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Chapter 1: The Book
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The bedroom was bathed in the soft, warm glow of Samantha’s bedside lamp, a small island of light against the deep navy of the late night. The house had settled into its nocturnal quiet, the only sounds the distant hum of the refrigerator and the gentle rustle of pages. Samantha was propped against a mountain of pillows, her brilliant red hair a fiery cascade against the white linen. A thick paperback was held open in her hands, her brow furrowed in concentration, a slight smile playing on her lips.

The door creaked softly as Bo padded in, his form silhouetted against the brighter light of the hallway before he clicked the door shut. He moved with the tired, familiar grace of someone ending a long day, dropping his clothes into the hamper and pulling on a pair of soft sleep pants.

“Hey, you,” he murmured, his voice rough with fatigue.

Samantha didn’t look up, but her smile widened. “Hey. Long one?”

“The longest,” he sighed, sliding under the duvet beside her. The mattress dipped with his weight, and she instinctively shifted closer, a human seeking warmth. He leaned over, pressing a soft kiss to her bare shoulder. Her skin was cool from the night air. He glanced at the book, its cover featuring a man with a brooding, intense stare clutching a woman in a flowing dress. “Whatcha readin’?”

She finally lowered the book, her green eyes glittering with a mix of amusement and something else—a spark of shared conspiracy. She tilted the cover towards him: The Compliant Mind.

Bo squinted at the title. “Sounds... serious. Is this one of your spicy ones?”

“Extremely,” she confirmed, her tone dry.

He chuckled, settling back onto his own pillow and turning to face her. “Just how over the top are we talking? Lots of heaving bosoms and throbbing members?”

“Oh, you know it,” Samantha laughed. “But this one has a theme. Listen to this.” She cleared her throat theatrically, finding her place on the page. Her voice took on a low, playful cadence as she read aloud. “‘His voice was not a sound, but a silken command that unspooled the very threads of her will. ‘Look at the watch,’ he murmured, and the gentle sway of it became the axis of her universe. She felt her own thoughts, her fears, her inhibitions, softening at the edges, melting away like wax under a flame. All that remained was a pliable, aching need to obey, to please him, to become whatever he desired.’” She snapped the book shut with a definitive clap. “See? Heaving bosoms, and hypnotism.”

Bo let out a warm, genuine laugh. “Okay, that’s kind of goofy. ‘Unspooled the very threads of her will’? A bit much, don’t you think?”

Samantha placed the book on her nightstand, her movements deliberate. She turned off the lamp, plunging the room into darkness save for the silver moonlight filtering through the blinds. She shifted onto her side, facing him, and in the dim light, he could see the earnestness on her face.

“Actually,” she said, her voice barely a whisper in the dark. “I think it’s kind of hot.”

There was a beat of silence. Bo’s teasing demeanour softened. “Seriously?”

“Yeah. Seriously.” She reached out, her fingers finding his under the covers. “The idea of it, I mean. Not the cheesy pocket watch stuff, but... letting go so completely. Trusting someone enough that you can just... turn your brain off and be... compliant. It’s a fantasy, isn’t it? To not have to be in charge of anything. To totally give in.”

Bo absorbed this, his thumb stroking the back of her hand. This was new. After three years together, he cherished these little revelations, the hidden rooms she still occasionally opened for him. “Okay,” he said, his voice low and curious. “So, is that a thing for you? The whole... hypnosis thing?”

“I guess the idea of it is,” she admitted, snuggling closer. Her voice was a soft murmur against his shoulder. “It’s about the surrender. It ties into other stuff, too.”

“What other stuff?” he prompted gently.

She took a slow breath, as if gathering courage. “Well... you know we’ve talked about... adding a third. Sometimes, in my head, I think about what that would be like. Not just one of them, but... maybe trying each type. Another woman with us. Or another man.”

The air in the room seemed to change, becoming heavier, charged. Bo felt a familiar heat stirring in his gut. “Each type, huh?” he repeated, his voice a little thicker.

“Mhmm,” she hummed, her leg brushing against his. “With another woman, I think I’d like to watch you with her. To see you like that. And with another man... I think I’d like to feel... outnumbered. In a good way. Like I’m the centre of all this... attention.”

Her words painted a vivid picture in the dark room. Bo’s heart began to beat a little faster. He could feel the warmth of her body, smell the faint scent of her shampoo. Under the covers, he felt himself becoming more erect.

He rolled onto his side, facing her fully, his body responding to the intimacy of her confession. He leaned in, his intention to capture her mouth with his, to pull her into him and make those fantasies feel a little more real.

But as he moved, she placed a soft hand on his chest.

“I’m so tired, Bo,” she whispered, the admission laced with genuine apology. “My brain is awake, but my body is just... done.”

The spell wasn’t broken, but it gently settled. The raw arousal was still there, a low thrum under his skin, but it was tempered by a deeper, more profound affection. He understood. Instead of a passionate kiss, he leaned forward and pressed his lips to her cheek, a slow, tender gesture that held all the promise of tomorrow.

“Okay, my love,” he whispered against her skin.

She sighed, a sound of pure contentment and exhaustion, and turned over, her back nestling against his chest. He wrapped an arm around her, feeling the steady rhythm of her breathing begin to slow.

“Goodnight, Bo,” she mumbled, already half asleep.

He held her tighter, his mind still dancing with images of silken commands and shared glances in a crowded room.

“Goodnight, Samantha.”
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Chapter 2: Fantasies
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Saturday morning arrived not with an alarm, but with the slow, golden light of a sun already high in the sky. Bo swam up from a deep, dreamless sleep, the first thing to greet him being the rich, savoury scent of frying bacon. It curled under the bedroom door, a siren’s call that finally pulled him the rest of the way to consciousness. He blinked, squinting at the clock on his nightstand. It was almost eleven.

The space beside him in bed was empty, the sheets cool. He stretched, his body still heavy with sleep, and shuffled out into the hallway. The scent grew stronger, mixed now with the bitter, welcoming aroma of freshly brewed coffee. He found Samantha in the kitchen, bathed in the bright morning light. She was humming softly, her red hair tied up in a messy bun, as she tended to a sizzling pan. A full carafe of coffee sat waiting on the counter.

“Well, good morning, sleepyhead,” she said, her voice warm and bright. She turned and offered a smile, wiping her hands on a tea towel.

“Morning,” he rasped, his voice still thick with sleep. He crossed the kitchen, drawn to her and the coffee in equal measure. He wrapped his arms around her from behind, burying his face in the crook of her neck, and pressed a soft, lingering kiss to her skin. She leaned back into him with a contented sigh.

“How’d you sleep?” he asked, releasing her to pour a much-needed mug of coffee.

“Like a rock. You were dead to the world. I was almost worried I’d have to check for a pulse.” She expertly flipped an egg. “You?”

“Out cold,” he said, taking a grateful sip. “Must have needed it.”

They moved around each other in the comfortable, practised dance of a shared kitchen, plating the eggs and bacon and carrying them to the small table by the window. The conversation was easy, filled with plans for their lazy Saturday. But as they ate, Bo found his mind drifting back, pulled like a tide to the darkness of their bedroom the night before.

The memory of Samantha’s voice, a whisper in the dark, replayed in his head. “I think I’d like to watch you with her. To see you like that.” The thought sent a fresh, unexpected jolt of heat through him. He pictured it—another presence in their intimate space, the shift in dynamic, the intense focus on Samantha. And woven through it all was the other idea, the one from her book: the silken command, the unspooling of will, the act of surrender. The two fantasies began to braid together in his mind, each making the other more potent.

“—so we could go to the market, if you want?” Samantha was saying. She paused, her fork hovering mid-air. “Bo? You okay? You’re a million miles away.”

He blinked, startled back to the present. The bright kitchen seemed to snap back into focus. “Oh, sorry. Just tired.”

She gave him a skeptical, playful look. “Even after sleeping for, like, twelve hours?”

“Yeah,” he said, offering a weak smile and taking a bite of his toast. “Guess so.” It was a lie, and he felt a twinge of guilt for it. But he couldn’t tell her that his distraction was a direct result of her confession, that the quiet domesticity of their breakfast was juxtaposed against a vividly unfolding fantasy in his mind. He was preoccupied, his thoughts a private, thrilling turmoil.

Later that morning, as he was loading the dishwasher, the fragments of his thoughts suddenly coalesced. He was thinking about the hypnosis, about how it was just a silly storybook trope, wasn't it? And then, a memory surfaced with perfect clarity.

Aaron.

His friend from university, the one who was always into magic tricks and mentalism. They’d been for beers a few months ago, and Aaron had been rambling on about his newest obsession in the world of magic. For as long as he’d known him, Aaron had always been into magic tricks. He was an amateur, but generally really good at any of the tricks he performed in front of people.

Bo could almost hear his voice, earnest and excited: “It’s not just pulling rabbits from hats, man. I’m getting into real hypnosis. It’s a science. I’ve got books, I’m following these online courses from some serious experts... it’s wild what the mind can do.”

Bo stopped, a plate in his hand, his gaze fixed on nothing. Aaron. An amateur, but a skilled and knowledgeable one. A guy they trusted.

A slow, secretive smirk spread across Bo’s face as a deliciously naughty idea began to take root.
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Chapter 3: The Call
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He had to wait until Samantha was out of the house. He didn’t want her knowing what he was up to.

The opportunity came later that afternoon when she announced she was heading to the garden centre to look at fall planters. The moment her car pulled out of the driveway, a nervous energy buzzed under Bo’s skin. He paced the living room for a few minutes, rehearsing the conversation in his head before finally grabbing his cell phone and selecting Aaron’s name from his contacts.

The phone rang three times before clicking.

“Bo? Hey, man, what’s up?” Aaron’s voice was cheerful, a faint clatter of dishes in the background suggesting Bo had caught him in the middle of something domestic.

“Not much, buddy. Just enjoying the Saturday. How are you?”

“Can’t complain. Just cleaning up from lunch. You and Samantha doing anything fun today?”

“Nah, probably just a quiet one. Maybe a movie.” Bo’s grip on the phone was tight. He took a steadying breath, the pleasantries feeling like a hurdle he needed to clear. “Listen, uh, I actually had a question for you. A bit of a weird one.”

“Okay... shoot,” Aaron said, his tone shifting to curious.

“You know that stuff you were telling me about a while back? Your... hypnosis research?”

There was a pause on the other end of the line. “Yeah...?”

“I was wondering,” Bo continued, choosing his words carefully. “How... serious is that? Like, is it something you could actually do? On a person?”

Aaron let out a short, surprised laugh. “What? Is this a prank? Did Mark put you up to this?”

“No, no prank,” Bo said, his voice earnest. “I’m being completely serious, Aaron. I’m genuinely curious if you could help me with something. Something involving that.”

The line was quiet for a moment, the silence heavy with Aaron’s reassessment of the call. “Help you how?” he asked, his tone now cautious but intrigued.

“I don’t know the specifics yet,” Bo said, which was mostly true. “Just... in theory. Could you do it? Could you hypnotize someone?”

To his surprise and his excitement, Aaron’s response wasn’t a dismissal. “Well... yeah. In theory. The principles are sound. It’s about focus and suggestion, guiding someone into a hyper-suggestible state.” He sounded like he was quoting from one of his books. “Maybe we could try something like that. It’s been forever since I’ve actually tried it on a person, though. I’d be rusty.”

A slow, scheming smirk spread across Bo’s face. He could feel the plan, once a vague fantasy, beginning to crystallize into something tangible. Something possible.

“Doesn’t hurt to try,” Bo said, his voice a low, confident murmur.
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Chapter 4: The Meet Up
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The excuse was a necessary evil. “I’m just going to run over to Mark’s,” Bo had said, pulling on his jacket. “He’s having some trouble with his car stereo and thinks I can figure it out.” It was a plausible lie; Mark was always tinkering with something, and Bo was the more mechanically inclined of the two. Samantha had just nodded, engrossed in her book, and offered a distracted “Say hi for me,” as he headed out the door.

He didn’t go to Mark’s. Instead, he pointed his car across the city, the direction feeling significant, like crossing a threshold. Aaron lived in a modest bungalow, and as Bo pulled up in the driveway, he was waved around back to the detached garage. The door was open, revealing a space that was less for cars and more for projects. Shelves lined the walls, filled with toolboxes, electronic components, and, Bo noticed, a few intriguing props: a deck of cards fanned out in a complex weave, a set of linking rings sitting on a workbench.

Aaron was wiping grease off his hands with a rag. He had the same shade of brown hair as Bo, cut in a similar short style, and from a distance, one might mistake them for brothers or cousins. Up close, the differences were clearer—Aaron’s features were sharper, his frame a little leaner—but the resemblance was still there, an unspoken connection that made the clandestine meeting feel both more comfortable and more charged.

“Hey, man,” Aaron said, tossing the rag aside. “Garage is a mess, but it’s private. I have some family over this weekend so it’s better we chat out here.” He gestured to a couple of worn patio chairs set up in a clear space. “So, what’s this all about? You were pretty cryptic on the phone.”

Bo sat down, the plastic chair creaking under his weight. He took a breath, the reality of saying it all out loud making his heart beat faster. He started from the beginning: Samantha’s book, the late-night confession, her fantasy of surrender, of being the centre of attention with another woman, or another man. He spoke about the hypnosis theme in the novel and how it had sparked something in her. As he talked, he saw Aaron’s initial skepticism melt away, replaced by a focused, intrigued expression.

“And you know,” Bo finished, his voice lowering, “the more I thought about it, the more I couldn’t let it go. The idea of it... of her letting go so completely... it’s just...” He trailed off, the sentiment hanging in the air between them.

“Hot,” Aaron finished for him, a slow smile spreading across his face. “Yeah, I get it. That’s... that’s a pretty intense fantasy.” He ran a hand through his hair. “So, where do I fit in? You want me to, what, be the other guy? The... hypnotist?”

“I’m thinking just the hypnotist for now,” Bo said, leaning forward, his elbows on his knees. “It’d be hot to still have control over her, even after you’ve left. And also, I’d want her to know before jumping into the whole threesome thing. Maybe we could do that next time?” Bo asked, before following up with, “I mean, seriously. Do you think you could do it? Help guide her into that headspace, I mean? Is it really possible?”

Aaron paused, thinking. He glanced over at his shelves, at the books on psychology and mentalism. “Yeah,” he said, his tone becoming more assured. “Yeah, I think I could. The theory is all there. I’d have to brush up on a few specific induction techniques, craft a script... but the foundation is solid. It’s about trust and guidance more than magic.”

A wave of relief and excitement washed over Bo. “So you’ll do it?”

“I’m in,” Aaron said with a definitive nod. “It’s absolutely wild, but I’m in. When are you thinking?”

“Next weekend,” Bo said without hesitation.

Aaron’s eyes widened. “Next weekend? Are you sure? That’s... fast.” He leaned forward, his voice dropping to a concerned whisper. “Bo, does she even know about this part? About me?”

Bo grinned, a proud, almost triumphant expression that didn’t quite reach the slight nervousness in his eyes. He leaned back in his chair, the picture of casual confidence.

“Not yet,” he stated. “Not yet.”
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Chapter 5: The Next Weekend
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Saturday noon found the kitchen smelling of toasted bread and fried eggs. Bo had taken charge, whipping up a simple breakfast while Samantha lingered over a second cup of coffee. The air was light, filled with the mundane sounds of a weekend morning, but beneath Bo’s calm exterior, a current of nervous energy hummed. The entire week had been a secret dance of anticipation, his phone buzzing with discreet texts to and from Aaron, finalizing the plan for today. The plan for her.

He hoped it could work. He’d envisioned it as something sexy, a way to bring her fantasy to life. To ensure she was fully in the moment, he’d taken an extra step. A box had arrived a few days prior, its contents hidden at the back of their closet. Inside were soft, sturdy ropes from an online sex toy shop. His idea was to tie her to a chair, a dramatic but sensual touch to make the hypnosis feel more real, to physically symbolize the surrender she’d described. He’d also bought a few other items—a paddle, a riding crop—thinking they could be used as playful consequences if she "refused to obey" during their scene. It was all part of the game, he told himself.

“What’s the plan for today?” Samantha asked, pulling him from his thoughts. She stretched, a lazy, feline movement. “I was thinking we could go out for a late lunch. Or even dinner if you’d prefer? Maybe that new Italian place?”

“Maybe,” Bo said, his voice a little too casual. “We’ll see.”

He watched her step out of the kitchen to get ready. A few minutes later, she called out from the bedroom, “Does this look okay?”

He walked in and felt his breath catch. She was wearing a red dress, a simple, sleeveless shift that hugged her curves and made her hair look even more brilliantly fiery. It was the kind of dress she wore for dates, for feeling confident and beautiful. A fierce, possessive excitement shot through him. She had no idea, but she was already dressing the part.

“You look incredible,” he said, his voice thick with genuine admiration and the secret knowledge of what was to come. “Absolutely stunning.”

She beamed, turning in front of the mirror. “So, lunch?”

“Are you really hungry? Already?” he asked her.

“No, not really. I just want to get up to something today. Maybe we can go on a cute little date? Even if it’s just to a cafe,” Samantha responded.

“Sure, we can do that. Maybe we go to that cute new cafe we’ve talked about trying again and again and just never have?”

“That sounds good to me,” Samantha smiled as she went to get her coat.

The pair grabbed their things and headed to the door. Moments later, they drove off, to check out the new cafe that was several blocks away.

—
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AFTER RETURNING, BO and Samantha were getting along swimmingly.

“So,” she started, “What do you think about us heading to the bedroom for a bit of fun?”

Bo was taken aback. He hadn’t expected this. Not now. Not yet. He wanted to save this energy for once Aaron arrived. “Yeah, we could do that,” he told her, not wanting to seem disinterested or offend her. “Let’s just... tidy up a bit first,” he suggested, his mind already racing to his friend’s arrival. “The place is a mess.”

“Oh, alright,” Samantha agreed, although she was a bit surprised at being turned down for sex. For the next hour, they moved through the house in a pantomime of normalcy, collecting laundry, running the vacuum, and dusting surfaces. Bo’s attention, however, was fixed on the window, his ears straining for a sound beyond the hum of the cleaner.

Then he heard it. The distinct crunch of tires on gravel.

He froze, the duster in his hand stilling. A car had pulled into their driveway.

Samantha, noticing his sudden stillness, turned off the vacuum. “Are we expecting someone?”

Bo didn’t answer. He walked to the front window and peered through the blinds. A slow, deliberate smile spread across his face as he saw Aaron’s car, right on time.
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Chapter 6: Reintroduction
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The doorbell chimed, a cheerful sound that felt deafening in the tense quiet of the house. Bo’s smile widened. He shot a glance at Samantha, whose face was a mask of polite confusion.

“I’ll get it,” he said, his voice a little too bright.

He opened the door, and there was Aaron, looking a bit more formal than usual in a dark button-down shirt. Bo didn’t hesitate; he pulled his friend into a firm, back-slapping hug.

“Aaron! So glad you could make it, man,” Bo said, the words laden with a meaning only the two of them understood. He stepped back, ushering Aaron inside. “Come in, come in.”

Samantha stood in the living room, her arms crossed loosely. Her expression was one of warm bemusement.

“Samantha, you remember Aaron, right?” Bo said, closing the door. “From my university days? We ran into him at The Black Fox a few months back.”

“Of course, yeah. Hi, Aaron,” Samantha said, offering a genuine smile. “It’s good to see you. Bo didn’t mention you were stopping by!”

“Hey, Samantha. You look great,” Aaron said, returning the smile. “And yeah, last-minute thing. Bo just reached out this week.”

“Well, it’s a nice surprise,” she said. The three of them stood for an awkward moment in the entryway before the social script took over. “Can I get you a drink? Coffee? A beer?”

“I’m good for now, thanks,” Aaron said, shoving his hands in his pockets.

They moved into the living room, settling onto the sofa and chairs. The conversation started with the safe, easy banter of acquaintances—comments on the drive over, the unseasonably warm weather, a funny story Aaron had heard about a mutual friend. The mood was light, the laughter easy. Bo watched them, his heart hammering against his ribs. They had a good dynamic; it felt natural. He hoped it would stay this way.

After a few minutes, Samantha leaned forward, her curiosity finally overriding her politeness. “So, not that it isn’t great to see you, but what brings you all the way out here today?”

The air in the room shifted. Bo caught Aaron’s eye, a silent signal passing between them. This was it.

“Actually, that was my doing,” Bo said, turning to Samantha. His tone softened, becoming more intimate. “You remember our talk last weekend? Your book? The... fantasies you told me about?”

After a moment's pondering, Samantha’s eyes flickered with surprise, then a dawning understanding. A faint blush coloured her cheeks. She nodded slowly. “Yeah. I remember.”

“Well, it inspired me,” Bo continued, his gaze steady on her. “And I got to thinking about how we could bring a little of that to life. I remembered that Aaron here,” he gestured to his friend, “has been studying hypnosis for a while. He’s really knowledgeable.”

He let that hang in the air for a moment, watching her process it. Her eyes widened slightly, moving from Bo to Aaron and back again. That same blush seemed to grow in Samantha’s cheeks, though Bo wondered if he was just seeing things.

“So,” Bo said, his voice dropping to a low, earnest murmur. “The question is... would you like to try it? Would you like to be hypnotized?”

Samantha let out a short, breathy laugh of disbelief. “Are you serious?”

Bo’s expression was utterly sincere. “Deadly. This is your chance. Yes or no?”

She looked at him, then at Aaron, a slow, intrigued smirk spreading across her lips. The initial shock had melted away, replaced by the same adventurous spark he’d seen in bed a week ago.

“Yes,” she said, her voice clear and certain. “Gladly. Let’s do it.”

A thrill shot through Bo. He felt some of that electricity shoot down from his core and into his loins. Bo reached out and gently cupped her cheek. “Good girl.”

He stood, then took her hand, helping her up from the sofa. He didn’t let go as he began to lead her from the living room, towards the hallway. Aaron rose and followed them. They moved in a silent procession.

Bo pushed open the door to their bedroom. The afternoon light streamed through the window, illuminating the scene within. Positioned in the centre of the room, facing the foot of the bed, was a single, sturdy wooden chair.

For a moment, all three of them paused on the threshold, their eyes fixed on the empty chair.
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Chapter 7: The Chair
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The wooden chair stood as a silent promise in the centre of the room. Bo led Samantha to it, his hand firm on the small of her back. She went willingly, her eyes bright with a mix of nervousness and unmistakable excitement.

“Okay?” Bo murmured, his lips close to her ear.

A breathy laugh escaped her. “More than okay. I can’t believe you did this. I can’t believe we’re actually doing this.”

He picked up the first length of soft rope from where he’d hidden it in his dresser drawer. He knelt before her, wrapping it securely around her right ankle and then fastening it to the chair’s sturdy leg. He repeated the process with her left, his movements slow and deliberate. Samantha watched, her smile never fading, a faint, thrilled blush colouring her cheeks.

“This is so hot,” she whispered, her gaze flicking from Bo to Aaron, who stood quietly observing near the door. “I’ve always... God, I’ve always dreamed about something like this. About just letting go.”

“About giving in?” Bo prompted, his voice low as he moved to tie her wrists to the back of the chair.

“Yes,” she sighed, the word full of relief and desire. “To not have to be in charge. To let you be in control. For you to just... take what you want.” She tested the bonds around her wrists, not to break free, but to feel their restraint. A shiver ran through her. “It’s just like in my book, but so much better. This is real. I can’t believe this is real!”

Bo finished the last knot, securing her in place. She was completely bound, utterly at their mercy. The blush had deepened, creeping down her neck and onto her chest. Her breathing was a little quicker, her pupils dilated.

“I don’t even care what happens next,” she admitted, looking directly at Bo, her expression one of pure submission. “That’s the best part. I trust you. I want you to do whatever you want to me. However you want to use me. This is all I’ve ever wanted.”

The raw need in her voice was intoxicating. The air in the room was thick with anticipation. Bo cupped her chin, tilting her face up to his. “That’s my girl. My good girl.”

She leaned into his touch, her eyes fluttering closed for a second. “Yours.”

Bo leaned down, planting a deep, passionate kiss on her lips.

It was then that Aaron stepped forward. He opened a small, elegant wooden box he’d brought with him, revealing a few simple but purposeful items inside: a polished metal pendulum on a chain, a few focusing cards, and a small, smooth crystal. This was his kit.

He stood directly in front of Samantha, his demeanour calm and focused. He held the pendulum aloft, letting it catch the light.

“Ready?” he asked, his voice steady and quiet.

Samantha looked from the gleaming pendulum to Aaron’s face, a naughty, eager grin spreading across her features. There was no fear, only thrilling anticipation.

“Always,” she said, her voice a confident whisper.

Aaron gave a slow, single nod. He began to swing the pendulum, a gentle, rhythmic arc in the space between them.

“Good,” he said, his voice taking on a new, melodic quality. “Now, just keep your eyes on the pendulum. There’s no need to think about anything else. Just watch it swing back... and forth... back... and forth...”
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Chapter 8: Hypnotized
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Aaron’s voice was a smooth, unwavering current, washing over the room. “Just watch it swing... back and forth... your eyelids are getting heavy... so very heavy...”

Samantha’s eager grin had softened into a look of serene focus. Her green eyes were locked on the pendulum, tracing its lazy arc. Her breathing had slowed, syncing with the rhythm of his words.

“With every breath, you sink deeper,” Aaron continued, his tone gentle but authoritative. “Deeper into relaxation. Deeper into trance. All the noise in your mind is just... fading away. There’s only my voice, and the feeling of letting go.”

Bo watched, mesmerized, as a profound calm settled over her features. The excited blush was still there, but the nervous energy had vanished, replaced by a placid stillness. Her hands, which had been testing the ropes, now rested limply in their bonds.

“You are doing so well, Samantha,” Aaron praised. “You are safe, and you are perfectly, completely hypnotized. Do you understand?”

“Yes,” she breathed, the word soft and distant, a sigh of pure submission.

“You are under my control now. And you will remain this way, feeling wonderful and open to suggestion, until I say the trigger word to wake you. Do you understand?”

“Yes,” she repeated, a faint, blissful smile touching her lips.

It was clear to everyone in the room. She was gone, submerged in the trance, and she was loving every second of it. The fantasy was real.

Aaron let the pendulum slow to a stop, tucking it back into his kit. He looked from Samantha’s entranced form to Bo, a new, calculating glint in his eye.

“I feel like it might be working,” Bo said, his voice hushed with awe.

“I know,” Aaron said. He didn’t move toward the tools or give Bo instructions. Instead, he took a step closer to Samantha, his gaze roaming over her. Then he looked back at Bo. “You heard her before I started. She said she was good with whatever. With anything. I know this is a fantasy for both of you.”

Bo froze, the meaning dawning on him. It seemed that Aaron was trying to get involved. “Whoa, Aaron. Wait. Not... not like this. Not for the first time. This wasn’t the plan,” Bo protested.

Aaron smirked and stared directly down at Samantha. “What do you think? Can I get involved and use you however I like?”

“Of course, sir,” Samantha eagerly grinned back at him. Bo’s jaw practically dropped to the floor upon hearing those words.

The two men stared at each other. “Aaron, you wouldn’t. You can’t.”

“I wouldn’t if I knew you both were against it. But I know it’s secretly something you want,” Aaron teased his friend.

“You agreed we wouldn’t start like this! Not this time,” Bo continued.

“Plans changed,” Aaron said as he shrugged, a casual, infuriating gesture. “Take it or leave it. You can just stay there and watch, if you want.” He turned back to Samantha, reaching out to brush a strand of hair from her forehead. She leaned into the touch with a soft, pleased hum.

A storm of conflict raged in Bo’s chest. This wasn’t the plan. He was supposed to be in control. But seeing Aaron’s hand on her, and seeing her hypnotized, pliant response, sent a jolt of possessive heat through him that overrode his hesitation.

As Aaron leaned in closer, Bo moved.

“Stop,” Bo commanded, his voice sharp. He stepped between them, his back to a confused Aaron. Bo’s fingers went to the knots at her wrists, working them quickly, deftly. “We’re doing this my way.”

Aaron nodded with understanding.

He untied her ankles next, the ropes falling away to the floor. Samantha remained perfectly still, her breathing deep and even, a beautiful puppet waiting for her master’s hands.

Once she was free, Bo took her hands and gently pulled her to her feet. She stood, swaying slightly, her eyes hazy and unfocused, a perfect mirror of the surrender she’d craved.

He turned her around, his body shielding her from Aaron’s view. His fingers found the small zipper at the back of her red dress. With a slow, deliberate pull, he began to unzip it.
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Chapter 9: Between Them
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The soft hiss of the zipper was the only sound in the room. Bo peeled the red dress from Samantha’s shoulders, letting it pool at her feet on the floor. She stood before them in nothing but a set of simple black lace underwear, her skin glowing in the afternoon light, her body swaying gently in the deep trance. The sight of her, so utterly exposed and pliant, stole the air from Bo’s lungs.

He moved behind her, his hands settling on her hips. “Such a good girl for us,” he murmured, his voice rough with desire. He hooked his thumbs into the waistband of her underwear and drew them down her legs, leaving her lower half completely bare. Her bra followed behind, unclasped and then off her shoulders, hitting the floor near her panties.

A sharp, crisp crack broke the silence as his palm connected with her rear. The sound echoed in the room. A jolt went through her, and a soft, breathy sigh escaped her lips—not of pain, but of acceptance. Her skin bloomed with a warm, red handprint.

“That’s it,” Bo growled, his possessiveness surging. He guided her forward, his hands firm on her body, toward the waiting bed. “Get into bed. On your hands and knees.”

She complied without a word, moving with a languid, dreamlike grace. She crawled onto the mattress, positioning herself in the centre, a perfect offering. Her head was bowed, her back arched, a picture of total submission.

Aaron needed no invitation. He was already stripping off his shirt, his eyes dark with a hunger he no longer bothered to conceal. He moved to the front of the bed, his gaze locked on Samantha’s face as Bo positioned himself behind her.

It was about to begin.

The men stripped, entirely nude, before climbing into bed with Samantha. Bo was behind her, gripping her hips, and Aaron moved towards her face, his fingers gliding softly through her hair.

The look on Samantha’s face was one of calm. Of acceptance. Of near-tranquility.

Soon the men, hard as ever, began to enter her. They were slow at first. Building up to it, not wanting to abuse their newfound toy.

The room filled with the sounds of them. The sharp, satisfied intake of Bo’s breath as he entered her, followed by a low, guttural groan that was pure male pleasure. The rhythmic, wet slap of skin against skin, a primal beat that quickened as he found his pace.

From the front, Aaron was just as vocal. A deep, approving “Fuck,” hissed through his teeth as he watched her take every thrust. His own groans were quieter, more focused, but no less intense. He tangled a hand in her fiery hair, not to hurt, but to hold, to claim. He lowered his mouth to her back, taking a moment to lean down and kiss it. He nibbled at her shoulders, his kisses rough and demanding.

“Yeah, take it,” Aaron grunted, his voice a low rumble against her skin. Soon, he was back upright so she could continue to suck him deeper.

“That’s it, baby. Just like that,” Bo panted from behind, his thrusts growing harder, more possessive. His hands gripped her hips tightly, his knuckles white. “God, you feel... incredible.” Bo couldn’t help himself: he spanked her hard, with both hands, simultaneously.

Samantha’s responses were exactly as promised: muffled, quiet, and accepting. Soft, choked moans were smothered by Aaron’s cock. Whimpers escaped as Aaron claimed her mouth with both passion and dominance. She was a vessel for their pleasure, and she took every bit of it like the good girl she was, her body moving with their rhythm, her quiet sounds a symphony of surrender.

The bedframe creaked a steady, frantic rhythm. The men’s breathing grew ragged, their sounds merging—Bo’s deep, driving groans punctuating Aaron’s sharper, controlled curses.

“Oh fuck,” groaned one of them. “Fuck yes,” groaned the other. Sounds of slurping and spanking continued to fill the room.

The guys were a team, working in a fierce, unspoken sync, using her, revelling in her, feeding on the shared, vocal pride of their conquest.

“You see that?” Bo grunted, his eyes meeting Aaron’s over her arched back. “Look at her. Just look at her.”

Aaron’s answer was a dark, triumphant smile. He held Bo’s gaze, his own movements becoming more frantic. “She’s perfect.”

And in the centre of it all, between them, Samantha could barely moan, lost in the storm they were creating, taking them like a good girl.
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Chapter 10: Reposition
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Each of the guys was eager to not blow his load too quickly. The frantic, initial rhythm was unsustainable, a prelude that threatened to end the symphony too soon.

So when Bo suggested repositioning her, Aaron was immediately on board.

“Let’s flip her,” Bo grunted, his voice thick and strained, his hips still pumping against her in shallow, desperate thrusts. “I want a turn with that mouth.”

Aaron didn’t need to be told twice. With a shared, primal understanding, they moved. Bo pulled out of her with a wet, slick sound, his cock glistening in the low light. Aaron gently but firmly guided Samantha’s head back from his own, a string of saliva briefly connecting her lips to his tip before it broke.

They manhandled her with a rough, possessive tenderness. Strong hands gripped her waist, her shoulders, rolling her heavy, pliant body onto her back. Bo moved some pillows down from the head of the bed, placing them under her before laying her head back onto them. The pillows swallowed her fiery red hair, creating a brilliant halo around her head. Her eyes were still glazed, hazy with trance and pleasure, staring up at the ceiling without truly seeing it. Her chest heaved with ragged breaths, her breasts flushed and glistening with a fine sheen of sweat.

“Look at you,” Bo breathed, his gaze raking over her splayed form. He didn’t wait. He climbed over to her, above her head, then tilted her head back so her face was towards him, and guided his cock to her lips. “Open up, baby. Show me what a good little cocksucker you are.”

A soft, compliant moan was her only answer as her mouth opened for him. Bo pushed in, not with a gentle slide, but with a single, deep, claiming thrust that made her gag softly, her throat fluttering around him.

“Mmm, fuck!” He groaned, a sound of pure, unadulterated ecstasy, and began to fuck her face in that same, steady rhythm. The sounds were obscene and wet—guttural chokes from her, deep, satisfied groans from him, the slick slap of wet skin against skin.

While Bo claimed her mouth, Aaron moved back between her legs, which fell open for him without resistance. He spat into his palm, slicking himself once more before driving back into her soaked, welcoming heat in one smooth, powerful stroke. 

“Oh, yes!” Aaron groaned. Samantha’s body arched off the bed, a muffled scream of pleasure-pain vibrating around Bo’s shaft.

The room dissolved into a cacophony of raw, unfiltered sex. The bed slammed against the wall with their combined force. Bo’s thrusts into her mouth were matched by Aaron’s pounding from below, creating a brutal, overwhelming counter-rhythm that left her hardly any room to breathe, only to feel and take.

“Fuck, that’s a good girl,” Bo snarled, his hands tangling in her hair, controlling the pace of her head as he face-fucked her with relentless intensity. “Take it all. God, your mouth...” Bo watched her bouncing breasts. He couldn’t help himself from reaching down, pinching her nipples gently, and twisting.

“Mmmph! Mmm! Mmmgh MMMM,” was all that could be heard from Samantha. Neither were sure if she was just enjoying it, or trying to say something. But they all knew she’d signed up for exactly this.

From her other end, Aaron was just as vocal, his words a stream of filth and praise. “Yeah, just like that... so tight for me... you love this, don’t you? Being our little fucktoy.” He leaned over her, his chest pressing against her knees, and bit down on the soft flesh of her inner thigh, marking her as his.

They used her without restraint, a shared, living toy, their bodies slamming into hers from both ends. The air was thick with the smell of sweat and sex, the sounds a symphony of their mutual conquest. Samantha was utterly lost, a vessel of sensation, her mind blissfully empty, her body a map of their desire.

The men sped up, faster and faster, their desires and pleasure only continuing to grow.

“Yes, fucking take it,” Aaron moaned. Bo cried out, “Right there, baby! Keep sucking my cock like that!” He couldn’t help but facefuck her faster.

The men made brief eye contact with one another. Bo felt a little embarrassed. His friend Aaron was directly in front of him, fucking his girlfriend. Something about it was so hot. So thrilling. So taboo.

Their eyes darted apart but the poundings continued. Samantha had to get what she deserved. The men sped up, knowing they couldn’t hold on for much longer.

“You’re going to fucking take it, baby!” Bo cried out. “You’re going to take all this mess from both of us!”

“Mmm, fuck yeah! We’re going to cover you like a little slut!” Aaron chimed in.

The bed rocked back and forth, repeatedly. To Samantha, it probably felt much longer than it was. She was stuck in this position. Being taken. Being claimed. Being used.

“Fuckkkk!” Bo cried out from in front of her. “I’m gonna cum! I’m gonna cum! I’m...”

He was interrupted by Aaron. “I’m cumming! Right now I’m fucking cumming!” Aaron pulled out, giving himself a few quick strokes, before firing all over Samantha’s core and thighs. The sight of it made Bo blush, as he could also feel himself surging.

Samantha, for her part, never stopped sucking. As Bo continued, he felt his own release wash over him. “I’m cumming, baby!”

Bo had intended to pull out, but was enjoying this angle too much. And when he pulled back, his cock never came all the way past her lips. He filled Samantha’s mouth, to both of their surprises.

Gradually, he pulled out. Then, Samantha smiled at each of the boys, before gulping down every last drop.

They’d wondered if they’d been too rough with her. Now, that wonder had completely disappeared.

She looked as though she’d won. In fact, she looked as if she could have outlasted each of the guys, for however long it took.
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Chapter 11: Farewell
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The frantic energy in the room ebbed, replaced by a heavy, sated silence. For a long moment, the only sound was the ragged symphony of their breathing slowly returning to normal.

Aaron was the first to move, sliding off the damp sheets with a soft groan. “I should probably get going,” he said, his voice husky. The words were a practical necessity, but they carried the weight of the spell they’d all been under. The fantasy had to end sometime.

Bo nodded, a complex mix of gratitude and a new, quiet possessiveness swirling in his chest. He leaned over the bed, his voice soft. “Stand up, my love. Come with me. Just for a moment.”

Samantha, still lying amidst the dishevelled pillows, offered a slow, blissed-out smile. Her eyes were still hazy, her body languid and spent. She gave a slight, obedient nod, and then she stood up.

The two men moved through the aftermath, a silent, efficient team once more. They found warm, damp cloths in the ensuite bathroom and gently cleaned the evidence of their shared passion from Samantha’s skin. She simply stood there, allowing them to clean her up. Then, the men dressed in the clothes scattered on the floor, the simple act of pulling on jeans and buttoning shirts feeling strangely mundane after the raw intensity of what had just transpired.

They each looked over to Samantha. She remained still. Naked, and sexy as ever, neither could stop themselves from checking her out once more.

Once they were presentable, Bo walked Aaron to the front door. Samantha followed slowly behind. Bo clapped a hand on his friend’s shoulder, the gesture firm and genuine.

“Aaron... thank you,” Bo said, his voice low and earnest. “Seriously. That was... more than I could have imagined. You made her fantasy come true.”

“Anytime, man,” Aaron replied with a warm, knowing chuckle. “It was my pleasure. Truly.”

But as they stood by the door, Bo’s gaze drifted back behind him. The sight of Samantha, so clearly still entranced, suddenly felt less like a fantasy and more like a separation. He wanted his Samantha back. He wanted to see the cognizant spark in her eyes, to share the afterglow with the woman who had consciously chosen to embark on this adventure with him.

“Hey, before you go,” Bo said, a note of urgency entering his voice. “The trigger word. To wake her up. Can you...?”

A slow, naughty grin spread across Aaron’s face. He looked from Bo to Samantha, still in her blissful state. He savoured the moment, the last vestige of his control over the scene.

“Bicycle,” he said, the ordinary word sounding utterly absurd and powerful in the context. Bo almost laughed upon hearing it.

A shudder ran through Samantha. Her eyes, once glazed, blinked rapidly as focus rushed back into them. She took a deep, sharp breath as if coming up for air, her body tensing for a second before relaxing completely. The deep trance was broken.

With a final, shared look that was a cocktail of friendship, conspiracy, and shared desire, Aaron opened the front door. He waved goodbye to the couple, then slipped out into the evening air, pulling it shut behind him with a soft click.

Samantha looked around, her gaze landing on Bo as he stepped back towards her. A slow, dazed, but utterly ecstatic smile spread across her face.

Bo reached the bed and took her hand, lacing his fingers through hers. “How are you feeling honey?” he asked.

“Amazing. Simply amazing,” she grinned back at him. It was immediately clear, she could recall everything.

They held hands, standing side-by-side near the entrance to their home, the setting sun casting long, golden shadows across the hall. They looked at each other—really looked—their eyes wide, their smiles a mixture of awe, excitement, and the profound intimacy of a shared secret.

It was over. And everything was perfect.
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-Ms Naughtee
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        What if the anniversary gift meant to save your marriage... ended up breaking it first?
Amy wanted to surprise her husband, Mike. A boudoir photoshoot seemed like the perfect, spicy gift to reignite the comfortable spark in their five-year marriage. But in the charged, intimate atmosphere of the studio, under the gaze of the captivating French photographer Remy, a single, impulsive moment changes everything. One kiss. One betrayal. One secret that threatens to shatter the trust they've built.
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Now, Amy is caught between penance and passion. Is Mike's wild idea a path to healing, or a one-way ticket to destroying what's left of their relationship? This is not a story of simple forgiveness. It's a raw, intense journey into the shadows of desire, jealousy, and the fragile line between love and possession.
Witness the tension of the first meeting, the electric charge of the "photo shoot" that becomes something far more primal, and the heart-pounding suspense as three people cross a point of no return. Will this forbidden experiment be the thing that finally tears Mike and Amy apart, or will it forge a new, stronger, and more daring bond between them?
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