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Chapter 1

The moving truck idled outside the four-story apartment building, its engine humming like a lazy warning that promised something far more exciting than the mundane task of moving. Lena adjusted the strap of her duffel bag, her fingers trembling—not from nerves, but from the anticipation coiling low in her belly, tightening like a coil that would eventually snap with delicious force. She’d spent the last three months fantasizing about this moment, about the four men waiting inside, about the way they’d use her the second she stepped through that door. Each night had been a private theater playing scenes starring herself as the willing star of their collective desires.

She’d signed the contract before she even met them, barely sleeping as she counted the days until this moment.

The group chat had been her undoing, a digital siren call that she simply couldn’t resist.

"New roommate needed. Must be hot, willing, and able to handle four guys. No prudes. No complaints. No fucking rules. Send pics to start."

She’d replied within seconds, her heart pounding with a thrilling mix of fear and excitement.

"I’m in. What do you want to see first?" she’d written back, accompanied by a picture of her cleavage barely covered by her blouse.

The responses had been immediate and encouraging, fueling her fantasies for weeks.

And now, here she was, standing outside their door, her pussy already damp with anticipation, her nipples hard peaks beneath her thin tank top.

---

The apartment was a mess of half-unpacked boxes and discarded takeout containers—chinese food containers, pizza boxes, fast food wrappers—but the air smelled like sweat and cologne and something darker—something promising. It smelled of testosterone and desire, of nights filled with sin instead of sleep, of pheromones that promised forbidden pleasures. Lena took a deep breath, her pulse quickening as she knocked, the sound echoing through the apartment like a challenge.

The door swung open before she could lift her hand again, revealing Jace leaning against the frame, arms crossed, his broad chest barely contained by a thin white tank top that was molded to his muscular torso. His dark eyes raked over her—taking in her curves, her lips, the way her nipples pressed against the thin fabric of her tank top—and she bit her lip to keep from whimpering. His gaze lingered on her thighs, her ass, the way her breath hitched in her throat, as if he could see through her clothes and straight to the throbbing need between her legs.

"Lena," he rumbled, his voice like gravel and whiskey, rough with desire. "You’re early."

She swallowed, her throat suddenly dry. "Couldn’t wait," she responded, her voice barely above a whisper.

Behind him, the apartment buzzed with movement. A shadow shifted—Marcus, always the quietest, but his presence was felt, like a blade unsheathed, lurking in the background with promise. Then Tyler, grinning wolfishly, his hands already unbuttoning his jeans, his cock already thickening behind the zipper with obvious excitement. And Cole, leaning against the kitchen counter, sipping from a bottle of something amber and expensive, his gaze locked on her with predatory focus, as if she were already his prey.

"Welcome to your new home," Jace said, stepping aside with a gesture that was both invitation and command. "We’ve been very patient."

---

The second the door closed behind her, Lena felt the shift in the atmosphere—the air grew thicker, charged with electricity that raised the fine hairs on her arms and sent a shiver down her spine. Before she could even process what was happening, Tyler was on her.

His hands gripped her hips, yanking her against him with surprising strength, and his mouth crashed onto hers before she could protest. She meant to push him away—just for show, to maintain a semblance of resistance that they all seemed to crave—but the second his tongue slid between her lips, hot and demanding, her knees went weak. She moaned into his kiss, the sound muffled by his lips, her fingers tangling in his hair as he claimed her mouth with possessive hunger. He growled, the vibration sending shockwaves through her body, and lifted her onto the kitchen counter like she weighed nothing, the cool marble beneath her ass a stark contrast to the heat gathering between her thighs.

"Fuck, she’s tight," Tyler groaned against her mouth, his hands sliding under her shirt, thumbs brushing over her nipples until they hardened into peaks beneath his skillful touch. Lena arched into his touch, her back bowing off the counter, her breath coming in shallow gasps as pleasure jolted through her with each caress. "You’re gonna be perfect for us."

"Tyler," she gasped, her voice breathless and already thick with desire. "You—you said no touching until the contract—"

"You signed it," Cole purred from behind her, his fingers tracing the hem of her shorts with teasing lightness. His voice was a dark whisper, sending a shiver down her spine that settled in the sensitive bundle of nerves between her legs. "And the first rule? No rules."

She should’ve been nervous. Should’ve been scared. The logical part of her brain knew she should be protesting this sudden assault, that she should be demanding they slow down. But the way they looked at her—like she was already theirs, like they’d been dreaming of this moment just as much as she had—made her pussy clench, her thighs slicking with need that was becoming almost unbearable.

Jace stepped forward, his hand sliding up her thigh, fingers hooking into the waistband of her panties with deliberate intent. "Rule two?" His voice was a dark promise that sent a fresh rush of heat straight to her core. " You don’t get to say no. You get to say how."

Lena’s breath hitched. She loved this. Loved the way they already knew how to break her, how to strip away her inhibitions and leave her nothing but a trembling, willing vessel for their pleasure. The thought was thrilling, making her heart race and her stomach flutter with excitement.

Marcus’s voice cut through the haze of lust, low and dangerous, like the quiet before a storm. "Rule three?" He stepped between her legs, his fingers brushing against her center through the thin fabric of her shorts, the contact sending sparks of sensation shooting through her. "You come when we say you come. And you always come."

As if on cue, Tyler’s mouth left hers, trailing hot, open-mouthed kisses down her neck, his teeth nipping at her sensitive skin just hard enough to make her gasp. At the same time, Jace’s fingers slipped beneath her panties, finding her already soaking, her body betraying her desire for them with embarrassing ease. She gasped as he pressed two fingers inside her, curling them just right, finding that spot that made her see stars and her back arch off the counter in a desperate search for more friction.

"Fuck—fuck—" she whimpered, her nails digging into Tyler’s shoulders, leaving crescent marks on his skin that he would wear as badges of honor later.

Cole’s hand joined Jace’s, his thumb circling her clit in slow, maddening circles that built the pleasure higher and higher with each deliberate rotation. "That’s it, slut," he cooed, the degrading word sending a jolt of heat straight to her core, making her pussy clench around Jace’s fingers. "Drip for us. Show us how much you want this."

The word sent a jolt of heat straight to her core, making her pussy clench around Jace’s fingers. She was their slut. Had been from the second she’d hit send on that group chat, signing her life away to their particular brand of decadence.

Tyler’s mouth found her breast, sucking through her shirt, the wet heat of his mouth making her nipple tighten painfully. Jace’s fingers worked her faster, harder, his thumb brushing over her g-spot with each thrust, while Cole’s thumb kept up its relentless circle around her clit. The sensations piled on top of each other—too much, too good, almost painful in their intensity. She was so close—her vision blurring, her thighs trembling, her breath coming in short, desperate gasps as she chased the release they were so expertly building within her.

"Stop," she gasped, her voice breaking as she teetered on the edge of oblivion. "I—I can’t—"

The three men froze, their hands and mouths stilling in perfect unison, leaving her empty and throbbing with unfulfilled need. Jace chuckled darkly, pulling his fingers away from her dripping pussy just as she teetered on the edge of her orgasm, the sudden absence making her cry out in frustration.

"Not until we say so," he reminded her, his fingers glistening with her arousal as he brought them to his mouth and licked them clean, his eyes never leaving hers.

Tyler lifted her off the counter, spinning her around so she faced the kitchen island, the cold marble cool against her feverish skin. Jace’s hands gripped her hips, yanking her shorts and panties down in one rough motion, the sound of the fabric tearing slightly echoing in the suddenly silent room. Then—

His tongue was on her, hot and insistent, parting her swollen lips to taste her most intimate flesh. Lena cried out, her fingers curling into fists as the sensation of his tongue lapping at her sensitive clit sent shocks of pleasure through her entire body. He licked her like she was his favorite dessert, slow and deliberate, his fingers spreading her open so he could taste every inch of her, from her entrance to her swollen, throbbing clit.

She was drowning in sensation—Tyler’s hands on her tits, kneading and squeezing them through her shirt, Cole’s fingers tangling in her hair, pulling just enough to make her gasp and arch her back, and Marcus’s voice a dark murmur in her ear, his presence a comforting constant as he watched his friends devour her with single-minded purpose.

"Good slut," Cole praised, his cock pressing against her ass through his jeans, the hard length a promise of what was to come. "Such a pretty cunt."

Jace’s tongue circled her clit, and she shattered, her orgasm crashing over her in waves that made her vision white out and her body tremble uncontrollably. She came with a broken cry, her body trembling as he lapped at her, drinking every drop of her release, his tongue never stopping its relentless ministrations even as she tried to catch her breath.

When she finally came down from the high of her orgasm, Jace stood, his lips glistening with her juices, a satisfied smile playing on his sensual lips. "Clean it up," he commanded, his voice rough with desire.

She didn’t hesitate, dropping to her knees in one fluid motion, her palms slapping against the cool kitchen floor. She took his cock in her hand, feeling it pulse against her palm, already hard and ready for her attention. Her tongue swirled around the tip, tasting the precum already beading at the slit before she sucked him deep into her mouth, her cheeks hollowing as she struggled to take his impressive length.

The others groaned around her—Tyler’s fingers in her hair, guiding her movements, Cole’s hand on her shoulder, Marcus’s thumb brushing over her swollen, sensitive lips. Her free hand reached between her legs, her fingers already slick with her arousal, rubbing slow circles around her clit that made her moan around Jace’s cock, the vibrations making him groan and thrust deeper into her mouth.

"That’s our girl," Tyler growled, his hips thrusting forward, his cock straining against his jeans. "Such a perfect fucking slut."

Jace’s hand tangled in her hair, guiding her movements as she bobbed her head up and down his shaft, her tongue swirling around him with each stroke. "You’re ours now, Lena," he growled, his hips thrusting forward to meet her mouth. "And we’re never letting you go."

She moaned around his cock, the vibration making him groan loudly, her pussy clenching at the thought of belonging to these four men, of being their personal plaything. The idea was thrilling beyond belief, making her wetter than she thought possible.

Cole’s voice cut through the haze of lust, his fingers tracing her jaw as she sucked Jace’s cock. "Rule four?" His voice was a dark promise that sent a fresh rush of heat through her body. "You take all of us. And you love it."

Lena whimpered, her free hand reaching between her legs, her fingers already slick with her arousal as she rubbed slow circles around her clit, the pleasure building again with surprising speed. She wanted this. Wanted them. Wanted to be filled by all four of them, to feel their cocks inside her, to please them as they pleased her.

Jace’s cock pulsed in her mouth as Tyler’s hands gripped her hips, lifting her onto the counter again, his fingers already working open his jeans, his impressive cock free at last. "Rule five?" His voice was a rough growl that made her shiver with anticipation. "You beg for it."

She didn’t hesitate, her voice breathless and desperate as she looked up at Jace, his cock still in her mouth. "Please," she gasped, her tongue swirling around the tip. "I need you. All of you."

Marcus stepped forward, his fingers tracing her collarbone, his touch sending sparks of desire through her body. "Rule six?" His voice was a dark whisper that seemed to vibrate directly in her bones. " You obey."

Lena nodded, her breath coming in ragged gasps, her nipples aching to be touched, her pussy throbbing with need. "Yes. Yes, I obey."

Tyler’s hands slid under her ass, lifting her just enough to press his cock against her entrance, the tip parting her swollen lips with tantalizing slowness. "Rule seven?" His voice was a growl that made her shiver. " You come for us every time."

She moaned, her nails digging into the counter as she anticipated the inevitable stretch and burn of his cock filling her. "I—I promise."

Jace’s hand wrapped around his cock, stroking it once before pressing the tip to her lips, the taste of precum making her tongue dart out to catch it. "Rule eight?" His voice was a dark command that sent a fresh rush of wetness to her already dripping pussy. " You swallow."

She opened her mouth wider, her tongue swirling around the head of his cock as Tyler pressed inside her, slow and deep, his hips thrusting forward with deliberate intent. She gasped, her body stretching around his impressive length, the slight burn of being filled so completely sending a wave of pleasure through her entire being. Tyler groaned, his hands gripping her thighs as he bottomed out inside her, their bodies fitting together like they were made for each other.

"Fuck," he groaned, his hips thrusting forward again, starting a slow, steady rhythm that made her moan around Jace’s cock. "You’re perfect."

Cole’s fingers traced her back, his cock pressing against her ass, the hard length a promise of what was to come. "Rule nine?" His voice was a dark promise that sent a shiver down her spine. " You take us together."

Lena’s breath hitched, her body trembling with excitement and anticipation. "Yes," she gasped, her voice barely a whisper as she pulled her mouth off Jace’s cock just long enough to speak. "Yes, please."

Marcus’s hand slid between her legs, his fingers finding her clit, already swollen and sensitive from her earlier orgasm. "Rule ten?" His voice was a dark whisper that seemed to vibrate through her entire body. " You scream."

She nodded, her breath coming in short, desperate gasps as Tyler’s hips thrust forward, filling her completely, his cock hitting that spot inside her that made stars explode behind her eyes. "I—I’ll scream."

Tyler’s hands gripped her hips, his thrusts growing harder, faster, the sound of their bodies slapping together echoing through the kitchen. Jace’s cock pressed against her lips again, and she took him deep, her tongue swirling around him as Tyler’s hands gripped her hips, his thrusts growing harder, faster, the sound of their bodies slapping together echoing through the kitchen.

Cole’s fingers traced her back, his cock pressing against her ass, the tip parting her cheeks as he prepared to take her there. Marcus’s fingers circled her clit, his touch sending her higher, faster, the pleasure building so quickly she knew she wouldn’t last long.

"Come for us," Jace growled, his hips thrusting forward, his cock hitting the back of her throat as Tyler’s cock filled her pussy completely. "Now."

Lena’s orgasm crashed over her, her body trembling as she came, her cry echoing through the apartment as she milked Tyler’s cock with her tight pussy and Jace’s cock with her desperate mouth. Tyler’s cock pulsed inside her, his release filling her as Jace’s cock pulsed in her mouth, his release coating her tongue with the taste of his pleasure.

When she finally came down from the high of her orgasm, Tyler lifted her off the counter, spinning her around so she faced him, his cock still half-hard and glistening with their combined arousal. "You’re ours," he growled, his hands gripping her hips, his voice leaving no room for doubt. "And we’re never letting you go."

Lena nodded, her breath coming in ragged gasps, her body still trembling from the force of her orgasm. "I’m yours," she whispered, her voice thick with emotion and desire. "Forever."

Cole’s fingers traced her jaw, his voice a dark promise that sent a fresh rush of heat through her body. "Good girl."

And as the others surrounded her, their hands on her body, their voices in her ear, Lena knew—this was only the beginning. This was the first of many nights to come, filled with pleasure and submission, with ownership and surrender. And she wouldn’t have it any other way. In that moment, she belonged completely to these four men, and the thought sent a wave of contentment through her that rivaled the pleasure they had just given her. She was their slut, their plaything, their property. And she had never felt more desired, more wanted, or more alive.




Chapter 2

The air in the apartment was thick with the scent of leather, whiskey, and something darker—something that coiled in Lena’s chest like a live wire. She’d spent the last week fantasizing about this moment, about the way these men would own her, but now that she was here, standing in the center of their domain, her pulse was a frantic drumbeat in her throat. She took in the surroundings—the expansive living space with floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the city, the deep couches in rich brown leather, the bookshelves lining the walls filled with everything from business tomes to poetry. But it was the contract on the coffee table that drew her attention, its crisp edges and formal script promising so much more than she’d imagined.

The contract lay on the coffee table, its edges crisp, the ink still wet in places where they’d signed their names. She’d read it twice before she’d even stepped into the apartment, every word burning into her memory. Free-Use Agreement. The words had sent a shiver down her spine as she’d imagined what that might entail—their hands on her body, their voices commanding her obedience. Now, seeing it in their space, it felt more real, more permanent than she had anticipated.

Jace leaned against the kitchen counter, his arms crossed over his chest, the muscles in his forearms flexing as he watched her. His dark eyes were sharp, assessing, like he was already deciding how to break her. "You sure about this?" he asked, his voice low and gravelly, sending a different kind of shiver down her spine.

Lena swallowed, her fingers trembling slightly as she reached for the pen. "I’ve never been surer of anything," she replied, her voice steadier than she felt. She met his gaze directly, trying to project the confidence she felt inside. Though her heart was pounding, her decision was made, and she wouldn’t waver now.

Marcus sat on the couch, his legs spread wide, his fingers tracing the edge of a black leather collar that lay on the table beside him. He looked up at her, his piercing blue eyes intense. "Good. Because once you sign, there’s no turning back," he stated, his voice rough with promise.

Tyler stood behind her, his chest pressed against her back, his hands sliding over her hips, his breath hot against her ear. "And if you change your mind?" he whispered, his voice a growl that vibrated through her entire body.

She shivered at the sensation, the warmth spreading through her. "I won’t," she gasped, arching slightly against him, already feeling the effect of their proximity.

Cole was the quietest, standing near the window, his silhouette sharp against the evening light. He didn’t speak, but his gaze was heavy, like he was already imagining all the ways he’d use her, already planning how he’d make her beg. His presence was a constant hum in the background, a promise of something intense and all-consuming.

Lena picked up the pen, her fingers wrapping around it tightly. She could feel their eyes on her, all four of them watching her every move. She took a steadying breath before putting the pen to paper.

The first word she wrote was Lena. Her own name, a declaration of who she was before this moment. Then, beneath it, in bold, unshakable script:

Property of Jace, Marcus, Tyler, and Cole.

She signed her name again, slower this time, her hand steady despite the way her heart was pounding. Each curve of the letters felt like a brand, marking her as theirs in a way that was both terrifying and exhilarating. As she finished, she looked up at each of them in turn, seeing the hunger in their eyes, the anticipation that matched her own.

Jace stepped forward, his fingers brushing against the paper where she had signed. "Welcome to your new life," he said, his voice a dark promise that sent a thrill through her. He picked up the contract and folded it carefully, placing it in his inner jacket pocket as if it were something precious. "Consider yourself ours now, Lena."

Marcus stood up, his towering form approaching her. "Let’s make sure you understand what that means," he murmured, his fingers tracing the edge of the collar again. "This is just the beginning of your training."

Tyler’s hands tightened on her hips, pulling her back against him. "We’re going to break you down and build you back up into exactly what we want," he whispered, his lips brushing against her ear. "And I can’t wait to see how you take it."

Cole finally moved from his spot by the window, his steps silent as he approached. He reached out, his fingers gently tilting her chin up so she was looking directly at him. "Your pleasure is our pleasure," he said, his voice surprisingly soft, yet filled with authority. "Your pain is our amusement. Your obedience is our command."

Lena nodded, her breath coming faster now as the reality of her situation sank in. She was theirs to do with as they pleased, and she had never wanted anything more. "Yes," she whispered. "I understand."

Jace grinned, a predatory expression that made her stomach flutter. "Good. Because we’ve been waiting for this moment for a long time." He nodded to Tyler. "Strip her."

Tyler’s hands immediately went to her blouse, his fingers deftly unbuttoning it as Lena stood still, her heart racing with excitement and nervousness. The cool air hit her skin as he pushed the fabric off her shoulders, letting it fall to the floor.

Marcus moved behind her, unzipping her skirt and letting it pool at her feet. She was left in only her lace underwear, feeling both vulnerable and powerful under their gazes.

Cole stepped forward, his fingers tracing the edges of her bra. "Beautiful," he murmured, his voice appreciative. "Now the rest."

Lena took a shaky breath as Tyler’s hands slid around to her back, unhooking her bra and letting it fall away. Cool air brushed against her exposed nipples, already hard from their attention.

Marcus then hooked his fingers into the waistband of her panties, slowly sliding them down her legs. She stepped out of them, now completely bare before them, feeling exposed but also liberated.

Jace’s eyes roamed over her body, taking in every inch. "Perfect," he said finally, his voice thick with desire. "Now, let’s see how well you take direction."

He moved to the couch, sitting down and patting his thigh. "Come here," he commanded.

Lena hesitated for just a second before approaching him, her movements slow and deliberate. She positioned herself over his lap, her stomach against his thighs, her bottom raised.

"Good girl," Jace murmured, his hand resting on her lower back, holding her in place. "Now, let’s see how you handle your first lesson."

His hand came down on her ass, the sharp sting making her gasp. He repeated the action, his palm connecting with her flesh in a steady rhythm that sent waves of heat through her body. Each strike sent a jolt of pain that quickly melted into pleasure, her body responding to the discipline in ways she hadn’t expected.

She could feel herself getting wetter with each blow, her body betraying her with its wanton response. Her nipples were hard, her breathing ragged, and she found herself pressing back against his hand, seeking more of the delicious sensation.

"That’s it," Jace growled, his voice rough with approval. "Take your punishment like a good girl."

Marcus stepped forward, his cock already hard and pressing against his zipper. He knelt beside the couch, his hand reaching between her legs to test her readiness. "She’s soaked," he reported, his voice thick with lust. "Our little slut is enjoying this."

Cole moved to the other side, his fingers tracing the reddening marks on her ass. "The perfect canvas for our marks," he murmured, his voice soft yet commanding.

Tyler stood watching, his own arousal evident as he stroked himself through his pants. "Soon, she’ll be taking all of us," he promised, his voice a dark vow.

The spanking continued until Lena’s ass was glowing and she was writhing on Jace’s lap, her body on the edge of release. Just as she thought she might climax from the sensation alone, Jace stopped, his hand resting on her heated flesh.

"No coming yet," he commanded, his voice firm. "You only come when we say you can."

Lena whimpered, her body trembling with need. "Yes, sir," she managed to gasp, her mind already spinning with the intensity of it all.

Jace stood up, lifting her with him and turning her to face the room. "On your knees," he ordered.

Lena immediately complied, sinking to her knees on the plush carpet, her eyes level with their crotches. She could see the outlines of their erections, straining against their clothing, and her mouth watered with the desire to taste them.

"Now," Jace said, unzipping his pants and freeing his cock, "show us how grateful you are for the attention."

Lena didn’t hesitate. She leaned forward, taking him into her mouth, her tongue swirling around the tip as she sucked him deep. She could hear the groans of approval from the others as they watched her work, their hands stroking themselves through their clothing.

"Such a good girl," Marcus murmured, his voice thick with desire. "Taking what you’re given."

Cole stepped forward, his cock in his hand, offering it to her. "Don’t neglect us," he commanded gently.

Lena took him into her mouth as well, alternating between them, her head bobbing as she pleasured them both. The sounds of their moans filled the room, mingling with her own soft gasps for air.

Tyler moved behind her, his hands on her shoulders. "So eager to please," he murmured, his voice rough with desire. "Maybe we should reward you."

His hand drifted down to her pussy, his fingers finding her wet and ready. He began to stroke her, his rhythm matching the movements of her mouth on their cocks. Lena moaned around the cock in her mouth, the dual sensation pushing her closer to the edge.

"She’s close," Tyler reported, his voice tight with control.

Jace’s hand tangled in her hair, pulling her head back so she was looking up at him. "Don’t you fucking dare come without permission," he growled, his eyes blazing with intensity.

Lena nodded, her breath coming in ragged gasps. "Yes, sir," she whispered, her body trembling with the effort to hold back.

Jace grinned, a predatory smile that sent a shiver down her spine. "Good girl. Now, let’s see what else you can do."

He moved to the couch, sitting down and patting his thigh again. "Come here. Ride me."

Lena straddled him, her pussy hovering above his cock. She slowly lowered herself onto him, gasping as he filled her completely. Her body adjusted to his size, the stretch sending waves of pleasure through her.

"Move," Jace commanded, his hands on her hips guiding her rhythm.

Lena began to rock against him, her movements growing more confident as she found her pace. The others watched, their hands on their cocks as they stroked themselves in time with her movements.

Marcus stepped forward, his cock in his hand. "Suck me," he commanded.

Lena leaned forward, taking him into her mouth as she continued to ride Jace. The position was awkward but she managed, her body learning to accommodate their needs.

Cole moved to her other side, offering his cock as well. "Don’t forget me," he murmured, his voice soft yet commanding.

Lena took him into her mouth, her head bobbing as she pleasured both men while riding Jace. The sensation was overwhelming, her body humming with pleasure from every angle.

Tyler stood behind them, his hands on her ass, guiding her movements. "So fucking tight," he groaned, his voice thick with desire. "You take us so well."

The room was filled with the sounds of their moans, the slap of skin on skin, and the wet sounds of her mouth on their cocks. Lena was drowning in sensation, her body on the brink of explosion.

"Come for us," Jace growled, his hands gripping her hips tightly. "Now."

Lena cried out as her orgasm hit, her body convulsing around Jace’s cock. He groaned, his release following hers moments later. Marcus and Cole found their release as well, their hot cum filling her mouth as she swallowed everything they gave her.

When it was over, Lena collapsed against Jace’s chest, her body spent and trembling. He held her for a moment before standing up, lifting her with him and carrying her to the couch.

"Rest," he commanded gently, tucking a blanket around her. "You’ve earned it."

Lena curled up on the couch, her body still humming with pleasure. She watched as the men cleaned up, their movements efficient and practiced. When they were done, they joined her on the couch, surrounding her with their presence.

"This is just the beginning," Jace said, his voice a promise. "You’re ours now, Lena. In every way."

Lena smiled, a contented expression spreading across her face. "I know," she whispered, her eyes drifting closed as she succumbed to exhaustion. "And I’ve never been happier."




Chapter 3

The apartment was thick with the scent of whiskey and something darker—something that coiled in Lena’s chest like a live wire, tighter than before. She sat on the edge of the couch, her thighs pressed together, but the heat between them was undeniable. The contract was signed, the rules were set, and now, the moment she’d been both dreading and aching for had arrived.

Jace stood in the center of the room, his broad frame casting a shadow over her, his fingers tracing the edge of the blindfold he’d placed on the coffee table earlier. “You’re nervous,” he observed, his voice a low rumble that vibrated through her.

Lena swallowed hard, her throat dry. “I’m not nervous,” she lied, her pulse betraying her with a frantic flutter in her throat. “I’m… excited.”

Marcus let out a dark chuckle, stepping forward to kneel in front of her. His fingers brushed against the hem of her skirt, pushing it up slowly, inch by inch, until the cool air hit her bare thighs. “Excited enough to beg for this?” he murmured, his voice dripping with amusement.

She wasn’t going to make it easy for them. Not this time. She tilted her chin up, her gaze locking onto his. “I don’t beg.”

Tyler’s hand wrapped around her throat from behind, his grip firm but not painful. “No?” he whispered, his breath hot against her ear. “Then you’ll just take it.”

Cole stepped forward, his fingers tracing the edge of her blouse, unbuttoning it slowly, one button at a time, until her breasts spilled free. His thumb brushed against her nipple, and she gasped, her back arching involuntarily. The rough pad of his thumb sent sparks of pleasure through her body, making her already aching nipples tingle with anticipation.

“Such a pretty little thing,” Marcus murmured, his fingers sliding up her inner thigh, pushing her skirt higher. “But you’re ours now, aren’t you?”

Lena’s breath hitched as his fingers found her already soaked panties. She whimpered, her hips jerking forward, but he didn’t let her take control. Instead, he pulled back, his fingers trailing up to her stomach, leaving her trembling in anticipation.

“Rule one,” Jace reminded her, his voice a dark command. “You don’t get to come until we say so.”

Lena’s nails dug into the couch cushions, her body already aching with need. She could feel the others watching her, their eyes dark with hunger, their cocks already hard and straining against their jeans.

Marcus’s fingers finally slid beneath her panties, his touch sending a jolt of heat straight to her core. “You’re dripping,” he murmured, his voice rough with approval. “Pathetic, really. Our little slut can’t even keep herself dry.”

Lena’s breath hitched as he pressed two fingers inside her, curling them just right, and her back arched off the couch. She gasped, her thighs trembling as he worked her faster, harder, until her vision blurred and her thighs trembled.

“That’s it,” Jace growled, his hand wrapping around her throat, his grip firm but not cruel. “Show us how bad you want it.”

Lena couldn’t form words—she could only moan, her body trembling as Marcus’s fingers stretched her open, his touch sending waves of pleasure crashing through her.

Tyler’s hand left her throat, his fingers unbuttoning his jeans, his cock already hard and leaking. “Open your mouth,” he ordered, his voice rough.

Lena obeyed without hesitation, her lips parting as he pressed the head of his cock against them. She moaned, her tongue swirling around the thick head, her body trembling as Marcus’s fingers worked her faster, harder.

“Good girl,” Cole praised, his fingers tracing her nipple, his touch sending a jolt of heat straight to her core. “Such a pretty cunt.”

Lena’s breath hitched as Tyler’s cock slid between her lips, his hands fisting in her hair as he guided her deeper. She gagged slightly, her eyes watering as he filled her mouth, his cock pulsing against her tongue.

“Fuck,” Tyler groaned, his hips jerking forward, his cock hitting the back of her throat. “You take it so well.”

Marcus didn’t let up—his fingers still worked her, stretching her open, his thumb circling her clit, sending waves of pleasure crashing through her. Lena could feel the others watching, their eyes dark with hunger, their cocks already hard and straining against their jeans.

“You’re gonna take all of us,” Marcus promised, his voice rough. “And you’re gonna love it.”

Lena nodded frantically, her free hand gripping Tyler’s thigh as he fucked her mouth, her tongue doing its best to keep up. She could feel the others shifting around her, the couch creaking under their weight, and then—

A sharp sting on her ass made her yelp, her body jerking as Tyler pulled back just enough to let Marcus’s hand come down again, harder this time. The pain mixed with the pleasure, sending a fresh wave of wetness flooding her panties.

“That’s it,” Jace growled, his fingers joining Marcus’s inside her, stretching her wider. “Take it. All of it.”

Lena couldn’t speak—she could only moan, her body trembling as they stretched her, filled her, owned her. She could feel Tyler’s cock at her lips again, and she took him back in, sucking harder this time, her eyes rolling back as Marcus’s fingers curled inside her, hitting that perfect spot.

“Fuck,” Tyler groaned, his hands gripping her hips, his cock pressing against her entrance. “She’s soaked.”

Lena whimpered, her body trembling as Tyler’s cock pressed against her pussy, his touch sending a jolt of heat straight to her core. She could feel Marcus’s fingers still inside her, his thumb still circling her clit, and she cried out, her body trembling as Tyler pushed inside her, slow and deep.

“Fuck,” Tyler groaned, his hips slamming into hers. “You’re tight.”

Lena’s breath hitched as Tyler’s cock filled her, his hips slamming into hers, his cock pulsing inside her. She could feel the others watching, judging, deciding how well she’d taken him.

And then—

Jace pulled back, and before she could protest, Marcus was there, his cock already slick with lube, pressing against her entrance. She whimpered, her body tensing as he pushed inside, stretching her further than she’d ever been stretched before.

“Breathe, slut,” he ordered, his voice a dark growl. “Relax.”

Lena obeyed, her nails digging into the couch as Marcus filled her, inch by inch, until he was buried to the hilt. She could feel him pulsing inside her, his cock thick and heavy, and she moaned, her body adjusting to the intrusion.

“Fuck,” Tyler groaned, his hand fisting in her hair as he guided her back onto his cock. “She’s tight.”

Lena couldn’t speak—she could only take it, her body stretching, her pussy burning as Marcus pulled back and pushed forward again, his hips slamming into hers. She could feel Jace’s fingers still inside her, his thumb pressing against her clit, and she cried out, her body trembling as the first wave of her orgasm crashed over her.

“That’s it,” Jace murmured, his voice rough with approval. “Come for us.”

Lena came hard, her body convulsing as wave after wave of pleasure ripped through her. She could feel Marcus’s cock pulsing inside her, his own release building, and then—

“Tyler,” Cole ordered, his voice sharp. “Your turn.”

Lena barely had time to register what was happening before Tyler was there, his cock already slick with lube, pressing against her ass. She whimpered, her body still trembling from her orgasm, but she didn’t resist—she couldn’t.

“Relax,” Jace murmured, his fingers still inside her, his thumb still circling her clit. “Let him in.”

Lena obeyed, her body stretching as Tyler pushed inside her, his cock filling her ass for the first time. She cried out, her nails digging into the couch as he bottomed out, his hips flush against her.

“Fuck,” Tyler groaned, his voice strained. “She’s so tight.”

Lena could barely breathe. She was full, stretched, used—and she loved every second of it.

“Now me,” Cole demanded, his voice rough with need.

Before she could protest, Cole was there, his cock already slick with lube, pressing against her mouth. She took him in without hesitation, her tongue swirling around the thick head as Marcus and Tyler took turns fucking her, their cocks sliding in and out of her, filling her, owning her.

“That’s it,” Cole groaned, his fingers tangling in her hair. “Take it. All of it.”

Lena couldn’t speak—she could only take it, her body trembling as they used her, as they shared her, as they made her theirs.

And then—

Jace was there, his cock already slick with lube, pressing against her pussy. She whimpered, her body already sensitive, but she didn’t resist—she couldn’t.

“Last one,” Jace growled, his hips slamming into hers. “And then we’re done.”

Lena came again, her body convulsing as Jace fucked her, his cock pulsing inside her, his release building. She could feel the others watching, judging, deciding how well she’d taken them.

And then—

They all came at once, their cocks pulsing inside her, filling her, owning her. Lena could feel the warmth of their cum inside her, her body trembling as they pulled out, leaving her spent, used, theirs.

“Good girl,” Cole murmured, his voice rough with approval. “You took it so well.”

Lena could barely breathe. She was sore, spent, broken—and she’d never been happier.

Jace helped her sit up, his fingers brushing against her cheek. “You’re ours now,” he murmured, his voice rough with possession. “And we’re never letting you go.”

Lena nodded, her eyes dark with submission. “Yes,” she whispered. “I’m yours.”

The apartment was quiet except for the sound of their breathing, the scent of sex thick in the air. Lena’s body was still trembling, her pussy still throbbing, her lips still swollen from their touch.

Tyler stepped forward, his fingers tracing the edge of her blouse. “Since you’re so eager,” he murmured, his voice rough, “we’re going to make sure you stay that way.”

Lena’s breath hitched. She wanted this. Wanted them.

Marcus’s fingers brushed against her nipple, his touch sending a jolt of heat straight to her core. “Rule one,” he murmured, his voice rough. “You learn.”

Tyler’s hands gripped her hips, spinning her around so she faced him. “Rule two,” he growled, his voice rough. “You obey.”

Cole’s fingers traced her collarbone, his voice a dark promise. “Rule three,” he murmured, his voice rough. “You come for us every time.”

Lena’s breath hitched, her body trembling with need. “Yes,” she whispered. “Yes, please.”

Jace’s hand wrapped around her throat, his grip firm but not cruel. “Rule four,” he growled, his voice rough. “You belong to us.”

Lena nodded, her breath coming in ragged gasps. “Yes,” she whispered. “I belong to you.”

---

The first lesson in obedience began with a collar.

Marcus’s fingers traced the edge of the leather, his touch sending a jolt of heat straight to her core. “Since you’re so eager,” he murmured, his voice rough, “we’re going to make sure you know who you belong to.”

Lena’s breath hitched as he fastened the collar around her neck, the leather cool against her skin. She gasped, her body trembling as Jace’s fingers pressed against her clit, his touch sending a jolt of heat straight to her core.

“Good girl,” Cole praised, his fingers tracing her back, his cock pressing against her ass through his jeans. “Such a pretty cunt.”

Tyler’s hands gripped her hips, lifting her onto the couch, her legs spread wide. “Rule five,” he growled, his voice rough. “You learn to serve us.”

Lena’s breath hitched, her body trembling as Jace’s fingers pressed inside her, his touch sending a jolt of heat straight to her core.

“Fuck,” Tyler groaned, his hands gripping her hips, his cock pressing against her ass through his jeans. “She’s soaked.”

Marcus’s fingers traced her nipple, his touch sending a jolt of heat straight to her core. “Pathetic,” he murmured, his voice rough. “Our little slut can’t even keep it in.”

Cole’s fingers brushed against her clit, his touch sending a jolt of heat straight to her core. “Good thing we’ll take care of that.”

Lena gasped, her body trembling as Jace’s fingers worked her faster, harder, until her vision blurred and her thighs trembled. She was so close—

“Stop,” she gasped, her voice breaking. “I—I can’t—”

Jace chuckled darkly, pulling his fingers away just as she teetered on the edge. “Not until we say so.”

Tyler’s hands gripped her hips, lifting her onto the couch, her legs spread wide. “Rule six,” he growled, his voice rough. “You learn to take us all.”

Lena’s breath hitched, her body trembling as Tyler’s cock pressed against her entrance, his touch sending a jolt of heat straight to her core.

“Fuck,” Tyler groaned, his hands gripping her hips, his cock pressing inside her, slow and deep. “You’re perfect.”

Marcus’s fingers traced her nipple, his touch sending a jolt of heat straight to her core. “Rule seven,” he murmured, his voice rough. “You come for us every time.”

Cole’s fingers traced her back, his cock pressing against her ass through his jeans. “Rule eight,” he growled, his voice rough. “You scream.”

Lena’s breath hitched, her body trembling as Tyler’s cock pressed inside her, his touch sending a jolt of heat straight to her core.

“Come for us,” Jace growled, his voice rough.

Lena’s orgasm crashed over her, her body trembling as she came, her cry echoing through the apartment. Tyler’s cock pulsed inside her, his release filling her as Jace’s fingers pressed against her clit, his touch sending a jolt of heat straight to her core.

When she finally came down, Tyler lifted her off the couch, spinning her around so she faced him. “You’re ours,” he growled, his hands gripping her hips. “And we’re never letting you go.”

Lena nodded, her breath coming in ragged gasps. “I’m yours,” she whispered. “Forever.”

Cole’s fingers traced her jaw, his voice a dark promise. “Good girl.”

---

The apartment was quiet except for the sound of their breathing, the scent of sex thick in the air. Lena’s body was still trembling, her pussy still throbbing, her lips still swollen from their touch.

Jace stepped forward, his fingers tracing the edge of her blouse. “Since you’re so eager,” he murmured, his voice rough, “we’re going to make sure you stay that way.”

Lena’s breath hitched. She wanted this. Wanted them.

Marcus’s fingers brushed against her nipple, his touch sending a jolt of heat straight to her core. “Rule nine,” he murmured, his voice rough. “You learn to trust us.”

Tyler’s hands gripped her hips, spinning her around so she faced him. “Rule ten,” he growled, his voice rough. “You obey.”

Cole’s fingers traced her collarbone, his voice a dark promise. “Rule eleven,” he murmured, his voice rough. “You come for us every time.”

Lena’s breath hitched, her body trembling with need. “Yes,” she whispered. “Yes, please.”

Jace’s hand wrapped around her throat, his grip firm but not cruel. “Rule twelve,” he growled, his voice rough. “You belong to us.”

Lena nodded, her breath coming in ragged gasps. “Yes,” she whispered. “I belong to you.”

---

The first lesson in submission began with a leash.

Cole’s fingers traced the edge of the leather, his touch sending a jolt of heat straight to her core. “Since you’re so eager,” he murmured, his voice rough, “we’re going to make sure you know who you belong to.”

Lena’s breath hitched as he fastened the leash to her collar, the leather cool against her skin. She gasped, her body trembling as Jace’s fingers pressed against her clit, his touch sending a jolt of heat straight to her core.

“Good girl,” Marcus praised, his fingers tracing her back, his cock pressing against her ass through his jeans. “Such a pretty cunt.”

Tyler’s hands gripped her hips, lifting her onto the couch, her legs spread wide. “Rule thirteen,” he growled, his voice rough. “You learn to follow us.”

Lena’s breath hitched, her body trembling as Jace’s fingers pressed inside her, his touch sending a jolt of heat straight to her core.

“Fuck,” Tyler groaned, his hands gripping her hips, his cock pressing against her ass through his jeans. “She’s soaked.”

Marcus’s fingers traced her nipple, his touch sending a jolt of heat straight to her core. “Pathetic,” he murmured, his voice rough. “Our little slut can’t even keep it in.”

Cole’s fingers brushed against her clit, his touch sending a jolt of heat straight to her core. “Good thing we’ll take care of that.”

Lena gasped, her body trembling as Jace’s fingers worked her faster, harder, until her vision blurred and her thighs trembled. She was so close—

“Stop,” she gasped, her voice breaking. “I—I can’t—”

Jace chuckled darkly, pulling his fingers away just as she teetered on the edge. “Not until we say so.”

Tyler’s hands gripped her hips, lifting her onto the couch, her legs spread wide. “Rule fourteen,” he growled, his voice rough. “You learn to take us all.”

Lena’s breath hitched, her body trembling as Tyler’s cock pressed against her entrance, his touch sending a jolt of heat straight to her core.

“Fuck,” Tyler groaned, his hands gripping her hips, his cock pressing inside her, slow and deep. “You’re perfect.”

Marcus’s fingers traced her nipple, his touch sending a jolt of heat straight to her core. “Rule fifteen,” he murmured, his voice rough. “You come for us every time.”

Cole’s fingers traced her back, his cock pressing against her ass through his jeans. “Rule sixteen,” he growled, his voice rough. “You scream.”

Lena’s breath hitched, her body trembling as Tyler’s cock pressed inside her, his touch sending a jolt of heat straight to her core.

“Come for us,” Jace growled, his voice rough.

Lena’s orgasm crashed over her, her body trembling as she came, her cry echoing through the apartment. Tyler’s cock pulsed inside her, his release filling her as Jace’s fingers pressed against her clit, his touch sending a jolt of heat straight to her core.

When she finally came down, Tyler lifted her off the couch, spinning her around so she faced him. “You’re ours,” he growled, his hands gripping her hips. “And we’re never letting you go.”

Lena nodded, her breath coming in ragged gasps. “I’m yours,” she whispered. “Forever.”

Cole’s fingers traced her jaw, his voice a dark promise. “Good girl.”

---

The apartment was quiet except for the sound of their breathing, the scent of sex thick in the air. Lena’s body was still trembling, her pussy still throbbing, her lips still swollen from their touch.

Jace stepped forward, his fingers tracing the edge of her blouse. “Since you’re so eager,” he murmured, his voice rough, “we’re going to make sure you stay that way.”

Lena’s breath hitched. She wanted this. Wanted them.

Marcus’s fingers brushed against her nipple, his touch sending a jolt of heat straight to her core. “Rule seventeen,” he murmured, his voice rough. “You learn to love us.”

Tyler’s hands gripped her hips, spinning her around so she faced him. “Rule eighteen,” he growled, his voice rough. “You obey.”

Cole’s fingers traced her collarbone, his voice a dark promise. “Rule nineteen,” he murmured, his voice rough. “You come for us every time.”

Lena’s breath hitched, her body trembling with need. “Yes,” she whispered. “Yes, please.”

Jace’s hand wrapped around her throat, his grip firm but not cruel. “Rule twenty,” he growled, his voice rough. “You belong to us.”

Lena nodded, her breath coming in ragged gasps. “Yes,” she whispered. “I belong to you.”

---

The first lesson in pleasure began with a flogger.

Tyler’s fingers traced the edge of the leather, his touch sending a jolt of heat straight to her core. “Since you’re so eager,” he murmured, his voice rough, “we’re going to make sure you know what it feels like to surrender.”

Lena’s breath hitched as he brought the flogger down, the sting sending a jolt of heat straight to her core. She gasped, her body trembling as Jace’s fingers pressed against her clit, his touch sending a jolt of heat straight to her core.

“Good girl,” Marcus praised, his fingers tracing her back, his cock pressing against her ass through his jeans. “Such a pretty cunt.”

Cole’s hands gripped her hips, lifting her onto the couch, her legs spread wide. “Rule twenty-one,” he growled, his voice rough. “You learn to take your pleasure.”

Lena’s breath hitched, her body trembling as Tyler’s flogger came down again, the sting sending a jolt of heat straight to her core.

“Fuck,” Jace groaned, his hands gripping her hips, his cock pressing against her ass through his jeans. “She’s soaked.”

Marcus’s fingers traced her nipple, his touch sending a jolt of heat straight to her core. “Pathetic,” he murmured, his voice rough. “Our little slut can’t even keep it in.”

Cole’s fingers brushed against her clit, his touch sending a jolt of heat straight to her core. “Good thing we’ll take care of that.”

Lena gasped, her body trembling as Tyler’s flogger came down again, the sting sending a jolt of heat straight to her core.

“Come for us,” Cole growled, his voice rough.

Lena’s orgasm crashed over her, her body trembling as she came, her cry echoing through the apartment. Tyler’s flogger came down one last time, the sting sending a jolt of heat straight to her core as she came down.

Jace’s hands gripped her hips, lifting her onto the couch, her legs spread wide. “You’re ours,” he growled, his hands gripping her hips. “And we’re never letting you go.”

Lena nodded, her breath coming in ragged gasps. “I’m yours,” she whispered. “Forever.”

Cole’s fingers traced her jaw, his voice a dark promise. “Good girl.”

---

The apartment was quiet except for the sound of their breathing, the scent of sex thick in the air. Lena’s body was still trembling, her pussy still throbbing, her lips still swollen from their touch.

Jace stepped forward, his fingers tracing the edge of her blouse. “Since you’re so eager,” he murmured, his voice rough, “we’re going to make sure you stay that way.”

Lena’s breath hitched. She wanted this. Wanted them.

Marcus’s fingers brushed against her nipple, his touch sending a jolt of heat straight to her core. “Rule twenty-two,” he murmured, his voice rough. “You learn to trust us.”

Tyler’s hands gripped her hips, spinning her around so she faced him. “Rule twenty-three,” he growled, his voice rough. “You obey.”

Cole’s fingers traced her collarbone, his voice a dark promise. “Rule twenty-four,” he murmured, his voice rough. “You come for us every time.”

Lena’s breath hitched, her body trembling with need. “Yes,” she whispered. “Yes, please.”

Jace’s hand wrapped around her throat, his grip firm but not cruel. “Rule twenty-five,” he growled, his voice rough. “You belong to us.”

Lena nodded, her breath coming in ragged gasps. “Yes,” she whispered. “I belong to you.”

---

The first lesson in obedience ended with a kiss.

Jace’s lips pressed against hers, his touch sending a jolt of heat straight to her core. Lena gasped, her body trembling as his tongue slid between her lips, his touch sending a jolt of heat straight to her core.

“Good girl,” Cole praised, his fingers tracing her back, his cock pressing against her ass through his jeans. “Such a pretty cunt.”

Marcus’s hands gripped her hips, lifting her onto the couch, her legs spread wide. “Rule twenty-six,” he growled, his voice rough. “You learn to serve us.”

Lena’s breath hitched, her body trembling as Jace’s lips pressed against hers again, his touch sending a jolt of heat straight to her core.

“Fuck,” Tyler groaned, his hands gripping her hips, his cock pressing against her ass through his jeans. “She’s soaked.”

Marcus’s fingers traced her nipple, his touch sending a jolt of heat straight to her core. “Pathetic,” he murmured, his voice rough. “Our little slut can’t even keep it in.”

Cole’s fingers brushed against her clit, his touch sending a jolt of heat straight to her core. “Good thing we’ll take care of that.”

Lena gasped, her body trembling as Jace’s lips pressed against hers again, his touch sending a jolt of heat straight to her core.

“Come for us,” Jace growled, his voice rough.

Lena’s orgasm crashed over her, her body trembling as she came, her cry echoing through the apartment. Jace’s lips pressed against hers one last time, his touch sending a jolt of heat straight to her core as she came down.

Tyler’s hands gripped her hips, lifting her onto the couch, her legs spread wide. “You’re ours,” he growled, his hands gripping her hips. “And we’re never letting you go.”

Lena nodded, her breath coming in ragged gasps. “I’m yours,” she whispered. “Forever.”

Cole’s fingers traced her jaw, his voice a dark promise. “Good girl.”

---

The apartment was quiet except for the sound of their breathing, the scent of sex thick in the air. Lena’s body was still trembling, her pussy still throbbing, her lips still swollen from their touch.

Jace stepped forward, his fingers tracing the edge of her blouse. “Since you’re so eager,” he murmured, his voice rough, “we’re going to make sure you stay that way.”

Lena’s breath hitched. She wanted this. Wanted them.

Marcus’s fingers brushed against her nipple, his touch sending a jolt of heat straight to her core. “Rule twenty-seven,” he murmured, his voice rough. “You learn to love us.”

Tyler’s hands gripped her hips, spinning her around so she faced him. “Rule twenty-eight,” he growled, his voice rough. “You obey.”

Cole’s fingers traced her collarbone, his voice a dark promise. “Rule twenty-nine,” he murmured, his voice rough. “You come for us every time.”

Lena’s breath hitched, her body trembling with need. “Yes,” she whispered. “Yes, please.”

Jace’s hand wrapped around her throat, his grip firm but not cruel. “Rule thirty,” he growled, his voice rough. “You belong to us.”

Lena nodded, her breath coming in ragged gasps. “Yes,” she whispered. “I belong to you.”

---

The first lesson in submission ended with a promise.

Cole’s fingers traced the edge of her blouse, his touch sending a jolt of heat straight to her core. “Since you’re so eager,” he murmured, his voice rough, “we’re going to make sure you stay that way.”

Lena’s breath hitched as he fastened the collar around her neck, the leather cool against her skin. She gasped, her body trembling as Jace’s fingers pressed against her clit, his touch sending a jolt of heat straight to her core.

“Good girl,” Marcus praised, his fingers tracing her back, his cock pressing against her ass through his jeans. “Such a pretty cunt.”

Tyler’s hands gripped her hips, lifting her onto the couch, her legs spread wide. “Rule thirty-one,” he growled, his voice rough. “You learn to follow us.”

Lena’s breath hitched, her body trembling as Jace’s fingers pressed inside her, his touch sending a jolt of heat straight to her core.

“Fuck,” Tyler groaned, his hands gripping her hips, his cock pressing against her ass through his jeans. “She’s soaked.”

Marcus’s fingers traced her nipple, his touch sending a jolt of heat straight to her core. “Pathetic,” he murmured, his voice rough. “Our little slut can’t even keep it in.”

Cole’s fingers brushed against her clit, his touch sending a jolt of heat straight to her core. “Good thing we’ll take care of that.”

Lena gasped, her body trembling as Jace’s fingers worked her faster, harder, until her vision blurred and her thighs trembled. She was so close—

“Stop,” she gasped, her voice breaking. “I—I can’t—”

Jace chuckled darkly, pulling his fingers away just as she teetered on the edge. “Not until we say so.”

Tyler’s hands gripped her hips, lifting her onto the couch, her legs spread wide. “Rule thirty-two,” he growled, his voice rough. “You learn to take us all.”

Lena’s breath hitched, her body trembling as Tyler’s cock pressed against her entrance, his touch sending a jolt of heat straight to her core.

“Fuck,” Tyler groaned, his hands gripping her hips, his cock pressing inside her, slow and deep. “You’re perfect.”

Marcus’s fingers traced her nipple, his touch sending a jolt of heat straight to her core. “Rule thirty-three,” he murmured, his voice rough. “You come for us every time.”

Cole’s fingers traced her back, his cock pressing against her ass through his jeans. “Rule thirty-four,” he growled, his voice rough. “You scream.”

Lena’s breath hitched, her body trembling as Tyler’s cock pressed inside her, his touch sending a jolt of heat straight to her core.

“Come for us,” Jace growled, his voice rough.

Lena’s orgasm crashed over her, her body trembling as she came, her cry echoing through the apartment. Tyler’s cock pulsed inside her, his release filling her as Jace’s fingers pressed against her clit, his touch sending a jolt of heat straight to her core.

When she finally came down, Tyler lifted her off the couch, spinning her around so she faced him. “You’re ours,” he growled, his hands gripping her hips. “And we’re never letting you go.”

Lena nodded, her breath coming in ragged gasps. “I’m yours,” she whispered. “Forever.”

Cole’s fingers traced her jaw, his voice a dark promise. “Good girl.”

---

The apartment was quiet except for the sound of their breathing, the scent of sex thick in the air. Lena’s body was still trembling, her pussy still throbbing, her lips still swollen from their touch.

Jace stepped forward, his fingers tracing the edge of her blouse. “Since you’re so eager,” he murmured, his voice rough, “we’re going to make sure you stay that way.”

Lena’s breath hitched. She wanted this. Wanted them.

Marcus’s fingers brushed against her nipple, his touch sending a jolt of heat straight to her core. “Rule thirty-five,” he murmured, his voice rough. “You learn to trust us.”

Tyler’s hands gripped her hips, spinning her around so she faced him. “Rule thirty-six,” he growled, his voice rough. “You obey.”

Cole’s fingers traced her collarbone, his voice a dark promise. “Rule thirty-seven,” he murmured, his voice rough. “You come for us every time.”

Lena’s breath hitched, her body trembling with need. “Yes,” she whispered. “Yes, please.”

Jace’s hand wrapped around her throat, his grip firm but not cruel. “Rule thirty-eight,” he growled, his voice rough. “You belong to us.”

Lena nodded, her breath coming in ragged gasps. “Yes,” she whispered. “I belong to you.”

---

The first lesson in pleasure ended with a promise.

Cole’s fingers traced the edge of her blouse, his touch sending a jolt of heat straight to her core. “Since you’re so eager,” he murmured, his voice rough, “we’re going to make sure you stay that way.”

Lena’s breath hitched as he fastened the collar around her neck, the leather cool against her skin. She gasped, her body trembling as Jace’s fingers pressed against her clit, his touch sending a jolt of heat straight to her core.

“Good girl,” Marcus praised, his fingers tracing her back, his cock pressing against her ass through his jeans. “Such a pretty cunt.”

Tyler’s hands gripped her hips, lifting her onto the couch, her legs spread wide. “Rule thirty-nine,” he growled, his voice rough. “You learn to serve us.”

Lena’s breath hitched, her body trembling as Jace’s fingers pressed inside her, his touch sending a jolt of heat straight to her core.

“Fuck,” Tyler groaned, his hands gripping her hips, his cock pressing against her ass through his jeans. “She’s soaked.”

Marcus’s fingers traced her nipple, his touch sending a jolt of heat straight to her core. “Pathetic,” he murmured, his voice rough. “Our little slut can’t even keep it in.”

Cole’s fingers brushed against her clit, his touch sending a jolt of heat straight to her core. “Good thing we’ll take care of that.”

Lena gasped, her body trembling as Jace’s fingers worked her faster, harder, until her vision blurred and her thighs trembled. She was so close—

“Stop,” she gasped, her voice breaking. “I—I can’t—”

Jace chuckled darkly, pulling his fingers away just as she teetered on the edge. “Not until we say so.”

Tyler’s hands gripped her hips, lifting her onto the couch, her legs spread wide. “Rule forty,” he growled, his voice rough. “You learn to take us all.”

Lena’s breath hitched, her body trembling as Tyler’s cock pressed against her entrance, his touch sending a jolt of heat straight to her core.

“Fuck,” Tyler groaned, his hands gripping her hips, his cock pressing inside her, slow and deep. “You’re perfect.”

Marcus’s fingers traced her nipple, his touch sending a jolt of heat straight to her core. “Rule forty-one,” he murmured, his voice rough. “You come for us every time.”

Cole’s fingers traced her back, his cock pressing against her ass through his jeans. “Rule forty-two,” he growled, his voice rough. “You scream.”

Lena’s breath hitched, her body trembling as Tyler’s cock pressed inside her, his touch sending a jolt of heat straight to her core.

“Come for us,” Jace growled, his voice rough.

Lena’s orgasm crashed over her, her body trembling as she came, her cry echoing through the apartment. Tyler’s cock pulsed inside her, his release filling her as Jace’s fingers pressed against her clit, his touch sending a jolt of heat straight to her core.

When she finally came down, Tyler lifted her off the couch, spinning her around so she faced him. “You’re ours,” he growled, his hands gripping her hips. “And we’re never letting you go.”

Lena nodded, her breath coming in ragged gasps. “I’m yours,” she whispered. “Forever.”

Cole’s fingers traced her jaw, his voice a dark promise. “Good girl.”

---

The apartment was quiet except for the sound of their breathing, the scent of sex thick in the air. Lena’s body was still trembling, her pussy still throbbing, her lips still swollen from their touch.

Jace stepped forward, his fingers tracing the edge of her blouse. “Since you’re so eager,” he murmured, his voice rough, “we’re going to make sure you stay that way.”

Lena’s breath hitched. She wanted this. Wanted them.

Marcus’s fingers brushed against her nipple, his touch sending a jolt of heat straight to her core. “Rule forty-three,” he murmured, his voice rough. “You learn to love us.”

Tyler’s hands gripped her hips, spinning her around so she faced him. “Rule forty-four,” he growled, his voice rough. “You obey.”

Cole’s fingers traced her collarbone, his voice a dark promise. “Rule forty-five,” he murmured, his voice rough. “You come for us every time.”

Lena’s breath hitched, her body trembling with need. “Yes,” she whispered. “Yes, please.”

Jace’s hand wrapped around her throat, his grip firm but not cruel. “Rule forty-six,” he growled, his voice rough. “You belong to us.”

Lena nodded, her breath coming in ragged gasps. “Yes,” she whispered. “I belong to you.”

---

The first lesson in submission ended with a promise.

Cole’s fingers traced the edge of her blouse, his touch sending a jolt of heat straight to her core. “Since you’re so eager,” he murmured, his voice rough, “we’re going to make sure you stay that way.”

Lena’s breath hitched as he fastened the collar around her neck, the leather cool against her skin. She gasped, her body trembling as Jace’s fingers pressed against her clit, his touch sending a jolt of heat straight to her core.

“Good girl,” Marcus praised, his fingers tracing her back, his cock pressing against her ass through his jeans. “Such a pretty cunt.”

Tyler’s hands gripped her hips, lifting her onto the couch, her legs spread wide. “Rule forty-seven,” he growled, his voice rough. “You learn to follow us.”

Lena’s breath hitched, her body trembling as Jace’s fingers pressed inside her, his touch sending a jolt of heat straight to her core.

“Fuck,” Tyler groaned, his hands gripping her hips, his cock pressing against her ass through his jeans. “She’s soaked.”

Marcus’s fingers traced her nipple, his touch sending a jolt of heat straight to her core. “Pathetic,” he murmured, his voice rough. “Our little slut can’t even keep it in.”

Cole’s fingers brushed against her clit, his touch sending a jolt of heat straight to her core. “Good thing we’ll take care of that.”

Lena gasped, her body trembling as Jace’s fingers worked her faster, harder, until her vision blurred and her thighs trembled. She was so close—

“Stop,” she gasped, her voice breaking. “I—I can’t—”

Jace chuckled darkly, pulling his fingers away just as she teetered on the edge. “Not until we say so.”

Tyler’s hands gripped her hips, lifting her onto the couch, her legs spread wide. “Rule forty-eight,” he growled, his voice rough. “You learn to take us all.”

Lena’s breath hitched, her body trembling as Tyler’s cock pressed against her entrance, his touch sending a jolt of heat straight to her core.

“Fuck,” Tyler groaned, his hands gripping her hips, his cock pressing inside her, slow and deep. “You’re perfect.”

Marcus’s fingers traced her nipple, his touch sending a jolt of heat straight to her core. “Rule forty-nine,” he murmured, his voice rough. “You come for us every time.”

Cole’s fingers traced her back, his cock pressing against her ass through his jeans. “Rule fifty,” he growled, his voice rough. “You scream.”

Lena’s breath hitched, her body trembling as Tyler’s cock pressed inside her, his touch sending a jolt of heat straight to her core.

“Come for us,” Jace growled, his voice rough.

Lena’s orgasm crashed over her, her body trembling as she came, her cry echoing through the apartment. Tyler’s cock pulsed inside her, his release filling her as Jace’s fingers pressed against her clit, his touch sending a jolt of heat straight to her core.

When she finally came down, Tyler lifted her off the couch, spinning her around so she faced him. “You’re ours,” he growled, his hands gripping her hips. “And we’re never letting you go.”

Lena nodded, her breath coming in ragged gasps. “I’m yours,” she whispered. “Forever.”

Cole’s fingers traced her jaw, his voice a dark promise. “Good girl.”




Chapter 4

The dim glow of the apartment's recessed lighting cast long shadows across the walls, transforming the space into something sleek and predatory. Lena stood in the center of the room, her fingers trembling—not from fear, but from the electric anticipation coiling in her belly like a tight spring about to release. The last few days had been a whirlwind of pleasure, pain, and submission, each moment carving deeper into her flesh and her mind. But tonight was different. Tonight, they weren't just playing with her. They were owning her. The thought sent a thrill of excitement through her, making her nipples harden against the thin fabric of her tank top.

The air was thick with the intoxicating scent of leather, whiskey, and something darker—something primal and untamable that made her thighs clench together involuntarily. The contract was signed, the rules were set, and now, the moment she had been both dreading and aching for had arrived. This was the auction they had promised her, and Lena was the prize to be won.

Jace leaned against the doorframe, his arms crossed over his broad chest, his dark eyes burning into hers with an intensity that made her breath catch in her throat. He had been the mastermind behind this—an auction, not for money, but for possession. The idea had both terrified and thrilled her, and now, as she stood before him, barely clad in the skimpy outfit they had chosen for her, Lena felt a rush of heat between her legs.

"You're thinking too hard, slut," Jace drawled, pushing himself off the doorframe and stepping closer with a predatory grace. His fingers brushed against her collarbone, the leather of the choker he had fastened around her neck earlier cool against her heated skin. "Tonight isn't about your thoughts. It's about what we do to you. What we take from you."

Lena swallowed hard, her pulse hammering against her throat like a trapped bird. She could feel the weight of their gazes on her—Marcus lounging on the couch, his fingers drumming against his thigh like a metronome counting down to her ruin. Tyler stretched out on the floor, his cock already hard and pressing against his sweatpants, his eyes locked onto her tits, which were barely contained by the thin tank top they had dressed her in hours ago. And Cole—Cole was perched on the arm of the couch, his tablet already open, the camera angled just right to capture every moan, every gasp, every second of her degradation. The realization that she was being filmed again sent a fresh wave of moisture to her pussy.

She licked her lips, her breath hitching as she met Jace's gaze. "What—what happens if I don't... perform?" she asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

Jace's smirk was slow, dangerous, and utterly delicious. "Oh, you'll perform," he murmured, his fingers trailing down her arm, leaving a trail of gooseflesh in their wake. "Because if you don't, we'll just have to remind you how much you love being our little cumdump. We have so many ways to make you comply, Lena. So many ways to make you beg."

Lena's pussy clenched at the words, her thighs pressing together instinctively to try and contain the growing dampness between them. She knew he was teasing her, pushing her buttons, but the way he said it—like she was nothing more than a toy designed specifically for their pleasure—made her wetter than ever before. The thought of them using her, owning her, sent a shiver of anticipation down her spine that had nothing to do with fear and everything to do with desire.

Marcus stood up, his jeans already unzipped, his cock half-hard and jutting proudly from his body. He stepped forward, his fingers tracing the edge of her tank top before pulling it up just enough to expose her stomach. The cool air of the room brushed against her skin, making her shiver.

"First rule of the auction," he murmured, his voice rough with anticipation. "You don't get to say no. You don't get to beg. You just get to take it. Whatever we decide to give you."

Lena's breath hitched, her eyes widening slightly. "And if I—"

"Stop questioning," Tyler cut in, his voice a dark growl that made Lena's nipples tighten. He stood up, his sweatpants already pushed down to his thighs, revealing a cock that was now fully engorged and glistening with a drop of pre-cum at the tip. "Just take it like the good little slut you are."

Lena swallowed hard, her gaze flicking between them. Tyler's words, delivered with such conviction, sent a fresh wave of excitement through her. She knew she was supposed to be the one being auctioned off, but the way they were talking made her feel like the one in control—because she was the object of their desire, their obsession, their need.

"I—I can't wait," she whispered, the words escaping her lips before she could stop them.

Tyler chuckled, a low, rumbling sound that vibrated through the air between them. "That's the spirit, slut," he said, taking a step closer. "On your knees."

Lena dropped to her knees without hesitation, her hands already reaching for the button of his pants. She pulled him free, her tongue darting out to lick the pearlescent drop of pre-cum from the tip before wrapping her lips around him. Tyler groaned, his fingers tangling in her hair as she took him deeper, her throat opening for him without resistance.

"Fuck, yeah," he murmured, his hips rolling forward to meet her mouth. "Just like that. You're so damn good at this."

Lena pulled back just enough to speak, her voice muffled around Tyler's cock. "I—I want to make you feel good."

Jace stepped behind her, his fingers tangling in her hair as he guided her head, setting the rhythm. "Keep going," he commanded, his voice rough with pleasure. "We're not done with your mouth yet. Not by a long shot."

Lena obeyed, her lips stretched around Tyler's length as Jace's hands slid down to her tank top, pulling it up to expose her tits. He cupped them, his thumbs brushing over her nipples until they hardened into tight peaks before pinching them just enough to make her whimper around Tyler's cock.

Marcus stepped forward, his jeans already unzipped. "My turn," he growled, his fingers wrapping around her hair and yanking her to her feet before spinning her around and bending her over the back of the couch. "You're going to take me now."

Lena's breath hitched, her hands gripping the edge of the couch as she felt the cool air hit her exposed flesh. Marcus didn't waste time—his fingers were already sliding beneath her tank top to cup her ass, kneading the soft flesh before spanking it hard enough to make her gasp.

"Spread your legs," he commanded, his voice rough with need.

Lena obeyed instantly, her legs parting to give him better access. Marcus's fingers slid between her thighs, pushing her tank top up higher to fully expose her pussy to his hungry gaze. She could feel his eyes on her, taking in every inch of her glistening flesh.

"Fucking perfect," he murmured, his fingers circling her clit before plunging two inside her. Lena moaned, her hips rocking back against his hand as he fucked her with his fingers, his thumb pressing down on her clit with just the right amount of pressure to send sparks of pleasure shooting through her body.

"Oh—oh fuck," she gasped, her nails digging into the couch as Marcus added a third finger, stretching her open to accommodate his size. "You're going to make me come."

"Good," he growled, his free hand gripping her hip as he curled his fingers inside her, finding that spot that made her see stars. "You're going to come all over my fingers before we even start the auction proper."

Lena's back arched, her pussy clenching around Marcus's fingers as she came, her cries filling the room. It was a powerful orgasm that left her trembling and breathless, her body limp in his grip.

Marcus didn't let up—he kept fingering her through the orgasm, drawing it out until she was a boneless, quivering mess in his hands.

"Good girl," he murmured, pulling his fingers free and bringing them to his mouth. Lena watched, her breath still ragged, as he sucked her juices off his fingers, his eyes dark with satisfaction. "You taste so damn good, Lena."

Tyler stepped forward, his cock still hard and ready. He grabbed her by the hair, pulling her up and spinning her around to face him. "Time for round two," he growled, pushing her back down to her knees.

Lena didn't hesitate—she opened her mouth for him, her tongue swirling around the head of his cock before taking him deep inside her throat. Tyler groaned, his fingers tangling in her hair as he began to fuck her face, his hips moving with a rhythm that suggested he was close to the edge.

"Fuck," he grunted, his cock throbbing in her mouth. "I'm going to come."

Lena pulled back just enough to speak, her voice muffled. "I—I want it."

Jace stepped forward, his hands sliding under her tank top to cup her tits again, his thumbs brushing over her nipples until they were hard peaks once more. "That's it," he murmured, his voice rough with pleasure. "Take his cum down your throat like the good little slut you are."

Tyler's grunts grew more urgent, his cock swelling in her mouth as he neared his climax. "Fuck, yeah," he groaned, his hips bucking as he came, his hot cum spilling down her throat. Lena swallowed every drop, her eyes locked on his as she milked him for everything he had, her tongue swirling around the sensitive head to prolong his pleasure.

Tyler pulled out with a satisfied sigh, his cock still twitching as he stepped back. Jace grabbed her by the arm, pulling her up and spinning her around to face the couch. Cole was still recording, his tablet angled just right to capture every inch of her flushed, satisfied face.

"Time for the main event," Jace murmured, his hands sliding down to her waist as he lifted her up and bent her over the back of the couch once more. Lena could feel the head of his cock pressing against her entrance, slick with lube and ready to fill her.

"Please," she whispered, her voice barely audible, her body still humming with the aftermath of her previous orgasms.

Jace didn't answer—he just pushed inside her, his cock filling her in one smooth, powerful motion that made her gasp. He bottomed out, his balls pressing against her clit, and Lena moaned, her hands gripping the couch as she adjusted to his size.

"Fuck, you're tight," he growled, his hands gripping her hips as he pulled back and thrust forward again, picking up a rhythm that had her moaning with each stroke. "So damn tight and wet for me."

Lena moaned, her body rocking back against his with each thrust, her pussy clenching around his cock as he fucked her, his cock hitting all the right spots deep inside her. She could feel the others watching, their eyes on her as Jace pounded into her, his breath hot against her ear, his muscles tensing and releasing with each powerful thrust.

"Cum for me, slut," he commanded, his voice rough with need. "Cum all over my cock."

Lena's orgasm hit her like a wave, her pussy clenching around Jace's cock as she came, her cries filling the room. Jace didn't slow down—he kept fucking her through the orgasm, his own breath coming in ragged gasps as he neared his own release.

Cole's voice cut through the air. "That's it. Cum all over his cock, you dirty little slut."

Lena whimpered, her body trembling as Jace's cock swelled inside her, his hot cum filling her up as he came with a groan of pure satisfaction.

Jace pulled out, his cum dripping down Lena's thighs as he stepped back, a smug smile on his face. "Fuck. That was perfect."

Lena collapsed onto the couch, her body boneless and sated, her pussy still sensitive from the multiple orgasms she had already experienced. She could feel the others watching her, their gazes dark with satisfaction and hunger for more.

Marcus stepped forward, his fingers tracing the edge of her collar before fastening it around her neck again. "You did great, slut," he murmured, his voice rough with approval. "But that was just the appetizer."

Lena smiled weakly, her body still humming with pleasure. "I—I had fun."

Cole's voice was dry, amused. "Fun? You loved it."

Lena didn't deny it. She had loved it. Every second of it—the degradation, the pleasure, the sense of being completely at their mercy and loving it. It was intoxicating.

Jace grabbed her by the arm, pulling her up to stand before them all. "Alright, slut," he said, his voice taking on a different tone, one that promised more excitement to come. "Time for the real auction."

Lena's breath hitched. "What—what do you mean?"

Jace's grin was slow, dangerous, and utterly captivating. "We're going to sell you. Not to an outside buyer, but to each other. We're going to bid for the right to have you for the next three hours, to do with you as we please. And you," he added, his fingers tracing her cheek, "get to choose who you want first."

Lena's pussy clenched at the words, her body already responding to the thrilling prospect before her mind could fully process what was happening. The idea of being auctioned off to them, of being a prize to be won and used, was more exciting than she could have imagined.

Cole stepped forward, his tablet still recording. "First bid: one hour of exclusive use. Who's in?"

Tyler raised his hand immediately. "I'll take it," he said, his voice already husky with anticipation.

Marcus smirked, his fingers drumming against his thigh. "I'll go higher. Two hours."

Jace shook his head, a knowing smile playing on his lips. "Three hours. And she gets to choose who she wants first."

Lena's breath hitched, her eyes widening slightly as the reality of the situation sank in. She was going to be the one to decide who used her first. The power dynamic was intoxicating.

"I want... Marcus," she whispered, her voice barely above a breath as she met his hungry gaze.

Jace's smirk turned into a full-blown grin of satisfaction. "Good choice."

Marcus stepped forward, his fingers tracing the edge of her tank top before pulling it up and over her head, leaving her bare before their eyes. "Since you're so eager," he murmured, his voice rough with need, "we're going to make sure you stay that way for all three hours."

Lena's breath hitched as Marcus's fingers slid between her thighs, pushing her panties aside to expose her glistening pussy to his hungry gaze. He didn't hesitate—he plunged two fingers inside her, making her gasp as he began to fuck her with them, his thumb pressing down on her clit with just enough pressure to send sparks of pleasure shooting through her entire body.

"Oh—oh fuck," she moaned, her hips rocking back against his hand, seeking more of the delicious friction he was providing. "That feels so good."

"Good," he growled, his free hand gripping her hip as he curled his fingers inside her, finding that magical spot that had her seeing stars. "You're going to need to be well-fucked to last through three hours with us."

Cole's voice came from behind them, his tablet still recording their every move. "That's it, slut. Take it like the cumdump you are. You're going to need to save your energy."

Lena moaned, her nails digging into Marcus's shoulders as he added a third finger, stretching her open to accommodate his size. "Oh—oh fuck—"

"Almost there," Marcus murmured, his breath hot against her ear as he picked up the pace, his fingers moving in a pattern that was designed to drive her wild. "Come for me. Show me how much you're going to enjoy being our little toy for the next three hours."

Lena's back arched, her pussy clenching around his fingers as she came, her cries filling the room. It was a powerful orgasm that left her trembling and breathless, her body limp in his grip.

Marcus didn't let up—he kept fingering her through the orgasm, drawing it out until she was a quivering mess, her body completely at his mercy.

"Good girl," he murmured, pulling his fingers free and bringing them to his mouth. Lena watched, her breath still ragged, as he sucked her juices off his fingers, his eyes dark with satisfaction. "You taste so damn good, Lena. I can't wait to have more of you."

Jace stepped forward, his fingers tracing the edge of her collar before unclasping it. "Time for round two," he murmured, his voice rough with desire as he spun her around and bent her over the back of the couch once more. "Spread your legs."

Lena obeyed instantly, her hands gripping the edge of the couch as she felt the cool air hit her exposed flesh. Jace didn't waste time—his cock was already pressing against her entrance, slick with lube and ready to fill her.

"Fuck," he growled, his hips slamming into hers as he filled her in one smooth, powerful motion that made her gasp. He bottomed out, his balls pressing against her clit, and Lena moaned, her body adjusting to his size as he began to fuck her with long, deep strokes that hit all the right spots.

"Take it like the good little slut you are," he commanded, his hands gripping her hips as he pulled back and thrust forward again, picking up a rhythm that had her moaning with each stroke. "You're ours to use, to fuck, to come in. Whatever we want."

Lena moaned, her body rocking back against his with each thrust, her pussy clenching around his cock as he fucked her, his cock hitting that spot deep inside her that made her see stars. She could feel the others watching, their eyes on her as Jace pounded into her, his breath hot against her ear, his muscles tensing and releasing with each powerful thrust.

"Cum for me, slut," he commanded, his voice rough with need. "Cum all over my cock. Show me how much you love being our little cumdump."

Lena's orgasm hit her like a wave, her pussy clenching around Jace's cock as she came, her cries filling the room. Jace didn't slow down—he kept fucking her through the orgasm, his own breath coming in ragged gasps as he neared his own release.

"Cum all over his cock," Cole's voice cut through the air, his tablet still recording every moment. "Be a good girl and take his cum."

Lena whimpered, her body trembling as Jace's cock swelled inside her, his hot cum filling her up as he came with a groan of pure satisfaction.

Jace pulled out, his cum dripping down Lena's thighs as he stepped back, a satisfied smile on his face. "Fuck. That was perfect."

Lena collapsed onto the couch, her body boneless and sated, her pussy still sensitive from the multiple orgasms she had already experienced. She could feel the others watching her, their gazes dark with satisfaction and hunger for more.

Tyler stepped forward, his fingers tracing the edge of her collar before fastening it around her neck again. "Since you're so eager," he murmured, his voice rough with need, "we're going to make sure you stay that way for the rest of the three hours."

Lena's breath hitched as Tyler's fingers slid between her thighs, pushing her panties aside to expose her glistening pussy to his hungry gaze. "You're soaked," he growled, his fingers circling her clit before plunging two inside her. Lena moaned, her hips rocking back against his hand as he worked her faster, harder, his thumb pressing down on her clit with just the right amount of pressure to send sparks of pleasure shooting through her entire body.

"Oh—oh fuck," she moaned, her nails digging into Tyler's shoulders as he added a third finger, stretching her open. "You're going to make me come again."

"Good," he growled, his free hand gripping her hip as he curled his fingers inside her, finding that spot that made her see stars. "You're going to come so many times for us tonight that you won't be able to walk straight tomorrow."

Cole's voice came from behind them, his tablet still recording their every move. "That's it, slut. Take it like the cumdump you are. You're going to need to save your energy for the next two hours."

Lena moaned, her body rocking back against his hand, seeking more of the delicious friction he was providing. "Oh—oh fuck—"

"Almost there," Tyler murmured, his breath hot against her ear as he picked up the pace, his fingers moving in a pattern that was designed to drive her wild. "Come for me. Show me how much you're going to enjoy being our little toy for the next three hours."

Lena's back arched, her pussy clenching around his fingers as she came, her cries filling the room. It was a powerful orgasm that left her trembling and breathless, her body limp in his grip.

Tyler didn't let up—he kept fingering her through the orgasm, drawing it out until she was a quivering mess, her body completely at his mercy.

"Good girl," he murmured, pulling his fingers free and bringing them to his mouth. Lena watched, her breath still ragged, as he sucked her juices off his fingers, his eyes dark with satisfaction. "I love the taste of your pussy, Lena. You're so fucking sweet."

Jace grabbed her by the arm, pulling her up to stand before them all. "Time for the final round of the first hour," he murmured, his voice rough with desire as he spun her around and bent her over the back of the couch once more. "Spread your legs."

Lena obeyed instantly, her hands gripping the edge of the couch as she felt the cool air hit her exposed flesh. Cole stepped forward, his fingers tracing the edge of her collar before unclasping it. "Time for the final round," he murmured, his voice rough with anticipation as he positioned himself behind her. "And this time, we're not holding back."

Lena's breath hitched as she felt the head of Cole's cock pressing against her entrance, slick with lube and ready to fill her. "Please," she whispered, her voice barely audible, her body still humming with the aftermath of her previous orgasms.

Cole didn't answer—he just pushed inside her, his cock filling her in one smooth, powerful motion that made her gasp. He bottomed out, his balls pressing against her clit, and Lena moaned, her body adjusting to his size as he began to fuck her with long, deep strokes that hit all the right spots.

"Take it like the good little slut you are," he commanded, his hands gripping her hips as he pulled back and thrust forward again, picking up a rhythm that had her moaning with each stroke. "You're ours to use, to fuck, to come in. Whatever we want."

Lena moaned, her body rocking back against his with each thrust, her pussy clenching around his cock as he fucked her, his cock hitting that spot deep inside her that made her see stars. She could feel the others watching, their eyes on her as Cole pounded into her, his breath hot against her ear, his muscles tensing and releasing with each powerful thrust.

"Cum for me, slut," he commanded, his voice rough with need. "Cum all over my cock. Show me how much you love being our little cumdump."

Lena's orgasm hit her like a wave, her pussy clenching around Cole's cock as she came, her cries filling the room. Cole didn't slow down—he kept fucking her through the orgasm, his own breath coming in ragged gasps as he neared his own release.

"Cum all over his cock," Jace's voice cut through the air, his tablet still recording every moment. "Be a good girl and take his cum."

Lena whimpered, her body trembling as Cole's cock swelled inside her, his hot cum filling her up as he came with a groan of pure satisfaction.

Cole pulled out, his cum dripping down Lena's thighs as he stepped back, a satisfied smile on his face. "Fuck. That was perfect."

Lena collapsed onto the couch, her body boneless and sated, her pussy still sensitive from the multiple orgasms she had already experienced. She could feel the others watching her, their gazes dark with satisfaction and hunger for more.

Jace stepped forward, his fingers tracing the edge of her collar before fastening it around her neck one last time. "Since you're so eager," he murmured, his voice rough with need, "we're going to make sure you stay that way for the second hour."

Lena's breath hitched as Jace's fingers slid between her thighs, pushing her panties aside to expose her glistening pussy to his hungry gaze. "You're ours," he growled, his fingers circling her clit before plunging two inside her. Lena moaned, her hips rocking back against his hand as he worked her faster, harder, his thumb pressing down on her clit with just the right amount of pressure to send sparks of pleasure shooting through her entire body.

"Oh—oh fuck," she moaned, her nails digging into Jace's shoulders as he added a third finger, stretching her open. "You're going to make me come again."

"Good," he growled, his free hand gripping her hip as he curled his fingers inside her, finding that spot that made her see stars. "You're going to come so many times for us tonight that you won't be able to walk straight tomorrow."

Cole's voice came from behind them, his tablet still recording their every move. "That's it, slut. Take it like the cumdump you are. You're going to need to save your energy for the final hour."

Lena moaned, her body rocking back against his hand, seeking more of the delicious friction he was providing. "Oh—oh fuck—"

"Almost there," Jace murmured, his breath hot against her ear as he picked up the pace, his fingers moving in a pattern that was designed to drive her wild. "Come for me. Show me how much you're going to enjoy being our little toy for the next three hours."

Lena's back arched, her pussy clenching around his fingers as she came, her cries filling the room. It was a powerful orgasm that left her trembling and breathless, her body limp in his grip.

Jace didn't let up—he kept fingering her through the orgasm, drawing it out until she was a quivering mess, her body completely at his mercy.

"Good girl," he murmured, pulling his fingers free and bringing them to his mouth. Lena watched, her breath still ragged, as he sucked her juices off his fingers, his eyes dark with satisfaction. "I love the taste of your pussy, Lena. You're so fucking sweet."

The auction was over. The three hours were up. But Lena knew, as she looked at her three lovers, that this was just the beginning. She was theirs, completely and utterly, and she wouldn't have it any other way.




Chapter 5

The apartment was thick with the scent of sweat, whiskey, and something darker—something that made Lena’s thighs press together involuntarily. The air hummed with the low, dangerous energy of the men surrounding her, their gazes locked onto her like predators sizing up their prey. She stood in the center of the room, naked except for the thin leather collar around her neck, the one that had been fastened just before the bidding began. The auction wasn’t just for control—it was for possession. The collar felt both restrictive and liberating, a constant reminder of the power dynamics at play and the surrender she was willingly entering into.

Jace leaned against the wall, his arms crossed over his chest, his dark eyes burning into her. He’d been the one to suggest this—an auction where they’d bid on her time, her body, her pleasure. And Lena? She’d agreed without hesitation. Because the truth was, she wanted this. Wanted them. The thought of being passed around like a prized possession, used and pleased by each of them in turn, sent delicious shivers down her spine.

“You’re trembling,” Jace observed, pushing off the wall and stepping closer. The movement was fluid, predatory. His fingers traced the edge of her collar, the leather cool against her heated skin. “Nervous, slut?”

Lena swallowed hard, her breath hitching. Her nipples hardened almost painfully, and she could feel the warmth spreading between her thighs. “No,” she whispered, her voice barely audible. “Just… excited.”

Marcus chuckled, his voice rough with amusement. He stood behind her, his fingers sliding over her shoulders before gripping her hips, pulling her back against him. His cock was already hard, pressing against her ass through his jeans. The rough denim scraped against her sensitive skin, and she couldn’t suppress the small gasp that escaped her lips. “Excited for what, exactly?”

Lena’s pulse spiked, her heart hammering against her ribs. She could feel the heat radiating from Marcus’s body, could smell the faint scent of his cologne mixed with his own musk. “For whatever you decide to do to me.”

Tyler smirked, stepping forward with a glass of whiskey in hand. He took a slow sip, the liquid glistening on his lips before he set the glass down on the coffee table. His eyes never left hers, and they traveled slowly down her body, taking in every curve, every line of her naked form. “Oh, we’ve got plans for you, Lena.”

Cole, ever the instigator, pulled out his phone and tapped the screen. The camera on the front lit up, the red glow casting an eerie, almost sinful light over the room. Cole’s eyes gleamed with mischief as he adjusted the camera angle to capture her from all sides. “First rule,” he said, his voice smooth, almost hypnotic, “no mercy. No hesitation. Just pleasure.”

The final word hung in the air like a promise. Lena’s breath hitched. The camera meant this was being recorded—every moan, every gasp, every second of her degradation immortalized for their later viewing. The thought was both humiliating and incredibly arousing. She could imagine them watching it later, their hands on their cocks as they relived the moment they owned her completely.

Jace stepped forward, his fingers tangling in her hair before yanking her head back. The sudden movement made her gasp, a sharp intake of breath that he took advantage of, his lips brushing against her ear. His voice was a dark whisper, full of promise and threat. “Tonight, you’re ours. And we’re going to make sure you remember it.”

Lena moaned, a sound that came from deep in her throat. Her body responded before her mind could process the words. Her nipples ached, her pussy throbbed, and she could feel herself becoming impossibly wet. She was theirs. And she loved it. The realization sent a fresh wave of arousal through her, making her thighs press together more firmly.

The bidding began in earnest. Tyler was the first to place a bid—two hours of exclusive use. Marcus countered with three, his voice deep and commanding. Jace smirked, raising it to four, his eyes never leaving Lena’s face. Cole, ever the wildcard, bid five, a smirk playing on his lips.

Lena’s breath hitched. Five hours? That meant she’d be theirs all night—used, fucked, owned. Her heart raced at the thought. She was a possession, a plaything, and she was more turned on than she’d ever been in her life.

Jace leaned in, his lips brushing her ear again. “You’re mine first, slut.”

The possessive claim sent a thrill through her. She wanted this. Wanted him.

The bidding ended with Cole winning—six hours. But the rules were simple: Lena got to choose who she wanted first.

She turned to Jace, her breath ragged, her body already anticipating his touch. “I want… you.”

Jace’s smirk was slow, dangerous, full of sexual promise. “Good choice.”

He grabbed her by the hair, yanking her onto the couch before flipping her onto her stomach. The sudden movement made her gasp, a mix of surprise and excitement flooding her system. “Spread your legs.”

Lena obeyed instantly, her hands gripping the edge of the couch as she felt the cool air hit her exposed flesh. Jace didn’t waste time—his fingers were already sliding between her thighs, finding her dripping and ready. His touch was both gentle and demanding, a stark contrast that made her heart race.

“Fuck,” he growled, his fingers circling her clit before plunging two inside her. Lena gasped, her hips rocking back against his hand as he worked her faster, harder. The sensation was overwhelming, his fingers expertly finding that spot inside her that made her see stars. “You’re so wet, slut. So ready for us.”

Lena could only moan in response, her body writhing against his touch. She could feel the others watching, their eyes on her as she was pleasured. Tyler’s tablet camera recorded every moment, the red light a constant reminder that this was being documented, that her submission was being captured for all time.

“That’s it,” Jace murmured, his free hand gripping her hip as he curled his fingers inside her. Lena’s back arched, her pussy clenching around his fingers as she came hard, her cries filling the room. Her orgasm crashed over her like a wave, intense and overwhelming, making her vision blur at the edges.

Jace didn’t let up—he kept fingering her through the orgasm, drawing it out until she was trembling, her body limp in his grip. Each movement of his fingers sent aftershocks of pleasure through her, making her gasp and moan with each touch.

“Good girl,” he murmured, pulling his fingers free and bringing them to his mouth. Lena watched, her breath still ragged, as he sucked her juices off, his eyes dark with satisfaction. The sight was incredibly erotic, watching him taste her, claim her essence in the most primal way.

Then he was on her, his cock already hard and leaking. He lined himself up and slammed into her, his balls slapping against her clit with every thrust. Lena cried out, a mix of pleasure and pain that only added to her arousal. His cock was thick and long, stretching her in the most delicious way possible.

“That’s it,” Jace growled, his hands gripping her hips as he pulled back and thrust forward again. “Take it like the good little slut you are.”

Lena moaned, her body rocking back against him as he fucked her, his cock hitting all the right spots. She could feel the others watching, their gazes dark with satisfaction and desire. Tyler adjusted the camera angle, making sure to capture every moment of her surrender. Marcus and Cole had their hands on their cocks, stroking slowly as they watched Jace claim her.

“Cum for me, slut,” he commanded, his voice rough with need.

Lena’s orgasm hit her like a wave, her pussy clenching around Jace’s cock as she came, her cries filling the room. The sensation was overwhelming, her body trembling with the intensity of it. Jace didn’t slow down—he kept fucking her through the orgasm, his own breath coming in ragged gasps as he neared his own release.

Cole’s voice cut through the air. “That’s it. Cum all over his cock.”

Lena whimpered, her body trembling as Jace’s cock swelled inside her, his hot cum filling her up as he came with a groan. The feeling of him releasing inside her, marking her as his, sent another wave of pleasure through her, extending her orgasm even further.

Jace pulled out, his cum dripping down her thighs as he stepped back. “Fuck. That was perfect.”

Lena collapsed onto the couch, her body boneless, her pussy still sensitive from the orgasm. She could feel the others watching her, their gazes dark with satisfaction and anticipation of what was to come.

Marcus stepped forward, his fingers tracing the edge of her collar before unclasping it. “Time for round two.”

Lena’s breath hitched as Marcus’s fingers slid between her thighs, pushing her panties aside to expose her glistening pussy. “You’re soaked,” he growled, his fingers circling her clit before plunging two inside her. Lena moaned, her hips rocking back against his hand as he worked her faster, harder. Marcus’s fingers were thicker than Jace’s, stretching her in a different, equally pleasurable way. He knew exactly how to touch her, exactly how to make her body respond to his every command.

Tyler’s voice came from behind them, his tablet still recording. “That’s it, slut. Take it like the cumdump you are.”

The degrading words sent a fresh wave of arousal through Lena. She loved being spoken to like this, loved being treated like an object for their pleasure. Her nails dug into Marcus’s shoulders as he added a third finger, stretching her open. “Oh—oh fuck—”

“Almost there,” Marcus murmured, his free hand gripping her hip as he curled his fingers inside her. Lena’s back arched, her pussy clenching around his fingers as she came hard, her cries filling the room. Marcus kept fingering her through the orgasm, drawing it out until she was trembling, her body limp in his grip.

“Good girl,” he murmured, pulling his fingers free and bringing them to his mouth. Lena watched, her breath still ragged, as he sucked her juices off, his eyes dark with satisfaction. The intimate act of him tasting her was incredibly erotic, making her already sensitive body respond with renewed desire.

Tyler stepped forward, his fingers tracing the edge of her collar before fastening it around her neck again. “Since you’re so eager,” he murmured, his voice rough, “we’re going to make sure you stay that way.”

Lena’s breath hitched as Tyler’s fingers slid between her thighs, pushing her panties aside to expose her glistening pussy. “You’re soaked,” he growled, his fingers circling her clit before plunging two inside her. Lena moaned, her hips rocking back against his hand as he worked her faster, harder. Tyler’s touch was different again—more precise, more focused, as if he were studying her responses, learning exactly what she needed to come undone.

Cole’s voice came from behind them, his tablet still recording. “That’s it, slut. Take it like the cumdump you are.”

Lena’s breath hitched, her nails digging into Tyler’s shoulders as he added a third finger, stretching her open. “Oh—oh fuck—”

“Almost there,” Tyler murmured, his free hand gripping her hip as he curled his fingers inside her. Lena’s back arched, her pussy clenching around his fingers as she came hard, her cries filling the room. Tyler kept fingering her through the orgasm, drawing it out until she was trembling, her body limp in his grip.

“Good girl,” he murmured, pulling his fingers free and bringing them to his mouth. Lena watched, her breath still ragged, as he sucked her juices off, his eyes dark with satisfaction. The taste of her seemed to satisfy him, a primal claim that sent shivers down her spine.

Cole stepped forward, his fingers tracing the edge of her collar before unclasping it. “Time for the final round.”

Lena’s breath hitched as Cole’s fingers slid beneath her panties, pushing them down her legs before spinning her around and bending her over the couch. “Spread your legs.”

Lena obeyed instantly, her hands gripping the edge of the couch as she felt the cool air hit her exposed flesh. Cole didn’t waste time—his cock was already pressing against her entrance, slick with lube.

“Fuck,” Cole growled, his hips slamming into hers as he filled her in one smooth motion. Lena gasped, her nails digging into the couch as he bottomed out, his balls pressing against her clit. His cock was thinner but longer than the others, hitting deeper inside her in a way that made her see stars.

“That’s it,” Cole growled, his hands gripping her hips as he pulled back and thrust forward again. “Take it like the good little slut you are.”

Lena moaned, her body rocking back against him as he fucked her, his cock hitting all the right spots. She could feel the others watching, their eyes on her as Cole pounded into her, his breath hot against her ear. Tyler adjusted the camera angle, making sure to capture every moment of her surrender. Jace and Marcus had their hands on their cocks, stroking slowly as they watched Cole claim her.

“Cum for me, slut,” he commanded, his voice rough with need.

Lena’s orgasm hit her like a wave, her pussy clenching around Cole’s cock as she came, her cries filling the room. The sensation was overwhelming, her body trembling with the intensity of it. Cole didn’t slow down—he kept fucking her through the orgasm, his own breath coming in ragged gasps as he neared his own release.

Jace’s voice cut through the air. “That’s it. Cum all over his cock.”

Lena whimpered, her body trembling as Cole’s cock swelled inside her, his hot cum filling her up as he came with a groan. The feeling of him releasing inside her, marking her as his, sent another wave of pleasure through her, extending her orgasm even further.

Cole pulled out, his cum dripping down her thighs as he stepped back. “Fuck. That was perfect.”

Lena collapsed onto the couch, her body boneless, her pussy still sensitive from the orgasm. She could feel the others watching her, their gazes dark with satisfaction and anticipation of what was still to come.

Jace stepped forward, his fingers tracing the edge of her collar before fastening it around her neck one last time. “Since you’re so eager,” he murmured, his voice rough, “we’re going to make sure you stay that way.”

Lena’s breath hitched as Jace’s fingers slid between her thighs, pushing her panties aside to expose her glistening pussy. “You’re ours,” he growled, his fingers circling her clit before plunging two inside her. Lena moaned, her hips rocking back against his hand as he worked her faster, harder. Jace’s fingers knew exactly how to touch her, exactly how to make her body respond to his every command. He seemed to know her body better than she did herself, able to bring her to the brink and keep her there with just a touch.

Cole’s voice came from behind them, his tablet still recording. “That’s it, slut. Take it like the cumdump you are.”

Lena’s breath hitched, her nails digging into Jace’s shoulders as he added a third finger, stretching her open. “Oh—oh fuck—”

“Almost there,” Jace murmured, his free hand gripping her hip as he curled his fingers inside her. Lena’s back arched, her pussy clenching around his fingers as she came hard, her cries filling the room. Jace kept fingering her through the orgasm, drawing it out until she was trembling, her body limp in his grip.

“Good girl,” he murmured, pulling his fingers free and bringing them to his mouth. Lena watched, her breath still ragged, as he sucked her juices off, his eyes dark with satisfaction. The taste of her seemed to satisfy him, a primal claim that sent shivers down her spine.

The auction was over. She had been used and pleased by each of them in turn, her body a canvas for their desires. She was theirs. And she had never felt more alive, more desired, more complete. As she lay on the couch, boneless and sated, she knew that this was only the beginning, that they would continue to own her, to please her, to use her for their pleasure and hers. And she couldn’t wait for what came next.


Hey there! Thank you for being a supporter of literature! 
Your support not only helps out me, but so many other sexy and talented writers out there. 
I think you would love the community I've put together with my newsletter… at 1200+ strong there are so many people out 
there who really enjoy the topics I write about. Did I mention you get a free 5 book bundle just by joining for free?! Maybe I'll see you there ;) 
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