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A Glimpse Inside


“A
re you ready?” he asked, kicking his foot so she practically bounced on his knee. A mischievous, lustful light shone in his eyes and sent a shot of excitement jolting through her. “Truth, or dare?”


The memory of the passionate kiss they just watched passed through her mind. She was already on his lap, his face scant inches away from her lips. With her heart in her throat, she nodded. “Dare.”



“I dare you to suck my”—a smile curled his lips as she flushed, terror spiking—“fingers.”



She blinked, for a moment unsure if she heard him right.
 Fingers?



Mike chuckled. “What, were you hoping I’d say something else?”



“Of course not!” She shook her head vehemently, face turning redder.



“Uh-huh, sure.” Mike’s condescending smirk made it clear he didn’t believe her.


Read on for the full story!


Playing Their Game


Chapter One


“S
o
…” Mike set his finished beer down on the coffee table and scanned the room. “We played a few hands—now how about spicing things up?”


“Yeah!” Somewhat buzzed, Ashley was eager to show off her spontaneous side. “Drinking games give you guys too much of an unfair advantage. Let’s do something
 fun
!”



Mike grinned. His friends Glenn and Jim shared a glance, chuckled, and agreed, too. Only Ashley’s roommate, Maddie, looked uncertain.



“I may have to bail,” she said. “I have class early tomorrow—”



Ashley’s jaw dropped. “No way! You can’t do that—this whole thing was your idea!” Maddie was the one who invited the guys once she heard about Ashley’s crush on Mike. She couldn’t abandon her now!



“Yeah, don’t be like that,” Glenn said. Ashley hardly knew the big guy—aside from his reputation as the rising star of the football team—but she got the distinct impression he had the hots for Maddie. Understandable, given her looks. “It’s still early. Stay.”



“And the fun’s just getting started.” Mike scooped the cards from the table and shuffled them with practiced precision, long fingers nimble and graceful. “You don’t want to ruin the mood, do you?”



Maddie sighed, glancing at Ashley with a look that seemed to say:
 I’m doing this for your sake
. Out loud, she said, “That depends. What’re we playing?”



“How about a little five-card draw strip poker?”



Maddie’s jaw dropped. Even Glenn and Jim looked surprised. A nervous giggle escaped Ashley’s lips.



Mike arched an eyebrow. “Not shy, are you?”



Another giggle escaped her lips. It was a bad habit—a nervous tic from childhood—but Mike didn’t know that. He thought she was cool, and she hated the thought of disappointing him.



So instead of saying the truth, she nodded. Then, with a blush, she grabbed her beer and took a big gulp. The liquid warmed her throat going down, but it was Mike’s gaze that made her feel hot. He’d been eying her up all night.



“What’re the rules?” Jim asked.



“Hm… One article of clothing buy-in, then one round of card exchange before the showdown.” Mike’s eyes flicked to Maddie and Ashley, a grin spreading across his lips. “Winner chooses who strips.”



Jim laughed and Ashley squirmed, embarrassment and excitement warring inside her mind. While she had no desire to strip in front of Mike’s friends, the thought of flaunting herself before him made her stomach somersault with delight. If she played her literal and proverbial cards right, maybe she could even bait him into making the first move on her.



But he needed Maddie with her, for courage. No way could she play strip poker with three guys alone, otherwise.



“Please, Mads? Stay for me?” She squeezed her friend’s arm.



Maddie gave a weary sigh. “Fine. I’ll stick around… for a few hands, anyway.”



“Yay!” Ashley cheered and hugged her.



“Glad you can join us,” Mike said. “Now, the buy-in. I’ll bet my shirt.”



“Ugh.” Maddie rolled her eyes. “My socks, I guess.”



Ashley went next. “I’ll do my hoodie.”



“Shoes,” Glenn offered.



“Shirt for me, too,” Jim said, from where he lounged on the floor. With the girls on the couch and the apartment’s only two chairs occupied, there was no other spot for him.



“Great.” With one last flourish, Mike finished shuffling and dealt everyone five cards. The atmosphere around the table changed instantly. Everyone leaned in and focused, none of them wanting to be the first to lose.



Unfortunately, a glance at her hand told Ashley this would not be a good round. She didn’t have a single pair. Even her highest card was junk.



Maddie exchanged three cards. Ashley sighed and gave up all five.



“Tough luck?” Mike asked as he gave her five new ones.



Ashley glanced at her new hand. Two kings. “Not anymore!”



Mike seemed disappointed but said nothing further as they continued the game. Glenn discarded three cards, Jim two, and Mike only one. On the count of three, everyone flipped their cards.



“Fuck,” she and Maddie cursed in unison. Neither of them won. Nor did Glenn and Mike, despite each having two pairs. Instead, Jim was the victor with the only three of a kind.



“Who to pick, who to pick…” He rubbed his chin in mock thought. “Ashley—I’ll be taking your hoodie.”



With a shrug, she stripped it off and tossed over the hoodie. “Thanks, I was just thinking the room’s a bit warm.”



Everyone laughed and the game continued. Ashley was down but not out. She still had on a t-shirt and tank underneath it, sweats, and socks. Plus underwear, of course. More than enough to whittle Mike down to his boxers—or even beyond.



Maddie won the next round, followed by Mike, then her. On and on it went, everyone laughing and cheering as the drinks flowed and clothes dropped.



By the time a dozen rounds passed, Jim was down to just boxers while Glenn still had his pants, baring an impressively muscled chest. Maddie wore only a tiny pair of panties and a long tank she’d pulled down to cover her like a minidress. Hard nipples poked through the fabric, thanks to her losing her bra several hands ago. She made no effort to hide them—and the guys didn’t bother hiding their stares.



Ashley wished some of that bravery would rub off on her. Dressed in just a bra and sweats—and panties beneath!—she sat with her knees hugged to her chest, not nearly as confident as she’d been before.



That didn’t stop the guys from staring at her. Every time one did, goosebumps crawled over her skin and she felt her pulse spike. Especially if it was Mike. His smoldering gaze explored her like a physical touch, making her heart ache and core throb each time their eyes met.



Unlike her, he seemed completely at ease. Despite being down to just a pair of black boxer briefs that emphasized his sizable bulge, he looked as comfortable as he’d been when he first walked through the door. And it was obvious why. With his muscular chest, thick arms, firm abs, and taut ass, the guy looked like he belonged in a modeling studio instead of a dingy dorm room apartment. It was all Ashley could do to keep from ogling him like a silly fangirl gushing over her favorite celebrity crush.



“Straight,” he announced when the latest round ended.



Ashley groaned, her three of a kind defeated.



Mike grinned. His eyes fixed on her. “Hand over your pants, Ash.”



Like a deer caught in the headlights, she blushed and froze, unsure whether to be happy or mad that he chose her over Maddie. On one hand, the thought of sitting in her underwear in front of everyone made her want to crawl under a rock and hide for the next year. On the other…



Maddie was
 hot
. Big tits, curvy figure, curly blonde hair down to her shoulders, and a cute dimpled smile made her one of the most desirable girls on campus. The girl guys hit on nonstop at any party. Who drew every eye the moment she stepped in a room. She could hop on any dating app and get matches faster than a finger snap. That Mike would choose her over Maddie meant everything.



Everyone’s eyes fixed on her as she slowly stood and tugged at the waistband of her sweats. She hesitated a moment, heart hammering in her chest, then pulled them down her smooth legs. A pair of teeny, pale lavender panties came into view and Mike drew in a sharp breath. She kicked off the pants and handed them to him before sitting down, red down to her chest.



“God damn,” Mike whispered, speaking for everyone. The group burst into a fit of nervous laughter.



Maddie recovered first and cleared her throat. “Okay, I think we should call it a night. Before things get out of hand…”



“No, don’t say that!” Mike sat up in dismay. “Don’t be a party pooper when the fun is just beginning.” He turned to Ashley. “You aren’t like that, Ash, are you?”



“N-no!” she said, squirming.



Deep inside, she knew Maddie was right. Sitting in her flimsy panties and bra in front of three guys—two of whom she hardly knew—wasn’t how she wanted to spend the night. If the game went on any longer, there was no telling what might happen next.



But… That was precisely the point.



With Mike so near, looking at her with such lust in his eyes, anything was possible. No matter how embarrassing or scary the situation, the prospect excited her. She couldn’t bear the thought of displeasing him. So if playing made him like her more… If it gave her the chance to reduce the distance between them… Then she wouldn’t back down.



She gave her roommate an apologetic look. “I still want to play. I don’t want to spoil the fun. But, um… I’m kinda out of clothes to take off.”



“I thought you might say that,” Mike replied without skipping a beat. “And I have a solution. Anyone who doesn’t want to strip more can play truth or dare.”



Ashley swallowed. Years had passed since the last time she played, but she had very fond memories of that night. It was her first kiss… At once both awkward and exciting, earth-shattering with its novelty. The thought of repeating the experience as a college student—with
 Mike
—made her core throb. She squeezed her thighs together and glanced back at Maddie, beseeching her to stay.



Her roommate rolled her eyes. “Are you sure about this?” she whispered in Ashley’s ear. “You should play hard to get a little. Draw him out. Make him work for it!”



Ashley knew. But she couldn’t bear the thought of missing the opportunity. All her life she’d longed for someone to take control away from her. She bit her lip. “I’m sure. Please stay?”



Maddie shook her head ruefully and slumped back on the couch, arms folded across her chest. “
Fiiiine
.”



Giddy, Ashley turned to Mike with a huge smile. “All right, let’s play some cards!”



Chapter Two


O
nce more, the deck came alive in Mike’s hands as he shuffled, manipulating the cards like he belonged on the casino floor in Vegas. Not a single motion was wasted. Each move was precise and practiced, smooth as silk, the fingers strong and dexterous.


Images of what else they might do crept unbidden into Ashley’s mind. A wave of heat flooded her core, sent wetness pooling in her panties. No matter how much she crossed her legs or how tight she squeezed her thighs, she feared the others might smell it. That they’d see the damp spot if she stood up.



It was too embarrassing to imagine. Just the thought made her heart race and skin prickle.



“Come on,” Jim said impatiently, “deal already!”



With a laugh, Mike did as asked and the game began.



Less than two minutes later, he won. No one else even came close.



“So, Ash…” Mike smirked, smug and cocky and somehow all the more handsome for it. “Truth or dare?”



She licked her lips, scared and excited at once. “Y-you cheated somehow!”



“Prove it.” The smile widened. “Or answer the question. Unless you want to give up that bra…? I’ll happily accept.”



The guys snickered. Even Maddie laughed, to Ashley’s surprise.



“Sorry, sorry,” her roommate said, still giggling. “But you chose this.
 I
 wanted to go to bed, remember? Now it’s payback time.”



“Fine!” Ashley wasn’t nearly drunk enough to give up her bra, and she didn’t trust Mike with a dare. That only left one choice. “Truth.”



“I knew you’d say that. But let’s see…” Mike made a show of stroking his chin as though deep in thought. “What’s the last thing you got off to? Oh—and I mean full details. Don’t just say ‘porn’ or ‘drunk hookup’ or whatever. Give us the goods.”



Ashley’s eyes grew wide as saucers. Waves of heat radiated off her face. She’d never even had a hookup, drunk or otherwise. She was still a virgin!
 He couldn’t ask a question like that!



“Tick-tock,” Mike prodded. “Everyone’s waiting. If you don’t answer, we’ll have to come up with a punishment—”



“No!” The word came out as a high-pitched, frightened squeak. “Um… I was reading a story.”



“An
 erotic
 story?” Mike prompted.



She nodded. “It was about a girl falling in love with an older guy. They were…hooking up.”



“Mike said to give all the details,” Jim stated, voice flat.



“Yeah, this sounds pretty bland,” Glenn chimed in. “Like you’re holding out.”



“It does.” Mike nodded in agreement, arms folded across his chest as though passing judgment. “Ash, you heard the rules. Maybe next time we need a time limit. And some way to enforce it… Like anyone that goes over has to be spanked by—”



“He was fucking her, all right!” Ashley interrupted, face glowing red. Even half undressed, the room felt stifling hot. The amused expressions on everyone’s faces caused fresh, shameful heat to surge inside her. It was all she could do to sit still. “Hard. Like…
 really
 hard. And when she tried to get away he wouldn’t let her. He grabbed her and overpowered her and”—her pussy clenched and face heated further—“made her take it.”



Chest heaving like she’d run a marathon, Ashley shrank back in shame as everyone stared at her, stunned. She clutched the edge of the couch so hard her knuckles turned white.



The silence was almost unbearable when Maddie burst into giggles. “Yeah, that does sound pretty hot!”



The tension broke and everyone laughed, but there was no mistaking undercurrent of tension that swirled in the room or the raw lust in the guys’ eyes. Especially Mike’s. Without words, she
 knew
 he wanted her. Just like the guy in the story.



If her panties were wet before, they were soaked now.



Glenn cleared his throat. “I’m… gonna grab a beer. Anyone else want one?”



“Me.” Ashley raised her hand. She needed all the liquid courage she could get.



Mike and Jim nodded, too. Only Maddie abstained. When Glenn returned with drinks from the kitchenette, Mike dealt the next round.



A few minutes later, Maddie came out victorious. She leaned close and whispered in Ashley’s ear, “Choose dare when I pick you.”



“What?” Ashley glanced at the guys, then back at Maddie. “Why are you choosing me? Aren’t we a team!”



“That’s
 why
 I’ll pick you! I’m gonna help you out. Trust me.” She pulled back, eyes twinkling. “Ash, truth or dare?”



Ashley licked her lips. “D-dare.”



“I dare you,” Maddie said, lips curling in a playful smile, “to sit on Mike’s lap for the rest of the game.”



Ashley’s jaw dropped even as heat flared in her core. “
Maddie
!”



“You heard her.” Mike chuckled and patted his lap. “Now get over here.”



Maddie pulled Ashley close and dropped her voice low, for her ears alone. “I knew you were too shy to do it yourself so this is your chance. Grab it!”



“My… chance?”



“That’s right. You’ve seen him looking at you. Just wriggle your butt on his junk and Mike will have you in his bed in a flash.”



Ashley bit her lip, barely suppressing a moan at the thought.



Maddie dragged her to her feet. “You’ll thank me later. Now…” She landed a playful swat on her butt. “Go!”



Dazed, her head spinning, Ashley did as commanded. Mike pushed his chair back to give her room and she gingerly perched on his knee.



With a laugh, he wrapped an arm around her waist and dragged her back until her butt nestled against his crotch. The hard bulge in his briefs nudged her panties and made her heart race. Each contact between them electrified her, sending heat surging through her core.



“Comfortable?” he asked, voice a breathy whisper that tickled her ear.



“Y-yeah.”



“Good.” Mike turned his attention to the others and raised his voice. “Another round?”



“Hell yeah!” Glenn grabbed the cards off the table and switched seats to the couch, scooting close to Maddie in the process. “Things are just getting interesting.”



“Definitely.” Jim rose off the floor, making no effort to hide the tent in his boxers. He moved to Glenn’s vacated seat, the fabric straining to contain his erection as it bobbed with each step. When he caught Ashley looking, he smirked. “My eyes are up here, you know.”



Ashley turned beet red. “Oh my God—I’m so sorry!” She squirmed, forgetting for a second where she sat.



Mike’s hands on her hips made her stop. “Don’t do that,” he growled in her ear. His big, strong hands remained on her skin, holding her tight. “If you move like that, I won’t be able to control myself. Not even in front of all these people.”



The words sent a shiver down her spine. Her pussy clenched. Mouth went dry. There was no doubt Mike meant it—and part of her longed for him to make good on the threat. Another part, shyer and warier, wanted to run to her room and hide under the covers until everyone left.



Instead, she did neither. She sat, frozen and helpless. Surely and not at all slowly going out of her mind.



Chapter Three


G
lenn dealt the cards, movements slow and awkward compared to Mike’s effortless legerdemain. Ashley leaned forward and scooped up her pile, trying to keep a straight face as her butt shifted against Mike’s crotch.


“Pass mine to me?” Mike asked. “I can’t exactly move.”



She leaned forward again and gave a small squeak as his fingertips trailed down her spine. Quickly, she grabbed his cards and thrust them into his hand.



“And don’t peek at my hand,” she mumbled, avoiding looking him in the eyes.



“Why? What’s in it for me?”



“Nothing, that’s just the rules—”



“There are no such rules. Poker is all about finding every advantage you can and… exploiting it.” Mike gripped her waist and shifted beneath her, bulge pressing against her overheated center. “Especially when there’s so much at stake.”



Ashley whimpered. There being so much at stake was
 why
 she couldn’t allow him to cheat. She wanted to win and turn the tables on him. To make Mike the one flustered and embarrassed for once. But she couldn’t say that.



Instead, she harrumphed and peeked at the cards in her hand while trying to appear normal. Like she wasn’t utterly out of her depth and scarcely able to focus on anything besides him.



In the end, it wasn’t either of them but Jim who won the round.



“Truth or dare, Ashley?” he asked, snickering.



“Why is it always me?!”



“You’re just fun to tease.” Jim shrugged. “Choose.”



“Fine…” She hesitated for a moment. There was something about Jim she didn’t quite trust. Something that made her uneasy, so there was only one choice. “Truth.”



“Okay… Here’s a question—how wet are you right now?”



Ashley flinched, face turning pink.
 How did he know?



His lips spread in a smirk. “Come on—if you don’t answer… Maybe we should just check?”



“He’s right,” Mike whispered in her ear. His hands slid down her bare sides, along the swell of her hips, and then to her legs. “If you don’t answer, I’ll force your legs open so we can all take a look.”



Face burning, Ashley squeaked with fright but didn’t—
couldn’t
—respond. Her tongue simply refused to obey its commands.



Mike chuckled. “Have it your way.” He grasped each thigh and forced them apart.



Embarrassment washed over Ashley, filling her with its sickly heat. Mike held her spread on his lap and she couldn’t even muster some token resistance. Like a toy in his strong, confident hands, she was helpless against his actions— and her own body’s responses to them.



Her traitorous, overheated pussy gushed, soaking her panties further. Not in spite of the humiliation but
 because
 of it.



The guys laughed. Even Maddie giggled and said, “Glad you’re having fun!”



With a furious blush, Ashley shuddered and squeezed her eyes shut—even as a fresh surge of heat pulsed in her core.



Before tonight, no one had ever seen her in such a state of undress. Yet now here she was, displayed before four others—including the guy she liked!—in just her soaked underwear. In the past, the furthest she’d ever gone was some light touching. Hands-over-clothes petting type stuff, nothing more. But now she had Mike’s cock pressing against her, a hard and insistent reminder that only a few bits of cloth kept him from sinking balls deep in her cunt.



And God… How she wanted him to.



“Hm… This still doesn’t answer my question,” Jim said. Ashley opened her eyes and watched his lips spread in a smirk. “Sure, you’re wet, but we still don’t know
 how
 wet. And since you won’t answer, I think I’ll check for myself.”



Dumbstruck with horror, Ashley stared as he rose and—



“That’s enough.” Mike’s voice boomed through the room, taut with anger. Jim froze, faltered, and sat back down. “This is a friendly game. No need to go that far—you have your answer.”



His grip on her thighs loosened and Ashley quickly sat up, pressing her thighs together and hiding her shame.



Jim sat back down with a quiet, “Sorry.”



Mike’s lips brushed her ear. He pitched his voice low, so only she would hear. “Besides… it’s already clear what a drippy mess you are. I never had you pegged for such an exhibitionist.”



“I’m not!” she hissed back, blushing. Mike only chuckled, not believing her in the slightest.



“Well then…” Glenn shifted uncomfortably and picked up everyone’s cards. “Let’s move on.”



He shuffled and dealt and the card game resumed. This time Ashley came close to winning, but it was Glenn himself who came out the victor. Ashley tensed, ready for him to tease her as well, but he had eyes for one person only.



“I’ll be taking your top now,” he said, smiling at Maddie.



Maddie arched an eyebrow. “Nuh-uh.”



Glenn froze for a moment, and then his smile turned into a grin. “You have something else in mind?”



“That’s right. I’m keeping my tank. But I’ll take a dare.”



“All right. Then I dare you to kiss me.”



“Mmm.” Maddie smiled, sultry and alluring, oozing confidence and raw sensuality. “I’ve been waiting for this.”



Ashley’s jaw dropped as her friend slid over to Glenn. Her hand traced up his bare chest, his rugged cheek, and into his hair. That was when Glenn grabbed her. Maddie only had time for a high-pitched squeal of delight before his lips were on hers and they were kissing.



No… Not kissing. Making out.



With one leg draped over Glenn’s and her whole body twisted toward him, there was no other word to describe the act. It was raw. Animalistic.
 Primal
. Their hands were everywhere, exploring each other’s bodies as they kissed without shame, heedless of their audience.



“Hot, isn’t it?” Mike whispered in her ear. He pulled her closer with one arm around her belly while his free hand explored her thigh. “Look at that passion… I knew Glenn was into her but I had no idea she liked him back.”



“I…” Ashley trembled, her core throbbing with heat. Words struggled to form. Even thoughts came with great difficulty. Need consumed everything, driven by Mike’s soft touch. By his skin. His heat. The erection pressing against her ass… She shuddered and bit her lip, struggling to get back on track. “I don’t know if she really likes him. She’s just like this. Flirty and free-spirited. Drawing everyone to her.”



“And you?” Mike nuzzled her neck and she tilted her head, granting him access.



“I’m different…” She struggled to suppress a moan. Maddie and Glenn were still at it, making out like they didn’t even need to come up for air. “I sometimes want to try, but I just can’t—never could.”



Mike’s teeth grazed her neck. “That’s okay. You’re cuter like this, anyway.”



Ashley flushed even as her heart soared. The situation was far beyond her control—so far past anything she’d imagined just hours ago—but she loved it. As embarrassing as it was, being on Mike’s lap and feeling his touch and hearing his words justified everything.



After a while, Maddie pulled away at long last, breathless and her cheeks tinged with pink. She glanced toward Ashley, licked her lips, and winked. “Shall we continue?”



Chapter Four


N
aturally, everyone agreed—Ashley included.


She’d started the night hoping simply to get Mike’s attention. Either to get his number or give him hers. Maybe—if she dared dream—to share a kiss or two. But they were far past that now, deep into uncharted waters. And she had no intention of stopping.



When Mike won the round, she wasn’t even upset.



“Are you ready?” he asked, kicking his foot so she practically bounced on his knee. A mischievous, lustful light shone in his eyes and sent a shot of excitement jolting through her. “Truth, or dare?”



The memory of the passionate kiss they just watched passed through her mind. She was already on his lap, his face scant inches away from her lips. With her heart in her throat, she nodded. “Dare.”



“I dare you to suck my”—a smile curled his lips as she flushed, terror spiking—“fingers.”



She blinked, for a moment unsure if she heard him right.
 Fingers?



Mike chuckled. “What, were you hoping I’d say something else?”



“Of course not!” She shook her head vehemently, face turning redder.



“Uh-huh, sure.” Mike’s condescending smirk made it clear he didn’t believe her.



Deep in her own mind, she wasn’t sure she believed, either.
 Did
 she hope he’d name something different? She had never sucked one before. Read about it, seen videos, watched girls do it until they gagged and cried, all while masturbating to the sight. But she never had the chance to try it herself. In high school, she was too shy, too overshadowed by her sister and burdened by the responsibilities her parents placed on her. Since arriving in college, she’d been too busy to engage that sort of thing. But that didn’t mean she was unwilling. Especially with Mike. As long as she could take him back to her room, first…



Strong hands grabbed her waist, bringing her back to the present just as Mike turned her around. She sat across his lap now, half facing toward him, half toward the rest of the group. He smiled and raised his hand, tracing her lips with a fingertip as though curious to see what she’d do. Whether she’d let him.



Goosebumps broke out on her skin but she didn’t move.



Mike gripped her chin and stroked her lips with his thumb. “Go on. Open your mouth for me.”



Ashley hesitated. Her eyes flicked to the guys—watching as though enraptured—then to Maddie, who had a look on her face that was half fascination and half excitement.



Maddie flashed her a thumbs up and a quick grin. “Do it,” she mouthed.



The thumb pressed more insistently. With a deep breath, Ashley steeled her resolve and parted her lips.



It slipped inside, big and warm, tasting faintly of salty skin. Sharp intakes of breath sounded around them, but Ashley could no longer focus on anyone except Mike. His dark eyes were bottomless wells, pulling her under, consuming her. The thumb teased her tongue, rubbing against it, then thrusting like a miniature cock. Wetness gushed from her at the thought. She ached for more his touch. To feel his hands on her—
in
 her—claiming her virginity for himself.



Her hand twitched, desperate to give her pussy attention if no one else would. But she couldn’t; not with the others watching. Instead, she grabbed Mike’s wrist for support. Her cheeks hollowed and she sucked like she’d seen girls do in a hundred movies. Head bobbing and tongue swirling, holding his gaze with her own as she sought to please him.



“Fuck…” Mike’s voice was a hoarse, breathy whisper.



She half-smiled, shame and excitement swirling inside her, blending into a mixture that made her core burn for his touch. Fog and lust filled her mind, overwhelming all other senses. All that mattered was making Mike happy and quenching her incessant need.



His grip on her chin tightened. The thumb pushed deeper into her mouth. “Go down more.”



It wasn’t a suggestion but an order. Ashley gagged as his thumb hit the back of her throat. She tried to pull back but his other hand grabbed the back of her neck and pinned her in place.



“Hold it… hold it… hold it…”



Tears welled in her eyes. Pure, bestial lust burned in his.



Ashley gasped and sputtered when Mike finally pulled his thumb free. She was still struggling to catch her breath when he grabbed her by the hair and pulled her mouth to his. Their lips met and his tongue pushed into her mouth, kissing her deeper and harder than she’d ever been kissed in her life.



She melted against him, arms wrapping around his neck as they made out, all other thoughts and considerations forgotten. Nothing else mattered, only the moment. Only the feel of her breasts mashing against his chest. His hands sliding along her back, leaving tingling trails wherever they explored.



By the time they pulled apart, her vision swam and her heart was a thunderous drum in her chest. Fiery need burned inside her. Wild thoughts danced through her head. If they’d been alone, she probably would have dropped to her knees and worshiped his cock right then and there.



“Good girl.” Mike smiled and she giggled like a silly girl.



“Damn,” Maddie elbowed Glenn, “and I thought
 our
 kiss was hot. That’s some fierce competition!”



Glenn chuckled and Jim wolf-whistled.



“Thank you, thank you,” Mike said, laughing. Ashley buried her face in his chest as the overwhelming realization of all she’d just done hit home.



Without prompting, Glenn gathered the cards and shuffled for the next round. Everyone operated on the tacit understanding that they wanted to continue. Ashley didn’t—and couldn’t—object. But she did grab her beer and drained half of it by the time Jim emerged as the winner.



He grinned and leered straight at her. “I dare you to let each of us smack your ass.”



Ashley gasped. Spanking was one of her most favorite kinks—but he couldn’t know that. Why was he picking a dare for her, anyway?!



Part of her wanted to fume and reject the idea. She didn’t like Jim very much, she decided, and it would be good to put him in his place. But on the other hand… She didn’t want him to choose truth and ask another embarrassing question, either. The look in his eyes warned her that if she tried, he’d probe her mind and make her reveal some secret fetish or fantasy that was better left unheard.



Plus… a few smacks on the butt sounded quite good. Especially from Mike. She glanced at him from the corner of her eye and chewed her lip, considering the offer for just a few seconds longer before finally nodding.



“Fine,” she said. “I can do that.”



Chapter Five


A
 wicked smile curled Jim’s lips. “Excellent. Stand up and come over here.”


Ashley rose slowly, reluctant to leave the warmth and safety of Mike’s lap. His hand found hers.



“It’ll be okay,” he said, giving it a squeeze before releasing her from his grasp.



She smiled gratefully and walked over to Jim, resigned to getting this over with. It was only a smack. Nothing major. And later, she had Mike’s turn to look forward to.



Jim surveyed her up and down, the smile still on his lips. “Lean forward and brace yourself against your knees for me.”



In the stories she liked to read, a command like that always demanded a ‘yes, sir’ or ‘yes, master’ in response. But such titles needed to be earned. Jim hadn’t won the right so she simply nodded and complied.



“No, not like that.” Jim grabbed her hips and forced her to turn. “Do it this way, with your ass facing everyone. Now—bend over so they get a nice view.”



Blushing furiously, Ashley did as he said and leaned forward, presenting her ass to everyone’s view. Covered by only her tiny panties, she knew they could see everything. The soft, round cheeks of her butt, firm from years of yoga. Her long legs, toned from a childhood of dance practice. And, of course, her pussy. Soaked as her panties were, the flimsy fabric offered little protection. She could practically feel their eyes devouring her.



To her shame, the indecent exposure only made her core throb even more.



In position, she turned her head and watched as Jim did a few practice swings. He lowered his hand to her ass. Pressed the palm against her cheek and copped a quick feel. She opened her mouth—read to tell him off—but he pulled back before she got the chance.



A second passed. Two. Three. Four—



When the blow fell, it came fast and sudden, giving her no time to prepare. One moment everything was fine, the next her ass stung like hell and she squealed with pain. Heat flared inside her, starting on the skin but sinking deeper, shooting tendrils straight to her clit.



“That’s one down,” Mike commented.



“That’s right.” Jim nodded. His hand remained on her butt a moment longer before he gave it a light, almost playful, swat and pulled back. “Move—still three to go.”



Ass tingling and face burning, Ashley stood up straight and headed to Glenn. He watched her approach with wide eyes and sat speechless when she stopped before him, as though at a loss for what to do next. If not for her embarrassment over the situation—and the uncomfortable feeling of Jim’s eyes fixed on her ass—she would have found it cute and endearing. As it was, Glenn was only a stepping stone on the way to the real prize: Mike.



“Let’s, uh… Get this over with,” she said, forcing a smile. Without any prompting, she turned her butt toward him and leaned forward, offering herself to Glenn.



His eyes followed the curve of her back, down to her ass. As though in a trance, he slowly raised his hand. Ashley held her breath, waiting, body taut with anticipation.



Glenn didn’t make her wait long.



His huge palm struck her ass, practically engulfing an entire cheek. Pain and heat bloomed inside her, stronger than before. It took all her effort to hold back from moaning.



Unlike Jim, Glenn removed his hand straight away, a slightly dazed smile on his face. Ashley couldn’t help herself and smiled, too. Then, she moved toward Maddie.



Her friend grinned. “Don’t bend over for me—I have something else in mind. I want you to straddle my lap. Show all the guys what a sexy little ass you’ve got.”



“Mads!” she hissed, blushing furiously.



“What?” Maddie laughed. “It’s true and you know it.”



Ashley bit her lip, squirming in place. She took a step closer but—apparently—not fast enough.



“Come on!” Maddie grabbed her hand and tugged. “You listened to Jim—now it’s my turn.”



Ashley stumbled forward, almost falling across Maddie’s lap before she caught herself on the back of the couch. She pushed off and straddled her friend, feeling like a complete slut.



“That’s better…” Maddie grabbed her ass with both hands and squeezed, giggling at Ashley’s indignant squeak. “Amazing, one side is actually so much warmer than the other!”



“What are you doing?” Ashley mumbled. A whimper escaped her lips as Maddie literally
 spread
 her cheeks, groping her the same way a shameless old man might a stripper. Every time she thought her embarrassment could go no higher, they proved her wrong.



“Having fun.” Maddie giggled. Her cheeks were rosy, eyes bright and full of lust. It was a look Ashley had never seen before—and certainly not directed toward her. “Don’t worry, I’ll even things out for you.”



Still gripping her ass with one hand, Maddie raised the other. A moment passed. When the blow fell, it fell
 hard
.



Ashley gave a small shriek, squirming and wriggling despite Maddie still pinning her down. Somehow, it hurt even more than the smacks Glenn and Jim gave! “How are you so strong—”



A second smack cut her off, driving the air from her lungs. Her eyes bulged as Maddie’s fingers dug into her ass.



“What the fuck, Mads!?”



“Sorry, sorry.” Her friend giggled, face flushed. She licked her lips and dropped her voice. “That was just too much to resist. But now you’re all warmed up for Mike so go and enjoy.”



‘Warmed up’ was certainly one way to put it. Her ass burned evenly on both sides and her panties were a drippy mess. With every beat of her heart, her clit throbbed, begging for attention. She’d never been hornier or more embarrassed—or out of her comfort zone!—in her whole life.



She slid off her roommate’s lap and turned to Mike, only to find him watching her with a small smile. The tent in his underwear was even bigger than she remembered. The fabric strained to contain the monster within. Unbidden, the thought of that same monster tearing inside her wet pussy flooded her mind.



Mike flashed a brilliant smile and held out his hand, which she took without hesitation. “I have something different in mind, too. Do you trust me?”



Ashley knew that she shouldn’t. And yet she did. She nodded without hesitation.



“Good.” Mike’s smile broadened. He tugged her hand, guiding her forward and over his lap. His hand came to rest on her upper thigh, almost on her ass. “I want you like this. Just relax… And let it happen.”



“Easy for you to say,” she muttered, squirming on his lap. With his hand resting where it was, Mike’s fingertips came dangerously close to her pussy. Her clit throbbed painfully. Her core pulsed, churning with hot, molten need. If he moved his hand just a little, she was sure she would cum.



He chuckled. “Ready?”



“Y-yeah.”



Mike struck immediately, with no hesitation. Ashley gasped at the force, even as heat flashed through her, stronger and more insistent than with the others.



Before she could move, he smacked her again.



This wasn’t part of the dare!



But she couldn’t protest—not with her clit tingling and mind scrambled by the unexpected burst of pleasure and pain. Mike capitalized on her confusion. Smack after smack followed, peppering her ass without any regard for her wishes or the audience watching them.



Ashley hung her head low, a continuous stream of whimpers and quiet moans escaping her lips. A voice in the back of her mind screamed at her to move, but she couldn’t. This was Mike. Not one of the others but
 Mike
.



Each blow of his hand lit her ass on fire, driving the voice further back. Pushing all thoughts and inhibitions out of her mind. The fog of lust took over everything and she found herself humping, mewling, desperately grinding against his leg like a bitch in heat. It didn’t matter who was watching or what they thought. All that mattered was now. This one glorious moment and the cascade of sensations coursing through her, overwhelming everything in their path.



“Oh, God…!” She was going to cum. She could feel it growing and building, approaching at terrible speed like a wave.



Before she tipped over the edge, Mike stopped. Instead of spanking her even harder, he pulled her up. Strong arms wrapped around her. Warm lips met hers. They kissed, arms tangling around one another, making out with abandon even as she wanted to cry tears of frustration for her denied orgasm.



When they pulled apart, Mike’s eyes were wild, his breath haggard. He offered no explanation for what happened and she desired none. As she rose to her feet, she glanced down at his crotch. A wet patch decorated his underwear. Too small for premature ejaculation—just right for a cock so eager to burst it was leaking precum.



The sight warmed her heart. It was a relief to know she wasn’t the only one going insane from this game.



Mike smiled when he caught her looking. “I almost lost control.”



So did she, but his eyes told her he already knew that. How could he not, with her sticky juices actually soaking his leg? A glance to the side showed the others in just as rough shape. The sexual tension in the room was suffocating.



Ashley licked her lips. “One more game?”



Win or lose, she had to cum. And she needed Mike to get her there.



Chapter Six


A
shley returned to her seat on Mike’s lap while Glenn quickly shuffled and dealt. No one spoke. The only sounds in the room were the hum of the ventilation and the soft, scratching noise of Maddie stroking Glenn’s leg through his jeans.


Mike shifted beneath her, getting comfortable. His hands amused themselves, first by caressing her tummy, then trailing the edge of her panties, almost dipping beneath.



None of it was enough to get her to where she was going, but it stoked the fire burning inside her and kept it at a low simmer. She couldn’t remember a time her clit felt more sensitive or nipples harder.



A peek at her cards revealed that for once, she had a good hand.
 Really
 good: triple aces. The thought of daring Mike to fuck her right on the coffee table flashed through her mind. Her cunt clenched. But no, she couldn’t go that far. She still had a small shred of dignity left, just enough to know not to do
 that
.



Instead, she discarded the cards for three new ones. It was better if she didn’t win. There was no telling what she’d do when so tempted.



Besides… She didn’t want to be in control. Never had, and tonight only proved it. Nothing felt better than the total helplessness—both mental and physical—she experienced while bent over Mike’s lap. The way he’d taken the opportunity when presented with it, claiming his body like a possession, was everything that she craved.



“Fuck!” Maddie cried out when they did the showdown and her hand lost. Jim threw his cards down in anger. Even Mike made a dissatisfied grunt.



Ashley’s heart dropped as she faced Glenn, the winner. She’d hoped it would be Mike again, but it seemed his earlier luck really was only cheating. His win ratio just hadn’t been the same since his friend took over as dealer.



“Hm, what to do…” Glenn tapped his chin, then chuckled as he looked at the disappointed faces all around him. His eyes lingered on Maddie, as though imagining what dare he might have her do, but after a moment his gaze turned to Ashley. “I dare you to strip down and masturbate until you cum in front of us.”



Her jaw dropped and heart fluttered. Once again, all eyes turned to her.



“Good choice,” Jim said, breaking the silence. “A dare we can all enjoy.”



Maddie laughed. “One of us in particular, I’d say.”



Ashley’s face turned bright red as everyone laughed. She hadn’t thought she could still feel more shame—not after everything that had already happened—but apparently, she was wrong. There was no end to the amount of humiliation one could suffer. Or to her slutty pussy’s love for it.



“If… If that’s what you want.” Butterflies danced in her tummy. Every single nerve and cell in her body tingled and throbbed.



“It is.” Mike’s hands slid up her back and unhooked her bra. “I’ll even help get you started.”



She blushed and squirmed, hands moving automatically to keep the bra pinned to her chest. But that defeated the point of everything. After a moment of hesitation, she let it fall.



Everyone’s eyes zeroed in on her tits. They were only a modest pair, especially compared with Maddie’s, but quite perky, with pink and sensitive nipples now hard as diamonds. It took every shred of willpower Ashley possessed to not cover herself… And she still wasn’t even halfway done.



Mike tugged at the sides of her panties and she lifted her ass, letting him pull them down. The panties dropped to her ankles and she stepped out them. As soon as she did, Mike grabbed her legs.



“Wh-what are you doing!?” she squeaked. Panic rose alongside embarrassment as he spread her open, baring her uncovered cunt to the room.



“Relax,” he growled in her ear. “I’m just helping. Now do as you were told and touch yourself. Show everyone how you masturbate.”



“Fuck…” She whimpered, unable to resist as he hooked his arms under her thighs and forced them up and apart, leaving her powerless in his lap.



Maddie giggled. “I didn’t know you shaved.”



“I usually don’t…” Heat washed over Ashley in waves, ebbing and rising along with her humiliation. Every single fold of her delicate, untouched pussy was on display, with not a single strand of hair to preserve her dignity. Worse, it wasn’t only her pussy that they could see. Her asshole was on full display, too. Just the thought made her want to hide.



But even as her mind protested, her pussy loved the attention. Overheated and leaky with desperation, it throbbed endlessly. She ached to touch it. To cum on her fingers as Glenn dared her to do. Modesty and desire warred inside her, as they had all night. And just as with every other time, modesty lost.



Sharp intakes of breath and appreciative murmurs sounded all around as Ashley touched her cunt. Seats creaked as the others leaned in, every eye fixed on her. A private, amateur porn show—just for them.



Already, she was soaked. Dripping. Ashley bit her lip and let out a moan as she teased herself. There was no use holding back. No more point in pretending she was anything other than a desperately horny slut. It was degrading and embarrassing and the most liberating thing she’d ever felt.



Ashley shuddered when her fingers found her clit. Pleasure blossomed at her fingertips. Tingles rushed through her body, reaching down to her toes and up to her scalp, electrifying her entire body.



She’d never known it could feel so good. That just her own hand could deliver such pleasure. A moan tore from her throat as she rubbed, quickly approaching the edge. Breath grew ragged. Sweat broke out on her skin. She writhed, a constant stream of moaned sounds of pleasure escaping her lips.



“This seems kinda unfair, doesn’t it?” Jim said. “Let’s make some room and set her down on the couch. Mike shouldn’t hog the fun all to himself. I want to cum, too.”



“What do you have in mind?” Mike asked.



“Nothing much, don’t worry. Just want to jerk off on her tits.”



Mike barked a laugh and let her legs drop. “You heard him. Get your cute ass on the couch and keep going.”



Ashley groaned and stood, shaky and weak, more unhappy from her impending orgasm getting interrupted
 again
 than Mike casually deciding things for her.



“Now!” He smacked her already sore ass.



With a yelp, she jumped to the now-empty couch and spread her legs wide, as she knew they wanted. It felt so slutty to sit naked in front of clothed people. To feel the fabric of the couch on her ass and their eyes on her skin. And it all made her so fucking wet.



Unable to restrain herself any longer, she leaned back and focused on her clit. Delighted shivers coursed through her as the pleasurable sensations returned. The blood in her veins boiled. She felt feverish, decadent, so wanton and dirty and
 ecstatic
.



She moaned and tossed her head, eyes squeezed shut. When she opened them again, the guys had their cocks out and were stroking in time with her. Even Maddie, sitting on the coffee table, had a hand between her legs. Her eyes were hooded and glazed. A sheen of sweat beaded her forehead. She smiled when she saw Ashley looking, as though encouraging her.



Ashley smiled, too, all vestiges of shyness gone. Nothing mattered aside from her orgasm, now.



Wetness leaked from her cunt. She scooped some up and slathered it on her clit, rubbing faster, abusing the poor little button as she chased her high.



The smell of sex filled the room. Grunts came from the guys as they stroked their cocks. Ashley watched them while playing with herself.



Mike, in particular.



His cock was neither too long nor too small but just right. Thick and slightly curved, it was a thing of beauty. Like a sculpture, perfect in every way. She wanted it in her mouth. Wanted it in her cunt. In her ass. It didn’t matter where or how as long as he
 took
 her, dominating her in the same effortless way he’d done all night.



Her moans grew higher and more frequent. Muscles clenched. She could feel the orgasm rushing toward her. No longer a wave but a tsunami that would wash her away.



“I’m—” She screamed, eyes squeezed shut. “
Cumming!
”



Tingles that began in her core spread outward, engulfing everything in their path like an inferno. Her body exploded with pleasure. Toes curled. Back arched. She lifted her hips off the couch, screaming as convulsions racked her whole body. It lasted forever. An eternity, maybe two.



One of the guys groaned and suddenly warm fluid struck her tits. Ashley opened her eyes in time to see Glenn jerk off on her, next. Mike went last. He looked in her eyes and with a moan exploded all over her face. Ropes of thick cum covered her cheeks and lips.



Her tongue darted out, licking the cream off her lips. Its salty taste flooded her senses and Ashley shuddered as a mini-orgasm tore through her in the first’s wake.



Drenched and exhausted she collapsed in a heap, laboring to breathe. As the tension drained out of her, bone-deep weariness set in. Her mind scarcely functioned.



She was only dimly aware of the others talking. Maddie directing them out, assuring them Ashley would be okay. The guys quickly dressed, but Mike remained near. He ran a finger through a puddle of cum on her cheek and brought it to her lips.



Without even thinking, she opened her mouth and sucked him clean.



“Good girl,” he said, smiling a blissful smile. It looked the way she felt: at peace with the world. “I never knew you had this side of you, Ashley… We’ll make plans, but I want to see you again. Soon.”



“Mhmm…” she replied sleepily. “Sounds good. I can’t wait.”



Mike smiled. Then he, too, got dressed and the guys left. The last thing Ashley remembered before passing out on the couch was Maddie wiping her with a damp cloth.


To Be Continued…
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Paying Her Share: A Slavegirl BDSM Story.
 A sexy young woman down on her luck and behind on bills gets an offer she can't refuse from her roommate. Hand over control and become totally his, and he'll pay her share of the rent. What begins as a simple business transaction turns out to be so much more.
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Becoming His Pet: BDSM Humiliation Taboo Encounter.
 A young college student turns to sex work online in an effort to pay for her mounting college tuition. Things seem to go well, until her best client turns out to be someone far closer to her than she realized. Someone with designs that go well past her comfort zone and will leave her sweaty, spent, and more used than she's ever been before.
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Giving Her All: BDSM Humiliation Rough Ménage.
 In order to make ends meet, a young woman must risk it all by seeking out a potentially dangerous organization that offers riches to any pretty, young woman willing to cater to the extreme
 tastes of its clientele.
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Making the Cut: BDSM Humiliation Rough Ménage.
 To become a member of an exclusive sorority, a young coed must undergo a hazing far more devious than she ever imagined. The things they require are humiliating and depraved… And turn her on more than she ever imagined.
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