
        
            
                
            
        

    
Chapter 1: The Interview

Marcus Chen had checked the address three times before finally accepting that yes, the interview really was at Meridian Tower—the same seventy-story glass and steel monument to excess that dominated the downtown skyline, the one he'd walked past a thousand times while delivering food orders to pay his rent. The same building where hedge fund managers and tech executives worked, where the lobby security wouldn't normally let someone like him past the turnstiles without an appointment.

But he had an appointment. An interview. For a job that paid two hundred thousand dollars a year.

The number still didn't feel real. Marcus made thirty-eight thousand at his current job—administrative assistant at a dental office, answering phones, filing insurance claims, dodging his boss's increasingly inappropriate comments about his "exotic features" and "delicate hands." Before that, data entry. Before that, retail. Four years since graduating with a business degree that had cost him eighty thousand in student loans and earned him exactly nothing.

Two hundred thousand would change everything. Would let him breathe for the first time since he was twenty-two.

The elevator was mirror-polished chrome, the kind where you could see every imperfection. Marcus studied his reflection during the climb, cataloging flaws with practiced self-criticism. Too skinny—he'd always been lean, narrow-shouldered, without the bulk or presence that seemed to help other men command respect. His black hair needed a trim, falling slightly over his forehead despite his attempts to style it. The suit was Men's Wearhouse, bought on clearance three years ago, already showing wear at the cuffs. His tie was crooked again.

He straightened it. Smoothed his lapels. Tried to look like someone worth two hundred thousand dollars.

The elevator climbed. Fortieth floor. Forty-fifth. His stomach churned with each number, anxiety mixing with something else—a prickling awareness that he was entering a world he didn't belong in, that this whole thing might be some elaborate prank.

The job posting had been on a private listing he'd only found through a friend of a friend, buried in a Discord server for high-end employment opportunities. The description had been maddeningly vague:

Velvet Enterprises seeks Executive Assistant for private client services. Must be discreet, adaptable, and comfortable with unconventional working arrangements. Exceptional compensation for exceptional candidate. Males 21-30 preferred. Submit photo with application.

He'd almost skipped it. The photo requirement felt creepy, and "unconventional working arrangements" could mean anything from illegal to just plain weird. But the salary range listed at the bottom—$150K-$250K—had made him fill out the application anyway, attaching his most professional headshot and trying not to think too hard about what he was doing.

They'd called him within hours. A woman's voice, smooth and professional, asking when he could come in. Tomorrow? Perfect. Fiftieth floor. Ask for Veronica.

Fiftieth floor. The elevator dinged.

The doors slid open onto a reception area that made Marcus forget his anxiety for a moment, replaced by pure aesthetic shock. He stepped onto marble floors in deep charcoal gray, veined with gold that caught the afternoon light streaming through floor-to-ceiling windows. The windows wrapped the entire space, offering a panoramic view of the city sprawling below—buildings and streets and people reduced to toy-like insignificance. Modern art adorned the walls, abstract pieces in blacks and reds that probably had five-figure price tags minimum. Everything was angles and clean lines, aggressive sophistication that whispered money in every detail.

Behind a curved obsidian desk that looked carved from a single piece of stone sat a woman who made Marcus's brain stutter.

She was possibly mid-thirties, with honey-blonde hair pulled back into a severe French twist that should have been austere but somehow made her more striking—all sharp cheekbones and elegant neck, like a ballerina or a model. Her skin was pale porcelain, flawless under the recessed lighting. The blazer she wore was charcoal gray, tailored so precisely it might have been custom-made, with a subtle pinstripe that drew the eye along curves the professional cut couldn't quite hide. Full breasts pressed against a cream silk blouse beneath. Her makeup was minimal but perfect—nude lips, winged eyeliner that made her green eyes even more intense.

Those eyes lifted to him as he approached, and Marcus felt catalogued, assessed, weighed and measured in the span of a heartbeat.

"Marcus Chen?" Her voice matched everything else about her—smooth, cultured, with an undertone of steel.

"Yes, ma'am." The honorific slipped out before he could stop it, some vestigial instinct from his immigrant parents' insistence on respect. He winced internally. Too formal. Too eager to please.

But she smiled, just slightly, a curve of lips that didn't quite reach her eyes. "I'm Veronica." She stood, extending a hand across the desk.

Marcus shook it. Her grip was firm, confident, her palm warm against his. He tried not to notice the way standing revealed more of her figure—the blazer ending at her waist, the pencil skirt beneath hugging hips and ass in a way that was professional and devastating simultaneously. She had to be five-eight, maybe five-nine, and wore heels that added another three inches, putting her almost at eye level with his five-eleven.

"You're early," she noted, releasing his hand. "I appreciate punctuality."

"I didn't want to risk being late, I know your time is—"

"Follow me." She turned without waiting for him to finish, heels clicking against marble with rhythmic precision. Marcus scrambled to follow, trying not to stare at the hypnotic sway of her hips, the way her ass moved beneath that skirt with each step.

She led him down a hallway lined with frosted glass doors, each one presumably an office or conference room, though he couldn't see through the opaque glass. The carpet here was plush, muffling sound. Track lighting overhead created pools of illumination every few feet. Everything was expensive, tasteful, designed to impress.

Veronica stopped at the last door on the left, turning to face him. Up close, he could smell her perfume—something subtle and complex, floral with darker undertones he couldn't identify. "Wait here," she instructed. "Someone will collect you shortly."

Then she was gone, disappearing back down the hallway before Marcus could respond.

He entered what appeared to be a conference room. A long table in dark wood, surrounded by ergonomic chairs that probably cost more than his monthly rent each. More windows, more views. A wet bar in one corner, stocked with liquor bottles he recognized from expensive restaurants. Abstract art on the walls.

Marcus sat in one of the chairs, trying to ignore how comfortable it was, how it seemed to cradle his body with precision engineering. He set his leather portfolio on the table—a graduation gift from his parents, one of the few nice things he owned. Inside were copies of his resume, references, transcripts. Probably unnecessary given that they'd already seen his application, but his mother had drilled preparation into him.

Five minutes passed. He checked his phone—12:14 PM. The interview was scheduled for 12:15.

Ten minutes. 12:19. Should he text someone? Go find Veronica? Anxiety crept up his spine.

Fifteen minutes. He was about to stand when the door opened.

Three women entered in single file, and Marcus felt the air change, thicken with something he couldn't name.

Veronica came first, still devastating, still perfectly composed. She'd removed her blazer at some point, revealing the cream silk blouse in full—sleeveless, showing toned arms, the outline of a black bra visible through the fabric. Her breasts strained slightly against the silk, and Marcus jerked his eyes away, face heating.

The second woman made him forget Veronica entirely for a moment. She was Black, maybe early thirties, with close-cropped natural hair that showed off the perfect geometry of her skull, the elegant length of her neck. Tall—at least five-ten before heels—and built like an athlete, all defined muscle and strength. Her shoulders were broad, powerful, visible through the sleeveless crimson blouse she wore. Muscular arms, the kind that suggested serious gym time or maybe sports background. Her skirt was shorter than Veronica's, ending mid-thigh, showing off legs that were pure muscle—defined quads, strong calves. She moved with predatory grace, each step deliberate and controlled.

Her skin was deep brown, darker than his, smooth and seemingly luminous in the conference room lighting. High cheekbones, a strong jaw, full lips that quirked into something that wasn't quite a smile as she looked at him. Dark eyes that seemed to see straight through his cheap suit.

The third woman was a study in contrasts. Petite—maybe five-three—with a delicate frame that made her seem almost fragile next to her companions. Asian, East Asian, possibly Japanese based on features—pale skin, straight black hair that fell to her mid-back like a silk curtain, a heart-shaped face with delicate features. She wore glasses, rectangular frames that gave her an intellectual, almost librarian quality. Her clothing was more conservative than the others—a white button-down blouse tucked into black slacks, a cardigan over top despite the temperature-controlled office.

But the way she looked at Marcus—clinical, assessing, with the detached interest of a scientist examining a specimen—made him shift uncomfortably in his seat.

They sat across from him in perfect synchronization, three pairs of eyes studying him with varying degrees of interest.

Veronica in the middle, blonde and elegant. The athletic Black woman to her right, radiating coiled strength. The petite Asian woman to her left, cool and analytical behind her glasses.

Marcus felt very small suddenly, very young, very out of his depth.

"So." Veronica laced her fingers on the table, manicured nails painted the same nude shade as her lipstick. "Tell us about yourself, Marcus."

He launched into his prepared spiel, the same elevator pitch he'd given at a dozen other interviews. Graduated with a business administration degree from State four years ago. Three years of administrative experience in various settings—medical office, law firm, corporate environments. Proficient in Microsoft Office, Google Suite, basic bookkeeping. Strong organizational skills, attention to detail, excellent written and verbal communication.

The words felt hollow even as he spoke them, meaningless corporate buzzwords that revealed nothing about who he actually was.

The athletic woman—still unnamed—wasn't looking at his face anymore. Her eyes had drifted lower, scanning his body with open appraisal. She kept running her tongue over her lower lip, slow and deliberate, in a way that made Marcus's mouth go dry.

The petite woman had pulled out a tablet and was typing notes, occasionally glancing up to study him with those dark, unreadable eyes. What was she writing? What could she possibly be documenting?

"That's lovely," Veronica interrupted smoothly, cutting off his description of his current position. "But tell us something real, Marcus. What do you want?"

The question threw him. "I... I want the job?"

"Obviously." The athletic woman's voice was deeper than he'd expected, almost husky, with a faint accent he couldn't place—Caribbean maybe, or West African. "Everyone wants the job. What else do you want? What gets you out of bed in the morning? What keeps you up at night?"

Marcus felt heat creeping up his neck, spreading across his cheeks. There was something happening here he didn't understand, currents beneath the surface he couldn't read, like everyone else was following a script he hadn't been given.

"I want..." He swallowed. "I want to not stress about money. To pay off my loans. To have some kind of security, stability. I'm tired of living paycheck to paycheck, of eating ramen because that's what I can afford, of working two jobs just to keep a roof over my head."

"Money," the petite woman said, her accent faintly British, clipped and precise. "Everyone wants money. But money is just a means to an end. What would you do with security, Mr. Chen? What would you do if you didn't have to worry about bills?"

"I..." Marcus hesitated. "I don't know. I haven't had time to think about it. I've been in survival mode for four years."

"Mmm." The woman tilted her head, studying him. "And what would you do to escape survival mode? How far would you go for that security?"

The question hung in the air like smoke, weighted with implications Marcus couldn't quite grasp.

"I'm a hard worker," he offered. "I don't mind long hours. I'm good at multitasking, at juggling competing priorities—"

"That's not what Keiko asked." Veronica leaned forward, and Marcus caught a hint of cleavage, the swell of her breasts against expensive silk, the shadow between them. "She asked how far you would go. What you would be willing to do."

His mouth was dry. His palms were sweating. "I'm not sure I understand the question."

"Don't you?" The athletic woman—still unnamed—stood smoothly, chair sliding back with barely a whisper. She began circling the table with slow, deliberate steps, heels clicking softly against carpet. Marcus tracked her movement, pulse hammering in his throat. She was even more intimidating standing—powerful, imposing, radiating a kind of dangerous sexuality that made him simultaneously want to run and stay perfectly still.

She stopped behind him, and Marcus felt her hands settle on his shoulders. Strong hands, fingers digging into muscle through his suit jacket.

"You walked into this building," she murmured, voice low and intimate, "knowing almost nothing about us. You came to an interview for a job you don't understand, at a company you've never heard of, because the salary was good. You came anyway. For money, sure."

Her fingers began to knead, working tension from his shoulders with practiced precision. It should have been relaxing, professional, the kind of thing you might get at a massage parlor.

Instead, Marcus felt electricity shoot down his spine, his cock twitching against his thigh.

"But also because you were curious," she continued, voice dropping lower. "Because some part of you wondered what kind of company pays that much for an administrative assistant. Because you wanted to see what was behind the curtain."

"The position we're offering," Veronica said, her voice taking on a different quality—still professional, still controlled, but underlaid with something darker, something hungry, "requires certain flexibilities. We need someone adaptable. Someone obedient. Someone who understands that in our organization, pleasure and business are often inseparable."

Marcus's brain was struggling to process, to make sense of words that seemed normal individually but together formed something he couldn't quite grasp. "I don't—"

"You're a virgin, aren't you?"

Keiko's question hit like a physical blow. Marcus felt heat flood his face, spreading down his neck, probably visible even through his collar. "How did you—"

"It's obvious." Her smile was almost kind, gentle in a way that somehow made the humiliation worse. "The way you look at us. Like you can't quite believe we're real. Like we might disappear if you stare too hard. The way you're trying so desperately not to look at Veronica's breasts, or Jade's legs, or my mouth. The way you blush when we make eye contact."

The hands on his shoulders slid forward, down his chest, fingers splaying across his sternum. Marcus froze, every muscle locking.

"What Veronica is trying to tell you," the woman behind him—Jade, apparently—murmured directly into his ear, breath hot against his skin, "is that we don't hire administrative assistants. We hire men to fuck. That's the job, baby. We're a collective—seven women who've decided that sharing is more fun than playing alone. And right now, we're interviewing for a new toy."

His brain short-circuited. Seven women. Sharing. Toys.

"This is..." He couldn't finish the sentence. Couldn't make his mouth form words that made sense.

"Illegal?" Veronica stood, began unbuttoning her blazer with methodical precision, each button revealing more cream silk, more of the black bra beneath. "No. We're all consenting adults. We're not paying you for sex—we're paying you to be available. To live in accommodations we provide, to be ready when we want you. Everything is above board, legally speaking."

The blazer hit the floor in a whisper of expensive fabric. Beneath it, the camisole was almost sheer, revealing the outline of a black lace bra, the dark circles of her areolas, nipples pressing against the fabric.

Marcus's cock was hardening despite himself, despite the surreal insanity of the situation, thickening against his thigh in a way that had to be visible through his slacks.

"Unusual?" Veronica continued, moving around the table with cat-like grace. "Certainly. But we're wealthy women with particular appetites and limited patience for dating. We tried hiring escorts, but they lacked... authenticity. Emotional connection. We want someone who belongs to us. Who we can train, shape, keep."

"I should—" Marcus tried to stand, but Jade's hands on his chest pressed him back down, strong enough that resistance felt futile.

"You should stay," she growled, lips brushing his ear. "I think you want to stay. I think underneath all that nervousness and confusion, your cock is getting hard thinking about what we could do to you. About what it would feel like to have three women—seven women—using your body for their pleasure."

She wasn't wrong. God help him, he was fully hard now, cock straining painfully against his boxer briefs, against the zipper of his slacks.

"First lesson," Veronica said, stopping directly in front of him. This close, he could see everything—the faint freckles across her collarbones, the way her breasts rose and fell with each breath, the predatory gleam in her green eyes. "In this room, when we're conducting business, we ask questions. You answer them. We give commands. You obey them. Do you understand?"

Marcus nodded mutely, unable to form words.

"Use your words, baby," Jade murmured.

"I... yes. I understand."

"Yes, ma'am," Veronica corrected. "We prefer respect."

"Yes, ma'am," he echoed, voice hoarse.

"Good boy." Keiko smiled, standing now too. She moved around the table with precise steps, approaching from his left while Veronica flanked his right. Jade remained behind him, hands still on his chest, fingers occasionally tracing small circles through his shirt. "Now. Have you ever been touched by a woman, Marcus?"

"I've kissed girls," he managed. "In college. High school."

"That's adorable," Jade purred. "But that's not what she asked. Has a woman ever wrapped her hand around your cock? Ever made you come with her mouth, her pussy, her hands?"

"No."

"No, ma'am," Veronica corrected again, voice sharp.

"No, ma'am."

"Would you like that?" Keiko had stopped next to him now, close enough that he could smell her perfume—something clean and precise, like expensive soap. "Would you like us to touch you? Would you like to find out what it feels like when a woman makes you come?"

Every rational thought screamed at him to leave, to run, to get out of this insane situation before it went any further. This couldn't be real. This had to be some elaborate prank, or a scam, or a fever dream.

But his body didn't care about rationality. His body thrummed with desperate, aching need. When was the last time anyone had touched him with desire? Had wanted him? He'd been alone for so long, watching friends pair off and fuck and fall in love while he worked sixty-hour weeks just to survive, too exhausted and broke for dating apps or bars or any of the normal ways people connected.

And now three beautiful, powerful women were offering to use him, to teach him, to make him feel good.

"Yes," he whispered. "Yes, ma'am."

"Then this is your first test." Veronica's hand cupped his jaw, nails scraping lightly against stubble, forcing him to meet her eyes. "We're going to use you. Right here. Right now. And you're going to let us. You're going to be a good boy and take everything we give you, and you're going to thank us for it. If you can do that—if you can surrender completely, if you can prove you understand what this job really is—then the position is yours. All that money. All that security. All you have to do is give us control."

Jade's hand slid lower, fingers finding his belt buckle. The metal clinked softly as she worked it open.

"What's it going to be, Marcus?" Veronica's thumb brushed his lower lip. "Are you brave enough to let go?"

He should say no. Should walk away from whatever fucked-up situation this was, whatever game they were playing.

Instead, he heard himself say: "Please. Yes. I'll do whatever you want."

Veronica's smile was predatory and triumphant, all teeth and promise. "That's exactly what we wanted to hear."

Jade's fingers worked his belt free with practiced efficiency, the leather sliding through loops with a soft whisper. Then the button of his slacks. Then the zipper, each tooth separating with an agonizing slowness that made Marcus's breath catch.

"Look at him shaking," Keiko observed, clinical tone underlaid with amusement. She'd moved closer, standing just to his left, close enough that he could feel the heat radiating from her small frame. "Nervous, Marcus? Or excited?"

"Both," he managed, voice cracking slightly. "Ma'am."

"Honest." Veronica's thumb still traced his lower lip, pressing slightly until his mouth opened. "I like that. So many men lie, pretend to be confident when they're terrified. But you're showing us the truth, aren't you? Showing us how much you want this even though you're scared."

"I—nngh—" The sound escaped him involuntarily as Jade's hand slipped into his open fly, palm pressing against his cock through the thin cotton of his boxer briefs. He was so hard it hurt, had been hard since they started circling him like sharks scenting blood.

"Mmm, fuck, he's thick," Jade murmured appreciatively, fingers tracing the outline of his shaft through fabric. "Veronica, you were right. Asian men are definitely not small. Not this one anyway."

Marcus's face burned with humiliation and arousal in equal measure. He'd dealt with racist stereotypes his whole life, jokes about Asian dick size that made him want to disappear. But Jade sounded genuinely pleased, impressed even, as her strong fingers wrapped around him through the cotton.

"Stand up," Veronica commanded, stepping back to give him room.

Marcus stood on shaking legs, Jade's hand releasing him temporarily. He swayed slightly, dizzy with arousal and disbelief. This was happening. This was actually happening.

"Arms at your sides," Keiko instructed. "Don't move unless we tell you to."

He obeyed, standing at attention while three pairs of hands began to undress him. Veronica worked his tie loose, silk sliding against his collar with a soft hiss. Keiko unbuttoned his shirt with methodical precision, starting at the top and working down, each button revealing another inch of his chest. Jade pulled his slacks and boxer briefs down in one smooth motion, fabric pooling at his ankles.

His cock sprang free, fully erect, jutting toward them almost desperately. Marcus wanted to cover himself, to hide, but forced his hands to stay at his sides.

"Jesus Christ," Jade breathed, and Marcus felt her fingers wrap around his bare shaft for the first time. Warm. Confident. Strong enough to make him gasp. "Look at this pretty cock. Has to be seven inches at least. Maybe eight."

Seven and a half, actually, but Marcus wasn't about to correct her. He could barely think with her hand slowly stroking him, thumb swiping over his tip to gather the bead of precum already leaking.

Veronica finished removing his shirt, tossing it onto a nearby chair. Her hands explored his chest, fingers tracing over lean muscle, circling his nipples until they hardened into sensitive points. "So smooth," she murmured. "Barely any body hair. I like that."

Marcus had always been self-conscious about his relative hairlessness compared to other men, another stereotype about Asian masculinity that made him feel inadequate. But the way Veronica touched him, the approval in her voice, made it feel like an asset rather than a flaw.

Keiko knelt before him without ceremony, helping him step out of his shoes and pants until he was completely naked except for his socks. She peeled those off too, leaving him utterly exposed while all three women remained fully dressed.

The power imbalance should have been terrifying. Instead, it made his cock throb in Jade's grip.

"What do you think, ladies?" Jade asked, still stroking him with lazy confidence. "Should we test drive the merchandise before we commit?"

"Definitely," Veronica agreed. She'd stepped back to lean against the conference table, arms crossed under her breasts in a way that made them swell against her blouse. "But let's establish some ground rules first. Marcus, this is very important, so listen carefully."

He nodded, trying to focus despite Jade's hand doing absolutely sinful things to his cock.

"First: you don't come until we give you permission. Understand? We control your pleasure. We decide when you get to finish."

"Yes, ma'am." His voice was strained.

"Second: you address each of us as ma'am or by our names—Veronica, Jade, Keiko. Never 'hey you' or anything else disrespectful."

"Yes, ma'am."

"Third: safe word is 'red.' If anything becomes too much, if you need us to stop, you say red and everything stops immediately. This is non-negotiable. We want you willing and eager, not traumatized."

That surprised him—the genuine concern in her voice, the emphasis on consent. "I understand, ma'am."

"Good." Veronica smiled. "Keiko, why don't you start? You've been dying to get your mouth on a cock all week."

Keiko looked up at him from where she still knelt at his feet, and Marcus saw her expression transform. The clinical assessment melted away, replaced by naked hunger that made his breath catch. She rose smoothly, reaching up to remove her glasses, folding them carefully and setting them on the table.

Without them, her dark eyes seemed even larger, more intense. She looked younger, softer, though the hunger remained.

"I'm going to suck your cock now," she informed him matter-of-factly, British accent making the crude words sound almost prim. "I'm going to make you feel better than you've ever felt in your life. And you're going to stand there and take it without coming. Understand?"

"Yes, ma'am." Marcus could barely get the words out.

Keiko sank back to her knees with fluid grace. This close, Marcus could see details—the perfect bow of her lips, the elegant column of her throat, the way her hair fell forward like a curtain of black silk.

Her small hands wrapped around the base of his cock, steadying it. Then she leaned forward and dragged her tongue up his shaft from root to tip, a long, wet stripe that made Marcus's knees buckle.

"Aaahh—fuck—" He caught himself, remembering the rules. "Sorry, ma'am, I didn't—"

"Cursing is fine," Veronica assured him, amused. "We're not prudes. Just don't come."

Keiko's mouth closed around his tip, lips forming a perfect seal as she sucked gently. Her tongue swirled around his glans, tracing the ridge, dipping into his slit to lap up precum. Marcus's hands clenched into fists at his sides, every muscle rigid with the effort of staying still.

"Oohhh god," he groaned as she took him deeper, inch by agonizing inch, until his cock hit the back of her throat. She didn't gag, didn't hesitate—just swallowed around him, throat contracting, and Marcus saw stars.

"He's not going to last," Jade observed, finally releasing his cock to let Keiko work. She moved behind him again, pressing her body against his back. Even through her clothes, he could feel her heat, the firmness of her breasts against his shoulder blades. Her hands slid around to his chest, fingers finding his nipples and pinching lightly.

The dual sensation—Keiko's mouth working his cock, Jade's fingers on his nipples—was almost too much. Marcus felt his orgasm building, pressure coiling at the base of his spine.

"Don't you dare," Veronica warned, somehow reading his body language. "Not yet."

Keiko pulled off with an obscene pop, saliva connecting her lips to his tip in a glistening strand. "Tasty," she murmured, then dove back down, taking him to the root in one smooth motion.

"Fuck fuck fuck—" Marcus couldn't stop the words, couldn't stop the way his hips wanted to thrust, to fuck into that perfect wet heat. Keiko's throat worked around him, swallowing rhythmically, and he felt his balls draw up tight.

"Stop," Veronica commanded.

Keiko pulled off immediately, sitting back on her heels. Marcus made a sound that might have been a whimper, cock achingly hard and slick with her saliva.

"Good boy," Veronica praised. "You held back. That deserves a reward." She pushed off from the table, reaching down to unzip her skirt. It fell to the floor, revealing matching black lace panties that did absolutely nothing to hide the perfect curve of her ass, the shadow between her thighs.

Marcus stared, unable to look away as she pulled her camisole over her head. The black lace bra underneath cupped breasts that were perfect—full and high, pale skin spilling over the cups. She reached back to unhook it, letting it fall away.

Her breasts were magnificent. Pink nipples already hard, surrounded by areolas the size of quarters. They swayed slightly as she moved, heavy and real in a way that made Marcus's mouth water.

"You want to touch them?" Veronica asked, stepping closer. "Want to put your hands on me?"

"Yes," Marcus breathed. "Yes, ma'am, please."

"Then touch me."

His hands moved before his brain could catch up, cupping her breasts with reverent care. They were warm and soft and heavy in his palms, skin like silk. He traced his thumbs over her nipples and felt them harden further, heard Veronica's breath catch.

"Squeeze them," she instructed. "Harder. I like it rough."

He obeyed, kneading her flesh with increasing confidence, pinching her nipples between thumb and forefinger until she gasped. Her head fell back, exposing the elegant line of her throat.

"Good," she moaned. "Yesss, just like that."

Jade's hands had moved lower, one wrapping around his cock again while the other cupped his balls, rolling them gently in her palm. "He's so fucking hard," she murmured. "Think he can handle more?"

"Let's find out." Veronica stepped back, and Marcus nearly whimpered at the loss. She hooked her thumbs into her panties and slid them down, revealing the neat triangle of blonde hair between her thighs, the glistening pink of her pussy.

She was wet. Visibly, obviously wet, arousal coating her inner thighs.

"Get on the table," she commanded. "On your back."

Marcus moved on autopilot, climbing onto the conference table and lying back. The wood was cool against his overheated skin. He stared up at the ceiling, breathing hard, trying to process that this was real, that this was happening.

Veronica climbed onto the table with him, straddling his face. Her thighs framed his vision, muscular and pale. Her pussy hovered inches above his mouth, and Marcus could smell her—musky and sweet and utterly intoxicating.

"You're going to eat my pussy," she informed him. "And you're going to make me come. Have you ever done this before?"

"No, ma'am." The admission felt shameful and arousing simultaneously.

"I'll teach you." She lowered herself slowly, giving him time to adjust. "Lick me. Long, slow strokes. Explore."

Marcus extended his tongue tentatively, dragging it through her folds. The taste exploded across his taste buds—tangy and sweet and unlike anything he'd ever experienced. He licked again, more confidently, tracing from her entrance up to her clit.

"Mmmmm, yes," Veronica moaned above him. "Good boy. Now focus on my clit. Circle it with your tongue. Gentle at first."

He obeyed, learning her body through trial and error, paying attention to the sounds she made. When he hit the right spot, her thighs clenched around his head. When he sucked her clit between his lips, she ground down against his face with a guttural "Fuuuck."

Meanwhile, he felt mouths on his cock—plural. Keiko and Jade were both working him now, tongues sliding against each other as they licked his shaft, one focusing on his tip while the other sucked his balls into her mouth.

"Nnnghhh—" The sound was muffled against Veronica's pussy, vibrating against her clit in a way that made her gasp.

"Don't stop," she commanded, riding his face harder. "Make me come and I'll let you fuck one of us. Would you like that? Would you like to slide this virgin cock into a wet pussy?"

Marcus could only moan in response, doubling his efforts, licking and sucking until Veronica's thighs were trembling on either side of his head.

"Oh fuck oh fuck yes—right there—don't stop don't stop—" Her words dissolved into incoherent sounds as she ground against his mouth. Marcus felt her pussy clench, felt her whole body go rigid, and then she was coming, crying out "Yessss!" as her orgasm washed over her.

She collapsed forward, hands braced on the table above his head, breathing hard. Her pussy pulsed against his mouth, aftershocks making her twitch.

"Holy shit," she panted. "Not bad for a virgin."

She dismounted, and Marcus gasped for air, his face slick with her arousal. Looking down his body, he saw Keiko and Jade still working his cock, taking turns deep-throating him while maintaining eye contact with each other, clearly enjoying the show as much as the act itself.

"My turn," Jade announced, releasing him with a final lick. She stood, and Marcus watched as she pulled her crimson blouse over her head in one smooth motion.

She wasn't wearing a bra.

Her breasts were smaller than Veronica's but perfectly shaped, dark nipples hard against brown skin. Her stomach was cut with defined abs, a six-pack that spoke to serious dedication. She unzipped her skirt and let it fall, revealing simple black boy-shorts that hugged her muscular ass.

Those came off next, and Marcus stared at the neat patch of dark hair between her powerful thighs, the pink of her pussy lips barely visible.

"I'm going to ride you now," Jade informed him, climbing onto the table. "And you're going to lie there and let me use your cock however I want. You don't thrust unless I tell you to. Understand?"

"Yes, ma'am."

She straddled his hips, reaching down to position his cock at her entrance. Marcus felt her heat, felt how wet she was, and then she sank down in one smooth motion, taking him to the root.

"Oh—FUCK—" The sensation was overwhelming, indescribable. Tight. Hot. Wet. So much better than his hand, better than he'd ever imagined. Her pussy gripped him like a vice, inner muscles rippling.

"Mmmm, yesss," Jade moaned, head falling back. "Fuck, that's good. That's so fucking good."

She began to move, rolling her hips in slow, grinding circles that made Marcus see stars. Her breasts bounced with each movement, her thighs flexed, her abs contracted. She was a vision of strength and sexuality, using his body for her pleasure without apology.

"How does it feel?" Veronica asked, appearing at his side. She'd found her panties but remained topless, breasts swaying as she leaned down. "How does it feel to have your cock inside a woman for the first time?"

"Incredible," Marcus gasped. "So good—too good—I can't—"

"You can," Veronica murmured, reaching down to pinch his nipple hard. The sharp pain grounded him, pulled him back from the edge. "You can hold on. You want this job, don't you? Want all that money? Then prove you can handle us."

Jade was riding him harder now, bouncing on his cock with athletic precision. The wet sounds of their coupling filled the conference room—slap slap slap of skin against skin, the squelching of her pussy taking him again and again.

"Aaahh aahh aahh—fuck—your cock feels so good—mmmmm—gonna make myself come on it—" Jade's words dissolved into moans as she ground her clit against his pubic bone, chasing her orgasm.

Marcus felt it building in her, felt her pussy clench tighter, heard her breathing change. Then she was screaming "Yes yes YES fuck—" and coming hard, inner muscles rippling around him, trying to milk him dry.

It was too much. Marcus felt his orgasm cresting, unstoppable—

"Don't," Veronica hissed, pinching his nipple viciously. The pain cut through his pleasure just enough, just barely, to keep him from tipping over.

Jade collapsed forward onto his chest, breathing hard. "Fuck," she panted. "Fuck, that was good."

"He's still hard," Keiko observed, appearing on his other side. She'd stripped while he was distracted—tiny body revealed, small breasts with dark nipples, neat black hair between her thighs. "Impressive stamina."

"Let's see how long it lasts," Veronica said, smiling wickedly. "Jade, off. Keiko's turn."

Jade dismounted with a satisfied groan, Marcus's cock slipping free with an obscene wet sound. He lay there trembling, cock still achingly hard, slick with her arousal. Every nerve ending felt raw, oversensitized, like his whole body had become one exposed nerve.

"Look at him shaking," Keiko murmured, climbing onto the table. Unlike Jade's athletic power, Keiko moved with precise, calculated grace. Her petite frame seemed almost doll-like next to his lean body, her pale skin contrasting sharply with his warmer tone. "Poor thing. Three women using him and he hasn't come once. That must be torture."

"It is," Marcus managed, voice hoarse. "Ma'am."

"Good." She straddled him facing away, giving him a perfect view of her ass—small and tight, the curve of her spine elegant above it. "Because we're not done with you yet."

She reached back to grip his cock, positioning it at her entrance. Marcus felt her heat, felt how wet she was despite her clinical demeanor. Then she sank down slowly, agonizingly slowly, taking him inch by careful inch.

If Jade had been tight, Keiko was absolutely suffocating. Her small frame meant everything was smaller, tighter, gripping him like a fist as she worked herself down his shaft. Marcus made a sound that was half-moan, half-sob.

"Nnnghh—so full—" Keiko's prim British accent made the words even filthier somehow. "You're stretching me, Marcus. Can you feel how tight I am? How my pussy has to work to take you?"

"Yes—fuck—yes, ma'am—"

She began to ride him in reverse cowgirl, and Marcus discovered a new level of visual torture. He could see everything—his cock disappearing into her pussy with each downward stroke, slick with their combined arousal, her ass bouncing slightly with each impact. She reached down to rub her clit while riding him, small fingers working frantically.

"Do you like watching?" Veronica asked. She'd moved to stand at the end of the table, still topless, palming her own breasts. "Like seeing your cock slide into her? Seeing how wet she is for you?"

"God yes," Marcus groaned. He couldn't look away, mesmerized by the sight of Keiko impaling herself on him again and again, the wet sounds, the way her whole body trembled with pleasure.

"Tell us," Jade demanded. She'd sprawled in one of the conference chairs, legs spread, fingers buried in her own pussy. Apparently watching Keiko ride him was getting her worked up again. "Tell us how it feels."

"It feels—ahhh—incredible," Marcus panted. "So tight. So wet. I've never—I can't—it's too much—"

"Not too much," Veronica corrected. "Just enough. You're doing so well, Marcus. Taking everything we give you. Being such a good boy for us."

The praise shouldn't have affected him so much, but it did. Made him want to please them more, to prove he could handle anything they threw at him.

Keiko was riding him faster now, small breasts bouncing with each movement, her fingers rubbing furious circles on her clit. "Mmmm—close—so close—gonna come—aahhh—"

Her orgasm hit suddenly, her whole body going rigid, pussy clamping down on Marcus's cock so tight he actually whimpered. She threw her head back, black hair cascading down her back, and screamed "Oh fuck oh fuck YES—"

The rhythmic pulsing of her inner muscles was almost enough to trigger Marcus's own orgasm. He felt it building, pressure mounting at the base of his spine, his balls drawing up tight—

Keiko dismounted immediately, leaving him right on the edge, cock twitching desperately in empty air.

"No—please—" The words escaped before he could stop them. "Please, I need—"

"What do you need?" Veronica asked, moving to stand over him. She looked like a goddess from this angle, blonde hair slightly mussed, lips swollen, breasts heavy above him. "Use your words."

"I need to come," Marcus begged, past caring about dignity. "Please, ma'am, I need—it hurts—please—"

"Begging already." Jade laughed, but it wasn't cruel. "We've barely started, baby. You want this job? You need to prove you can last. That you can take whatever we give you and keep going."

"I can," Marcus insisted, though his cock throbbed almost painfully. "I can, I promise, just—please—"

"Tell you what." Veronica climbed onto the table, straddling his chest. Her pussy was right there, inches from his face, still wet from when he'd eaten her earlier. "You make me come again with just your tongue, and we'll let you finish. Deal?"

"Yes," Marcus gasped. "Yes, ma'am, please—"

She lowered herself onto his face without further preamble, and Marcus went to work with desperate enthusiasm. He licked and sucked, tongue circling her clit, learning what made her gasp and moan. His jaw ached, his face was soaked, but he didn't stop.

"Mmmm—good boy—yesss—" Veronica rode his face, grinding against his mouth. "Just like that—fuck—you're learning so fast—"

Meanwhile, he felt hands on his cock again. Jade and Keiko were both there, working him in tandem. One mouth on his tip, sucking hard, while the other licked his shaft and balls. They switched periodically, coordinating perfectly, driving him absolutely insane.

"Nnngghhh—" The moan vibrated against Veronica's clit, making her jerk.

"Don't stop—right there—oh god—" Her thighs clamped around his head as her second orgasm built. Marcus doubled down, sucking her clit between his lips, flicking it with his tongue until she was sobbing with pleasure.

"Fuck fuck FUCK—" Veronica came hard, flooding his mouth with her arousal, body convulsing above him. She collapsed forward, bracing herself on the table, breathing in ragged gasps.

When she finally moved, Marcus gulped air desperately. His face was drenched, his jaw screamed, but he'd done it. He'd made her come again.

"Please," he begged, looking down at Jade and Keiko still working his cock. "Please, I did what you asked, please let me—"

"Shhhh." Jade released him, climbing up his body to kiss him deeply, tasting Veronica on his tongue. "You've been so good. Such a perfect toy. You deserve a reward."

She positioned herself over his cock, sinking down in one smooth motion. Marcus cried out at the sensation—wet heat enveloping him again, Jade's powerful thighs bracketing his hips.

"You can come," Veronica said, stroking his hair almost tenderly. "When you're ready, you can let go."

But now that he had permission, Marcus found himself wanting to last, wanting to prove himself. Jade was riding him hard, bouncing on his cock with athletic precision, and he focused on her—the way her breasts bounced, the flex of her abs, the pleasure written across her face.

"Aahhh—fuck—your cock—mmmm—" Jade was chasing another orgasm, grinding her clit against him with each downward thrust.

Keiko had moved to his side, leaning down to suck one of his nipples into her mouth while Veronica worked the other. The dual sensation combined with Jade's pussy was overwhelming.

"Come for us," Veronica murmured. "Fill her pussy. Show us what a good boy you are."

Jade slammed down one final time, her pussy clenching around him as she came with a scream, and Marcus finally let go. His orgasm crashed through him like a tidal wave, whites exploding behind his eyes. He came and came, pumping what felt like endless ropes of cum deep inside Jade's pussy while she milked him dry.

"Fuuuuck—" The word was drawn out, guttural, as pleasure short-circuited every thought. He'd never come so hard in his life, never felt anything so intense. It went on forever, wave after wave, until he collapsed back onto the table completely spent.

Jade dismounted slowly, cum immediately starting to leak from her pussy. She didn't seem to care, just climbed off the table with a satisfied smile.

Marcus lay there boneless, chest heaving, trying to remember how to think.

"Well," Veronica said, looking down at him with satisfaction. "I think that went well."

The conference room door opened.

Marcus's head jerked up, panic flooding through post-orgasmic haze. Someone else was here. Someone had just walked in and he was naked on a conference table covered in three different women's arousal and—

"Sorry we're late," a new voice said, cheerful and bright. "Traffic was hell."

Marcus managed to turn his head enough to see four more women entering the room. Four. More. Women.

The first was a redhead, maybe late twenties, with wild curly hair and curves that would make a pinup model jealous. She wore a sundress that showed off spectacular cleavage and thick thighs. Freckles dusted across her nose and chest.

The second was Latina, early thirties, with long dark hair and the kind of elegant beauty that belonged on magazine covers. She wore a business suit that was somehow even more expensive-looking than Veronica's, tailored to perfection.

The third was also Asian—Chinese maybe, or Korean—mid-twenties, with short hair dyed platinum blonde and multiple piercings in her ears. She wore ripped jeans and a tank top that showed off full sleeve tattoos on both arms.

The fourth was South Asian, possibly Indian, late twenties, with honey-colored skin and long black hair in a thick braid. She wore a elegant wrap dress that hinted at curves beneath.

All four stopped just inside the doorway, taking in the scene—Marcus naked and clearly just-fucked on the conference table, Veronica and Jade topless, Keiko completely nude.

"Oh good," the redhead said, grinning. "You already started the interview. How'd he do?"

"Excellently," Veronica reported, sliding off the table to retrieve her clothes. "He's trainable, obedient, and has impressive stamina for a virgin. Or former virgin, I should say."

The four newcomers approached, and Marcus felt fresh panic. Surely they didn't expect him to—he couldn't possibly—

"I'm Sophie," the redhead introduced herself, extending a hand. Marcus shook it awkwardly, hyperaware that he was still naked. "The grumpy-looking one in the suit is Isabella. The one with the tattoos is Mei. And the beauty in the wrap dress is Priya."

"H-hello," Marcus managed.

"Seven of us total," Sophie explained unnecessarily. "We share everything. Including you, if you take the job."

"The salary is actually $250,000," Isabella added, her accent faintly Spanish. "Plus full benefits, housing in the building's penthouse level, and basically anything else you need. In exchange, you live here, you're available when we want you, and you learn to please all of us exactly how we like it."

Marcus's brain was still trying to process that he'd just had sex with three women, and now four more were casually discussing owning him.

"I know it's a lot," Priya said gently, sitting on the edge of the table near his feet. Her accent was British, like Keiko's. "But think about it. No more struggling. No more working yourself to death for poverty wages. You'd be comfortable. Safe. And we'd take very good care of you."

"We'd fuck you absolutely senseless," Mei corrected bluntly. "But yeah, also the other stuff."

Marcus looked between the seven women—gorgeous, powerful, clearly wealthy beyond his imagining. They were offering him everything he'd ever wanted: financial security, stability, a life without constant stress and fear. All he had to do was surrender his body, his autonomy, let them use him however they wanted.

It should have been a difficult decision.

"Yes," he heard himself say. "I'll take the job."

Sophie's grin was absolutely wicked. "Perfect. Your first day starts now."

She began unbuttoning her sundress.

Sophie's sundress hit the floor in a whisper of cotton, revealing a body that made Marcus's exhausted cock twitch with renewed interest despite everything. She wasn't wearing a bra—her breasts were massive, easily D-cups, pale and heavy with large pink nipples already hard. Her stomach was soft, curving gently, leading to wide hips and thick thighs. A neat triangle of red hair covered her mound.

She was all curves and softness, fertility goddess made flesh, and she smiled at his obvious appreciation.

"Like what you see?" Sophie purred, climbing onto the table. She crawled toward him on hands and knees, breasts swaying hypnotically. "Good. Because I'm going to sit on your face and you're going to make me come at least twice before I let you up. Think you can handle that?"

Marcus's jaw still ached from eating out Veronica twice, but he found himself nodding. "Yes, ma'am."

"Such a quick learner." Sophie straddled his face without further preamble, lowering her pussy onto his mouth. She was already wet, arousal coating her inner thighs, the scent of her filling his nostrils.

Marcus extended his tongue, licking through her folds experimentally. Her taste was different from Veronica's—sweeter somehow, with a hint of something almost fruity. He licked again, gaining confidence, circling her clit the way he'd learned worked on Veronica.

"Mmmm—yes—good boy—" Sophie ground down against his face, generous ass smothering him slightly. "Use your tongue—aahhh—just like that—"

Meanwhile, he felt hands on his body again. Multiple hands. Someone was stroking his cock back to hardness—impossible, he'd just come, he was spent—but apparently his twenty-six-year-old body had other ideas.

"He's getting hard again already," Mei observed, sounding impressed. "Fuck, he really is perfect."

"Let me see." That was Isabella's voice, cultured and commanding. Marcus felt the bed dip as she joined them, still fully dressed in her expensive suit. "Hmm. Seven and a half inches, good girth. Stays hard after orgasm. Responds well to direction."

She was talking about him like he was a piece of equipment, cataloging specifications, and somehow that made his cock throb harder in whoever's hand was stroking it.

"His nipples are very sensitive," Keiko added helpfully. "And he likes it when you're rough with them."

"Does he?" Isabella's fingers found his left nipple, pinching hard enough to make Marcus gasp against Sophie's pussy. "Interesting."

Sophie's thighs clamped around his head as his gasp sent vibrations through her clit. "Oh fuck—do that again—"

Isabella pinched harder, twisting slightly, and Marcus moaned into Sophie's pussy. The pain was sharp and bright, mixing with the pleasure of hands on his cock, the wet heat of Sophie's arousal coating his face.

"Yes yes yes—" Sophie was riding his face now, grinding her clit against his tongue with increasing desperation. "Right there—don't stop—gonna come—"

Marcus sucked her clit between his lips, flicking it rapidly with his tongue, and Sophie screamed. Her pussy gushed against his mouth, thighs trembling, whole body shaking with the force of her orgasm.

"Fuuuuck—" She collapsed forward, bracing herself on the table above his head, panting. "Holy shit. That was—wow."

But she didn't dismount. Just shifted her hips slightly, positioning herself again. "One more. You promised me two."

Marcus went back to work despite his aching jaw, despite the fact that he could barely breathe. His world had narrowed to Sophie's pussy, the taste of her, the sounds she made. Everything else faded into background noise.

Except it was hard to ignore the mouth that had just closed around his cock.

He couldn't see who it was—Sophie's body blocked his view—but whoever it was knew exactly what they were doing. A tongue swirled around his tip, dipping into his slit, before lips sealed around him and sucked hard.

"Nnnghhh—" The moan was muffled against Sophie's pussy, making her gasp.

"I think he likes your mouth, Priya," Veronica commented from somewhere nearby. "Look how his cock is twitching."

Priya hummed in acknowledgment, the vibration traveling through Marcus's cock and making his hips jerk involuntarily. She took him deeper, inch by inch, until he hit the back of her throat. Then she swallowed around him, throat contracting, and Marcus saw stars.

"Focus," Sophie commanded, grinding against his face. "You don't get to come again until I do."

Marcus redoubled his efforts, tongue working frantically against her clit while Priya's mouth drove him absolutely insane. The dual sensation was overwhelming—giving and receiving pleasure simultaneously, his body caught between Sophie's demands and Priya's skilled mouth.

Sophie's second orgasm built slower, a gradual crescendo rather than a sudden peak. Her moans grew louder, breathier, her grinding more erratic. "Yes—oh god—don't stop—please don't stop—"

Marcus didn't stop. His tongue was cramping, his jaw screamed in protest, but he kept going until Sophie finally shattered above him with a long, drawn-out "Aaaaahhhhh—"

She practically collapsed, sliding off his face to sprawl beside him on the table. Marcus gasped for air, face absolutely drenched, and finally got a look at Priya.

She was exquisite. Honey-colored skin, delicate features, those intelligent dark eyes watching him as she deep-throated his cock with practiced ease. Her wrap dress had come partially undone, revealing the upper curve of full breasts constrained by a burgundy lace bra.

"My turn properly," she said, releasing his cock with an obscene pop. She stood gracefully, unwrapping her dress completely and letting it fall. Her body was stunning—full breasts, narrow waist, curved hips, smooth skin without a blemish. She wore matching burgundy lace panties that she slid down her legs, revealing a completely bare pussy.

"I prefer to be eaten out from behind," Priya informed him matter-of-factly, climbing onto the table and positioning herself on hands and knees, ass in the air. "So get behind me and use that talented tongue."

Marcus scrambled to obey, positioning himself behind her. From this angle, he could see everything—the pink of her pussy lips, already glistening with arousal, the tight pucker of her asshole just above.

"Well?" Priya looked back at him over her shoulder, eyebrow raised. "I'm waiting."

He leaned forward and dragged his tongue through her folds, root to tip, tasting her. She was different again—less sweet than Sophie, more musky, with an almost spicy quality. He explored with his tongue, learning her anatomy, finding what made her gasp and moan.

"Mmmm—good—" Priya's cultured British accent made even her moans sound elegant. "Now my ass. Lick it."

Marcus froze. "I—what?"

"My ass," she repeated patiently. "Rim me. Use your tongue on my asshole."

He'd never even considered doing something like that. It seemed dirty, wrong, taboo—

"It's clean, I promise," Priya assured him. "We all prepared thoroughly before coming here today. And if you're going to work for us, you need to be willing to do everything we ask. Including things that make you uncomfortable."

Marcus hesitated, heart pounding. This was a test, he realized. They wanted to see how far he'd go, how much he'd submit.

He leaned forward and dragged his tongue over her asshole.

Priya moaned, deep and guttural. "Yes—good boy—do it again—"

Marcus did, gaining confidence. It wasn't as bad as he'd feared—just skin, really, sensitive and intimate. He licked around the rim, felt it clench and relax under his tongue, heard Priya's moans grow louder.

"Push your tongue inside," she commanded. "Fuck my ass with your tongue—"

He obeyed, pointing his tongue and pressing against her entrance. It resisted briefly, then yielded, allowing him to slip inside. The sensation was bizarre, tight and hot, and Priya practically screamed with pleasure.

"Oh fuck oh fuck—" Her hand had moved between her legs, fingers rubbing frantically at her clit while Marcus tongue-fucked her ass. "Yes—right there—don't stop—"

Meanwhile, someone had moved behind Marcus. He felt hands spreading his ass cheeks, felt breath ghost over his own asshole, and tensed.

"Relax," Mei's voice, amused and dark. "If you're gonna eat ass, seems only fair someone returns the favor."

Then her tongue was on him, licking around his entrance, and Marcus made a sound he'd never made before—high and desperate and absolutely filthy.

"Nnngghhh—oh god—"

"Like that?" Mei laughed, then dove back in, tongue working around his rim before pressing inside.

The sensation was indescribable. Wrong and right simultaneously, pleasure edged with taboo. Marcus's cock throbbed desperately, untouched but achingly hard.

"Please—" He wasn't even sure what he was begging for anymore.

"Please what?" Isabella asked. She'd finally stripped, revealing a body that belonged in art museums—classical beauty, olive skin, perfect proportions. She lay down on the table in front of Priya, spreading her legs. "Priya, eat me while he eats you. Let's make a chain."

Priya didn't need to be told twice. She buried her face between Isabella's thighs, and Isabella gasped "Sí—just like that—"

So now Marcus was tongue-fucking Priya's ass while she ate out Isabella, while Mei rimmed him from behind. The chain of pleasure was almost too much to process.

"Someone ride his cock," Veronica suggested. "He's hard enough to cut glass and he's just hanging there unused."

"I've got it." Sophie, recovered from her orgasms, slid underneath Marcus on her back, reaching up to guide his cock into her pussy.

The position was awkward—him on his knees, bent forward to reach Priya's ass, Sophie beneath him—but when she pulled him down into her wet heat, Marcus nearly blacked out from sensation overload.

"Fuck—" Sophie's pussy was even tighter than he expected given her size, gripping him perfectly. "Yes—fuck me—move—"

Marcus tried to thrust, tried to coordinate his movements between eating Priya's ass and fucking Sophie, while Mei's tongue worked magic on his own asshole. It was too much, too many sensations, too many demands on his body.

"I can't—" he gasped, pulling away from Priya. "I can't—it's too much—I'm gonna—"

"Then come," Veronica said, appearing beside them. She'd been watching, apparently, stroking her own pussy while the orgy unfolded. "Come in Sophie's pussy. Fill her up. Show us how good we make you feel."

Permission granted, Marcus let go. He thrust into Sophie hard, chasing his second orgasm of the day, feeling it build at the base of his spine while Mei's tongue worked his ass.

"Yes—harder—fuck me harder—" Sophie was bucking beneath him, meeting his thrusts, her huge breasts bouncing with each impact.

Priya came first, screaming into Isabella's pussy as her orgasm hit. The vibrations made Isabella cry out "Dios mío—" and come seconds later, both women shaking with pleasure.

Their pleasure triggered Sophie's. She clamped down on Marcus's cock like a vice, pussy rhythmically milking him, and that was it—he was gone.

His second orgasm wasn't as intense as the first but lasted longer, rolling through him in waves as he pumped Sophie full of cum. He collapsed forward onto her soft body, completely spent, every muscle trembling.

"Holy fuck," Sophie breathed, stroking his hair. "That was incredible."

Mei finally pulled away from his ass, and Marcus felt the absence keenly. His asshole was sensitive, tingling, hyperaware in a way it had never been before.

"I think we broke him," Keiko observed clinically.

"Just temporarily," Jade assured her. "He'll recover. They always do at his age."

Marcus lay there in the aftermath, cum leaking from Sophie's pussy around his softening cock, his face sticky with multiple women's arousal, his body wrung out and trembling.

Seven women. Seven gorgeous, insatiable women who wanted to use him like a toy.

And he'd agreed to it.

What the fuck had he just gotten himself into?

"Alright," Veronica said, all business again. She'd retrieved her clothes and was getting dressed with the same efficiency she'd stripped with. "That was the fun part. Now we need to discuss logistics."

Marcus managed to lift his head. "Logistics?"

"Where you'll live, what your schedule looks like, rules and expectations." She pulled out a tablet from somewhere, already scrolling through what looked like a contract. "You'll move into the penthouse level—we have a private apartment set up for our... employee. Bedroom, bathroom, small kitchen. You're free to decorate it however you like within reason."

"You'll have regular hours," Isabella added, also dressing. "Monday through Friday, 6 PM to midnight. Weekends, noon to midnight. During those hours, you're on call—if one of us wants you, you come immediately. Outside those hours, your time is your own."

"We'll provide a stipend for food, clothing, personal items," Priya continued, wrapping herself back in her dress. "Healthcare is fully covered, including dental and vision. The $250,000 salary is post-tax, direct deposited biweekly."

Marcus's head was spinning. They had this all planned out, formalized, like he really was just an employee. Albeit one they fucked regularly.

"There are rules," Keiko said, glasses back on, looking every bit the prim professional despite being naked moments ago. "No outside relationships without permission. We own your sexual availability during contract hours. Monthly STI testing, required. Use of condoms is optional and at our discretion—we're all on birth control and clean."

"You're expected to maintain your fitness and appearance," Jade added. "We'll provide a gym membership, personal trainer if you want. Regular grooming appointments. You represent us, so you need to look good."

"And you'll receive training," Mei said with a wicked grin. "Sex training. We're going to teach you how to fuck properly, how to eat pussy, how to use your mouth, your hands, your cock. How to take direction. How to submit."

"Think of it like an apprenticeship," Sophie suggested cheerfully, now also dressed in her sundress. "Except instead of learning plumbing or carpentry, you're learning how to please seven demanding women."

"The contract is for one year initially," Veronica said, swiping through screens. "After that, we renegotiate terms if everyone wants to continue. You can leave at any time with two weeks notice, but you forfeit any unvested bonuses."

"Bonuses?" Marcus croaked.

"Performance incentives." Isabella smiled. "If you exceed expectations, make us particularly happy, you get extra. Could be anywhere from $10K to $50K depending on the achievement."

Marcus's brain was struggling to process actual numbers. $250K base. Potentially $300K with bonuses. For sex. For letting seven beautiful women use his body.

It still didn't feel real.

"We need an answer now," Veronica said, meeting his eyes. "Contract starts today if you agree. We'll give you tonight to move your essentials—we'll handle moving the rest of your stuff tomorrow. But you sleep here tonight. In our building. As ours."

"I..." Marcus looked around at seven faces watching him with varying expressions—hunger, amusement, curiosity, satisfaction. "Yes. I'll sign."

Veronica's smile was triumphant. "Excellent. Welcome to Velvet Enterprises, Marcus Chen. Your life just got very interesting."

She pulled out a pen, pulling up the contract on her tablet.

Marcus took the pen with shaking hands and signed his name, sealing his fate.

He belonged to them now.

And god help him, he couldn't wait to find out what came next.

"Perfect," Veronica said, taking the tablet back and reviewing the signature. "The contract is executed. You're officially ours now." She set the tablet aside and looked at him with renewed hunger. "Which means we don't have to hold back anymore."

Marcus was still naked, still covered in the evidence of their earlier activities, his cock soft against his thigh. "Hold back? You were holding back?"

"That was the interview," Jade said with a predatory grin. "Gentle. Testing your limits. Making sure you could handle the basics." She stood, stretching her muscular body with languid grace. "Now? Now we get to really play with you."

"But first, orientation," Isabella said practically. She gestured to the door. "Come. Let's show you your new home."

Marcus looked around for his clothes, but Mei had already gathered them. "These are going in the trash," she announced. "We'll get you a proper wardrobe tomorrow. For now, you can walk naked. It's just us in this part of the building after hours."

"I can't just—" Marcus protested, but seven pairs of eyes fixed on him with identical expressions of amused authority.

"You can and you will," Veronica said smoothly. "First lesson in your employment: when we tell you to do something, you do it. No arguments. No hesitation. Understood?"

Marcus swallowed hard, feeling his cock give an interested twitch despite his exhaustion. "Yes, ma'am."

"Good boy." Sophie moved to his side, running her fingers down his chest. "Don't worry, baby. The building is secure. No one will see you except us."

They led him out of the conference room, seven clothed women and one very naked man, into the hallway. The frosted glass doors they passed remained closed, but Marcus still felt exposed, vulnerable, his bare feet silent on the plush carpet while their heels clicked rhythmically.

They took him to a private elevator at the end of the hall, one that required a keycard to access. Veronica swiped hers and the doors opened onto a space that was somehow even more luxurious than the main elevator—mirrored walls, soft lighting, a small bench upholstered in black leather.

"Penthouse levels," Isabella explained as they crowded in around him. "Sixty-fifth through seventieth floors. We each have our own apartment. You'll have one too—sixty-fifth, right below ours."

The elevator began to climb. In the mirrored walls, Marcus could see himself surrounded by seven beautiful women, his naked body on full display. He looked thoroughly used—hair messed, face still sticky, hickeys already forming on his neck and chest from enthusiastic mouths.

"You look well-fucked," Keiko observed, following his gaze. "It's a good look on you."

"He's going to look like this a lot," Priya added with a small smile. "We're not gentle women, Marcus. We take what we want, and we want it often."

The elevator dinged—sixty-fifth floor.

The doors opened onto a private hallway with only one door—a heavy wooden thing with a modern keypad lock. Veronica produced a key card and pressed it into his hand.

"This is yours," she said. "Your sanctuary. When you're not working, this space is entirely yours. We won't enter without permission unless it's an emergency."

Marcus took the card with trembling fingers and unlocked the door.

The apartment beyond made his entire current living situation—a shitty studio in a bad neighborhood with water-stained ceilings and a broken AC—look like a homeless shelter by comparison.

The main space was open-concept, combining living room and kitchen, with floor-to-ceiling windows offering a panoramic view of the city lights. The furniture was modern and expensive—a large sectional sofa in charcoal gray, a glass coffee table, abstract art on the walls. The kitchen featured high-end appliances in stainless steel, marble countertops, a breakfast bar with leather stools.

"Bedroom's through there," Jade said, pointing to a door on the left. "Bathroom's attached. Walk-in closet—empty now, but we'll fill it tomorrow."

Marcus walked through the apartment in a daze, bare feet sinking into plush carpet. The bedroom was dominated by a king-size bed with crisp white linens, more art on the walls, nightstands with modern lamps. The bathroom was a wet dream in marble and glass—a massive walk-in shower with multiple heads, a soaking tub, double vanity, heated floors.

"This is..." He couldn't find words. "This is insane."

"This is your life now," Veronica corrected. "Get used to luxury, Marcus. You're not struggling anymore. You're ours, and we take care of what belongs to us."

"Speaking of which," Sophie said, flopping onto his new bed with cheerful irreverence, "we should christen the place properly. Can't have him sleeping in an unfucked bed his first night."

"Agreed," Mei said, already pulling her tank top over her head. Her full sleeve tattoos were even more impressive fully revealed—intricate designs in black and red, dragons and flowers and geometric patterns flowing down her arms. She unhooked her bra, revealing small breasts with pierced nipples—silver barbells through each one.

Marcus stared. He'd never seen pierced nipples in real life before.

"Like them?" Mei cupped her breasts, thumbs brushing the barbells. "They make them crazy sensitive. Want to try?"

Before he could answer, she crossed the room and took his hand, placing it on her breast. Marcus touched tentatively, feeling the metal of the barbell, the hardness of her nipple beneath.

"Tug on it," Mei instructed. "Gently at first."

He did, pulling the barbell slightly, and Mei gasped, "Aahhh—yes—fuck that's good—"

"Harder," she demanded, and Marcus pulled harder, watching her face contort with pleasure-pain. "Yes! Just like that—mmmm—"

His cock was hardening again—impossible, he'd already come twice, but apparently being surrounded by seven naked and semi-naked women in his new bedroom was enough to wake his twenty-six-year-old libido.

"Look at that," Priya murmured, dropping to her knees in front of him. She wrapped her elegant fingers around his growing erection, stroking slowly. "He's getting hard again. Such a responsive toy."

"How many times do you think we can make him come tonight?" Keiko wondered aloud, stripping off her cardigan and blouse. "Five? Six?"

"Let's find out," Veronica said, voice dark with promise.

What followed was an education in pleasure unlike anything Marcus could have imagined.

They took turns with him, sometimes one-on-one, sometimes in groups, teaching him with hands and mouths and bodies what each of them liked, what made them gasp and moan and scream.

Isabella liked it rough—wanted him to grab her hair while she sucked his cock, wanted him to fuck her hard enough to leave bruises on her hips. She rode him reverse cowgirl on the bed, his hands gripping her waist while she bounced on his cock with athletic precision.

"Sí sí sí—" she chanted, head thrown back, long dark hair cascading down her back. "Más duro—harder—fuck me harder—"

Marcus thrust up into her, watching his cock disappear into her tight pussy, mesmerized by the sight. Her ass bounced with each impact, the wet sounds of their coupling obscene in the quiet bedroom.

"Pull my hair," Isabella commanded, and Marcus reached up to fist his hand in her hair, pulling her head back. She screamed, "Mierda—yes—just like that—gonna come—ay dios—"

Her pussy clenched around him as she came, milking his cock, and Marcus felt his third orgasm building. "I'm—I'm gonna—"

"Don't you dare," Veronica said sharply from where she watched. "You don't come until we say so."

Marcus gritted his teeth, fighting the urge, thinking of anything unsexy—taxes, his student loans, his terrible former boss—until the urge subsided. Isabella dismounted with a satisfied sound, cum leaking from her pussy.

"Good control," she praised, patting his cheek. "You're learning."

Sophie wanted something different—wanted him between her thick thighs, eating her pussy while she played with her own massive breasts, pinching and pulling her nipples until they were dark pink and swollen.

"Yes—right there—fuck yes—" She ground against his face, generous ass suffocating him slightly, and Marcus worked his tongue frantically, circling her clit, dipping into her entrance. "Suck it—suck my clit—please—"

He sealed his lips around her swollen clit and sucked hard, and Sophie came with a scream that probably echoed through the entire building. Her thighs clamped around his head, trapping him, while her pussy gushed arousal.

When she finally released him, Marcus gasped for air, face absolutely drenched.

"Jesus," Sophie breathed, collapsing back onto the bed. "That tongue should be registered as a weapon."

Jade wanted to explore his ass properly.

"On your hands and knees," she commanded, and Marcus obeyed despite the flutter of nervousness in his stomach. He'd never let anyone touch him there except Mei's tongue earlier, and something about Jade's predatory expression suggested she had more in mind than just rimming.

She knelt behind him, strong hands spreading his ass cheeks. Marcus felt exposed, vulnerable, every nerve ending in his body hyper-aware.

"Beautiful," Jade murmured, and then her tongue was on him, licking around his entrance with skilled precision. Marcus moaned into the bedding, cock throbbing against his stomach.

"Nnngghhh—"

"Like that?" Jade's voice was amused. "Like having your ass eaten, baby?"

"Yes—yes ma'am—fuck—"

She worked him open with her tongue, pushing inside, fucking him with it until he was writhing and begging incoherently. Then she pulled back, and Marcus heard a cap clicking open.

"This is lube," Jade explained, and Marcus felt cold gel against his entrance. "I'm going to finger you. Just one to start. It might feel weird at first, but trust me—you're going to love it."

A fingertip pressed against his hole, circling, pressing gently. Marcus tensed.

"Relax," Jade instructed. "Push out like you're trying to go to the bathroom. It'll help."

Marcus tried, and felt her finger slide inside to the first knuckle. The sensation was bizarre—not painful exactly, but strange, foreign, a fullness he wasn't accustomed to.

"Breathe," Jade coached, working her finger deeper. "Just breathe and relax."

She began to move her finger in and out, slowly at first, letting him adjust. Then she curled it, pressing against something inside him, and Marcus screamed.

"FUCK—what—oh god—"

Pleasure exploded through him, different from anything he'd ever felt. Not like his cock being touched, not like cumming, but intense and all-consuming, radiating from deep inside.

"That's your prostate," Jade explained, sounding extremely satisfied. "Your p-spot. Feels good, doesn't it?"

"Yes—fuck yes—please—"

She worked him mercilessly, finger fucking his ass while targeting his prostate with expert precision. Marcus was reduced to moaning, begging, completely at her mercy.

"You're going to come from this," Jade told him. "From my finger in your ass. And when you do, it's going to be the most intense orgasm of your life. You ready?"

"Please—yes—please make me come—"

Priya slid under him, taking his cock into her mouth, and the combination of Jade's finger massaging his prostate and Priya's hot wet mouth was too much.

Marcus came with a full-body shudder, cum pouring down Priya's throat while his ass clenched rhythmically around Jade's finger. The orgasm seemed to last forever, waves of pleasure rolling through him, leaving him trembling and gasping.

"Holy fuck," he managed when he could speak again. "That was—I've never—"

"Prostate orgasms are intense," Jade agreed, slowly withdrawing her finger. "And that's just the beginning. Wait until we work you up to three fingers. Or a toy."

Marcus's spent cock gave a valiant twitch at the suggestion.

Keiko wanted control—wanted him tied to the bed, wrists bound to the headboard with silk scarves she produced from somewhere, leaving him spread-eagle and helpless.

"The safe word is still red," she reminded him as she secured the last knot. "Use it if you need to. Otherwise, you're mine."

She straddled his face without warning, lowering her pussy onto his mouth. Marcus went to work immediately, tongue exploring her folds, finding her clit.

Meanwhile, Keiko leaned forward into a sixty-nine position, taking his semi-hard cock into her mouth. The position put her weight on him, making it slightly harder to breathe, but Marcus found he didn't mind. There was something intensely erotic about being pinned, controlled, used.

Keiko sucked him back to hardness with ruthless efficiency, taking him deep into her throat while simultaneously grinding against his face. Marcus licked and sucked frantically, trying to breathe between her thrusts.

"Mmmm—good boy—" Keiko's voice was muffled around his cock. "Making me so wet—"

She came first, crying out around his cock, pussy flooding his mouth with arousal. But she didn't stop—just kept sucking him until Marcus was writhing against his restraints, desperate to touch her, to grab her hips, to do anything but lie there helplessly while she drove him insane.

"Please—" he begged when she finally pulled off. "Please let me come—"

"Not yet," Keiko said primly, dismounting. She left him tied to the bed, cock achingly hard, while she retrieved something from her purse.

It was a cock ring—black silicone, with a small vibrating bullet attached.

"This," she explained, sliding it down his shaft and positioning it at the base of his cock, "will keep you hard. And keep you from coming. Even if you want to."

She turned on the vibration, and Marcus gasped as pleasure radiated through his cock and balls. His hips jerked involuntarily.

"Now you're going to lie there," Keiko said sweetly, "while we all use you. And you're not going to come until I take this off. Understand?"

Marcus could only moan in response, already overwhelmed by the vibrations.

What followed was a blur of pleasure-torture as woman after woman climbed onto the bed to use him. Sometimes they rode his cock, grinding against the vibrating ring at the base that stimulated their clits. Sometimes they sat on his face, making him eat them until they came. Sometimes they just touched him, hands exploring his body, pinching his nipples, stroking his thighs, keeping him perpetually on edge.

Mei straddled him reverse cowgirl, her tattooed back a work of art as she bounced on his cock. The vibrations from the ring combined with her tight pussy had Marcus seeing stars.

"Fuck—please—I need to come—please—" He was past coherent thought, reduced to begging.

"Not yet," Mei said breathlessly, chasing her own orgasm. "Not until I come—fuck your cock feels so good—"

She reached down to rub her clit while riding him, and Marcus felt her pussy clench as her orgasm hit. "Yes yes YES—oh fuck—"

Veronica took her turn, riding him facing forward so she could watch his face contort with desperate pleasure. She was merciless, grinding against the cock ring until she came twice, soaking his cock and thighs with her arousal, while Marcus writhed and begged beneath her.

"Look at you," she purred, leaning down to kiss him deeply. "So desperate. So needy. Such a good toy for us."

"Please—Veronica—please let me come—it hurts—"

"Does it?" She clenched her pussy around him experimentally, and Marcus nearly sobbed. "Poor baby. Maybe if you ask nicely, Keiko will let you."

"Please—Keiko—please—I'll do anything—please—"

Keiko, who'd been watching from a chair with obvious satisfaction, finally took mercy. She climbed onto the bed and removed the cock ring, and the sudden relief was almost as intense as an orgasm itself.

"You can come now," she said, positioning herself over his cock. "Fill my pussy. Show us how desperate you are."

She sank down onto him, and Marcus came immediately, not even needing to thrust. His fourth orgasm of the night crashed through him with devastating intensity, every muscle locking, back arching off the bed despite his restraints.

"FUCK—FUCK—OHGOD—" The words were ripped from him as he emptied himself into Keiko's pussy, cum pumping endlessly while she milked him with deliberate clenches of her inner muscles.

When it finally subsided, Marcus collapsed back onto the bed, completely boneless. Keiko untied his wrists, and he couldn't even lift his arms—they just flopped limply to his sides.

"I think we actually broke him this time," Sophie observed with amusement.

"He'll recover," Veronica said confidently. "Won't you, Marcus?"

Marcus managed a weak nod, too exhausted to speak.

They let him rest for maybe ten minutes, bringing him water and a protein bar from his new kitchen, before Priya decided she wanted her proper turn.

"I want your mouth again," she said, straddling his face. "And this time, I want you to really explore. Lick everywhere. My pussy, my ass, everything."

Marcus obeyed despite his exhaustion, tongue working over every inch of her. He rimmed her thoroughly, pushing his tongue inside her ass while she moaned above him, then moved to her pussy, licking through her folds, circling her clit.

Meanwhile, Sophie was between his legs, coaxing his cock back to hardness with her mouth and hands. How she was managing it after four orgasms, Marcus had no idea, but apparently his body had infinite capacity where these women were concerned.

"That's it," Sophie encouraged, taking him deep. "Get nice and hard for me—"

When he was fully erect again—gods, how was that even possible—Sophie straddled him, guiding his cock into her pussy. She rode him slowly, sensuously, while Priya ground against his face.

They came within seconds of each other, Priya first with a dignified gasp, Sophie following with a louder cry. Marcus held on desperately, fighting his own orgasm, until Veronica gave permission.

"Come," she commanded. "One more time. Give Sophie everything you have left."

His fifth orgasm was almost painful, his balls completely drained, but he came anyway, a few weak spurts that Sophie took with obvious satisfaction.

After that, they finally let him rest properly.

The seven women cleaned themselves up in his bathroom, emerging dressed and put-together while Marcus lay sprawled on his bed, naked and thoroughly used, cum leaking from his softening cock, hickeys and bite marks decorating his skin.

"Sleep well," Veronica said, leaning down to kiss his forehead. "Tomorrow we'll get you properly settled—clothes, toiletries, all that boring stuff. And tomorrow night, your real training begins."

"Training?" Marcus managed weakly.

"Oh yes," Jade said with a wicked grin. "Tonight was just play. Tomorrow we start teaching you properly. How to fuck. How to last. How to please each of us exactly how we like it. How to submit completely."

"You're going to be perfect," Keiko added, adjusting her glasses. "By the time we're done with you, you'll be the best fucktoy in existence."

They filed out, leaving Marcus alone in his new apartment, in his new bed, in his new life.

He should have felt overwhelmed. Terrified. Like he'd made a terrible mistake.

Instead, as he drifted off to sleep, Marcus felt something he hadn't felt in years: safe. Wanted. Taken care of.

He belonged to seven demanding, insatiable women who would use him however they wanted.

And he couldn't fucking wait.


Chapter 2: Training Begins

Marcus woke to sunlight streaming through floor-to-ceiling windows, momentarily disoriented by the unfamiliar ceiling, the expensive sheets against his skin, the absence of traffic noise from the street below. Then memory crashed back—the interview, the seven women, the contract, the orgy that had christened his new bed.

He sat up with a groan, every muscle in his body screaming protest. His jaw ached from eating pussy for hours. His cock was tender, oversensitized from five orgasms. Hickeys and bite marks decorated his chest, neck, and thighs in purple-red constellations. His ass felt strange—not painful exactly, but aware in a way it had never been before, a phantom sensation of Jade's finger inside him.

The clock on the nightstand read 9:47 AM. He'd slept almost ten hours.

Marcus stumbled to the bathroom, catching his reflection in the massive mirror above the double vanity. He looked thoroughly debauched—hair sticking up in all directions, face still slightly sticky despite sleeping, eyes heavy-lidded and dazed. The hickeys on his neck were particularly visible, dark enough that no amount of concealer would hide them.

Not that he had any concealer. Or any clothes. Or toiletries beyond the luxury hotel-style basics already stocked in the bathroom—expensive shampoo, conditioner, body wash, a toothbrush still in its package.

He showered, letting hot water pound tired muscles, washing away the dried evidence of last night's activities. The bathroom had one of those rainfall showerheads plus multiple side jets, and Marcus stood there for a long time, processing everything that had happened.

He'd signed a contract. He lived here now. He belonged to seven women who intended to use him as their personal sex toy for the next year minimum.

The reality should have terrified him. Instead, his cock stirred with interest at the memory of Veronica riding his face, Sophie's massive breasts bouncing as she fucked him, Jade's finger pressing against his prostate.

He was fucked. Literally and figuratively.

After showering, Marcus wrapped a towel around his waist and ventured into his new kitchen. The refrigerator was fully stocked—fresh fruit, vegetables, deli meat, cheese, eggs, milk, orange juice. The pantry held basics—pasta, rice, canned goods, snacks. Someone had thought of everything.

He was halfway through making scrambled eggs when someone knocked on his door.

Marcus froze, very aware he was wearing only a towel. "Uh, who is it?"

"Veronica. I'm coming in."

The door opened before he could respond, and Veronica entered carrying several large shopping bags. She was dressed for business—tailored slacks, cream silk blouse, her blonde hair in that severe French twist. She looked every inch the professional executive, no hint of the woman who'd ground her pussy against his face twelve hours ago.

"Good morning," she said brightly, setting the bags on his counter. "I brought clothes for today. We're going shopping this afternoon to build you a proper wardrobe, but you need something to wear in the meantime."

"Thank you," Marcus managed, hyperaware of his near-nakedness, the way her eyes tracked over his bare chest with obvious appreciation.

"How are you feeling?" She moved closer, reaching up to trace one of the hickeys on his neck. "Sore?"

"A little," he admitted. "But okay."

"Good." Her hand slid lower, fingers trailing over his chest, his abs, moving toward the edge of his towel. "We pushed you hard last night. Wanted to see your limits. But from now on, we'll be more... strategic. Building your stamina. Teaching you technique."

Her hand slipped beneath the towel, wrapping around his cock. Marcus gasped, hips jerking forward involuntarily.

"Already getting hard," Veronica murmured approvingly. "Such a responsive boy." She stroked him slowly, expertly, thumb swiping over his sensitive tip. "Do you want me to finish this? Make you come before breakfast?"

"Yes—yes, ma'am—please—"

"Then ask properly." Her hand stilled, gripping him firmly but not moving. "Tell me what you want."

"Please—" Marcus's face burned. "Please stroke my cock. Please make me come, ma'am."

"Better." She resumed stroking, faster now, twisting her wrist on each upstroke in a way that made Marcus's knees weak. "You're going to learn to beg beautifully. To ask for what you need without shame. We want you desperate and honest, not proud and silent."

Her free hand found one of his nipples, pinching hard enough to make him gasp. The combination of pleasure and pain, her skilled hand on his cock, her calm professional demeanor while jerking him off—it was too much.

"I'm—ahhh—I'm gonna come—"

"Then come," Veronica commanded. "Make a mess on my hand. Show me how much you need it."

Marcus came with a strangled cry, cum spurting over her fingers, onto his stomach, some landing on the kitchen floor. His whole body shuddered with it, the orgasm intense despite the five that had preceded it last night.

Veronica milked him through it, not stopping until he was whimpering and oversensitive. Then she released him, examining her cum-covered hand with clinical interest.

"Open," she instructed.

Marcus opened his mouth automatically, and Veronica pushed her fingers inside, making him taste his own cum. It was bitter and strange, but he sucked her fingers clean obediently.

"Good boy," she praised, withdrawing her hand. "Now finish making breakfast. I'll wait."

She sat at his breakfast bar like nothing had happened, pulling out her phone to check emails, while Marcus finished cooking on shaking legs.

They ate together in surprisingly comfortable silence—scrambled eggs, toast, fresh fruit. Veronica scrolled through her phone, occasionally showing him something.

"This is your schedule," she explained, turning the screen toward him. It was a shared calendar, color-coded. "Green blocks are when you're on call but no one has claimed you yet. Red blocks are appointments with specific women. Yellow is group sessions. White is your free time."

Marcus studied the calendar. Most evenings and weekends were green or red, with occasional yellow blocks. Weekday mornings and early afternoons were mostly white.

"You'll have more free time than you think," Veronica continued. "We're all busy women with careers. We can't fuck you literally every available hour, though some of us would like to." She smiled. "You're expected to be ready during green and red blocks, but otherwise you're free to do what you want—gym, hobbies, friends, whatever."

"Can I still see my friends?" Marcus asked hesitantly.

"Of course. You're not a prisoner. Just be discreet about your employment. Most people don't understand arrangements like ours." She took a sip of coffee. "You can tell them you're an executive assistant at a private firm. Not technically a lie."

After breakfast, Veronica had him try on the clothes she'd brought—designer jeans that fit perfectly, a soft gray t-shirt, boxer briefs, socks, and expensive sneakers. Everything was his size, tailored to his lean frame.

"How did you know—"

"We had your measurements from the photos you submitted," Veronica explained. "Height, weight, build. Easy enough to estimate."

They'd been planning this, Marcus realized. Had probably decided to hire him before he even walked in for the interview. Everything else had just been confirming he could handle it.

The thought should have disturbed him. Instead, it made his cock twitch.

At noon, a town car picked them up in the building's private garage. The driver was an older man who didn't react at all to Marcus's hickey-covered neck, just held the door open professionally.

"First stop, Nordstrom," Veronica instructed. "Men's department."

The next four hours were a blur of trying on clothes while Veronica and—surprisingly—Jade, who met them there, selected items. Slacks and jeans in various cuts. Button-down shirts in multiple colors. Sweaters, jackets, a few suits for formal occasions. Casual wear—t-shirts, hoodies, joggers. Underwear, socks, shoes ranging from sneakers to dress shoes.

"Try this," Jade would say, handing him items over the dressing room door. Marcus would emerge to model, and both women would appraise him critically.

"The gray looks good on him," Veronica noted. "Brings out his eyes."

"These jeans make his ass look fantastic," Jade added, turning him around. "We're getting three pairs."

They treated him like a doll to dress up, and Marcus found he didn't mind. There was something oddly relaxing about surrendering control, letting them make decisions. Plus, the clothes were incredible—better quality than anything he'd ever owned.

The saleswoman helping them was a petite blonde in her thirties who kept giving Marcus appreciative looks, gaze lingering on his hickeys. "Your boyfriend is very handsome," she told Veronica at one point.

"He's not my boyfriend," Veronica corrected smoothly. "He's our employee. We're investing in his professional wardrobe."

The possessive "our" made Marcus's cock twitch in his new boxer briefs.

They moved to a high-end grooming salon next. Marcus got a proper haircut—the stylist shaping his black hair into something actually fashionable. Then a manicure that left his nails clean and trimmed. They suggested waxing—"chest, stomach, legs, and ass," Jade specified—and Marcus endured the painful process, emerging smooth and hairless below the neck.

"Much better," Jade approved, running her hands over his now-bare chest. They were still in the salon's private room, the aesthetician having left. "I like being able to see every muscle, every inch of skin."

She leaned in and bit his nipple hard enough to make him yelp, then licked the sting away. "Sensitive," she murmured. "Good."

By the time they returned to the building, Marcus's apartment had been transformed. His new wardrobe hung in the closet, organized by type and color. Toiletries filled the bathroom—expensive skincare products, cologne, styling products for his hair. The living room had gained a few personal touches—books on the shelves, a high-end laptop on the desk, a gaming console connected to a massive TV he hadn't noticed before.

"We want you comfortable," Veronica explained. "This is your home. Make it feel that way."

She left him to settle in, mentioning that tonight's "session" started at 7 PM and he should be ready.

Marcus spent the afternoon unpacking his new things, marveling at his life's sudden transformation. Yesterday morning, he'd woken up in a shitty studio apartment, stressed about bills, dreading another day at a job he hated. Today, he lived in a penthouse, owned thousands of dollars worth of clothes, and his biggest concern was being ready to fuck seven women.

The absurdity made him laugh out loud.

At 6:45 PM, Marcus showered again, styled his new haircut, and dressed in comfortable joggers and a t-shirt as instructed. His cock was already half-hard with anticipation, wondering what "training" would entail.

At exactly 7:00 PM, his door opened. All seven women entered together, and Marcus's breath caught.

They'd dressed for the occasion—and by "dressed," he meant barely. Veronica wore a black silk robe that ended mid-thigh, clearly nothing beneath. Jade was in athletic wear—sports bra and tiny shorts that showed off her muscular legs. Keiko had chosen a Japanese-style silk robe, also short. Sophie wore a baby doll nightgown that did nothing to hide her massive breasts. Isabella was in expensive lingerie—black lace that highlighted her perfect figure. Mei had gone for pure sex appeal—leather harness that framed her tattooed breasts, leaving them completely exposed, paired with a leather miniskirt. Priya wore a sheer negligee over matching burgundy lingerie.

Seven gorgeous women, barely clothed, looking at him like a meal they intended to devour.

"Strip," Veronica commanded. "Completely. Then kneel."

Marcus obeyed, pulling off his shirt and joggers, boxer briefs, until he was naked. He knelt on the living room floor, hands on his thighs, trying to remember how to breathe.

"Tonight," Veronica began, circling him slowly, "we're going to teach you the fundamentals. How to touch. How to lick. How to fuck. Each of us has different preferences, different needs. Your job is to learn them all."

"We're going to be very specific," Keiko added, kneeling in front of him. "When something feels good, we'll tell you. When you do something wrong, we'll correct you. Your job is to listen and adapt. Understand?"

"Yes, ma'am," Marcus said, cock already hardening under their collective gaze.

"First lesson," Jade said, moving behind him. "Patience. We control when you come. Not your body, not your arousal—us. If you come without permission, there will be consequences."

Her hand wrapped around his throat from behind, not choking but holding, a reminder of her strength. "What kind of consequences?"

"Punishment," Veronica said simply. "Could be denial—making you watch us pleasure each other while you're not allowed to touch. Could be pain—spanking, caning, other things. Could be humiliation—making you perform degrading acts for our amusement."

Marcus's cock twitched at every suggestion.

"He likes the idea," Sophie observed with amusement. "Look how hard he's getting."

"Of course he does," Isabella said, running her fingers through his newly cut hair. "He's a natural submissive. Probably hasn't had words for it before, but he needs this. Needs us to control him."

"Is that true, Marcus?" Priya asked gently. "Do you like the idea of us controlling you?"

"Yes," he admitted, face burning. "Yes, ma'am."

"Then you're going to love tonight," Mei said with a wicked grin. "Because we're going to use you in ways you've never imagined."

They arranged him on the living room floor—a soft rug Marcus hadn't noticed before, clearly placed there specifically for this purpose. Veronica knelt beside his head, Keiko near his hips, the others forming a circle around him.

"We'll start simple," Veronica said, shrugging off her robe to reveal the perfect nude body Marcus had worshipped the night before. "Hand jobs. You're going to learn exactly how each of us likes to be touched."

She straddled his chest, facing away from him so her ass was near his face, her pussy hovering above his cock. "Keiko, demonstrate."

Keiko's small hands wrapped around his erection, and she began stroking with slow, deliberate movements. "Firm grip," she narrated. "Twisting slightly on each upstroke. Thumb over the tip to spread precum. Fast enough to build pleasure, slow enough to prevent orgasm."

She worked him expertly, and Marcus fought the urge to thrust into her hands.

"Pay attention to his body language," Veronica instructed. "When his breathing changes, when his muscles tense—that means he's getting close. You slow down, ease off, keep him on edge."

"Isabella, your turn," Keiko said, releasing him.

Isabella's grip was firmer, almost aggressive. She stroked him hard and fast, no teasing, like she wanted to wring an orgasm from him by force. Marcus gasped, hips jerking.

"I like it rough," Isabella explained. "When I stroke you, I want you to fuck my hand. Show me how desperate you are."

Marcus thrust up into her grip, chasing the friction, and Isabella laughed. "Yesss, just like that. But don't you dare come."

She brought him right to the edge—pleasure coiling tight in his balls, orgasm imminent—then stopped completely, releasing his cock to bob desperately in the air.

"No—please—" Marcus whimpered.

"Begging already," Sophie said approvingly. She leaned down, massive breasts swaying, and wrapped both hands around his cock. Her grip was softer than Isabella's, wetter—she'd licked her palms first. She stroked him with slow, sensual movements, occasionally leaning down to lick his tip.

"I like combining hand and mouth," Sophie explained between licks. "Building anticipation. Making you wonder when I'll finally suck you properly."

She demonstrated, stroking while her tongue swirled around his glans, and Marcus nearly came right there.

"Control," Veronica reminded him sharply, reaching back to pinch his nipple hard. The pain cut through the pleasure just enough to pull him back from the edge.

They continued the lesson, each woman showing him her preferences. Jade liked to edge him—bringing him close again and again until he was sobbing with need. Mei incorporated pain—stroking him while occasionally squeezing his balls or slapping his inner thighs. Priya was methodical and precise, finding the exact rhythm that drove him crazy and maintaining it relentlessly.

By the time they finished, Marcus was a wreck—cock painfully hard, leaking precum constantly, desperate to come but holding back through sheer force of will.

"Very good," Veronica praised. "You lasted longer than expected. Now—lesson two. Eating pussy."

She positioned herself over his face, pussy hovering inches above his mouth. "Each of us has different preferences. I like broad, flat strokes at first. Building pressure gradually. When I'm close, I want you to focus on my clit—sucking, licking, whatever it takes to push me over."

She lowered herself onto his mouth, and Marcus went to work, following her instructions. He licked through her folds with long, slow strokes, tasting her arousal. When she gasped, he repeated the motion. When she ground down, he increased pressure.

"Good—yes—" Veronica's praise came in breathless gasps. "Just like that—a little faster—"

Marcus adjusted, and felt her thighs begin to tremble. He moved to her clit, circling it with his tongue, and Veronica cried out "Fuck—yes—make me come—"

He sealed his lips around her clit and sucked hard, and she came with a scream, flooding his mouth with arousal. Her pussy pulsed against his tongue, and Marcus lapped up everything she gave him.

"Excellent," she panted, dismounting. "Next."

Jade took her place, but her instructions were different. "I need pressure. Firm tongue, consistent rhythm. And when I tell you to finger me, you do it hard. Curl your fingers. Find my g-spot and fucking work it."

Marcus followed her direction, tongue pressing firmly against her clit while two fingers pumped into her pussy. He curled them, searching for the spot she described, and when he found it—a slightly rougher patch along her front wall—Jade's reaction was immediate.

"FUCK—right there—don't stop—harder—"

He finger-fucked her ruthlessly while sucking her clit, and Jade came with a roar, her athletic body convulsing, pussy clenching around his fingers.

Each woman took her turn, teaching him her preferences. Keiko wanted gentle attention at first, building to intensity—she came quietly, with a soft gasp and full-body shudder. Sophie liked him to bury his face in her pussy, tongue fucking her entrance while his nose rubbed her clit—she came loudly, screaming and grinding against his face until he could barely breathe.

Isabella wanted him to focus on penetration, tongue-fucking her while his thumb circled her clit—she came speaking Spanish, words Marcus didn't understand but tone he did. Mei wanted her ass rimmed while she fingered herself—she came cursing creatively, calling him a "good fucking whore" in a way that made his cock throb.

Priya wanted it all—fingers in her pussy and ass simultaneously while he licked her clit, the complex coordination nearly impossible but somehow he managed, and she came elegantly, with perfect control until the last moment when she shattered completely.

By the time all seven had come on his face, Marcus's jaw ached impossibly and he desperately needed to come himself. His cock was rock-hard, leaking precum onto his stomach in a steady stream.

"Please," he begged when Priya finally moved away. "Please let me come. I'll do anything."

"Anything?" Veronica asked, eyebrow raised. "Interesting. We'll remember that."

She glanced at the others. Some unspoken communication passed between them.

"Alright," Veronica decided. "You've earned release. But on our terms."

Jade produced a dildo from somewhere—thick, realistic, at least seven inches long. She coated it in lube while Marcus watched with growing apprehension.

"You're going to ride this," Jade explained matter-of-factly. "While Sophie sucks your cock. When you come, you're going to have this inside you, hitting your prostate. Understand?"

Marcus's face burned. "I've never—last night you fingered me, but I've never taken anything that big—"

"We'll prep you," Jade assured him. "Get on your hands and knees."

Marcus obeyed on shaking legs, presenting his ass to seven gorgeous women. The humiliation was intense, but so was the arousal—his cock throbbed with need.

Jade's lubed fingers returned to his ass, one sliding in easily after last night's preparation. She worked him open methodically—one finger, then two, scissoring and stretching. When she pushed in three fingers, Marcus groaned, the stretch intense but not painful.

"He's ready," Jade announced, withdrawing her fingers. "Sophie, hold the toy steady."

Sophie positioned the dildo on the floor, base suctioned to the hardwood, while Jade guided Marcus's hips over it. The tip pressed against his entrance, and Marcus felt his body resist despite the preparation.

"Relax," Jade coached. "Push out. Take it slow."

Marcus bore down, and the tip slipped inside. The stretch was intense, foreign, and he gasped.

"Breathe," Veronica instructed. "Slow breaths. Let your body adjust."

He sank lower, inch by agonizing inch, until finally the dildo was fully seated inside him. The fullness was overwhelming, pressure against his prostate making his cock leak.

"Now bounce," Jade commanded. "Fuck yourself on it while Sophie sucks you."

Sophie slid under him, taking his cock into her mouth, and Marcus began to move. Lifting his hips, then sinking back down, the dildo hitting his prostate on each downstroke. The dual sensation—Sophie's hot mouth and the internal pressure—was indescribable.

"Oh god—oh fuck—" Words dissolved into incoherent moaning as Marcus rode the toy, fucking Sophie's mouth, pleasure building from two different sources.

The other women watched, touching themselves, offering encouragement.

"That's it, baby," Keiko murmured. "Fuck yourself for us."

"Look how well you take it," Isabella added. "Such a good slut."

"Gonna come?" Mei asked. "Gonna come with a cock in your ass?"

"Yes—fuck yes—please—"

"Then come," Veronica commanded. "Come right now. Fill Sophie's mouth."

Permission granted, Marcus let go. His orgasm crashed through him from two directions—cock pulsing into Sophie's throat while his ass clenched around the dildo, prostate sending waves of pleasure through his entire body. He came harder than he'd ever come in his life, vision whiting out, only Sophie's hands on his hips keeping him from collapsing.

When it finally subsided, he pulled off the toy with a whimper and collapsed onto the floor, completely boneless.

"Perfect," Veronica murmured, stroking his hair. "You're learning so well."

They let him recover for maybe fifteen minutes, bringing him water and fruit, praising him and petting him like a beloved pet. Then Veronica announced it was time for lesson three.

"Fucking," she said simply. "We're going to teach you how to properly use that cock."

Over the next several hours, they trained him in positions, techniques, rhythms. Missionary with Veronica, learning to angle his hips to hit her g-spot while maintaining eye contact. Doggy-style with Jade, holding her hips and pounding into her with the force she demanded. Cowgirl with Keiko, lying still while she controlled the pace and angle. Spooning with Sophie, slow and sensual, his hand around to rub her clit while he fucked her from behind.

Isabella wanted him standing, holding her against the wall while he thrust up into her. Mei wanted rough—hair-pulling, ass-slapping, dirty talk. Priya wanted to be taken on the dining table, legs over his shoulders while he fucked her with deep, controlled strokes.

They taught him stamina—how to slow down when close, how to change angles, how to distract himself just enough to last. They taught him to read their bodies—the subtle cues that indicated approaching orgasm. They taught him that sometimes they wanted to come on his cock, and sometimes they wanted to come from oral after, and he needed to be flexible.

By midnight, Marcus had fucked each woman at least twice, made them come on his cock or his face or his fingers, learned intimate details of seven different bodies and seven different pleasure maps.

He'd come three more times himself—once in Jade's pussy after she rode him for thirty minutes straight, once down Mei's throat after she deep-throated him while Priya fingered his ass, once on Sophie's massive tits after she gave him a tit-fuck that nearly melted his brain.

When they finally declared the training session complete, Marcus lay sprawled on his living room floor, covered in sweat and cum and the combined arousal of seven women, more exhausted than he'd ever been in his life.

"Tomorrow night, we'll work on advanced techniques," Veronica informed him, fully dressed again in her robe. "Anal play, bondage, roleplay scenarios. But tonight, you've earned rest."

They filed out one by one, each pausing to give him a kiss or caress, leaving him alone in his trashed apartment—cushions scattered, wet spots on the couch and rug, the dildo still on the floor where he'd used it.

Marcus dragged himself to the shower, letting hot water wash away the evidence. His body ached in new places—his ass tender from the toy, his cock almost numb from overstimulation, every muscle protesting.

But as he toweled off and collapsed into bed, Marcus realized something that should have disturbed him:

He'd never been happier.

For the first time in his adult life, he felt wanted. Valuable. Like he had a purpose, even if that purpose was being a living sex toy for seven demanding women.

He fell asleep with a smile on his face, already anticipating tomorrow's lessons.


Chapter 3: Surrender

Three weeks had passed since Marcus signed the contract, and his old life felt like a distant memory—something that had happened to someone else entirely.

He woke each morning in his penthouse apartment to views that still took his breath away, showered in a bathroom larger than his old studio, dressed in clothes worth more than he used to make in a month. The hickeys never fully faded anymore; new ones appeared faster than old ones could heal, creating a permanent constellation of purple-red marks across his skin that he'd stopped trying to hide.

His days had found a rhythm. Mornings were his—gym sessions with a personal trainer Jade had hired, a former Olympic athlete who worked him hard, building muscle and stamina. Afternoons varied: sometimes shopping with one of the women, sometimes alone time to read or game or video chat with friends who thought he'd landed some boring corporate job. Evenings and nights belonged to them.

The training had continued nightly for the first two weeks. They'd taught him things he'd never imagined—how to use his tongue for hours without tiring, how to angle his cock to hit every sensitive spot, how to read the subtlest body language cues. They'd introduced him to toys: vibrators and dildos of varying sizes, butt plugs that he learned to wear during the day, cock rings that kept him hard for hours.

They'd explored his limits systematically. Pain—discovering he could take far more than he'd thought, that the sharp sting of a paddle or the bite of nipple clamps somehow enhanced rather than diminished pleasure. Bondage—learning to surrender completely while tied and helpless, trusting them with his body. Roleplay—scenarios ranging from the playful to the intensely psychological.

But more surprising than the physical training was the emotional shift happening inside him.

Marcus had never felt so... seen. So valued. Each woman treated him differently—Veronica with cool authority that made him desperate to please, Jade with physical dominance that pushed his body to its limits, Keiko with clinical precision that somehow felt deeply caring. Sophie was warmth and praise, Isabella was passion and intensity, Mei was creative chaos, and Priya was elegant control.

Together, they were teaching him not just how to fuck, but how to surrender. How to find freedom in submission, power in service, identity in being wanted.

This morning—a Saturday, three weeks and two days since his first interview—Marcus woke to find a note slipped under his door:

*Tonight: Group session. All seven. Wear the black silk robe we bought you. Nothing underneath. Be in the penthouse common room at 7 PM sharp.

	V* 


Marcus's cock stirred with interest even before he was fully awake. Group sessions were still relatively rare—usually it was one or two women at a time, occasionally three. All seven together meant something special.

He spent the day in anticipation, working out harder than usual to burn off nervous energy, showering and grooming meticulously. At 6:45 PM, he dressed in the black silk robe—expensive and impossibly soft against his bare skin—and took the elevator up to the seventieth floor.

The penthouse common room was something he'd only glimpsed before—a massive space that took up half the top floor, with soaring ceilings, floor-to-ceiling windows on three sides, and furniture that probably cost more than a car. Tonight, it had been transformed.

The main seating area had been cleared, replaced by what could only be described as a sex dungeon setup. A large padded bench sat in the center, equipped with restraints. A suspension rig hung from reinforced ceiling beams. A Saint Andrew's cross stood against one wall. Tables held toys of every variety—dildos, vibrators, plugs, paddles, floggers, clamps, ropes, and things Marcus didn't recognize.

The seven women waited for him, and Marcus's breath caught.

They'd coordinated their outfits—all wearing variations of black leather and lace. Veronica in a leather corset that pushed her breasts up dramatically, paired with a tiny leather skirt and thigh-high boots. Jade in a leather harness that left her breasts and ass exposed, showing off every muscle. Keiko in a black lace bodysuit that was somehow more provocative than full nudity. Sophie in a leather teddy that barely contained her curves. Isabella in expensive lingerie with leather accents. Mei in a full leather outfit—bra, miniskirt, boots, collar—looking like she'd stepped out of a fetish magazine. Priya in a sheer black negligee over burgundy leather lingerie.

They looked like seven goddesses of sex and power, and Marcus was theirs to use.

"Strip," Veronica commanded. "Slowly. We want to watch."

Marcus untied his robe with trembling fingers, letting the silk slide off his shoulders and pool at his feet. He stood naked before them, cock already hardening under their collective gaze, hickeys and bite marks decorating his body like brands of ownership.

"Beautiful," Sophie murmured. "Look how marked up he is. Our toy."

"Come here," Veronica beckoned, and Marcus crossed to her. She ran her hands over his chest, his stomach, testing his newly developed muscle. "The training is paying off. You're stronger. More confident."

"Yes, ma'am," Marcus agreed. The daily workouts had added definition he'd never had before—visible abs, more prominent shoulders, thicker thighs.

"Tonight is special," Veronica continued, circling him slowly. "Tonight, we're going to push you further than ever before. Test limits. Break through walls. By the end of tonight, you'll understand completely what you are to us."

"What am I?" Marcus asked, genuinely curious.

Veronica smiled, cupping his face. "You're ours. Completely. Mind, body, and soul. Our pleasure. Our toy. Our perfect, willing slut who takes everything we give and begs for more."

The words should have been degrading. Instead, they made Marcus's cock throb, made something in his chest glow warm.

"I want that," he admitted. "Want to be everything you need."

"Then prove it." Jade stepped forward, holding a leather collar. It was black, with a silver ring in the front. "Kneel."

Marcus knelt immediately, and Jade buckled the collar around his neck. Not tight enough to restrict breathing, but snug enough that he felt it constantly—a physical reminder of his submission.

"This is what you are," Jade said, attaching a leash to the ring. "Our pet. Our plaything. And tonight, we're going to use every hole you have until you're ruined for anyone else."

She tugged the leash, leading him to the padded bench. "On your back."

Marcus lay down, and they secured him—wrists cuffed to the top corners, ankles spread wide and cuffed to the bottom. He was completely exposed, vulnerable, unable to close his legs or protect himself.

Keiko appeared with a blindfold. "This will help you focus on sensation rather than sight."

The world went dark as she secured it over his eyes. Marcus's other senses sharpened immediately—he could hear them moving around him, smell perfume and leather, feel the air against his naked skin.

"We're going to take turns," Veronica's voice came from somewhere to his right. "Each of us will use you however we want. You don't get to see who's touching you. You just take it."

Hands on his body—multiple pairs, stroking and exploring. Someone pinched his nipples, hard enough to make him gasp. Someone else wrapped a hand around his cock, stroking slowly. A mouth closed over one nipple, sucking and biting, while fingers traced his abs.

"Ahhh—" Marcus moaned, hips jerking involuntarily.

"Stay still," a voice commanded—Isabella, he thought. "Or we'll add more restraints."

He forced himself to stillness despite the overwhelming sensations. The hands continued their exploration—rough and gentle by turns, keeping him off-balance. Someone's fingers pressed against his lips.

"Suck," the voice commanded—Jade, definitely Jade.

Marcus opened his mouth and sucked her fingers, tasting leather and salt. She pushed them deeper, fucking his mouth while someone else's mouth closed around his cock.

The wet heat was incredible—tongue swirling around his tip, lips sealing around him, taking him deep. The suction was perfect, the rhythm designed to drive him crazy without letting him come.

Jade withdrew her fingers, and immediately something else pressed against his lips. Bigger. Firmer. Rubber.

"Open wide," Jade instructed. "You're going to learn to deep-throat properly tonight."

Marcus opened, and she pushed a dildo into his mouth—not huge, maybe six inches, but thick enough to make his jaw stretch. She fucked his mouth with it slowly at first, letting him adjust, then faster, pushing deeper until it hit the back of his throat and he gagged.

"Relax your throat," she coached. "Breathe through your nose. Let it in."

Marcus tried, fighting his gag reflex, and felt the dildo slide deeper. His throat spasmed around it, but Jade held it there for a few seconds before withdrawing.

"Good boy," she praised. "Again."

She trained him like this for what felt like forever—pushing the dildo deep, holding it, withdrawing, repeating until Marcus could take it to the base without gagging. All while someone—he'd lost track of who—continued sucking his cock with maddening skill.

When Jade finally removed the dildo, Marcus gasped for air, drool running down his chin.

"Excellent," Veronica's voice, pleased. "Now you're ready for the real thing."

The mouth left his cock, and Marcus whimpered at the loss. Then he felt the bench shift as someone climbed onto it, straddling his face.

A pussy lowered onto his mouth—already wet, arousal coating his lips. Marcus extended his tongue automatically, licking through folds he couldn't see, finding the clit by memory and practice.

"Mmmm—good—" The voice was muffled, distant. He couldn't tell who it was, which was somehow more arousing. He was just a mouth to use, a tongue to grind against.

He worked diligently, circling the clit, dipping into the entrance, building pleasure with techniques they'd taught him. The woman above him began to move, riding his face, grinding against his tongue.

Meanwhile, hands returned to his cock—stroking, twisting, keeping him achingly hard. Something cold and wet pressed against his asshole—lube-covered fingers, working him open. One finger slipped inside easily, then two, scissoring and stretching.

Marcus moaned into the pussy on his face, the vibration making whoever it was gasp. The fingers in his ass curled, finding his prostate and pressing firmly.

"Nnngghhh—" The sound was muffled, but his hips jerked involuntarily.

"Hold still," a stern voice commanded—Keiko. "Or we stop completely."

Marcus forced himself to stillness despite the overwhelming need to thrust, to chase friction, to come. The fingers in his ass continued their work, stretching him, preparing him for something bigger.

The woman on his face came suddenly, flooding his mouth with arousal, thighs clenching around his head. She dismounted, and immediately another took her place—different taste, different rhythm, but Marcus adjusted quickly.

Three fingers now, working his ass open, the stretch intense. He was panting between licks, overwhelmed by sensation from every direction.

"He's ready," someone announced—Jade again. "Who wants to fuck him first?"

"Me," Mei's voice, eager. The fingers withdrew from his ass, and Marcus felt something much larger press against his entrance. Not a dildo—warmer, more yielding. Flesh.

Realization hit him: strap-on. One of them was wearing a strap-on.

"Relax," Mei coached, the tip pressing insistently against his hole. "Push out. Take my cock like a good slut."

Marcus bore down, and the head slipped inside. The stretch was intense—bigger than the toy he'd ridden, bigger than three fingers. He gasped against the pussy he was eating, and the woman above him ground down harder.

"That's it," Mei encouraged, pushing deeper. "Take it all. Show us what a good cock-slut you are."

She worked herself inside inch by inch until Marcus felt her hips flush against his ass. He was completely full, impossibly stretched, the strap-on pressing against his prostate with delicious pressure.

Then she began to move.

"Oh fuck—" Marcus's moan was muffled against pussy, but his body spoke volumes—back arching, muscles tensing, cock leaking precum steadily.

Mei fucked him with long, deep strokes, each thrust hitting his prostate, sending sparks of pleasure through his entire body. Meanwhile, the woman on his face rode him frantically, chasing her orgasm, grinding her clit against his tongue.

Someone else's hands found his cock, stroking in time with Mei's thrusts. The coordination was perfect—Mei pushing in as the hand pulled up, creating a rhythm that made Marcus's vision white out behind the blindfold.

"He's going to come," someone observed—Veronica. "Look at his cock twitching. Poor baby is so desperate."

"Don't you dare," Isabella commanded. "Not until we say."

Marcus whimpered, fighting the urge with everything he had. His balls were drawn up tight, orgasm coiling at the base of his spine, but he held back through sheer force of will and desperation to please.

The woman on his face came with a cry, and when she moved away, no one immediately replaced her. Marcus could breathe properly for the first time in what felt like hours, gasping and moaning as Mei pounded his ass.

"Please—" he begged. "Please let me come—"

"Not yet," Jade said, and suddenly the hand left his cock entirely. The denial was agonizing, especially with Mei still fucking him relentlessly.

"Ahhh ahhh ahhh—" Each thrust forced sound from him, pleasure building with nowhere to go.

Mei came—or pretended to, he couldn't tell with a strap-on—and pulled out slowly. The emptiness was almost as intense as the fullness, his ass clenching on nothing.

"My turn," Sophie announced cheerfully, and Marcus felt an even bigger cock press against his well-used hole.

"Wait—that's too big—I can't—"

"You can," Veronica assured him, her hand stroking his hair gently. "You've been training for this. Breathe and take it."

Sophie pushed in, and Marcus nearly screamed. She was huge—had to be at least eight inches, and thick, stretching him beyond anything he'd taken before. But his body yielded, accepting the intrusion, the careful preparation paying off.

When she bottomed out, Marcus was sobbing with sensation—not pain exactly, but overwhelming fullness, intense pressure, the edge between pleasure and too much.

"Such a good boy," Sophie praised, starting to move. "Taking my big cock so well. Knew you could do it."

She fucked him differently than Mei—slower, deeper, letting him feel every inch as she withdrew and pushed back in. Each thrust made his prostate sing, made his cock leak, made him dizzy with need.

Someone else climbed onto his face—he was getting used to the rotation now, understanding that they were using him in shifts, keeping every hole occupied. He ate pussy mechanically now, trained responses taking over while his mind fragmented with pleasure.

They rotated through like this for what felt like hours. Different women fucking his ass with different sized strap-ons, different pussies riding his face, hands constantly on his cock keeping him right on the edge of orgasm without letting him tip over.

Priya used a smaller strap-on but fucked him fast and hard, making the bench shake. Keiko used medium-sized but with perfectly angled thrusts that nailed his prostate every time. Isabella used something with ridges that made him nearly lose his mind. Jade came back for a second round with something that vibrated.

Through it all, Marcus was reduced to a vessel for their pleasure—a collection of holes to fill, a toy to use, exactly what they'd promised to make him.

And he'd never felt more complete.

Finally—finally—Veronica's voice cut through the fog of sensation: "I think he's earned release. What do you all think?"

Chorus of agreement.

"Then let's make it memorable," Veronica decided. "Everyone gets hands-on for this one."

The strap-on pulled out—Marcus had lost track of who was using him. Then hands everywhere—seven pairs, touching every inch of his body. Stroking his cock, playing with his balls, fingers in his ass, thumbs rubbing his nipples, hands on his thighs, his stomach, his chest.

Someone removed the blindfold, and Marcus blinked against the sudden light. All seven women surrounded him, leather and lace and gorgeous faces watching him with hunger and affection.

"Come," Veronica commanded, her hand wrapped around his cock with five others touching nearby. "Come right now. Show us how good we make you feel."

Permission granted, Marcus let go.

His orgasm was cataclysmic—starting in his ass where fingers still worked his prostate, exploding through his cock, radiating through his entire body. He came and came, cum arcing through the air to land on his stomach, his chest, the hands still stroking him. The pleasure seemed endless, wave after wave, until he was thrashing against the restraints and screaming.

When it finally subsided, Marcus collapsed back onto the bench, completely wrecked. His body was one giant exposed nerve, oversensitized and trembling.

They released him from the restraints, removed the collar, and carried him to the massive sectional sofa. Someone brought water and chocolate. They cuddled around him—seven warm bodies pressing close, hands stroking soothingly now rather than erotically.

"You did so well," Sophie murmured, kissing his temple.

"Took everything we gave you," Jade added with obvious pride.

"Perfect," Keiko agreed, adjusting her glasses. "Absolutely perfect."

Marcus lay there in a pile of beautiful, powerful women who had just thoroughly used every part of him, and realized something profound:

This was home. Not the apartment, not the building—this. These seven women, this dynamic, this surrender. He'd found where he belonged.

"Thank you," he whispered, not sure if they heard him.

But Veronica's smile suggested she understood anyway.



They didn't let him go back to his apartment that night. Instead, they took him to Veronica's penthouse—the largest, decorated in sophisticated neutrals with art that probably belonged in museums.

Her bedroom was enormous, dominated by a bed that could easily fit eight people. They arranged themselves around him like a protective cocoon—Sophie on one side, her generous curves pressed against him; Jade on the other, muscular and solid; the others arrayed around them in a tangle of limbs and leather and skin.

"We don't usually do this," Veronica admitted quietly. She was behind him, her body curved against his back, one arm draped over his waist. "The sleeping together part. Usually you'd go back to your apartment after sessions."

"Why tonight?" Marcus asked, still floating in post-orgasmic bliss.

"Because tonight was different," Isabella said from somewhere near his feet. "Tonight was claiming. Fully. Completely."

"You're not just our employee anymore," Priya added softly. "You're ours in every way that matters."

"Is that okay?" Mei asked, uncharacteristically uncertain. "We should have asked. Should have checked in. Do you—fuck, do you actually want this? Want us? Or are you just going through the motions because we pay you?"

Marcus turned his head to look at her—tattooed and pierced and fierce, but with vulnerability in her dark eyes.

"I want this," he said firmly. "More than I've ever wanted anything. The money is nice, but that's not why I stay. I stay because you make me feel valued. Wanted. Like I have a purpose."

"Your purpose is to be thoroughly fucked on a regular basis," Jade pointed out.

"Exactly," Marcus agreed, and they all laughed.

They fell asleep like that—eight bodies tangled together, expensive leather abandoned on the floor, nothing between them except skin and trust.



Marcus woke to light and the sound of coffee brewing. He was alone in the massive bed, wrapped in silk sheets that probably cost more than his old car.

He found them in Veronica's kitchen—all seven, in various states of undress, drinking coffee and making breakfast like this was perfectly normal. Like waking up in a pile of women you'd had an orgy with was just another Sunday morning.

"Coffee?" Sophie offered, handing him a cup without waiting for an answer.

"There are pastries," Keiko added, gesturing to the counter where an assortment of croissants and danishes sat. "From the bakery downstairs."

Marcus accepted the coffee, the pastry, trying to process the domesticity of the scene. These women who'd thoroughly fucked him in every conceivable way just hours ago were now discussing grocery lists and upcoming meetings like a found family.

"We should probably discuss boundaries," Veronica said, ever practical. "Last night changed things. We need to make sure everyone's on the same page."

They moved to the living room, settling into various seats and couches. Marcus ended up on the floor again, but this time by choice, leaning against Sophie's legs while she played with his hair.

"The contract is still in effect," Veronica began. "Employment terms, salary, all that remains the same. But personally—we want more. If you're comfortable with it."

"More how?" Marcus asked.

"More intimacy," Isabella explained. "More time together outside scheduled hours. More... relationship-like things."

"We're not talking about traditional dating," Jade clarified quickly. "You wouldn't be anyone's boyfriend. It's still all seven of us, still polyamorous and open within our group. But maybe less transactional. More authentic."

"Like sleeping together after sex," Priya added. "Or having breakfast together like this. Spending time together because we want to, not because you're on the clock."

"Would that be okay?" Mei asked. "Or do you need the professional distance?"

Marcus thought about it—really thought. When he'd signed the contract three weeks ago, he'd viewed this as just a job. Insanely good pay for something he'd enjoy, sure, but still fundamentally transactional.

Somewhere along the way, it had stopped feeling like work.

"I want more too," he admitted. "I like this. All of you. Not just the sex—though obviously that's incredible—but the rest of it. The talking, the laughing, the way you take care of me."

"Then it's settled," Veronica declared. "We'll keep the contract as the legal framework, but treat this more like a relationship. Or seven relationships. Whatever this is."

"A polycule," Keiko supplied helpfully. "That's the term."

"A polycule where seven women share one very enthusiastic man," Jade amended with a grin.

"Who we just thoroughly ruined last night," Mei added proudly.

"And will ruin again tonight," Isabella promised.

"And tomorrow night," Sophie continued.

"Basically, you're fucked," Priya concluded, smiling.

"Literally and figuratively," Marcus agreed, and couldn't stop the grin spreading across his face.

This was his life now. His family. His purpose.

And he'd never been happier.



Three Months Later

Marcus's mother video-called on a Tuesday afternoon, and he answered while lounging on his apartment's couch, the city sprawling below his windows.

"Hi, Mom," he greeted, angling the phone to show his face but not too much of his surroundings. She didn't need to see the luxury he now lived in—it would prompt too many questions.

"Marcus!" His mother's face filled the screen—graying hair, kind eyes, the lines around her mouth that suggested a lifetime of smiling. "I haven't heard from you in weeks! Are you okay?"

"I'm great, Mom. Just busy with the new job."

"This executive assistant position?" She looked skeptical. "You know, your father and I worried when you said you were changing jobs. You'd just started to settle at the dental office."

Marcus suppressed a grimace at the memory of his old boss's inappropriate comments. "This opportunity was too good to pass up. The pay is much better, and they're treating me well."

"You look good," his mother admitted, studying him through the screen. "Healthier. You've put on some muscle."

"They have a gym in the building," Marcus explained. "I've been working out most mornings."

What he didn't mention: the personal trainer, the nutritionist, the fact that he needed the stamina because he was regularly fucked by seven women who had endless energy.

"And you're eating well?"

"Very well." Three meals a day, prepared by a private chef who delivered to his apartment, plus whatever snacks he wanted from the fully-stocked kitchen.

His mother smiled, but her eyes were concerned. "I worry about you, baby. You're our only child, and you're so far away. When can we visit? See this new place?"

"The building has security protocols," Marcus improvised. "No visitors without extensive pre-approval. But maybe I can come home for Christmas?"

"We'd love that." His mother leaned closer to the camera, squinting. "What's that on your neck?"

Marcus's hand flew to his throat, where the latest hickey was just visible above his collar. "Just—uh—I scratched myself."

"That looks like a love bite, Marcus."

His face burned. "I've been seeing someone. Kind of."

"Kind of?" His mother's expression shifted to interest. "Tell me about her! What's her name?"

"It's complicated, Mom."

"Complicated how?"

"Just—it's early. I don't want to jinx it."

His mother looked like she wanted to press, but something in his expression stopped her. "Okay. But I want to meet her eventually. Make sure she's good enough for my son."

"She is," Marcus assured her. "They all—she is. I promise."

After they hung up, Marcus sat for a long moment, processing the conversation. His parents didn't know about his arrangement. How could they? They'd raised him traditionally—good Chinese family, emphasis on education and a respectable career and eventually marriage and grandchildren.

They'd have no framework for understanding that their son was now part of a polyamorous arrangement where he submitted sexually to seven successful women who took care of him in exchange for unlimited access to his body.

But he'd never been happier, and surely that counted for something.

His phone buzzed—text from Jade: Gym in 30. Don't be late or I'll make you do extra cardio.

Marcus grinned. "Extra cardio" was Jade's euphemism for fucking him until his legs gave out.

He was absolutely not going to be late.



The gym on the building's third floor was empty when Marcus arrived, as it usually was during his scheduled time. One of the perks of the arrangement—Jade had bought out his training slot so they'd have privacy.

She was already there, wearing tight workout clothes that showed off every muscle. At thirty-three, Jade was a former professional athlete—track and field—and maintained her body with disciplined intensity.

"You're right on time," she observed, checking her watch. "Good boy."

The praise warmed Marcus more than it should. Three months in, and he still got a thrill from making them happy.

"What's the focus today?" he asked, setting down his water bottle.

"Legs and endurance," Jade decided. "We're going to work you hard."

She proceeded to put him through a punishing workout—squats, lunges, box jumps, sprints on the treadmill. By the end of an hour, Marcus was drenched in sweat and breathing hard.

"Good," Jade approved, watching him with obvious appreciation. "You've come a long way. When we started, you could barely do twenty squats. Now you're doing eighty with weights."

"I had good motivation," Marcus managed between breaths.

"Oh?" Jade moved closer, backing him against the wall. Even exhausted and sweaty, Marcus's cock stirred with interest. "What motivation?"

"Wanting to keep up with you," he admitted. "All of you. You're all so strong, so demanding. I needed to be better."

"And are you?" Jade's hand slid down his stomach, beneath the waistband of his gym shorts. "Are you better, Marcus?"

"Yes, ma'am," he gasped as her fingers wrapped around his hardening cock.

"Prove it." She pulled his shorts and boxer briefs down, leaving him exposed in the gym. "Fuck me right here. Against this wall. Show me your stamina."

Marcus didn't hesitate. He lifted Jade—easier now with his increased strength—pinning her against the wall while she wrapped her powerful legs around his waist. She was wearing a sports skirt with nothing beneath, already wet with arousal.

He pushed inside her with one smooth thrust, and they both groaned at the sensation.

"Fuck—yes—" Jade encouraged, grinding against him. "Harder—show me what you've learned—"

Marcus fucked her with deep, controlled thrusts, using the wall for leverage, his improved leg strength allowing him to maintain the position without trembling. Jade was heavy with muscle, but he could hold her, could pound into her while she clawed at his shoulders and moaned encouragement.

"Touch my clit—" she commanded, and Marcus shifted his angle, getting one hand between them to rub her sensitive nub while continuing to thrust.

"Yes—just like that—fuck—" Jade's head fell back against the wall, her pussy clenching around him. "Make me come—"

Marcus worked her clit while maintaining his rhythm, feeling her body tense, hearing her breathing change. When she came, she nearly screamed, inner muscles rippling around his cock, trying to milk him.

But he held back, using the control they'd trained into him, waiting for permission.

"Come," Jade gasped, still shaking from her orgasm. "Fill my pussy—"

Permission granted, Marcus let go, thrusting deep and emptying himself inside her with a groan. His legs were shaking now—from the workout and the sex combined—but he held her through both their orgasms before carefully lowering her to the floor.

They collapsed against the wall together, breathing hard, sweat and other fluids mixing.

"Definitely improved," Jade said with satisfaction, kissing him deeply. "Same time next week?"



That night, Marcus had a group session scheduled—four of them this time. Veronica, Keiko, Mei, and Sophie.

They'd transformed his living room again, this time into something that looked more like a ritual space. Candles everywhere, casting flickering shadows. Incense burning—something spicy and exotic. The furniture rearranged, creating a central space where they'd laid out cushions and silk sheets.

The four women waited for him, dressed in matching white silk robes that made them look ethereal, otherworldly.

"Tonight is special," Veronica explained as Marcus entered. "Tonight we're not training you. We're celebrating you."

"Three months," Keiko added. "You've been with us three months. You've learned everything we've taught, adapted to our needs, become exactly what we hoped for."

"So tonight," Mei continued, "we're going to worship you. Show you what you mean to us."

"Make you feel as good as you make us feel," Sophie finished.

Marcus felt his throat tighten with unexpected emotion. "I don't—you don't have to—"

"We want to," Veronica assured him, moving to help him undress. "Let us take care of you, Marcus. Let us show you how much we value you."

They undressed him slowly, reverently, kissing every inch of skin they revealed. When he was naked, they laid him down on the silk sheets and proceeded to lavish attention on every part of his body.

Four pairs of hands, four mouths, working in coordination. Sophie massaged his shoulders while Mei worked on his feet. Keiko kissed his chest, his stomach, while Veronica focused on his thighs.

They took turns sucking his cock—not aggressively, not trying to make him come, just worshipping with lips and tongue. They rimmed him gently while stroking him. They whispered praise constantly:

"So beautiful—"

"Perfect cock—"

"Love watching you respond—"

"Our precious boy—"

When they finally let him come—Veronica riding him slowly while the others touched and kissed every other part of him—it felt less like an orgasm and more like a release of everything he'd been holding. Relief and gratitude and belonging, all pouring out with his cum.

Afterward, they held him while he cried—not from sadness, but from overwhelming emotion. From the realization that he was loved, truly loved, by these seven incredible women who'd taken him in and made him theirs.

"Thank you," he whispered against Sophie's shoulder. "For everything. For saving me."

"You saved yourself," Veronica corrected gently. "You had the courage to take a chance. To try something different. To surrender."

"We just gave you the space to become who you were meant to be," Keiko added.

"Our perfect slut," Mei said fondly.

"Our beloved toy," Sophie agreed.

"Our Marcus," Veronica concluded.

And that, Marcus realized, was exactly who he was.



Six Months Later

The email came on a Tuesday morning, six months to the day since he'd signed the contract.

Subject: Contract Renewal Discussion

Marcus,

Per the terms of your initial agreement, we need to discuss renewal. Your first year is half over, and we want to ensure we're all still on the same page regarding expectations, compensation, and continued arrangement.

Please join us for dinner tonight, 7 PM, penthouse common room. This is not a sexual appointment—just business discussion. Dress casually but nice.

- Veronica

Marcus's stomach dropped. He'd been so immersed in the day-to-day of his new life that he'd almost forgotten the contract had a finite term. What if they didn't want to renew? What if they'd gotten bored with him? What if—

He forced himself to breathe, to think rationally. They'd just celebrated three months together. Everything had been going well. This was probably just a formality.

Still, he agonized over what to wear, finally settling on dark slacks and a button-down shirt—the nice-but-casual aesthetic they'd requested. At precisely 7 PM, he took the elevator to the seventieth floor.

The penthouse common room had been transformed yet again—this time into an elegant dining space. A long table was set for eight, with actual china and crystal. Candles provided ambiance, but the overhead lights were on too, keeping things professional rather than intimate.

All seven women were already there, dressed nicely but not provocatively. Veronica in a simple black dress, Jade in slacks and a blouse, the others similarly professional.

"Marcus," Veronica greeted, gesturing to the empty seat at the head of the table. "Please, sit."

He sat, hyperaware of the formality, the way this felt more like his original interview than the intimate scenarios he'd grown used to.

Dinner was served—apparently they'd hired catering for the occasion. The food was incredible, but Marcus barely tasted it, too nervous about what was coming.

Finally, after plates were cleared and coffee served, Veronica pulled out her tablet.

"Let's discuss the contract," she began. "You've been with us six months. The initial term was one year, with option to renew. We need to decide if we're renewing, and under what terms."

"Okay," Marcus managed, mouth dry.

"First, let's review your performance," Isabella said, consulting her own notes. "Punctuality: perfect. You've never missed a scheduled appointment. Adaptability: excellent. You've learned quickly and adjusted to each of our preferences. Physical conditioning: vastly improved. Emotional availability: beyond our expectations."

"Sexually," Jade added with a grin, "you've become an absolute weapon. We've trained you well."

"So the question is," Keiko continued, "do you want to continue? We're offering to renew for another year, with the same terms. $250,000 base salary, bonuses for exceptional performance, all benefits included."

Marcus felt relief wash through him. They wanted to renew. They weren't getting rid of him.

"Yes," he said immediately. "Absolutely yes."

"Wait," Veronica held up a hand. "Before you agree, we have a counter-proposal. An alternative to the standard renewal."

Marcus's relief turned to confusion. "Alternative?"

"What we have now is professional," Priya explained. "You're our employee. We're your employers. It works, but it maintains a certain distance."

"We've all grown to care about you," Sophie added. "More than we expected to. More than is probably wise in an employee-employer relationship."

"So we want to offer something different," Mei said. "If you're interested."

Veronica slid a different document across the table. "This isn't an employment contract. It's a domestic partnership agreement. All seven of us and you, formalized."

Marcus stared at the document, not understanding.

"We're proposing a relationship," Isabella clarified. "Real relationship. You'd still live here, still be taken care of financially, but not as an employee. As our partner."

"Boyfriend is the wrong word since there are seven of us," Jade added. "But essentially—you'd be ours, and we'd be yours. Committed. Exclusive within our group."

"The money would change," Veronica continued. "We'd be supporting you as a partner, not paying you as an employee. Joint accounts, shared resources, that kind of thing. But emotionally, mentally—we'd be asking for more commitment. More of yourself."

Marcus's head was spinning. "You want—are you asking me to be in a relationship with all seven of you?"

"Yes," they answered in unison.

"That's insane," Marcus said, but he was smiling. "That's absolutely insane."

"So is what we've been doing for six months," Keiko pointed out. "But it works."

"We love you," Sophie said simply. "All of us. In different ways, maybe, but we do. And we want more than a professional arrangement."

"If you prefer the employment structure, we completely understand," Priya assured him. "We'll renew the original contract. No hard feelings."

"But if you want what we want," Veronica said, meeting his eyes, "if you want to build something real with us, then we're offering that option."

Marcus looked around the table at seven faces he'd come to know intimately—not just their bodies, but their personalities, their quirks, their vulnerabilities. Veronica's controlled exterior hiding deep sentiment. Jade's physical intensity masking fear of softness. Keiko's clinical precision protecting a romantic heart. Sophie's warmth and uncomplicated affection. Isabella's passion and fierce loyalty. Mei's creative chaos and unexpected wisdom. Priya's elegant grace and hidden playfulness.

He loved them. All of them.

When had that happened?

"Yes," Marcus said, voice shaking slightly. "I want that. I want us to be real."

Seven smiles bloomed simultaneously, and Marcus felt something settle in his chest—a rightness, a certainty he'd been missing his whole life.

"Then it's settled," Veronica said, sliding the domestic partnership agreement toward him. "We'll work out the legal details with lawyers, but essentially—welcome to the family, Marcus."

"Our family," Jade corrected.

"Our polycule," Keiko amended.

"Our love," Sophie added.

"Our everything," Isabella concluded.

Marcus signed the document with trembling hands, and when he looked up, all seven women were standing, moving toward him.

They didn't fuck that night. Instead, they held him, all eight crowded together on the couches, talking about the future. About what this meant. About boundaries and expectations and dreams.

"I want you to meet my parents eventually," Marcus admitted. "I don't know how to explain you, but I want them to know you're important to me."

"We'll figure it out," Veronica assured him. "We're not ashamed of what we are."

"I want to travel," Mei said. "Take you places. Show you the world outside this building."

"I want lazy Sundays," Sophie added. "Sleeping in together, making pancakes, being domestic."

"I want to keep training you," Jade said with a wicked grin. "But also challenging you in other ways. Pushing you to grow."

"I want deep conversations," Keiko murmured. "Getting to know every part of you, not just your body."

"I want passion," Isabella said. "Fire. Never letting this become routine."

"I want art," Priya added. "Creating beauty together. Maybe I'll paint you sometime."

"I want everything," Veronica concluded. "All of it. Every moment. Every challenge. Every joy. With all of you."

They fell asleep like that—eight people tangled together, no longer employer and employee, no longer transaction, but something more. Something real and strange and beautiful.

A family of choice.

A love without conventional boundaries.

A future built on trust and surrender and desire.

Marcus had walked into a job interview six months ago, desperate and broke and alone.

He'd found a home.



One Year Later

Marcus stood in front of his parents' house, seven women flanking him like a honor guard. His mother had been asking to meet "this girlfriend" for months, and he'd finally run out of excuses.

"Are you sure about this?" Veronica asked quietly. "We can wait. Give you more time."

"No," Marcus said, squaring his shoulders. "They need to know. They need to meet you. All of you."

He'd rehearsed the explanation a hundred times. Mom, Dad, I'm in a polyamorous relationship. With seven women. They take care of me, I take care of them, we're happy. It's unconventional, but it works.

His mother opened the door before he could knock, her face lighting up. "Marcus! Oh, sweetheart, we've missed you!"

Then she saw the seven women behind him, and her expression shifted to confusion.

"Mom, Dad," Marcus said, voice steady. "There's something I need to tell you. Can we come in?"

What followed was the most difficult conversation of Marcus's life. His parents' shock, their questions, their obvious confusion. His patient explanations, the women's support, everyone trying to make his traditional Chinese parents understand something completely outside their worldview.

But by the end of the night, as they all crowded around the dinner table—nine people instead of the three his mother had set for—something had shifted.

"So you're all—together?" his father asked, still processing. "All eight of you?"

"Yes, sir," Marcus confirmed.

"And you're happy?"

"Happier than I've ever been."

His parents exchanged a long look, one of those married-couple conversations that happened without words.

Finally, his mother smiled. "Then I suppose we'll need a bigger table for holidays."

Relief flooded through Marcus so intensely he nearly cried.

"Thank you," he whispered.

"You're our son," his father said simply. "Your happiness is what matters. Even if we don't fully understand—we'll try."



Two Years Later

The penthouse common room had been transformed for the occasion—decorated with flowers and candles and elegant draping. Chairs were arranged in rows, maybe fifty guests total. Marcus's parents sat in the front row, alongside the parents and close friends of his seven partners.

Because that's what today was: a commitment ceremony.

Not legally binding—polyamorous marriage wasn't recognized—but symbolic. A public declaration of their bond, their commitment to each other, their intention to build a life together.

Marcus stood at the altar in a tailored suit, watching as seven women walked down the aisle in elegant dresses. Veronica, Jade, Keiko, Sophie, Isabella, Mei, and Priya. All stunning, all his, all theirs.

The ceremony was beautiful—personalized vows, rings exchanged, promises made. When the officiant declared them bound, all eight of them, Marcus kissed each of his partners in turn while their assembled loved ones cheered.

"I love you," he whispered to each one.

"We love you," they answered.



Five Years Later

Marcus sat in his home office—they'd bought a house together, big enough for all eight, with private spaces and communal areas and a gym because of course Jade needed a gym—working on his novel.

He'd started writing a year ago, fiction based loosely on his experiences. It had sold to a major publisher, become a bestseller, sparked conversations about alternative relationships and sexuality and what family could mean.

He was thirty-one now, no longer the scared, broke twenty-six-year-old who'd walked into an interview desperate for change. He was confident, healthy, fulfilled. A partner to seven incredible women who'd taught him what it meant to surrender, to serve, to love without conventional boundaries.

His phone buzzed—text in the group chat:

Veronica: Dinner at 7. Everyone's turn to cook tonight.

Jade: I'm making my famous protein bowls.

Keiko: Please don't. Marcus, you cook.

Marcus: Already on it.

Sophie: Can we have dessert?

Mei: Sophie, we ARE dessert.

Isabella: Dios mío, Mei.

Priya: I'll bring wine.

Marcus: Love you all.

Everyone: Love you too.

Marcus smiled, saved his document, and headed to the kitchen to start dinner for his family.

This was his life. Unconventional, complicated, beautiful.

And he wouldn't change a single thing.


Chapter 4: Deeper

Six Months After the Commitment Ceremony

Marcus woke to the now-familiar sensation of a warm mouth on his cock. He was in Veronica's bed—the rotation schedule had him sleeping with different partners throughout the week, and Wednesdays were hers.

He opened his eyes to find her between his legs, blonde hair loose around her shoulders, green eyes watching him as she sucked him with leisurely skill. Morning light filtered through gauzy curtains, casting everything in soft gold.

"Mmmm—" Marcus groaned, hips shifting involuntarily. "Good morning to you too."

Veronica released him with a wet pop, smiling. "I woke up wanting you in my mouth. Hope you don't mind."

"Never," Marcus assured her, reaching down to stroke her hair.

She took him deep again, throat relaxing around him, and Marcus let his head fall back against the pillows. Two and a half years in, and the novelty hadn't worn off—waking up to pleasure, being wanted this intensely, this consistently.

Veronica worked him slowly, in no rush, enjoying the act itself rather than racing toward orgasm. Her tongue swirled around his tip, traced the ridge, dipped into his slit. She cupped his balls, rolling them gently, occasionally pressing behind them to massage his prostate externally.

"Fuck—Veronica—that's so good—"

She hummed acknowledgment, the vibration traveling through his cock. Her free hand slid up his stomach, finding a nipple and pinching lightly. The dual sensation made Marcus gasp.

They'd learned each other completely over these years. She knew exactly how he liked to be touched, what drove him crazy, what would make him come in seconds versus what could keep him on edge for hours. And he knew the same about her—knew that she liked being eaten out first thing in the morning, that she came hardest when he whispered filthy things in her ear, that she loved the feeling of his cum on her skin.

This morning, she was clearly in a mood to savor. She brought him close to orgasm three separate times, backing off each time just before he could tip over, keeping him in that desperate space between pleasure and frustration.

"Please—" Marcus finally begged, hips jerking. "Veronica, please let me come—"

"How do you want to come?" she asked, still stroking him. "In my mouth? On my face? Inside me?"

"Inside you," Marcus gasped. "Want to feel your pussy when I come."

Veronica smiled, climbing up his body to straddle him. She was completely naked, her perfect breasts swaying as she positioned herself over his cock. "Then fuck me. Make me come first, then you can fill me up."

She sank down onto him, taking him to the root in one smooth motion, and they both moaned at the sensation. Even after hundreds of times, it still felt incredible—the tight heat of her pussy, the way she fit him perfectly.

Marcus gripped her hips and began to thrust, finding the rhythm she liked—deep and controlled, angling to hit her g-spot. Veronica braced her hands on his chest, riding him with fluid grace, her head falling back in pleasure.

"Yes—just like that—fuck, Marcus—"

He reached up to play with her breasts, thumbs circling her nipples, feeling them harden under his touch. Then he moved one hand between them, finding her clit and rubbing in the precise circles that drove her crazy.

"Oh god—yes—right there—" Veronica's movements became erratic, grinding against his hand. "Don't stop—gonna come—"

Marcus maintained his rhythm—thrusting deep while rubbing her clit—until Veronica's pussy clenched around him and she came with a cry, her whole body shuddering.

"Now," she gasped. "Come for me now—fill me up—"

Permission granted, Marcus let go. He thrust up hard, once, twice, and then he was coming, emptying himself deep inside her while she milked him with rhythmic pulses of her inner muscles.

They collapsed together, breathing hard, still connected. Veronica's head rested on his chest, his arms wrapped around her waist.

"Good morning," she murmured again, kissing his collarbone.

"Best alarm clock ever," Marcus agreed.

They showered together—the large walk-in shower in Veronica's bathroom easily accommodating both of them—taking turns washing each other with intimate familiarity. Marcus shampooed her hair while she soaped his chest, the domesticity of it as satisfying as the sex had been.

Over coffee and breakfast—Veronica's kitchen was always stocked with gourmet food—they discussed the day ahead.

"I have meetings until six," Veronica said, checking her phone. "But I'm free tonight. Movie and Chinese food?"

"Sounds perfect," Marcus agreed. "I have lunch with Priya, then I'm writing this afternoon."

His second novel was due to his publisher in three months, and he was behind schedule. The pressure was familiar now—good pressure, the kind that came from doing something he loved rather than survival-mode desperation.

"How's the book coming?"

"Slowly," Marcus admitted. "I keep getting distracted by research."

"Research?" Veronica raised an eyebrow.

"Remembering things. Us. Everything we've done." He smiled. "It's all going in the book, heavily fictionalized obviously, but still."

"Our sex life is research now?"

"Has been for two years."

Veronica laughed, leaning over to kiss him. "Fair enough. Just don't make me too recognizable in print."

"Never," Marcus promised.



Lunch with Priya was at an upscale Indian restaurant downtown. She was already waiting when Marcus arrived, elegant in a burgundy wrap dress, her long black hair in an intricate braid.

"Sorry I'm late," Marcus apologized, sliding into the booth across from her. "Traffic was hell."

"You're three minutes late," Priya said with amusement. "Hardly worth apologizing for. How are you?"

"Good. Really good, actually." Marcus accepted a menu from the server. "Veronica and I had a nice morning."

"I heard." Priya's smile was knowing. "The walls in that house aren't as thick as we'd like to think."

Marcus felt his face heat. "Sorry if we woke you."

"I didn't say I minded." She reached across the table to squeeze his hand. "I love that you're all so happy. Each of you."

They ordered—Marcus getting his usual tikka masala, Priya ordering something he couldn't pronounce—and settled into comfortable conversation.

"I wanted to talk to you about something," Priya said once their food arrived. "A fantasy I've been having."

Marcus's attention sharpened. "Tell me."

"I want to watch you with someone else." Priya kept her voice low, though their booth was private. "Another man. I want to see you suck cock, see you get fucked. Would that be okay?"

The question caught Marcus off-guard. In two and a half years, he'd been exclusively with the seven women. The contract and then their relationship agreement had specified monogamy within their group.

"You want me to be with another man?" Marcus asked carefully.

"I want us to explore your bisexuality," Priya corrected. "You mentioned once, early on, that you'd experimented in college. I'd like to see that side of you."

Marcus remembered the conversation—late night, post-coital honesty, admitting to drunken hookups with a male friend sophomore year. Nothing serious, just experimentation, but he'd enjoyed it more than he'd expected.

"Would the others be okay with this?" Marcus asked.

"I already discussed it with them," Priya assured him. "Everyone agreed that if you're comfortable, we'd like to explore bringing in occasional outside partners. Male or female. Group scenarios with people we trust."

"You want to share me with others?"

"We want to give you more," Priya said. "More experiences, more pleasure, more exploration. You've been so focused on serving us—and we love that—but we also want you to discover all the ways you can receive pleasure."

Marcus sat back, processing. The idea was simultaneously terrifying and arousing. Being with a man again after all these years. Being watched by Priya while he did it. The vulnerability of it.

"I need to think about it," he finally said.

"Of course," Priya agreed immediately. "Take all the time you need. No pressure. But if you decide you're interested, I have someone in mind."



That evening, cuddled on Veronica's couch watching a movie neither of them was paying attention to, Marcus brought it up.

"Priya talked to me about bringing in outside partners," he said carefully.

Veronica hit pause on the movie. "And?"

"And I'm not sure how I feel about it."

"Tell me what you're thinking," Veronica encouraged, turning to face him fully.

Marcus gathered his thoughts. "Part of me is curious. I did experiment with guys in college, and I enjoyed it. The idea of exploring that again, with someone I trust watching, is appealing."

"But?"

"But another part of me feels like this is perfect as it is. Seven partners feels like plenty. Why complicate it?"

Veronica smiled, stroking his cheek. "Those are both valid feelings. Nobody's pushing you, Marcus. If you never want to bring in anyone else, that's completely fine. We're happy with things as they are."

"Then why suggest it?"

"Because Priya wanted to offer the option. She knows you're curious, and she wants to facilitate that exploration if you want it. But it's entirely your choice."

Marcus leaned into her touch, appreciating her steadiness. Veronica had this gift for making complex things feel simple, for creating space for honesty without judgment.

"Can I think about it?" he asked.

"Obviously," Veronica said. "Take whatever time you need. And talk to us—any of us—if you need help processing."

They resumed the movie, Marcus's head on Veronica's shoulder, her fingers playing idly with his hair. But his mind was elsewhere, imagining scenarios, possibilities, wondering if he was brave enough to explore this new frontier.



One Week Later

Marcus had thought about little else for seven days. He'd talked to each of his partners individually—getting their genuine feelings about the idea, confirming this wasn't some test he needed to pass.

They'd all been supportive. Enthusiastic, even. Jade was particularly excited about the idea of watching him get dominated by another man. Mei wanted to photograph it. Sophie thought it sounded romantic.

So on Friday night, Marcus found himself standing in Priya's apartment—nervous as hell—waiting to meet the man she'd selected.

Priya had explained the setup: his name was David, thirty-four, a friend of hers from art school. Bisexual, experienced, patient. He understood the dynamic—that this was about Marcus's exploration, with Priya present and directing the scene.

The knock came at exactly 8 PM.

David was handsome in a classic way—dark hair with distinguished gray at the temples, warm brown eyes, athletic build shown off by well-fitted jeans and a button-down. He smiled when Priya let him in, kissing her cheek in friendly greeting.

"David, this is Marcus," Priya introduced. "Marcus, David."

They shook hands, sizing each other up. David's grip was firm but not aggressive.

"Nervous?" David asked gently.

"Terrified," Marcus admitted.

"Good," David said. "Means you're taking this seriously. But you should know—I'm not here to push you. We only do what you're comfortable with, and we stop any time you need to stop."

The kindness in his voice eased some of Marcus's anxiety.

Priya had arranged her living room carefully—the couch positioned for optimal viewing, soft lighting, music playing low. She settled into an armchair, clearly intending to watch, while David and Marcus moved to the couch.

"Let's start slow," David suggested. "Just talking. Getting comfortable."

They talked for maybe twenty minutes—about Marcus's books, David's work as an architect, shared interests in movies and music. Normal conversation that helped Marcus relax, reminded him this was just another person, not some terrifying unknown.

Then David said, "Can I kiss you?"

Marcus's heart hammered, but he nodded.

David leaned in slowly, giving Marcus time to pull away if he wanted. Their lips met—soft at first, tentative. David's lips were different from the women Marcus was used to—firmer, slightly chapped, with a hint of stubble around them.

But not bad. Actually nice.

David's hand cupped Marcus's jaw, tilting his head to deepen the kiss. His tongue swept into Marcus's mouth, tasting of mint and something darker. Marcus found himself responding, kissing back, remembering how this felt.

When they pulled apart, Marcus was breathing harder.

"Okay?" David checked.

"Yeah," Marcus managed. "Good. That was good."

From her chair, Priya made a soft sound of approval.

They kissed more—longer, deeper, hands beginning to explore. David's touch was confident, assured, so different from the women's touches but equally arousing. He pulled Marcus closer until they were pressed together, and Marcus could feel the hardness of David's cock against his thigh.

"Touch me," David murmured against Marcus's lips. "I want to feel your hands on me."

Marcus's hand trembled slightly as he reached between them, palming David's erection through his jeans. David groaned, hips pressing into the touch.

"That's it," David encouraged. "Just like that."

Emboldened, Marcus worked David's belt and zipper, freeing his cock. It was different from Marcus's own—maybe an inch shorter but thicker, with a different curve. Marcus wrapped his hand around it, stroking experimentally.

"Fuck—yes—" David's head fell back, exposing the line of his throat. "Your hand feels amazing."

Marcus stroked him with growing confidence, using techniques he'd learned from the women, adapting them to this different anatomy. David was vocal, moaning encouragement, hips thrusting into Marcus's grip.

"I want your mouth," David said after a few minutes. "Will you suck my cock, Marcus?"

Marcus looked to Priya, who nodded encouragingly. Then back to David's cock, hard and leaking in his hand.

He'd done this before, in college. But that had been fumbling experimentation in dorm rooms, too much alcohol smoothing the edges. This was deliberate, sober, with an audience.

"Yes," Marcus decided, and slid off the couch to kneel between David's legs.

Up close, David's cock was intimidating—thick enough that Marcus wasn't sure he could fit it in his mouth. But he leaned forward, extending his tongue to lick the tip experimentally.

David's taste was strong—salt and musk and male. Different from pussy, different from his own taste, but not unpleasant.

Marcus licked again, gaining confidence, then wrapped his lips around the head. David groaned above him, hands coming to rest lightly in Marcus's hair—guiding but not forcing.

"Yes—god yes—take it deeper—"

Marcus tried, working his way down David's shaft inch by inch. He gagged when it hit the back of his throat, pulling back with tears in his eyes.

"Easy," David soothed. "Breathe through your nose. Relax your throat."

Marcus followed the instruction—techniques they'd taught him for taking dildos in his mouth, now applied to real cock. He tried again, deeper this time, swallowing around David.

"Fuck—perfect—you're doing so good—"

The praise made Marcus's own cock throb in his jeans. He sucked David with increasing enthusiasm, using his hand on what wouldn't fit, finding a rhythm that made David curse and thrust.

"He looks beautiful like that," Priya observed from her chair. Marcus heard the wet sounds of her touching herself. "On his knees, mouth full of cock. Our sweet Marcus."

The words sent heat through Marcus. He doubled his efforts, wanting to please them both—David with his mouth, Priya with the show.

David pulled him off after several minutes, breathing hard. "I'm getting close, and I don't want to finish yet. Not before I've been inside you."

Marcus's stomach flipped. Inside him. Fucking him.

"I've never—" he started. "I mean, I've had toys, fingers, strap-ons. But never actual—"

"I'll go slow," David promised. "And if it's too much, we stop. Okay?"

Marcus looked at Priya again. She was touching herself openly now, fingers working beneath her dress, eyes dark with arousal.

"Do you want this?" she asked Marcus. "Want to feel him inside you?"

Did he? The nervousness was still there, but underneath it was curiosity, desire, the need to push this boundary.

"Yes," Marcus said. "I want it."

They moved to Priya's bedroom—larger, with a proper bed and supplies ready. David had Marcus strip completely while he did the same, and Marcus tried not to stare at the other man's body. Taller than him, more muscular, body hair across his chest and stomach that Marcus instinctively wanted to touch.

"On your back," David instructed gently. "I want to see your face the first time."

Marcus lay back on the bed while David retrieved lube and condoms. Priya settled into a chair she'd positioned near the bed, still touching herself, watching avidly.

David started with fingers—one, slick with lube, pressing into Marcus's ass while his other hand stroked Marcus's cock. The dual sensation was familiar now, comfortable, and Marcus relaxed into it.

"So responsive," David murmured, working a second finger in. "You've been well-trained."

"They taught me," Marcus gasped. "Taught me to love this."

"I can tell." David added a third finger, scissoring and stretching, preparing Marcus thoroughly. When he crooked his fingers to hit Marcus's prostate, Marcus nearly came off the bed.

"Fuck—right there—"

"So sensitive," David observed, massaging that spot until Marcus was writhing and begging. "Think you're ready?"

"Yes—please—need you inside me—"

David rolled on a condom, slicked himself with lube, and positioned himself between Marcus's legs. The tip of his cock pressed against Marcus's entrance, and Marcus felt his body tense instinctively.

"Breathe," David coached. "Relax. Push out."

Marcus did, and felt David begin to slide inside. The stretch was intense—so much thicker than toys or fingers, hot and hard and alive in a way nothing else had been.

"Oh god—" Marcus gasped as David kept pushing, inch by agonizing inch, until finally he was fully seated.

They stayed like that for a moment, letting Marcus adjust. Being fucked by a man was different—David's weight on top of him, the hardness of his body, the stubble scratching Marcus's smooth chest when David leaned down to kiss him.

"Okay?" David checked.

"Yes—move—please move—"

David began to thrust—slow and controlled, letting Marcus feel every inch sliding in and out. He angled his hips to hit Marcus's prostate, and Marcus cried out, back arching.

"There—fuck—right there—"

"Found it," David said with satisfaction, maintaining that angle. He picked up speed, fucking Marcus harder now, hips slapping against ass.

Marcus wrapped his legs around David's waist, pulling him deeper, lost in sensation. Being filled like this, fucked like this, by a man while Priya watched—it was overwhelming.

"Touch yourself," Priya commanded from her chair. "I want to watch you stroke your cock while he fucks you."

Marcus obeyed, wrapping his hand around his cock and stroking in time with David's thrusts. The combination was intense—internal and external pleasure building together.

"I'm close—" Marcus warned. "Gonna come—"

"Do it," David growled, fucking him harder. "Come on my cock—let me feel you*—"

Marcus came with a shout, cum spurting over his stomach and chest, his ass clenching rhythmically around David's cock. The sensation triggered David's own orgasm—he thrust deep one final time and held there, groaning as he filled the condom.

They collapsed together, breathing hard. David pulled out carefully, disposing of the condom before returning to lie beside Marcus.

"Holy fuck," Marcus managed when he could speak. "That was..."

"Intense?" David supplied with a smile.

"Incredible," Marcus corrected.

Priya joined them on the bed, kissing Marcus deeply. "You were beautiful," she murmured. "Absolutely beautiful. Thank you for trusting us with this."

They cleaned up together—Priya being tender and attentive, David being friendly and warm. When David left an hour later, Marcus felt wrung out but satisfied, like he'd crossed some important threshold.

"How do you feel?" Priya asked as they curled up together in her bed.

"Good," Marcus said honestly. "Really good. Different, but good."

"Would you want to do it again? With David or someone else?"

Marcus thought about it. "Maybe. But not often. This is perfect—you seven and me. I don't want to dilute that."

"Then we won't," Priya promised. "This was about exploration, not changing our dynamic. You got to try something new, push a boundary. That's all."

Marcus kissed her gratefully. "Thank you. For setting this up. For watching. For caring enough to help me explore."

"Always," Priya said. "We want you to have everything, Marcus. Every experience, every pleasure. Because you're ours, and we take care of what belongs to us."



Two Months Later

The house was complete chaos—a good chaos, but chaos nonetheless. All eight of them were there, plus Marcus's parents, Veronica's brother, Jade's sister, and several close friends. Thirty people crammed into their living room and kitchen, celebrating the release of Marcus's second novel.

The book had dropped that morning to excellent advance reviews, and his publisher had already ordered a third print run. Marcus Chen was officially a successful author, and his family—all of them—were celebrating.

"Speech!" someone called out, and the room took up the chant. "Speech! Speech!"

Marcus climbed onto a chair, embarrassed but pleased. "Okay, okay! Thank you all for being here. This book wouldn't exist without some very important people."

He looked around the room, finding his partners scattered throughout. Veronica by the windows, elegant as always. Jade near the kitchen, beer in hand. Keiko on the couch, glasses perched on her nose. Sophie talking animatedly with his mother. Isabella holding court near the bookshelf. Mei photographing everything. Priya standing quietly near the back, smiling.

"My partners," Marcus continued, "have been endlessly patient with my writing schedule. They've listened to me complain about plot holes, celebrated every small victory, and loved me through the stress. I couldn't have done this without them."

"All seven of them?" his mother stage-whispered to Sophie, and the room laughed.

"Yes, Mom, all seven," Marcus confirmed, grinning. His parents had slowly come to accept his unconventional relationship—it had taken time and many conversations, but seeing how happy Marcus was had eventually won them over.

"They've given me a life I never dreamed possible," Marcus continued, voice getting more serious. "Two and a half years ago, I was broke and desperate and alone. Then I met seven extraordinary women who saw something in me I didn't see in myself. They've taught me about pleasure, about surrender, about love without boundaries. And they've given me the confidence to pursue my dreams."

He raised his glass. "To my family. All of you. I love you more than words can express—which is ironic, given that I'm supposedly a professional writer."

The room laughed and raised their glasses in return.

"To Marcus!" someone called.

"To all of us!" Veronica amended.

"To love!" Sophie added.

"To family!" Jade finished.

They drank together, and Marcus climbed down from the chair into Mei's arms, who kissed him soundly.

"Sappy bastard," she said affectionately.

"You love it," Marcus accused.

"I really do."



Later that night, after the guests had left and they'd cleaned up the considerable mess, all eight of them collapsed together in the massive bed they'd custom-built—big enough for everyone when they wanted to sleep together rather than rotating.

They were piled on top of each other, exhausted but content. Marcus was in the center, as usual, surrounded by warm bodies and familiar scents.

"Today was perfect," Sophie murmured sleepily.

"You did good, baby," Jade agreed, her hand resting on Marcus's chest.

"We're proud of you," Veronica added from her position behind him.

Marcus felt emotion swell in his chest—gratitude and love and the overwhelming rightness of this moment. These women had given him everything—pleasure and purpose and family and home.

"I love you," he whispered into the darkness. "All of you. So much."

Seven voices whispered back variations of the same—some sleepy, some emotional, some matter-of-fact. But all sincere.

"Love you too."

"Always."

"Forever."

"Our Marcus."

"Our everything."

"Our heart."

"Ours."

Marcus closed his eyes, surrounded by the people he loved most in the world, and felt peace settle over him.

This was home.

This was family.

This was exactly where he belonged.


Chapter 5: Evolution

Three Years After the Commitment Ceremony

The notification appeared on Marcus's phone at 2:47 PM on a Wednesday afternoon:

Group Calendar Alert: MANDATORY SESSION - Tonight 8 PM - Penthouse Common Room - Dress Code: Formal

Marcus stared at the message, curiosity piqued. "Mandatory" sessions were rare—usually reserved for important announcements or special occasions. The formal dress code made it even more intriguing.

He texted the group chat: What's tonight about?

Seven typing bubbles appeared simultaneously, then disappeared. No response.

Marcus tried again: Seriously, what am I walking into?

Finally, Veronica responded: You'll see. Just trust us.

That could mean anything. Over three years, "trust us" had preceded everything from romantic surprises to intensely kinky scenes that pushed his limits. Marcus had learned to approach those words with equal parts excitement and trepidation.

He spent the afternoon distracted, barely making progress on his third novel. At 7 PM, he showered and dressed in the tailored suit they'd bought him for book events—charcoal gray, perfectly fitted, with a burgundy tie that Priya had selected.

At 7:55 PM, Marcus took the elevator to the penthouse common room, heart hammering with anticipation.

The space had been transformed into something resembling a private club—dim lighting, candles everywhere, jazz playing softly. The furniture had been rearranged to create an intimate lounge atmosphere. A small stage had been set up in one corner, curtained off.

All seven women waited for him, and Marcus's breath caught.

They'd coordinated outfits—each wearing elegant cocktail dresses in jewel tones. Veronica in emerald green that matched her eyes. Jade in sapphire blue that emphasized her athletic build. Keiko in ruby red, a dramatic departure from her usual understated style. Sophie in topaz yellow that complemented her curves. Isabella in amethyst purple that looked stunning against her olive skin. Mei in onyx black with strategic cutouts. Priya in burgundy that matched his tie.

They looked like seven goddesses, and Marcus felt suddenly underdressed despite his suit.

"Welcome," Veronica said, moving to greet him. She handed him a glass of champagne. "Thank you for trusting us."

"What's this about?" Marcus asked, accepting the glass.

"Three years," Jade said, joining them. "Three years since we committed to each other. Three years of building this life together."

"We wanted to celebrate," Keiko added. "And give you a gift."

"You didn't have to—" Marcus started, but Sophie pressed a finger to his lips.

"Shh. Let us spoil you."

They led him to a plush chair positioned to face the stage. Marcus sat, still confused, while his seven partners arranged themselves around him—some sitting at his feet, others perched on the chair's arms, creating a tableau of affection and ownership.

"Three years ago," Veronica began, "you gave us something precious. Your trust. Your submission. Your whole self. Tonight, we want to give you something in return."

"Entertainment," Mei said with a wicked grin. "And education."

"We're going to perform for you," Isabella explained. "Show you things. Teach you new ways we can pleasure each other."

"And you're going to watch," Priya finished. "Just watch. No touching, no participating. Not yet. This is about you seeing us, understanding us, witnessing our love for you and each other."

Marcus's cock was already hardening in his slacks. "I'm just going to watch?"

"For now," Jade confirmed. "Later—well, you'll see."

The lights dimmed further, and music began—something sultry and slow. The curtain on the stage parted, revealing Veronica and Keiko standing close together, facing each other.

They began to dance—not the choreographed performance kind, but intimate, sensual, their bodies moving in sync. Veronica's hands traced Keiko's sides. Keiko's fingers tangled in Veronica's hair. They kissed, deep and hungry, and Marcus felt his breath quicken.

This wasn't new—he'd seen his partners interact sexually before, knew they sometimes pleasured each other when he wasn't involved. But watching like this, as a deliberate performance, was different. More intimate somehow.

Veronica slowly unzipped Keiko's dress, letting it pool at her feet. Keiko stood in matching red lingerie—bra, panties, garter belt, stockings. She looked like a pinup come to life.

Keiko returned the favor, revealing Veronica's emerald lingerie beneath. They kissed again, hands exploring newly exposed skin, and Marcus shifted in his seat, his erection straining against his slacks.

"Beautiful, aren't they?" Sophie murmured from where she sat at his feet. "Look how they touch each other. That's what you've taught us—how to be generous with pleasure."

Veronica guided Keiko backward to a chaise lounge that had been positioned on the stage. She laid Keiko down, kissing down her body—neck, collarbone, the swell of her breasts above the bra, stomach, hips. When she reached Keiko's panties, she looked directly at Marcus as she pulled them aside and buried her face between Keiko's thighs.

Keiko's back arched, a moan escaping her. Through the strategic positioning and lighting, Marcus could see everything—Veronica's tongue working, Keiko's thighs trembling, the flush spreading across Keiko's chest.

"Watch closely," Jade whispered in his ear. "See how Veronica uses broad strokes at first? Building sensation gradually? That's the technique you use too. You learned it well."

Marcus was transfixed, watching Veronica bring Keiko to orgasm with skilled patience. When Keiko came, crying out softly, Marcus's cock throbbed in sympathy.

"Beautiful," Isabella murmured. "But we're just getting started."

Veronica and Keiko exited the stage, and Jade and Sophie entered. Where Veronica and Keiko had been sensual and measured, Jade and Sophie were fire and passion. Jade immediately pushed Sophie against the wall, kissing her aggressively while her hands roamed Sophie's generous curves.

"Jade likes control," Mei explained unnecessarily—Marcus knew this intimately. "But watch how Sophie submits. See the pleasure in her surrender?"

Jade had Sophie's dress off in seconds, revealing yellow lingerie stretched across Sophie's curves. She palmed Sophie's large breasts roughly, making Sophie gasp and press into the touch.

"Please," Sophie begged, and Jade smiled wickedly.

"Please what?"

"Please touch me. Make me come. Use me."

The words sent heat through Marcus. He recognized that desperate need in Sophie's voice—had felt it himself countless times.

Jade pushed Sophie onto the chaise, spread her thick thighs wide, and dove between them with single-minded intensity. Sophie's hands fisted in Jade's hair, holding her in place while Jade ate her out with aggressive enthusiasm.

"Jade doesn't tease like Veronica," Priya observed. "She goes straight for what she wants. Different styles, but both effective. You've learned to adapt to each of us."

Sophie came loudly, screaming Jade's name, her whole body shaking. Jade emerged looking triumphant, face glistening with Sophie's arousal.

The performances continued. Isabella and Mei next—Isabella stripping Mei slowly while marking her tattooed skin with bites and scratches, making Mei curse and beg. Then Isabella riding Mei's face while simultaneously fingering her, both women coming within seconds of each other.

"Rough play," Keiko murmured. "Consensual pain enhancing pleasure. You've learned to give that too, when we ask for it."

Priya's performance was solo—a slow, elegant striptease that was more art than pornography. She removed each piece of clothing with deliberate grace, revealing her body inch by inch. Then she reclined on the chaise and touched herself, fingers working between her legs while she maintained eye contact with Marcus.

"Sometimes pleasure is solitary," Veronica whispered. "Sometimes we need to take care of ourselves. And sometimes we want you to watch while we do."

Priya came quietly, elegantly, her body arching beautifully before relaxing back onto the chaise.

By the time all seven had performed—sometimes solo, sometimes in pairs, once with three of them together in a tangle of limbs and mouths—Marcus was desperately hard, his cock aching in his slacks, precum dampening his underwear.

"Did you enjoy the show?" Veronica asked, all seven gathering around his chair again.

"Yes," Marcus managed hoarsely. "Fuck yes."

"Good," Jade said. "Because now it's your turn."

They guided him to the stage, to the chaise that was now damp with various women's arousal. They stripped him efficiently—suit jacket, tie, shirt, slacks, shoes, socks, underwear—until he stood naked before them, cock jutting proudly.

"Lie down," Veronica commanded, and Marcus obeyed.

What followed was an orchestrated assault on his senses. They took turns working different parts of his body—one sucking his cock while another kissed him deeply. Someone's mouth on his nipples while someone else's fingers worked his ass. Hands everywhere, mouths everywhere, seven women coordinating to bring him maximum pleasure without letting him come.

They edged him for what felt like hours but was probably only forty-five minutes. Brought him right to the brink again and again, then backed off, keeping him in that desperate space between torture and ecstasy.

"Please—" Marcus begged for the hundredth time. "Please let me come—"

"Not yet," Keiko said, even as her mouth worked his cock expertly. "We're not done with you."

They repositioned him—on his hands and knees on the chaise. Sophie slid underneath him, taking his cock in her mouth. Jade positioned herself behind him, and Marcus felt the blunt head of a strap-on press against his ass.

"We're going to fuck you from both ends," Jade explained. "And you're going to take it. Understand?"

"Yes—yes ma'am—please—"

Jade pushed inside slowly, the stretch intense even after years of training. When she was fully seated, she began to thrust while Sophie sucked him in counterpoint rhythm.

The dual sensation was overwhelming—Sophie's hot mouth, Jade's cock hitting his prostate with each thrust. Marcus was reduced to moaning, completely lost in pleasure.

Meanwhile, the other five surrounded them, touching him, themselves, each other. Veronica kissed him messily while Mei and Isabella made out beside them. Keiko and Priya were tangled together, hands between each other's thighs.

It was an orgy, pure and simple, all eight of them giving and receiving pleasure simultaneously.

"Come," Veronica finally commanded. "Come right now—"

Marcus came with a full-body shudder, emptying into Sophie's throat while his ass clenched around Jade's cock. The orgasm seemed endless, waves of pleasure rolling through him while his partners touched and praised and loved him.

When it finally subsided, they carefully extracted themselves and carried Marcus to the sectional sofa, arranging him in the center of their pile.

"Happy anniversary," Sophie murmured, kissing his temple.

"Three years," Jade added. "And counting."

"Forever," Keiko said quietly.

"Always," the others chorused.

Marcus lay there, completely spent and utterly loved, and knew he'd never been happier.



Four Months Later

Marcus's phone rang at 11 PM on a Friday night—unusual timing that immediately set off alarm bells. He answered quickly: "Hello?"

"Marcus." It was Veronica, and her voice was shaking. "I need you. Can you come to my apartment? Please?"

"Of course. I'll be right there."

He grabbed a robe and took the elevator up, arriving at Veronica's door within minutes. She opened it immediately, and Marcus's heart clenched at the sight of her.

Veronica—always composed, always controlled Veronica—was crying. Her makeup was smudged, her hair disheveled, her usual elegant exterior completely shattered.

"What happened?" Marcus asked, pulling her into his arms.

"My mother," Veronica managed between sobs. "She had a stroke. She's in ICU. They don't know if she'll—" Her voice broke.

"Oh god, Veronica. I'm so sorry." Marcus held her tighter, letting her cry against his chest. "What do you need? How can I help?"

"Just—be here. Please just be here."

They moved to her couch, Veronica curled against Marcus while he stroked her hair and murmured comfort. She cried until she was exhausted, then just lay there, breathing raggedly.

"Do you want me to call the others?" Marcus asked gently.

"No. Not yet. I needed you first."

The words touched Marcus deeply. She'd called him—not the group, not her closest partner Jade, but him specifically. Trusted him with this vulnerability.

"I'm not going anywhere," Marcus promised. "Stay with you as long as you need."

They sat like that for hours—Veronica occasionally crying, occasionally talking about her mother, Marcus just holding her and being present. No sex, no performance, just genuine comfort.

Around 2 AM, Veronica finally spoke. "Thank you for not trying to fix it. For not saying it'll be okay. For just being here."

"That's what love is," Marcus said simply. "Being present. Even when it's hard. Especially when it's hard."

Veronica looked up at him, eyes red and swollen. "I love you. Not just as part of the group. I love you, Marcus. Individually, specifically. Do you know that?"

"I do now," Marcus said, throat tight with emotion. "And I love you too. You know that, right? Each of you individually, not just collectively."

"I hoped," Veronica admitted. "But hearing it helps."

They fell asleep on the couch together, Marcus's arms around Veronica protectively. When the others arrived in the morning—Jade first, having sensed something was wrong—they found them like that, and understood without explanation that something had shifted.

Marcus wasn't just their toy, their partner in pleasure. He was family. Someone they could turn to in crisis, who would show up without hesitation.

The relationship had evolved beyond what any of them had initially imagined.



Six Months Later - Four Years Total

Veronica's mother had recovered, though she needed ongoing care. The experience had brought the entire group closer together, reminded them that their bond was about more than just sex.

Marcus had been spending more individual time with each partner—not for scheduled sessions, but for genuine one-on-one connection. Coffee with Keiko. Gym sessions with Jade. Cooking with Sophie. Gallery visits with Priya. Movie marathons with Mei. Dancing lessons with Isabella. Long walks with Veronica.

The sex was still incredible—still frequent and adventurous and satisfying—but it existed now within a deeper context of genuine relationship.

Tonight was his individual date with Keiko. She'd invited him to her apartment for dinner, and Marcus arrived with wine and curiosity.

Keiko answered the door without her usual glasses, wearing a simple dress that somehow made her look more vulnerable than any lingerie ever had.

"Hi," she said softly. "Come in."

Her apartment was serene—decorated in Japanese minimalist style, everything precisely placed. She'd prepared a traditional meal—sushi, miso soup, edamame—and they ate together at her low table, sitting on cushions.

"This is beautiful," Marcus said, gesturing to the food, the space. "Thank you for inviting me."

"I wanted time with just you," Keiko explained. "We have so little of that. It's always group scenarios or scheduled sessions. I wanted something more... intimate."

After dinner, they moved to her couch, and Keiko curled against Marcus's side in a way she rarely did—seeking comfort rather than offering pleasure.

"Can I tell you something?" she asked.

"Always."

"I was worried," Keiko admitted. "When we first brought you in. Worried that adding a male element would disrupt our dynamic. We'd all been together—the seven of us—for two years before you. We were a family already."

"I didn't know that," Marcus said, surprised. "I thought you all came together because of me."

"No. We existed first. We decided together to bring in a male partner, but there was risk involved. What if we got jealous? What if someone fell too hard? What if it destroyed what we'd built?"

"Did it?" Marcus asked quietly.

"No," Keiko said, looking up at him. "You enhanced it. Made it better. Gave us someone to care for, to teach, to love. You fit into the spaces we didn't know were empty."

"I don't know what to say," Marcus admitted. "That's one of the most beautiful things anyone's ever said to me."

"It's true." Keiko kissed him softly. "You're not an addition to our family, Marcus. You're the heart of it. The one who brings us all together."

They made love slowly on her couch—not fucking, not performing, but genuinely connecting. Marcus entered her gently, holding her gaze, moving with unhurried tenderness. When they came together, it felt less like physical release and more like emotional communion.

Afterward, lying tangled together, Marcus felt tears on his cheeks and didn't know if they were his or hers.

"I love you," he whispered. "I love all of you so much it scares me sometimes."

"Don't be scared," Keiko murmured. "We have you. We'll always have you."



Eight Months Later - Still Year Four

The intervention happened on a Tuesday afternoon.

Marcus had been struggling with his third novel—deadline approaching, words not flowing, stress mounting. He'd been irritable and withdrawn, snapping at his partners, skipping meals, sleeping poorly.

All seven showed up at his writing office—the spare room in their house he'd converted to workspace—and simply stood there until he looked up from his laptop.

"What?" Marcus asked, more harshly than intended. "I'm working."

"No, you're spiraling," Jade corrected. "And we're putting a stop to it."

"I have a deadline—"

"The deadline can wait," Veronica interrupted. "Your health can't. When's the last time you ate?"

Marcus tried to remember. "Breakfast?"

"It's four PM," Sophie pointed out. "And you skipped breakfast. We saw."

"We're worried about you," Priya said gently. "You're pushing too hard. Punishing yourself."

"I'm fine—"

"You're not," Mei said bluntly. "You're a mess. And we love you too much to watch you self-destruct over a fucking book."

Marcus felt his defenses crumbling. "I just—I don't want to disappoint anyone. The publisher, my readers, you—"

"The only way you could disappoint us," Isabella said, moving to kneel beside his chair, "is by not taking care of yourself. We don't need you to be successful. We need you to be healthy and happy."

"But the book—"

"Will get written when it's ready," Veronica finished. "In the meantime, you're taking a break. Doctor's orders."

"You're not a doctor."

"Executive decision, then," Veronica amended. "You're done working for today. Actually, for this week. We're taking you somewhere."

"Where?"

"Cabin in the mountains," Sophie explained. "Just us. No computers, no phones, no stress. Just rest and reconnection."

Marcus wanted to argue but found he didn't have the energy. "Okay," he finally said. "Okay."

They packed him a bag and drove three hours to a secluded cabin in the mountains—beautiful, rustic, with a hot tub and a fireplace and absolutely no cell service.

For three days, they pampered him. Made him elaborate meals. Drew him baths. Massaged tension from his shoulders. Sat with him by the fire and just talked. Made love to him gently, more about comfort than passion.

"You work so hard," Sophie said on the second night, Marcus's head in her lap while she stroked his hair. "Always trying to prove yourself, to be worthy. Don't you know you already are?"

"Worthy of what?" Marcus asked.

"Us. This. Love. You think you have to earn it, but you don't. We love you because of who you are, not what you produce."

The words broke something open in Marcus—some old wound from childhood, from years of struggling and failing and never feeling like enough. He cried in Sophie's arms while the others gathered around, holding him, letting him release years of accumulated fear and inadequacy.

When they returned to the city, Marcus felt lighter. Clearer. He extended his deadline with his publisher, worked at a healthier pace, and finished the book two months later without destroying himself in the process.

And he learned something important: love wasn't transactional. His partners didn't love him for what he provided—money, orgasms, success. They loved him for him. Completely. Unconditionally.

That realization changed everything.



One Year Later - Five Years Total

The package arrived on Marcus's thirty-two birthday—five years to the week since that first interview.

It was from all seven of them, delivered with ceremony to the dining table where they'd gathered for his birthday dinner.

"Open it," Mei urged, bouncing with excitement.

Marcus carefully unwrapped the box, finding a leather-bound book inside. He opened it to discover photos—hundreds of them, chronicling five years together.

The first interview day—a candid shot of Marcus looking nervous and hopeful. Their first group session. Individual dates. Holidays. The commitment ceremony. Book releases. Quiet moments at home. Elaborate scenes. Tender embraces. Laughter and tears and everything in between.

Five years of life documented in images.

"We wanted you to see what we see," Veronica explained. "How much you've grown. How much happiness you've brought us."

Marcus turned pages with trembling fingers, seeing himself transform from that scared twenty-six-year-old to the confident man he'd become. Seeing love reflected in seven pairs of eyes across hundreds of moments.

"There's something else," Jade said, and Keiko handed him an envelope.

Inside was a legal document—adoption papers. They'd created a family trust, all eight of them named as beneficiaries. Joint ownership of the house. Shared health directives. Everything formalized and legal that could be, given that polyamorous marriage wasn't recognized.

"We're binding ourselves to you," Isabella explained. "And you to us. Legally, financially, every way we can. Because you're ours, and we're yours. Forever."

Marcus couldn't speak around the lump in his throat. He just nodded, signing the documents with shaking hands.

"Happy birthday, Marcus," Priya said softly. "Thank you for five incredible years."

"Thank you for saving my life," Marcus managed. "All of you. For seeing me when I couldn't see myself. For loving me into becoming someone worth loving."

"You were always worth loving," Sophie corrected. "We just helped you see it."



That night, they made love all together—all eight in the massive custom bed, hands and mouths everywhere, pleasure given and received without accounting or measuring. It wasn't about performance or technique or anything except love made physical.

When it finally ended—bodies spent, hearts full—they lay tangled together in their usual pile. Marcus in the center, surrounded by the seven women who'd changed his life, who'd taught him what family could be, who'd shown him that love didn't have to fit conventional boxes.

"Five years," Marcus whispered into the darkness. "Five years and it still feels like magic."

"That's because it is magic," Veronica murmured. "We created something magical together. All of us."

"Wonder what the next five years will bring," Mei mused.

"More of this," Jade said confidently. "More love, more life, more everything."

"Promise?" Marcus asked, knowing he was being childish but not caring.

"Promise," all seven answered in unison.

And Marcus believed them.

Because this—them—was forever.


Chapter 6: Forever

Seven Years After the First Interview

Marcus stood in front of the bathroom mirror at 3 AM, unable to sleep despite the warm body waiting for him in bed. He studied his reflection—thirty-three now, so different from the desperate twenty-six-year-old who'd walked into that interview seven years ago.

His body had changed. The personal training had given him definition he'd never had before—visible abs, broader shoulders, stronger thighs. The constant sexual activity kept him lean and flexible. Small scars here and there from enthusiastic moments—bite marks that had gone a bit too deep, scratches that had drawn blood.

But the biggest change was in his eyes. That haunted, desperate look was gone. Replaced by contentment, confidence, the peace of someone who knew exactly where he belonged.

Seven years. It felt impossible and inevitable simultaneously.

The bedroom door opened behind him. Isabella appeared, naked and sleep-rumpled, concern in her dark eyes. "Cariño? Are you okay?"

"Just thinking," Marcus said, turning to face her. "About how much has changed."

Isabella moved to him, pressing her body against his back, her breasts soft against his skin. "Good changes?"

"The best changes," Marcus confirmed. "Sometimes I still can't believe this is my life."

"Believe it," Isabella murmured, her hands sliding down his stomach to wrap around his cock—already half-hard from her proximity. "This is real. We're real. And we're not going anywhere."

She stroked him slowly, expertly, while her other hand played with his nipple. Marcus's head fell back against her shoulder, surrendering to her touch.

"Come back to bed," Isabella whispered. "Let me remind you how real this is."

They returned to her bedroom—Marcus's schedule had him with Isabella for the next two nights—and she pushed him onto the bed with playful aggression.

"On your back," she commanded, and Marcus obeyed immediately.

Isabella straddled his face without preamble, lowering her pussy onto his mouth. Marcus went to work immediately, tongue exploring her folds with practiced familiarity. He knew exactly what she liked—firm pressure, fast circles on her clit, two fingers pumping into her while he sucked.

"Sí—just like that—" Isabella ground against his face, hands braced on the headboard. "Seven years and you still eat pussy like you're starving—"

Marcus hummed agreement, the vibration making Isabella gasp. He worked her ruthlessly, bringing her to orgasm within minutes. She came with a scream, flooding his mouth with arousal, thighs clamping around his head.

When she could move again, Isabella repositioned—spinning into a sixty-nine so she could take his cock in her mouth while he continued licking her sensitive pussy. The position was familiar, comfortable, perfected over years of practice.

They brought each other to orgasm simultaneously—Isabella coming again on his tongue while Marcus emptied down her throat with a muffled groan.

Afterward, lying tangled together, Isabella traced patterns on Marcus's chest. "Seven years," she mused. "Feels like forever and yesterday at the same time."

"Think we'll make it to ten?" Marcus asked.

Isabella propped herself up on one elbow, meeting his eyes seriously. "We'll make it to fifty. To sixty. Until we're old and gray and can barely move. And then we'll hire pretty young things to take care of all of us."

Marcus laughed. "That's a disturbing image."

"But accurate," Isabella insisted. "This isn't temporary, Marcus. None of us are going anywhere. We're bound together—legally, emotionally, sexually. You're stuck with us."

"Good," Marcus said, pulling her closer. "I wouldn't want to be anywhere else."



Later That Week

The group meeting was called for Thursday evening—all eight present, no sex scheduled, just discussion. These happened monthly now, a chance to check in on the relationship's health, address any concerns, plan for the future.

They gathered in the living room of their shared house, everyone in comfortable clothes, wine and snacks scattered across the coffee table.

"So," Veronica began, ever the organizer. "First item: Marcus's birthday is in two months. Thoughts on celebration?"

"Big party," Sophie suggested immediately. "Invite everyone. Make it a proper event."

"Or intimate," Priya countered. "Just us nine—including David if Marcus wants."

Marcus considered. David had become a semi-regular part of their dynamic over the years—invited occasionally for group scenes, particularly when Priya or Mei wanted to see Marcus with another man. They'd developed a genuine friendship beyond the sexual connection.

"Intimate sounds nice," Marcus decided. "Maybe a weekend away? Just us."

"I can book a resort," Jade offered. "Private villas, spa, everything we need."

"Perfect," Veronica noted on her tablet. "Next item: schedules for the next quarter. Anyone have conflicts?"

They reviewed their calendars—work trips, deadlines, family obligations. The logistics of managing eight schedules, eight careers, eight lives intertwined was complex, but they'd become experts at it.

"Third item," Keiko said, adjusting her glasses. "Somewhat sensitive topic. We should discuss what happens if someone wants to leave."

The room went quiet. It was a topic they'd carefully avoided for seven years—the possibility that this arrangement might not last forever.

"Is someone thinking of leaving?" Mei asked, voice tight.

"No," Keiko assured quickly. "But we need protocols. What if someone meets someone outside the group? What if life circumstances change? We've never formally discussed exit strategies."

"That's because we're not planning to exit," Jade said, but her tone was less certain than her words.

"Planning for possibilities isn't the same as wanting them," Veronica pointed out. "Keiko's right. We should have this conversation."

What followed was difficult but necessary—discussing how they'd handle it if someone wanted to leave, what that would mean for the group dynamic, financial implications, custody of shared property. It was mature and thoughtful and somehow made Marcus love them all more for being willing to have hard conversations.

"For the record," Sophie said when they'd hashed out a basic framework, "I'm not going anywhere. Just want that stated clearly."

"Same," Isabella agreed.

"Obviously," Mei added.

One by one, they all affirmed their commitment. Marcus went last, voice thick with emotion: "I'm here until you're sick of me. Which hopefully is never."

"Never," they chorused.



Four Months Later

Marcus's thirty-third birthday weekend was spent at an exclusive resort in Big Sur—private villas scattered across cliffsides overlooking the ocean, with every amenity imaginable.

All eight of them, plus David, who'd arrived Friday evening at Priya's invitation.

The first night was dinner—an elaborate meal prepared by the resort's private chef, served on a terrace with sunset views. They ate and drank and laughed, the easy comfort of people who knew each other intimately.

"Speech time," Mei declared when dessert appeared. "Marcus, what's it like being old?"

"I'm thirty-three, not ninety," Marcus protested.

"Ancient," Mei teased. "Practically decaying."

"Thank you for that image," Marcus said dryly. But he stood, glass in hand. "Seriously, though. Thank you all for being here. For seven years of—" He paused, searching for words. "Everything. You've given me everything."

"You've given us plenty too," David said from his seat beside Priya. "From an outside perspective, watching you all together—it's beautiful. Rare. Most people never find what you have."

"What do we have?" Sophie asked curiously.

"Authentic love," David said simply. "Without jealousy or possession or the usual bullshit. You genuinely want each other to be happy, and you work to make it happen. That's extraordinary."

"Well said," Veronica agreed, raising her glass. "To Marcus. To all of us. To seven years and many more."

They toasted together, and Marcus felt emotion well up. These people—his family, his loves, his everything—had chosen him. Kept choosing him, day after day, year after year.

After dinner, they retreated to the master villa—the largest, with a bedroom containing a bed that could fit everyone. Candles had been lit, music played softly, the space transformed into something romantic and intimate.

"We have gifts," Jade announced, producing a wrapped box.

Inside was a leather cuff—expensive, custom-made, with eight small charms dangling from it. Each charm represented one of them: V for Veronica, J for Jade, K for Keiko, S for Sophie, I for Isabella, M for Mei, P for Priya. And M for Marcus.

"For your wrist," Veronica explained as they fastened it on him. "So you always have us with you."

Marcus touched each charm, overwhelmed. "This is perfect. Thank you."

"Now for your real gift," Mei said with a wicked grin. "David, you're up."

David stood, moving to Marcus. "Your ladies asked me to facilitate a fantasy you've had but never expressed. Priya picked up on it months ago. Want to guess what it is?"

Marcus's mind raced. "I don't—"

"You want to be dominated," David said. "Really dominated. Not by women—you surrender to them beautifully—but by a man. You want to know what it feels like to be completely overpowered."

Marcus's cock twitched. David was right—it was a fantasy he'd barely acknowledged even to himself. Being topped by David had always been careful, consensual, focused on Marcus's pleasure. But some part of him wanted to be taken, to experience true submission to masculine power.

"Yes," Marcus admitted. "But I didn't think—"

"We want you to have everything you need," Priya said. "Even the things you're afraid to ask for."

David moved closer, and Marcus saw the shift in his demeanor—from friendly to predatory. "Safe word?"

"Red," Marcus managed.

"Then strip. Now."

Marcus obeyed with trembling fingers, removing his clothes while nine people watched. When he was naked, David circled him slowly, appraising.

"Beautiful," David murmured. "Seven years of training has made you perfect. But tonight, you're not their toy. You're mine. Understand?"

"Yes, sir," Marcus breathed.

"On your knees."

Marcus knelt, and David unzipped his pants, freeing his cock—already hard, thick and intimidating. "Suck," he commanded.

Marcus took David's cock in his mouth, but David didn't let him set the pace. He fisted his hand in Marcus's hair and fucked his mouth with deliberate force, hitting the back of Marcus's throat repeatedly.

Marcus gagged, eyes watering, but didn't pull away. This was what he'd wanted—to be used, controlled, overwhelmed.

"Good boy," David growled. "Taking my cock so well. Let's see how much you can handle."

He pushed deeper, and Marcus felt his throat stretch, fighting his gag reflex. David held him there for several seconds before pulling back, letting Marcus gasp for air, then pushing in again.

The women watched with obvious arousal—some touching themselves, others each other, all mesmerized by the display of masculine dominance.

After several minutes, David pulled out. "Bed. Hands and knees."

Marcus scrambled to obey, positioning himself on the massive bed. He felt exposed, vulnerable, his ass presented to the room.

David produced lube and a condom, preparing efficiently. Then his fingers were inside Marcus—two immediately, stretching aggressively. Marcus gasped at the intrusion.

"You can take it," David said. "You've been trained for this."

He worked Marcus open quickly, adding a third finger, scissoring and stretching without the usual gentleness. It was intense, almost too much, but Marcus found himself pushing back, wanting more.

"That's it," David approved. "Such a eager slut. Ready to be fucked?"

"Yes—yes, sir—please—"

David positioned his cock and pushed in with one hard thrust. Marcus cried out—the stretch was intense, the fullness overwhelming. David didn't pause, didn't let him adjust, just started fucking him with deep, powerful strokes.

"Oh god—fuck—" Marcus couldn't form coherent words, completely lost in sensation.

"Take it," David commanded, gripping Marcus's hips hard enough to bruise. "Take my cock like the good whore you are."

The degrading language should have bothered Marcus, but instead it made his cock throb. He was being used, dominated, reduced to a hole to fuck, and he loved it.

David fucked him relentlessly, hitting his prostate with each thrust, driving Marcus toward orgasm without touching his cock. Around them, the women had paired off or grouped—Veronica and Keiko sixty-nining on the floor, Jade finger-fucking Sophie while Mei watched and photographed, Isabella and Priya making out passionately.

The whole room was consumed by pleasure, and Marcus was at the center of it.

"Gonna come," David warned. "Gonna fill your ass—"

He thrust deep one final time and held there, groaning as he emptied into the condom. The sensation triggered Marcus's own orgasm—untouched, just from the prostate stimulation and the psychological intensity. He came all over the bed with a scream, his whole body shaking.

David pulled out carefully, disposing of the condom before gathering Marcus into his arms. "You okay? That was intense."

"Perfect," Marcus managed. "That was perfect."

The women converged, all of them touching Marcus, praising him, grounding him after the intense scene. He floated in subspace—that dreamy, disconnected feeling that came after intense submission—while his family brought him back slowly.

"Beautiful," Veronica murmured. "You were so beautiful."

"So brave," Sophie added.

"Perfect birthday gift to yourself," Mei said. "Embracing what you needed."

They cleaned him up gently, then all piled into bed together—nine bodies tangled in impossible configuration, but somehow making it work.

"Thank you," Marcus whispered to David. "For that. For understanding what I needed."

"Any time," David assured him. "You know I'm always available for your family."

Marcus drifted off to sleep surrounded by love, completely satisfied, perfectly content.



Eight Months Later - Still Year Seven

The call came on a Tuesday afternoon. Marcus was writing when his phone rang—unknown number, but something made him answer.

"Is this Marcus Chen?"

"Yes?"

"This is St. Mary's Hospital. Your mother has been brought to the emergency room. Can you come immediately?"

Marcus's world tilted. His parents lived three hours away—they'd just visited last month, everyone had seemed fine.

"What happened?"

"Car accident. Your father is stable, but your mother—you should come now."

Marcus drove like a maniac, texting the group chat on the way. By the time he arrived at the hospital, all seven of his partners were already there, having chartered a plane to beat him.

The sight of them in the waiting room—worry evident on every face—made Marcus's chest tight. They'd dropped everything to be here for him.

His father was in a recovery room, banged up but okay. His mother was in surgery—internal bleeding, broken bones, uncertain prognosis.

They waited. All eight of them, plus Marcus's extended family who'd been called. His aunt kept giving his seven partners odd looks, clearly confused by the dynamics, but no one had the energy to explain.

Six hours later, a surgeon emerged. "She's stable. Critical but stable. The next forty-eight hours will tell us more."

Marcus collapsed into Jade's arms, relief and fear mixing. His mother was alive, but barely.

Over the next three days, his partners took shifts—some staying with Marcus at the hospital, others handling practical matters like finding accommodation, coordinating with Marcus's relatives, bringing food. They operated like a well-oiled machine, supporting him without overwhelming him.

When his mother woke on day four, Marcus was there—as was Veronica, who'd been on shift with him.

"Marcus?" His mother's voice was weak. "What happened?"

"Car accident, Mom. But you're okay. You're going to be okay."

His mother's eyes drifted to Veronica. "Is this one of your... partners?"

"Yes, Mom. This is Veronica."

To Marcus's surprise, his mother reached out a trembling hand. Veronica took it carefully.

"Thank you," his mother whispered. "For taking care of my son."

"Always," Veronica promised. "He's family."

"All seven of you?"

"All seven of us."

His mother smiled weakly. "Good. He needs a big family. Always did."

That simple acceptance—amid crisis, in pain, his mother accepting his unconventional life—broke something in Marcus. He cried while Veronica held him, his mother's hand still in hers.

His family had blessed his chosen family. Finally, fully, completely.



Two Years Later - Nine Years Total

Marcus sat in his office, staring at the email from his literary agent:

Marcus—

Netflix wants to option the trilogy for a limited series. Eight episodes, major budget, A-list talent attached. They're offering $2 million for the rights.

We need an answer by Friday.

Call me.

Two million dollars. For books he'd written about his life, his loves, his journey.

He'd changed enough details that none of his partners were immediately recognizable—different names, different professions, different appearances. But anyone who knew him would see the truth: these were love letters to his family, thinly veiled as fiction.

Marcus walked downstairs to the living room where most of his partners were gathered. Weekend afternoon, everyone home, comfortable chaos.

"I need to tell you something," he announced.

Seven faces turned to him with varying expressions of curiosity and concern.

"Netflix wants to adapt my books. They're offering two million dollars."

Stunned silence. Then Sophie screamed and launched herself at him. "Oh my god! Marcus! That's incredible!"

The others crowded around, offering congratulations, asking questions. But Veronica's expression was more thoughtful.

"Are you okay with this?" she asked. "Your life—our life—on screen for millions to see?"

"It's fictionalized enough," Marcus said. "But yes, it feels vulnerable. I wanted to check with all of you before I said yes."

They took a vote. Unanimous: do it. Share their story. Let the world see that love could look different, could be bigger than convention allowed.

Marcus called his agent back: "We're in."



Eighteen Months Later - Production had just wrapped

The premiere was scheduled for a Friday night. Netflix had sent all eight of them invitations to a private screening in Los Angeles, with a red carpet and press and everything.

They coordinated outfits—Marcus in a tailored tuxedo, his seven partners in stunning gowns that complemented each other without matching. When they arrived at the venue, cameras flashed relentlessly.

"Marcus! Who are your dates?"

"How does your polycule feel about the adaptation?"

"Will all eight of you walk the carpet together?"

They did—all eight, arms linked, presenting a united front. The photos would be everywhere by morning: celebrated author with his seven partners, all gorgeous, all confident, all clearly in love.

The screening was surreal. Seeing actors portray versions of himself, of his partners, of their journey. The show had taken liberties—condensed timeline, added drama, made things more conventionally televisual. But the core was true: man finds family with seven women, builds unconventional life, chooses love over expectation.

When it ended, the room erupted in applause. Marcus looked around at his partners, seeing tears on several faces.

"They got it right," Sophie whispered. "They understood us."

The after-party was packed with celebrities and executives. People kept approaching Marcus, asking questions about his real life versus the show, whether everything depicted really happened.

"Most of it," Marcus would answer. "The emotional truth is accurate, even if specific events are changed."

A famous actress cornered him near the bar. "Your life sounds amazing. Do you ever worry it won't last?"

Marcus looked across the room to where his seven partners were clustered, laughing at something Mei had said. Nine years together. Nine years of love and challenge and growth.

"No," he said honestly. "I used to. But now I know—this is forever. We've built something strong enough to last."



One Year After the Premiere - Ten Years Total

The ten-year anniversary celebration was planned for months—a full week of events, culminating in a renewal of their commitment ceremony.

They'd invited everyone: Marcus's parents, his extended family, each partner's relatives, close friends, even David. The house was full to bursting, people sleeping on couches and air mattresses, wonderful chaos.

The ceremony itself was held in their backyard, which they'd transformed into a garden paradise. Chairs for guests, an arch covered in flowers, string lights everywhere.

Marcus stood at the altar—if you could call it that—in a new tailored suit. His seven partners approached from different directions, surrounding him in a circle, all in white.

The officiant—a friend of Veronica's who'd performed the first ceremony—smiled at them. "Ten years ago, eight people made a commitment. Not traditional, not conventional, but authentic and real. Today, they renew that commitment, with a decade of evidence that love, in whatever form it takes, can endure."

They'd written individual vows this time. Each partner spoke directly to Marcus, then Marcus responded to each. By the time they finished, there wasn't a dry eye among the guests.

"You saved my life," Marcus said in his final vows, voice thick with emotion. "All of you. I was drowning, and you pulled me out. Gave me purpose, family, love. I will spend the rest of my life trying to deserve what you've given me."

"You already deserve it," Veronica said. "You always did."

"We love you," they said in unison. "Forever."

"Forever," Marcus agreed.

The party afterward was massive—food and drink and dancing and joy. Marcus danced with each of his partners, with his mother, with friends. When he finally collapsed into a chair, exhausted and happy, David sat beside him.

"Quite a journey," David observed.

"Yeah," Marcus agreed. "From desperate interview candidate to this. Sometimes I still can't believe it's real."

"It's real," David assured him. "And it's beautiful. You've built something extraordinary."

"We built it," Marcus corrected. "All of us together."

That night, after the guests had left and the house was finally quiet, all eight climbed into their bed—the custom-made monstrosity that had been upgraded twice to accommodate everyone comfortably.

They didn't make love. Just held each other, talking quietly about the day, about the journey, about the future.

"Ten more years?" Sophie asked sleepily.

"Twenty," Jade countered. "Thirty."

"Fifty," Veronica said. "Until we're ancient and can barely move."

"And then we'll hire pretty young things to take care of us," Isabella added, and everyone laughed, remembering she'd said the same thing five years earlier.

"I love you," Marcus whispered. "All of you. Thank you for ten years."

"Thank you for letting us love you," Keiko responded.

"Thank you for being brave enough to try," Priya added.

"Thank you for being ours," Mei concluded.

They fell asleep like that—eight hearts beating in sync, eight lives intertwined, eight people who'd chosen each other and kept choosing, day after day, year after year.

Forever.


Chapter 7: Complete

Fifteen Years After the First Interview

Marcus woke on his fortieth birthday to the sound of rain against windows and the warmth of bodies surrounding him. The bed had been upgraded again last year—now essentially taking up an entire room, custom-built to accommodate eight adults comfortably.

He lay still for a moment, taking inventory. Sophie pressed against his left side, her generous curves soft and familiar. Jade on his right, all muscle and strength even in sleep. Veronica behind him, her breath warm on his neck. The others scattered around them in various configurations—Keiko curled at the foot of the bed, Priya and Isabella tangled together near the edge, Mei sprawled diagonally across everyone.

Forty years old. Fifteen years since that desperate interview. Half his life spent with these seven incredible women.

"You're awake," Veronica murmured, pressing a kiss to his shoulder. "Can hear you thinking."

"Just reflecting," Marcus said softly, not wanting to wake the others. "Forty feels significant."

"You're officially middle-aged," Veronica teased. "How does it feel?"

"Perfect," Marcus admitted. "Everything feels perfect."

Veronica's hand slid down his body, wrapping around his morning erection. "Shall we start your birthday properly?"

"We'll wake the others," Marcus protested half-heartedly.

"They won't mind."

She was right. Within minutes of Veronica stroking him, the others began to stir. Sophie's hand joined Veronica's on his cock. Jade's mouth found his nipple. Keiko crawled up from the foot of the bed to kiss him deeply.

What followed was a leisurely group session—all eight of them touching and tasting, no rush, no agenda beyond pleasure. Marcus found himself inside Priya while eating out Mei, while Sophie kissed him and Jade whispered filthy encouragement. The configurations shifted organically—everyone taking turns, everyone satisfied.

By the time they finished—over an hour later—the bed was thoroughly destroyed and all eight of them were flushed and satisfied.

"Happy birthday," they chorused, and Marcus laughed, pulling them all close.

"Best alarm clock ever," he said. "Fifteen years running."



After showers and breakfast—a massive production with eight people in the kitchen—they gathered in the living room for gift exchange.

"We pooled resources this year," Veronica announced, handing Marcus a folder.

Inside was a deed. To property. In Italy.

Marcus stared at it, not comprehending. "What is this?"

"A villa," Jade explained. "In Tuscany. We bought it last month. Big enough for all of us, plus guest houses for when family visits."

"You bought a villa?" Marcus's voice was faint. "In Italy?"

"We've been talking about having a European home base," Isabella said. "Somewhere we could spend summers. This seemed perfect."

"It needs renovation," Keiko added. "But the bones are good. We thought you could help design it. Make it truly ours."

Marcus looked at the property photos—ancient stone buildings on rolling hills, olive groves and vineyards, views for days. It was stunning.

"This is too much," he protested weakly.

"It's not," Priya corrected. "Your book money, our combined incomes, investments—we can afford this easily. And we want it. A place that's just ours, away from everything."

"Plus," Mei added with a grin, "think of the photo opportunities. Italian villa, eight hot people, lots of sex—I'm going to create an entire exhibition."

"You're not photographing us for public exhibition," Veronica said firmly.

"Private collection, then," Mei amended. "Still counts."

Marcus looked around at seven faces watching him with hope and love. They'd bought a villa. In Italy. For all of them.

"When can we see it?" he asked.

"Next month," Sophie said. "We're all taking three weeks off. Going to stay there, explore, figure out renovations."

"I don't deserve you," Marcus whispered.

"Yes, you do," all seven responded in unison, and Marcus had to laugh through his tears.



One Month Later - Tuscany

The villa was even more beautiful in person. Ancient stone walls, terracotta roofs, wooden shutters that opened onto breathtaking views. The main house had eight bedrooms—one for each of them, though they'd probably end up sharing most nights anyway.

The guest houses could accommodate extended family. The grounds included gardens, a pool that needed restoration, that olive grove and vineyard.

"It's perfect," Marcus breathed, standing on the main terrace as sunset painted the hills gold.

"We think so too," Veronica agreed, slipping her arm through his. "This will be our legacy. Something we build together that lasts beyond us."

They spent three weeks exploring—the villa, the surrounding towns, the countryside. They made love in every room, christening the space with their passion. They planned renovations, argued good-naturedly about design choices, dreamed about the life they'd build here.

One night, after dinner on the terrace—wine from their vineyard, food from their garden, candles everywhere—Jade stood and clinked her glass for attention.

"I want to say something," she announced. "We've been together fifteen years. Fifteen incredible, impossible, perfect years. And I think we should formalize something."

"We're already legally bound every way we can be," Isabella pointed out.

"I know. But I want to do something more. Something symbolic." Jade looked around at all of them. "I want us to get tattoos. Matching ones. Small, subtle, but permanent. A physical mark that we belong to each other."

"What kind of tattoo?" Keiko asked, intrigued.

"A figure eight," Jade explained. "Eight points, eight people. Infinity symbol. Forever."

Marcus felt his throat tighten. "Where?"

"Somewhere private," Jade said. "Maybe inner wrist? Or over the heart?"

"I like over the heart," Sophie said immediately. "Small enough to hide under clothes, but meaningful."

They discussed it for hours—design specifics, placement, when to do it. By the end of the night, everyone had agreed.

The next day, they found a tattoo artist in the nearby town who could accommodate all eight of them. By evening, they each bore a small infinity symbol over their hearts—permanent marks of their commitment.

Looking at his reflection that night, Marcus traced the fresh tattoo. Fifteen years, and still finding new ways to bind themselves together.



Six Months Later - Back Home

Marcus was in his office when his phone rang—his publisher, calling unexpectedly.

"Marcus, I have news. The show has been nominated for a Golden Globe. Best Limited Series."

Marcus sat down hard. "What?"

"Your story—well, the adaptation of it—might win a Golden Globe. Thought you'd want to know."

After the call, Marcus walked downstairs in a daze. All seven partners were home, scattered throughout the living room in various states of relaxation.

"I need to tell you something," Marcus announced, and they looked up with concern.

"What's wrong?" Veronica asked immediately.

"Nothing's wrong. The show—it's been nominated for a Golden Globe."

Silence. Then chaos—everyone talking at once, Sophie crying happy tears, Jade pumping her fist, Mei already planning what they'd wear if they won.

"We're going to the ceremony," Isabella decided. "All eight of us. Make a statement."

"Are you sure?" Marcus asked. "That's very public—"

"We've been public for years," Keiko pointed out. "The show is literally about our life. If we're nominated, we should be there."

They went as a group—eight people in designer formalwear, walking the red carpet together while cameras flashed endlessly. The show didn't win, but the nomination itself felt like validation.

Their love story—unconventional, complicated, real—was worth celebrating. Worth recognizing. Worth sharing with the world.



Two Years Later - Seventeen Years Total

The call came at midnight—Marcus's father, voice shaking.

"Son, your mother—she had another stroke. This time—" His voice broke. "She didn't make it."

Marcus felt the world tilt. His mother. Gone. The woman who'd given birth to him, raised him, eventually accepted his unconventional life. Just gone.

The funeral was huge—Marcus's extended Chinese family filling the church, plus his chosen family. His seven partners sat in the front row beside him, holding his hands, supporting him through the worst day of his life.

At the reception afterward, his elderly aunt pulled him aside. "Your mother loved you very much," she said in Mandarin. "Even when she didn't understand your choices."

"I know," Marcus managed.

"She told me once—maybe two years ago—that she was grateful for your seven wives." The aunt used the closest Mandarin term, though it wasn't quite accurate. "Said they made you happy in a way nothing else had. Said that was all she wanted."

Marcus broke down then, sobbing in his aunt's arms while his seven partners hovered nearby, ready to catch him when he fell.

The grief was overwhelming. Marcus spent weeks barely functioning, going through the motions of life while feeling hollow inside. His partners took turns sitting with him, letting him cry, holding him through the worst of it.

"She was the one who gave me life," Marcus said to Veronica one night, three weeks after the funeral. "And then you seven gave me a life worth living. I wish she'd known how grateful I am for that."

"She knew," Veronica assured him. "I told her, that day in the hospital. And she understood."

Slowly, painfully, Marcus healed. The grief didn't disappear—would never disappear—but it became bearable. His chosen family held him through it, reminded him that love continued even after loss.



Three Years Later - Twenty Years Total

The twenty-year anniversary party was massive—even bigger than the ten-year. They'd rented out an entire venue, invited hundreds of people, made it a proper celebration.

Marcus stood on stage, looking out at the crowd. His father was there, remarried now to a kind woman Marcus genuinely liked. His cousins, aunts, uncles. Each of his partners' families. Friends accumulated over two decades. David, who'd remained a close friend even as his sexual involvement had faded over the years. Marcus's editor, his agent, his publisher.

A whole community that had grown around their unconventional family.

"Twenty years ago," Marcus began, "I walked into an interview desperate and alone. I was broke, scared, with no idea what I was walking into. And I met seven women who changed my life completely."

He looked at his partners—Veronica at forty-eight, still stunning, gray streaks in her blonde hair now. Jade at forty-five, still athletic though she'd retired from training others. Keiko at forty-three, still intellectual and precise. Sophie at forty-two, still warm and generous. Isabella at forty-seven, still passionate. Mei at forty, still creative and chaotic. Priya at forty-three, still elegant.

"You saved me," Marcus continued, voice thick with emotion. "Gave me purpose, family, love. You taught me that happiness doesn't look like what society tells you it should. That love is infinite, not limited. That choosing each other, every single day, is what makes family real."

"We've had twenty years," he continued. "Twenty years of joy and challenge and growth. Twenty years of learning each other, supporting each other, loving each other. And I want twenty more. Forty more. However many we're blessed to have."

"So here's to us," Marcus raised his glass. "To this weird, wonderful, perfect family we've built. To twenty years past and countless years ahead. To love in all its forms. To choosing each other, over and over, for the rest of our lives."

The room erupted in applause and tears. Marcus stepped down from the stage into the arms of his seven loves, and they held him while everyone else faded into background noise.

"Twenty years," Veronica murmured. "Can you believe it?"

"No," Marcus admitted. "And yes. It feels like yesterday and forever simultaneously."

"Here's to forever," Jade said.

"Forever," they all echoed.



Five Years Later - Twenty-Five Years Total

Marcus woke on his fiftieth birthday—yes, fifty—to familiar warmth and love. The bed was smaller than it used to be, upgraded to accommodate aging bodies that needed more support. But it still held all eight of them comfortably.

His body had changed. Gray hair now, lines around his eyes, a slight softness around his middle despite still working out. His knees complained some mornings. His back needed careful stretching.

But he was healthy. Happy. More in love than ever.

His partners had aged too—all of them in their fifties and late forties now, showing the natural marks of time. Gray hair, laugh lines, bodies that moved slightly slower. But still beautiful. Still beloved.

"Morning, ancient one," Mei teased, kissing his cheek. She'd gone fully silver-haired and looked stunning that way.

"Says the woman who's forty-five," Marcus retorted.

"Practically a child compared to you."

They made love that morning—slower than twenty-five years ago, with more laughter and less acrobatics, but no less satisfying. Age had taught them patience, had refined their understanding of each other's bodies and desires.

"Twenty-five years," Sophie marveled afterward, all of them tangled together. "Quarter of a century."

"Best years of my life," Marcus said. "Every single one."

"Even the hard parts?" Keiko asked.

"Especially the hard parts," Marcus confirmed. "Because we got through them together."

They spent the day in quiet celebration—just the eight of them, no big party. Dinner cooked together in their kitchen, wine from their Tuscan vineyard, conversation flowing easily.

"I was thinking," Priya said as they cleared dishes. "About the future. What happens when we're too old to manage this house? When we need more help?"

"We've discussed this," Veronica reminded her. "We'll move to the villa. Retire there. Hire help if needed. But stay together."

"Always together," Isabella agreed. "That was always the plan."

"I just want to make sure we're all still on the same page," Priya pressed. "Twenty-five years is a long time. People change. Needs change."

"Has your need changed?" Jade asked directly. "Do you want something different?"

"No," Priya said immediately. "God, no. I love this. Love all of you. I'm just checking."

They went around the room—each person affirming their commitment, their satisfaction, their intention to continue. Marcus went last.

"You're my family," he said simply. "My home. The best part of my life. I'll be here until I physically can't be anymore. And even then, I'd rather be nowhere else."

"Morbid," Mei observed.

"But accurate," Marcus agreed. "This is it for me. You're it. Forever."

"Forever," they echoed, and Marcus knew they meant it.



Five More Years - Thirty Years Total

The thirtieth anniversary celebration was quiet—just the eight of them at the Tuscan villa, which they'd finally finished renovating. It was perfect now, a true home, with every detail reflecting their combined aesthetic.

Marcus was fifty-five, Veronica was sixty-three, and they were all feeling their age in new ways. Jade's knees finally required surgery. Sophie was managing diabetes. Keiko needed stronger glasses. Marcus's hearing was slightly diminished.

But they were together. Still loving, still choosing each other, still building this life they'd created.

"Thirty years," Marcus marveled, sitting on the terrace at sunset—their favorite time, when the light turned everything golden. "I never imagined I'd have this. Any of this."

"Neither did we," Veronica admitted. She was grayer now, more lines, but still stunning to Marcus. "When we first hired you, we thought maybe it would last a year. Maybe two."

"What changed?" Marcus asked, though he knew the answer.

"You did," Jade said. "And we did. We became something more than the sum of our parts."

"A family," Keiko concluded. "In the truest sense."

They sat in comfortable silence, watching the sun set over their land. Their villa. The home they'd built together over decades.

"I want to be buried here," Sophie said suddenly. "When the time comes. I want my ashes in this garden."

The morbid statement should have been jarring, but instead it felt right. They were all thinking about mortality now—couldn't help it, at their ages.

"Me too," Isabella agreed. "This is home. Should be our final rest too."

One by one, they all agreed. Their remains would stay here, in this place they'd built together, under the Tuscan sun.

"Dark conversation for an anniversary," Mei observed.

"Necessary conversation," Priya corrected. "We should have our wishes documented. Make it legal."

Ever practical, Veronica pulled out her tablet. They spent the next hour discussing end-of-life plans, wills, medical directives. It was sobering and necessary and ultimately beautiful—planning to be together even in death.

When they finished, Marcus raised his wine glass. "To thirty years. To however many more we're blessed with. And to being together, always."

"Always," they echoed, and drank together as the sun finally set on another day in paradise.



Ten More Years - Forty Years Total

Marcus's sixty-fifth birthday was celebrated quietly. He was fully retired now—three bestselling novels, the successful TV adaptation, enough money to last several lifetimes. His partners were mostly retired too, though Veronica still consulted occasionally, Mei still created art, Priya still taught.

They spent most of their time at the villa now, returning to the States only for special occasions. The Italian property had become their primary home—peaceful, beautiful, perfect for aging.

Marcus's body complained more now. Arthritis in his hands made writing difficult. His knees were shit. His back required daily stretching and occasional painkillers.

But he was alive. Healthy enough. Still capable of making love to his partners, though less frequently and with more creativity given physical limitations.

They'd hired help—a local Italian couple who managed the property, cooked some meals, helped with heavier physical tasks. It allowed the eight of them to focus on enjoying their time together rather than struggling with maintenance.

"Forty years," Marcus said at dinner—just the eight of them, as had become standard. "Four decades since that interview."

"Feels like yesterday," Sophie said. She was heavier now, her massive breasts even more magnificent somehow, her hair silver.

"Feels like forever," Jade countered. Her athletic build had softened, but she was still strong, still commanding.

"Both," Veronica decided. "It's both."

After dinner, they moved to the bedroom—the massive bed they'd custom-built for this house. Making love took longer now, required more patience and creativity. But it was still beautiful, still meaningful, still central to their bond.

Marcus entered Priya slowly, carefully, both of them working with aging joints. Her pussy was still tight, still wet, still perfect. He moved with measured thrusts while she wrapped her legs around him.

"I love you," he whispered against her lips.

"Love you too," Priya gasped. "Always. Forever."

The others surrounded them—touching, kissing, supporting. Even as they aged, even as sex became more challenging, they found ways to connect, to pleasure each other.

When they finished—everyone satisfied in some way—they lay together in their pile, breathing hard, hearts full.

"Forty more years?" Sophie asked sleepily.

"However many we're blessed with," Veronica corrected gently. "But hopefully many more."

"I'm not going anywhere," Marcus promised. "You're stuck with me."

"Good," all seven responded in unison.

And Marcus drifted off to sleep, surrounded by love, completely at peace.



EPILOGUE - Fifty Years Later

The letter was found after Marcus's death at seventy-five, addressed to his seven partners, his family, his loves:

My Seven,

If you're reading this, I'm gone. And I'm sorry for that—sorry to leave you, even though I know it's inevitable. We can't last forever, no matter how much we wish we could.

But I need you to know: I regret nothing. Not one single moment of the fifty years we spent together. From that first interview to my last breath, every day with you was a gift.

You saved me. Took a desperate, broken man and showed him what love could be. You taught me to surrender, to trust, to be vulnerable. You gave me purpose, family, home.

The world told me I couldn't have this—that love had to look a certain way, fit a certain mold. But you showed me that love is infinite. That choosing each other, every day, is what makes family real.

We built something extraordinary. Something that lasted fifty years—longer than most conventional marriages. We proved that love in all its forms is valid, beautiful, powerful.

I know you'll grieve. Please don't grieve too long. Celebrate instead. Celebrate fifty years of joy and passion and growth. Celebrate the family we built, the life we created, the love we shared.

And know that wherever I am—if there's anything after—I'm still loving you. Still grateful for every moment. Still believing this was the greatest gift I could have received.

Thank you. For everything. For seeing me. For choosing me. For loving me.

Forever yours,
Marcus

They read the letter together, all seven of them, in the Tuscan villa where Marcus had wanted his ashes scattered. They cried together, held each other, grieved together.

But they also celebrated. Celebrated fifty years of unprecedented love. Celebrated the man who'd brought them together in new ways. Celebrated the family they'd built and would continue, even in his absence.

Marcus's ashes were scattered in the garden he'd loved, under the olive trees he'd helped plant, on the land they'd made home together.

And his seven loves continued living—loving each other, honoring his memory, carrying forward the legacy of their unconventional, beautiful, perfect family.

Because love, real love, doesn't end with death.

It transforms. Evolves. Continues.

Forever.
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