
        
            
                
            
        

    
Lowdown

Molly Pike

A First Time Blacked Origin Story

Before she became Richard's trophy wife, Sloane was just a college girl trying to survive.

**

Get Your Exclusive Free Book

[image: Molly Pike Cat Ears Logo]


Copyright © 2026 Molly Pike,

All rights reserved.

No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the author, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews.

This is a work of fiction. Certain long-standing institutions, agencies, and public offices are mentioned, but the story and characters involved are wholly imaginary. All names, characters, businesses, organizations, places, events, and incidents either are the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictionally. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.

All central characters are 21 or older.

Published by Molly Pike, 2026

molly on the web


舐めたら 移管 ゼヨ


Table of Contents

Lowdown 

Introduction

College 

1.

2.

3.

4.

5.

6.

7.

8.

9.

10.

11.

12.

Graduation 

1.

2.

3.

4.

5.

6.

7.

Epilogue

Exclusive Free Book

Hot New Series

Coming Soon

Molly Pike

Also Available


Lowdown

Before she became Richard's trophy wife, Sloane was just a college girl trying to survive.

Drowning in debt and tied to a weak, cowardly boyfriend who owes a massive debt to dangerous men, cheerleader Sloane Daniels is all out of ideas, options, and hope.

Until billionaire booster Richard Davies steps in.

Lowdown (53,000 words) is the dark, shocking prequel to Sloane and Richard’s twisted marriage. You've seen Sloane as Richard's hotwife in Calabasas, Watts, and RM 1204. Now see her as a hot young cheerleader rescued and then broken in by the wealthy older man.

See her elevated her into penthouse luxury and shaped into his elegant young partner and private slut.

And watch as she struggles to survive a grueling weekend with three of Richard's guests—massive and unstoppable Black college football stars. Her limits aren't just tested by them—they're demolished, as she is passed around, claimed from every angle, and utterly destroyed.

Expect intense billionaire domination, pathetic cuckolding, a brutal interracial group encounter, airtight domination, and the ultimate transformation of a desperate college girl into a devoted, high-society slutwife.

Molly Pike

July 2026


College

1.

The air in apartment 2B smelled like burnt popcorn, cheap hairspray, and desperation.

It was ten PM on a Tuesday, and the only light in our cramped living room came from a single, buzzing fluorescent tube in the kitchenette that cast everything in a sickly, greenish glow. I was hunched over the sticky laminate of our dining table, a heavy Econ 201 textbook open in front of me. The page was a blur of supply-and-demand curves that looked like meaningless hieroglyphics. I dragged a yellow highlighter across a sentence about macroeconomic elasticity, knowing full well the words weren't actually penetrating my skull. They were just bouncing off the surface of my anxiety.

From the bedroom down the hall, I could hear Jessica sobbing. They were quiet, muffled sobs, the kind you make when you're trying not to bother your roommates with the full-blown panic attack you're having. She’d gotten her Visa statement. The spring break trip to Cabo that she’d put on the card—the one she thought she’d pay off with her summer waitressing job—had maxed her out. The interest alone was more than her half of the rent.

I tried to tune her out. I stared at the corkboard above the table, right next to the peeling "Hang in There" kitten poster left by the previous tenants. Pinned to the board, amidst flyers for 2-for-1 drink specials and the cheer practice schedule, was a bright red notice from the electric company. The words "PAST DUE" were printed in an aggressive, accusatory font. It had been there for a week. Every time I looked at it, a cold knot tightened in the pit of my stomach.

I was failing Econ. The irony was so thick I felt like I was choking on it. I was drowning in the practical application of the theories I couldn't even begin to understand on paper.

I pushed the textbook away. It was useless. I picked up my phone, the screen a bright, welcoming escape from the greenish gloom of my life. My thumb swiped instinctively to Instagram.

The first picture on my feed was Tiffany from Kappa Kappa Gamma. She was standing on the bow of a massive yacht, her back arched, a champagne flute in her hand. The water behind her was a shade of impossible turquoise. The caption read: Just another boring Tuesday in St. Barts! #daddysgirl

A hot, acidic wave of pure fucking envy burned the back of my throat. It was a sick joke. What had Tiffany ever done to deserve that life? She was born into it, that’s all, and so she floated through her classes, her tuition paid, her future secured, while I sat here in a shitbox apartment that smelled like failure, highlighting sentences about market forces I couldn't control.

My phone buzzed. A text from Tyler.

Need to see u. Come over.

It was a booty call. He was probably stressed about practice, or had lost another bet, and wanted a quick, thoughtless release. He wanted me to come over, put out for ten minutes, and then listen to him complain about the coach.

Jessica’s sobbing from the bedroom got a little louder, a heartbreaking little hiccup of despair. The red bill on the corkboard seemed to glow in the dark. I looked at the picture of Tiffany on the yacht one more time, the sheer, effortless ease of her life mocking me from behind the cracked screen of my phone.

I felt trapped. Utterly, completely trapped.

I pushed myself up from the sticky table, my cheap cotton dress feeling flimsy and pathetic against my skin. I needed to get out of this apartment.

I texted Tyler back.

On my way.

**

The air in Tyler’s apartment complex was different.

The university leased these units specifically for the scholarship athletes. They were newer, cleaner, and didn't have the lingering smell of desperation and old pizza that clung to every surface of my building. Here, the carpets were a clean, industrial grey, the walls were freshly painted, and the air hummed with the quiet, efficient thrum of central air conditioning.

I knocked on the door of 314. The sound was a sharp rap that echoed slightly in the quiet hallway.

The door swung open. Tyler was standing there, shirtless, wearing nothing but a pair of grey athletic shorts that hung low on his hips. He was still damp from the shower, his tight, dark curls glistening with water, a white towel slung over his broad shoulder. The stark white of the cotton stood out sharply against the deep, rich brown of his skin. He smelled like expensive deodorant and a raw, musky scent.

He didn't smile.

"Hey," he grunted, stepping back to let me in.

I walked past him into the living room. It was sparse, almost sterile. A massive flat-screen TV dominated one wall, an Xbox underneath it. A black leather sofa—probably provided by the university or by the boosters—was pushed against the other. On the coffee table, a half-eaten protein bar sat next to a thick playbook binder.

It was a room built for one purpose: football.

"Tough practice?" I asked, dropping my keys on the small kitchen counter.

"Coach is riding my ass," Tyler mumbled, tossing his wet towel onto the arm of the sofa. "Keeps saying I'm a step slow on the coverage drills."

He walked over to the fridge and pulled out a bottle of Gatorade, chugging half of it in one long, noisy swallow. He wiped his mouth with the back of his hand.

I watched him, my arms crossed over my chest. This was the routine. He would complain about practice, about the coach, about the first-string safety who he thought was getting preferential treatment. My job was to listen, to nod, to tell him he was great, that the coach was blind. It was part of the unspoken contract of dating an athlete. We were their emotional support staff. We absorbed their stress, bandaged their egos, and kept them primed so they could perform on Saturday.

Because if they performed on Saturday, they might get noticed. They might go pro. And a pro-contract wasn't just a way out for him; it was a way out for us. That was the dream we were all chasing, the silent, desperate hope that kept girls like me showing up at 10 PM on a Tuesday.

Tyler finished his Gatorade and tossed the empty bottle into the overflowing trash can. He turned and looked at me, really looked at me, for the first time since I'd walked in.

His eyes weren't angry or stressed anymore. They were dark with a different kind of hunger. He walked over to me, closing the space between us. He backed me up against the kitchen counter, his hands landing on my hips, his thumbs rubbing small, insistent circles on my hipbones.

"You look tired," he murmured, his voice dropping an octave.

"Midterm tomorrow," I said, my own hands coming up to rest on his bare, muscular chest. His skin was warm, radiating heat.

"Fuck the midterm," he said.

He leaned in and kissed me. It wasn't a gentle kiss. It was hard, demanding, his mouth tasting of artificial fruit punch and frustration. He pushed his hips forward, grinding his groin against me. Through his athletic shorts, I could feel the hard ridge of his erection pressing against my stomach.

He broke the kiss, his breathing heavy. His big black hands slid down from my hips, one clamping onto my ass, squeezing the flesh through my cheap cotton dress, while the other hand slid up my leg, bunching the fabric around my thigh.

I moaned to encourage him.

He hooked his fingers into the waistband of my panties and pushed them to the side.

My chest tightened, cutting off my air. His calloused fingertips, rough from gripping weights and footballs, scraped against the sensitive skin of my inner thigh. I wasn't particularly wet—my mind was still a chaotic mess of macroeconomic theory and the red PAST DUE notice on my corkboard—but my body recognized the familiar, Pavlovian signal. This was what he wanted. This was my role. My job.

"Tyler," I started to say, a weak protest, but he cut me off.

He didn't shove his fingers inside me. He wasn't that crude. He just hooked his leg around mine, pulled my hips flush against the kitchen counter, and hoisted me up.

"Oof," I grunted as my ass hit cold granite.

He stepped between my thighs, pushing my legs wide open. He fumbled with the drawstring of his athletic shorts, pushing them down just enough to free his cock.

It sprang free, a thick, heavy length of dark meat, already fully erect.  Tyler was blessed. He had the kind of casual, impressive dick that was probably a locker room legend—long, thick, and perfectly straight. It was a locker-room legend kind of dick—thick, dark, and heavy enough to actually do damage—the kind of dick that was supposed to get drafted in the first round.

He grabbed my hips, tilted my pelvis up, and drove himself inside me.

It hurt going in. Always did. I gasped as he bottomed out. He was so fucking big that it was always a tight fit at first, a brief, burning friction before my cunt remembered how to accommodate him. He slid deep, his pubic bone grinding against my clit with a practiced, efficient motion.

Neither of us spoke.

Then he started to move.

He fucked me with the same single-minded focus he applied to his coverage drills. His rhythm was steady, powerful, and completely impersonal. He was using my body to work out the stress and frustration of his day. His jaw was clenched tight, his eyes were staring blankly at the wall like he was punishing me for a blown coverage drill.

I lay back on the cold counter, my hands gripping the polished edge, my cheap dress bunched up around my waist. I stared up at the generic white popcorn ceiling of his university-provided apartment.

“You're so fucking tight,” he panted. “I bet half the coaching staff would like to wreck this cunt. Bet they'd start me every game if I let them pass you around. Maybe I should, you know? You’d like it wouldn’t you.” I flinched, but I forced a moan. It was just dirty talk. Just Tyler blowing off steam.

“You know I would, baby. Anything for you.”

I tried to get into it. I tried to match his dirty talk, tried to match his rhythm, to let the pounding I was getting override the anxiety buzzing in my brain. He was good at this, in a purely mechanical sense. He had that big black monster cock. He knew how to hit the right spots, how to use his hips to create a deep, grinding pressure against my g-spot. My body responded on pure instinct, my cunt growing slick around him, my hips starting to buck weakly against his thrusts.

But my mind was a million miles away.

With every slam of his pelvis against mine, I wasn't thinking about him. I was thinking about the red bill on my corkboard.

Thrust. (Did I pay the gas bill this month?)

Thrust. (My student loan payment is due on the first.)

Thrust. (Tiffany is sleeping on a yacht in St. Barts.)

He was grunting now, his breathing growing heavier, the sweat starting to bead on his forehead. He was getting close.

I knew what he needed. He needed to hear me.

"Oh, Tyler," I moaned, pitching my voice just a little higher, forcing an ecstatic tremor into the sound. "Fuck, you're just so big."

The moans were a lie—I just wasn’t into it—but faking it was necessary, part of the transaction, part of the official girlfriend’s job. My moans kept his precious ego fed and got him off.

He opened his eyes, a flicker of pride and relief washing over his face. He looked down at me, finally seeing me.

"You like that?" he panted, his rhythm becoming faster, more frantic. "You like my dick, baby?"

"Yes," I gasped, throwing my head back, letting my hair fan out on the granite. I started to pant, faking the breathless, out-of-control sounds I knew he wanted to hear. "I'm so close! Don't stop!"

That was all it took.

He locked his hips and bottomed out hard, pumping thick, scalding ropes of cum deep into my guts before he collapsed against me, his heavy, sweaty weight pinning me to the countertop. He stayed inside me, panting, his chin on my shoulder.

I lay there, still staring at the ceiling, feeling his seed cooling inside me. My body was slick and used, but my mind was cold and clear. He was satisfied. He had been serviced.

He pulled out with a wet, sloppy sound and stumbled back, pulling up his shorts. He didn't offer me a towel. He didn't help me down.

"Feel better?" I asked, swinging my legs off the counter and pulling my dress down.

"Yeah," he said, walking back to the fridge to grab another Gatorade. "Yeah, I needed that."

He chugged it, then turned to me, his brow furrowed with a familiar, anxious look.

"Hey, listen," he started, a nervous edge to his voice. "I wouldn't ask, but I'm a little short this week. My guy, he, uh... he needs a couple hundred to tide him over. You got it?"

"A couple hundred?" I repeated, my voice flat, all traces of the breathless, ecstatic girl from two minutes ago completely gone. "Tyler, I don't have it."

He frowned, leaning against the refrigerator, his bare chest slick with a thin sheen of post-coital sweat. "What do you mean you don't have it? You just got your student loan disbursement."

"That was gone the day it hit my account," I said, the words coming out sharper than I intended. The raw humiliation of being dead broke made my voice brittle. "It went straight to tuition. The rest of it went to rent, books for this semester, my car insurance... I'm overdrawn, Ty. I have forty-three dollars to my name until my next shift at The Beanery on Friday."

I didn't mention the red PAST DUE notice from the electric company pinned to my corkboard. I didn't want him to know just how close to the edge I really was.

Tyler ran a hand through his damp hair, a frustrated, angry gesture. He wasn't looking at me with sympathy; he was looking at me with the pure, selfish annoyance of a man whose easy solution had just been taken off the table.

"Fuck," he muttered, pacing the small kitchen space. "Sloane, I need it. It's not a joke."

"And I need to eat," I shot back, the frustration finally bubbling over. "I need to put gas in my car to get to class."

"But I need it more!" he snapped, turning on me, his eyes flashing with a sudden, ugly anger. "It's an investment, okay? I need to stay focused. I can't have this other shit hanging over my head. If I make it to the draft, we're set for life. For life, Sloane. You get that, right? A couple hundred bucks now is nothing compared to that."

It was the argument he always used. The great, glittering promise of the NFL Draft. It was the magical cure-all, the golden ticket that was supposed to make all this struggle worthwhile. It was the reason I put up with his selfishness, the reason I faked orgasms, the reason I let him treat me like a glorified fleshlight. I was investing my time, my body, and my dwindling emotional reserves into his potential.

But sitting there, feeling his cum starting to leak out of me, sticky and cold against my thighs, the promise felt thinner than ever.

"I can't give you money I don't have," I said, my voice quiet now, defeated. I walked over to the counter and picked up my keys. The plastic keychain felt heavy in my hand. "I have to go. I need to study."

"Wait," Tyler said, his voice losing its angry edge, replaced by a desperate, wheedling tone I knew all too well. He grabbed my arm, stopping me before I could leave. His grip was gentle, but firm.

He looked at me, his eyes wide and pleading. He looked like a little boy again, a handsome, muscular child who had gotten himself into trouble and needed someone else to fix it.

"Okay," he said softly. "Okay, I get it. You're broke too. I'm sorry."

The apology felt thin, practiced. It was what he said when he knew he'd pushed too hard.

"It's just..." he continued, running his free hand through his damp hair. "This guy... he's not a student, Sloane. He's serious. I just need to figure something out before the end of the week."

I looked at him, at the genuine fear starting to creep back into the corners of his eyes, and the anger I felt just a moment ago curdled into a heavy, weary resignation. This was my life. My problems were my own, but his problems were somehow mine, too. His athletic potential was a shared asset, which meant his debts were a shared liability.

"I'll see what I can do," I said, the words tasting like a lie. "Maybe I can pick up an extra shift at the cafe."

An extra eight-hour shift would get me maybe sixty dollars after taxes. It was a drop in the ocean of whatever hole Tyler had dug for himself, but it was the only thing I could offer.

A flicker of relief washed over his face. The panic rinsed away. Tyler knew he had me on the hook. He saw me taking responsibility.

"Thanks, baby," he said, pulling me into a hug. He pressed his face into my hair. "You're the best. I knew you'd help me figure it out. We're a team, right?"

"Right," I mumbled into his sweaty shoulder, my arms limp at my sides. "A team."

He leaned back and kissed me again, a quick, proprietary peck on the lips. "Call me tomorrow?"

"Yeah," I said, pulling my arm free. "I will."

I walked out of his clean, air-conditioned apartment and back into the humid night. The door clicked shut behind me, and I was alone in the quiet, sterile hallway.

As I walked back toward my own crumbling building, I didn't feel like I was part of a team. I felt like I was the only one playing.


2.

The locker room after practice always smelled the same: a humid, cloying mixture of sharp athletic sweat, aerosol deodorant, and Victoria’s Secret body spray.

I sat on the scarred wooden bench, my head resting against the cool metal of my locker door, my chest still heaving slightly. Every muscle in my legs felt like lead. We were preparing for regionals, and Coach had run us through the tumbling pass until two girls threw up.

Across the aisle, in the corner with the best lighting and the largest mirror, Tiffany and her lieutenants held court.

They weren't showering. They didn't seem to sweat like the rest of us; they just glowed. Tiffany was applying a second coat of lip gloss, her designer gym bag open on the bench next to her, a casual display of wealth.

"I swear, if Daddy doesn't have the jet fueled by three on Friday, I'm going to lose my mind," she said, her voice carrying over the hum of the ventilation system. "The snow in Aspen is supposed to be perfect, and I refuse to fly commercial with my skis."

"Ugh, tell me about it," chimed in Lauren, her second-in-command, adjusting a diamond stud in her ear. "My mom booked us at the St. Regis, but she got the wrong suite. It doesn't even have a fireplace in the master."

I closed my eyes. Listening to them whine about private jets and luxury suites while I worried about my electric bill made me want to scream. We wore the same uniform on the field. We learned the same routines. But we weren’t on the same team. The moment practice ended, an invisible line was drawn.

They lived in a world where the biggest crisis was a missing fireplace. I lived in a world where I had forty-three dollars to last me until Friday, and my boyfriend was drowning in gambling debt he expected me to help fix.

I opened my eyes and looked at Jessica, my roommate, sitting two lockers down. She was holding a single, hotel-sized bottle of shampoo, trying to squeeze the last few drops out of it. Her face was pale and drawn, the stress of her maxed-out credit card visible in the dark circles under her eyes.

"You guys look exhausted," Tiffany’s voice sliced through my thoughts.

I turned. She was looking at us, the B-squad, the scholarship girls, the ones who actually had to scrub the mat burns in the shower. Her smile was perfectly white, perfectly pitying.

"You should really try the electrolyte IV drips at my mom's spa," Tiffany suggested, applying a dusting of setting powder. "They're, like, life-changing after a hard practice. I think they're only a few hundred dollars a session."

A few hundred dollars.

I looked at Jessica. She looked down at the floor, biting her lip.

"Thanks, Tiff," I said, forcing a tight, plastic smile onto my face. "I'll look into it."

"You should!" she chirped, snapping her compact shut. "Okay girls, I'm out. See you tomorrow!"

They swept out of the locker room in a cloud of expensive perfume and ringing laughter, leaving the rest of us in the damp, quiet aftermath.

I stood up, every joint popping in protest, and grabbed my towel.

"A few hundred dollars," Jessica muttered, tossing her empty shampoo bottle into the trash. "Fucking bitch."

"Come on," I said, grabbing my street clothes. "Let's just get out of here."

Twenty minutes later, the three of us—me, Jessica, and Maria, a sophomore who worked nights at a campus dive bar—were walking away from the athletic complex.

The A-squad girls were probably ordering nine-dollar vodka sodas in one of the popular bars. We couldn't even afford the cover charge. So, we walked in the opposite direction, toward a quiet, dimly lit campus park situated behind the old library.

It was a chilly night. We sat huddled together on a cold stone bench, pulling our frayed university hoodies tight against the wind.

Maria unzipped her oversized tote bag, rooted around past her textbooks, and pulled out a silver flask.

"Thank god," Jessica breathed, reaching for it instantly.

Maria unscrewed the cap and passed it over. "It's Evan Williams," she warned. "Don't sip it. Just swallow."

Jessica took a long, desperate pull, her face contorting as the cheap whiskey burned its way down her throat. She coughed, eyes watering, and handed it to me.

I wiped the rim with my sleeve and took a swig. It was rough, fiery, tasting like gasoline and regret, but the sudden, spreading warmth in my chest was exactly what I needed. I passed the flask back to Maria.

For a few minutes, we just sat in silence, passing the metal back and forth, letting the raw alcohol take the edge off the exhaustion and the anxiety. The quiet of the park was a relief after the claustrophobia of the locker room.

"I don't know how I'm going to make rent next month," Jessica finally said, her voice small, staring blankly at the ground. The whiskey was loosening her tongue, breaking down the wall of denial she usually kept up. "My Visa is maxed. My parents said they can't help until January. And if I take another shift at the coffee shop, I'm going to fail Chem."

"I get it," Maria said, taking another sip. "I had to choose between paying my phone bill and buying groceries this week. I've been eating ramen since Sunday."

I remained quiet, the whiskey buzzing pleasantly behind my eyes. I thought about Tyler’s demand for money. I thought about the red PAST DUE notice on my corkboard. I was right there with them, treading water, trying not to look down into the depths.

"There's this girl in my Sociology seminar," Maria said suddenly, her voice dropping, taking on a conspiratorial tone. "Sarah. She's on the dance team."

"The one with the new Range Rover?" Jessica asked, looking up.

"Yeah," Maria nodded, passing the flask to me. "I was talking to her in the bathroom before class. She was showing me pictures from her weekend in Vegas."

"Let me guess," I said, taking a burning swallow. "Her parents are loaded."

"No," Maria said, looking at me intently. "She's from Fresno. She's on financial aid."

Jessica frowned. "Then how the hell is she driving a Range Rover?"

Maria leaned in closer, the smell of whiskey on her breath. "She told me she's on Seeking Arrangement," she said.

"Shut up," Jessica scoffed, though her eyes were wide. "You mean she's an escort?"

"She says it's not like that," Maria argued, defensive but clearly fascinated. "She says it's just ... companionship. Dinner dates. Going to galas. She meets these older guys—CEOs, lawyers—and they just want someone pretty on their arm. In exchange, they pay her rent. They buy her clothes. Loan her a Range Rover."

"And she doesn't have to sleep with them?" I asked.
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"She says it's up to her," Maria shrugged. "Some do, some don't. But she said even just for the dates, she's pulling in two grand a month in 'allowance', plus her rent and clothes."

“And the Range Rover,” Jessica said.

Two grand a month. The number echoed in my head. It was an impossible sum. It was all my bills paid, a full fridge, and money left over. It was freedom.

"Yeah, but it’s bullshit," Jessica said, grabbing the flask back. "It's prostitution with better PR. You can't just take two grand from an old man and not expect him to want something in return."

"Maybe," Maria conceded. "But what are we doing that's so much better? We're breaking our bodies for a scholarship that barely covers tuition, working minimum wage jobs that leave us exhausted, and we're still starving. Sarah's driving that Ranger Rover and hasn't stressed about a bill in the last six months."

I stared at the dark silhouette of the library across the lawn.

I thought about Tiffany bragging about her private jet. I thought about Tyler, demanding I spot him cash from a paycheck I didn't even have yet. I thought about the constant, degrading feeling of being poor in a place designed for the rich.

"It's not just the sugar websites," I said, my voice startlingly loud in the quiet park.

Jessica and Maria both looked at me.

"What do you mean?" Jessica asked.

"I mean, look at us," I said, gesturing to the three of us huddled on the bench. "We're young. We're athletes. We spend hours every week making ourselves look perfect so we can jump around and smile for a stadium full of people who don't even know our names."

I took the flask from Jessica and took a long, final pull. The whiskey didn't burn this time. It just fueled a cold, hard clarity that was forming in my brain.

"We’re already treated like a commodity," I said, wiping my mouth. "The university leverages our looks to sell tickets and keep the alumni happy. We're already performing for old men. We just aren't getting paid for it."

The silence that followed was heavy. Neither of them argued with me. They couldn't.

We sat there on the cold stone bench until the flask was bone dry. I don’t think anybody made a decision that night, rushed home to create a profile online. But the idea was out there. Our bodies—our youth, our flexibility, our perfect, pretty smiles— they were the only things we had to sell.

The walk back to my apartment was a cold, sobering reality check. The cheap whiskey buzz had evaporated, leaving behind a dull throb at my temples and the biting chill of the wind cutting through my thin hoodie. Jessica had nothing to say. I wondered what she was thinking about but didn’t dare ask.

She unlocked the door and gestured me inside. The apartment was dark and silent. Jessica kissed my cheek as she said goodnight and disappeared into her room, probably hoping to escape the reality of her Visa bill in her dreams. The red PAST DUE notice on the corkboard caught a faint light from the streetlamp outside, a silent, accusatory beacon.

I dropped my gym bag on the floor, ignored the rumble of hunger in my stomach, and sat down at my sticky laminate table.

I opened the Econ 201 textbook. I tried. I really tried. I read the same paragraph about the marginal propensity to consume three times, but the words were just shapes on a page. My brain refused to process them. The math wasn't abstract theory anymore. It was the black hole reality of my bank account.

After an hour of staring blankly at the highlighter streaks, I slammed the book shut. It was useless.

I stripped off my clothes, leaving them in a pile on the floor, and crawled into my narrow, squeaky twin bed. I pulled the thin comforter up to my chin, shivering until the sheets finally warmed up.

But sleep wouldn't come.

My mind was racing, fueled by the conversation on the park bench. Maria’s words echoed in the dark: She’s pulling in two grand a month in allowance.

And she was driving a fucking Range Rover.

I stared at the water stains on the popcorn ceiling, tracing the jagged outlines with my eyes.

What if I actually did it?

I thought about the options. The paths available to a twenty-one-year-old girl with a cheerleading scholarship, a pretty face, and zero other marketable skills.

Bottle service was probably the entry-level option. The most socially acceptable form of selling yourself. I knew girls who did it down in the Gaslamp district. Wearing a corset and a thong, carrying sparklers and overpriced vodka to tables full of arrogant frat boys and sleazy promoters.

Could I do it? Yes. It was just an extension of cheering—smiling on command, enduring the wandering eyes, laughing at bad jokes.

But what would it do to me? It would exhaust me. I’d be dealing with drunks until 4 AM, trading sleep and dignity for tips. It felt cheap. It wasn't a way out. It was a hustle.

Promotional Modeling? Standing in a liquor store or a crowded bar in a branded spandex dress, handing out free shots of terrible tequila? Well, yeah, I could do it, but the pay wouldn’t be enough to change my life. It wouldn't pay off Tyler's debts or my own tuition. It was just small-time.

My thoughts drifted darker, further down the rabbit hole.

OnlyFans or Camming. The digital hustle. Selling pictures of my feet, then my tits, then my pussy, to strangers on the internet. Performing in my bedroom for an anonymous audience.

My stomach dropped, but a hot, filthy thrill shot straight between my thighs. I’d be in control. I could hide my face. I’d be in control. I could hide my face.

But it would mean living a double life, constantly terrified that someone from the squad or a professor would find the account. And the internet is fucking forever. When the time came for a real career, a real life, those images would be a ticking time bomb. It felt like I’d be selling my future for quick cash today.

Then, I thought about Sarah on the dance team. The Range Rover. The "allowance." The Sugar Baby. The modern-day courtesan. Creating a profile. Listing my "assets." Going on dates with men twice my age.

I closed my eyes, picturing myself sitting across from an older man at a Michelin-star restaurant. Smiling while he talked about his divorce or his portfolio. Letting him touch my knee under the table.

My heart rate picked up in the dark. The thought was terrifying, but it wasn't repulsive.

I imagined going back to an expensive hotel room with one of them. Letting him undress me. Spreading my legs for him. That picture sent a rush of heat straight to my crotch. I didn’t understand why.

Maybe because it was so transactional?

I didn’t want to think about that anymore, so I turned over and buried my face in my lumpy pillow. Sleep did not come easily.


3.

The auxiliary gym smelled like chalk dust, old sweat, and Pine-Sol.

It was Thursday afternoon, and my body was screaming. I stood at the corner of the blue spring floor, my chest heaving, staring at the diagonal line I was supposed to tumble across. We’d been running full-out routines for ninety minutes, and my legs felt like they were filled with wet cement.

The lack of sleep since the park bench conversation, combined with the constant, grinding anxiety of my bank account, was taking a toll. I was running on fumes and cheap dining-hall coffee.

"Sloane! You're up!" Coach barked, her whistle dangling from her neck. "Round-off, back handspring, full. Stick the landing this time. We aren't grading on a curve."

I took a deep breath, pasting on the mandatory, bright cheerleader smile that felt like a plastic mask, and launched myself.

The muscle memory took over, but the power just wasn't there. The round-off was sloppy, the handspring lacked height, and as I rotated through the air for the full twist, I knew I was coming down short.

I hit the mat hard. My right ankle rolled outward with a sickening noise.

I crumpled to the blue foam, biting my tongue to keep from crying out. A blinding, jagged tear of agony ripped through my whole leg.

"Sloane!" Jessica was beside me in a second, her face pinched with worry. "You okay?"

"I'm fine," I gasped, instantly pushing myself up, ignoring the throbbing pain.

I couldn't be hurt. A sprained ankle meant sitting out. Sitting out meant losing my spot on the competition squad. Losing my spot meant losing my scholarship, which meant I was on a bus back to Ohio with nothing but debt. My body wasn't mine to protect; it was university property, and I had to keep it functional.

"Walk it off," Coach said, her voice devoid of sympathy. "Tape it up and get back in line. We don't have time for injuries."

I limped to the sidelines, grabbing a roll of athletic tape. As I bound my ankle, pulling the white tape so tight it cut off my circulation and numbed the pain, a heavy wave of exhaustion washed over me.

I looked around the gym. At the girls throwing themselves into the air, risking their necks, tearing their ligaments, all for the privilege of wearing a logo. We were breaking our bodies for a system that would replace us the second we couldn't perform.

I am so fucking tired of this, I thought. The resentment tasted bitter on my tongue. Life shouldn’t be so hard.

Ten minutes later, Coach blew her whistle, a sharp, piercing trill that echoed off the cinderblock walls.

"Bring it in! Center mat!"

We jogged to the middle, forming a tight circle around her. I shifted my weight off my throbbing right ankle, keeping my face perfectly neutral.

Coach looked around the circle, consulting the clipboard in her hand.

"Listen up. I got a call this morning from the athletic director's office," she began, her tone shifting from taskmaster to conspiratorial. "Richard Davies is hosting the Chairman's Circle mixer this Saturday at his estate in Calabasas."

A murmur ran through the squad. Even I knew who Richard Davies was. He was the white whale of the booster club. His name was on the new training facility.

"He’s requested 'hospitality staff' for the alumni," Coach continued, raising a hand to quiet the whispers. "Serving drinks, passing hors d'oeuvres. Smiling. Being ambassadors for the program."

She looked down at her clipboard, then pointed her pen.

"Sloane. Jessica. Maria. And Lauren."

She had picked the three of us who needed it most, and Lauren—the girl whose father owned a string of car dealerships—to ensure we didn't look like charity cases.

"It's Saturday night," Coach said, looking at the four of us. "It pays five hundred dollars. Cash. But there's a condition."

She paused, looking slightly uncomfortable.

"You are to wear your game-day uniforms. The skirts, the shell tops, ribbons. You are representing the university to our most important donors. Be polite, be accommodating, and remember that these men fund the stadium you dance in."

Five hundred dollars. Cash.

The number obliterated the pain in my ankle. It silenced my anxiety about the electric bill. Five hundred dollars was a month of groceries, gas, and breathing room.

It was exactly the kind of transactional opportunity I had been fantasizing about in the dark of my bedroom.

"I'll do it," I said instantly, my voice ringing out clearly in the quiet gym. I didn't hesitate. I didn't look at the other girls to gauge their reactions. The desperation completely overrode any instinct for caution or pride.

Jessica and Maria nodded quickly, their eyes wide. Lauren just shrugged, as if five hundred dollars was tip money.

"Good," Coach said, looking relieved that she didn't have to force us. "Details are on the board in the locker room. Be at the pick-up spot at six PM sharp. Don't embarrass me."

She blew her whistle again, dismissing us.

As I walked back to the locker room, my ankle throbbing a dull, angry rhythm, I felt a strange, cold sense of purpose. I was going to a rich man’s house in a pleated skirt to serve drinks to old men. I knew exactly what it was. But for the first time in months, I felt like I had a lifeline.

The locker room was a chaotic blur of slamming metal doors, hissing showers, and aerosol hairspray, but in our corner, the atmosphere was tight and focused.

The four of us—me, Jessica, Maria, and Lauren—stood around our open lockers, dissecting the offer we’d just accepted.

"Game-day uniforms," Maria muttered, pulling a university-issued sweatshirt over her head. Her dark hair was plastered to her forehead with sweat. "Are you kidding me? It’s October. We're going to freeze our asses off if they make us serve drinks on the patio."

"It's not about the weather, Maria," Lauren said, rolling her eyes as she applied a coat of expensive mascara. "It's a theme party. They just want the 'college experience.' It’s harmless."

"It’s a fetish," Jessica shot back, her voice tight with nervous energy. She slammed her locker shut. "Let's call it what it is. They don't want waitresses in black slacks and button-downs. They want twenty-one-year-old girls in short skirts and crop tops fetching their bourbon. They're paying five hundred bucks to look at our legs and tits."

She wasn't wrong, and none of us even tried to argue with her.

"Look, it doesn't matter what they want to look at," I said, leaning against the metal bench, carefully keeping the weight off my injured ankle. I kept my voice pragmatic and cold. "It’s four hours. We smile, we serve the drinks, we take the cash, and we leave. It’s easier than a shift at The Beanery, and it pays five times as much."

I was playing it cool to keep the panic down, but inside, my brain was doing the desperate math of a broke bitch weighing five hundred cash against her pride. The fear of walking into a house full of powerful, drunk older men was there, a cold knot in my stomach, but it was heavily laced with that dark, thrilling ambition I'd discovered two nights ago.

I was preparing myself to walk into the lion's den, actively suppressing my pride for the payout.

"Just remember the rules," Maria said, zipping her duffel bag with a sharp yank. She had worked at a dive bar long enough to know how men behaved when they thought they had bought the right to you. "Keep moving. If you stand still too long, they think you're an appetizer. Don't let them corner you by the bar or in a hallway."

"And what if they try to touch us?" Jessica asked, her voice dropping to a whisper. She looked genuinely terrified.

"Accidents happen," Lauren said, snapping her compact shut with a sharp *clack*. She looked at us, her eyes hard. "If a guy gets handsy, you 'trip.' You spill a full glass of red wine or sticky bourbon right on his expensive Italian loafers. It ruins the mood instantly, and they can't yell at you because you're just a clumsy college girl."

I nodded, committing the strategy to memory. Keep moving. Spill the drink. Survive the four hours.

We finished packing up in a tense, shared silence, bound together by the knowledge of what we were about to do. We were athletes, but on Saturday night, we would be commodities.

Twenty minutes later, I was walking back to my apartment. The sun was setting, casting long, bruised purple shadows across the campus quads. My ankle was throbbing with a deep, persistent ache.

My phone buzzed in my hoodie pocket.

I pulled it out. Tyler’s name flashed on the cracked screen.

I almost didn't answer. I was exhausted, in pain, but the memory of his panicked face, the desperate edge in his voice from our last fight, made me swipe the green icon.

"Hey," I said, my voice flat.

"Sloane, thank god," Tyler said. He didn't say hello. He didn't ask how practice was. His voice was frantic, pitched high with genuine, naked terror. "Where are you? I need to see you."

"I'm walking home, Ty. I sprained my ankle at practice. I'm tired."

"I don't care about your ankle, Sloane!" he shouted, the sound startling me so badly I stopped walking. The campus around me seemed to fade away. "I need help. Now."

"Tyler, calm down. What's going on?"

"The guy," Tyler stammered, his breath hitching. "The guy I owe. He called me. He said the deadline moved up. He needs a payment by Sunday morning, or he's going to the coach. He's going to ruin my eligibility, Sloane. He'll break my fucking legs."

My guts turned to ice. "How much?" I asked, my voice barely a whisper.

"Just ... just a couple hundred bucks," Tyler lied. I could hear the lie in his voice. He was downplaying it, begging for whatever he could get. "Just to show good faith. Just to buy me another week to figure it out. Sloane, please. You have to help me. If I lose my scholarship, we lose everything. Our whole future."

He was weaponizing the dream again. Using the phantom promise of the NFL to guilt-trip me into saving him from his own stupidity.

I stood there on the sidewalk, the cold wind biting through my hoodie. My ankle throbbed. I was so tired. I just wanted him to stop whining. I wanted to go home, ice my leg, and sleep for twelve hours. I wanted the panic in his voice to stop scratching at my brain.

To shut him up, to get him off the phone, I snapped.

"Fine!" I yelled. "Fine, Tyler. I'll get it."

"You will?" The instant, pathetic relief in his voice made me sick to my stomach. "How?"

"Coach offered me a gig," I said, the words spilling out before I could stop them. "A private party for the boosters on Saturday night. I have to wear my uniform and serve drinks. They're paying five hundred dollars cash."

There was a beat of silence on the line.

"Five hundred?" Tyler asked. The fear was gone, replaced by a greedy, calculating hunger. "Cash? On Saturday?"

"Yes," I said, closing my eyes, rubbing my temples. "I'll give you three hundred on Sunday morning. That should be enough for a 'good faith' payment, right?"

"Yes! Oh my god, yes, baby, that's perfect," Tyler gushed, suddenly overly affectionate. "You're a lifesaver, Sloane. Seriously. I owe you so big. I love you."

"I have to go, Ty," I said, and hung up the phone.

The screen went black.

I stood completely still on the concrete path. The wind howled around me, but inside my head, dead silence. A cold dread killed the air in my lungs, chilling me right down to the marrow of my bones.

What the fuck had I done?

I hadn't just agreed to sell my time and my dignity to a room full of millionaires, I had already forfeited the reward. I was going to put on a short skirt, let old men stare at my legs and probably squeeze my ass, and I wasn't going to get to keep the money that made it worthwhile.

I had sold myself to save a mommy’s boy who couldn't save himself.

The resentment I felt—the anger I had been suppressing for months—suddenly crystallized into outright, burning fury. He was bleeding me dry. He was taking the only leverage I had—my body, my looks—and using it to pay off a bookie.

I started walking again, my limp more pronounced now. Every step sent a jolt of pain up my leg, but that was nothing compared to how I felt in my head.


4.

Saturday evening tasted like hairspray and impending regret.

I stood in front of the warped full-length mirror attached to the back of our bathroom door, staring at a stranger. On a football Saturday, the uniform felt athletic. It felt like I was part of a team.

Tonight, in the harsh, flickering fluorescent light of the dorm bathroom, the stiff polyester felt entirely different. It felt like a costume.

I smoothed the pleats of the skirt down over my thighs. It barely covered my ass. The tailored shell top pushed my breasts up, the university logo stretching tight across my cleavage. I had applied my makeup heavier than usual—a dark red lip, sharp winged eyeliner, and enough contour to make my cheekbones look like weapons. I looked older, harder. I didn't look like a student; I looked like a high-end fantasy available for rent.

"You ready?" Jessica asked, stepping up behind me in the mirror. She looked equally uncomfortable, tugging at the hem of her own skirt.

"Let's just get this over with," I muttered, grabbing my cheer jacket to cover up for the ride over.

The Uber ride from the edge of the campus up into the Calabasas hills felt like we were crossing the border into a different universe. We passed the strip malls and dive bars of our reality and began the long, winding ascent. The streetlights faded, replaced by the soft, meticulously planned ambient glow of sprawling estates hidden behind wrought-iron gates and high hedges.

The driver pulled up to a set of massive, heavy iron gates that swung open silently as we approached. We drove up a long, circular driveway paved with imported stone, flanked by a fleet of cars that cost more than my entire extended family would earn in a decade: Bentleys, Aston Martins, a sleek silver McLaren.

"Jesus," Maria breathed from the back seat, staring out the window. "This guy owns the world."

We were directed to the caterer's entrance at the side of the house. The moment we stepped into the massive, gleaming industrial kitchen, the illusion of being 'guests' vanished completely.

A severe woman in a sharp black suit and a headset—the event planner—was barking orders at a small army of waitstaff in white button-downs.

"Cheerleaders!" she snapped, spotting the four of us in our bright orange and blue uniforms. "Over here. Now."

We hurried over. She handed each of us a heavy silver tray loaded with crystal tumblers of amber liquid.

"Bourbon. Neat. Two fingers," she recited quickly, not making eye contact. "You circulate the main living area and the patio. Do not speak unless spoken to. If they ask you a question about the team, you smile, give a generic answer, and move on. You are ambiance, not conversationalists. Go."

I took a deep breath, pushed through the swinging kitchen doors, and stepped onto the floor.

The main living area was cavernous, a modern fortress of glass, white stone, and dark, polished wood. It smelled of expensive cigar smoke, roasted meats, and the sharp, distinct scent of old money and absolute power. There were maybe fifty men in the room, all in bespoke suits, laughing loudly, holding court.

The moment the four of us stepped onto the sunken living room floor, something shifted. I could almost smell the change in the air. Conversations paused. Heads turned. I felt a dozen pairs of eyes lock onto me instantly. They weren't looking at me the way frat boys did—sloppy and obvious. They looked at me with cold, entitled calculation. I was a party favor. A piece of the university they had bought and paid for, delivered to their living room.

I forced a bright, plastic smile onto my face and began to circulate.

"Bourbon, sir?" I offered, approaching a group of older men by the floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the infinity pool.

"Well, don't you look spirited," a man in his late fifties slurred slightly, reaching for a glass. His hand was heavy with gold rings. As he took the tumbler, he didn't pull his hand back. He let his knuckles brush deliberately across the bare skin of my waist, right where the crop top ended and the skirt began.

I flinched internally, my breath catching. Keep moving.

"Thank you, sir," I chirped, keeping the smile plastered on my face, twisting my body slightly to break the contact.

I walked away, my heart hammering against my ribs. I looked across the room for the other girls.

Maria was navigating a group near the fireplace, expertly side-stepping a man who was trying to lean in too close. Jessica looked terrified, clutching her tray near the hallway.

And then I saw Lauren.

She wasn't holding a tray. She was standing in the center of the room, holding a crystal tumbler, laughing brightly with a group of three men. One of them was her father. He had his arm around her shoulders, proudly showing off his beautiful, athletic daughter to his peers. She had completely abandoned the job, swept back into her own social class the second she recognized a friendly face.

She wasn't the help. We were.

The sheer unfairness of it burned in my chest. With Lauren playing guest, the three of us had to cover the entire massive room. The hazards increased. A hand brushed my lower back. A man 'accidentally' bumped into me, his hip pressing into my ass for a split second too long.

I was exhausted within the first hour. The psychological toll of constantly evading physical contact, of maintaining the bright, vacant smile while older men visually undressed me, was draining my energy faster than a full tumbling routine. My sprained ankle, tightly wrapped in athletic tape under my white sock, was throbbing with a dull, angry rhythm.

I needed to reload my tray. I needed a minute to breathe.

I hurried back toward the swinging doors of the kitchen, slipping through them with a heavy sigh of relief.

The kitchen was empty. The catering staff must have moved to the patio to set up the carving stations. I walked over to the prep island, setting the empty silver tray down on the stainless-steel counter, and leaned forward, resting my weight on my hands, closing my eyes.

"You look like you need a break."

The voice was thick, slightly slurred, and entirely too close.

I spun around, my heart leaping into my throat.

A man was standing just inside the kitchen doors. He was one of the boosters—late forties, red-faced, his tie loosened. He had a drink in his hand and a predatory, confident smile on his face. He had followed me.

"I'm just getting refills, sir," I said quickly, reaching for a bottle of bourbon on the counter, trying to keep the heavy prep island between us.

He didn't move toward the bourbon. He moved toward me, stepping around the island, cutting off my path to the door.

"They work you girls hard," he noted, his eyes dropping to my chest, lingering on the logo stretched tight across my breasts, then dropping lower, staring blatantly at my bare legs. "What do they pay you for a gig like this? A hundred bucks? Two?"

I froze. My grip tightened on the neck of the bourbon bottle. "Five hundred, sir."

He chuckled, a wet, dismissive sound. He reached into his suit jacket and pulled out a thick silver money clip. It was stuffed with hundred-dollar bills.

He peeled off ten bills, snapping them crisply between his fingers, and dropped them onto the stainless-steel counter right next to my hand.

A thousand dollars.

"I'll give you double that," the booster said, his voice dropping to a harsh, greedy whisper. He took another step closer, trapping me against the counter. I could smell the alcohol and the stale cigar smoke on his breath. "For ten minutes in the pool house. Just a blowjob. You don't even have to take that little skirt off."

The world seemed to stop spinning.

A thousand dollars. It was two months of rent. It was textbooks. It was peace of mind. The temptation to get on my knees, close my eyes, and solve all my problems in ten minutes or less was almost fucking irresistible.

But then I looked at his face. The arrogance. The absolute certainty that I was a product he could buy right off the shelf in his friend's kitchen.

The temptation vanished, replaced by a cold, sick knot in my gut.

"No," I said, my voice shaking, but loud enough to echo in the kitchen.

He frowned, his face darkening with instant annoyance. "Come on, sweetheart. Don't play hard to get. A grand must be more than you make all month."

"I said no," I repeated, my voice firmer. I grabbed my empty silver tray like a shield. "The event planner is coming back in a minute, sir. I need to get back to the floor."

I didn't wait for his response. I shoved past him, my shoulder bumping hard against his chest, and practically ran out the swinging doors.

I didn't go back to the living room. I couldn't face the crowd. I turned left, hurrying down a long, quiet marble hallway that led away from the noise of the party, desperate for a place to compose myself. My hands were shaking so violently the tray was rattling against my side. Tears of pure, hot humiliation prickled at the corners of my eyes.

I stopped in front of a massive, vibrant abstract painting illuminated by a gallery light. I stared at the chaotic splashes of color, trying to focus my breathing.

A thousand dollars for a blowjob.

Those words echoed in my head. What sort of bastard did that to a girl half his age? A vulnerable, desperate girl? What kind of asshole boyfriend would put me in a position where I was desperate enough to even consider it for a second? I decided I hated the painting in front of me, and the entire world of wealth it represented—a world where men could casually drop a thousand dollars to degrade a girl in a kitchen.

"It's a Gerhard Richter."

The voice was smooth and cold.

I spun around, clutching the tray to my chest.

Standing in the archway of a private study, halfway down the hall, was Richard Davies himself.

He was impeccably dressed in a tailored navy suit with no tie. His dark hair was threaded with silver at the temples. He didn't have a drink in his hand. He wasn't slurring his words. He was perfectly sober, and perfectly in control.

He stepped out of the study, walking slowly toward me.

He didn't look at my legs. He didn't look at my chest. He looked directly into my eyes.

"It cost two point four million dollars," he said. His voice echoed slightly in the marble hallway.

He stopped a few feet away from me.

"And by the look on your face," he said, his eyes locking onto mine, holding me captive, "you aren't admiring Richter’s brushstrokes. You're doing the math in your head. You're calculating how many years of your life it would take to earn what’s hanging on my wall."

I froze. I felt like he'd stripped me naked. Dissected me. Stripped away my cheerleader costume and forced smile, and found the desperate, broke girl underneath.

"You're a very beautiful girl." He made it sound like a matter-of-fact observation. "But you're starving. I can see it. You look around this house and you don't see a party. You see wealth. You hate the men in that room for having what you want, but you're desperate enough to serve them drinks just to be near it."

My lips parted, but no sound came out. A hot flush of intense embarrassment and deep, burning resentment rushed up my neck.

He made me feel small. Pathetic. He saw my greed and my desperation, and he was holding it up to the light for me to look at. He had no interest in flirting or seduction or offering me money to get down on my knees. He was dismissing me. I was beneath contempt.

"I ... I should get back to work," I stammered, sounding weak and defensive.

"Yes, you should," he said. "Keep circulating, please. My guests are thirsty."

He left me standing in the hallway, clutching a silver tray, feeling completely insignificant.

Three hours later, the shift finally ended. The event planner handed me a thick, white envelope at the caterer's exit.

I sat in the back of the Uber next to Jessica and Maria, riding in complete silence back down the hill into the valley. I tore the envelope open. Five crisp hundred-dollar bills.

I stared at the money. It felt dirty. Like a down payment on my dignity. And the worst part was, I couldn't even keep it. I had to hand three hundred of it to Tyler tomorrow morning to pay off a bookie.

I felt cheap, angry, and utterly used.

The Uber dropped us off at our apartment complex around 1 AM. Maria went to her unit on the first floor, and Jessica and I climbed the concrete stairs to 2B in heavy silence.

The adrenaline of the night had crashed, dropping me into a dead-eyed, bone-deep exhaustion. I walked into our cramped living room, dropped my cheer jacket on the floor, and sank onto the sagging sofa. My ankle was throbbing with a dull, angry pulse that synced with my heartbeat.

Jessica went to the kitchen and poured two glasses of tap water. She handed me one and sat down next to me. We still had our heavy makeup on, the dark red lipstick smeared, the winged eyeliner smudged. We looked terrible.

"God, that was awful," Jessica finally said, taking a sip of water. "I had a guy ask me if the carpet matched the drapes. He was like, sixty."

"I got cornered in the kitchen," I said, staring at the blank TV screen.

Jessica turned to look at me, her eyes widening. "Cornered? What do you mean? Did one of those creeps touch you?"

"No," I said, rubbing my temples. "He just ... he offered me a thousand dollars."

Jessica stopped breathing. "A thousand dollars? For what?"

"For a blowjob in the pool house."

Jessica said nothing. I looked over at Jessica. She wasn't horrified. She was clearly shocked, yes, but beneath the shock, I saw the gears turning in her head. I saw the same desperate math I had done when the money clip hit the counter.

She would have done it, I realized. If he had cornered her instead of me, she would have sucked his cock and taken his money.

"A grand," she whispered, the number hanging in the air. "Jesus, Sloane. That's... that's two months’ rent."

"I know," I said, my voice brittle. "But I still said no."

"Right. Right, of course you did," she said quickly, looking down at her hands, embarrassed that I had seen the calculation in her eyes.

She took another sip of water, fidgeting with the hem of her pleated skirt. We were both broke, both desperate, and both acutely aware that we had just spent four hours in a room where men threw our monthly income around like pocket change.

"Look," Jessica said, her voice dropping to a low, confessional tone. "I've been thinking about what Maria said at the park. About Sarah and the Sugar Daddy thing."

I stiffened, defensive. "Jessica, you aren't actually considering that, are you?"

"I don't know!" she burst out, her frustration boiling over. "I don't know what else to do, Sloane! I got another late notice from Visa today. I can't take another shift at the coffee shop. I've been looking at the websites. Some of these guys just want to take you to dinner. They want arm candy. They pay you just to sit there and look pretty."

"And what happens when they want more than dinner?" I countered, the memory of the booster in the kitchen flashing in my mind. "What happens when they expect a blowjob or more?"

Jessica chewed on her bottom lip.

"I've also been looking at OnlyFans," she said.

I stared at her, stunned. "OnlyFans? Jessica, no."

"Why not?" she argued, defensive now. "It's safe. You don't have to meet anyone. You control what you post. Girls are making bank on there just selling bikini pics and ... and stuff."

"And stuff," I repeated dryly. "You mean porn. You want to make porn."

"It doesn't have to be hardcore!" she insisted. She looked at me, a strange, hesitant vulnerability in her eyes. "Actually ... I was reading the forums. Solo stuff pays okay, but girl-on-girl pays really well. Like, crazy well."

She let that suggestion hang in the air.

Are you asking me to do porn with you?

I wanted to be offended. I wanted to clutch my pearls and act outraged. But I couldn't. I lost the right to be offended by Jessica two months ago at a Delta Sig frat party.

The star quarterback had cornered the two of us in a bedroom. He was drunk, arrogant, and held my boyfriend's playing time in the palm of his hand. He hadn't asked us to sleep with him; he just wanted a show. He wanted to see the two blonde cheerleaders make out.

And we did it. Because that was what cheerleaders do. That was what the 'good girls' did to keep their boys happy. We had kissed, clumsily and nervously, while a guy we hated jerked off in the corner. If I was willing to do that for free just to appease a twenty-year-old quarterback, how could I judge her for wanting to do it for a thousand dollars a month on camera?

"Jessica," I said softly, deflating, the fight leaving me. "I can't do OnlyFans. I thought about it. But the internet is forever. If we ever want real jobs, real lives after this ... if a hiring manager or a client finds a video of us going down on each other, it's over. We'd be selling our future for quick cash."

Jessica slumped back against the sofa, defeated. She knew I was right.

"I just need a way out," she whispered, tears finally spilling over her lashes. "I'm so tired of being poor."

"I know," I said, putting my arm around her, hugging her tight. "Me too."

I finally crawled into my narrow twin bed at 3 AM. The apartment was freezing, the heat turned off to save money. I pulled the thin comforter up to my chin, shivering.

I was exhausted, my ankle was throbbing, and I was dreading the morning when I would have to hand over most of my hard-earned cash to Tyler. But as I lay there in the dark, my mind wouldn't shut off.

I thought about the booster in the kitchen. A thousand dollars. It would have taken ten minutes. I could have paid my electric bill, filled my gas tank, and bought groceries for a month. And Tyler would never have known.

I thought about Jessica’s suggestion. OnlyFans. Girl-on-girl. I pictured myself and Jessica on my bed, setting up a ring light. I imagined kissing her again, touching her breasts for a camera, knowing anonymous men were paying to watch us perform.

I squeezed my thighs together.

I couldn’t live with the idea of the internet keeping it forever, but the actual act ... the idea of performing, of monetizing my pussy and naming my price ...

Jesus. That was hot.

I reached down, slipping my hand past the waistband of my cheap cotton underwear. I found my clit, swollen and aching.

I started to rub, thinking about the thousand dollars. Thinking about all the men who could buy me if they wanted to. Thinking about Jessica and Only Fans.

My fingers moved in a frantic, uncoordinated rhythm, chasing the sudden, shocking spike of heat between my legs. That bastard’s thousand dollars was an aphrodisiac I couldn't ignore. But it was Jessica that pushed me over the edge into full-blown fantasy.

I closed my eyes and pictured the cramped, dingy space of her bedroom, or mine. In my mind, it wasn't dark. It was illuminated by the harsh, clinical glare of a ring light.

I imagined Jessica lying next to me on the narrow twin bed. I pictured her still in her cheer uniform, the pleated skirt hiked up around her waist, her thighs pale and exposed. I imagined the red light of the camera blinking, recording us, broadcasting us to a hundred anonymous men who had paid for the privilege of watching the B-squad perform.

My breathing grew ragged, loud in the quiet room. I pressed my palm hard against my clit, grinding my hips up into my own hand. The friction was intense, almost painful, but I needed it.

I imagined leaning over Jessica. The taste of her lip gloss, sticky and sweet, just like it had been at that frat party. But this time, there was no quarterback telling us what to do. There were just the invisible eyes of paying customers.

“Show them,” I whispered to her in the dark.

I imagined trailing my fingers down her stomach, pulling the elastic of her panties aside. I pictured dipping my head down, burying my face between her legs, tasting her heat while she arched her back for the camera. I imagined the comments scrolling down a screen, men I’d never meet typing out their filthy, demanding fantasies, tipping us ten dollars, twenty dollars, fifty dollars to go deeper, to be dirtier.

The idea was terrifying, but it was incredibly, undeniably hot. It felt like tearing off a suffocating mask, and embracing the sick, twisted relief of giving up and admitting I was just a piece of ass that anyone could rent.

My cunt was soaking wet. The slickness coated my fingers, making the rhythmic sliding against my clit faster, sharper.

I imagined turning to the camera, my mouth shiny with Jessica’s juices, spreading my own legs wide for the lens. I imagined pushing two fingers inside my own aching hole, staring dead into the camera, knowing that businessmen in high-rises and frat boys in dorms were jerking off to the sight of me degrading myself for their tips.

"Oh god," I whimpered into my lumpy pillow, my hips bucking off the cheap mattress.

The tension coiled in my lower belly, tight and screaming. I pumped my fingers faster, digging into my clit, chasing the release. The image of the red blinking light and the raining digital cash filled my mind.

I hit the precipice.

And I shattered.

My spine arched and locked, and my thighs clamped down hard, my wet hole spasming frantically around nothing as the climax ripped through me, pulsing with wave after wave of intense, blinding pleasure. I bit down hard on the pillowcase to keep from screaming, my whole body trembling as the climax wracked my exhausted frame.

I rode the aftershocks down, twitching beneath the cheap blanket, gasping for air as the climax finally let me go.

And when it was done, I lay there in the freezing, dark room, my hand sticky with my own juices, the smell of my pussy in the air, and the fantasy faded, leaving behind the stark reality of my life: the red overdue notice on the corkboard, the pain in my ankle, and the fact that I had to wake up in five hours to give my hard-earned cash to an idiot boy who was using me.


5.

Sunday morning sunlight filtered through the cracked blinds of apartment 2B, highlighting the dust motes dancing in the air.

I sat at the table, my ankle elevated on a spare chair, wrapped tight in an ACE bandage. Spread out in front of me were five crisp, one-hundred-dollar bills. I was staring at them, trying to mentally divide the cash into piles that didn't exist. Fifty for groceries. Sixty for the electric bill so they wouldn't shut off the power. A hundred for the minimum payment on my Visa.

It was a pathetic game of financial Tetris, and the pieces didn't fit. Because I didn't have five hundred dollars. I had two hundred. The rest was already spent.

My phone buzzed on the table, vibrating against the cheap wood.

Tyler: Come over. NOW. Bring my money. PLEASE.

The all-caps desperation made my stomach turn. I didn't want to go. I wanted to crawl back into bed and sleep for a week. But the fear of what would happen if he didn't pay his bookie—the fear of him losing his scholarship, our only imagined ticket out of this life—compelled me.

I folded three of the hundred-dollar bills, slipped them into my pocket, and limped out the door.

When Tyler opened his door, he looked terrible. Like he hadn't slept. His eyes were bloodshot, his hair messy, and he was pacing the living room like a caged animal.

"Did you get it?" he asked instantly, not even saying hello.

I reached into my pocket and pulled out the folded bills. "Three hundred. Like I promised."

He snatched the money out of my hand so fast he almost ripped it. He counted the bills, his hands shaking slightly, then let out a massive, shuddering sigh of relief. He slumped onto the leather sofa, dropping his head into his hands.

"Oh, thank god," he breathed. "Thank god. This will buy me some time. I can tell him I have a line on the rest."

I stood there in the middle of his living room, leaning on my good leg, feeling utterly exhausted and completely unappreciated.

"You're welcome," I said, my voice cold.

Tyler looked up at me. The panic was fading from his eyes, replaced by a sudden, intense focus. He looked at my hair, which was still styled from the night before, and the residual heavy makeup I hadn't fully managed to scrub off.

"So," Tyler said, his voice changing, dropping into a tone that was entirely too casual. "How was it?"

"How was what?"

"The party, Sloane," he said, standing up and walking toward me. "The Calabasas mansion. All those rich old fucks."

"It was a job, Ty. We served drinks. We left."

He stepped closer, invading my space. He wasn't acting like a relieved boyfriend anymore. There was a weird, almost predatory gleam in his eye.

"Come on," he coaxed, reaching out to tuck a strand of hair behind my ear. His fingers felt rough and clumsy. "You were walking around in your uniform. I know how these guys look at you girls on the field. What did they do when they had you in their living room? Did anyone touch you?"

I frowned, stepping back slightly. The line of questioning made me uncomfortable. "Tyler, what are you talking about?"

"Did they touch you, Sloane?" he repeated, his voice harder now. He reached out and grabbed my hip, squeezing it, a poor imitation of the booster from the night before. "Did they grab your ass while you poured their bourbon?"

"Yes," I snapped, the memory bringing a hot flush of shame to my cheeks. "Yes, they were gross. They were drunk. One of them squeezed my ass. Are you happy now?"

I expected him to be angry. I expected the protective, territorial alpha-male reaction he usually had when guys looked at me at parties.

But he wasn't angry. His eyes went wide, and his breathing hitched. He looked down at my body, a sudden, dark arousal washing over his face. He was getting off on the thought of wealthy, powerful men wanting his girlfriend.

"What else?" he demanded, his voice thick. "What else happened?"

He wanted the details. Wanted to jerk off to my humiliation.

"I got cornered in the kitchen," I said, my voice flat and dead. If he wanted the truth, I would give it to him. "One of the boosters followed me in. He asked what I was making. I told him five hundred."

Tyler swallowed hard, his eyes glued to my mouth. "And?"

"He pulled out a money clip," I said, remembering the terrifying, hypnotic weight of the cash on the stainless-steel counter. "He offered me a thousand dollars for a blowjob in the pool house."

Tyler’s face went completely blank. For a second, I saw genuine shock, maybe even a flash of the anger I had expected. "A thousand dollars?" he whispered. "Those arrogant fucks. They think they can buy anything."

"I know," I said, feeling a tiny sliver of validation.

"And you walked away," Tyler continued, his voice changing again. The anger evaporated. He looked at me, his brow furrowing in confusion, and then in slow, dawning frustration. "You just... walked away from a thousand bucks?"
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I stared at him, unable to process what I was hearing. "Tyler, he wanted me to suck his dick in a pool house."

"It's a grand, Sloane!" Tyler suddenly shouted, throwing his hands in the air. "A thousand fucking dollars! For five minutes of work!"

I recoiled as if he had hit me. "Are you out of your mind? You're mad that I didn't whore myself?"

"I'm mad that you're standing there acting like we have choices!" he yelled, pacing the room again, the panic returning, but this time it was directed at me. "I owe forty grand, Sloane! They are going to break my fucking legs! Do you know what a thousand dollars would do right now? It would buy me a month! It would save my life!"

"I'm not a whore, Tyler!" I screamed back, tears of pure, blinding fury finally spilling over my lashes.

"You're whatever we need you to be right now!" he roared, turning on me, his eyes wild. "You think I give a shit if some old man gets off? I wouldn't have minded, Sloane. I would have waited in the car for you to finish! You should have done it!"

The air rushed out of my lungs.

He meant it. My boyfriend—the man I was supposed to marry, the man whose future I was sacrificing my own stability for—would have gladly pimped me out for only a fraction of his gambling debt.

I stood there, trembling, looking at him like I had never seen him before. The illusion of Tyler the protector, Tyler the future NFL star, shattered into a million sharp, pathetic pieces. He was weak. He was desperate. And he saw me as nothing more than a piece of ass he could sell to save his own skin.

"I'm leaving," I whispered, turning toward the door, my vision blurred with tears.

"No, you're not," Tyler said. He grabbed my arm, his grip bruising, and yanked me back.

He didn't look desperate anymore. He looked cruel. He was angry that he didn't have the money, and he was taking the power trip out on the only person smaller than him in the room.

"You owe me," he hissed, pushing me back until my knees hit the edge of the leather sofa. "You cost us a grand last night. You need to make it up to me."

"Tyler, let me go," I cried, struggling against his grip, but he was too strong.

He reached down and grabbed the hem of my hoodie. He yanked it up, forcing me to raise my arms, and pulled it over my head. I was wearing a plain white cotton bra underneath.

"Take it off," he said.

I stared at his angry, desperate face. I should have walked out. But beneath my anger, a sick, heavy thrill spiked between my thighs. If I walked away, we were done, at least for a week or two. But if I stayed, I was admitting he was right, that I was just a piece of ass he could sell to fix his messes. I reached behind my back, my hands shaking with a dark rush of adrenaline, and unclasped my bra. I let it drop to the floor. I stood before him, half-naked, my arms crossed protectively over my breasts.

"Now get on your knees."

I sank to the floor, my bad ankle throbbing.

He pulled his cock out. It was fully erect, thick and angry. "You want to act like you're too good for a thousand-dollar blowjob? Well, I want to see what that blowjob feels like. Earn your keep, cheerleader."

I opened my mouth, leaned forward, and took his big black cock deep past my lips, ready to show him what a thousand-dollar whore could do.

He didn’t give me the chance. He shoved himself into my throat and I gagged, tears streaming down my face. He refused to let me set the pace. He grabbed my hair, holding me in place, and started to fuck my mouth.

"Yeah, suck it," he grunted, his hips slamming against my face. "Suck it like you're trying to make your rent. Suck it like you’re on your knees in that pool house for that rich fuck. Tell me what he would have done to you. Would he have grabbed your hair like this? Would he have made you choke on it like you choke on mine? Show me, you little thousand-dollar slut. Show me what you would have done for him."

Him and his dirty talk.

I closed my eyes, disconnecting my brain from my body. I let him use my mouth. I swallowed my pride, my anger, and I choked on my shame because it felt so good. I bobbed my head, fighting my gag reflex, just wanting it to be good.

"Oh fuck," Tyler groaned, his rhythm becoming frantic, his grip on my hair tightening painfully. "I'm close. Suck it harder, Sloane."

And I did. I worked him, eager for him to finish, determined to prove myself.

He pulled almost all the way out, holding his thick head just between my lips, his body trembling.

"You know," he panted, looking down at me with a sick, desperate realization in his eyes. "Maybe ... maybe this is how we do it. Maybe this is how you can raise the money I need."

The words registered in my brain a microsecond before he exploded.

He shoved himself deep into my throat and unloaded. The hot, thick jets of his cum hit the back of my throat. I couldn't breathe. I couldn't swallow fast enough. I gagged, choking on his release, but he held my head in place, forcing me to take every drop of his desperate load.

When he finally let go of my hair, I fell back, coughing and sputtering, wiping the stray cum from my lips with the back of my hand.


6.

The words haunted me.

They clung to me like the stale cigar smoke from the booster party, a noxious residue I couldn't scrub away.

Maybe this is how you can raise the money for me.

They formed a toxic, radioactive cloud that hung over me like a sick fog and followed me back to my dorm, into the lecture hall, onto the practice mat.

The bastard had meant it too. Tyler had looked at my mouth, still wet and sticky with his cum, and seen a solution to all his problems. His desperate, cruel suggestion followed me back to my dorm. I heard it in the quiet of the university library, the words whispering over the rustle of turning pages. I heard it on the practice mat, the rhythmic slap of my sneakers against the foam echoing the phrase. I tried to dismiss it, to bury it under a mountain of flashcards and tumbling passes, but it was no use. The seed had been planted.

And the pressure kept mounting. The universe seemed to be conspiring to prove Tyler right. My beat-up Honda Civic started making a high-pitched, grinding noise every time I turned the wheel. I took it to a cheap mechanic off campus who looked at it for five minutes and told me the power steering pump was shot. "Eight hundred bucks, minimum," he'd said with a greasy shrug, as if he were talking about the price of a coffee.

Eight hundred dollars. I almost laughed in his face. It might as well have been a million.

Then, the textbook for my political science seminar—the one I absolutely needed to pass the midterm—wasn't available at the library. The campus bookstore wanted $180 for a new copy. I stood at the register, my debit card in my hand, doing the frantic mental math. This book, or groceries for the next two weeks. I bought the book. That night, for dinner, I ate a stale granola bar from the bottom of my gym bag.

The final straw came on a Tuesday night. I was huddled on the sofa with Jessica, a single thin blanket pulled over our laps, trying to study. The apartment was freezing because we'd turned the heat off to save money. Jessica was staring at her laptop, her face pale in the screen's glow. She let out a small, defeated sigh and pushed the computer toward me.

It was her credit card statement. The balance was a staggering $7,432. The minimum payment due was $250.

"They're going to raise my interest rate to twenty-nine percent if I miss this payment," she whispered, her voice trembling. "I'll never pay it off. I'll be in debt for the rest of my life."

"Jess, I..." I started, but there was nothing I could say. I didn't have two hundred and fifty dollars. I didn't have fifty.

She closed the laptop, plunging us back into the gloom.

"I keep thinking about what Maria said." Jessica’s voice was barely audible. "At the park. About that website."

My heart gave a painful thud. I had been thinking about it too. Every fucking night.

"Don't," I said, a weak protest.

"Why not?" she challenged, her voice gaining a sharp, desperate edge. "Why the hell not, Sloane? What are we protecting? Our pride? My pride isn't going to keep the debt collectors from calling my parents. Your pride isn't going to fix your car."

She stood up and grabbed the laptop again, walking back to the sofa. She opened it, the screen illuminating her determined, terrified face.

"Let's just look," she said. "We don't have to do anything. Let's just ... do some research."

It was the "research" that got me. It felt academic. It felt controlled.

We huddled together on the floor, the laptop between us, sharing a cheap bottle of two-buck chuck we'd bought with couch-cushion change. We typed the name into the search bar: SeekingArrangement.

The website was slick, professional, designed to look like a high-end dating service. But we weren't fooled. We knew what it was. We spent the next hour clicking through profiles, our initial revulsion slowly giving way to a dark, magnetic fascination.

The girls were all smiling, all beautiful, all our age. They posed on yachts we would never board, in front of cars we would never drive, holding shopping bags from stores we couldn't afford to walk past. And the men were older, silver-haired, their profiles listing their net worth in the millions, their interests as "mentoring" and "providing."

"It's a fucking catalogue," Jessica breathed, scrolling through the faces.

"We could be in that catalogue," I said, the words slipping out before I could stop them.

Jessica looked at me, her eyes wide. "Are you serious?"

"I don't know," I admitted, my heart racing. I took a long swallow of the cheap, acidic wine. It burned my throat. "But look at them, Jess. They look happy. They don't look like they’re stressing about their electric bill."

The wine was making me bold.

"It's not really cheating if it's for money," Jessica rationalized, voicing the exact thought that was swirling inside my own head. "It's just a job, really. We can set boundaries. We can say 'dinner dates only.' We don't have to do anything we don't want to do."

We were building a case. Creating a narrative that would allow us to do this without feeling like whores.

"Let's do it," I said. "Let's just make one profile. An anonymous one. Just to see what happens."

We decided to do it together, as a pact. It felt safer that way. We created a new, anonymous email address—LAblonde21@gmail.com. We chose a fake name: Chloe. It sounded sophisticated. We wrote a generic, classy profile, stealing phrases we'd seen on other girls' pages: Art history major with a passion for museums and new experiences. Seeking a mature, intelligent mentor to share conversation and laughter with.

It was all bullshit, but it sounded good.

Then came the picture. We scrolled through my phone, looking for something that was pretty but untraceable. We found a selfie from last summer at the beach. My hair was long and sun-bleached, I had a good tan, and I was smiling. I cropped it tight, just my face, nothing that could be reverse-image-searched back to the university cheer squad roster.

We uploaded the photo. The profile was complete.

My finger hovered over the final button. "Create Profile."

"Do it," Jessica whispered, her breath hot on my cheek.

I closed my eyes and clicked.

The screen refreshed. "Welcome, Chloe!" the bright, cheerful text read.

I felt a dizzying wave of nausea and exhilaration wash over me. It felt like jumping off a cliff in the dark. We had crossed a line. We were officially on the market.

We sat there, staring at the screen, waiting. For thirty seconds, nothing happened.

Then, a small notification bubble appeared at the top of the screen.

You have 1 new message.

"Oh my god," Jessica breathed, grabbing my arm. "Someone already messaged you."

My heart hammered against my ribs. I clicked on the small envelope icon. The message was from a user named "BigSpender69." His profile picture was a blurry shot of a gold Rolex on a hairy wrist.

Hey sexy. How much for an hour?

The crude, direct nature of it was like a slap in the face. The carefully constructed illusion of "mentorship" and "companionship" shattered instantly. This was what the market was really about. The market was a meat market.

"Delete it," I snapped, my cheeks burning with shame.

Jessica deleted it. But then another notification popped up. And another.

Within five minutes, Chloe's inbox was a digital garbage fire. We were flooded with dick pics, one-line propositions, and creepy messages from men who clearly hadn't even read the profile.

You look tight.

Are you into older men? I'm 62 and generous.

Let me spoil you baby.

We spent the next hour laughing at the sheer, pathetic sleaze of it all. It was a coping mechanism. If we could treat it like a joke, it didn't feel as real, as degrading. We were just two girls on a Tuesday night, drunk on cheap wine, reading insults from strangers on the internet.

But then, a message came through that was different.

The profile name was "MarkP_Exec." The picture was a professional headshot. He was in his mid-forties, handsome in a bland, corporate way, with neatly combed hair and what looked like kind eyes. A wedding ring tan line was clearly visible on his left hand. His profile said he was a "senior VP of logistics" looking for a "discreet, intelligent companion for occasional dinners and conversation."

His message wasn't crude. It was polite. Articulate.

Hello Chloe. You have a beautiful, genuine smile. I travel to your area for work once a week, and I often find myself eating alone. I'd love to buy you a coffee and see if we have a connection. No expectations.

"No expectations," Jessica scoffed, reading over my shoulder. "That means he has all the expectations."

"He seems normal, though," I argued, my heart starting to race. Desperation was starting to override the cynicism. "He looks ... safe. It's just coffee. In a public place. What's the harm in just talking to him?"

"He's married, Sloane," Jessica pointed out.

"They're all married, Jess," I countered. "That's the point. They want something their wives don't give them."

We exchanged a few more messages with Mark. He was charming. He asked what I was studying. He complimented my (fake) interest in art history. He told me he liked my profile because I seemed "classy." He said he'd be in town tomorrow afternoon and could meet around three.

Then he added a line that made my skin prickle.

By the way, I've always had a thing for a girl in a simple sundress. So much more refreshing than all the tight, black cocktail dresses you see these days.

It was a test. A subtle command disguised as a preference. He was already trying to dress me.

"He's a creep," Jessica said flatly. "He's telling you what to wear on the first date."

"Maybe he just knows what he likes," I argued weakly, already trying to justify it. The thought of a man paying my bills was a powerful sedative, dulling my instincts.

Before I could back out, before Jessica could talk me out of it, I typed a reply.

A sundress it is. Starbucks on campus at 3?

He replied instantly. Perfect. I'll be the one in the boring suit.

The next day, I felt like I was preparing for a job interview from hell.

I stood in front of my closet, a wave of nausea rolling through my stomach. I only owned one sundress—a cheap, floral-print cotton dress from Target that I usually wore as a beach cover-up. I slipped it on. The fabric felt flimsy, a costume for a person I didn't want to be. I put on a touch of makeup, trying to look "refreshing," not like a broke cheerleader on the verge of a panic attack.

I walked the half mile to the campus Starbucks, my palms sweating, my mind a chaotic mess of what-ifs. What if he's a creep? What if someone sees me? What if he's for real and I can get him to pay me three grand a month?

He was already there, sitting at a small table near the window. He looked exactly like his picture, just cheaper in real life. The fabric of his suit had a slight sheen to it that screamed polyester blend. His shoes, which I could see under the table, were scuffed at the toes.

He stood up when he saw me, a broad, greasy smile spreading across his face.

"Chloe," he said, taking my hand. His palm was damp and cool. "You're even prettier in person."

His eyes weren't kind. They were lecherous. They didn't look at my face; they did a rapid, hungry scan of my body, lingering on my chest, then dropping to my bare legs under the table. I instinctively crossed them at the ankle.

The conversation was a disaster. He wasn't a "senior VP." He was a regional sales manager for a company that sold industrial shelving. He wasn't talking about art or museums; he was bragging about closing a big deal in Bakersfield and complaining about how his wife didn't appreciate his "drive."

He kept leaning in, his hand "accidentally" brushing my knee under the table. Every time his damp skin made contact with mine, my stomach lurched. This wasn't the sophisticated, powerful transaction I had fantasized about. This was a sad, middle-aged man trying to buy a piece of young ass to make himself feel important. He was a cheapskate trying to score a bargain.

After twenty minutes of his boring monologue, he finally got to the point.

"Look," he said, leaning in, his voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper, his breath smelling faintly of stale coffee. "I like you. You're smart, you're hot. My company puts me up at the airport La Quinta every Tuesday night. I could give you three hundred bucks a week. You come to my room around nine, you stay for an hour or two and we have some fun. It's that simple."

Three hundred dollars. To fuck a sad, sweaty man in a cheap motel room next to the airport runway.

His offer was so far from the fantasy that I almost laughed out loud. Disgust rose like a sour taste in the back of my throat. I refused to be some kind of discount hooker haggling over pennies with a loser like him.

"I have to go." I stood up so abruptly my chair scraped against the tile floor. "I have a class."

"Wait, Chloe," he said, his face falling, confused. "Did I say something wrong? We can negotiate ..."

I didn't look back. I practically ran out of Starbucks, my face burning with shame, and didn't stop until I was back in the familiar, dingy safety of my own apartment.

I slammed the door, leaned against it, and burst into tears. I had just tried to sell myself, and the market had decided I was worth three hundred dollars and a room at the airport La Quinta.

I stormed over to Jessica's laptop, logged back into the profile, and deleted it without a second thought. That pathetic, desperate fantasy of a quick fix died right there in my kitchen.

The tears dried on my face, leaving my skin feeling tight and salty. I sat on the edge of the sagging sofa as the silence amplified the thoughts of frantic, self-loathing that were ricocheting around my skull.

I had just tried to sell myself.

Beneath the shame, something else was churning. A sharp, stinging guilt.

I hadn't just betrayed my own dignity. I had betrayed Tyler. I had gone on a date with another man with the full intention of cheating on him for cash. In my heart, I had been unfaithful.

That realization made me sick. I needed to see him. Tyler. My boyfriend.

I needed the familiar, uncomplicated reality of his body to wash the memory of "MarkP_Exec" off my skin. I needed to seek absolution from the man who had pushed me into this mess in the first place.

I grabbed my phone, my thumb hovering over his name.

Can I come over?

The reply was instant. Door's open.

I walked into his apartment without knocking. He was on the black leather sofa, a controller in his hand, his eyes glued to the massive flat-screen where he was playing Madden. The room was dark except for the flickering blue light of the video game.

He didn't look up when I came in. "Hey," he grunted, his thumbs flying across the controller.

I didn't say anything. I just walked over to the sofa and knelt on the floor in front of him. I gently took his free hand, the one not currently mashing buttons, and held it in mine.

He finally paused the game, the screen freezing on a chaotic pile of digital bodies. He looked down at me, his brow furrowed with confusion. "What's up? You look weird."

I leaned my head against his knee, closing my eyes. I felt like a stray dog crawling home after getting kicked one too many times. I just wanted the familiar smell of him, the solid warmth of his leg against my cheek. I was apologizing without saying a word.

He seemed to sense my distress. His hand softened in mine. He used his thumb to rub small, soothing circles on the back of my hand. For a moment, he was the boyfriend I needed him to be.

Then, an idea—a stupid, desperate, intimate idea—formed in my head. I looked up at him through my lashes, forcing a slow, teasing smile onto my lips.

"Would you like a real thousand-dollar blowjob?" I said.

Tyler's eyes went wide. His Adam's apple bobbed as he swallowed hard.

I didn't wait for him to answer. I leaned forward, unzipped his jeans, and reached inside. He was already half-hard, the skin hot and tight. I freed him from the confines of his athletic shorts.

And I gave him the best head of his life.

I didn't just go through the motions. I performed. I used every trick I had ever learned, every move I had ever seen in a movie or read about in a magazine. I wanted to erase the memory of the sad man in the Starbucks. I wanted to prove, to myself and to him, that this mouth, this skill, belonged to him and him alone.

I started slow, licking the head of his cock, swirling my tongue around the ridge. I tasted the salt of his skin. He groaned, his head falling back against the leather cushions, his hands coming up to tangle in my hair.

I took him deep, ignoring the burn at the back of my throat, my eyes watering slightly. I bobbed my head, creating a wet, slurping suction that echoed in the quiet room. I used my hand to cup his heavy balls, massaging them gently, feeling the muscles in his thighs start to tremble.

"Oh fuck, Sloane," he panted, his hips starting to buck weakly against my face. "Jesus. What got into you?"

I pulled off him for a second, a string of saliva connecting his glistening tip to my chin. "I just want to make you feel good," I said, before taking him back into my mouth, sucking harder this time, more aggressively.

I could feel him losing control. He wasn't thinking about Madden, game film, or bookies anymore. I had his full and undivided attention.

"You're so fucking good at that," he gasped.

He was close, I could tell. He grabbed my head with both hands, his grip tight, almost bruising. He held me in place, his hips starting to thrust in a frantic, unstoppable rhythm.

"Don't stop," he begged. "Fuck, don't stop."

I didn't. I kept sucking, my jaw aching, swallowing a river of pre-cum, taking him deeper than I thought I could.

His whole body went rigid. His back arched off the sofa.

"Oh god!" he moaned.

And then he erupted. The first jet of his semen hit the back of my throat with the force of a fire hose. It was thick, heavy, and incredibly hot. I swallowed reflexively, my throat contracting, but he kept coming. Pulse after pulse after pulse of thick, bitter seed flooded my mouth, a seemingly endless torrent. I swallowed again and again, trying to keep up, choking slightly on the sheer volume of him.

He collapsed back onto the sofa, panting, his body trembling with the aftershocks.

I knelt there for a moment, lips still tingling, his taste coating my tongue, and I felt a sense of achievement. I had done it. I had erased the ugliness of the afternoon. We were back where we needed to be. Everything was going to be all right.

But then Tyler spoke.

His eyes were still half-closed, a lazy, satisfied smile on his face.

"You could do it, you know," he whispered to me.

I froze, my hand still resting on his thigh.

"You really could save our future with that mouth."

The warmth that had been building in my chest, that feeling of intimacy and connection, evaporated instantly.

I pulled back, wiping my mouth with the back of my hand. I looked at him, at the satisfied, selfish bliss on his face.

I hadn't erased anything. I hadn’t fixed anything. All I had done was give Tyler a free demonstration, prove to him that that was all I was worth.

And after the soul-crushing failure of my afternoon, who’s to say he wasn’t right?


7.

The campus coffee shop closed at midnight. By the time I finished wiping down the espresso machines and mopping the floor, it was 12:45 AM.

I stepped out of the back door into the alley, my apron stuffed into my tote bag, the smell of roasted beans and stale milk clinging to my hair. The air was cold, a damp chill that seeped through my thin hoodie. I walked toward the student parking structure, my keys clutched tight in my fist, a defensive habit ingrained in every girl who walks alone at night.

The garage was a concrete cavern, lit by buzzing, flickering sodium lights that cast long, jaundiced shadows across the empty spaces. My beat-up Honda Civic was parked on the third level, a lone island in a sea of grey concrete. My footsteps echoed loudly, the sound bouncing off the walls, making me acutely aware of how isolated I was.

I reached my car and fumbled with the key, shivering in the cold dampness.

"Sloane."

The voice came from the shadows behind a concrete pillar.

I spun around, a scream catching in my throat, my hand instinctively raising my keys like a weapon.

A figure detached itself from the darkness. It was Tyler.

He looked awful. He was wearing a dark hoodie pulled up over his head, his hands shoved deep into his pockets. He was shaking, though not from the cold. He looked like a hunted animal.

"Jesus, Tyler!" I hissed, leaning back against the cold metal of my car, my heart hammering against my ribs. "You scared the shit out of me. What are you doing here?"

"They're looking for me," he whispered, his eyes darting frantically around the empty garage. He stepped closer, grabbing my arm, his grip tight and panicked. "I couldn't go back to my apartment. I think they're watching it."

A cold spike of adrenaline shot through my veins. The low-level panic I'd been choking on for weeks suddenly turned into a cold, hard knife to the gut.

"Who?" I asked, though I already knew the answer. "The guys you owe money to?"

"The guy I gave the three hundred to," Tyler said, his voice trembling. "He wasn't the main guy. The main guy found out. He said the three hundred was an insult. He said if I don't have the full forty grand by Friday, he's going to make an example of me."

"Tyler," I breathed, feeling the blood drain from my face. "What are we going to do?"

He didn't answer. He just looked at me with wide, terrified eyes, waiting for me to fix it. He had brought the danger directly to me, seeking cover behind my apron strings.

Before I could say another word, the screech of tires echoed through the concrete structure.

A black SUV, its headlights blinding in the dim garage, rounded the ramp from the second floor. It didn't slow down to look for a spot. It accelerated, the engine roaring, heading straight for us.

"Oh god," Tyler whimpered, dropping my arm and backing away.

The SUV slammed on its brakes, coming to a screeching halt mere inches from the bumper of my Honda, effectively boxing me in against the concrete wall.

The doors flew open. Two men stepped out.

They were much too old to be students, thick-necked, wearing dark jackets. They moved with a terrifying, professional efficiency. They looked like men showing up for a shift at work.

"Tyler," the man from the driver's side said. His voice was calm, almost bored.

Tyler didn't run. He just froze, his back pressed against the side of my car, his hands raised in a pathetic gesture of surrender.

The second man, taller and wider, walked up to Tyler. He didn't say a word. He just grabbed Tyler by the front of his hoodie, hoisted him up effortlessly, and slammed him hard against the hood of my Civic. The metal groaned under the impact.

"Oof!" Tyler grunted, the wind knocked out of him. He didn't fight back. He just cowered, his hands covering his face.

I stood frozen in terror, unable to move, unable to scream.

"We told you not to run, kid," the first man said, leaning casually against the SUV. "It makes the boss think you aren't taking this seriously."

"I'm trying!" Tyler sobbed, his voice muffled against his hands. "I'm trying to get the money. I just need a few more days."

"Friday," the man said. "That's what we agreed on."

The taller man holding Tyler suddenly turned his head. He looked at me.

I shrank back against my car door, my heart pounding so hard I thought it might burst through my chest.

He let go of Tyler, leaving him slumped against the hood, and took a slow step toward me. He was close enough now that I could smell stale cigarette smoke and mint gum.

"And who's this?" he asked, his voice low and gravelly.

"Just ... just my girlfriend," Tyler whimpered from the hood. "Leave her alone."

The man ignored him. He stepped into my personal space, towering over me. I pressed myself as flat as I could against the car window, terrified.

He reached out.

His hand was large, rough, and calloused. He grabbed my jaw, his fingers digging painfully into my cheeks, forcing my face up so he could look at me under the harsh sodium light. He inspected me, his eyes cold and assessing.

He didn't stop there. His other hand dropped.

He grabbed my right breast, right through the fabric of my hoodie. He squeezed it hard and I gasped, but I didn't fight him. I was paralyzed.

"Nice," the man grunted, his thumb roughly flicking my nipple through the cotton.

I looked frantically at Tyler. He was watching. He was watching this man violate me, and he did absolutely nothing. He just huddled against the hood of the car, crying silently, too scared for his own life to defend mine.

The man let go of my breast and turned his attention back to Tyler.

"Forty grand is a lot of money for a college kid," the man said, his hand still clamped painfully on my jaw. "But a bitch like this, she could work it off quick."

My blood ran cold. The threat was explicit.

"I know a couple of guys running a house down in the valley," the man continued, squeezing my jaw tighter, addressing Tyler but staring dead into my eyes. "They'd pay five hundred a night just to use that mouth. We'll set her up in a motel room. Have her turning tricks until Christmas Eve. That should cover the vig."

"No," Tyler whimpered, but the word was so weak it barely registered over the hum of the SUV's engine.

The man let go of my face with a sharp shove, making my head hit the car window.
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"Friday," he repeated to Tyler. "Forty grand. Or we're coming back to break your fucking legs and take your little bitch."

He turned and walked back to the SUV. The driver was already behind the wheel. They got in, the doors slamming shut. The SUV threw itself into reverse, the tires squealing on the concrete, and sped away, disappearing down the ramp, leaving the garage deafeningly quiet.

I slowly slid down the side of my car until I hit the cold concrete floor. I pulled my knees to my chest, wrapping my arms tightly around my legs, shivering violently. My jaw ached. My breast throbbed.

Tyler slowly pushed himself off the hood of the car. He looked down at me, his face pale and streaked with tears.

"Sloane," he whispered, reaching a hand out toward me. "Are you okay?"

I looked up at him. The man I had loved. The man who was supposed to make the NFL and rescue me.

He had stood there and watched another man grope me, threaten to whore me out, and he hadn't said a word or lifted a finger.

"Don't touch me," I hissed, my voice trembling with a mixture of terror and profound, undeniable disgust.

Tyler recoiled as if I had slapped him.

"I'm sorry," he sobbed, burying his face in his hands again. "I didn't know they would do that. I'm so sorry."

I didn't say anything else. I didn't have the energy. The illusion of Tyler as a protector, as a partner, was completely dead. He was a liability. He was a weight tied around my ankle, dragging me down into a dark, terrifying abyss where men in SUVs traded girls like currency.

I realized then, sitting on the dirty concrete floor of a parking garage, that I was entirely alone.

I woke up on Wednesday morning feeling like I was still trapped in the concrete parking garage.

The first thing I registered was the dull ache in my jaw, right where the man’s thick fingers had dug into the bone. The second was a phantom, greasy hold on my right breast. I scrubbed myself raw in the shower, but I couldn't wash off the sickening feeling of being squeezed and priced like a cheap piece of meat.

The next forty-eight hours were nothing less than a total fucking nightmare. I had to live in two worlds simultaneously. In one world, I was a twenty-one-year-old college junior. I sat in a lecture hall with three hundred other students taking notes on geopolitical treaties. I stood behind the counter at The Beanery, wearing a green apron, asking people if they wanted oat milk or whole milk.

In the other world, the real world, the clock was ticking down to Friday.

Every time the bell above the coffee shop door chimed, my heart seized, expecting the two men in dark jackets to walk in. Every dark SUV that idled at a red light while I walked across campus felt like a fucking hearse.

At cheer practice on Thursday afternoon, things reached a breaking point.

I stood on the mat in my uniform—the pleated skirt, the tight shell top. Two weeks ago, it had been a symbol of athletic pride. Three days ago, after the booster party, it had felt like a fetish costume.

Now, it felt like something a streetcorner hooker would wear.

“I know guys down in the valley who would pay five hundred a night just to use her mouth.”

The thug's voice echoed in my head as Coach called out an eight-count. I looked around the gym, at the bright lights, the bouncing girls, the university logos everywhere, and I felt completely, utterly commodified.

By the college, by the Director of Athletics, by the head football coach, who all used our bodies and looks to bring in donations and taught us to keep their star players satisfied.

By my own fucking coach who pimped me out to the booster club.

By the booster club. By Richard Davies.

And last but not least, by my so-called boyfriend, Tyler the Shithead.

"Sloane, focus!" Coach snapped as I missed a beat in the routine.

I forced myself to smile, to hit my motions, while a cold sweat broke out across the back of my neck.

I knew for a certainty now that Tyler was not my way out. If he survived … if he made the draft, he’d dump me as soon as he could. He was just using me. Spinning me a lie. He was the cause of almost all my problems and I was still tied to him until this was done.

**

That night, in the apartment, the mundane reality of poverty collided with my terror. Jessica was sitting at the table, a stack of bills in front of her, crying softly over her $250 credit card minimum.

"I'm going to have to ask my dad," she wept, her face buried in her hands. "He's going to kill me. He told me not to put the Cabo trip on the card."

I sat across from her, staring at my cold coffee. I wanted to comfort her, but I felt a profound, icy detachment. Two hundred and fifty dollars. An angry phone call to her father. That was her crisis.

Mine was a little worse.

The gulf between us was unbridgeable. I couldn't tell her. I couldn't tell anyone. It was just too dark, too violent. So, I just sat there, nodding mechanically, trapped in an invisible cage of my boyfriend’s making.

And talk of the devil … my phone vibrated on the table. Tyler’s name flashed on the screen.

It was the dozenth time he had called that day. Maybe the millionth. My voicemail was full of him crying, begging me to answer, swearing he was going to fix everything. I stared at his name glowing on the cracked screen, feeling nothing but a vast, empty void.

He was dead to me. The boy I had tried to love, the future NFL star I had bet my college years on, had died against the hood of my Honda Civic when he stood by and watched another man grope me. He was a coward, and he was going to destroy me.

I flipped the phone face down. I didn't need to speak to him, not ever again.

On Thursday night, a flight response kicked in.

I pulled my cheap canvas duffel bag out from under my bed and threw it on the mattress. I started stuffing clothes into it—jeans, t-shirts, a heavy sweater. I was going to run. I was going to get in my grinding, dying car and drive east. Back to Ohio. Back to my mom's cramped house. I would drop out, change my number, disappear.

I grabbed my phone to check my banking app. I needed to see how far I could get before I had to stop.

The screen loaded.

Available Balance: $43.12.

I stared at the green numbers until they blurred.

Forty-three dollars. With gas prices what they were, since that moron started a war, my entire worth wouldn't even get me out of California, let alone across the Rockies. I didn't have a credit card with any room on it. I had nothing at all.

I dropped the phone onto the pile of clothes. I slowly sank to my knees beside the bed, burying my face in the mattress.


8.

Friday afternoon felt like moving underwater. Jessica was in her three-hour biology lab. I was alone, sitting on the floor of the living room, waiting for a deadline I couldn't meet.

The hands on the clock crept around to 2:00 PM. The bookie’s muscle had said Friday. They hadn't specified a time.

Every creak of the floorboards outside in the hallway, every car door slamming in the street below, sent a spike of pure adrenaline straight into my heart.

Then came the pounding. Frantic fists hammering against the flimsy wood of the apartment door.

I scrambled backward, my heart leaping into my throat, pressing myself against the wall near the kitchenette. My breath came in short, panicked gasps. They're here, I thought. They found me.

"Sloane!"

The voice was muffled, cracking with panic. Fucking Tyler was banging on my door.

I crept toward the door, my legs feeling like lead, and peered through the peephole. Tyler was standing alone in the hallway, looking over his shoulder, his face slick with sweat. He looked like he hadn't slept in days. He looked destroyed.

I unlocked the deadbolt and pulled the door open just enough to see him.

He didn't wait for an invitation. He pushed his way inside, slamming the door shut behind him and locking it with a trembling hand. He leaned his back against the wood, sliding down until he hit the floor, burying his face in his hands.

"I tried," he sobbed, the sound muffled by his palms. "Sloane, I swear to god I tried everything."

I stood over him, feeling nothing but a cold, hard detachment. I looked at the broad shoulders I used to find comfort in, the muscular arms that had failed to defend me, and I felt nothing but contempt.

"Tried what, Tyler?" I asked, my voice flat.

He looked up at me, his eyes red-rimmed and frantic. "I went to the police," he babbled, the words spilling out in a panicked rush. "I went to the station. But they said... they said unless I confessed to illegal gambling and gave them names, they couldn't just offer protection based on a threat. And if I confess, I lose everything anyway."

He wiped his nose with the back of his hand, a pathetic gesture.

"I called my parents," he continued. "I begged them. But my dad just got laid off. They don't even have a thousand dollars, let alone forty. I went to the bank, Sloane. I tried to get a personal loan. The loan officer literally laughed in my face when they pulled my credit."

"Did you talk to Coach?" I asked, knowing the answer, knowing his cowardice.

"Are you insane?" Tyler snapped, a flash of defensive anger cutting through the panic. "If I tell Coach I owe a bookie forty grand, he pulls my scholarship today. I'm off the team. I'm off campus. I have nothing."

"You already have nothing, Tyler," I said quietly. "And now they're going to take me and make me pay for it."

Tyler flinched as if I had hit him. He dropped his head back between his knees, sobbing openly now. The sound was ugly and grating.

"No," he whimpered. "No, they aren't."

I frowned. "What do you mean?"

Tyler slowly lifted his head. His face was streaked with tears, his eyes wild and desperate.

"I found a way," he whispered. "I fixed it."

"Fixed it how?"

"I went to the richest man I knew," Tyler said, his voice trembling. "I went to Mr. Davies' office downtown this morning. I begged him, Sloane. I got on my knees in his office and I begged him to bail me out."

Richard Davies.

The memory of his cold, appraising eyes in the hallway of his home flashed in my mind, so sharp and clear it was almost blinding. He saw how fucking desperate I was, long before Tyler royally fucked things up.

"You went to Richard Davies?" I breathed. "For forty thousand dollars?"

Tyler nodded frantically. "He said yes. He said he has the cash. We can pay them off tonight. The debt is clear."

The relief should have been instantaneous. The crushing weight of the bookie's threat should have vanished. But looking at Tyler's face, seeing the sick, guilty terror still lingering in his eyes, I knew it wasn't that simple.

"What's the catch, Tyler?" I asked. "Men like Richard Davies don't hand out forty grand to second-string safeties out of the goodness of their hearts. What does he want?"

Tyler couldn't look at me. He stared at the cheap linoleum floor of my kitchen.

"He ... he said he remembered you from the party," Tyler stammered, the words tumbling over each other. "He said he would pay the money tonight. But ..."

He stopped. He couldn’t say anything more.

"But what?" I demanded.

"He wants one hour with you," Tyler sobbed, burying his face in his hands again. "In his penthouse downtown. That's the price."

The room spun around me. I staggered—I actually staggered—backwards until my hips hit the edge of the kitchen counter. I gripped the laminate edge to keep from falling.

Forty thousand dollars for an hour?

A thousand dollars for a blowjob in a pool house had felt like a lot, and also an insult. But this ... this … well, I wasn’t quite sure what it was. A flattering valuation? A show of contempt for Tyler? A rich old man proving a point?

I remembered an old movie I saw year ago. Maybe I should hold out for a million.

"It's just an hour, Sloane," Tyler pleaded, looking up at me, desperation making him cruel. "One hour, and we're safe. We never have to see him again. He calls the guy, pays off my debt, and just like that, it's over and done. We’re good again. Life goes on."

Just like that.

He was full of shit.

Whatever was left of my feelings for him rotted into pure and toxic disgust. "You sold me," I said.

Tyler shrunk away from me, as if he were terrified of the look on my face. "There's one more thing," he said. "Richard said ... he said he won't do anything behind my back."

I froze. "What does that mean?"

"He said I have to be in the room," Tyler choked out, fresh tears spilling over his cheeks. "He said if he's buying my debt, I have to sit in a chair and watch."

The air left my lungs completely.

I didn’t understand why Richard Davies cared at all—maybe he was bored—but one thing was clear, he wasn’t only interested in fucking me. Maybe he didn’t even want to fuck me at all. It felt like this was between him and Tyler, like he wanted to destroy a younger, stronger man, and I was the way and means.

But what did it matter?

What choice did I have?

Still, I told myself, at least I wasn't going to a motel in the valley with thugs. I was going to a penthouse. To a man who owned two-million-dollar paintings. A man who seemed to have unlimited power.

I looked down at Tyler, cowering on my kitchen floor, weeping over his own weakness. And then I thought of Richard Davies' icy, dominant gaze.

"What time do we have to be there?" I asked.


9.

The elevator ride from the underground parking garage to the penthouse felt like ascending to the gallows.

Tyler stood rigidly beside me, his hands shoved deep into his pockets, staring straight ahead at the polished brass doors. He was sweating, despite the cool air conditioning of the elevator car. He smelled faintly of fear and cheap body wash. I stood as far away from him as the space allowed, clutching my cheap pleather purse to my chest like a shield.

The digital display above the doors ticked steadily upward. 40... 45... 50.

We were leaving the world of late rent and broken cars, and entering an atmosphere so thin and rarefied we could barely breathe.

I was wearing a simple black cocktail dress. It was the nicest thing I owned, bought on clearance for a sorority formal two years ago. It felt flimsy, inadequate armor for what I was about to do.

"Tyler," I whispered, the silence in the elevator finally becoming too heavy to bear. "Are you sure about this?"

He didn't look at me. His jaw clenched tightly. "He said he had the cash, Sloane. It's the only way."

"You have to stay in the room," I said, my voice trembling, wanting to force him to acknowledge the reality of the terms. "You have to watch him."

Tyler swallowed hard, a visible gulp of terror. "I know. Just... just get through it. It's an hour."

The doors chimed and slid open with a soft, pneumatic whoosh.

There was no hallway. The elevator opened directly into the penthouse.

The cold, overwhelming scale of the penthouse and the wealth it represented hit me instantly. A little like running into a wall, it knocked the wind right out of me. The living room was massive, an expanse of polished dark hardwood and stark white walls. Floor-to-ceiling windows wrapped around three sides of the room, offering a panoramic, dizzying view of the Los Angeles skyline, a glittering sea of diamonds stretching out to the black void of the ocean.

It was intimidatingly silent. The thick glass completely muted the roar of the city below.

"Mr. Davies?" Tyler called out, his voice cracking, sounding impossibly small in the cavernous space.

"I'm here."

Richard Davies walked out of what looked like a private study. He was wearing a tailored charcoal suit, crisp white shirt, no tie. He looked powerful, relaxed, and entirely in his element. He held a crystal tumbler of scotch in one hand.

He didn't look at Tyler. He looked directly at me.

His eyes were exactly as I remembered from the booster party—dark, perceptive, and cold. He took in the cheap black dress, my white-knuckled grip on my purse, and the raw, undisguised terror I couldn’t hide.

"Sloane," he said smoothly. "Come in, please."

We stepped onto the hardwood. Tyler hovered near the elevator doors, clearly wanting to bolt, but terrified to move without permission.

Richard walked over to a massive, custom-built glass coffee table in the center of the living area. He set his scotch down on a coaster.

"Mr. Davies?" Tyler called out, his voice cracking, sounding impossibly small in the cavernous space. "Sir, I... I brought her. The debt..."

"The debt is handled," Richard stated smoothly, his tone businesslike. “Or it will be once we’re finished here.” He gestured to a sleek smartphone on the table. "The wire transfer is set up and ready to go. Your hoodlum friends are expecting it. In an hour, you will no longer owe them anything."

Tyler sagged against the wall, a massive, shuddering sigh of relief escaping his lips. "Oh my god. Thank you, Mr. Davies. Thank you."

"I don't do charity, Tyler," Richard said, his eyes cutting to the boy. The coldness in his voice froze Tyler's relief instantly. "Our deal is not done yet."

He gestured to a stiff, high-backed designer chair sitting in the corner of the room, near the windows, facing the center of the living area.

"Sit down, Tyler," Richard said.

Tyler hesitated. He looked at me, a brief flash of guilt warring with his overwhelming relief, then looked at the chair. The cowardice won easily. He walked over to the corner and sat down, perching on the edge of the seat, looking like a nervous schoolboy.

"You don't speak," Richard instructed, his voice a quiet, terrifying rumble. "You don't move. You just watch. Do you understand?"

"Yes, sir," Tyler said.

Richard turned his full attention back to me. The transaction had officially begun.

He walked around the glass coffee table and sat down heavily on a plush, cream-colored leather sofa. He spread his legs wide, taking up space, projecting absolute authority.

"Step up to the table, Sloane," he said quietly.

I forced my legs to move. The heels of my cheap pumps clicked against the hardwood. I stopped right in front of the glass coffee table, facing him.

"Take off the dress," he told me.

My heart hammered a frantic, terrified rhythm against my ribs. I instinctively looked over my shoulder toward the corner. Tyler was sitting there, his hands clasped tightly between his knees. He looked away, staring at the floor.

"Look at me, Tyler," Richard barked, the sudden volume making both of us jump. "This is the price of your life. Watch your girl pay it."

Tyler slowly lifted his head, tears already shining in his eyes. He looked at me, an apology written all over his face, but he didn't move a muscle to stop it.

The final string attaching me to him snapped.

I turned back to Richard. I reached around to the zipper at the back of my dress. My fingers were trembling so badly I fumbled the catch twice. Finally, I pulled it down. I let the dress slide off my shoulders and fall to the hardwood floor with a soft rustle.

I was wearing simple black underwear and a matching bra. It wasn't expensive lingerie; it was practical college underwear. I felt incredibly vulnerable, exposed to the cold, appraising eyes of the billionaire and the pathetic gaze of the boy in the corner.

"The rest," Richard said, taking a sip of his scotch.

I reached behind my back, unclasped the bra, and dropped it. I hooked my thumbs into the waistband of my panties, shimmied them down my legs, and stepped out of them.

I stood completely naked in the penthouse, my arms hanging awkwardly at my sides. I was shivering, the air conditioning raising goosebumps across my pale skin.

Richard seemed to study my body with the same cold, analytical focus he had used to analyze my face at his party. He looked at the curve of my waist, the heavy, natural swell of my breasts, the tight, shaved pink slit between my thighs.

"You're a beautiful girl, Sloane," Richard said softly. "It's a shame you attached yourself to such a weak little boy."

He set his scotch down on the side table. He leaned back against the leather sofa, maintaining his wide stance. He unbuttoned his suit jacket and unzipped his trousers.

He pushed the fabric down slightly, reaching inside his expensive underwear, and freed his cock.

It was thick, long, and already semi-erect. The dark skin was smooth, the blunt head starting to swell with blood, a single drop of clear pre-cum weeping from the slit. The sight of it—an older, powerful man exposing himself in his immaculate living room while my boyfriend watched from a corner—sent a hot, confusing jolt of pure heat straight down to my cunt.

"Come here," Richard said, pointing to the plush rug directly between his spread legs. "On your knees."

I walked around the coffee table. My legs felt like they belonged to someone else. I sank to my knees on the soft rug. I was eye-level with his crotch. He smelled like expensive wool, clean sweat, and the sharp tang of arousal.

"Look at him," Richard commanded softly.

I turned my head. Tyler was weeping silently in the chair, tears streaming down his face, his knuckles white as he gripped his own knees.

"Now," Richard said, his hand resting casually on the arm of the sofa, making no move to touch my head or guide me. "Show me what forty thousand dollars buys."

I hesitated for a fraction of a second. The air in the room felt thick enough to choke on. I could hear Tyler’s jagged, pathetic breathing from the corner.

I leaned forward.

I didn't use my hands. I brought my face close to his lap. The heat radiating off his cock warmed my cheeks. I opened my mouth, a soft gasp escaping my lips, and closed them around the thick, blunt head.

He was incredibly thick. My jaw popped slightly as I forced myself to accommodate his girth. I took him in an inch, then two, the salty, musky taste of his skin flooding my senses.

"Good girl," Richard murmured, his voice a low, approving rumble above my head. "Take it as deep as you can."

I pushed forward, swallowing the length of him. My nose brushed against the coarse hair at the base of his shaft. My lips were stretched tight around his thickness, creating a wet, slurping seal. I pulled back slowly, dragging my tongue along the underside, feeling the thick vein that pulsed there, and then pushed back down.

I fell into a rhythm. It was a mechanical, detached performance at first. It was a transaction. I was paying off my boyfriend’s debt. My boyfriend no longer. I bobbed my head, keeping my eyes fixed on the cream leather of the sofa between his thighs.

"Tyler," Richard called out suddenly, his voice echoing in the quiet penthouse.

I froze, his cock still deep in my mouth.

"Look at her," Richard said. “I mean it, if you don’t watch, you’re done.”

I turned my eyes toward the corner without lifting my head. Tyler was staring at me, his face a mask of absolute horror and devastation. He was watching his girlfriend deepthroat a man twice his age to save his life.

"She has a talented mouth," Richard said to the weeping boy, his tone conversational, as if he were discussing a vintage car or a good stock pick. "Did she use it like this for you? Or does she only work this hard when there's real money on the table?"

Tyler let out a choked sob and buried his face in his hands again.

"I said *look* at her," Richard roared, the sudden, violent anger in his voice vibrating through his thighs.

Tyler jerked his head up, terrified, his eyes locking back onto me.

"Keep going, Sloane," Richard ordered, his hand finally coming down to rest on the back of my head. His fingers tangled in my blonde hair, his grip firm and possessive.

I went back to work. I sucked him harder, faster, fueled by a confusing mix of adrenaline and arousal. I was degrading myself in front of Tyler, but Richard’s unapologetic dominance was doing something to me.

His breathing grew heavier. His grip on my hair tightened, guiding me, controlling the depth. He wasn't gentle, not at all. This was a man used to getting everything he wanted, and he used my mouth that way, setting a punishing pace.

"That's it," he said, his cock swelling to its absolute maximum limit, filling my mouth completely. "Open your throat. Take it all down."

I knew exactly what he wanted. I tilted my head back, opening my jaw as wide as it would go, offering my throat to him. He grabbed my head with both hands, his fingers digging possessively into my scalp, and shoved his hips forward with brutal force. I took the hit, swallowing his massive thickness past my soft palate, leaning into the glorious, stretching pain of it as my eyes watered.

"Swallow it," he told me as he hit the point of no return. “Swallow it all, Sloane.”

The first jet of his cum hit my tonsils with the force of a fire hose. It was scalding hot, incredibly thick, and voluminous. I gasped, a muffled, desperate sound around his shaft, and reflexively swallowed.

"Take it," he panted, pulsing again, shooting more of his heavy seed into my throat.

I gulped, forcing the thick, bitter fluid down. He didn't pull out. He held me pinned to his crotch, emptying himself completely, making sure I took every single drop of his load. I swallowed again and again, tears streaming down my face, the reality of what I was doing hitting me with sickening clarity. I was choking on a stranger's cum while my boyfriend—ex boyfriend—cried in the corner.

Finally, his hips stopped twitching. He released his grip on my hair.

I pulled back, gasping for air, a thick string of white saliva connecting my lips to his softening tip. I wiped my mouth with the back of my trembling hand, chest heaving, staring up at him.

Richard looked down at me, his eyes dark with satisfaction. He didn't zip up his pants. He was still half hard.

"Get up," he told me, his voice returning to its calm, authoritative baseline. "You are not done yet."

I pushed myself up from the rug, my knees weak and shaky. My jaw ached, and the back of my throat was raw and stinging from the force of his climax. The metallic, bitter taste of his cum coated my tongue.

I stood before him, completely naked, my body trembling slightly. Richard remained on the sofa, his cock still exposed, slick and half-hard, resting heavily against his thigh. He looked at me, his gaze sweeping over my flushed skin and tear-streaked face with a look of satisfaction

"Turn around," he said. “Check out the view from the top of the world.”

I turned, my back to him, facing the vast, glittering expanse of the Los Angeles skyline. The city lights spread out beneath me like a carpet of fallen stars. In any other circumstance, it would have been beautiful. Right now, it just made me feel incredibly small.

"OK, now straddle me," Richard said.

I turned back around. He wanted me to get on top. Wanted me to fuck him. Wanted Tyler to watch me lower myself onto another man's cock.

I looked over at Tyler. He had his head down again, but I could see his shoulders shaking. He was broken.

I stepped over Richard's legs and straddled his lap, my bare thighs pressing against the fine wool of his trousers. The fabric was scratchy against my sensitive skin. I could feel the heat radiating from his groin.

He didn't help me. He didn't guide me. His hands rested casually on the sofa cushions on either side of my hips, leaving the work entirely up to me.

"Well?" he asked, his voice laced with amusement.

I reached down with a trembling hand, my fingers brushing against his thigh. I took his heavy, semi-erect cock and guided the slick, blunt head to my entrance. I was soaking wet. My pussy throbbed with a desperate, aching need.
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I took a deep, shuddering breath and lowered myself.

He slid inside me and I gasped, my head falling back as he filled me. Only half hard, he was still just as thick as Tyler, but he felt different. He felt heavier. Denser.

I sat there for a moment, impaled on his lap as his cock grew to its full size inside me, my body trying to adjust to the overwhelming fullness of him. I looked down. I could see his dark, thick shaft disappearing into my own pale flesh, the coarse black hair at his base mingling with my shaved blonde mound.

"You were built for this, Sloane," Richard murmured, his voice a low vibration that traveled up through his cock and into the deepest part of me.

He grabbed my hips. "Now ride me," he said. "Ride me until you come."

I started to move. At first, my motions were hesitant, awkward. I felt clumsy, exposed. But Richard's hands guided me, establishing a rhythm. He tilted my hips forward, then pulled me back, forcing me to grind down on his shaft, his pubic bone pressing hard against my aching clit with every stroke.

A sharp, coiling heat started to build deep in my belly. My body, numb with terror a second ago, was suddenly throbbing with a sick, desperate heat. My breath came in short, sharp gasps. My nipples hardened into aching peaks.

"Look at Tyler, Sloane," Richard said.

I forced my eyes open. I looked over at the corner. Tyler was watching now, his face a mask of pure, abject misery. He was watching me ride another man, watching my breasts bounce, watching my face contort with a pleasure he had only ever seen me fake.

"That's it," Richard said, his hips starting to thrust upward now, meeting my downward grind. "Let him see you coming on my dick."

The shame of it, the sheer, brazen humiliation of being used as a tool to torture my own boyfriend, was the final ingredient my pussy needed.

The orgasm slammed into me without warning.

My pussy clamped down on his cock so hard he let out a sharp hiss of breath. My spine arched, my head thrown back, I struggled to bite down on a scream.

"Oh god!" I cried out, my hips grinding down on him in a frantic, unstoppable rhythm.

I came so hard I saw stars, the glittering lights of the city outside the window blurring into a single, brilliant smear. I was completely lost. He had turned me into a mindless animal seeking nothing but more of his cock.

And that was exactly what I was going to get.

Because Richard didn't let me recover. He just kept thrusting upward into me, his powerful hips driving him deep, stoking the fire, pushing me right back toward the edge.

"Again," he said, his hands digging into my hips.

And this time I did scream as a second orgasm crashed down over me, even more intense than the first had been. My body, I thought, was no longer my own. Richard Davies was the one at the controls. I was weeping openly now, tears of shame and pleasure streaming down my face, not even caring that Tyler was watching me completely fall apart.

Body trembling with the aftershocks of my orgasms, I collapsed against his chest, my cheek against his crisp white shirt, soaking it with sweat and tears. I was well and truly fucked. My mind was a buzzing void.

But Richard was only getting started with me.

He grabbed me by the shoulders and pushed me up.

"Get off me," he said.

I pulled myself off his rock-hard cock and slid off his lap, my legs shaking so violently I almost stumbled. I stood naked in front of him, my pussy throbbing and leaking.

He stood up, towering over me. He hadn’t seemed so tall before. His cock stood straight up from his unzipped trousers, an angry, purple pillar of dominance.

He grabbed my arm, spun me around, and shoved me face-first onto the rug.

I scrambled on my hands and knees, trying to find my balance, but he didn't give me the chance. He grabbed my hips and pulled me backward until my ass was pressed against his thighs.

When I looked up, my blood ran cold. I was facing the corner now. I was staring directly at Tyler.

"Perfect view," Richard murmured from behind me. A phrase with two meanings.

He grabbed the meat of my ass cheeks with both hands, hauled them apart, and drove his thick cock into my soaking slit, burying himself to the hilt in one brutal, agonizing thrust.

I shrieked as he bottomed out in me. A cry of shock and pure, stretching pain. He was as thick as any cock I had ever known, and the angle he’d chosen pushed him deeper inside my pussy than I had ever felt before. He bottomed out with a brutal thud that rattled my ribs and knocked the breath out of me.

He started to pound me.

It was the most savage, relentless fucking I had ever experienced. He pulled almost completely out, the head of his cock dragging and pulling against me, and then drove himself back in to the hilt with terrifying force.

Again, and again, and again.

I couldn't close my eyes. I was trapped, staring straight ahead at my worthless ex-boyfriend. Tyler was sobbing openly now, his face buried in his hands, unable to watch.

"Look at her, you little coward!" Richard said. He grabbed a fistful of my hair and yanked my head back. "Open your eyes and look at what you’ve lost!"

Tyler lifted his head. His face was a mask of absolute misery.

I stared at him and my pussy clamped down on Richard's thick shaft, my body, my cunt, responding to the power of the man taking me.

Richard's open palm came down hard on my right ass cheek.

I cried out, the sharp sting of the slap sending a jolt of electricity straight to my clit.

"Seems she likes it rough," Richard said. "You ever hit her, Tyler? You ever make this beautiful, intelligent, sensitive woman scream like this?"

He slapped my other cheek, harder this time. My skin burned.

Tyler had nothing to say.

I couldn't fight it anymore. I surrendered to Richard Davies.

I came so hard I lost all control of my limbs. My spine arched, my head thrown back, and I screamed, I actually screamed, spasming around his cock like there was no reason or rhyme.

My arms lost all their strength.

I collapsed onto the rug, but Richard held me up by the hips, refusing to break his brutal rhythm.

"Oh god, yes!" I sobbed incoherently, tears streaming down my face. "Yes, Richard! Yes!"

He pounded me through my orgasm, forcing me into another one almost immediately. I was totally wrecked, sobbing into the rug while he hammered my wet hole.

I looked at Tyler through a blur of tears. His face was twisted in horror and shame. A mask of absolute misery. But as I stared at him, my vision blurring slightly from the pain and the sheer physical shock of Richard's assault on my cunt, I noticed something else. He was leaning forward, elbows on his knees, hands gripping the edge of his seat. Yes, he was sobbing, but his eyes ... his eyes were locked onto my face. My boyfriend was watching me take a brutal, rhythmic pounding with a horrific intensity.

And then my eyes dropped.

The grey fabric of his athletic shorts was tented. Not just a faint bulge, but a hard, stiff erection pressing against the material.

He was hard. He was watching his girlfriend get hate-fucked by a billionaire, sold like a livestock, and he was fucking turned on.

Jesus fucking Christ.

It wasn't just that he was weak, or cowardly, or desperate to save his own life. It was worse. It was fucking sick. He was getting off on this. He was watching me get destroyed by a man more than twice my age. He was watching my pain and my shame, and it was turning him on.

And then I watched him as his hand slowly, hesitantly moved to his lap.

He didn't pull it out. He just pressed his palm flat against the erection straining against his shorts. He began to rub.

He was masturbating. Right in front of me. Right in front of the man who had bought me.

The absolute loser.

I watched him rub himself, his face a grotesque mask of weeping and lust. I felt a sudden, overwhelming sense of disgust that burned hotter than the sting on my ass cheek. That bastard was nothing. He was less than nothing.

But beneath my disgust, the engine of my own body was revving hard. Realizing that I had become pornography was the final, devastating trigger my pussy needed. I was a fucking animal now, bent over and beaten and pounded on a rug, while my terrified ex-boyfriend got off.

Tyler's face contorted. His hand clamped down on his shorts. A dark, wet stain began to spread across the grey fabric at his crotch.

The bastard had come in his pants. Just from watching me being destroyed.

Behind me, Richard groaned, and then he grabbed my hips with a vice-like grip, driving himself as deep as he could possibly go, and held himself there, his body rigid.

The first jet of his cum hit like a bullet of boiling water. I gasped, a ragged, wet sound, my body convulsing as he flooded me. As he pumped pulse after pulse of thick, heavy cum deep inside my cunt, claiming me in the most primal way. It felt like he emptied his balls completely. It felt like he filled me until I was going to burst.

When he was finally finished, he released my hips, pulled out, and stepped back, leaving me to collapse completely onto the rug, a puddle of sweat, tears, and leaking cum. A thick, pearly white string of his load escaped my gaping hole and slid down my thigh.

Richard stood over me, panting slightly. He didn't look at me. He reached into his suit jacket, draped over the sofa, and pulled out his phone.

He dialed a number and put the phone on speaker, setting it on the glass coffee table next to the briefcase. The line rang twice before a gruff voice answered.

"Yeah?"

"This is Richard Davies," he said, his voice calm, cold, and dripping with authority. "I'm calling regarding Tyler Jensen's debt. The forty thousand."

"Mr. Davies," the voice on the other end said, suddenly respectful. "We didn't know you were involved. We..."

"I'm not involved," Richard interrupted sharply. "I'm concluding it. The money will be sent. The debt will be settled. You will never contact Tyler Jensen, or anyone associated with him, ever again. If you do, the next call I make won't be to you. It will be to the DA, and I will personally fund the task force that dismantles your entire operation. Do we understand each other?"

The silence on the line was thick with unspoken threats.

"Crystal clear, Mr. Davies. We're done."

The call disconnected.

Richard picked up his phone. He looked at Tyler.

"Your debt is paid," Richard stated flatly. "You are free."

Tyler sagged against the chair, letting out a massive, shuddering sob of relief. "Oh my god. Thank you. Thank you so much, Mr. Davies. You saved my life."

Richard shrugged like Tyler’s life was worthless. He pulled a slim white envelope out of his jacket pocket. “Five thousand dollars,” he said. He tossed it into Tyler’s lap. "Take it and get out."

Tyler stared at the money, his eyes wide.

"And just so we’re clear," Richard continued. "You take that money, Tyler. You walk out that door. And you never speak to Sloane again. You delete her number. You cross the street if you see her on campus. She doesn’t need you ruining her life."

I lay on the rug, my heart pounding, my pussy still throbbing, waiting for Tyler to say no. Waiting for him to be a man.

Tyler looked at me. He looked at my ruined makeup, my tear-streaked face, the puddle of Richard's cum leaking from between my legs.

Then, he looked at the envelope in her lap.

He stood up and walked toward the elevator.

He didn't look at me again. He didn't say goodbye.

The elevator doors opened. Tyler stepped inside, and the doors slid shut, sealing him away.

He had sold me to save his life, and then he took a bonus to forget I existed.
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I lay on the rug, completely naked, my teeth chattering uncontrollably as the shock of what had happened finally set in. The adrenaline crash was brutal, leaving me hollowed out and incredibly fragile. My thighs were wet and cold with the drying mixture of my pussy juices and Richard Davies' cum. My ass cheeks burned with a dull, throbbing heat where he had slapped me. But the deepest ache was inside—a bruised cunt that seemed to pulse with my heartbeat.

I looked up at him.

Richard stood a few feet away, his back to me, pouring himself a fresh scotch. His suit trousers were zipped, his crisp white shirt perfectly tucked. He didn't look like any kind of monster to me. He looked like a CEO who had just closed a successful merger.

I waited for him to toss me a few crumpled bills—or maybe an envelope of my own—to tell me to get dressed and get the fuck out of his penthouse, to send me back down to the street where I belonged.

He left the room. Returned with a heavy, plush white bathrobe. Tossed it onto the rug next to me.

"Put that on," he said, quietly.

I scrambled to obey, my hands shaking so badly I struggled to find the armholes. I pulled the thick terrycloth tightly around my body, tying the sash with a frantic knot.

"Your apartment isn't safe," he said, taking a sip of his scotch. "Tyler is an idiot. The men he owed are professionals, but they are still criminals. They know where you live. They might decide that settling Tyler's debt wasn't enough and come looking for something more."

My gut dropped, the sick memory of the concrete garage choking the air right out of my lungs. "What ... what am I supposed to do?"

"You're going to stay here for the weekend," he said. "The building has 24-hour security. And well, they know me. I promise you, you'll be safe."

He didn't wait for my response, just turned and walked down a short hallway. I followed him, my legs trembling, terrified to disobey.

He opened a door and waved me inside. “You can use the guest suite. Make yourself at home.”

It looked like a room at the Four Seasons. A massive king-sized bed with crisp white linens dominated the space. Floor-to-ceiling windows offered a different, equally stunning view of the city. There was a private marble bathroom attached.

"Sleep," Richard said, his tone entirely neutral. "We'll talk in the morning."

He pulled the door shut. I heard the faint click of the latch.

I stood in the center of the immaculate room, clutching the robe to my chest. I walked over to the door and engaged the deadbolt, my hands still shaking.

The man who had just bought me, humiliated me, and fucked me so hard I couldn't walk straight, was now offering me sanctuary.

And I was accepting his offer, gladly.

First things first. I needed to wash. I needed to scrub the last hour out of my pussy and off my skin before they soaked into me and became part of my permanent record.

The guest bathroom was larger than my entire apartment. A massive, free-standing soaking tub sat in the center of the room, positioned next to a floor-to-ceiling window overlooking the city.

I turned the chrome handles, letting the steaming hot water rush into the deep basin. I found a bottle of expensive, amber-colored bath oil on the counter and poured it generously into the water. The scent of sandalwood and jasmine filled the air.

I let the robe drop to the heated marble floor.

Stepping into the tub was both an agony and a relief. The scalding water bit into my bruised skin, stinging the red handprints on my ass cheeks. I sank down until the water covered my chest, closing my eyes, letting the heat seep into my trembling muscles.

I took a washcloth and a bar of soap, scrubbing my skin raw. I washed my arms, my shoulders, my face. I wanted to erase all memories of Tyler and the men who assaulted me in the garage.

Then, I reached down between my legs.

My pussy was tender, swollen, and aching with a deep, persistent throb. The hot water stung the sensitive, overstretched flesh. I used my fingers, gently but firmly, to clean myself out.

Even underwater, I could feel the thick, heavy residue of Richard's load. I pushed my fingers deep, scraping the walls of my cunt, flushing the cum out into the soapy water. It was supposed to feel like a cleansing. A return to normalcy.

But as my fingers moved inside my aching, ruined cunt, my mind betrayed me.

I closed my eyes, and the darkness wasn't empty. It was filled with the memory of the living room.

I saw Tyler, weeping in the chair, a pathetic, broken boy who had watched his girlfriend get destroyed because he was too weak to protect her. The disgust I felt for him was cold and absolute. I remembered the sight of the dark, wet stain on his shorts. He had gotten off on my humiliation. He had masturbated while I was being pounded. He was dead to me.

The image shifted.

I saw Richard. I saw his dark, tailored trousers against my pale skin. I felt the phantom sensation of his massive, thick cock burying itself to the hilt, stretching me wider than I thought possible. I heard his voice.

You take that money, Tyler. You walk out that door. And you never speak to Sloane again. You delete her number. You cross the street if you see her on campus. She doesn’t need you ruining her life.

That was a real man.

Oh, fuck no. I scrubbed harder, trying to erase that thought, my clit, which had been numb with shock, suddenly flared to life.

What the actual fuck?

I had been assaulted. Prostituted. I had been treated like a piece of meat on a rug.

But there was another deeper truth. A jagged little pill that was impossible to swallow. I hadn't only been used by Tyler and Richard. I had surrendered.

When Richard had pulled my hair and slapped my ass, the pain had been eclipsed by a dark submission. His overwhelming dominance had turned me on like nothing ever had before. It was the antithesis of Tyler's weakness. Tyler had always made me feel responsible, like I had the weight of the world on me. Richard had made me feel helpless and light. And there was a sick, deep sense of relief in that.

I stopped trying to clean myself.

My fingers slowed, shifting from a desperate scrub to a hesitant, searching caress. I found my swollen clit, the nub hard and aching.

"No," I whispered to the empty bathroom, tears pricking my eyes.

But I couldn't stop.

I pumped two fingers into my aching hole.

My body convulsed under the water.

It didn’t take long, but it hurt when it came.

I lay in the cooling, cloudy water for a long, long time after the spasms subsided.

I felt utterly empty. I didn’t know who I was.

I finally stood up, shivering, and pulled the drain. I dried off with soft, thick towels and crawled into the massive bed, pulling the heavy duvet up to my chin. The sheets smelled like lavender and clean cotton. My body was a bruised ruin, but I was lying in the lap of luxury.

I lay awake for hours. Every time I shifted my weight, my aching pussy throbbed.

I stared at the ceiling, waiting for morning, wondering about the man who was sleeping somewhere else in this penthouse, and questioning the woman I was becoming.

I finally fell into a deep, exhausted sleep just as the sun began to light the skyline.

I woke up without an alarm. The room was bathed in bright, mid-morning sunlight. For a moment, disoriented, I expected to feel the springs of my cheap twin mattress digging into my back, or to hear the rumble of the garbage truck outside my apartment window. Instead, there was only silence and the soft, cool touch of Egyptian cotton.

I sat up and winced. My host had really done a job on me last night. But that didn’t matter right now, because I needed to pee. There was a brand new, still wrapped toothbrush by the sink.

When I felt up to it, I wrapped Richard’s robe tightly around myself and walked out into the main living area.

The penthouse was flooded with natural light. Richard was sitting at the dining table, wearing a cashmere sweater and dark jeans. He was drinking coffee, reading something on his tablet. He looked completely relaxed, completely normal.

I felt anything but.

He looked up as I entered.

"Good morning," he said, polite and distant. "There's coffee in the carafe. Breakfast is on the counter."

I walked to the kitchen island, feeling entirely out of place. Laid out was a spread that belonged in a high-end bistro: fresh fruit, croissants, smoked salmon, and scrambled eggs. I poured a cup of coffee, my hand shaking slightly, and plated some food. I hadn't eaten a real meal in three days.

I sat down at the opposite end of the long dining table. We ate in silence. The only sound was the clink of silverware and the soft hum of the city far below.

" I need to study," I finally told him. "I have a midterm on Monday. Econ 201."

Richard lowered his tablet. "Where is your textbook?"

"In my apartment," I said, a hot flush of shame creeping up my neck. "I couldn't bring it."

Richard picked up his phone, tapped out a quick message, and set it down. "My driver will pick up a new copy from the university bookstore. It will be here in an hour."

"But I can't pay you for that," I stammered, horrified. The book was nearly two hundred dollars.

"I'm aware." He returned to his reading.

An hour later, the heavy textbook arrived. I sat at the dining table and opened the book. I tried to focus, but the words swam on the page. The anxiety caused by the impending test, combined with the trauma of the last few days, made it impossible for me to concentrate.

I sighed in frustration.

"What's the issue?" Richard asked. He had come from nowhere and was standing behind me.

"Macroeconomic elasticity," I mumbled, rubbing my temples. "I just don't understand the formulas. If I fail this, I lose my academic standing, and I lose my scholarship."

Richard didn't mock me. Didn't tell me I was stupid. He sat down next to me. He smelled like expensive coffee and more expensive cologne.

He took the textbook from my hands.

"You're looking at the math, not the concept," he said, his voice calm, pedagogical. "Think of it like real estate. If I raise the rent on a luxury high-rise by ten percent, the demand won't change much, because the people who live there are inelastic to that price shift. But if I raise the rent on a student apartment by ten percent, the building empties out. They are highly elastic."

He spent the next thirty minutes breaking down the entire chapter. He didn't use jargon. He used real-world examples, translating the dense academic theories into cold, hard logic. He was brilliant. He was patient. He was intellectually dominant in a way that was entirely different from his physical, sexual dominance, but just as powerful.

For half an hour, I wasn't a whore. I was Richard’s student, and he was a master class. I found myself leaning in, absorbing his words, the panic receding, replaced by a strange, quiet awe.

Then, my phone buzzed on the coffee table. It was a harsh, jarring intrusion.

I picked it up. It was a text from Jessica.

Sloane, where are you? The electric company called. They're shutting off the power on Monday. My dad won't help with the Visa. I don't know what to do. I'm so scared.

And just like that, the real world crashed back down on me, crushing that one brief moment of peace. While I was sitting here in someone else’s ivory tower, the real world was still moving on. The electric bill. My broken car. Jessica's suffocating debt.

"What is it?" Richard asked.

"It's nothing," I lied.

"Don't lie to me, Sloane." His hand reached out to cover mine on the textbook. His grip was firm. "I paid forty thousand dollars to take care of your problems. So, tell me. Let me help."

The dam broke. The exhaustion, the terror, the relentless, grinding poverty all spilled out.

I told him everything. I told him about the $7,400 Jessica owed on her Visa. I told him about the $800 my car needed for the steering pump. I told him about the past-due electric bill, the late rent, the fact that I was eating granola bars for dinner because I couldn't afford groceries. I sobbed openly, the ugly, snotty tears of a girl who had completely run out of options.

Richard didn't interrupt. He didn't offer empty comfort. He just listened, his face an unreadable mask.

When I finally finished, gasping for air, he let go of my hand. He picked up his laptop from the coffee table and opened it.

"Does Jessica have Venmo?" he asked, his fingers poised over the keyboard.

"What?" I sniffled, confused.

"Venmo," he said again.

I numbly recited Jessica's Venmo handle.

Richard typed for a few seconds. The click-clack of the keys sounded incredibly loud.

"Done," he said, closing the laptop with a soft snap.

"Done what?" I asked, wiping my nose with the back of my hand.

"I wired eight thousand dollars to your roommate," he stated casually, as if he were talking about ordering lunch. "That covers her card and the electric bill. I also transferred five thousand to your checking account. That will fix your car, cover your rent for the rest of the semester, and allow you to buy actual food."

I stared at him, my brain completely unable to process what he had just said.

"You ... you gave me thirteen thousand dollars?" I whispered, my voice trembling. "Just now?"

"It's handled," Richard said, standing up. "You don't need to worry about it anymore. Go back to studying your elasticity."

He walked away, heading toward his study, leaving me sitting at his dining in stunned silence.

I picked up my phone and opened my banking app.

Available Balance: $5,043.12.

The green numbers glowed on the screen. The crushing, suffocating weight that had been sitting on my chest for two years was gone. It had vanished in less than sixty seconds. It cost him less than a thought.

I looked toward the closed door of his study.

The man who had pounded me, slapped me, and degraded me in front of my boyfriend was had just saved my roommate from ruin, bought me my textbooks, and secured my future with a few keystrokes.

Tyler had used me to save himself. Richard had used me, and then he had saved me.
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The rest of Saturday unspooled in a surreal, suffocating haze of quiet luxury.

Richard retreated to his study. He didn't lock the door, but the message was clear: he was working, and I was not to disturb him.

I sat studied for hours, determined not to fail any of my classes, let alone Econ 201 now I finally had a handle on it.

I kept opening my banking app, refreshing the screen, just to make sure the five thousand dollars was still there. Every time the green numbers appeared, a fresh wave of gratitude washed over me, so intense it made my chest ache. He had solved my entire life with a few keystrokes.

But it wasn't just the money. It was the way he had done it. He hadn't asked for a thank you. He hadn't demanded a performance from me, although he could have had one. For that much money, I would have done almost anything. But apparently, that wasn’t his way. He had simply assessed a problem and eliminated it, because he had the power to do so.

Seeing the feral bastard who’d pounded me into the rug act like a civilized, check-writing savior was utterly maddening. He had just rescued my roommate and me.

I paced the penthouse. I explored the massive kitchen, tracing my fingers over the marble countertops. I stood by the floor-to-ceiling windows, looking down at the sprawling city below, feeling like I was floating above the reality I had known just twenty-four hours ago.

And slowly, my gratitude began to mutate.

It started as a dull, gnawing itch at the base of my skull. A restless energy. He had given me thirteen thousand dollars. He had paid off Tyler's forty-thousand-dollar debt. He had offered me sanctuary.

What had I given him?

An hour. A blowjob and a desperate, tear-soaked fuck on a rug. It wasn't enough. It felt obscenely inadequate. I owed him. And I wanted to show him that I deserved what he had done for me. For me and Jessica. I wanted to earn it. I wanted to prove to him that I wasn't just a charity case he had bailed out. I wanted him to look at me again with that dark, possessive hunger. The distant respect he was showing me today was agonizing. It made me feel invisible.

By 7:00 PM, dinner arrived. A private catering service delivered perfectly seared filet mignon, truffle mash, and a bottle of expensive red wine. Richard emerged from his study to eat with me.

He was polite. He asked about my classes. He asked about my major. He treated me like a valued guest, a niece visiting from out of town.

He drove me absolutely crazy.

I sat across from him, wearing the plush white robe because I had nothing else to wear, hyper-aware that I was naked beneath it. I caught myself shifting my legs, hoping the robe would part, show him my bare skin.

But he didn't look. He finished his meal, wiped his mouth with a linen napkin, and stood up.

"I'm going to watch a film in my room," he announced calmly. "You have the run of the place. Goodnight, Sloane."

He turned and walked down the hall toward the master suite.

I sat alone at the massive dining table for ten minutes, my heart hammering against my ribs. The silence in the penthouse was heavy. I looked at the empty wine glass. I looked at the dark hallway.

I made a decision.

I stood up, pulling the sash of the robe tighter, and walked down the hall.

The door to the master suite was ajar. I pushed it open gently.

The room was vast, lit only by the massive flat-screen TV mounted on the wall. Richard was lying in the center of a sprawling California King bed, propped up against a mountain of pillows. He was wearing dark silk pajama pants and a grey t-shirt. He was watching some dense, subtitled European thriller.

He glanced over as I stepped into the room. He didn't look surprised.

"Mr. Davies? Richard?" I whispered, sounding small and nervous. "Can ... can I join you?"

He looked at me for a long moment, his eyes unreadable in the flickering light of the TV. Then, he simply patted the empty expanse of mattress next to him.

I walked over, my bare feet sinking into the plush carpet, and crawled up onto the bed, moving close, until I was sitting right beside him.

We watched the movie in silence for twenty minutes. The tension radiating off my body was practically vibrating. I could barely focus on a single frame of the film.

I needed to cross the distance between us.

I shifted my weight, letting out a small, dramatic sigh, and slowly let myself slide down until my cheek was resting directly on his thigh.

I held my breath, waiting for him to push me away, to tell me to sit up.

He didn't. He just adjusted his position slightly, letting his hand fall to rest casually on my shoulder, his fingers lightly stroking my hair and the terrycloth of the robe.

I lay there, my face only inches from his groin. The faint, lingering scent of his expensive body wash mixed with his natural musk.

Ten more minutes passed. Maybe more.

And then, I felt it.

Through the thin silk of his pajama pants, right against my cheek, I felt a distinct, heavy twitch.

He wasn't as detached as he was pretending to be. My proximity, my submission, was having an effect. He was getting hard.

The thrill of that shot straight to my cunt. I didn't hesitate. Didn't ask for permission.

I turned my head slightly, pressing my lips directly against the growing bulge in his silk pants. He let out a sharp, quiet breath, but he didn't stop me.

I reached up with a trembling hand and untied the drawstring of his pajamas. I pulled the fabric down, freeing his cock.

It sprang out, thick, dark, and already rigid, slapping against my cheek.

I was going to give him a million-dollar blow job.

I opened my mouth and took him in.

I took it slow and easy while he watched the film. I was meticulous. I swirled my tongue around the broad, sensitive head, tasting the salty pre-cum that leaked from the slit. I used my lips, creating a soft, wet suction, sliding down the length of his shaft until my nose brushed the coarse hair at his base.

I bobbed my head in a slow deliberate rhythm. I used both hands to cup his heavy balls, massaging them gently, feeling the tension coiling in his muscles.

"Jesus, Sloane," Richard breathed, his voice a low, ragged rumble above me. His hand moved from my shoulder to tangle in my blonde hair, his grip firm, guiding my rhythm.

I looked up at him through my lashes as I sucked. He wasn't watching the movie anymore. His head was thrown back against the pillows, his eyes closed, his jaw tight with pleasure.

I wanted to make him lose that cold, perfect control.

I took him deeper, suppressing my gag reflex, letting him hit the back of my throat. I swirled my tongue around the frenulum, focusing entirely on his pleasure. I sucked him like a woman who knew exactly what she was worth and knew exactly how to pay her debts.

His breathing grew frantic. "I'm close," he said, his fingers tightening painfully in my hair. "Keep going."

I didn't slow down. I increased the suction, swallowing his length, working him with a desperate, hungry devotion.

His entire body went rigid. "Sloane," he hissed.

And then he emptied himself into my mouth and throat.

I refused to gag. I didn't pull away. I kept my mouth tightly sealed around him as the hot, thick jets of his cum flooded my throat. I swallowed in rhythm with his spurts, taking down every heavy, bitter pulse of his climax. It felt like a victory.

He stayed buried in my mouth for a long moment, panting, his chest heaving.

Finally, he slowly pulled out and I licked my lips clean, wiping a stray drop of his cum from my chin.
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I looked up at him, my eyes shining, waiting for his approval.

Richard looked down at me. The distant, polite host was gone. The dark, predatory hunger from the night before was back in his eyes, burning hotter than ever.

"Take off the robe," he said.

“Yes, Daddy.” I didn’t know why I said it, but it felt weirdly right.

I sat up on my knees, my hands moving to the sash of the plush white robe. I untied it, letting the heavy fabric fall open and slide off my shoulders, pooling on the bed behind me.

I knelt before him on the California King mattress, completely naked. My breasts were flushed, the nipples hard and aching. My pussy, still slightly tender from the night before, was wet with fresh arousal. I felt incredibly small as he examined me.

When he was done, Richard looked down at his own softening cock, glistening with my spit, resting against his thigh. Then he looked at my mouth.

"Put it back in," he said, his voice a low, hypnotic murmur. "Keep it warm for me."

“Yes, Daddy.” I said it again. As an experiment. It still felt right to me. So, I leaned forward, parted my lips, and took his flaccid cock back into my mouth.

It felt entirely different soft. It was heavy, pliant flesh. I didn't suck with the frantic, rhythmic urgency of a blowjob. I held him gently, swirling my tongue lazily around the head, suckling softly on the loose skin, using his cock like a pacifier, a bizarre, deeply intimate act of submission that felt more degrading—and more thrilling—than swallowing his cum.

I lay my head back down on his thigh, my cheek resting against the silk of his pajamas, his soft meat secured in my mouth.

Richard’s hand returned to my hair, his fingers slowly, methodically stroking my scalp. He turned his attention back to the massive flat-screen TV.

For the next forty minutes, I stayed exactly where I was. I watched the remainder of the subtitled thriller out of the corner of my eye, my mouth full of him, my jaw aching slightly with the effort of keeping him inside. Every so often, he would shift his weight, or his hand would trail down from my hair to lightly trace the curve of my bare shoulder, sending a shiver down my spine.

It occurred to me that maybe he was conditioning me, retraining my brain, teaching me that my mouth, my body, belonged to him even when he wasn't using it. I was just a resting place for his cock.

I loved that idea. I felt anchored. I felt safe.

Finally, the credits began to roll on the screen. The room was plunged into the dim, shifting light of the scrolling names.

Richard reached down and hit a button on a remote on his nightstand. The TV clicked off. The room went pitch black, save for the faint, ambient glow of the city lights bleeding through the floor-to-ceiling windows.

His hand moved from my hair, gripping my jaw firmly.

"Get up," he said.

I pulled off his cock with a soft, wet sound, wiping my mouth as I sat up on my knees in the dark.

Richard shifted his body until he was lying flat on his back in the center of the bed. He looked up at me, a dark silhouette against the white sheets.

"Straddle my face," he said.

Well, what else could I do?

I scrambled over him, my knees bracketing his head. I hovered there for a second, my heart pounding, before slowly lowering my hips until my soaking wet cunt was hovering an inch above his mouth.

He didn't wait. He grabbed my hips, his thumbs digging into my hip bones, and pulled me down firmly against his face.

His tongue was a weapon.

He bypassed teasing my clit entirely and shoved his tongue straight up into my dripping slit, lapping up the musky wetness pouring out of me. He licked the walls of my pussy with long, aggressive strokes, devouring me.

"Oh god," I moaned, my head falling back, my hands bracing against his muscular chest.

He moved his attention to my clit, sucking the hard, swollen nub into his mouth, flicking it mercilessly with his tongue, forcing my body to respond to him.

My hips ground down against his face. My thighs clamped around his ears as my climax ripped through me. Richard didn't stop. He drank my juices as I came, swallowing my release just as I had swallowed his.

When the spasms finally subsided, he pushed me off him with a firm shove.

I rolled onto my back, panting, completely disoriented in the dark.

Before I could recover, he was over me. He crawled up my body, his heavy weight pressing me into the mattress. His cock, raging hard once again, brushed against my slick thigh.

He grabbed both of my wrists in one hand, pinning them above my head against the pillows. His grip was inescapable. With his free hand, he reached down and spread my legs wide.

"You’re not a cheerleader now, Sloane," Richard whispered, his breath hot against my ear. "You aren't a broke college girl trying to pay rent. You don't have to worry about Tyler, or bookies, or electric bills ever again."

He shifted his weight, lining the thick, blunt head of his cock against my dripping entrance.

"But the price for that," he growled, "is everything else."

He drove himself inside me.

I screamed, a long, high sound that was instantly swallowed by the vastness of the penthouse. He was so big, filling me completely, stretching the bruised walls of my cunt with a brutal, relentless force.

He started to fuck me. It wasn't the detached, transactional pounding of the night before. This was deep, filthy, and intensely passionate. He was claiming territory. He was claiming me.

"Look at me," he said.

I forced my eyes open in the dark, finding the outline of his face above me.

"You’re mine now," he said, slamming into me. "Every inch of this body belongs to me now. Every time you open these beautiful legs, it's for me. Every time you open your perfect mouth, it's for me."

"Yes," I sobbed, my hips bucking upward, desperately trying to take more of him. "I'm yours, Richard. Daddy, I belong to you."

He fucked me like a man possessed. He changed angles, lifting my legs and resting them on his broad shoulders, driving himself incredibly deep, bottoming out every time with a punishing rhythm that sent shockwaves of agony and ecstasy through me.

He talked dirty to me, his voice a constant, degrading commentary in my ear. He called me his whore, his slut, his perfect fucktoy. And with every filthy word, my arousal spiked higher and higher. I was being rebuilt in his image, I knew.

And then, I was crying, sweating, begging him for release.

"Please, Richard," I wailed, my nails digging into his shoulders. "Please, Daddy, ruin me! Fucking ruin me!"

"I'm going to," he promised. "I'm going to fill you so deep you'll never be clean again."

And then he groaned, his body going rigid above me.

He thrust home once more, bottoming out again, holding himself as deep inside me as physically possible.

And then, he dumped his load deep inside my guts, hot and heavy, flooding me completely. The sensation of his cum filling my aching cunt triggered my own violent orgasm. My pussy clamped down on his thick shaft, milking every last drop of his release out of him.

We came together in a chaotic, primal explosion of fluids, groans, and shrieks.

He collapsed against me, his heavy chest heaving, his heart hammering against mine. I lay trapped beneath him, my body shaking with aftershocks, feeling the thick, warm reality of his cum pooling inside me.


12.

I woke up on Sunday morning to the sound of soft, classical music playing from the invisible speakers in the ceiling.

I stretched, my body aching with a deep, intense soreness that radiated from the very depths of my cunt. I was alone in Richard’s bed. The sheets on his side were cold.

I sat up, the duvet falling away to reveal my naked, bruised body. I felt different. It took a moment to realize why.

The crippling, pervasive anxiety that had defined my existence for the last three years? It was gone.

The constant, grinding panic of unpaid bills? Gone.

Tyler’s incessant, pathetic whining? Gone.

The terrifying threats of the bookies’ goons? Gone, gone, and gone.

All that was left was the cold, hard fact that I belonged to Richard now.

I found the heavy, plush white terrycloth robe draped over a chair, wrapped it tightly around myself, and walked out of the master suite.

Richard was sitting at the dining table, wearing another of his crisp white dress shirts and a pair of dark slacks, his sleeves rolled up to the elbows. He was on a phone call, speaking in a low, rapid-fire tone about zoning permits in downtown LA.

He glanced up as I walked in. He held up a finger, signaling me to wait, and finished his call.

"Good morning," he said, setting the phone down. He looked at me, a critical, appraising look. "Have some coffee. Your appointment is in fifteen minutes."

"An appointment?" I asked, confused, walking over to the kitchen island to pour a cup. "For what? Richard, I don't even have anything to wear outside. My dress..."

"The housekeeper threw the dress down the incinerator chute last night," Richard interrupted smoothly, picking up his tablet. "Along with your cheap purse and those scuffed pumps. You own absolutely nothing right now."

I froze, the coffee pot hovering in my hand. I was literally stripped bare. I couldn't leave this penthouse even if I wanted to.

"That is why," he continued, not looking up from his screen, "your appointment is coming to you."

Exactly fifteen minutes later, the private elevator chimed.

A woman named Katya, impeccably dressed in a tailored suit, stepped into the penthouse, followed by two assistants pushing heavy, polished chrome rolling racks loaded with garment bags.

"Good morning, Mr. Davies," Katya said professionally, her eyes barely flicking toward me in my oversized bathrobe.

"Katya. Set up in the living room, please" Richard said, moving to sit on the cream-colored leather sofa. He crossed his legs, a cup of espresso in his hand. He looked at me. "Drop the robe, Sloane."

My heart gave a sudden, nervous flutter. Katya and her assistants were strangers. But I looked into Richard's eyes, and I remembered the rules of my new reality. I belonged to him.

I untied the sash and let the heavy white robe slide off my shoulders, pooling on the hardwood floor. I stood in the middle of the sun-drenched living room, completely naked, my bruised thighs and the faint red marks on my ass fully visible to the styling team.

Katya didn't blink. She stepped forward with a tape measure, working with terrifying, clinical efficiency.

"We need to rebuild from the foundation up," Katya said to Richard as she wrapped the tape around my waist.

"I agree," Richard said, taking a sip of his espresso. "She is twenty-one. A student. I don’t want her looking like some Beverly Hills housewife playing dress-up for TV. I want high-end casual. Cashmere sweaters, tailored denim, impeccable coats. Nothing flashy. No logos. Quality that whispers has no need to scream."

He paused, his eyes cutting to my bare, shaved pussy, then up to my face. "And the lingerie. Simple. Black or white. No cheap lace. French silk only."

For the next four hours, I was a living mannequin.

Katya pulled garments from the racks. I stood in the center of the room, pulling on clothes that cost more than my tuition. Soft, buttery cashmere that felt like a hug against my sensitive breasts. Denim that fit my waist and hips perfectly without needing a belt. Simple, elegant flats and knee-high leather boots.

Richard sat on the sofa, acting as the ultimate arbiter.

"Turn around," he would tell me and I would spin for him, letting him inspect the fit of a sweater or a pair of slacks.

"Too tight across the chest," he would say to Katya. "It looks cheap. Size up."

Or, "The skirt is good. We’ll take it in three colors."

I was surprisingly grateful that he wasn't turning me into some trophy wife. He was dressing me like a serious, wealthy, untouchable college student. He was giving me the air of effortless, old-money elegance. It was camouflage. Richard was building the perfect, polished exterior to hide the absolute, filthy degradation he demanded of me behind closed doors.

By mid-afternoon, Katya and her team had packed up the empty racks and left, leaving my new, curated wardrobe hung neatly in the massive walk-in closet of the master suite.

The sun was beginning to set, casting long, golden shadows across the skyline.

I walked back into the living room, wearing a pair of perfectly tailored dark jeans and a soft, cream-colored cashmere sweater with nothing underneath. Richard was standing by the massive floor-to-ceiling windows, looking out over the city, a fresh glass of scotch in his hand.

"Come here," he said quietly.

I stepped up next to him. The view was breathtaking. The city looked like a circuit board of light, a sprawling grid of wealth and power, stretching out to the horizon.

"This is your city now, Sloane," Richard said. "You are not a struggling cheerleader anymore. You are not a girl who worries about tuition or rent."

He turned to face me. His eyes were dark, serious, and completely overpowering. I felt it in my cunt.

"Here is how this is going to work," he said. "You will remain a student. You will finish your degree. You will pack up whatever personal items you have left at that squalid apartment, and you will move in here. My driver will take you.

“From now on, this penthouse is your home. I spend Monday through Thursday at my estate in Calabasas. But I will be here with you, most weekends."

He reached into his pocket and pulled out a heavy, leather key fob. The Mercedes emblem gleamed in the twilight. He took my hand, placed it in my palm, and closed my fingers tightly over it.

"There is a matte black G-Wagen in parking spot 4A downstairs," he continued. "It is in your name. Your tuition is paid. Your credit cards are paid. You will receive a weekly allowance deposited into your account. You will want for absolutely nothing at all."

I stared at him, my lips parted, my brain struggling to comprehend the sheer magnitude of what he was giving me. He was handing me a life I couldn't even have dreamed of. He was erasing every single struggle I had ever faced.

"And in return?" I asked, although I already knew. He made it very clear last night with his cock in me.

"In return," he said, stepping closer, invading my personal space. He reached out and cupped my jaw, his thumb resting against my bottom lip. "You belong to me."

His grip on my jaw tightened slightly.

"In public, you will be the perfect partner for me," he said, his eyes boring into mine. "You will be polite. Elegant. You will be composed. You will be the envy of every man in the room. You will wear the right clothes, and you will belong there."

He leaned in closer, his breath hot against my cheek, smelling of smoke and peat.

"But behind these doors, Sloane," he whispered. "You will be my whore. My absolute, shameless slut. You will open your legs when I tell you to. You will swallow whatever I put in your mouth. You will endure whatever I demand of you."

He paused, a cruel, wicked smile touching the corner of his lips.

"... and occasionally, you will do it for my friends, while I watch."

Those last words hung in the air between us, brutal and cold, freezing the breath in my lungs.

For his friends.

What the actual fuck?

It was one thing to submit to Richard, to be his whore, his slut. But it was another thing entirely to agree to be passed around his peers—the men I had served bourbon to just a week ago.

My mind flashed back to the booster party. The wandering hands. The arrogant man in the kitchen offering me a thousand dollars for a blowjob. The idea of being handed over to them made my stomach twist.

But as I stared into Richard’s dark, unblinking eyes, my brain snagged on the last three words he had said. While I watch.

I thought about Friday night. I thought about being fucked on the rug, Richard’s massive cock splitting me in half, while Tyler sat in the corner. I remembered the burning, suffocating shame of knowing my boyfriend was watching me get destroyed. And more importantly, I remembered the blinding, violent orgasm that shame had triggered.

I had never come so hard in my entire life. Knowing I was being watched, that I was pornography, had hot-wired my nervous system.

The idea of kneeling in a room full of powerful, wealthy men, wearing nothing but my expensive new jewelry, taking their cocks while my husband sat in a leather chair and orchestrated my ruin ...

A hot, liquid rush of pure electric filth shot straight down into my clit and cunt.

It gave a sharp throb.

My nipples, brushing against the impossibly soft, expensive cashmere of my new sweater, tightened into hard, aching peaks.

I’d play the polished, untouchable trophy wife in public, while secretly dripping wet like a desperate animal at the thought of being passed around by his friends and business partners, shared like a piece of meat.

And Richard saw it. He must have expected it. He saw the shock in my eyes melt, saw the rapid rise and fall of my chest beneath my new sweater.

He didn't need to ask if I understood. He already knew.

I looked out at the glittering city. I thought about Tyler, about my cramped apartment, the terrifying chaos of poverty, the men in the parking garage.

And then I looked at the powerful, brilliant, man in front of me, offering me the world in exchange for my absolute and shameless degradation.

I didn't hesitate. I didn't negotiate.

I dropped to my knees, right there in front of the floor-to-ceiling windows, ignoring the billion-dollar skyline entirely. I looked up at the man who had bought me, saved me, and stripped away any last lingering shred of my innocence.

"Yes, Richard," I said, my voice clear, steady, and vibrating with total devotion. "I accept."

And I reached for the zipper of his trousers, desperate for a first taste of my new life.


Graduation

1.

The digital alarm clock flipped silently to 7:00 AM.

I was already awake.

I stood completely naked in the center of the room, my bare feet sinking into the plush, silver-grey wool carpet. My closet was the size of my old apartment. Racks of expensive but subtle tailored clothes, row upon row of designer cashmere and denim, and shelves of immaculate shoes surrounded me.

I stared at my reflection in one of the three floor-to-ceiling mirrors.

I was twenty-three and you couldn’t afford me. The cheap, frantic desperation of the college girl who had walked into this penthouse a couple of years ago had been polished away, buffed down by chemical peels, weekly blowouts, and a diet dictated entirely by a private chef. My skin was flawless. My stomach was flat. My blonde hair was a heavy, gleaming curtain over my shoulders.

I looked perfect and I liked it that way. But inside, my stomach was a twisting, acidic knot of pure panic.

I traced the timeline in my head, my eyes dragging over my own reflection. For two years, I had been an absolutely flawless product for him, for Richard Davies. I had executed my end of the contract with a ruthless, singular devotion. I kept my GPA at a pristine 3.9. I smiled at the charity galas. I played the elegant, untouchable girlfriend in public.

And behind these locked doors, I had been everything he demanded. I had surrendered completely. I had learned to swallow every heavy load he pumped into my throat without a protest or even a single gag. I had bent over the kitchen island, the glass coffee table, and the marble vanity, taking his thick cock in my pussy and my ass whenever he wanted, however hard he wanted. I had learned to beg for the bruises. I had learned to need the absolute authority he wielded over me.

But there was a gaping, terrifying hole in our arrangement.

...and occasionally, you will do it for my friends, while I watch.

He had said it on our first night. He had made it clear it was expected. And I had agreed.

And for two years, I had waited. I had kept myself shaved, waxed, and ready to be paraded into a room full of his peers and passed around like a tray of hors d'oeuvres.

He never did it.

He never shared me. He never brought a friend home.

At first, I thought he was just waiting for the right moment. But as the months dragged on, I started to worry. Why wasn't Richard sharing me? Did I fail a test I didn't even know I was studying for? I grew insecure, telling myself that if Richard wasn't treating me like some kind of communal cum dump, it meant I wasn't fulfilling his ultimate fantasy. And if I wasn't fulfilling his fantasy, I might be expendable.

My chest tightened as a trigger memory flashed in my brain.

Three weeks ago. The final home football game of the season. We had been standing in Richard’s luxury VIP box, sipping champagne, looking down at the stadium field. I had been wearing a subtle, outrageously expensive cream sweater and dark sunglasses. I was Mrs. Davies in everything but name.

Then, I saw where Richard was looking.

Not the game. The sidelines. He was watching a freshman cheerleader. She was blonde, energetic, and bouncing on the turf in the exact same uniform I had worn.

I had watched Richard’s eyes track her. I knew that look. It was the cold, calculating, dissecting stare he had leveled at me in the hallway of his estate two years ago. He was looking at her and seeing a price tag.

I felt like the floor had dropped out from under me.

That was three weeks ago. I was graduating today. The "broke college student" narrative was expiring. What if my contract was expiring with it? What if he was bored? What if I had aged out of Richard’s demographic? He could snap his fingers, revoke the keys to the G-Wagen, lock me out of the penthouse, and replace me with a younger, fresher, more desperate girl by Monday morning. I would have a degree, sure, but I would be right back in the gutter, stripped of the luxury I was now hopelessly addicted to.

I couldn't go back. I would rather die than go back to counting pennies and eating stale granola bars. I belonged on my knees in this penthouse. I belonged to him.

I turned away from the mirror, forcing my hands to steady. I needed to focus. If I was going to be replaced, I wasn't going down without a fight.

I walked over to the lingerie drawer. I pulled out a matching set of white La Perla silk. It was delicate, expensive, and almost completely sheer. I slipped the panties up my legs, the thin strap of silk settling perfectly against my shaved, aching slit. I clasped the bra, the underwire lifting my heavy breasts, the lace barely covering my dark, hardened nipples.

I moved to the garment bags. I selected a simple, structured white sheath dress. It hit right at the mid-thigh, modest enough for the ceremony, but tailored tight enough to emphasize the curve of my waist and the swell of my hips.

As I pulled the dress over my head, I caught my reflection again.

I am better than her, I thought. She’s slow to respond to sideline cues and doesn’t know how to engage with the crowd.

Yeah, she looked pretty bouncing on the turf. But she was green. Naive. Probably thought a guy buying her a drink was a compliment. She didn't know how to play the game.

I did.

I had spent two years being honed by a master. I knew exactly how Richard liked his scotch poured. I knew exactly how to stand at a charity gala to make the other men in the room hate their own wives. I knew the precise angle to tilt my head when I sucked his cock to hit the back of my throat without gagging on it.

A freshman might have the desperate hunger, but she didn't have the discipline. She wouldn't know how to take a brutal, punishing fucking on the glass coffee table and then seamlessly transition into a polite, elegant dinner partner an hour later. I had been broken down, rebuilt, and trained to take it. I was his perfect, custom-built whore. He couldn't just throw away two full years of conditioning for a fresh young face. He couldn't.

But, of course, he could.

I stepped into a pair of nude Christian Louboutin pumps, the red soles a flash of aggression against the grey carpet.

I felt a surge of defiance and arousal. I wanted Richard to see me today. Wanted to remind him exactly what he owned.

I grabbed the cheap, black graduation gown hanging on the valet hook. I slipped it over the expensive white dress, leaving it unzipped down the front so the tailored fabric underneath was visible. I draped the golden cum laude honor cords around my neck, letting the heavy tassels rest against my chest.

I placed the mortarboard cap on my head, adjusting the tassel to the right side.

I looked in the mirror one last time. Shook my head. Felt like an impostor. I wasn't a student anymore. Hadn’t been for two years.

I grabbed a small designer clutch and walked out of the closet, my heels clicking sharply against the hardwood floor. I was ready to go to war for the life I loved.

I found Richard in the kitchen, standing by the marble island, drinking espresso and checking his phone. He was wearing a sharp, light grey suit, looking effortlessly powerful.

He looked up as I walked in. His eyes swept over the black gown, the white dress peeking through, the red-soled heels.

He didn't smile. He didn't offer congratulations on my honors cords.

"The car is waiting," he said flatly, setting his espresso cup down. "Let's go."

The cold, businesslike dismissal hit my stomach like a block of ice. My defiance withered instantly. I nodded, swallowing hard, and followed him to the elevator, feeling less like a graduate and more like a dead woman walking.

**

The ceremony was held on the main athletic field in the blazing Los Angeles sun.

I sat in a folding chair on the turf, surrounded by three thousand other students in identical black gowns. The air smelled of sunscreen, sweat, and cheap champagne hidden in water bottles. The drone of the commencement speaker drifted over the loudspeakers, a blur of platitudes.

It all felt absurd.

I looked a few rows ahead of me. I saw Jessica's blonde hair. We barely spoke anymore. Richard’s wire transfer had wiped out her debt and saved her, but when I packed my bags and moved into a billionaire's penthouse overnight, she knew exactly what I had done. She had taken a job as a junior marketing assistant, grinding away in a cubicle for sixty hours a week just to avoid falling into debt again.

I didn't have to worry about rent or about entry-level salaries. My tuition was paid, my car was a G-Wagen, and my closet was worth more than her parents' house.

But.

But.

Jessica might be broke, but she was free. She wouldn't be on the street with a snap of a billionaire's fingers. My entire existence, my identity, was tied to the whim of the man sitting in his air-conditioned VIP box with a million-dollar view of the stadium. My job was infinitely higher paying, but my tenure was completely unsecured.

"Sloane Daniels. Cum Laude."

My name echoed over the speakers.

I stood up. My legs felt heavy. I walked down the aisle and climbed the stairs to the stage. The Dean of the college handed me a faux-leather diploma cover, smiling a generic, practiced smile. We shook hands for the photographer.

I didn't look at the Dean. I didn't look at the camera.

I looked up.

Past the cheap bleachers, past the cheering families, up to the luxury glass boxes overlooking the fifty-yard line. The same boxes where I had served bourbon two years ago. The same box where he had watched the freshman cheerleader.

I found him.

Richard was standing behind the tinted glass, a dark silhouette in his grey suit. He wasn't clapping. He wasn't smiling. He was just standing there, his hands in his pockets, watching me.

I stood center stage, the California sun beating down on me, holding a $120,000 piece of paper. And then, I realized. My degree was next to worthless. It was only a prop. A participation trophy for a game I hadn't actually played for the last two years.

My only actual currency, my only marketable skill, was the tightness of my holes, the depth of my throat, and my absolute, shameless willingness to be degraded on command by the man that I had come to … well, to love.

I stared up at the glass box and offered Richard a small and desperate smile, praying it was enough.

I stepped off the stage, the faux-leather diploma cover surprisingly light in my hands. The rest of the ceremony was a blur of black fabric and polite applause. I just wanted it to be over. I wanted to get back to the penthouse. I needed to know where I stood.

The ride back to downtown LA was suffocating.

Richard sat next to me in the back of the Maybach, the tinted privacy glass raised between us and the driver. He was on his iPad, scrolling through financial reports, completely ignoring the fact that I had just graduated with honors.

I sat stiffly in my seat, the black gown pooled around me. I kept glancing at his profile—the sharp line of his jaw, the expensive fabric of his suit. I wanted him to touch me. I wanted him to slide his hand up my thigh, push the white dress aside, and get me off right there all over the back seat. I needed to know he still wanted me.

But he didn't even look up from his screen.

When the elevator doors finally opened onto the penthouse, I was practically vibrating with nervous energy.

I walked into the kitchen and dropped the diploma cover onto the marble island. The sound was sharp, a little too loud.

"Are you hungry?" Richard asked, finally looking up as he set his iPad down. "I can have the chef prepare something."

He was using that tone. The polite, distant, "valued guest" tone he used when he was annoyed, or worse, bored.

"No," I said, my voice tight. "I'm not hungry."

I turned to face him. I reached up, unzipped the black gown, and let it fall to the floor. I stood there in the tight white sheath dress and the Louboutins.

"Richard," I started, taking a step toward him. I needed to break the ice. I needed him to look at me the way he used to. "I..."

"Don't," he interrupted, holding up a hand.

I froze.

He looked at me, his eyes cold and unreadable. It felt like he was looking straight through me.

"I have a conference call in ten minutes," he said, turning away and walking toward his study. "Go pack a bag."

Panic seized my chest, squeezed so tight I couldn't breathe. Pack a bag. This was it. Richard was kicking me out. He was sending me back to the gutter where I belonged. I pictured him taking back my G-Wagen keys, the lock codes being changed.

"Pack a bag?" I repeated, my voice cracking, tears instantly springing to my eyes. "Richard, please, I..."

He stopped at the door of his study and looked back at me, frowning slightly.

"A small bag, Sloane," he said. "Three bikinis. Nothing else. The car will be downstairs in forty-five minutes."

He walked into his study and shut the heavy oak door.

I stood alone in the massive kitchen, staring at the closed door, my brain struggling to process the command.

Three bikinis. Nothing else.

My paranoia evaporated so quickly that my knees gave out, leaving me dizzy and shaking with relief.

I grabbed the edge of the marble island, letting out a long, shaky breath, wiping a stray tear from my cheek.

Richard wasn't kicking me out. He was taking me away.

Three bikinis. That meant heat. A beach.

He was rewarding me. I had been spiraling for weeks over a freshman cheerleader, driving myself insane with insecurity, and all along, he had been planning a trip. He was taking me away to celebrate my graduation. A romantic, obscenely expensive getaway, just the two of us.

I had completely misread the situation. He wasn't bored with me. He was probably just stressed with work. The distant behavior, the coldness—it was just the pressure of Richard’s business, not a reflection on my performance as his slut.

I hurried to the master suite. I didn't need a suitcase so I grabbed a small, expensive black duffel bag. I went to my lingerie drawer and pulled out three bikinis. A tiny white string bikini. A black one that barely covered my nipples. And a sheer, nude-colored one that left absolutely nothing to the imagination.

I threw them in the duffel along with a washbag, zipped it shut, and looked at myself in the mirror.

The terrified animal was gone. I smiled and told myself that I was going to be so fucking good for him on this getaway. I was going to wear those tiny bikinis and let him fuck me until I couldn't walk. I was going to remind him exactly why he bought me in the first place.

Forty-five minutes later, I was sitting in the back of the Maybach again, this time heading north on the 405.

I had changed out of the white dress into a pair of soft designer sweatpants and a thin cashmere sweater, ready for the flight. Richard sat next to me, his conference call finished, scrolling through his phone.

"Where are we going?" I asked, my voice light, teasing. I slid my hand across the leather seat, resting it lightly on his thigh.

Richard glanced down at my hand, then up at my face. A small, enigmatic smile touched the corner of his lips.

"I rented an island," he said casually, as if he were talking about booking a restaurant table. "For your graduation."

The words hit my brain, confirming my wildest hopes. An island. Just the two of us.

"Richard, that's..." I breathed, squeezing his thigh, leaning in closer. "That's amazing. Thank you."

"Don't thank me yet," he said, turning back to his phone.

I didn't care about his cryptic tone. I sank back into the plush leather seat, closing my eyes, a warm, heavy flush of anticipation settling over me. I was safe. I was secure. I was heading to a private paradise with the man who owned me.


2.

The Maybach glided onto the tarmac at Van Nuys Airport, slipping past the chain-link fences and security checkpoints with the silent ease of extreme wealth.

I sat in the back seat, my fingers nervously twisting the soft cashmere of my sweater. My nerves were buzzing with leftover graduation stress and a dread of whatever was coming next. An island. The word kept echoing in my head. We were going to a private island. I was safe. I was loved, in Richard’s own twisted, controlling way. But I knew he would have surprises waiting for me. He would not be Richard, otherwise.

The car rolled to a stop next to a massive, gleaming white Gulfstream G650. The sheer size of the jet took my breath away. It looked like a spaceship compared to the smaller Cessnas parked nearby.

"Let's go," Richard said, already opening his door.

I grabbed my small black duffel—the one containing only three bikinis, as ordered—and followed him. The hot valley wind whipped my hair around my face as we climbed the aluminum stairs into the cabin.

I stepped through the door, a smile already forming on my lips, ready to sink into one of those absurdly plush leather seats and pour a glass of champagne.

The smile died instantly.

The cabin wasn't empty.

Sitting in one of the oversized captain's chairs, reading a physical copy of the Financial Times, was a man. He lowered the paper as we entered.

He was in his late sixties, with thick, perfectly styled silver hair and a face lined with the kind of wrinkles that only come from decades of giving orders. He wore a bespoke navy blazer over a crisp, open-collared shirt. He exuded an aura of quiet, absolute authority that made Richard’s aggressive dominance look almost boyish by comparison.

He didn't look surprised to see me. He looked at me the way a man looks at a painting he’s considering bidding on—polite, appreciative, but entirely clinical.

I froze in the aisle, my fingers gripping the strap of my duffel bag so hard my knuckles turned white. Why was he here? Was this a business trip? Had I packed three bikinis for a corporate retreat?

"Sloane," Richard said, stepping up behind me, placing a warm, heavy hand on the small of my back. "This is Arthur."

"Hello, Sloane," Arthur said. His voice was smooth, cultured, and resonant. He didn't stand up, but he inclined his head slightly. "Congratulations on your graduation. Richard tells me you performed exceptionally well."

"Thank you," I stammered, my voice sounding thin and reedy over the hum of the jet's auxiliary power unit.

I looked at Richard, a silent, panicked question in my eyes.

Richard caught the look and offered a small, calm smile. "Take a seat, darling, and be nice to Arthur. Thank him for the ride. This is his plane, after all."

The plane seemed to tilt beneath my feet.

His plane.

I numbly took the seat across the aisle from Arthur. Richard sat next to me. A flight attendant—a stunningly beautiful woman in her late twenties, wearing a very tight pencil skirt—appeared silently from the galley. She poured Arthur a scotch, handed Richard one, and offered me a glass of sparkling water without asking what I wanted.

"We're cleared for takeoff, Mr. Sterling," she murmured to Arthur, leaning over just enough to offer him a view down her blouse.

Arthur didn't even glance at her cleavage. "Thank you, Madeline."

The cabin doors closed with a heavy, sealing thud. The massive engines spooled up, a deep, vibrating roar that rattled in my chest. We taxied to the runway and launched into the sky, the G-force pressing me back into the buttery leather seat.

I sat rigidly, staring out the window at the sprawling, smoggy grid of Los Angeles shrinking below us. I was trapped in a luxury tube rocketing toward the stratosphere, completely in the dark about my own fate.

Once we reached cruising altitude, the seatbelt sign chimed off.

Richard unbuckled his belt, took a slow sip of his scotch, and turned to face me. He didn't look at Arthur. He kept his eyes locked on mine.

"I imagine you're a little confused," Richard said.

"A little."

"Arthur is more than a friend," Richard explained, gesturing vaguely toward the older man with his glass. "He is my mentor. He taught me everything I know about identifying undervalued assets and maximizing their potential."

Arthur chuckled softly, turning a page of his newspaper. "You give me too much credit, Richard. You always had the instinct. I just showed you where to look."

"You showed me how to structure a deal so you never lose," Richard corrected, his eyes still fixed on me. "And Arthur and I share ... similar tastes. Not just in business. In lifestyle."

My stomach lurched. The air in the cabin suddenly felt incredibly thin.

"Arthur has been very interested in our arrangement, Sloane," Richard continued, his voice dropping to a lower, more intimate register. "He's watched the progression over the last two years. He appreciates the discipline. He's been considering acquiring something similar for himself. So I’ve been scouting for him, and I think I’ve found him a cheerleader of his own. Somebody hungry. Someone he can mold."

The pieces began to click together in my brain. The freshman cheerleader. The blonde bouncing on the turf. Richard was never looking to replace me. He’d been recruiting for Arthur. I wasn't being replaced. The panic that had been suffocating me for three weeks evaporated instantly.

And then, I realized. There was something else happening here.

Richard turned to look at Arthur. Arthur had lowered the newspaper. He was watching me.

"I told you, Sloane, the day you moved in. I told you that occasionally, you would be shared with some of my friends. But I always intended for Arthur to be your first."

He squeezed my thigh, his fingers digging painfully into my flesh.

“And now it’s time.” Richard smiled. “Time for you to graduate for a second time. Go to Arthur, Sloane. He needs to understand how it feels with a girl like you, a perfectly trained slut.”

I looked at Arthur. He sat in his plush leather chair, a man who commanded boardrooms and managed billions, looking at me with the polite, expectant patience of a diner waiting for the first course to arrive.

I looked at Richard. His eyes were burning with a dark, vicarious thrill. He wasn't just offering me to his mentor; he was offering a piece of his own ego. If I failed, if I balked, if I was anything less than perfect, it wouldn't just reflect poorly on me. It would embarrass him in front of perhaps the only man he respected.

I had spent two years learning to be whatever Richard needed. I stood up from my seat. My legs were shaking slightly, but I locked my knees, forcing myself to stand tall. I didn't look at the flight attendant, who was studiously ignoring us from the galley.

I reached for the hem of my thin cashmere sweater. I pulled it over my head, ruining my perfect blowout, and dropped it onto the empty seat beside Richard. I wasn't wearing a bra. My breasts, full and heavy, were exposed to the cool cabin air. My nipples hardened instantly into tight, aching peaks under Arthur's calm, assessing gaze.

I unfastened the drawstring of my designer sweatpants and shimmied them down my legs, stepping out of them. I was wearing only a pair of seamless nude panties. I hooked my thumbs into the waistband and slid them down, kicking them aside.

I stood completely naked in the aisle of the G650, forty thousand feet above the Pacific Ocean.

Arthur slowly folded his newspaper and set it on the small table next to him.

"She’s magnificent, Richard," Arthur said. "You weren't exaggerating, not at all."

“There are literally thousands of women in LA with bodies like this,” Richard replied, leaning back in his seat, swirling the ice in his scotch. "It's training them that takes time. Show him, Sloane."

I took two steps forward and sank to my knees on the thick, sound-dampening carpet between Arthur's spread legs.

I looked up at him. He didn't unbutton his blazer or loosen his tie. He simply reached down and unzipped his bespoke trousers, pushing the fabric aside.

He didn't wear underwear.

I reached out with trembling hands. He was soft, resting heavily against his thigh. The skin was different than Richard's—softer, looser, reflecting his age. But there was an undeniable weight to him.

I leaned forward. I didn't take him into my mouth right away. I started with my tongue, trailing it slowly up the underside of his soft shaft, tasting the faint salt of his skin. I swirled my tongue around the loose skin at the base, my breath hot against him.

Arthur let out a soft, approving exhale, his hand coming to rest lightly on the top of my head. It wasn't the possessive, controlling grip Richard used. It was a gentle, almost grandfatherly touch.

I worked slowly, swirling my tongue in lazy, deliberate circles up and down his cock. I licked the head and I used my hands, massaging his heavy balls with a feather-light touch. He was incredibly soft. The skin was crepey and loose, requiring a delicate, almost clinical precision. I couldn't expect friction to do all the work. I had to coax the blood flow, to wake up tissue that was reluctant to respond.

I leaned closer, inhaling the scent of his expensive cologne mixed with the faint, medicinal smell of his skin. I opened my mouth and let my lips rest gently over the broad, soft head, using the heat of my breath and the wetness of my tongue to create a warm, slick environment for him. I ran my tongue lazily around the ridge, tracing the loose folds of skin, my hands keeping a steady, rhythmic pressure on his balls.

Minutes ticked by. Five. Ten. Fifteen. The hum of the jet engines was a constant, droning backdrop.

It was agonizingly slow work. My jaw, usually accustomed to the quick, aggressive pace Richard demanded, began to cramp. The muscles in my neck tightened, a dull, burning ache spreading down to my shoulders. My knees, pressed hard into the carpet without the padding of my sweatpants, began to throb.

I closed my eyes, trying to dissociate from the discomfort and focus on the job, on the reality of what I doing here.

I was kneeling naked in the aisle of a private jet, performing a grueling, geriatric blowjob on a man I had met only twenty minutes ago. It was the pinnacle of utter degradation. And it was exactly what I had been made for.

I opened my eyes slightly, looking past Arthur's thigh. Richard was sitting back in his seat. He had his phone out, held steady, the red recording dot glowing ominously in the cabin light. He was documenting my effort. He was capturing the sweat beading on my forehead, the strain in my neck, the sheer, pathetic desperation of my attempt to please his mentor.

A shot of pure shame shot through me, morphing instantly into heat. Richard was watching me. He was recording my humiliation. And that was all the fuel I needed. I wanted his video to show a girl who would stop at nothing to please him.

Out of the corner of my eye, I saw movement near the galley.

The flight attendant was standing in the narrow hallway leading to the cockpit. She was watching me. Her arms were crossed tightly under her breasts.

A sudden thought pierced my concentration: Was this her job, usually?

Did Arthur employ her because she was willing to drop to her knees when the seatbelt sign turned off? The thought that I might be competing with this beautiful, experienced woman for Arthur's approval added a frantic, desperate edge to my performance. I couldn't just be good. I had to be irreplaceable.

I redoubled my efforts. I ignored the screaming cramp in my jaw. I pushed past the gag reflex, taking more of his soft, pliable length into my mouth. I used the back of my throat to create a tighter suction, swirling my tongue with a renewed, vigorous intensity.

Slowly, agonizingly, I felt a shift.

The soft flesh in my mouth began to thicken. The loose skin tightened, filling out as the blood finally began to flow.

It was a slow, reluctant swelling. I had to be careful not to break the rhythm. Any change might cause him to lose it.

"She had really excellent technique," Arthur said, breaking the long silence. His hand, which had been resting lightly on my head, began to stroke my hair with a bit more purpose. "You trained her well, Richard. Most young women have no patience. They treat it like a race."

"Sloane is a good girl,” Richard said, his phone still steady in his hand. “And she understands that her only purpose is the pleasure of the man she has been asked to serve. Speed is irrelevant."

This praise from both men sent a wave of wetness rushing between my thighs. My pussy began to throb. I was succeeding. I was getting it done.

I took Arthur deeper. His semi-hard shaft filled my mouth, pushing against the back of my throat. I bobbed my head, maintaining the slow, steady rhythm, refusing to speed up even as the muscles in my neck screamed for relief.

Arthur's breathing finally grew heavier, a faint, ragged rasp entering his cultured voice. His hand tightened in my hair, finally losing the gentle touch, his grip becoming demanding.

"She's getting me there," he said, his hips starting to move slightly, meeting my downstrokes with hesitant, shallow thrusts.

"Whatever you want, Arthur," Richard encouraged, stepping into the role of the director. "Use her mouth. Fuck her face. Whatever you want. Sloane won't object. She won’t stop. Not until you’re done."

Arthur's hips thrust forward with a sudden, surprising strength. He wasn't gentle anymore. He forced himself into my throat and used his grip on my hair to set a punishing, rhythmic pace that made my eyes water. I fought my gag reflex violently, faking a yawn around his cock to force my soft palate to open wide. I was determined to swallow his whole length and give him a flawless happy ending.

My knees were numb. My jaw felt like it was unhinged. Tears of strain and sheer effort leaked from the corners of my eyes, ruining my makeup. But none of that mattered to these men, to the flight attendant, or to me. Arthur’s cock was everything.

"Yes," he hissed, his body tensing, his grip on my hair bruising my scalp.

I felt a pulse against the back of my throat.

His load was thin and weak with a bitter tang. I swallowed it easily.

He went quickly limp, let out a long, shuddering sigh, and released my hair.

I pulled back slowly and licked my lips clean, wiping my mouth with the back of my trembling hand. My jaw was throbbing, my knees screamed in protest as I shifted my weight, and my stomach roiled. Not because of Arthur’s meagre load, but because this was the first cock, other than Richard’s, that I had sucked in more than two years.

I looked up at Arthur. He was staring down at me, chest heaving, his eyes wide with what looked to be a genuine appreciation.

"Richard," Arthur said, his voice raspy, adjusting his bespoke trousers. "That was ... extraordinary."

"I told you," Richard said. He lowered his phone, tapping the screen to save the recording of my grueling labor.

I stayed on my knees, chest heaving, wiping the sweat from my forehead. I expected to be told to get dressed. I expected the demonstration to be over. I had passed the test. I had been successfully shared.

Richard looked at Arthur, then looked down at me.

"I’m glad you enjoyed her, Arthur," Richard said, his eyes flashing with a dangerous, calculating light. "But if you really want to understand what it feels like to own a girl like this ... why don't you take her to the stateroom in the back?"

Arthur looked at me, kneeling on the carpet, my face smeared with my saliva and a little cum. "You know, I think I will," he said. He stood up, adjusting his blazer. He didn't offer a hand to help me up. He just looked down at me. "Come along, Sloane."

I pushed myself up from the floor. My knees screamed in protest, stiff and sore from the extended time on the carpet. My jaw ached with a dull, throbbing intensity. I felt drained, a hollowed-out shell, but I wasn’t done.

I turned and followed Arthur through his plane.

It might have been the most humiliating walk of my life.

I glanced back over my shoulder. Richard was sitting in his seat, swirling his scotch, a look of arrogant satisfaction on his face. He beckoned to the flight attendant and I turned away.


3.

The stateroom was a sanctuary of obscene luxury. A queen-sized bed dominated the space, covered in crisp white linens and heavy silk throws. The walls were paneled in dark wood, and a large flat-screen TV was mounted opposite the bed. The hum of the jet engines was muffled here, creating a strange, isolated cocoon at forty thousand feet.

Arthur stepped into the room behind me and clicked the door shut, sliding the lock into place.

We were alone.

He walked over to the bed and sat on the edge, leaning his back against the padded headboard. He looked exhausted, the lines on his face deeper than they had been twenty minutes ago. The effort of his climax had drained him.

He looked at me, standing awkwardly in the center of the room, shivering slightly.

"I need some time to recover, Sloane," Arthur said, his voice quiet but carrying the same undeniable authority. "But I don't want to be bored while I wait."

He patted his thighs, clad in his expensive, tailored trousers.

"Dance for me," he commanded.

I froze. "Dance?"

"A lap dance," he said, his eyes narrowing slightly at my confusion. "I want to see how well you move when you aren't on your knees."

There was no music. There was no club lighting. There was just the steady drone of the jet and the cold, expectant stare of a billionaire.

I took a shaky breath, forcing my frozen limbs to move. I stepped between his spread legs, stepping into the V of his thighs.

I had never given a lap dance in my life. I didn't know what to do with my hands. I felt ridiculous, incredibly awkward, and surprisingly vulnerable.

I placed my hands on his shoulders, the fabric of his blazer rough against my palms. I started to sway my hips, trying to find a rhythm in the silence. I rolled my stomach, dropping it low, letting my bare, heavy breasts sway in front of his face.

He didn't touch me at first. He just watched, his face impassive.

I tried harder. I turned around, presenting my back to him, and pushed my ass back against his groin. I ground my hips against him, trying to coax some kind of response from the soft flesh hidden within his trousers.

The muscles in my thighs burned as I squatted and rolled, my bare skin sticking to the fabric of his pants. I threw my head back, running my hands down my own body, trying to look sensual, trying to look like the high-priced whore he expected me to be.

But I could feel it. He was completely soft. My dancing, my nakedness, was doing nothing at all.

I felt like a defective toy.

"Turn around," Arthur said, his voice flat.

I spun back around, my chest heaving, sweat starting to bead on my forehead.

"Straddle my leg," he said.

I lifted my right leg and hooked it over his thigh, pulling myself flush against him.

"Now grind for me," he said.

I started to move my hips, pressing my swollen, aching pussy hard against the rough wool of his trousers. The friction was intense, a sharp, burning sensation against my oversensitive clit.

Arthur finally raised his hands. He reached for my breasts.

His grip was incredibly rough. He kneaded the flesh like dough. He squeezed my tits so hard it bordered on painful, his thumbs finding my hardened nipples and pinching them sharply.

I gasped, the pain sending jolts of something straight down to my cunt.

"You like that, don't you?" Arthur said. "I knew the moment I saw that you were a dirty little thing. I bet you love being treated like a piece of meat."

"Yes," I whimpered, grinding harder against his leg, as his hands punished my breasts.

"You're nothing but a high-priced whore," he sneered, pinching my nipples hard enough to make my eyes water. "A little college slut who sold her soul. You think you're special, but you're just a hole men like me and Richard pass around when we get bored."

Hearing a man of his age, his stature, his wealth, reduce me to a set of holes purpose built for the pleasure of men just like him broke my mind completely. That shame and the raw humiliation of dry-humping his trousers while he bruised my tits completely shattered my restraint and pushed me over the edge.

"Oh god!" I sobbed, my hips bucking wildly against him.

My thighs clamped down on his, my wet hole spasming over and over again, leaking all over his expensive trousers. I collapsed against his chest, crying openly, my body trembling with the aftershocks.

I lay there for a moment, waiting for him to push me off, waiting for him to be hard.

I felt his groin against my thigh.

Arthur was still soft.

He let out a frustrated sigh, pushing my exhausted, trembling body off his leg. He looked down at the wet stain on his trousers with a look of mild annoyance.

"You are a good girl, Sloane," he said. "Obedient and enthusiastic. But I'm afraid I need something more to get my blood moving."

He reached over to the bedside table and pressed a small, silver call button.

Less than a minute later, the heavy wooden door to the stateroom clicked open and the flight attendant Madeline stepped inside. She had shed the professional, detached demeanor she wore in the main cabin. Her eyes were sharp, evaluating the scene instantly—the wet stain on Arthur's trousers, my nakedness, and the billionaire's look of bored frustration.

"Sir?" she asked, her voice calm and even.

"Shut the door, Madeline," Arthur said.

The lock engaged with a heavy thud.

"Take it all off," he said, waving a hand vaguely in her direction. "Let's see how well the two of you can work together."

She didn't hesitate. Didn't even blush. She moved with an efficient, practiced grace, unfastening her crisp white blouse and letting it fall to the floor. She unzipped her tight pencil skirt and stepped out of it. I think her lingerie was Agent Provocateur. Either way, the black silk and lace hugged her curves perfectly, highlighting her flawless olive skin.

"On the bed," Arthur said, pointing to where he wanted us.

We both obeyed. I crawled up onto the crisp white sheets and Madeline climbed up next to me.

Arthur sat back in an armchair in the corner of the room, crossing his legs. He examined us, his eyes narrowing slightly as he looked us up and down.

"Kiss her, Madeline," Arthur said. “I want the two of you to give me a show.”

Madeline didn't wait for me to process his command. She shifted her weight, moving over me and pinning me to the mattress with her thighs. She leaned down, her face inches from mine. She smelled like expensive perfume and mint.

She captured my lips in a hard, aggressive kiss.

I hadn’t kissed a woman since that night with Jessica and the quarterback. This wasn’t my thing. But maybe it wasn’t Madeline’s thing either. She was just performing, I realized. And she was good at it.

She forced my mouth open, her tongue sliding past my teeth, maybe tasting the lingering, tang of Arthur's watery cum. I gagged slightly, but she didn't pull back. She deepened the kiss, her hands moving down my body.

And she knew exactly what she was doing. Her hands roamed over my breasts, squeezing them with a firm, practiced grip, her thumbs flicking my hardened nipples in a way that mimicked Arthur's earlier roughness, but with actual skill.

I heard myself moan into her mouth, a pathetic, needy sound. My body, exhausted and overstimulated, was betraying me again.

Madeline broke away, trailing wet, open-mouthed kisses down my neck and across my collarbone. She looked up at Arthur over my shoulder. "She's very responsive, sir."

"She's a slut," Arthur agreed. “Just like you.” He leaned forward slightly in his chair, and I could see the outline of his crotch shifting. The sight of two women—two sluts—performing for him was finally sparking some kind of reaction.

But he needed more. He needed stakes. "Ten thousand dollars," he said.

Madeline froze, her lips hovering over my breast.

“Ten thousand dollars,” Arthur repeated. “For whoever wins my little contest. Get into a sixty-nine, ladies, please."

I could tell he didn’t mean either of those last two words.

He levered himself out of his armchair and crossed over to the edge of the bed. He unzipped his trousers once again, pulling out his cock. It was semi-erect now, thicker and heavier than it had been in the aisle, but still requiring work.

"Here are the rules," he said, looking down at us with a cold, greedy smile. "The first of you sluts to cum loses the game. The winning slut gets ten grand. Now, come on, get to work."

Madeline moved at speed. She pushed me down onto my back, flipped herself around, and threw a leg over my chest, positioning her crotch directly over my face while burying her own head between my thighs.

Her pussy, still protected by the sheer black lace of her panties, hovered inches from my nose. She smelled distinctly different than me and she wasn’t waiting for me to start.

She plain attacked me.

She went straight for my clit, using her tongue as a precision instrument, a rapid, flicking weapon that sent a thrill straight up my spine.

I gasped, my hips bucking upward off the mattress and then I scrambled to defend myself, to fight back. I pushed the black lace aside and pressed my mouth against her slick, shaved mound. I tried to focus, to use my tongue with the same aggressive intent she was using on me, but my brain was scattering.

I was tasting another woman for the first time in my life, smelling her cut, her juices, her fucking arousal, while my own battered pussy was being devoured. And standing right next to the bed, holding his half-hard cock and watching us fight for his spare change, was a billionaire, Richard’s friend and mentor.

Madeline’s hands clamped down on my thighs, holding me open, pinning me in place. She sucked my clit into her mouth and I groaned in response, my hands gripping her ass. I tried to force my tongue deeper inside her, trying to find her rhythm, trying to push her over the edge. But it was useless. Madeline was a fortress. She was working here, chasing a paycheck. She had no emotional involvement at all.

I, on the other hand, was deep into my feels. I was buried in the heat of my humiliation. I was an exposed live wire ready to burn the house down.

I was getting close. Far too fucking close. I was going to lose.

I tried to pull back, tried to twist my hips away from her relentless mouth, but she held me down.

"Don't you dare stop, Madeline," Arthur urged from the edge of the bed. He was stroking himself. His cock finally achieved something approaching hardness. "Break the little slut."

Those words could have triggered my final plunge over the edge, but I was still fighting.

Until I realized.

I didn't need to win. I didn't need Arthur’s ten thousand dollars. Richard gave me everything I needed. Ten grand to Madeline might be her everything.

Besides, I knew my role. I was supposed to lose. Losing would mean I was exactly what Arthur said I was—a weak, pathetic slut who couldn't control herself.

And right here, right now, my job was to make Arthur a very happy man.

I stopped fighting.

I let my tongue fall limp against Madeline's thighs. I surrendered to the agonizing, brilliant pleasure of her talented mouth.

"Oh god, please!" I shrieked, my voice muffled against her skin, my pussy spasming against her tongue, my spine cracking backward as I bridged off the mattress. My hands clutched her thighs. My entire body shook with the force of my defeat.

And Madeline didn't stop. Not immediately. She kept licking, dragging out the aftershocks until I was whining in pathetic, overstimulated agony.

But then, finally, she pulled her head up and wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, her breathing close to even. She looked almost completely unaffected by what she had just done.

She turned her head and looked up at Arthur.

Arthur was staring down at me, his chest heaving, his cock standing straight up, fully erect and throbbing. The sight of my complete, humiliating surrender had been exactly the catalyst he needed.

"Well done, Madeline," he said, his voice a low, gravelly rumble. "The money will be in your account by the time we land. And there’ll be a little extra for your trouble. You did very well."

Madeline climbed off me, adjusting her lingerie. She walked out of the stateroom without a backward glance.

I lay on the bed, chest heaving, face wet with tears and sweat, utterly destroyed.
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Arthur stepped up to the edge of the bed. He loomed over me, a dark silhouette against the plush, wood-paneled walls.

"You really are pathetic, aren't you, Sloane?" He sneered softly, reaching down to grab my ankle. He dragged me across the crisp white sheets toward the edge of the bed until my ass hung over the side. "Couldn't even last five minutes, could you? I guess you just love to come for an audience."

I had never come for an audience before. Unless you counted Tyler, which I never did. But thinking back, Arthur was obviously right. I had loved the way Richard turned me into pornography.

"Yes, sir," I sobbed. “I do. I’m such a fucking slut.”

He grinned down at me. “And Richard wouldn’t want you any other way.”

He stepped back from the edge of the bed. The brief surge of arousal that my humiliation had caused was already beginning to wane. His cock, though thicker and more engorged than it had been in the aisle, was softening slightly, losing that rigid, angry perfection it had held moments ago.

He let out a slow, tired exhale and climbed onto the bed, shifting his weight until he was lying flat on his back against the pillows. He looked at me, a dark silhouette against the white linens.

"Come here, Sloane," he said. A man used to absolute obedience.

I pushed myself up, my arms shaking violently. Every muscle in my body ached, a deep, pervasive soreness that radiated from my overused, overstimulated core. I crawled toward him across the expanse of the bed, feeling like a dog crawling to its master.

"Straddle me."

I positioned myself over his hips, my bare knees sinking into the plush mattress on either side of his legs. I hovered above him, looking down at his semi-erect cock resting against his stomach.

"Put it in," he said.

I reached down, my fingers trembling as I grasped his soft, pliant flesh. It felt entirely different from Richard's aggressive, demanding hardness. It required care.

I guided the blunt, slightly weeping head to my soaking, swollen hole and I slowly lowered my hips.

It was a strange, muted sensation. He didn't stretch me, didn't force his way inside. I had to almost swallow him, coax him into my cunt. I sat fully down on him, taking as much of him as I could.

"Work," he said simply.

It was physical labor.

I had to grip him tightly with my pussy, holding him in, while supporting my own weight on my aching thighs. I began a slow, deliberate grind, rolling my hips in tight circles, pressing my clit against his bone with every rotation.

I closed my eyes, focusing entirely on the mechanics of fucking a man his age with a hard half cock. I was a machine, I told myself. I was a fucking slut.

"Good girl," Arthur said, his hands settling lightly on my hips, guiding my movements. His touch was clinical, detached. "Richard has trained you well."

I didn't answer. I just kept grinding, the sweat beading on my forehead and between my breasts.

"Richard is a genius, you know," Arthur continued. "He didn't just buy himself a pretty girl. Anyone with money can do that. He built you into something worth keeping."

"He found a girl who was desperate," Arthur said, his fingers tracing the curve of my hip bone. "And he stripped away every piece of her until there was nothing left but this. A highly trained, perfectly compliant little hole."

Tears pricked my eyes, hot and humiliating. He wasn't insulting me; he was appraising me. He was evaluating Richard's handiwork, and he was impressed.

"Most women would break," Arthur said, his breathing growing slightly heavier as my work began to coax a firmer response from him. "They'd try to maintain some shred of dignity. But not you, Sloane, no. You really don't have any limits at all, do you?"

Yes, I did, I thought. But I couldn’t think of one.

His hands moved from my hips, sliding up my ribs. I thought he was going to caress me, maybe offer a moment of tenderness.

That would be wrong.

I needed him to be rougher with me. Wanted him to treat me like the cheap slut he thought I was. I arched my back, pushing my heavy breasts toward him, practically begging for it. His large, age-spotted hands finally obliged. He cupped and squeezed my breasts, his fingernails digging, marking me. I cried out, but my rhythm didn't stutter—my hips bucked harder, a wet, desperate heat flooding my pussy as I embraced the pain.

"Don't stop," Arthur said, his voice losing its polished, cultured edge, dropping into a harsh, cruel sexual rasp. He squeezed harder, his thumbs finding my nipples and pinching them with a vicious, bruising force. "Keep working, you little slut."

The pain shot from my breasts straight down to my clit. It was exactly what I needed. A cold, calculated cruelty. He was hurting me because he enjoyed the sound of my pain.

He liked breaking things.

Out of nowhere, I saw that freshman cheerleader, bouncing on the turf, naive and hungry. Richard wasn't just scouting for a companion for his ageing mentor. He was shopping for a permanent victim. Looking for a girl who could endure this. I felt a brief, nauseating flicker of pity for whatever girl eventually took the bait, knowing the absolute hell waiting for her in Arthur's penthouse.

But the pity was quickly eclipsed by my own needs and my own survival instinct. This bastard wasn’t going to break me. I was built for this.

"Yes, sir," I whimpered, gritting my teeth against the pain, feeling his cock slowly, steadily hardening inside me.

My pain was working for him.

"You like that, don't you?" Arthur sneered, twisting my right breast so hard I thought he might tear the skin. "You like being treated like a piece of meat. I really didn't think a girl as pretty as you could be this broken, but you obviously are. You really are a dirty little whore.”

"I am," I sobbed, tears streaming down my face, the pain and the humiliation twisting into a desperate, frantic arousal. "I'm Richard’s whore. I'm yours."

I leaned into it. I abandoned the last shred of my pride. If he wanted pain, I would give him exactly what he needed to get off.

"Hit me," I begged. My voice sounded foreign, raw and desperate. "Please, sir, slap them. Slap my big fat tits."

Arthur's eyes widened slightly in the dim light, a flash of genuine surprise crossing his lined face. Then, a dark smile spread across his lips.

He released my breasts, pulling his hands back.

Smack.

The impact of his hand against my left breast stung. A burning red handprint bloomed on my pale skin.

Smack.

He hit the right one.

I cried out, my hips bucking wildly against him. His cock was fully hard now, rigid and thick, filling me completely.

"Jesus," Arthur grunted, his hips starting to thrust upward, meeting my frantic grinding. "You're a fucking animal. Turn around."

I froze, panting.

"Turn around," he repeated. "I want to see your ass bounce."

I scrambled to obey, my movements clumsy and uncoordinated. I lifted myself off his cock and spun around, facing his feet, my back to his chest.

I lowered myself back down, guiding his thick shaft blindly into my cunt. The angle was different and deeper, somehow. I settled my weight, my hands gripping his shins for support.

"Now ride me, you bitch.”

I started to move again, giving him an unobstructed view of my ass, my lower back, and the wet, sloppy connection where his flesh disappeared into mine.

I bounced, trying to create a hard, visual rhythm. I could hear the wet slap-slap-slap of my ass hitting his thighs.

"Yeah, just like that," Arthur rasped, his hands reaching up to grip my waist, his thumbs digging painfully into my sides. "Look at that tight little hole taking it all."

I sped up, leaning forward, my breasts swaying heavily with every thrust, ignoring the stinging pain. I wanted to break him. I wanted to prove that I was the ultimate, indestructible toy.

"Hit my ass," I gasped over my shoulder, my voice a ragged, desperate whine. "Please, sir, spank me. Leave your mark on my ass."

The slap landed hard and flat against my right ass cheek. It wasn't the measured, dominant sting of Richard's hand; it was a cruel, heavy blow meant to hurt.

I cried out, my hips bucking upward instinctively, grinding his thick cock harder against my G-spot.

He hit me again and again, left then right then left, establishing a brutal rhythm that synced with my bounces. The pain flared, a hot, red fire spreading across my pale ass. It was exactly what my broken mind needed.

"Yeah, look at that," Arthur rasped, his hand coming down again. "Look at that red ass. You love it, don't you, slut?”

"Yes," I sobbed, the tears flowing freely now. "Yes, sir, please!"

"Fuck, I'm close," he groaned, his hips thrusting upward with a final, desperate surge of energy, his hand abandoning my spanking to grip my hips tightly. "Fuck. Keep going."

"Give it to me, sir," I wailed, my own body wound so tight it felt like a piano wire ready to snap. “Dump your load in me. It’s what I’m here for.”

He gave a harsh cry and his entire body went rigid beneath me.

I felt the warm, sluggish pulse of his climax spilling into me. It wasn't the violent, high-pressure eruption I was used to from Richard. A meagre leak. A trickle. But it was enough.

The sheer humiliation of taking his cum, combined with the stinging fire on my ass and breasts, and the absolute degradation of his cruelty, hurled me over the precipice.

It hit like a slow-motion car crash. It started deep down at the base of my spine. The first of a series of heavy, dark contractions that seized my body. My wet cunt clamped down around his softening meat, desperately trying to extract every last pathetic drop.

I threw my head back and let out a long, mournful keen.

My thighs began to tremble violently. They’d been working hard. Spasms ripped through me, wave after wave of intense, exhausting pleasure that felt dangerously close to pain. I was sobbing, my tears dripping onto the pristine white sheets.

And as my body convulsed, my mind responded in kind.

Who the actual fuck am I? The question echoed in the chaos of my climax.

I wasn't Sloane Daniels, Cum Laude. I wasn't a student. I wasn't even Richard’s kept woman anymore. I had crossed a threshold. I was kneeling on a bed at forty thousand feet, my ass stinging, my breasts bruised, my cunt taking an old man’s load, and crying because I loved what had I become.

I didn't have to worry. I just had to obey, endure, and be used.

The final, shuddering aftershock rolled through me, leaving me completely drained.

I collapsed forward, my chest heaving, my face pressing into the mattress beside his leg. I couldn't support my own weight anymore. I lay there in a tangle of limbs, sweat, and tears, my ass red and throbbing, my pussy leaking the warm watery proof of what I was.


4.

The Gulfstream began its long, gradual descent toward Fiji. My ears popped, pulling me out of the exhausted, floating daze I had slipped into after Arthur finally pulled his soft cock out of me.

I was lying on the stateroom bed alone, wrapped in a plush blanket, my pussy still aching and slowly leaking Arthur’s sluggish cum onto a towel I had tucked between my legs. The door clicked open.

Richard walked in. He looked energized, his eyes sharp and calculating. He carried a black paper shopping bag with no logo.

"We’ll be landing soon," Richard said, setting the bag on the edge of the mattress. "Arthur’s taking the jet on to Tokyo. We're taking a seaplane to the island."

"Okay," I murmured, sitting up, letting the blanket fall away from my bruised breasts. I looked at the bag. "Do you want me to put the white dress back on?"

"No," Richard said. "The dress was for the ceremony. You've graduated now. Put this on."

He turned and walked back out to the main cabin.

I slid to the edge of the bed, my legs trembling slightly. My ass cheeks burned from Arthur's heavy slaps, a dull, lingering fire that made sitting uncomfortable. I reached into the black bag, expecting a bikini or a sheer beach cover-up.

My fingers brushed against stiff, heavy polyester.

I pulled the fabric out of the bag and froze.

It was red and white. A pleated skirt with a thick elastic waistband. A tight, sleeveless shell top with the heavy embroidered logo of my university across the chest. A pair of pristine white ankle socks.

It was my old cheerleading uniform. More or less. A custom-tailored replica of the one I’d worn two years ago. The one I’d worn to serve bourbon to Richard’s friends. The one Tyler had made me wear when I sucked his cock. Except this version was even more revealing. The skirt little more than a belt.

I stared at it, my heart doing a slow, heavy thump against my ribs.

Why? I had spent the last two years dressing like an untouchable, old-money heiress. I had just walked across a stage and gotten my degree. Why was he putting me back in cheap, scratchy polyester?

A weird mix of confusion and nostalgia twisted in my gut. I dropped the towel from between my legs. I didn't bother wiping away the last drying streaks of Arthur's semen. I pulled the stiff shell top over my head. It fit like a glove, pushing my heavy breasts up and together, the stiff fabric chafing my already sensitized nipples. I stepped into the pleated skirt, pulling it up over my hips. It barely covered my ass, the pleats fanning out over the red handprints Arthur had left behind.

Richard hadn’t given me panties. This girl can take a hint. The skirt was so short that the cool, air-conditioned air of the cabin drafted right up against my bare, wet cunt.

I pulled on the white socks, slipped my feet into the pair of pristine white sneakers at the bottom of the bag, and walked out of the stateroom.

Arthur was waiting by the main cabin door, his briefcase in hand. He looked at me in the uniform. A slow, knowing smile spread across his lined face.

"A fitting outfit," he said, adjusting his blazer. He looked at Richard. "Enjoy the island, Richard. She's spectacular."

"Safe travels, Arthur," Richard replied, shaking the older man's hand.

The jet doors opened, letting in a blast of humid, tropical heat that instantly plastered my hair to my neck. Richard grabbed my hand, leading me out onto the tarmac toward a waiting twin-engine seaplane bobbing on the turquoise water nearby.

The flight to the private island took forty minutes. I sat in the cramped leather seat next to Richard, the roar of the propellers deafening. I felt ridiculous. I felt like a ghost stepping out of my own past. I kept shifting in my seat, the scratchy pleats of the skirt riding up, exposing my bare, wet pussy to the cold leather. Richard didn't explain the outfit. He never explained. He just stared out the window at the endless blue ocean, a dark, expectant smile playing on his lips.

The seaplane touched down smoothly, taxiing toward a long wooden dock extending from an island covered in lush, dense jungle and blinding white sand.

There was a massive, sprawling luxury villa built right onto the beach, all dark wood and open-air glass walls.

"We're here," Richard said.

We climbed out of the plane and walked down the dock. The heat was oppressive. Sweat started to bead between my breasts, trapped by the tight polyester top. I walked a step behind Richard, my sneakers squeaking faintly against the wood.

As we approached the massive teak deck surrounding the villa's infinity pool, I heard music. Heavy, bass-thumping rap echoing from waterproof speakers. I heard the clink of beer bottles. Loud, aggressive laughter.

Men.

I stopped at the edge of the stairs. Richard kept walking, stepping up onto the deck.

"Gentlemen," Richard called out over the music.

The laughter stopped. Three massive figures stood up from the lounge chairs.

They were black, huge, and built like brick shithouses. They were in their early twenties, wearing nothing but low-slung board shorts, their bodies slick with sweat and sunscreen, muscles corded and shifting under dark skin.

I knew them.

My breath caught in my throat. I recognized the tattoos on the tallest one's chest. I recognized the face of the one holding the Corona.

It was DeMarcus, the starting running back. Tyrell, the middle linebacker who hit like a freight train. And Jackson, the star wide receiver. They had just won the conference championship two months ago. They had all just declared for the NFL draft.

They looked at Richard with a mix of respect and confusion. They were college kids on a billionaire's island, clearly unsure of the rules.

"Mr. Davies," DeMarcus said, setting his beer down. "Man, this place is insane. Thanks for flying us out. Best graduation gift ever."

"You boys earned it," Richard said, walking over to the outdoor bar and pouring himself a water. "You brought the university a championship. I always reward top performers."

Richard turned around. He looked past them, right at me standing at the bottom of the stairs, half-hidden by a palm frond.

"Come up here, Sloane," Richard commanded.

I stepped up the wooden stairs and walked onto the pool deck.

The three athletes froze. Their eyes locked onto me. They took in the orange and blue colors. The logo across my chest. The short pleated skirt.

"No fucking way," Jackson breathed, stepping closer, his eyes wide with disbelief.

"Daniels?" Tyrell muttered, his deep voice sounding stunned. "Sloane Daniels? The cheer leader?"

The truth finally clicked. It cracked through my confusion and landed in my pussy with a filthy throb.

The fucking uniform.

It all made sense now. Sick, devastating, brilliant, degrading sense.

This still wasn’t my romantic vacation. These boys were the heroes of the campus, used to getting whatever they wanted, used to treating girls like me as perks of their status.

But Richard was more than them. He had helped pay for the stadium. He owned the team.

And right now, he was handing me over to them like a party favor.

"You boys remember Sloane," he said casually, taking a sip of his water. He leaned back against the bar. "She just graduated today, too. And since you boys performed so well on the field this year ... I decided to give you a toy for the weekend."

DeMarcus looked at Richard, then looked at me, a slow grin spreading across his handsome face. He looked down at my skirt, realizing exactly what I was wearing, and exactly what it meant.

My pussy flooded.

I was the booster's gift to a winning team.

Richard set his water glass down on the bar.

"I have some calls to make to Tokyo," he said, as if he were leaving a dog with a pet sitter. "The villa is fully stocked. The island is yours for the next forty-eight hours.” He grinned. “And yes, so is Sloane.” Enjoy the gift, gentlemen."

He didn't look back at me. He turned and walked through the sliding glass doors into the cool, dark interior of the villa, leaving me standing alone on the sun-drenched deck with three massive men who were staring at me like I was a steak.

The sliding door clicked shut.

The click seemed to break a spell.

DeMarcus set his beer down with a sharp clack on a glass table. He was leaner than Tyrell, built for explosive speed, his dark skin gleaming with sweat in the humid air.

"Well, damn," he said, a slow, arrogant smile spreading across his face. He walked slowly around me, inspecting me from every angle. "Sloane Daniels, right? Used to see you shaking those pom-poms on the sidelines. Tyler's girl, right? The safety who couldn't tackle a blocking sled?"

The mention of Tyler sent a shock of old anger through me, but it was instantly swallowed by what was happening here.

"I'm not his girl anymore," I managed to say.

"Nah, you ain't," Jackson laughed. He was the tallest, with long, lean limbs and a cocky swagger. He stepped right up in front of me, so close I could smell the coconut sunscreen and the raw musk of his sweat. "You're our girl now."

He reached out and flicked the stiff fabric of my pleated skirt.

"Uniform's a nice touch," he sneered. "But it's too fucking hot out here for all this polyester."

He didn't ask permission. He grabbed the hem of the stiff shell top, right over the university logo, and yanked it upward.

I raised my arms instinctively, letting him pull the tight fabric over my head. My hair tumbled down in a messy, blonde tangle. The hot tropical sun hit my bare breasts.

Tyrell let out a low whistle. "No bra, D."

"I see that," DeMarcus said, coming around to stand next to Jackson. He looked down at my heavy, pale breasts, the nipples already dark and hard.

I stood there in nothing but my white sneakers, white ankle socks, and the short, pleated skirt. I felt incredibly vulnerable, stripped of the "elite" camouflage I had spent two years perfecting. I was back in college, but the rules had totally changed.

"Take the skirt off," Tyrell said, his deep voice carrying no trace of playfulness. It was an order from a man used to shattering offensive lines.

My hands trembled as I reached for the waistband. I pushed the scratchy fabric down my hips, letting it pool around my ankles. I stepped out of it, leaving the red and white uniform in a pile on the teak deck.

I was completely naked now, except for my socks and shoes.

The three men fell silent. They stared at my pale, bruised body. They saw the faint red handprints Arthur had left on my ass. They saw the slight, puffy swelling of my pink lips.

And they saw the wetness that gave me away.

"She's already leaking," Jackson said. He reached down to adjust the waistband of his board shorts. A massive, heavy bulge was tenting the fabric. "Guess some primed the pump before she got here."

"I don't care who primed it," DeMarcus said, his voice dropping into a harsh, aggressive register. "I'm gonna nail it."

He grabbed me by the shoulders, his grip bruisingly tight, and spun me around. He shoved me hard against the plexiglass divider that separated the pool deck from the drop-off to the beach below.

I gasped as my stomach hit the thick, sun-warmed plexiglass.

"Grab the railing, bitch," DeMarcus barked.

I grabbed the thick stainless-steel handrail, leaning my upper body over the drop, presenting my bare ass to the three men behind me.

"Look at this ass," Tyrell said, as he stepped up right behind me. “Look at this pussy. She already loose. Looks like someone already stretched her out today."

"Good," Jackson laughed, stepping up to my right side. "Means she can take it."

A large, rough hand clamped down on my right hip, holding me firmly against the glass. I felt the thick, incredibly wide, blunt head of a cock press against my wet, open slit.

I didn't know whose it was. DeMarcus or Tyrell. It didn't matter, not really. They were a team, after all.

Whoever it was grabbed my hips and drove himself inside me with a brutal, uninterrupted shove.

I screamed even before he bottomed out in me. The sound echoed out over the empty beach.

He was impossibly thick. Even after the marathon session with Arthur, this was a shock to my system. He filled me completely, stretching me to the point of burning pain. He bottomed out so hard my stomach slammed against the railing, knocking the wind out of me.

"Fuck," the man behind me grunted, hips pinned to my ass cheeks. "Bitch can take it deep."

He pulled almost completely out, leaving me gasping, and slammed back in.

The sound of his dark skin hitting my pale ass did something to me. I pushed back, trying to take even more of his big black cock. He set a punishing, relentless rhythm and as he pounded into me from behind, Jackson stepped into my field of vision on my right. He took me by the shoulders and repositioned me away from the drop. And then he grabbed my jaw with one big hand and forced my head up.

"Open up." He shoved his thick, rigid cock between my lips. I gagged, my eyes watering instantly. He was just as big as the man fucking my pussy, maybe longer. I was impaled from both ends.

"That’s right, suck it, slur" he sneered, starting to fuck my face with short, aggressive thrusts. "Show us what you learned in cheer camp, little girl."

I was already losing myself. The hot sun beating down on my bare back. The brutal, stretching pain in my pussy. The musky taste of Jackson's cock choking me. The sound of their grunts and laughter blending with the bass from the speakers. I’d been on the island no more than twenty minutes and they were already spit-roasting me. Over the next few days, I knew they would destroy me. And I knew that Richard, the man who gave me to them, was sitting somewhere in an air-conditioned villa, listening to every scream.

My shame was absolute, but their cocks were so fucking big. My pussy throbbed around the thick shaft inside me as my body tried desperately to accommodate the sheer, violent size of him.

"She's tightening up, D," Tyrell's voice boomed from behind me. "I think she likes it."

So, it was Tyrell who was fucking me.

His hips slammed against my ass with terrifying force.

"Good to know,” DeMarcus told him. “We got forty-eight hours on this island, and she's our only toy."

Those words hit me in waves, syncing with the brutal, jarring rhythm of Tyrell and Jackson’s thrusts into opposite ends of me.

Jackson pulled almost all the way out of my mouth. Tyrell slammed into my cunt.

Forty-eight hours.

Tyrell pulled away until only the head of his cock was keeping my cunt open. Jackson thrust into my throat.

This wasn't half an hour riding Arthur. Not a quick blowjob for Tyler. This was two full days of unrestricted access for three huge men in their absolute physical prime. Men who used their big black cocks like weapons and my body like a piece of training equipment.

I gagged around Jackson's cock, my eyes streaming tears as he fucked my throat. I couldn't breathe properly. The thick, dark meat was choking me, his pubic hair scraping my face with every aggressive downward thrust. He was holding my hair with a fist, forcing me to take his entire length, entirely unconcerned with either my comfort or my need for oxygen.

Behind me, Tyrell was relentless. He wasn't tiring. He was built for endurance and he just pounded into me, into my stretched and burning pussy, occasionally grunting or exchanging a joke with DeMarcus, who was standing somewhere behind him, stroking his own massive erection, waiting for his turn.

I was a piece of meat on a spit.

The sun was so fucking hot.

Forty-eight hours.

I tried to wrap my mind around the timeline. Two days. No safe word. No escape. Richard had handed me over completely. There would be no breaks for me until they wanted a break. Until all of them wanted a break.

Animal panic flared somewhere in my chest.

I can't survive this, I thought wildly. They're going to tear me apart.

But as the panic peaked, I heard Richard speaking in my head like some dark, commanding ghost. You are my absolute, shameless slut. You will endure whatever degradation I demand of you.

My panic mutated and I understood. I wasn't supposed to survive this intact. I was supposed to be ruined by them. That was the point. My purpose. The more they degraded me, stretched me, hurt me, and treated me like some set of communal holes, the more I was offering to Richard.

"Oh fuck, yes" I moaned around Jackson's cock, sounding garbled and pathetic, sounding utterly lost. This was who Richard wanted me to be. So this was who I would be.

My pussy, which had been burning hot with friction, suddenly flooded with a fresh wave of my juices. My cunt clamped down hard on Tyrell’s thick cock.

"Shit!" He barked, his rhythm stuttering for a fraction of a second as my body reacted. "She's going tight on me. This little bitch is getting off on this."

"Course she is," Jackson laughed, pulling almost entirely out of my mouth and then slamming back down to my tonsils. "Look at her. She's a filthy little cum dump. Aren’t you, Sloane?"

I nodded frantically, my face mashing against his groin.

"DeMarcus," Tyrell grunted. "Get ready to tag in. I'm gonna blow my load deep in this booster meat."

"I'm ready," DeMarcus rumbled. His massive shadow fell over me.

Their words hung in the humid air, so casual, so fucking dismissive. A stark and terrifying promise of what lay ahead of me. But my fear of what was coming over the next two days was gradually eclipsed by a blinding, white-hot submission rising inside me. I was a fucktoy. I was a cumdump. And I was going to let them use me until there was nothing left. I was going to worship their big black cocks.

Tyrell’s hips became a blur of dark muscle, slamming against my pale ass with a sickeningly wet, rapid-fire rhythm. He was bottoming out with every stroke, sending shockwaves of deep, bruising pleasure straight up my spine.

"Yeah, take it," he said, grabbing my hips so hard his fingers dug into my bones. He gave one final, spine-compressing thrust, buried himself to the root, and went completely rigid inside me.

The first pulse hit me like a hot iron. It was nothing like the slow, weak leak I’d taken from Arthur. It was high-pressure jet of pure testosterone. Another pulse followed, then another. It went on and on. How much cum I wondered would it take to make my belly physically swell?

I gasped around Jackson's cock, my eyes rolling back in my head, as my cunt clamped down on Tyrell’s thick shaft, milking the last few twitches out of him, as my own body responded to being taken and owned by an alpha athlete.

"Fuck," he panted, resting his heavy, sweat-slicked palms upon my back. He stayed inside me for a long moment, breathing heavily, before slowly pulling out.

I didn't even have a second to recover.

"My turn," DeMarcus said.

Before I could brace myself, I felt two massive, calloused hands grab my waist. DeMarcus didn't check if I was ready for him. He just lined up the blunt, impossibly wide head of his monster cock against my leaking pussy and shoved himself inside me with a single thrust.

I screamed, but the sound was all but muffled by Jackson's meat in my mouth.

DeMarcus seemed to be thicker than Tyrell. His cock felt like a battering ram. He stretched my bruised walls past the point of burning, pushing the limits of my anatomy. He bottomed out hard, driving Tyrell’s load even deeper into me.

"Jesus, D," Jackson laughed, feeling the impact vibrate through my jaw. "You're gonna split this little bitch in half."

"She can take it," D grunted.

He didn't have Tyrell's frantic speed. His rhythm was slow, deep, and cruelly punishing. He pulled almost completely out, the head of his cock dragging against my raw flesh and then drove himself back in with terrifying force. Like he was tenderizing meat. Like he was destroying me.

The pain was intense, but it was inextricably tangled with a dark pleasure. The sheer size of him, his clear contempt for me, the fact that I was trapped between two massive men—I wasn’t sure how much more I could take.

Jackson, sensing I was reaching breaking point, decided to escalate.

"Open your throat, bitch," he hissed, grabbing my hair with both hands.

He started piston-fucking my mouth, slamming his cock down my throat, cutting off my air completely. My eyes watered, tears streaming down my face. I was choking, gagging, fighting a desperate, panicked battle for oxygen while DeMarcus pounded my pussy from behind.

I was suffocating on dark meat.

And that thought pushed me over the edge. My vision swam with dark spots. Panic fused with a desperate need to come.

"Oh god," I tried to moan, but it came out as a wet, desperate gurgle around Jackson's shaft.

And then a train derailed deep down in my cunt. My spine arched. My pussy spasmed over and over again. My thighs shook uncontrollably, my toes curling against the wooden deck.

"Shit, this bitch comes hard,” DeMarcus grunted. "And man, this cunt is tight."

“She won’t be for long." Jackson tried to laugh but he was out of breath as my choking throat dragged him to the edge.

I was sobbing openly, tears and drool streaming down my face, completely lost in the white-hot light of my orgasm. I didn't shit about the pain anymore. I loved every ounce of my humiliation. I was their fucktoy, there for them to use.

DeMarcus drove himself in to the hilt and erupted against my cervix. Just like Tyrell before him, he pumped pulse after pulse of cum into me. They had so much cum. It was staggering. It felt like a hot, thick syrup flooding me and I had already been overstuffed. His load mixed with Tyrell's. I imagined a potent, swirling cocktail of raw virility deep inside my gut. And again I wondered how much cum my pussy could take.

That was when Jackson twisted his grip on my hair and rammed his cock as deep into my throat as he could and let go. A thick, scalding hot jet of semen hit my tonsils. I choked, gagging violently, but he held my head in place, spraying his load across the back of my throat, painting my mouth with his bitter, salty seed.

I swallowed greedily, taking every single scalding drop, gulping down his heavy, bitter cum as fast as he could pump it into me, reveling in the filthy mess they were making of me while DeMarcus finished emptying his balls into my cunt.

When Jackson finally pulled his softening cock out of my mouth, I collapsed against the railing, gasping desperately for air. A thick string of his cum dangled from my bruised lips.

DeMarcus withdrew from behind, leaving my hole gaping and slick. I felt something stir inside me and only moments later, a massive, heavy mixture of cum spilled out of me, running down both of my thighs and splattering onto the deck in a thick, white puddle.

I slid down the glass, my legs finally giving out completely. I hit the wooden deck, landing on my knees, my chest heaving, my face smeared with tears, makeup, and Jackson's cum.

I knelt there, shivering in the tropical heat, surrounded by three massive black athletes, peering down at me. I was dripping, bruised, and completely emptied out. And I was still full of cum.

"Damn," DeMarcus said, looking down at the mess they had made of me. He took a swig of his beer. "Mr. Davies really hooked us up."

"She's a good little slut," Jackson agreed, pulling up his board shorts. He looked down at me. "Clean yourself up, cheer slut. We got forty-seven hours left."

The marathon had only just begun. I was officially, entirely, their free-use property. Their cheer slut. And as I knelt there in a puddle of their cum, a sick, dark thrill ignited somewhere deep inside my dog-tired body. I was going to survive. I was going to wear these fuckers out.

“Is that it?” I asked. “Is that all you’ve got? I was only just getting started, boys.”


5.

The next thirty-six hours couldn’t be measured in time. Only in acts. In loads. In the agonizing, burning stretch of my own tender flesh.

The sun set on the first day, painting the sky over the Pacific in bruised shades of purple and orange, but the relentless pace inside the villa didn't slow.

They moved into the massive, air-conditioned home theater room. The walls were lined with dark velvet, the screen the size of a small movie theater. They threw themselves onto the sprawling sectional sofa, cracking open fresh beers, turning on ESPN to watch endless replays and analysis of the upcoming NFL Draft.

I was on the floor.

I was back in my cheer slut uniform, the pleated skirt barely covering my ass as I crawled on the thick carpet.

"Over here, whore," Jackson muttered, his eyes glued to the screen as a pundit discussed his forty-yard dash time. He pushed down his board shorts without looking down.

I crawled to him, my knees burning against the carpet. I slipped his thick, semi-hard cock out of his shorts and took him into my mouth.

I wasn't supposed to finish them. I was to keep them happy, keep them hard while they stressed over their futures.

I bobbed my head, swirling my tongue around Jackson's blunt head, tasting the salty musk of his skin. When he grew fully erect, he pushed me away with a casual shove to my shoulder.

"Go to Tyrell," Jackson ordered, grabbing a handful of popcorn.

I crawled to the next cushion. Tyrell was quiet, watching the screen intently. I unzipped him and went to work. I sucked him, my jaw aching, using my hands to stroke his heavy balls. Then I moved to DeMarcus. I used my breasts, pressing his thick shaft between my cleavage, slicking myself with his pre-cum, grinding my tits together to create friction while he yelled at the TV screen.

I crawled in circles for two hours, my knees raw, my jaw cramping, my stomach empty and my throat dry.

Finally, DeMarcus had had enough. He took my head in his hands, his powerful fingers tangling in my hair, and he skull-fucked me.

He slammed his hips forward, bruising my lips, battering my nose, using my face like a punching bag. Tears streaming down my face as he punished me for simply being there.

"Take it, booster bitch," he sneered.

He came quickly. He didn't aim for my mouth. He sprayed his thick, hot load across my face, painting my cheeks, my closed eyelids, and the logo on my cheer top with his cum.

Jackson and Tyrell laughed as I knelt there, blinded by his cum, shivering.

And then, one by one, they did the same thing to me.

Later that night, they sent me to shower and douche, scrubbing the sweat and semen off my skin, flushing it out of me. When I was finally clean, I went to their bedrooms.

I went to Jackson first. He was cruel. He pulled my hair, slapped my ass, and called me names that made my stomach churn, forcing me to take him deep in my throat until I gagged. DeMarcus was worse. He used me like a piece of gym equipment, pounding my pussy with a brutal, mechanical rhythm that left me sore and weeping.

But then, I went to Tyrell's room.

He was lying in the dark, the moonlight casting long shadows across his massive, tattooed torso. He lifted the sheet, inviting me in.

I crawled into the bed, trembling, expecting another assault.

But Tyrell didn't hit me. He had nothing to say. He just pulled me close, his massive arms wrapping around me, his skin warm and solid. And then he kissed me, tasting the mint toothpaste I had used to scrub the taste of his friends out of my mouth.

He made love to me.

It was a jarring, almost terrifying contrast. He was so big, but he moved with a deliberate, agonizing slowness. He kissed my neck, stroked my hair. His tenderness shattered the defensive wall I had built in my mind. The fear and the degradation melted away, replaced by a desperate, starving need for connection.

I wrapped my legs around his thick waist, pulling him deeper inside. "Please, Tyrell," I whimpered, my voice breaking. "Please."

He hit my G-spot with a slow, grinding rhythm that sent electricity shooting through me. I came incredibly hard, my pussy clamping down on him, sobbing his name into his chest. And then he groaned, holding me tight as he emptied a massive, warm load deep into my cunt.

I fell asleep in his arms, feeling safe for the first time in days.

When I woke up, the sun was just beginning to rise. Tyrell was still asleep, his chest rising and falling in a steady rhythm. Feeling like I needed to prove my worth, I slid down beneath the sheets and took his soft cock into my mouth, waking him up with a slow, gentle, unprompted blowjob. I wanted him to wake up feeling like a king. I wanted to be his perfect, devoted slut.

The tenderness of the night evaporated as soon as the sun had fully crested the horizon.

By high noon, the island was a blazing, humid furnace.

They dragged me out to the pool deck, all three of them. The heat radiating off the teak wood was blistering.

Jackson grabbed a thick nylon rope from a pool cabana and tied my wrists and ankles to the legs a heavy teak dining table facing the white sand beach.

I was bent at a harsh ninety-degree angle, my bare ass thrust high into the air, completely exposed to the blazing sun and the three men standing behind me.

The sweat began to bead on my skin instantly. The UV rays bit into my back, a sharp, stinging heat that promised a brutal sunburn.

"She's a nice view," DeMarcus laughed. I heard the click of his phone camera engaging. "Say hi to the internet, Sloane."

I squeezed my eyes shut, a fresh wave of panic and humiliation washing over me. He was filming. The threat of OnlyFans, the fear of the internet being forever, rushed back. But I couldn't move. I was tied down.

"Let's get to work," Jackson grunted.

They tortured me for the next two hours.

Jackson and Tyrell took turns.

Jackson pounded my pussy, his sweaty chest slapping against my sunburned back, the friction sharp and agonizing. Whenever he pulled out, Tyrell immediately took his place, driving his massive, thick cock into my ass. He didn't bother with lube. Just used the sweat and pussy juices slicking my body.

The sound of their bodies hitting mine echoed over the roar of the ocean. My ass was a slipping, sliding mess of sweat and fluids. Every thrust drove the edge of the teak table painfully into my stomach.

And the bastards wouldn’t let me come.

My clit throbbed, swollen and aching for release. "Please," I sobbed, my voice hoarse, my throat raw. "Please let me come. I need it."

"No," Jackson said, pulling out just as I reached the precipice, leaving me gasping in empty agony.

They edged me relentlessly. They brought me right to the brink of climax, over and over again, until my entire body was shaking, tears pouring down my face, only to pull away and leave me stranded with a deep, cramping ache in my cunt.

"You don't come until we say so, bitch," DeMarcus taunted from behind the camera, stepping close to slap my bright red, sunburned ass cheek.

I wailed, a pathetic, broken sound.

Finally, when I felt like my mind was going to snap from the denial, they finished.

Jackson pulled out of my pussy, groaning loudly. He didn't aim for my holes. He aimed high. A thick, hot rope of cum hit the center of my sunburned back, stinging the inflamed skin.

Tyrell stepped up next to Jackson and unloaded as well, splattering his heavy seed across my shoulder blades and neck.

And then they left me there, tied to the table, sobbing, burning, and covered in their cum, desperately aching for my own release.

By nighttime, the air conditioning in the master bedroom felt like ice against my sunburned, bruised skin.

I was physically wrecked. I could barely stand. But the night shift had just begun.

This time, there was no tenderness. Only the clinical, systematic breaking of my boundaries.

They introduced their toys.

Jackson brought out a massive, stainless-steel butt plug, smooth and unyielding. He used it on my ass.

"Yeah, stretch that slut out," DeMarcus said, watching as Jackson pushed the massive plug into my tender, aching rim.

I screamed, biting down on the pillowcase to muffle the sound. It was agonizing.

Jackson didn't care. He pushed the butt plug home, twisting it slightly, forcing my ass to dilate far past its natural limit.

"She's tight," he said, applying more pressure. "Needs more work before she can take one of us in there."

"I got the bitch’s cunt," DeMarcus said, his voice coming from somewhere near my hip.

He brought out a sleek, black silicone dildo, impossibly thick. He held it up in front of me.

"No, please," I whined, my voice muffled by the pillow. "It's too big."

"Relax, bitch," DeMarcus ordered, slapping my thigh hard. "We're just making room."
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He worked the dildo into my cunt, stretching me so wide it felt like I was splitting open.

I was impaled on two massive, unnatural objects, my body pinned to the mattress, unable to move or escape the agonizing stretch.

But that was only the beginning of this round of torture.

I heard the loud, angry buzz of a heavy-duty wand vibrator powering on. Tyrell stepped into my field of vision. He held the vibrating wand, the large, silicone head vibrating with a terrifying intensity.

"Let's see how many times we can make her come." He pressed the vibrating head directly against my throbbing clit.

The shock to my system was catastrophic. My pussy was already fried, vibrating on a razor's edge. The intense stimulation of the wand sent a blinding flash of pleasure to my brain.

I shrieked, or maybe screamed, arching off the bed, hips bucking wildly, but the toys buried inside me anchored me down, preventing my escape.

I broke almost instantly. My spine locked and my thighs clamped down hard, my holes spasming frantically around the toys as my first climax gutted me

I thought Tyrell would pull the wand away when I came. I thought he would give me a second to breathe.

He didn't.

He held the wand firmly in place, grinding it against my clit even as my body continued to convulse.

The pleasure mutated into suffering. My clit was too sensitive. It felt like he was holding a live wire against the rawest nerve.

"Stop!" I sobbed, thrashing my head side to side. "Please, Tyrell, I can’t!"

"I didn't say you were done," Tyrell said calmly, increasing the speed on the wand.

My body had no choice. It was just a biological response. The vibe triggered a second cataclysmic orgasm almost immediately on the heels of the first.

I screamed again, a raw, hoarse sound, my eyes rolling back in my head. My pussy and ass clamped down violently on the thick toys stretching me open, the spasms wracking my exhausted frame.

"Look at her shake," Jackson laughed from behind me, twisting the plug in my ass to maximize the internal pressure. "She's a fucking machine."

And they didn't stop. They forced me into a third orgasm, then a fourth. My body became a chaotic blur of screaming nerves and muscle contractions. I was sobbing, begging, pleading for them to stop, completely unable to handle it all. I felt like my mind was detaching from my body, hovering somewhere above the bed, watching some poor, broken creature twitch and wail under the hands of three monsters.

By the time Tyrell finally pulled the wand away, I was a weeping, incoherent mess, drooling onto the sheets, my entire body vibrating with exhaustion.

But they weren't finished with me. They’d only just begun. The toys had done their job for them. I was stretched, raw, and completely pliable.

"Take the plastic out," DeMarcus said. "This bitch needs real meat."

Jackson pulled the metal plug from my ass. DeMarcus yanked the dildo from my cunt. The sudden emptiness felt strange, cold.

Then, they moved into position.

Jackson lay flat on his back in the center of the ruined bed. He grabbed my hips and pulled me roughly on top of him. I straddled his thighs, my knees sinking into the damp mattress. My pussy was so swollen and thoroughly abused that as I lowered my weight, his thick, rigid cock slid home inside me without any effort all. He filled me completely, his pubic bone grinding against my aching clit.

I leaned forward, bracing my hands on his chest, but Tyrell was already there. He stood at the edge of the bed, looming over my head. He grabbed a fistful of my tangled blonde hair, yanked my face up toward his groin, and shoved his massive cock past my bruised lips.

I gagged, my throat constricting as he hit my tonsils. I was impaled from the top and the bottom, struggling to find a rhythm, my lungs burning for oxygen.

And DeMarcus hadn’t laid a finger on me yet.

He crawled onto the bed behind me. I felt his sweat-slicked hips press against my bare, sunburned ass. The heat of his skin against my scorched flesh sent a sharp, agonizing sting across my lower back. DeMarcus saw me flinch. He laughed and dragged his nails across my blistered shoulders. The searing pain spiked instantly, cross-wiring with the deep, throbbing ache in my cunt as he lined up his massive cock. They were going to use every single inch of my pain to get themselves off, and God help me, I wanted them to.

"Make room, J," he grunted.

What the actual fuck?

I felt the blunt, incredibly wide head of DeMarcus's cock press against my pussy, right alongside the base of Jackson's shaft.

Two cocks in my cunt?

Two great big black cocks?

A sudden, dirty rush of heat cut right through the brain fog. Stretch me out, my brain screamed. Tear me apart. "Yes, please," I moaned around Tyrell's meat, the sound muffled but desperate. I pushed my hips back, opening myself as wide as physically possible, practically begging DeMarcus to force his way in.

"Push down, bitch," Jackson ordered from beneath me, his hands clamping onto my waist to hold me steady.

I did what I was told. It didn’t seem to help. But then DeMarcus grabbed his big thick shaft and forced it up into the sliver of space at the back of my cunt.

The pain was an excruciating white-hot ring of fire. I felt the tissue of my pussy stretching to the absolute point of tearing. The sheer, impossible size of two massive cocks fighting for space inside me was more than I could bear. I screamed and I screamed.

Neither of them gave a single fuck.

DeMarcus shoved his hips forward, burying himself deep.

I had time to feel surprised. I thought men like these would never cross the streams. Obviously, I was wrong. Their cocks ground and rubbed against each other inside me, stretching me so far I thought bones might shatter. I was completely, terrifyingly stuffed. I couldn't move. I was locked in place by their giant cocks.

"Fuck, it's tight," DeMarcus groaned, pulling back an inch and driving forward again.

They fucked my pussy together for what felt like an eternity, pushing me beyond anything I thought survivable. My mind started to detach, floating above the bed, watching this broken, degraded creature taking two huge athletes in one hole while sucking off a third.

Then, DeMarcus pulled out.

The sudden loss of pressure was a fleeting, micro-second of relief before the next nightmare began.

He took things up a notch.

I felt the blunt head of his cock press against my red, raw, desperately aching asshole. The butt plug had done its job—my asshole was loose, weeping, and prepped for him.

"Push back," he told me and he drove himself into my ass in one fluid, brutal motion.

He had just me airtight. My body was maxed out. I had Jackson thrusting up into my cunt from below, DeMarcus pounding into my bowels from behind, and Tyrell skull-fucking me from above.

I couldn't breathe. I couldn't scream. Every single orifice was plugged with thick dark meat.

They started to move, a chaotic, uncoordinated rhythm that tore me apart from the inside out. Jackson thrusting up, DeMarcus slamming forward, Tyrell destroying my throat.

They pushed my broken body over the edge one final time.

I couldn't stop it.

It was a violent, world-ending explosion that made my entire body seize. My pussy and my ass clamped down simultaneously, crushing Jackson and DeMarcus, milking them with terrifying, involuntary force. My throat spasmed around Tyrell.

And they all broke at exactly the same time.

Tyrell shot his load deep into my throat, gagging me, forcing me to swallow a massive volume of scalding, bitter cum. Jackson emptied his balls into my pussy, flooding me with pulse after pulse. And DeMarcus dumped his load directly into my ass.

I took all three loads simultaneously. I choked, sobbed, and bucked against the mattress, completely overwhelmed by what they’d done to me and what they were pumping into me.

When they finally pulled out of my destroyed, gaping holes, I collapsed sideways onto the mattress, a hollowed-out, weeping shell. Thick, heavy ropes of cum spilled from my mouth, my pussy, and my ass, pooling on the ruined sheets beneath me.

I lay there for hours after they left the room, too broken to move, too full to sleep, my mind wiped completely blank by everything I’d endured.

The sun rose on the morning of the third day and I woke on the floor of the bathroom, curled in a fetal position, where I had somehow crawled during the night. Every muscle in my body screamed in protest when I tried to move. My jaw was locked. My ass and pussy were gaping and sore.


And then I heard footsteps.

6.

It wasn’t Richard.

These footsteps were light. Bare feet on the hardwood outside the bathroom.

The bathroom door swung open softly and two women walked in. They were local islanders, the villa staff I hadn't seen since we arrived. They were older, mid-thirties, wearing simple white uniforms.

They didn't look shocked to find me lying naked in a puddle of my own fluids. And some that weren’t my own.

They weren’t disgusted. They looked at me with a bizarre, unsettling mixture of clinical efficiency and something that felt a little like reverence.

Neither of them spoke.

One woman walked over to the massive, free-standing soaking tub and turned the chrome handles. The sound of rushing water filled the room. She poured a thick, milky liquid from a heavy glass bottle into the stream. The scent of coconut, hibiscus, and something sharp and medicinal bloomed in the air.

The other woman knelt beside me on the tile.

I flinched as she reached for me, expecting pain, but her hands were incredibly gentle. She slid her arms under my shoulders and knees, lifting me with surprising strength. I hung limp in her arms, my head lolling back against her shoulder, too exhausted to fight or question.

She carried me to the tub and slowly lowered me into the water.

The heat was a shock to my system. I hissed as the scalding water bit into my scorched skin and stung my ruined, gaping holes. But the medicinal oil in the water went to work instantly, a soothing, numbing balm that began to melt the sharpest edges of the pain away.

The two women knelt on either side of the tub. They didn't ask permission. They took soft sea sponges and began to wash me.

They scrubbed the dried sweat and sand from my back. They washed the crust of cum and makeup from my face, cleaning the dried tear tracks from my cheeks. It was so intimate that it broke through the thick fog I had wrapped around myself to survive the last forty-eight hours of being dicked down. The sheer gentleness of their touch, after the contempt and brutality of the three athletes, overwhelmed me.

I started to cry. A slow, silent release of absolute exhaustion. My tears slide down my face, to mingle with the bathwater.

Then, one of the women reached between my legs.

I tensed instinctively, squeezing my thighs together. She paused, her dark eyes meeting mine. She offered a small, reassuring nod, pressing gently against my knee until I let my legs fall open under the water.

She used a soft cloth to clean the outside of my swollen, bruised labia. Then, she slid two fingers inside my pussy.

It hurt, a sharp sting of tender flesh being prodded, but she moved with agonizing slowness. She hooked her fingers and pulled, drawing out a thick, stringy glob of the athletes' combined load that had been rotting inside me. She rinsed her hand and went back in, repeating the process, flushing out my cunt, scraping the walls clean.

She did the same to my ass, cleaning the rim, reaching inside to remove the heavy, syrupy residue of DeMarcus's climax.

When I was finally, thoroughly empty, they helped me stand. The water running off my body was cloudy and grey.

They dried me with massive, warm towels, patting the sunburned skin on my back gently. They guided me into the adjoining bedroom, laying me down on fresh, cool white sheets. One woman produced a small jar of ointment and began to massage it into my back and shoulders, the cool gel extinguishing the fire in my skin.

I closed my eyes, sinking into the mattress, but they didn't leave.

I felt a shift in the mattress. The woman who had cleaned my pussy and my ass was kneeling between my spread legs.

I opened my eyes, confused.

She leaned down. I felt the soft, wet heat of her mouth press against my bruised pussy.

I gasped, my hands gripping the sheets. "What ..." I croaked, my throat raw.

Her tongue was incredibly soft, tracing the swollen line of my slit, avoiding the most tender spots.

The other woman moved up to my side. She began to kiss my neck, her hands gently cupping my breasts, her thumbs tracing circles around my sensitive nipples without pinching or pulling.

My brain scrambled to understand what was happening. Why were they doing this?

Were they testing me? Making sure my body wasn’t broken?

I thought maybe they were. Coaxing my body to see if my nervous system, completely fried by days of pain and degradation, could still respond to gentle pleasure.

Were they doing this for Richard?

Of course they fucking were.

That thought sent a slow warmth radiating through me.

I let my head fall back onto the pillows and let my body surrender to their soft and gentle stimulation.

This orgasm built slowly like a distant rolling wave. When it finally drew close, when it crested, I gave a long, shuddering sigh. My pussy contracted softly against the woman's tongue, a sweet, melancholic release that brought fresh tears to my eyes.

The women pulled back. They looked at each other, nodding silently, satisfied with the results.

They pulled a light sheet over my naked, trembling body. They didn't say a word. They turned and walked out of the room, leaving me alone in the cool, silent villa.

I closed my eyes, the faint taste of the medicinal bath oil and the lingering tingle of my soft climax fading, and finally, mercifully, plummeted into a deep, dreamless sleep.

**

I slept for twenty hours.

When I finally opened my eyes, the quality of light in the room told me it was mid-morning. The villa was silent, save for the rhythmic, distant crash of the ocean.

I lay perfectly still for a moment, taking inventory of my body.

The sharp, stabbing pains were gone, replaced by a deep, pervasive soreness. My muscles felt heavy, like I had run a marathon, but the acute trauma to my holes had subsided to a deep dull ache. The maids' salves and the long sleep had worked a miracle.

I climbed out of bed and went to shower. My arms and legs seemed to be working perfectly.

I was drying off when the door to the bedroom clicked open and the two women from yesterday came in. They carried a tray with a pot of coffee, a glass of water, and a wooden hanger draped with a garment bag.

They waited patiently while I finished toweling myself off. I didn’t see any point in false modesty. I perched, stark naked, on the edge of the bed.

They moved with the same silent efficiency. One poured me coffee, pressing the warm mug into my hands. The other unzipped the garment bag.

It was a dress. White lace. Incredibly delicate, hand-woven lace that looked like spun sugar. A simple slip design, held up by impossibly thin spaghetti straps, falling to mid-thigh.

"Stand, please," the woman holding the dress gestured.

I set the coffee down and stood.

They didn't offer me underwear. They simply held the dress open, and I stepped into it.

The lace settled against my skin. It was shockingly light. It offered absolutely no warmth and zero modesty. The intricate patterns of the lace obscured the exact details of my body, but the dark circles of my nipples and the shadow of my shaved pussy were clearly visible through gaps in the fabric. It felt almost bridal, but deeply, inherently corrupted given what I had endured.

They sat me down at the vanity to brush and apply a touch of lip balm. I looked raw, clean, and vulnerable.

When they were finished, they stepped back. One of them pointed toward the sliding glass doors leading out to the main terrace.

I took a deep breath and forced myself to walk outside. My legs felt like lead, my thighs trembling so badly I had to keep my stance slightly wide just to stay upright. Every step sent a deep, hollow ache shooting up through me, seeming to hit every bruise and nick they had left in me.

The sunlight on the terrace was blindingly bright. The teak dining table where I had been tied and gagged and endlessly fucked only two days ago had been cleared. And cleaned, hopefully. A smaller, elegant round table was set near the edge of the deck, overlooking the infinity pool and the pristine white beach below. It was covered with a crisp linen cloth, set with heavy crystal and polished silver.

Richard was sitting there.

He looked immaculate. He was wearing a light linen shirt, the sleeves rolled up, and tailored shorts. He was reading a physical newspaper, a pair of expensive sunglasses resting on the table next to a silver ice bucket chilling a bottle of Dom Pérignon.

He looked up as I stepped onto the deck.

He didn't look like a man who had spent forty-eight hours orchestrating the absolute, brutal degradation of the woman now standing in front of him. He looked powerful, well-rested, and completely in control.

He lowered the newspaper, his eyes tracking my slow, hesitant walk across the teak deck. He took in the white lace, the clear visibility of my nipples, the lack of underwear. He saw the faint, fading bruises on my collarbone where Jackson had grabbed me.

"Sit," Richard said, gesturing to the empty chair across from him.

I pulled the chair out and braced my hands on the armrests, lowering myself with agonizing slowness. I couldn't sit flat. I had to shift my weight awkwardly onto my left thigh. The woven rattan of the seat bit into the deep, burning bruises on my bare ass through the thin lace of my dress. Richard watched me struggle with a satisfied gleam in his eye. He knew exactly why I couldn't sit straight.

He didn't ask how I slept. He didn't ask if I was in pain. He reached across the table, picked up the heavy champagne bottle, and poured two flutes, the bubbles hissing softly in the quiet morning air.

He slid a glass toward me. "Drink."

I picked up the crystal flute. My hand was remarkably steady. I took a sip, the cold, crisp champagne cutting through the lingering dryness in my throat.

A waiter—a young local man I hadn't seen before—appeared from the kitchen. He set two delicate porcelain bowls in front of us.

"Kokoda," Richard explained, picking up his silver fork. "Fresh mahi-mahi, marinated in lime juice, with coconut milk and chilies. A local specialty."

I looked down at the raw fish swimming in the thick, white coconut milk. It was a beautiful dish. The normalcy of this whole situation was jarring beyond belief, almost hallucinatory. This man had whored me out to three cruel men for two days. And he was feeding me a delicate ceviche out of fine porcelain.

I took a bite. It was bright, acidic, and perfectly balanced. I ate slowly, savoring the flavors, the cold champagne dulling the lingering ache in my body.

We ate in silence.

I waited for Richard to speak.

He finished his meal. He set his fork down, wiped his mouth with the linen napkin, and picked up his champagne flute. He leaned back in his chair, looking at me over the rim of the glass. His dark eyes locked onto mine, stripping away the white lace, stripping away the luxury of the morning, boring straight into the core of my mind.

"So," he began. "Tell me. How do you feel?"


7.

How do you feel?

His question hung in the humid air, heavier than the tropical heat.

I looked at him. I looked at the man who had bought me from a coward, who had watched me choke on his mentor’s cock in a private jet, who had handed me over to three college athletes to be used until I was broken and weeping on the floor.

I set my champagne flute down. The crystal clinked softly against the linen tablecloth.

I didn't lie. I didn't try to sugarcoat it to protect whatever shred of dignity society said I should still have. I had left my dignity on the coffee table in his penthouse two years ago.

"I feel empty," I said, my voice steady, surprising even myself.

Richard didn't flinch. He just watched me, waiting.

"When DeMarcus pushed that toy into my ass," I continued, the memory bringing a fresh, phantom sting to my rim, "and when they all broke inside me at the same time ... my brain just stopped working. I forgot my name. Forgot my degree. I was just ... flesh. Just holes."

I looked down at the white lace covering my lap, then back up into his dark, expectant eyes.

"It was the most humiliating, painful, degrading thing I have ever experienced in my life," I admitted, my breath hitching slightly. "They looked at me like I was garbage. They treated me like a fucking toilet, for fuck’s sake."

Richard leaned forward slightly, resting his forearms on the table. "And?"

"And," I whispered, the terrifying truth finally spilling over my lips, "I loved it."

A single tear escaped my eye, tracing a hot path down my cheek, but I didn't wipe it away.

"I loved being nothing, Richard," I confessed, my voice gaining strength, fueled by the sheer relief of absolute honesty. "I loved that I didn't have to think, or worry, or pretend to be anything other than a fucking slit. Tyler made me feel like shit. Poverty made me feel like a failure. But you ..."

I reached across the table, my hand trembling slightly, and covered his hand with mine.

"You make me feel necessary," I said. "You stripped away everything I thought made me 'Sloane Daniels,' and you showed me the truth.

“Knowing that I belong to you, knowing that I can endure whatever nightmare you design for me just to see that look of pride on your face ... it anchors me. I have never felt more alive, or safer, than when I am completely, utterly ruined for you."

The silence on the terrace returned, absolute and ringing.

I held my breath. I had laid my entire corrupted soul bare on the table. I was waiting for the verdict.

Richard looked at my hand resting on his. Then, he slowly looked up at my face.

And he smiled.

It was the smile of an artist admiring a finished masterpiece.

"You're a brilliant girl, Sloane," Richard said softly. "The university gave you a piece of paper on Friday to prove it. But this weekend ..."

He turned his hand over, lacing his fingers through mine, his grip firm and possessive.

"... this weekend was your true final exam. You proved that you understand your true value. You proved that you understand your place."

He pushed his chair back and stood up.

I looked up at him, suddenly nervous. Was the conversation over? Was it time to pack and fly back to the penthouse?

Richard didn't walk toward the villa. He walked around the table, stopping right next to my chair.

"Stand up," he said softly.

I stood. The delicate white lace brushed against my thighs. I was inches away from him, close enough to smell his cologne.

Richard took a step back.

He reached into the breast pocket of his linen shirt and pulled out a small, square, black velvet box.

My heart stopped. The world seemed to drop out from underneath me.

And then Richard Davies, a man who bowed to no one, slowly lowered himself down onto one knee.

I gasped, my hands flying to cover my mouth.

He opened the box.

An impossibly heavy, radiant-cut diamond flanked by two flawless baguettes lay snuggled in a nest of black satin. It caught the harsh tropical sunlight, fracturing it into blinding shards of light. It looked less like jewelry and more like a visible, million-dollar brand.

"You have graduated, Sloane," Richard said, looking up at me from his knee. He reached out and took my left hand, pulling it gently away from my face.

"You have proven that you have no limits," he continued, his thumb stroking my bare ring finger. "And I want the world to know I own you."

He held the ring up.

"Be my wife, Sloane."

Tears streamed down my face, hot and fast, blurring the massive diamond.

This was the final lock on my gilded cage. Richard was offering me permanent security, permanent wealth, and a lifetime of degradation.

I didn't hesitate. I didn't think about the other girls from the cheer squad, or the normal life I was leaving behind. I only thought about the man on his knee, the man who had broken me into a million pieces just so he could glue me back together in a shape that fit him perfectly.

I dropped to my knees on the hard teak deck, letting out a gasp of pain as my bruised and carpet-burned knees hit the wood. The impact sent a jarring shockwave straight up into my raw, aching holes, but I didn't care. I needed to be at his level.

"Yes," I sobbed, throwing my arms around his neck, burying my face in his shoulder. "Yes, Richard. I'm yours. I'll be whatever you want me to be."

He wrapped his strong arms around me, holding me tight, and slipped the ring onto my finger. It slid perfectly into place.


Epilogue

That evening, Richard took me for a romantic walk along the beach.

“We have the island for another ten days,” he said. “Ten days to rest and recuperate before we go back to LA.”

“How ever will we spend the time?” I joked.

“Well.” He grinned at me. “I will have a little work to do. A few calls, you know. But you can do whatever the hell you choose. You’ve earned it, Sloane.”

**

A thought occurred to me as we were turning around to return to the house. “Aren’t you worried about them?” He knew who I meant. “Saying something about us? Maybe sharing something that they filmed?”

Richard grinned again. “Not in the slightest. When they got back to LAX, they were greeted by some friends of mine. Official federal friends. Their phones were wiped. They no longer have any photographs or recordings, and they’ve been persuaded never to breathe a word of what happened here.”

Richard has official federal friends? “Really? How?”

“Really. Among other things, it was made explicitly clear that if they ever mention this island or dare to say your name, they’ll all be arrested for federal gambling violations. It was also pointed out to them that nobody gets picked in the NFL draft with two broken legs.”

I shivered. Just when I think nothing about him could possibly shock me.

**

Back in the house, he dug a gift-wrapped box out of a cabinet. “An engagement present from Arthur,” he said. "He was very impressed with your performance on the jet, and he looks forward to borrowing you again."

The word borrowing hung in the quiet room, blunt and absolute. You don't borrow a wife. You borrow a yacht. You borrow a toy. The memory of Arthur's older, softer flesh, his vicious slaps on my ass, and the sheer, crushing humiliation of being treated like a disposable cum-dump on his jet rushed back into my mind. And my bruised cunt wept, a thick, syrupy drop of my own making trailing down my leg. I looked down at the massive, radiant-cut diamond on my left hand. "I'll be ready for him," I said. "Whenever you want. Whatever you want."

I opened the old man’s gift and my jaw dropped. A big black strap-on cock. “What the actual?”

“We’re flying home back on his plane,” my fiancé said. “He thought you might like to try this out on Madeline.”

I laughed until my sides hurt. Which didn’t take long, to be fair.

**

“Something you should know,” Richard said over a nightcap.
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I sighed. “What?” I couldn’t take many more surprises.

“The terrace. The bedrooms. They were all wired. This whole house is rigged up with dozens of cameras, and they recorded every second of the last forty-eight hours. They caught almost everything you did.”

“That was done to me.”

“Tom-ay-to, tom-ah-to.”

“So you watched it all?”

“Oh, no. Not yet.”

“Oh?”

“I’ve been saving it for you.”

Jesus fucking Christ.

He pointed the remote at the massive flat-screen on the wall. It flickered to life and suddenly, I was looking at myself. I was tied to the teak table with Tyrell pounding my ass. The speakers pumped my raw, desperate screams of agony and pleasure into the quiet room.

"There you are," Richard whispered in my ear as the girl on the screen orgasmed violently. "Just look at my beautiful, ruined slut."

I stared at the screen, watching myself be destroyed. My pussy, still bruised and leaking, gave a violent throb. I sank to my knees on the hardwood floor, my eyes glued to the screen, and unzipped my fiancé’s trousers.
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Introducing Eliza Jones

This is not a fairy tale

Eliza Jones is running for her life on Halloween when the world she knows drops out from under her.

She awakens stranded in a brutal, magical realm with no memory of who she is or how she got there.

After she survives a dangerous journey, Eliza learns who she is and a terrible truth

She was summoned to this pitiless fantasy world by a council of witches who expect her to defeat a Demon King.

What the actual fuck?

The Legend of Eliza Jones is a dark, blistering series of erotic portal fantasy. Follow Eliza as she trades her pride for power, discovering that her greatest asset is her capacity for total, shameless submission.

Eliza will kneel for lizard wizards. She will be stretched by a towering Minotaur. She will endure the stone-cold dominance of gargoyles, the slithering, suffocating invasion of tentacled beasts, and the fiery, primal claiming of a fire-breathing dragon, all before she faces the Demon King himself.

Series themes include:

	Intense Monster and Creature Erotica: Massive size differences, alien anatomies, and primal breeding instincts.
	Transactional Submission: A pragmatic heroine who eagerly trades her body for survival, power, and magical weapons.
	Dark Fantasy Power Dynamics: Brutal environments where human rules don't apply and survival means surrendering to beasts.
	A Journey of Intense Sexual Awakening: Watch Eliza transform from a confused captive into a legendary, insatiable queen of monsters.


Available Now

Part One—Waverider

Eliza fell out of London and into a monster's bed.

A Brief Excerpt from Waverider

Sleep wouldn't come. A restless, itchy heat crawled under her skin. The night air was humid and thick. She stripped completely naked and walked down to the surf. The water was black and heavy, cooling the sweat on her neck as she waded past the breakers and dove under.

Beneath the surface, the ocean was dead quiet. Then, a weird, unnatural light bled out of the deep trench below her. She held her breath and swam downward, the temperature dropping ten degrees in a matter of seconds.

A monster drifted in the freezing depths. Huge. Impossible. A leviathan. A massive, bioluminescent beast pulsing with a violent blue-green light. It had dozens of thick, undulating tentacles, each one leaving a neon-slick trail in the water.

She froze, treading water, lungs burning. It was terrifying. Ancient as shit. It moved with a lazy, hypnotic grace. Then, a pure, primal panic hit her. If it looked up, she was dead meat. A naked, thrashing appetizer. She broke for the surface, tearing through the water, bursting into the air with a ragged gasp. She swam for the land and scrambled onto the sand, shivering violently, her heart hammering against her ribs.

Back at camp, she choked down a cold piece of roasted fish, crawled onto her bed of dried palm fronds, and stared up at the canopy. She was exhausted, but her pulse wouldn't slow down. Every time she closed her eyes, she saw the monster. She saw those glowing, neon-blue limbs sliding through the black water.

She imagined the beast catching her. Dragging her down into the crushing depths. Thick, cold tentacles wrapping around her ankles, her wrists, hauling her legs wide open. The idea of being completely trapped and used triggered a powerful throb right between her thighs.

Fuck. Her right hand slid down her stomach, her fingers trailing over her own goosebumps, dipping straight into the soaking wet heat between her thighs. She was dripping. For a sea monster. For fucking tentacles.

She let her head fall back, biting her lip to stifle a moan as she stroked her clit. The fantasy dragged her under. In her head, the tentacles slithered over her bare skin, slick and freezing. She imagined one thick, gelatinous appendage probing the wet slit of her pussy, teasing the entrance before shoving inside with ruthless, blunt force.

She gasped, bucking her hips up off the dirt floor. She plunged two fingers deep into her soaking cunt, pumping hard, mimicking the brutal, invasive thrusts of her imagination. She pictured the bioluminescent slime coating her insides, the blue light literally glowing through the stretched skin of her belly.

Oh, fuck, yes.



Discover Waverider at Amazon


Introducing MASSIVE HEGEMONY

Because the Future works best when someone is in charge.

Born from a 2017 mega-merger, Massive Hegemony is an omnipresent, dystopian conglomerate that controls nearly every facet of modern life—from healthcare to national defense—under the guise of creating a safe, predictable future.

The company’s public ethos relies on sanitized corporate-speak to mask a highly paternalistic and controlling culture, particularly regarding its "women's empowerment" initiatives. Through internal programs and corporate propaganda like *The Exemplary Women Collection*, the conglomerate actively redefines female freedom as absolute compliance, enforcing strict appearance standards, extinguishing individualism, and demanding selfless devotion to the corporate hierarchy.

Beneath this satirical corporate facade lies a sinister and intensely erotic reality that serves as the true focus of the stories. Massive Hegemony actually operates as a vast, inescapable playground for extreme systemic subjugation, where female employees and wives are psychologically broken down and reshaped into sexually compliant assets for dominant men.

Exploring explicit adult themes like corporate free-use, humiliation, cuckoldry, and psychological surrender, the narrative follows these women as they undergo permanent transformations, ultimately being conditioned to embrace their own degradation as the ultimate form of corporate loyalty.

Available Now

Executive Hotwife

Claire was dressed like a trophy. And traded like an investment.

A Brief Excerpt from Executive Hotwife

The air conditioning is set to "morgue," but I’m still sweating. Not under my arms—I made sure to use the clinical strength stuff Rick bought me—but down my back, in the deep, exposed valley where my dress plunges all the way to my tailbone.

It’s midnight blue silk and probably cost as much as my first car. Rick picked it out last week, bringing the box home with a look in his eyes that I mistook for lust. It wasn't. It was strategy.

"It’s an investment, Claire," he’d said, watching my reflection in the bedroom mirror as I struggled with the zipper. "The partners expect a certain standard, and they love a trophy wife. You need to look the part."

And so here I am, looking the part. The silk is so thin it feels like cool water against my skin, clinging to my hips and skimming my thighs. The cut of the back makes a bra impossible, leaving me feeling dangerously exposed—as if I’m walking through a crowded room naked, wrapped only in a suggestion of decency.

"Smile, honey," Rick hisses in my ear. His hand is clamping my elbow a little too hard. His palm is slightly damp. He has been vibrating with a frantic, nervous energy since we valet-parked his Audi. "That’s Gavin over there. By the pillar."

I look across the room. Gavin James. The CEO of Massive Hegemony. The man who holds my husband’s future in his manicured fist.

He’s a mountain of a man. Not fit in the obsessive way Rick is—Rick does CrossFit and counts his macros. Gavin looks like he eats steak and drinks scotch for breakfast. He’s broad-shouldered and heavy-set, with a thick neck and perfectly coiffed silver hair. Laughing at a colleague's joke, he holds a tumbler of amber liquid, taking up more space and air than anyone else in the room.

"I need to go network with the VPs," Rick tell me. He sounds tight and strained. "Go say hello to Gavin. Get on his good side. Keep the big man happy. You know how important this is."

"Rick, I don't even know him," I whisper, gripping my clutch as if it were a shield. "What am I supposed to talk to him about?"

"Just be charming, Claire. You’re good at that. Just introduce yourself ... keep him occupied."

He practically shoves me forward before disappearing into the sea of black tuxedos.

I take a breath, smooth my dress over my hips—a nervous tic I can’t stop—and walk toward the pillar. My heels click softly on the marble. I feel eyes on me, tracking the high slit on my left thigh and the bare expanse of my back. I am a flash of pale skin in a dark room.

Gavin spots me coming. He stops laughing and watches me approach, his eyes tracking me from my ankles up to my throat. "Mrs. Anderson," he says. I don’t know him but apparently, he knows and recognizes me. His voice is highly measured, clinical, and authoritative. It’s unsettling. It’s almost a whisper and yet somehow it vibrates in my chest. "Or may I call you Claire?"

"Claire is fine," I say, forcing a polite smile. "Rick wanted me to send his regards. He got caught up with ..."

"Rick is a very busy bee," Gavin interrupts, stepping closer. He enters my personal space with all the confidence of a man who owns the building. And in this case, the building in question is an opulent Pine Street art-deco masterpiece. I catch his scent—expensive tobacco, aged whiskey, and a heavy, musky cologne that smells of old money. "But he’s a fool to leave a woman like you alone in a room full of sharks."

"I can handle myself," I say, though my voice sounds thinner than I want it to.

"Can you? Can you, really?"

There’s something in that voice, something deep and calculating, that suggests he’s already done the math, and he knows me better than I know myself.

He moves to my side, effectively boxing me in against the pillar. We’re in a semi-private alcove now, shielded from the main dance floor by a large potted fern and the architecture of the room. We’re visible, but only if you look. To the casual observer, we’re just chatting, but the air between us soon changes. "That dress," he says, his voice dropping an octave. "It’s very ... lovely."

My face heats up. "Thank you. Rick chose it."

"Of course he did. He wants to show you off." Gavin takes a slow sip of his drink, his eyes never leaving mine. "Turn around."

I freeze. "Excuse me?"

"Turn around. Let me see the back."

It is a command, with no pretense otherwise, and no negotiation. A wave of heat rushes through me—half indignation, half something like fear. I know I should walk away, make a polite excuse, maybe a silly joke, and retreat to the restroom. But somehow, I can’t.

I try to tell myself I’m only cooperating for Rick’s sake, for our mortgage, the house by the lake, for the big promotion he needs. But in reality, my mind is blank except for a sudden, overwhelming urge to obey.

Slowly, feeling the warmth rise in my cheeks, I turn my back to him.



Discover Massive Hegemony at Amazon


Introducing BERGER U

Education with Purpose.

Berger University functions as the academic extension of Massive Hegemony, operating under the guise of a premier, forward-thinking educational institution. In reality, it is a thoroughly captured corporate grooming ground where traditional higher education has been replaced by blatant indoctrination. The campus itself is a satirical monument to total corporate monopoly, with virtually every facility—from the business school to the performing arts center—bearing the Massive Hegemony name. Instead of fostering independent thought, Berger U’s core curriculum focuses on dystopian concepts like "Constructive Compliance" and "Organizational Loyalty," aggressively conditioning the next generation to abandon personal ambition and function as obedient, easily managed assets for the conglomerate.

Within the darker context of the Massive Hegemony universe, the university serves as a vital pipeline for the conglomerate's most sinister practices. Research initiatives like "Behavioral Compliance Systems" actively develop the psychological tools used for mass subjugation, while the heavily sponsored "Women's Leadership Initiative" acts as an insidious preparatory program for female students. Under the sterile corporate phrasing of teaching "executive etiquette," "professional presentation," and "workplace adaptability," young women are quietly groomed to accept the systemic degradation and extreme submission of Massive Hegemony’s corporate free-use culture, ensuring they enter the workforce perfectly primed for total psychological surrender.

Additionally, this is the campus that provides the setting for the Julia/Aubrey/Marcel stories.

Available Now

Fourth of July

The student leadership of Berger-U's Department of Women's Studies are fiercely competitive and desperate to secure valuable internships.

But first they must atone for their white privilege.

Even scholarship girl Maya who is Japanese.

Coming Soon

Aubrey's Number

The other side of her coin.



Discover Berger U at Amazon


Introducing Celebrity Skin

Fame has a price. And girls like Emily pay it on their knees. With no guarantees. It's always been that way.

New series Celebrity Skin is a raw, four-part chronicle of what it truly takes to become a star, this series is a soul-crushing journey through the darkest corners of the entertainment industry.

Available Now

Part One—Beautiful Garbage

Emily came to Hollywood with stars in her eyes. The first lesson she learned was the cost of ambition.

Part Two—Hooker Waitress

Diane Sterling doesn't want Emily for her hit TV show. She wants her for her son.

Part Three—Model Actress

Emily is now Melissa. Same shit, different name.

A Brief Excerpt from Beautiful Garbage

The motel is a two-story dive that looks like it hasn’t been painted since the eighties. The neon sign flickers, buzzing like an angry hornet. I pay the driver—too much—and drag my bag to the front desk. The clerk is a heavy guy with skin like pizza dough and eyes that drop immediately to my chest.

"Forty a night," he grunts. "Six days’ll get your seven if you pay cash upfront. No refunds."

"I'll take the week." It hurts to hand over the money. It leaves me with almost nothing. But I need a base. I need a door that locks.

Room 104. Ground floor. Of course.

I unlock the door and the smell hits me—stale cigarettes, mildew, and bleach that tries and fails to cover up the scent of sex. The carpet is sticky. I won’t think about that. The bedspread is a floral nightmare that looks stiff with fluids I don't want to identify.

I drop my bag, peel off my hoodie, and sit on the edge of the mattress. It groans under me. I catch my reflection in the mirror opposite the bed. I look wrecked. Mascara smudged, blonde hair frizzed out, face pale except for the freckles dusting my nose. My tits look defiant in my little tank top, my nipples still standing at attention.

I need a shower. I need to scrub the bus off me.

But before I can stand, a sound comes through the wall behind the headboard. It’s thin drywall, basically paper.

Thump. Thump. Thump.

"Oh god, yes! Fuck! Right there!"

A woman’s voice. Loud. Unashamed. Followed by the wet, rhythmic slapping of skin on skin. It’s ugly and raw.

My breath hitches. I freeze. I should be disgusted. I am disgusted. This is a whorehouse. I’m living in a whorehouse. But the sound—the sheer animal intensity of it—hooks into something deep in my belly. My pussy gives a little involuntary clench, leaking a drop of moisture into my panties.

I squeeze my legs together, terrified of my reaction.

"Harder!" the woman screams next door.

I squeeze my eyes shut. Welcome to Hollywood, Em. You made it. Now all you need to do is survive.



Discover Celebrity Skin at Amazon


Coming Soon in The Legend of Eliza Jones

Stormrider

A real monster is waiting in the wastes.

Coming Soon in Berger-U

Aubrey's Number

The continuation of the story told in five episodes of the First Time Blacked series: Prof, Oral Exam, Office Hours, Faculty, and Open House.

Coming Soon in Massive Hegemony

Executive Retreat

What Claire Anderson did next.

Executive Assistant

Sexy shennanigans at Massive Hegemony, London.

Executive Toy

Cultural differences at Massive Hegemony, Marunouchi.

Coming Soon in Other Series

First Time Blacked

Jailbird

Anna has the perfect suburban life—successful husband, beautiful kids, and a showpiece home. But then big trouble moves in right next door.

Filthy Little Secrets

Cuckquean

Facility Girl

Celebrity Skin

Sugarless

Other New Series Coming in 2026

Around the World in 80 Lays

A hotwife slut travelogue. The further erotic adventures of Sarah and Greg. Sarah travels the world in search of brand new thrills.

Backdoor Confessions

Many woman carry a secret in their walk. A memory of the night the rules changed for them. The night their "no" turned into them taking it in the ass.

To be notified when my next books drop, follow me on Amazon at https://amazon.com/author/mollypike

molly xo


Molly Pike

Molly Pike has been a booth babe and a stew on a middling sized yacht, and now she's paying her way through college by writing down her fantasies and sharing them with you. She might not have tried everything she writes about (yet), but she'll try anything once. Twice, probably.

molly on the web



Also Available

Series

Celebrity Skin

A raw, four-part chronicle of what it truly takes to become a star in Hollywood.

Discover Celebrity Skin at Amazon

Filthy Little Secrets

They don’t want love or respect. They want to be broken and used.

Discover Filthy Little Secrets at Amazon

First Time Blacked

They’re wives. Teachers. Mothers. They’re good girls. White women who’ve lived their whole lives playing by the rules. But when that first big black cock enters the picture, everything falls apart. Their neat little lives. Their marriages. Everything.

Discover First Time Blacked at Amazon

The Fertility Games

It starts with a single, stolen bottle of pills. A good deed of misguided kindness. It ends with a breeding program for the ageing elite.

Discover The Fertility Games at Amazon

Becoming a Slut

An explicit, multi-part descent into submission, sexual rebirth, and husband-led humiliation. Each volume turns up the heat as Sarah sheds her shame and transforms into the fucktoy she was always meant to be.

Discover Becoming a Slut at Amazon

Hollywood Humiliation

A filthy, explicit erotica series following ambitious starlets as they face casting couches, public exposure, degrading auditions, and the kind of submission that leaves them trembling—and addicted.

Discover Hollywood Humiliation at Amazon

DC Disgrace

Young, driven women arrive in DC, beautiful, brilliant, and determined to succeed, eager to prove themselves—in government, in lobbying, in the investment banks. The first lesson they learn is to surrender everything.

Discover DC Disgrace at Amazon

Doing Deals

From Manhattan penthouses to Hollywood Hills mansions and superyachts on the open sea, these women are never afraid to go all in, because every success comes with a gasp-inducing commission and sometimes, the only way to the top is on your knees.

Discover Doing Deals at Amazon.

Yachties

Welcome aboard the superyacht Cyrene, where the champagne flows, the tips are fat, and every free-use stewardess understands the rules—serve without limits, submit without question, and surrender completely.

Discover Yachties at Amazon.

Makkuro Neon

Welcome to Great Nihongo Necroplex—Cyberpunk Erotica with a Filthy Edge.

Discover Makkuro Neon at Amazon.

Hot Holidays

Hannah is the kind of hotwife every man dreams about. And Paul is the kind of husband who loves to watch her with them ... Slutwife adventures for the holidays

Discover Hot Holidays at Amazon.

Inheritance Island

Surrounded by murderous traitors hiding in plain sight and faithful heirs who will do anything to survive, how can you know who to trust?

Welcome to Inheritance Island—Come for the million dollars. Stay for the thrills and kills.

Discover Inheritance Island at Amazon

Gold Medal Diaries

Welcome to the Olympic Village, where the world's elite athletes are free to explore their deepest, most forbidden taboos.

What happens in the Village has always stayed in the Village. That’s about to change ...

Discover Gold Medal Diaries at Amazon

Standalone Stories

Falling Star

The President, His Brother, and the Movie Star

She was America’s sweetheart. Now, she’s nothing at all.

Discover Falling Star at Amazon
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