the knowledge that she now belonged to Elena Volkov—a woman whose sexual appetites were legendary even among the ultra-wealthy.

Elena rose from her seat, moving through the crowd with predatory grace. She was stunning—tall and elegant with platinum hair and ice-blue eyes that promised both pleasure and pain. When she reached the stage, her smile was pure predator.

"Hello, Elizabeth," Elena's accent made her name sound like a caress and a threat. "I hope you're ready for what I have planned for you."

Elizabeth could only nod, her voice stolen by arousal and anticipation. She belonged to Elena now, bought and paid for, ready to fulfill whatever twisted fantasies the Russian heiress had in mind.

"Take me," Elizabeth whispered, her voice barely audible but picked up by the sensitive microphones. "I'm yours now. Completely yours."

Elena's smile widened as she claimed her purchase, her hand sliding possessively around Elizabeth's naked waist. The crowd watched in fascination as two hundred million dollars worth of woman was led away by her new owner, ready to discover exactly what she'd been sold into.

The auction was over, but Elizabeth's real performance was just beginning.


Chapter 4: Sold Property

Elena Volkov's limousine waited in the estate's circular drive, its black exterior gleaming under the estate's elegant lighting. Elizabeth walked beside her purchaser completely naked, her discarded negligee forgotten on the auction stage as Elena had declared it unnecessary. The cool night air kissed her flushed skin, making her nipples impossibly hard as they made their way to the vehicle.

"Such a good investment," Elena murmured, her hand possessively gripping Elizabeth's ass as they walked. "Two hundred million for unlimited access to America's most desirable hotwife. I wonder if you'll be worth every penny."

Daniel followed behind them, his eyes burning with pride and arousal as he watched his naked wife being claimed by another woman. The sight of Elizabeth's perfect body illuminated by moonlight, owned completely by Elena, made his cock strain painfully against his trousers.

"Where are you taking her?" Daniel asked as they reached the limousine.

Elena's smile was arctic and predatory. "My penthouse first, then my private jet. Elizabeth will be spending the next month at my estate in Montenegro. I have... extensive plans for her training."

"A month?" Elizabeth gasped, her pussy clenching at the implications. The auction had been for one night, but Elena clearly had other ideas.

"Did you think two hundred million bought you for a single evening?" Elena laughed, the sound like crystal breaking. "No, my dear. I purchased you for as long as it takes to fully explore your potential. Daniel won't see you again until I'm completely satisfied with your... education."

The limousine door opened, revealing an interior that looked more like a mobile dungeon than a luxury vehicle. Silk restraints hung from the ceiling, the seats were leather designed for easy cleaning, and Elizabeth could see various implements that promised both pleasure and instruction.

"Get in," Elena commanded, her tone brooking no argument. "And spread your legs. I want to inspect my purchase properly."

Elizabeth climbed into the limousine, her heart hammering as she positioned herself as ordered. Elena settled across from her, those ice-blue eyes cataloguing every inch of Elizabeth's exposed body like she was evaluating livestock.

"Daniel," Elena called through the open door, "come see how your wife responds to her new owner."

Daniel entered the limousine, his breathing heavy as he took in the sight of Elizabeth spread open and vulnerable before Elena's calculating gaze. "She's always been responsive," he managed, his voice rough with arousal.

"We'll see," Elena produced a small silver device from her purse, its purpose immediately clear. "This will help me gauge her true reactions. Hold her arms, Daniel. I want her completely helpless for this."

Daniel's hands captured Elizabeth's wrists, pinning them above her head as Elena moved between her spread thighs. The device buzzed to life, and Elizabeth cried out as Elena pressed it directly against her clit.

"Please," Elizabeth gasped, her body arching against the restraint of Daniel's grip, "I'm already so sensitive from the auction—"

"Good," Elena's voice was clinical as she worked the vibrator against Elizabeth's most sensitive spots. "I want to see how many times I can make you come before we reach my penthouse. Consider it the first test of your stamina."

Elizabeth's first orgasm hit within seconds, her body convulsing as Elena expertly manipulated the device. But instead of stopping, Elena increased the intensity, pushing Elizabeth immediately toward a second climax.

"Count them," Elena ordered as Elizabeth writhed helplessly. "I want to know exactly how many orgasms two hundred million dollars buys me."

"Two," Elizabeth sobbed as another wave crashed over her, her pussy clenching desperately around nothing.

"Three," she screamed as Elena found a particularly sensitive spot, her body betraying her completely.

Daniel watched in fascination as his wife was systematically broken down by her purchaser, each orgasm making Elizabeth more desperate, more submissive, more completely owned. His own arousal was painful now, but he knew better than to interrupt Elena's work.

"Four... five... oh god, please, I can't—"

"You can and you will," Elena's voice held absolute authority as she continued her assault on Elizabeth's overstimulated flesh. "You belong to me now, and I'll decide when you've had enough."

The limousine began moving, but Elizabeth was beyond caring about their destination. Her world had narrowed to Elena's skilled hands and the device that was systematically destroying her ability to think about anything but the pleasure being forced from her body.

"Six... seven... Elena, please, I'm going to pass out—"

"Not yet," Elena finally relented, switching off the device and leaving Elizabeth gasping and trembling. "We're just getting started, my dear. That was merely to establish your baseline response."

Elizabeth slumped against the leather seat, her body slick with sweat and arousal, her mind completely fogged with the aftermath of seven consecutive orgasms. She felt utterly owned, completely at Elena's mercy, and the thought made fresh wetness gather between her thighs.

"Impressive," Elena observed, wiping the device clean with a silk cloth. "Most women can't handle more than three or four without losing consciousness. You have excellent endurance."

"Thank you," Elizabeth whispered automatically, then flushed at her own response. She was already thinking like property, grateful for her owner's approval.

"Daniel," Elena turned to Elizabeth's husband, "I want you to see exactly what I've purchased. Look at her—look how completely responsive she is, how desperately she needs to be controlled and used."

Daniel's eyes traveled over his wife's trembling form, taking in her flushed skin, her swollen nipples, the wetness glistening between her spread thighs. "She's never been like this with me," he admitted, his voice hoarse with arousal and something that might have been jealousy.

"Because you've never truly owned her," Elena explained, her fingers trailing possessively over Elizabeth's sensitive skin. "You've been her husband, her partner, her equal. But what Elizabeth really needs is to be property. Isn't that right, my dear?"

Elizabeth looked up at Elena through heavy-lidded eyes, her body still buzzing from the forced orgasms. "Yes," she whispered, the admission feeling like both surrender and liberation. "I need to be owned completely."

"Good girl," Elena's praise sent another pulse of arousal through Elizabeth's core. "By the time I'm finished with you, you'll understand exactly what you are—a beautiful, expensive toy designed for pleasure."

The limousine pulled up to a gleaming tower in Manhattan's most exclusive district. Elena's penthouse occupied the entire top floor, accessible only by private elevator. As they rode up, Elena continued her evaluation of her purchase.

"Strip him," Elena commanded suddenly, nodding toward Daniel. "I want to see how you serve your former master before I begin your real training."

Elizabeth's hands shook as she reached for Daniel's belt, her recent orgasms having left her hypersensitive and desperate to please. She worked his expensive tuxedo off piece by piece while Elena watched with clinical interest.

"His cock," Elena observed as Daniel's erection sprang free, "is adequate but nothing exceptional. You'll find I have access to much more... impressive equipment."

Elizabeth wrapped her lips around Daniel's shaft, her mouth working automatically as she'd done hundreds of times before. But Elena's presence changed everything—she wasn't making love to her husband, she was performing for her owner, demonstrating her oral skills like a trained courtesan.

"Deeper," Elena commanded, her hand tangling in Elizabeth's hair to force her down further. "Show me how well you can take a cock down your throat."

Elizabeth gagged as Elena pushed her past her usual limits, tears streaming down her face as her throat was used roughly. But instead of stopping, she found herself getting wetter, more aroused by the complete loss of control.

"Excellent," Elena approved as Elizabeth choked and drooled around Daniel's cock. "You respond well to force. That will make your training much more... efficient."

The elevator opened onto Elena's penthouse, revealing a space that was part luxury apartment, part sophisticated dungeon. Silk restraints hung from elegant fixtures, expensive artwork depicted scenes of submission and domination, and Elizabeth could see rooms beyond that promised both pleasure and instruction.

"Welcome to your new home," Elena announced as they stepped inside. "You'll be staying here for the first week while I evaluate your responses to various... stimuli. Then we'll move to Montenegro for more intensive training."

Elizabeth's legs nearly gave out as the implications sank in. A week of constant use and training, followed by god knew what at Elena's private estate. She was no longer Elizabeth Blackwood, society wife and charity organizer. She was Elena's property, bought and paid for, ready to be molded into whatever her owner desired.

"Please," she whispered, not even sure what she was asking for.

"Please what?" Elena's smile was sharp as a blade. "Please use you? Please break you down and rebuild you as the perfect sexual servant? Please turn you into exactly what you've always secretly wanted to be?"

"Yes," Elizabeth sobbed, her body trembling with need and fear and desperate arousal. "All of it. Everything. I'm yours now."

Elena's laugh filled the penthouse like breaking glass. "Yes, you are. Two hundred million dollars worth of woman, ready to discover just how deep your submission can go."

The night was young, and Elizabeth's real education was about to begin.


Chapter 5: The Claiming

Elena's penthouse stretched endlessly before Elizabeth, each room revealing new equipment designed for pleasure and instruction. The main living area was deceptively elegant—silk curtains, Italian marble, crystal chandeliers—but Elizabeth's trained eye caught the discrete anchor points in the ceiling, the adjustable furniture, the cameras positioned to capture every angle.

"Strip Daniel completely," Elena commanded as she poured herself a glass of champagne, settling into a leather chair with perfect sightlines to the center of the room. "I want to watch you service him one final time before you belong entirely to me."

Elizabeth's hands trembled as she finished removing Daniel's clothes, her husband now as naked as she was. His cock stood rigid with arousal, pre-cum already beading at the tip as he watched his wife submit to another woman's commands.

"Now suck him," Elena's voice held absolute authority. "But remember—you're performing for my pleasure now, not his. I want to see exactly how skilled that mouth of yours is."

Elizabeth dropped to her knees on the cold marble, her lips wrapping around Daniel's familiar cock. But everything felt different now—she wasn't making love to her husband, she was demonstrating her oral skills for her new owner. Elena's presence changed every movement, every technique, turning an intimate act into a performance piece.

"Deeper," Elena commanded, rising from her chair to circle them like a predator. "Take him all the way down your throat. I want to see you gag on him."

Elizabeth forced herself lower, her throat convulsing around Daniel's shaft as tears streamed down her face. The choking sounds she made echoed through the penthouse, raw and desperate.

"Good girl," Elena purred, her hand tangling in Elizabeth's hair to control the pace. "But I can see you're holding back. You're still thinking like a wife instead of property. We'll need to correct that."

Elena produced a leather collar from a nearby drawer, the sight of it making Elizabeth's pussy clench with desperate need. "This belongs to you now," Elena announced, fastening it around Elizabeth's throat with practiced efficiency. "You'll wear it always while you're in my service."

The collar was snug but not restrictive, its weight a constant reminder of her new status. Attached to it was a small silver tag that simply read "PROPERTY OF E.V."

"Perfect," Elena stepped back to admire her handiwork. "Now you look like what you are—an expensive pet bought for my amusement."

Daniel groaned at the sight of his wife collared and kneeling, her mouth still working his cock while Elena claimed ownership of her. "Jesus Christ, Elizabeth. Look at yourself."

Elizabeth could see her reflection in the mirrored wall—naked except for her diamonds and the collar, her lips stretched around her husband's cock while another woman controlled her every movement. The sight made her impossibly wetter.

"She's beautiful like this," Elena observed, her fingers trailing down Elizabeth's back to grip her ass possessively. "But I think she needs to understand her new role more completely. Daniel, fuck her mouth properly. I want to see her submit completely."

Daniel's hands fisted in Elizabeth's hair as he began thrusting into her throat with real force. Elizabeth choked and gagged, tears streaming down her face, but she didn't resist. Instead, she found herself getting wetter with each rough thrust, her body responding to the complete loss of control.

"Look at her," Elena's voice was full of satisfied approval. "She's soaking wet from being used like this. Your wife isn't just submitting to me, Daniel—she's discovering what she truly is."

Elizabeth's pussy clenched at Elena's words, arousal flooding her system as she accepted the truth. She wasn't a society wife playing at submission—she was a natural slave who'd finally found her proper role.

"That's enough," Elena commanded suddenly, pulling Elizabeth off Daniel's cock by her hair. "I don't want him finishing in her mouth. That privilege belongs to me now."

Elizabeth gasped for air, her throat raw and abused, saliva and pre-cum coating her chin. But instead of feeling degraded, she felt more aroused than ever. Elena's ownership was absolute, and Elizabeth found herself craving more.

"Stand," Elena ordered, her tone brooking no argument. "Hands behind your back, legs spread. I want to inspect my purchase properly."

Elizabeth obeyed immediately, positioning herself as commanded while Elena began a thorough examination. Those ice-blue eyes catalogued every curve, every response, every sign of arousal like Elizabeth was livestock being evaluated.

"Excellent muscle tone," Elena murmured, her hands roaming freely over Elizabeth's body. "Good breast size, responsive nipples." Her fingers pinched Elizabeth's nipples hard enough to make her cry out. "Yes, very responsive indeed."

Elena's exploration became more intimate, her fingers parting Elizabeth's slick folds to examine her most private places. "Already dripping," she observed with satisfaction. "And so tight. Tell me, Daniel, does your wife always get this wet from submission?"

"Never like this," Daniel admitted, his voice hoarse with arousal as he watched his wife being examined like property. "She's never responded this strongly to anything."

"Because she's never been truly owned before," Elena explained, her fingers now working inside Elizabeth's pussy, stretching and testing her responses. "She's been playing at submission with you, but what she really needs is to be broken down completely and rebuilt as the perfect sexual servant."

Elizabeth moaned as Elena's fingers found her g-spot, her body betraying her completely as arousal flooded her system. "Please," she gasped, not even sure what she was begging for.

"Please what?" Elena's fingers stilled inside her. "Please use you? Please turn you into my personal whore? Please sell you to others when I'm bored with you?"

The thought of being sold again, passed from owner to owner like expensive property, made Elizabeth's knees weak with need. "Yes," she sobbed, her body trembling with desperate arousal. "Anything you want. I'm yours completely."

"Good girl," Elena's praise sent electricity through Elizabeth's core. "But words are easy. Let's see how you respond to real ownership."

Elena led Elizabeth to a piece of furniture that looked like an elegant bench but was clearly designed for restraint. Silk ropes hung from discrete anchor points, and Elizabeth could see various implements arranged on nearby tables.

"Lie down," Elena commanded. "Face up, arms above your head."

Elizabeth positioned herself as ordered, her heart hammering as Elena began securing her to the bench with the silk ropes. The bonds were comfortable but inescapable, leaving her completely helpless and exposed.

"Daniel," Elena called to Elizabeth's husband, who had been watching the proceedings with obvious arousal. "Come here. I want you to see exactly what I've purchased."

Daniel approached the bench, his eyes fixed on his wife's bound and helpless form. Elizabeth looked up at him through heavy-lidded eyes, her chest rising and falling rapidly with arousal and anticipation.

"She's beautiful like this," Elena observed, running her hands possessively over Elizabeth's restrained body. "Helpless, exposed, completely at my mercy. This is how she should always be—available for use whenever I desire."

Elena selected a vibrator from the nearby table, its size and power clearly designed for serious stimulation. "I'm going to break her now," she announced to Daniel. "By the time I'm finished, she'll understand exactly what she is—my property, my toy, my slave."

The vibrator buzzed to life, and Elizabeth cried out as Elena pressed it directly against her clit. The intensity was overwhelming, far more than she could handle, but the restraints made escape impossible.

"Count your orgasms," Elena commanded as Elizabeth's body began to convulse. "I want to know exactly how much pleasure my property can take."

Elizabeth's first climax hit like lightning, her back arching against the restraints as she screamed Elena's name. But the vibrator didn't stop—if anything, Elena increased the intensity, pushing Elizabeth immediately toward another peak.

"One," Elizabeth gasped out between screams of pleasure.

"Two," as the second orgasm tore through her oversensitized body.

"Three... four... Elena, please, I can't take anymore—"

"You can and you will," Elena's voice was implacable as she continued the assault on Elizabeth's abused flesh. "You belong to me now, and I'll decide when you've had enough."

Daniel watched in fascination as his wife was systematically broken down, each forced orgasm making her more desperate, more submissive, more completely owned. His own cock ached with need, but he knew better than to interrupt Elena's work.

"Five... six... oh god, I'm going to die—"

"Seven... eight..." Elizabeth's voice became increasingly hoarse as the orgasms continued to tear through her.

"Please," she finally sobbed, her body trembling uncontrollably. "Please, I'll do anything, be anything, just please let me rest—"

Elena finally turned off the vibrator, leaving Elizabeth gasping and shaking on the bench. "There," she announced with satisfaction. "Now you understand what you are. You're not Elizabeth Blackwood anymore—you're my property, my toy, my slave. Say it."

"I'm your property," Elizabeth whispered, her voice barely audible. "Your toy, your slave."

"Louder," Elena demanded.

"I'm your property!" Elizabeth cried out, her voice echoing through the penthouse. "Your toy, your slave! I belong to you completely!"

"Perfect," Elena smiled with cold satisfaction. "Tomorrow we begin your real training. But tonight, I think you deserve a reward for accepting your new status so completely."

Elena began untying the restraints, but Elizabeth could barely move, her body still trembling from the multiple orgasms. When she was finally free, Elena pulled her into her arms, her touch suddenly gentle.

"You did beautifully," Elena murmured against her ear. "You're going to be everything I dreamed of when I bid on you. My perfect, obedient little slave."

Elizabeth melted against her new owner, her mind completely fogged with submission and arousal. She belonged to Elena now, body and soul, and the thought filled her with a contentment she'd never experienced before.

She was exactly where she belonged—owned, controlled, and completely claimed.


Chapter 6: The First Lesson

Elizabeth woke on silk sheets that weren't her own, her body aching in unfamiliar ways. The collar around her throat served as an immediate reminder of her new status—she was no longer Mrs. Elizabeth Blackwood, society matron and charity organizer. She was Elena Volkov's property, bought and paid for at two hundred million dollars.

Sunlight streamed through floor-to-ceiling windows, revealing Manhattan spread out below Elena's penthouse like a kingdom. Elizabeth tried to sit up, wincing as muscles she'd forgotten she had protested the movement. Last night's session had pushed her body to its absolute limits.

"Good morning, my pet," Elena's accented voice drew Elizabeth's attention to the doorway. Her owner stood there in a silk robe that left little to the imagination, her platinum hair perfectly styled despite the early hour. "How are you feeling?"

"Sore," Elizabeth admitted, her voice hoarse from the screaming Elena had drawn from her. "But... good. Really good."

Elena's smile was predatory as she approached the bed, her eyes cataloguing Elizabeth's naked form with the same clinical interest she'd shown during the purchase inspection. "Excellent. Pain and pleasure should blend together for you now. That's the first sign of proper conditioning."

Elizabeth felt her pussy clench at Elena's words, arousal stirring despite her exhaustion. The Russian heiress had been right—Elizabeth was already thinking like property, responding to her owner's approval with desperate need.

"Where's Daniel?" Elizabeth asked, suddenly realizing her husband wasn't in the enormous bed.

"Gone," Elena said simply, settling beside Elizabeth on the silk sheets. "I sent him home after you passed out. He won't be seeing you again until I decide you're ready to be shown off."

The casual dismissal of her husband should have bothered Elizabeth, but instead it sent heat flooding through her core. Elena's ownership was so complete that she could simply banish Daniel from Elizabeth's life with a word.

"What happens now?" Elizabeth whispered, her body already responding to Elena's proximity.

"Now we begin your real education," Elena's hand traced the collar around Elizabeth's throat possessively. "You responded beautifully to basic stimulation last night, but that was just an appetizer. Today we discover exactly how far your submission can be pushed."

Elena rose from the bed, her robe falling open to reveal her perfect body underneath. Elizabeth's eyes hungrily devoured the sight—Elena's breasts were smaller than her own but perfectly shaped, her stomach flat, her legs impossibly long. But it was the confidence in her movements that made Elizabeth's mouth water, the absolute certainty that she owned everything around her.

"First, we need to discuss your limits," Elena announced, moving to a wall panel that slid open to reveal an extensive collection of toys and implements. "Or rather, the lack thereof. When I purchased you, you agreed to no restrictions, no boundaries. I want to confirm that agreement now that you've had time to consider what it means."

Elizabeth stared at the collection of devices—some familiar, others completely foreign to her experience. Vibrators of varying sizes, restraints in leather and silk, implements that promised both pleasure and instruction. Her pussy grew wetter as she imagined Elena using each one on her helpless body.

"No limits," Elizabeth confirmed, her voice growing stronger. "I meant what I said. I'm yours to use however you want."

"Good," Elena selected a device that looked like a vibrator but with additional attachments Elizabeth couldn't identify. "Because today's lesson involves sharing you with others. I've invited some friends over to evaluate my new acquisition."

Elizabeth's heart hammered against her ribs as the implications sank in. She'd fantasized about being used by multiple people, but the reality of it happening sent both terror and arousal flooding through her system.

"How many?" Elizabeth managed to ask.

"Six," Elena's smile was arctic. "Three men, three women, all of whom have expressed interest in sampling my new toy. You'll service each of them exactly as they desire, and I'll be watching to evaluate your performance."

The device in Elena's hands buzzed to life, its multiple attachments clearly designed to stimulate several sensitive areas simultaneously. "But first, we need to prepare you properly. Can't have you coming too quickly when you have so many people to please."

Elizabeth's protests died in her throat as Elena positioned the device against her already sensitive pussy. The sensations were overwhelming—vibrations against her clit, pressure inside her, stimulation in places she'd never experienced before.

"This will build your endurance," Elena explained clinically as Elizabeth writhed on the silk sheets. "By the time my guests arrive, you'll be able to perform for hours without losing control."

Elizabeth's first orgasm hit within minutes, but the device didn't stop. Instead, it seemed to adapt to her responses, backing off just enough to keep her on the edge without allowing complete release.

"Please," Elizabeth gasped, her body arching desperately as the machine kept her balanced on the knife's edge of climax. "Let me come properly."

"Not yet," Elena's voice was implacable. "You need to learn that your pleasure belongs to me now. You come when I allow it, how I allow it, and not before."

Hours seemed to pass as Elena kept Elizabeth trapped in a state of constant arousal, the device bringing her to the brink of orgasm over and over without allowing release. By the time Elena finally turned it off, Elizabeth was a trembling, desperate mess, her body slick with sweat and her mind fogged with need.

"Perfect," Elena observed with satisfaction. "Now you're properly prepared. Your body is so sensitized that the slightest touch will drive you wild, but you won't be able to come without permission."

The doorbell chimed through the penthouse, and Elizabeth's heart leaped into her throat. Elena's guests had arrived, and she was about to be shared like an expensive bottle of wine.

"Stay exactly as you are," Elena commanded as she moved toward the door. "I want them to see you like this—naked, collared, desperate, and completely available."

Elizabeth could hear voices in the entryway, the cultured tones of the wealthy discussing her like she was already absent. Her pussy clenched with renewed arousal as she realized they were talking about what they planned to do with her body.

"Ladies and gentlemen," Elena's voice carried clearly as she led the group into the bedroom, "may I present my latest acquisition. Elizabeth, say hello to your guests."

Elizabeth looked up to see six of the most powerful people she'd ever encountered. She recognized Senator Patricia Hayes immediately, her political composure replaced by obvious hunger. Beside her stood Marcus Wellington, his Wall Street shark instincts clearly focused on claiming Elizabeth for himself.

The others were strangers but clearly cut from the same cloth—wealthy, confident, used to taking whatever they desired. Two more women and one additional man, all of them studying Elizabeth like she was a racehorse they were considering purchasing.

"Magnificent," breathed one of the women, a statuesque redhead whose accent suggested European nobility. "She's even more responsive than you described, Elena."

"May we touch her?" Marcus asked, his usual business restraint completely abandoned as he stared at Elizabeth's naked, trembling form.

"Of course," Elena gestured magnanimously. "She's here for your pleasure. Use her however you like."

Multiple hands descended on Elizabeth's body at once, each touch sending electricity through her oversensitized nerves. She cried out as fingers found her nipples, her pussy, her mouth, every erogenous zone stimulated simultaneously by strangers who owned her for the afternoon.

"So wet," Senator Hayes observed, her fingers sliding easily inside Elizabeth's soaked pussy. "She's absolutely dripping."

"And so tight," Marcus groaned, his cock already freed from his expensive trousers as he positioned himself near Elizabeth's head. "Elena, you've outdone yourself with this one."

Elizabeth opened her mouth automatically as Marcus's cock approached her lips, her body responding to the training Elena had already begun. But instead of the familiar taste of her husband, she was filled with a stranger's cock, used like a toy for his pleasure while others continued exploring her body.

"She takes direction beautifully," the redhead observed, her own fingers working inside Elizabeth alongside Senator Hayes. "How long did it take to train her to this level?"

"Less than twelve hours," Elena's voice held obvious pride. "She's a natural submissive who just needed the right owner to unlock her potential."

Elizabeth moaned around Marcus's cock as more hands claimed her body, her mind fragmenting under the assault of sensation. She was no longer Elizabeth Blackwood—she was a collection of holes and curves designed for others' pleasure, a two-hundred-million-dollar toy being enjoyed by her owner's friends.

"I want to try her mouth," one of the other men announced, and Elizabeth found herself passed between them like an expensive bottle of champagne, each person sampling what Elena had purchased.

"She's incredible," Senator Hayes gasped as Elizabeth's tongue worked between her thighs. "So eager to please, so desperate to satisfy."

"That's what two hundred million dollars buys you," Elena observed with satisfaction. "Complete obedience, unlimited access, and a woman who gets wetter the more she's used."

The afternoon dissolved into a blur of sensation as Elizabeth was passed from person to person, each of Elena's guests taking their turn with her mouth, her pussy, her hands. She serviced them all with desperate enthusiasm, her body responding to each new touch with renewed arousal.

"Please," Elizabeth finally gasped during a brief moment when her mouth was free. "Please let me come. I need it so badly."

"Not yet," Elena's voice cut through her desperation. "You haven't earned it. Keep serving my guests."

Elizabeth whimpered but obeyed, taking the next cock into her mouth with renewed dedication. She belonged to Elena now, and her pleasure was secondary to her owner's desires.

Hours later, after each guest had been thoroughly satisfied, Elizabeth lay exhausted on the silk sheets, her body marked with the evidence of her use. Elena's guests had departed, leaving her alone with her owner and a deeper understanding of what she'd become.

"You performed beautifully," Elena murmured, settling beside Elizabeth on the bed. "My friends were very impressed with my purchase."

"Thank you," Elizabeth whispered automatically, then flushed at her own response. She was already thinking like property, grateful for her owner's approval.

"Tomorrow we fly to Montenegro," Elena announced, her fingers tracing the collar around Elizabeth's throat. "My estate there has much more... comprehensive facilities for your continued education."

Elizabeth shivered at the implications, her body already responding with arousal despite her exhaustion. "What will you do to me there?"

Elena's smile was pure predator. "Everything, my dear. Absolutely everything."


Chapter 7: The Estate

Elena's private jet cut through the clouds above the Adriatic Sea, its luxury interior more opulent than most five-star hotels. Elizabeth knelt naked on the plush carpet beside Elena's seat, her collar the only thing adorning her body as they flew toward Montenegro. The flight attendants—two stunning women who clearly served Elena in more ways than just beverages—had barely blinked at Elizabeth's nudity.

"Tell me what you're thinking," Elena commanded, her fingers idly stroking Elizabeth's hair as she reviewed documents on her tablet. They'd been flying for hours, and Elizabeth had spent the entire time in this position—naked, kneeling, available for Elena's attention whenever desired.

"I'm thinking about what's waiting for me," Elizabeth admitted, her voice soft with anticipation and fear. "Your estate. What you're going to do to me there."

"Good," Elena's smile was predatory as she set aside her tablet. "You should be nervous. The penthouse was just orientation—a brief introduction to your new role. The estate is where your real education begins."

Through the aircraft's windows, Elizabeth could see the rugged coastline of Montenegro approaching, all dramatic cliffs and hidden coves. Elena's estate perched on a private peninsula, its walls high enough to ensure complete privacy for whatever activities took place within.

"See that building there?" Elena pointed to a structure separate from the main mansion. "That's where you'll be spending most of your time. My private training facility, equipped with everything necessary to transform you into the perfect sexual servant."

Elizabeth's pussy clenched at Elena's words, arousal flooding her system despite the fear. The training facility looked innocuous from the air—elegant architecture that matched the main house—but Elizabeth could imagine the equipment hidden within its walls.

"How long will I be there?" Elizabeth asked, though part of her was terrified of the answer.

"As long as it takes," Elena's fingers tightened in Elizabeth's hair, a subtle reminder of ownership. "Days, weeks, months—until you're everything I paid for. Until you can service a dozen people without losing control, until you beg for pain as much as pleasure, until you're addicted to being owned."

The jet touched down on Elena's private airstrip, and Elizabeth felt her life as Elizabeth Blackwood finally ending completely. Whatever emerged from Elena's training facility would be something entirely different—a sexual creature designed purely for others' enjoyment.

"Stand," Elena commanded as the engines wound down. "Let my staff see what I've purchased."

Elizabeth rose gracefully, her naked body on full display as the cabin door opened. A line of servants waited on the tarmac—men and women in elegant uniforms, all of them beautiful enough to be models. Their eyes fixed on Elizabeth's nude form with professional interest, cataloguing her like a prize horse being delivered to stable.

"This is my new acquisition," Elena announced as they descended the aircraft steps. "She'll be staying in the training facility until further notice. See that she's prepared according to my specifications."

A woman stepped forward—tall, dark-haired, with the bearing of someone accustomed to authority. "Of course, Mistress Elena. Shall we begin with the standard orientation?"

"Enhanced orientation," Elena corrected, her hand possessively gripping Elizabeth's ass as they walked toward the waiting vehicles. "She's proven exceptionally responsive, so we can accelerate the timeline."

Elizabeth climbed into the back of an open-topped vehicle, her nakedness displayed for anyone who cared to look. The drive through Elena's estate revealed manicured gardens, fountains, and elegant architecture that spoke of centuries of wealth and power. But Elizabeth's attention was fixed on the training facility growing larger ahead of them.

Up close, the building was even more imposing—three stories of elegant stone and glass that could have housed a small hotel. Elizabeth could see figures moving behind some of the windows, and she wondered if they were other women undergoing their own transformations.

"Welcome to your new home," Elena announced as they pulled up to the entrance. "You won't be leaving until I'm completely satisfied with your progress."

The interior was breathtaking—marble floors, crystal chandeliers, artwork that belonged in museums. But Elizabeth's trained eye caught the subtle details that revealed the building's true purpose: discrete cameras, reinforced doors, furniture designed for restraint rather than comfort.

"Room Seven," Elena instructed the dark-haired woman. "Full monitoring, progressive conditioning protocol. I want daily reports on her responses."

"Understood, Mistress," the woman replied, then turned to Elizabeth with a professional smile. "I'm Katrina, and I'll be overseeing your training. If you'll follow me."

Elizabeth looked back at Elena, sudden panic flaring as she realized she was being handed over to strangers. "You're not staying?"

"I have business to attend to," Elena's expression was coldly amused. "Don't worry, pet. Katrina is extremely skilled at what she does. You'll be in excellent hands."

Katrina led Elizabeth through corridors lined with doors, each one marked only with a number. Elizabeth could hear sounds from behind some of them—moans, cries, the crack of leather against skin. Other women were here, undergoing their own transformations.

"Room Seven," Katrina announced, opening a door to reveal Elizabeth's new quarters. The space was elegant but clearly designed for control—a comfortable bed with restraint points, monitors, and furniture that could be adjusted for various... activities.

"Strip," Katrina commanded, then paused. "Oh, you're already naked. Excellent. Elena mentioned you're a quick learner."

Elizabeth stood in the center of the room as Katrina began her evaluation, those professional hands mapping every inch of her body with clinical efficiency. "Good muscle tone, excellent response to stimulation, already properly conditioned for submission. We can definitely work with this."

"What exactly are you going to do to me?" Elizabeth asked, though her voice trembled with more arousal than fear.

"Everything necessary to turn you into the perfect sexual servant," Katrina replied matter-of-factly. "Physical conditioning, psychological restructuring, technique refinement. By the time we're finished, you'll be able to satisfy any desire, endure any pleasure, crave any command."

Katrina moved to a wall panel that opened to reveal an array of devices Elizabeth couldn't begin to identify. "We'll start with basic endurance training. Elena mentioned you can handle multiple orgasms, but we need to push that limit much higher."

The device Katrina selected looked like it belonged in a medical facility—multiple attachments, precise controls, designed for prolonged use rather than quick pleasure. Elizabeth's pussy clenched with anticipation as Katrina began positioning the various components.

"This will stimulate you continuously for the next four hours," Katrina explained as she worked. "The intensity will vary, sometimes gentle, sometimes overwhelming, but it won't stop. Your body needs to learn that pleasure isn't something you control—it's something that happens to you."

Elizabeth gasped as the device came to life, sensations flooding through her oversensitized nerves. The first orgasm hit within minutes, but the machine adapted immediately, backing off just enough to keep her balanced on the edge of another.

"Excellent initial response," Katrina noted, making entries on a tablet. "Heart rate elevated but stable, arousal markers at optimal levels. You're going to adapt beautifully to our program."

Hours blurred together as the machine worked Elizabeth's body with relentless precision. Orgasms crashed over her in waves—some gentle, others overwhelming, all of them controlled by technology rather than her own desires. Her world narrowed to the sensations flowing through her, her mind fragmenting under the constant stimulation.

"Please," Elizabeth gasped during a brief lull in the intensity. "I need a break. I can't take anymore."

"Of course you can," Katrina's voice was professionally encouraging. "Your body is designed for this. We're simply teaching it to access its full potential."

The machine's intensity spiked suddenly, dragging another screaming orgasm from Elizabeth's oversensitized flesh. She lost count after the fifteenth climax, her mind too fogged with pleasure to focus on anything but the sensations consuming her.

When Katrina finally turned off the device, Elizabeth lay trembling and exhausted, her body slick with sweat and arousal. But despite the intensity, she found herself craving more—the absence of stimulation felt like a loss rather than relief.

"Perfect response," Katrina observed, checking Elizabeth's vital signs. "Your body is already adapting, craving the stimulation rather than rejecting it. We can move to phase two tomorrow."

"What's phase two?" Elizabeth whispered, her voice hoarse from screaming.

"Multiple partners," Katrina replied casually. "We need to condition you to service several people simultaneously without losing focus or control. Elena has very specific requirements for your performance."

Elizabeth's pussy clenched at the thought, fresh arousal stirring despite her exhaustion. "How many partners?"

"We'll start with three and work our way up to ten," Katrina explained, making final notes on her tablet. "By the end of your training, you'll be able to satisfy an entire room of people while maintaining perfect form and enthusiasm."

As Katrina prepared to leave, Elizabeth called out desperately. "Wait—when will I see Elena again?"

"When you've earned it," Katrina's smile was professionally warm but implacable. "Elena doesn't waste time on unfinished projects. Prove that her investment was worthwhile, and she'll take a personal interest in your progress."

Alone in Room Seven, Elizabeth stared at her reflection in the mirrored ceiling. The woman looking back at her was barely recognizable—naked, collared, marked with the evidence of her training. But instead of feeling degraded, she felt purpose. This was what she was meant to be—not a society wife playing at submission, but a genuine sexual servant designed for others' pleasure.

Tomorrow would bring new challenges, new training protocols, new ways to push her boundaries. Elizabeth found herself looking forward to it with desperate anticipation.

She was becoming exactly what Elena had paid for—a two-hundred-million-dollar whore who lived only to serve.

The transformation was just beginning.


Chapter 8: The Graduation

Six months later, Elizabeth knelt in the center of Elena's grand ballroom at the Montenegro estate, her naked body a testament to the transformation she'd undergone. The collar around her throat bore new additions—small diamonds that caught the light with every movement, marking her as Elena's most prized possession. Her body had been sculpted by months of intensive training, every muscle toned for maximum pleasure delivery, her mind rewired to crave service above all else.

"Ladies and gentlemen," Elena's voice carried across the assembled crowd of fifty of the world's wealthiest individuals, "tonight marks the completion of Elizabeth's education. What began as an impulsive auction purchase has become my greatest investment—a perfect sexual servant worth every penny of the two hundred million I paid."

Elizabeth's pussy clenched at Elena's words, arousal flooding her system as dozens of hungry eyes catalogued her naked form. These weren't charity gala attendees playing at sophistication—these were Elena's inner circle, men and women whose appetites matched their bank accounts in their astronomical excess.

Daniel stood near the back of the crowd, his presence a shock that made Elizabeth's heart race. She hadn't seen her husband since that first night in Elena's penthouse, and the man staring at her now looked haunted by months of separation.

"As you can see," Elena continued, her hand trailing possessively down Elizabeth's spine, "my investment has paid dividends. She can now service twelve people simultaneously while maintaining perfect form, endure hours of continuous stimulation without losing consciousness, and most importantly—she craves it all with genuine desperation."

Elizabeth's training had been relentless, pushing her body and mind to limits she'd never imagined possible. The months at the facility had stripped away every pretense of her former life, rebuilding her as a creature designed purely for sexual service. She could deepthroat cocks that would have made her gag before, take anal penetration that once would have been impossible, and maintain perfect composure while being used by multiple partners simultaneously.

"Tonight," Elena announced with predatory satisfaction, "Elizabeth graduates from training to active service. She'll demonstrate her skills for you all, and then... she'll be available for rental."

The word 'rental' sent electricity through Elizabeth's core. She was no longer just Elena's property—she was becoming a commodity, a luxury service that could be enjoyed by anyone willing to pay Elena's prices.

"The demonstration will begin with a simple endurance test," Elena gestured to a group of ten men and women who stepped forward from the crowd. Elizabeth recognized some of them from her training—skilled professionals who had helped perfect her techniques over the months.

"Elizabeth," Elena's voice carried absolute authority, "service them all. Show our guests what two hundred million dollars of training can accomplish."

Elizabeth moved with fluid grace, her body responding automatically to the commands drilled into her over months of intensive conditioning. She positioned herself in the center of the group, her mouth, hands, and pussy immediately claimed by multiple partners.

The rhythm was perfect, practiced through countless sessions until it had become as natural as breathing. Elizabeth worked three cocks with her mouth and hands while being penetrated from behind, her body accepting the multiple intrusions with desperate enthusiasm. Every movement was calculated for maximum pleasure delivery, every response genuine arousal rather than performed compliance.

"Look at her form," Elena narrated for the fascinated crowd, "perfect synchronization, no wasted motion, complete focus on her partners' pleasure despite being simultaneously stimulated herself."

Elizabeth's first orgasm crashed over her as designed—intense enough to demonstrate her responsiveness, but controlled enough that she maintained perfect service throughout. The months of training had taught her body to climax on command while never losing focus on her primary purpose.

"Magnificent," breathed Marcus Wellington, who had flown in specifically for this demonstration. "She's completely transformed from the society wife we bid on six months ago."

Daniel watched in stunned silence as his wife serviced the group with professional skill, her body moving with practiced efficiency that spoke of countless hours of training. The woman performing wasn't the Elizabeth he'd married—she was something entirely new, a sexual creature designed for others' pleasure.

"Switch positions," Elena commanded, and Elizabeth immediately adjusted, taking different partners into her mouth and pussy without missing a beat. Her endurance was supernatural now, her body conditioned to perform for hours without fatigue.

"She can maintain this pace for four hours straight," Elena informed the impressed crowd. "Heart rate stays steady, enthusiasm never flags, multiple orgasms that enhance rather than hinder her performance."

Elizabeth lost herself in the familiar rhythm of service, her mind fragmenting into pure sensation as she was used by the skilled group. This was what she was designed for now—not thinking or deciding, just responding to touch and command with perfect obedience.

When the demonstration finally ended, Elizabeth knelt trembling but still aroused, her body marked with the evidence of her use. The applause from the crowd was thunderous, recognition of a performance that transcended mere sexuality to become art.

"And now," Elena announced with obvious satisfaction, "Elizabeth is available for private sessions. My standard rate is five million per night, with additional fees for specialized requests."

Hands shot up immediately throughout the crowd, wealthy individuals competing for the privilege of renting Elena's masterpiece. Elizabeth felt a surge of pride at being so desired, her value confirmed by the frantic bidding.

"I'll take the first week," Marcus Wellington called out, his usual Wall Street composure shattered by what he'd witnessed. "Twenty-five million for exclusive access."

"Forty million for two weeks," Senator Hayes countered, her political authority bleeding into pure sexual hunger.

"Sixty million for a month," a new voice joined the bidding—a tech billionaire whose appetites were legendary even among the ultra-wealthy.

Elizabeth's pussy clenched as the numbers climbed, her arousal spiking at being valued so highly. She was no longer just Elena's property—she was a luxury commodity that the world's elite would pay astronomical sums to enjoy.

"Sold to Mr. Chen for sixty million," Elena announced with obvious satisfaction. "Elizabeth will spend the next month at his disposal, after which she returns to me for evaluation and potential retraining."

As the crowd began to disperse, making appointments and discussing rates, Daniel approached Elena with obvious desperation. "I want to buy her back," he said without preamble. "Name your price."

Elena's laugh was like crystal breaking. "Daniel, darling, you misunderstand the situation completely. Elizabeth isn't for sale—she's for rent. And even if she were, could you match what she's worth now? The bidding tonight alone generated over two hundred million in reservations."

Daniel stared at his wife, who knelt silently beside Elena with perfect posture, her eyes downcast in proper submissive position. "Elizabeth," he called softly, "do you want to come home?"

Elizabeth looked up at her former husband, seeing the pain and longing in his eyes. But when she opened her mouth to respond, it was Elena's training that emerged. "I belong to Mistress Elena now," she said automatically. "My wants are irrelevant—only my service matters."

"You see?" Elena's hand stroked Elizabeth's hair possessively. "She's been completely reconditioned. The society wife you married no longer exists. What remains is a perfect sexual servant who lives only to please."

"But..." Daniel's voice cracked with emotion, "she was my wife. We had a life together."

"And now she has a new life," Elena replied without sympathy. "A better life, serving those who appreciate her true value. Your charity auction fantasy has become reality, Daniel—Elizabeth is now the ultimate hotwife, available to anyone who can afford her services."

As Daniel walked away, shoulders slumped in defeat, Elizabeth felt a momentary pang of her old life. But it was quickly overwhelmed by anticipation for her upcoming month with Mr. Chen, whose requirements were known to be particularly... creative.

"Are you ready for your first rental, pet?" Elena asked, her fingers finding Elizabeth's collar.

"Yes, Mistress," Elizabeth replied with genuine enthusiasm. "I'm ready to serve whoever desires me."

Elena's smile was pure satisfaction as she contemplated her greatest investment. The shy society wife who had agreed to be auctioned for charity had been transformed into the world's most expensive courtesan, generating hundreds of millions in revenue while fulfilling her deepest submissive fantasies.

"Good girl," Elena purred, her hand sliding down to cup Elizabeth's bare breast. "Because this is just the beginning. By the time I'm finished showcasing your talents, every wealthy person on the planet will want to experience what two hundred million dollars of training can produce."

Elizabeth shivered with anticipation as she imagined the months and years ahead—an endless parade of wealthy clients, each one exploring her perfectly trained body and conditioned responses. She would never again have to make decisions or worry about mundane concerns. Her only purpose was to serve, to please, to be the ultimate sexual fantasy made flesh.

The auction that had begun as charity theater had become her destiny—Elizabeth Blackwood was gone forever, replaced by Elena's perfect creation, the world's most valuable hotwife, ready to fulfill any desire for the right price.

She was exactly what she'd always been meant to be—owned, trained, and utterly devoted to the pleasure of others.

The transformation was complete.
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