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Content Warning for Pleasure Pointe


This is a story of dark erotic fiction, full of bondage, dub-con, non-con, medical play, and dark and disturbing themes that may be upsetting to some readers. This book is intended only for those eighteen and up. Please proceed with caution. This book is fiction and should not be used as a guide or as a responsible example of kink.

Pleasure Pointe is a fictional adults-only resort where visitors can live out their wildest fantasies. If you'd like to experience it like the characters and jump right in. I recommend starting with Chapter 2.
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I’m tucked into the corner of the couch, hands wrapped around a mug of cocoa that’s gone lukewarm, when Kai appears in the doorway. There’s something about the way he’s standing there—shoulders relaxed, but his eyes bright with barely contained excitement—that makes me set the mug down.

“What did you do?” I ask.

He crosses the room with deliberate slowness, and I notice the small box in his hand. Red wrapping paper, silver ribbon. Nothing extravagant, but the way he’s holding it—like it contains something precious—makes my pulse quicken.

“Can’t a guy give his girlfriend an early Christmas present?” He drops onto the couch beside me, close enough that our knees touch.

“Kai.” I narrow my eyes at him. “It’s December twentieth.”

“Exactly. Early.” He holds out the box, and when I don’t immediately take it, he sets it in my lap. “Come on. I’ve been sitting on this for two weeks.”

The paper tears easily under my fingers. Inside is an envelope—the expensive kind, thick cardstock with a subtle texture. My hands are shaking slightly as I pull out the contents.

The Pleasure Pointe logo gleams at the top of the page in embossed gold lettering. Below it, confirmation details. Dates. A reservation number.

“Kai.” My voice comes out barely above a whisper. “This is—“

“Four days,” he says, and there’s something vulnerable in his expression now, like he’s genuinely worried I might not want this. “Starting the day after Christmas. I know we talked about it being someday, but I thought... why not now?”

I read the dates again, then the accommodation details, then back to the dates because my brain can’t quite process what I’m seeing. “You actually booked it. You booked Pleasure Pointe.”

“I did.” He’s watching my face carefully. “Is that okay? I mean, I know we’ve talked about it, but if you’re not ready—“

I kiss him. Hard. The papers crumple between us as I throw my arms around his neck, and he makes a surprised sound before kissing me back, his hands finding my waist.

When I pull away, I’m breathless. “Are you kidding? I’ve been fantasizing about this place since I first found their website three years ago. I just never thought we’d actually—“ I look down at the confirmation again, half-expecting it to have vanished. “How did you even... the waitlist alone is supposed to be months long.”

“I may have called in a favor.” He tucks a strand of hair behind my ear, his thumb lingering against my cheek. “And I may have been planning this since September.”

“September?” I stare at him. “You’ve been keeping this secret for three months?”

“You have no idea how many times I almost cracked.” He grins, and it’s that boyish expression that made me fall for him in the first place. “Especially when you were browsing their website last week. I was standing right behind you.”

Heat floods my cheeks. “You saw that?”

“Mm-hmm.” His voice drops lower. “Saw exactly which packages you were looking at, too.”

I bite my lip, suddenly very aware of how close he is. “And?”

“And I made sure to include every single thing on your wish list.” He reaches over and taps the papers in my hand. “Check page three.”

I flip through with trembling fingers. There it is—a detailed itinerary, every fantasy I’ve ever whispered to him in the dark, every scenario I’ve bookmarked and daydreamed about. My throat goes tight.

“We have a video conference tomorrow,” Kai continues, his hand moving in slow circles on my lower back. “To go over everything. Make sure all the details are exactly what you want.”

I set the papers aside carefully, then turn to face him fully. “This is the most incredible thing anyone’s ever done for me.”

“Yeah?” He looks pleased, but there’s something else in his expression too. Heat. Anticipation. “Good. Because I’ve been thinking about watching you there for months now.”

The way he says it sends electricity down my spine. I curl into his side, my head on his shoulder, and let myself imagine it. Really imagine it. In less than a week, this won’t be fantasy anymore.

“Thank you,” I whisper against his neck.

His arms tighten around me. “Merry early Christmas, Annika.”
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The laptop screen glows in the dimness of our bedroom. I’ve had the Pleasure Pointe website open for the past twenty minutes, rereading the same paragraphs over and over while my leg bounces with nervous energy.

Take the vacation you deserve at our adults-only all-inclusive resort. Whether you want to stay in our spacious suites, the dungeons, the kennels, the stables, or our custom accommodations, we offer something for everyone and every fantasy you can imagine. For couples, groups, or solo travelers. Speak to one of our experience specialists and book your getaway today.

“You’re going to wear a hole in the mattress with all that bouncing,” Kai says from beside me. He’s propped up against the headboard, looking far too relaxed for someone about to discuss the intimate details of his girlfriend’s sexual fantasies with a stranger.

“I’m not nervous,” I lie.

“Right. That’s why you’ve checked your hair in the camera preview six times in the last two minutes.”

I shoot him a look, but before I can respond, the video call notification chimes. My stomach does a somersault.

Kai leans closer, his shoulder pressing against mine as I click accept. The screen fills with a man who looks nothing like what I expected. No leather, no intimidating dungeon master aesthetic. Just a guy in a charcoal sweater vest over a crisp white shirt, dark hair neatly styled, light brown eyes that somehow manage to be both professional and knowing.

“Annika?” His voice is smooth, warm. “And Kai?”

“That’s us.” I sit up straighter, hyperaware of Kai’s hand settling on my thigh just out of frame.

“Excellent. I’m Tanner, legal liaison for Pleasure Pointe. Thanks for making the time for this call.” He glances down at something off-screen, then back up with an easy smile. “I know these briefings can feel a bit formal, but I promise we’ll make this as painless as possible. My job is to make sure you have the experience you want while keeping everyone safe and happy.”

“We appreciate that,” Kai says, and his thumb starts tracing lazy patterns on my leg. I fight to keep my expression neutral.

“Before we dive in, I need to let you know this session is being recorded for liability purposes. Standard procedure.” Tanner’s expression is apologetic but firm. “I’ll be asking you some questions, Annika, and I need you to answer verbally—yes or no—and also nod or shake your head. Can you do that for me?”

“Yes.” I nod, and my voice comes out steadier than I expected.

Kai’s hand squeezes gently, a silent encouragement.

“Perfect.” Tanner pulls up what looks like a document on his end. “So, you’ve signed up for our holiday abduction roleplay scenario. First thing I need to confirm—you understand that once the experience begins, there’s no pausing or stopping except through use of your safeword. If you use your safeword, the scenario ends immediately and you’ll be transported home. Do you understand?”

The reality of it hits me all at once. No backing out. No “wait, let me think about this.” Once it starts, it’s real—or as real as a carefully orchestrated fantasy can be.

“Yes.” I nod. “I understand.”

Beside me, Kai shifts slightly closer. His presence is grounding, even as my heart races.

“Good.” Tanner’s eyes flick to his screen. “Let me walk through what you’ve requested, and you stop me if anything doesn’t sound right. You’ll be taken from your home on the morning of December twenty-sixth. You’ve requested a scenario involving three staff members, is that correct?”

My mouth has gone dry. Hearing it said out loud, clinical and clear, is entirely different from typing it into a form. “Yes.”

Kai’s fingers still on my thigh. When I glance at him, his expression is intense, focused entirely on me. “You okay?” he murmurs, too quiet for the microphone to pick up.

I nod slightly, then turn back to Tanner.

“You’ve requested the experience include restraints—specifically rope bondage and leather cuffs. Spanking, both hand and implement. Use of gags. Penetrative sex—vaginal, anal, and oral. Use of toys, including vibrators and plugs. Choking. Wax play. And you’ve requested that the entire experience be filmed. Kai will be participating, along with several of our employees. Is all of that accurate?”

Heat floods through me, pooling low in my belly. It’s one thing to fantasize, another entirely to have someone recite your deepest desires back to you like a grocery list.

“Yes.” My voice wavers slightly. “That’s what I want.”

Kai leans in, his breath warm against my ear. “You’re doing great,” he whispers, and there’s an edge to his voice that makes my skin prickle with awareness.

Tanner continues, unflappable. “You understand that everything will be recorded and Kai will receive edited footage afterward?”

“Yes.” I’m gripping Kai’s hand now, needing the anchor.

“And Kai, you’ve confirmed you’re comfortable with this arrangement? You understand you’ll recorded in your participation?”

“I’m very comfortable with it,” Kai says, and there’s something almost predatory in his smile. “That’s exactly what we both want.”

I feel the heat of his gaze on me and have to resist the urge to squirm.

“Excellent.” Tanner makes a note. “Now, you both consent to blood testing upon arrival? We screen for STIs and other health markers. It’s mandatory for all guests and staff.”

“Yes.” I nod.

“And Annika, you consent to receiving a birth control implant on arrival?”

My breath catches. Somehow this detail makes it all feel startlingly real. “Yes. I consent.”

Kai’s hand moves higher on my thigh, still hidden from the camera. His touch is possessive, claiming. When I glance at him, his eyes are dark with want.

“And you understand and consent to the fact that our staff members do not use barrier protection? All sexual contact will be unprotected.”

This is it. The final confirmation. The point of no return.

“Yes.” The word comes out breathier than I intended. “I understand and I consent.”

Kai makes a low sound in his throat, and his fingers dig into my leg just slightly. The pressure sends a shiver through me.

Tanner smiles, and for the first time, there’s something almost conspiratorial in his expression. “Then we’re all set. We’ll have a car pick you both up at nine AM on December twenty-sixth. Kai, you’ll give her the sedation that morning.”

“Sounds perfect,” Kai says, and his voice has gone rough around the edges.

“Any questions?” Tanner looks between us.

I shake my head, not trusting my voice.

“Then I’ll let you two go.” Tanner’s smile widens. “Enjoy the anticipation. In my experience, it’s half the fun. We’ll see you both in six days.”

The screen goes dark.

For a moment, neither of us moves. Then Kai closes the laptop with deliberate care and turns to me, his expression hungry.

“Six days,” he says softly.

“Six days,” I echo, and my whole body is thrumming with anticipation.

He cups my face in his hands, his thumb brushing over my lower lip. “You have no idea how incredible you’re going to be.”

I lean into his touch, my eyes fluttering closed. “I’m terrified.”

“I know.” He kisses my forehead, then my temple, then the corner of my mouth. “That’s part of it, isn’t it?”

He’s right. The fear, the anticipation, the knowledge that I’m about to step into something I’ve only ever dreamed about—it’s intoxicating.

“Thank you,” I whisper against his lips. “For making this real.”

His answer is a kiss that steals my breath and makes me forget, for a moment, that we have to wait six more days.

Six days until fantasy becomes reality.

Six days until Pleasure Pointe.
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I wake to the smell of coffee and the weight of Kai's body settling onto the edge of the mattress.

"Morning, sleepyhead." His voice is warm and affectionate.

I blink against the pale winter light filtering through the curtains. My body feels heavy with sleep, reluctant to surface. "What time is it?"

"Almost nine." He holds out a mug—my favorite one, the oversized ceramic thing with the chipped handle that I refuse to throw away. Steam curls from the surface, carrying the rich, dark scent of the French roast he knows I love. "I made it just how you like it."

I push myself up against the pillows and take the mug, wrapping both hands around its warmth. The first sip is perfect. Creamy, slightly sweet, with that bitter edge that makes my taste buds sing. "You're too good to me."

"Impossible." He brushes a strand of hair from my face, his fingers lingering against my cheek. His touch is tender, but there's something in his eyes that makes my pulse quicken.

I take another sip to cover my reaction.

He stands, moving to the dresser where he'd laid out clothes the night before. A dark sweater. Jeans. "I thought we could drive up to that hiking trail you've been wanting to try. The one with the waterfall."

My stomach flutters.

"In December?" I hear myself say. "Won't it be freezing?"

"That's what layers are for." He pulls the sweater over his head, and I watch the play of muscles beneath his skin, the casual confidence in his movements. "Besides, you're always saying you want to get out more. Do things."

He's right. I did say that. But the way he's looking at me now, with that slight smile playing at the corners of his mouth, makes my stomach flutter.

I take another long drink of coffee, trying to ground myself. The warmth spreads through my chest, down into my limbs. Comforting. Safe.

"Okay," I say. "Let me just wake up a little more."

"Take your time." He leans down to kiss my forehead, and his lips linger there for a moment longer than necessary. "I've got big plans for you today, Annika."

The words send a shiver down my spine. Big plans. Is that a promise or a threat? Or both?

I drain the rest of the coffee, savoring the last bitter dregs, and set the mug on the nightstand. When I move to throw back the covers, my arms feel strangely heavy. Sluggish.

"You okay?" Kai asks, but his voice sounds far away now, like he's speaking from the other end of a tunnel.

"Yeah, just..." I blink hard, trying to clear the sudden fog creeping in at the edges of my vision. "Just tired still, I guess."

The room tilts slightly. Or maybe I'm tilting. I can't quite tell.

Kai's hand is on my shoulder, steadying me, and when I look up at him, his face is swimming in and out of focus. But I can see his expression clearly enough. The concern there is real, but underneath it—underneath—there's something else. Something that looks almost like satisfaction.

"Kai?" My tongue feels thick in my mouth. The word comes out slurred.

"Shh." His hand moves to cup the back of my head, supporting me as my body begins to list sideways. "It's okay, baby. I've got you."

Understanding crashes over me in a wave, even as consciousness starts to slip away. The coffee. The perfect, delicious coffee that I drank every drop of.

Oh.

Oh.

"You—" I try to say, but the word dissolves before it can fully form.

"I know," he murmurs, and now he's easing me back down onto the pillows, arranging my body with careful tenderness. His face hovers above mine, and the last thing I see before the darkness takes me is the heat in his eyes, the promise there. "Sleep now, Annika. Everything’s going to be fine."

But the words won't come. The world is fading, going soft and dark around the edges, and Kai's face is the last point of light before it all goes black.
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Cold.

That’s the first thing I register. Cold air on my skin, raising goosebumps along my arms and legs.

The second thing is that I can’t move.

My eyes flutter open to unfamiliar darkness—not complete, but dim. Soft light filters from somewhere above me, and as my vision adjusts, I see branches. Pine branches. The sharp scent of them fills my nose, mixing with something else. Cinnamon? Cloves?

I try to shift and that’s when I feel it. The pull at my wrists. My ankles. The way my body is curved back on itself, bound tight.

Panic flares hot in my chest.

I try to call out, but there’s something in my mouth. Something round and unyielding that presses against my tongue, held in place by straps I can feel cutting into the corners of my lips. The sound that emerges is muffled, barely human.

What—

I pull against whatever’s holding me, and the movement makes me aware of more. Soft fabric against my breasts. Lace at my hips. I’m not naked, but I’m not dressed either. The cold air bites at my exposed skin.

Above me, white lights twinkle between the pine branches. A Christmas tree. I’m under a Christmas tree.

My heart hammers against my ribs. I twist my head, trying to see more of the room, but the position I’m in—wrists bound to ankles, body arched—makes it nearly impossible. I can see dark hardwood floors. A stone fireplace across the room, unlit. Heavy curtains covering what might be windows.

Where am I?

How did I get here?

I try to think back, to remember, but my thoughts are sluggish, fragmented. There was... morning. Kai bringing me coffee. The taste of it, rich and perfect. His smile.

His smile.

The memory sharpens. The way he’d watched me drink it. The satisfaction in his eyes as I’d started to feel strange, dizzy. The way he’d caught me as I fell.

Oh god.

He drugged me. Kai drugged me and brought me here and tied me up like—

Like a present under a Christmas tree.

Terror floods through me, cold and sharp. This can’t be real. This can’t be happening. Kai wouldn’t—he wouldn’t do this. Would he?

But he did. I remember his face. I remember the darkness closing in.

I pull harder against the restraints, thrashing as much as the position allows. The rope—it is rope, I can feel it now—bites into my skin. My breathing comes fast and shallow through my nose, the only airway I have with this thing in my mouth.

Why would he do this?

What does he want?

The questions spiral through my mind, each one more frightening than the last. I try to piece together what I remember, but everything before the coffee is hazy. Were there signs? Did I miss something? The past few days blur together, and I can’t—I can’t think clearly.

My body trembles. From cold. From fear. From the strain of the position.

And from something else.

Something I don’t understand. Something that makes my skin flush hot despite the frigid air. The lace against my breasts feels suddenly too present, too deliberate. The fur trim brushes against me with each panicked breath, and my body responds in a way that makes no sense. Heat pools low in my belly, unwanted and confusing.

No. No, this is wrong.

But my body doesn’t seem to care what my mind thinks. The fear and the arousal tangle together until I can’t separate them, until I don’t know which is making my pulse race faster.

Footsteps.

I freeze. They’re coming from somewhere behind me, slow and measured. Getting closer.

I try to turn my head, but I can’t see. Can only wait, bound and helpless, as whoever it is approaches.

Please. Please let it be Kai. Please let him explain.

The footsteps stop.

Silence stretches out, broken only by my own muffled breathing, harsh and desperate through my nose.

Then a hand touches my ankle, fingers trailing up my calf with agonizing slowness, and a familiar voice speaks from the darkness.

“Merry Christmas, Annika.”

Kai.

Relief crashes through me so hard I nearly sob. It’s him. It’s Kai. He’ll untie me, he’ll explain, he’ll—

But his hand doesn’t move to the ropes. Instead, it continues its slow path up my leg, over the back of my thigh, and I realize with dawning horror that the touch doesn’t feel comforting. It feels possessive. Appraising.

“You look perfect like this.” His voice is different. Colder. “I’ve been planning this for months, you know. Trying to figure out what to get my friends for Christmas. They’re impossible to shop for—they have everything.”

My breath catches. Friends?

“But then I realized—they don’t have you.” His fingers trace the edge of the red lace at my hip. “And I’ve been telling them about you. About how beautiful you are. How responsive. How you trust me completely.”

No. No, no, no.

I thrash against the ropes, a muffled scream tearing from my throat, but the gag reduces it to nothing. The hogtie holds firm. I can barely move.

“Shh, shh.” Kai’s hand presses against my lower back, holding me still. “Don’t hurt yourself. You’re going to need your energy.” He leans closer, and I can feel his breath against my ear. “You’re their present, Annika. The toy we’re all going to share.”

The world tilts. My vision blurs at the edges. This can’t be happening. This can’t be real. Kai wouldn’t—he loves me, he said he loves me—

New footsteps. Multiple sets.

“Right on time.”

My heart hammers so hard I think it might burst through my ribs. I pull desperately at the ropes, ignoring the burn, the way they dig into my wrists and ankles. I have to get free. I have to—

“There she is.” A new voice. Deep. Cultured. Cold as the winter air.

I crane my neck, trying to see, and catch a glimpse of polished boots. Dark jeans. Then a man crouches down in front of me, and I’m staring into eyes so blue they’re almost colorless.

He’s tall—I can tell even with him crouched—with blond hair styled perfectly despite the outdoor setting. His face is angular, aristocratic, and completely devoid of warmth. He studies me the way someone might study an insect pinned to a board.

“Callum,” Kai says from behind me. “What do you think?”

Callum reaches out and grips my chin, tilting my face up. His touch is clinical. Assessing. “She’s prettier than the photos.” His thumb brushes over my lower lip, just above the gag. “Terrified, though. I like that.”

A laugh from somewhere to my left. “Of course you do, you sadistic bastard.”

Another man moves into view. Dark hair, dark eyes that gleam with something that makes my stomach clench. He’s broader than Callum, more casual in his stance, but there’s a predatory quality to the way he moves. Like he’s already imagining what he’s going to do.

“Ronan,” Kai says, and there’s warmth in his voice. Friendship. Like this is normal. Like I’m not bound and gagged and displayed like—like—

“Kai, you outdid yourself.” Ronan circles around me slowly, and I feel his gaze like a physical touch. “She’s exquisite.”

“We’ll see. You never can tell how pretty someone is until you take them to the edge.” A third voice, lighter, almost playful. “That’s always my favorite part.”

The third man drops into a crouch beside Callum. Red hair, bright green eyes, a dusting of freckles across his nose that would be charming in any other context. He grins at me, and it’s the grin of someone who enjoys breaking things.

“Dax,” he introduces himself, as if we’re at a cocktail party. As if I’m not trembling and crying and trying to scream through the gag. “I’ve heard so much about you, Annika. Kai’s been very generous with the details.”

My vision swims. Three of them. Three strangers and Kai, and I’m tied up, helpless, and no one knows where I am.

Under the tree, like Santa left me here.

“She’s terrified,” Dax observes, tilting his head. His fingers hover near my face, not quite touching. “Look at those eyes. Wide as saucers.”

“Good.” Callum’s voice is flat. Matter-of-fact.

I try to shake my head, try to make a sound that resembles words, but all that comes out is a muffled whimper. The gag cuts into the corners of my mouth. My jaw aches.

Kai moves closer, and for one desperate second I think he’s going to help me. Going to tell them this was a mistake, that he’s sorry, that he’ll untie me and take me home.

Instead, he kneels beside me and brushes a strand of hair from my face. The gesture is almost tender.

“I know, baby,” he murmurs. “I know you’re scared. But you’re going to be so good for us, aren’t you?”

No. No, please, Kai, please—

A hand slides up my calf, clinical and assessing. Like I’m livestock. Like I’m something he’s considering purchasing.

“She’s even better than you promised,” Callum says, and his fingers trace up from my calf to the curve of my hip, lingering at the edge of the lace. “Bound up like a Christmas present, just for us. Look at that trembling.” His hand slipped between my legs, resting warmly on my thigh. “I wonder if it’s fear or anticipation.”

“Both, I’d imagine,” Ronan replied, circling behind me. “The best ones always feel both.”

I couldn’t see him anymore, but I felt his presence like a shadow at my back. Tears slid down my cheeks, soaking into the gag. This couldn’t be happening. Kai wouldn’t do this. But his hand was still on my hair, still stroking gently as these strangers discussed me like I was an object they’d purchased.

“How tight did you tie her?” Dax asked, running his finger along the rope where it crossed over my ankle. “I love the marks rope leaves. Like little temporary tattoos.”

“Tight enough she can’t get free,” Kai answered, pride in his voice. He laughs, and the sound shatters something inside me. This is the same laugh I’ve heard a thousand times—over breakfast, during movies, in bed. The same laugh, but now it sounds alien. Wrong.

Callum’s hand glides higher, slow and deliberate, until his knuckles graze the heated skin at the top of my thigh before slipping to the juncture between my legs. He presses the pad of his thumb against the thin lace, right at my entrance, and pushes just enough that I can feel the pulse of my humiliation, wet and obvious beneath the fabric. I can’t stop the way my body arches, my breath shuddering in my chest. Not with slick, traitorous heat pooling between my legs.

“Well, would you look at that, boys,” Callum drawls, and my stomach contracts at the pleasure he takes in the cruelty. His grip tightens on my thigh, the pressure cold and clinical, as he turns to the others with a wolfish grin. “Our little toy is soaking wet already.” His words land like a slap, humiliation surging hot through my stomach. He drags his fingers in slow, unhurried circles, pressing the damp lace tight against my cunt, then rocks them just enough to make the friction impossible to ignore.

Every nerve in my body lights up, but the shame outstrips the sensation. I screw my eyes shut and try to block it out—all of it: the cold, the ropes, the way they’re all staring, the echo of Kai’s voice in my head. This isn’t real, I tell myself, but even the self-delusion is paper-thin. That’s when Dax pipes up, delighting in my distress.

“She’s blushing,” he says, voice bright and cheerful, as if he’s reporting a particularly amusing weather update. He crouches lower, his face level with mine, and tilts his head with a predatory curiosity. “All that trembling, and it’s not just fear, is it, sweetheart?” He runs a knuckle down my cheek, then grabs my chin and forces my head up. “You like this, don’t you? All tied up and helpless, waiting to see what we’re going to do to you.”

I try to jerk away, but his grip is iron. “Open those eyes,” he commands. I keep them shut—refuse him that one small victory—but he just laughs and slaps me, not hard enough to hurt but hard enough to shock me into compliance. My eyes fly open and meet his, green and wild, pupils blown wide. He’s not angry. He’s not even impatient. He’s savoring it, every second of my resistance.

“There she is,” he purrs. “That’s better.” He leans close enough that I can smell his breath, faintly sweet and laced with coffee. His hands are everywhere, skittering over my face, my neck, tracing the line of the collar that Kai must have buckled around my throat while I was unconscious. Dax flicks the little tag that hangs from it, grinning when it jingles. “You went all out, man,” he calls over his shoulder at Kai. “Is this engraved?” He tilts the tag to read it, then howls with laughter. “Property of Kai. Fucking priceless.”

A fresh wave of mortification crashes over me, so intense I can barely breathe, but Dax is already moving on, losing interest in my suffering the way a child might lose interest in a toy that’s momentarily stopped making noise. “Let’s see what else she can do,” he says, and his hand slides down my body, squeezing my breast through the fur-trimmed bra. He pinches my nipple hard, and I gasp; the sound is ugly and animal behind the gag.

Ronan steps in next, looming at my side, his presence an eclipse. “I bet she’s never been this scared, or this turned on in her life,” he says. Unlike the others, he doesn’t bother with preamble, just grabs a fistful of my hair and yanks my head back so I’m staring up at him. His eyes are black, bottomless, and for a second I think I see something like pity—or maybe hunger. He studies me for a long moment, then lets me go, pressing a flat palm against my sternum and squeezing, as if testing my ribs for cracks.

“She’s shaking,” he observes, turning to Kai, who has hung back, arms folded, watching all of this with an expression I can’t decipher. “How long did you say the sedative would last?”

Kai shrugs. “Just enough to keep her pliant for the first hour. After that, it’s all adrenaline.” He steps forward, crouching beside me, and for one desperate second I hope that he’ll call the others off, that this has all been some grotesque joke and he’s going to rescue me. But then he leans down, lips brushing my ear, and whispers, “You always were so responsive. That’s what I love about you.” His hand strokes my hair, gentle as a lover’s, but the words are a knife. “I can’t wait to show them what you can do.”

I start to cry then, not just from pain but from the enormity of the betrayal. Kai—the one person I thought I could trust. The only anchor I had in this nightmare, and he’s the one who handed me over. The tears spill hot and unchecked down my cheeks, and the men only seem to relish it, the way my body betrays my mind, the way my sobs sound desperate and wet through the gag.

Callum resumes his exploration, pushing the lace of the panties to the side and exposing me completely. His fingers are cool, deft, and unhurried as he slides a single digit inside, then two. “Tight,” he announces, almost approvingly. “She’s gripping me like a fucking vice.” He crooks his fingers and I moan, unable to control the way my hips jerk in response. It’s not pleasure, not really, but my body doesn’t know the difference. Callum smirks, then withdraws, wiping his hand on my thigh. “She’ll do. Nicely.”

Dax is next. He’s impatient, jittery, like he’s barely restraining himself. He moves to my other side and runs his tongue along the line of my jaw, then bites down, hard enough to leave a mark. “I love when they’re like this,” he says. “When they want to say no but their body’s screaming yes, yes, yes.” He kneels behind me, pushes his hand between my legs and toys with my clit, relentless, until my thighs tremble. “Look at that,” he laughs. “She’s soaking.”

Ronan ignores my face entirely, focused on my chest. He tugs the bra down, freeing my breasts, then slaps them lightly, watching the skin redden and bloom. “She’s pretty when she blushes,” he says, almost to himself. He pinches a nipple, then sucks it into his mouth, biting down until I gasp again. My vision goes white for a second, the pain sharp and clean, almost a relief from the muddled confusion of everything else.

Kai kneels in front of me again, meeting my eyes. “Shh,” he says, stroking my cheek. “You’re doing so well. I knew you’d be perfect.” His words are soft, almost loving, and I want to scream. He traces a thumb over my lower lip, just above the gag, then leans in and kisses my forehead. “Do you know how beautiful you are right now?”

I shake my head, furious with him, with all of them. The ropes dig into my wrists and ankles, the position so tight I can’t even arch away from their hands. Every part of me is exposed, open, on display. My body is burning, flushed, every nerve ending raw. And I hate that a part of me wants to give in, to let them use me, because at least that would mean I have some control, even if it’s just over my own surrender.

If I thought the worst part would be the hands on me, I was wrong. The worst part is how they draw it out, savoring every shiver, every tremble, every flash of panic behind my eyes. This—this moment—isn’t about pleasure, not for them. It’s about the anticipation, the drawn-out inevitability of it, the way I’m forced to see and feel and hear every single detail. The way they want me to know what’s coming, to watch myself being reduced to nothing but a thing for their amusement.

Kai crouches before me, pushing my hair back off my face, and behind him the others fidget with barely contained excitement. There is a hunger in the air so thick I can feel it pressing against my skin, pinning me to the mattress as surely as the ropes do.

“Do you want to see what they brought you, sweetheart?” Kai asks, voice velvet-smooth. He strokes my cheek and tucks a stray hair behind my ear, like he’s worried about appearances. “They’re generous. They brought you presents too.”

Ronan grins and produces a box from behind his back. It’s wrapped in slick red paper, the kind you might find under a Christmas tree, and bound with a gaudy gold ribbon. Compared to the violence of what’s happening, the sight of it is absurd. Like a present for a child. I stare at it, feeling acid rise in my throat.

“Here,” Ronan says, tossing the box to Kai. “Open mine first. I can’t wait to use it on her.”

Kai cradles it in his hands, frowning in exaggerated curiosity as he shakes it next to my head. Inside, the contents rattle—heavy, mechanical. There’s laughter from behind me; Dax is practically vibrating with excitement. Callum stands back, arms crossed, observing with that same chilly detachment, but even his eyes are bright with anticipation.

Kai sets the box on the ground in front of me and tears through the paper, not bothering to be delicate. Shredded ribbon and glossy red slips to the floor. The box is simple and black, like something you’d get in a high-end electronics store, and for a moment I try to imagine it’s something innocuous—a speaker, a lamp, anything but what I know it must be. The men are all staring at me as Kai lifts the lid and pulls out a thick, flesh-toned wand. The head is bulbous, the length of it ridged and gleaming, and when he flicks the switch at the base it comes alive with a low, menacing hum. I recoil automatically, but the ropes hold me fast. There’s nowhere to go.

Kai grins, holding it up for the others to admire. “Damn, Ronan, you went all out,” he says. “This thing’s a monster.”

Ronan smirks. “Nothing but the best for your girl.” He leans in, voice dropping to a near-whisper. “She’s going to feel that for days.”

My chest spasms, a flutter of fear beating at my ribs. I’m hyperaware of the men around me, their movements, their eyes. I can smell their cologne and sweat, the sharp tang of fear coming off my own skin. The wand hums in Kai’s palm, a promise. He drags the head of it along my inner thigh, not touching skin, just letting me feel the vibration through the lace, and my whole body convulses involuntarily.

“Oh, she’s sensitive,” Dax notes gleefully. “Perfect. She’ll put on a show.”

While Kai toys with the wand, Dax produces an even smaller box, this one green and wrapped with a bow that looks hand-tied, messy and childlike. He tosses it onto the floor beside me, then flops down himself, propping his chin in his hands to watch my reactions.

“Open it, man. She’s not going anywhere,” Dax crows.

Kai sets down the wand beside my hip, the vibration making the mattress tremble, and rips through the paper. This time, the contents are less obvious—a tangle of dark leather straps with gleaming metal buckles. Kai holds them up, untangling them, and for a moment I don’t understand what I’m looking at. Then he meshes the straps together, and the picture clicks into place: a harness, designed to buckle tight between my legs, a ring at the center to cradle the wand’s head and hold it in place against my cunt.

Understanding flickers through me, horror and humiliation mingling. They mean to strap it to me. Force me to endure it, unable to move, unable to escape. My legs start to shake, not with anticipation but with dread.

Kai laughs, delighted. “This is genius, Dax. Honestly.”

“Nothing but the best,” Dax says, grinning. “We’ll see how long it takes before she can’t stand it anymore.”

Callum, who has been silent until now, steps forward. He picks up the wand, eyeing it with something like reverence. “This is going to be fun.” His eyes stray over my body with slow deliberation, and a terrifying grin takes over his face.

He’s close enough now that I can see the flecks of silver in his eyes, the way his lips curl with the faintest suggestion of a smirk. He drags the wand up my thigh again, this time pressing it against the slick fabric of my panties. Even through the lace, the vibration is overwhelming, a low buzz that seems to go straight to my bones. I jerk back, my wrists grinding against the ropes, and Callum increases the pressure just enough to make me gasp.

“See how she moves?” he says, turning to the others. “She's loving it.”

The words sting, but worse is the way my own body answers, a wet heat pooling between my legs in spite of everything. I want to scream, to curse them, but the gag muffles everything. All I can do is shake my head, tears rolling freely down my cheeks.

Kai moves to my side, holding the harness out like a prize. “Ready, sweetheart?” He doesn’t wait for an answer. He threads the straps through my spread thighs and buckles them in place, his fingers deft and businesslike. The leather is cold against my skin, pinching tight, my legs already forced apart by the ropes. I can feel the metal ring poised over my pussy, the anticipation worse than any touch. The other men crowd in, leaning over to watch as Kai carefully fits the head of the wand into the ring, adjusting it until it sits flush against the soaked lace.

Ronan kneels in front of me, his hands braced on either side of my head. He watches my face, hungry for the reaction. “Let’s see how long she lasts,” he murmurs.

Dax is practically bouncing now, eyes wide with manic energy. “Crank it all the way up. Let’s see if she can scream through the gag.”

Kai obliges, twisting the dial. The hum grows louder, deeper, a bass note that seems to vibrate the whole world. The sensation is immediate and all-consuming; every thought is wiped clean, replaced by raw sensation. My hips arch up off the ground, but the ropes hold me perfectly in place, all I can do is thrash, the wand pressed unrelentingly against my clit. I try to twist away, but there’s nowhere to go, nothing to do but endure.

The men watch, fascinated, as my body betrays me. My thighs tremble, my hands clench into fists, and I can’t stop the moan that escapes, wet and ragged through the gag. The men laugh, jeering and cheering, turning the dial up and down, experimenting with different rhythms. Each time they find a new setting, my entire body convulses in response, helpless.

“Look at her,” Callum says, voice soft and cruel. “She’s already close.”

Ronan leans in and murmurs, “Not yet. She has to earn it.” He reaches down and tweaks the dial back, reducing the vibration to a maddening tease. My body screams for release, but the sensation drops away just as quickly as it came, leaving me desperate and humiliated.

They keep going like this for what feels like hours, bringing me up to the brink and then backing off, watching as the frustration and shame build inside me. Dax is relentless, narrating every twitch and gasp, his hands wandering over my body as he punctuates his commentary with sharp pinches and cruel caresses. Callum alternates between applying the wand and fondling my breasts, each touch calculated to make me squirm. Kai hovers over me, stroking my hair and whispering encouragements that are more chilling than comforting.

I lose track of how many times they bring me to the edge and deny me. My body is a live wire, every nerve ending frayed and sparking. Tears are streaming down my face, but they don’t care. They want the show, the spectacle of my suffering.

“Please,” I try to beg through the gag, the word garbled, but they understand. They want me to beg.

Kai crouches so that his face is inches from mine. “You’re doing so well,” he croons. “Just a little longer.”

But he’s lying. I know he is. He sounds the same as every time he told me he loved me.
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The wand’s relentless hum dies abruptly, and the absence is so sudden it feels like a limb being severed. My hips buck helplessly at the air, chasing the sensation, as if the last vestiges of my dignity are contained in those raw, involuntary spasms. I lie there, arms and legs trussed in cruel geometry, body still seizing with aftershocks. The men laugh at my desperation, but I barely notice. I suck air through my nose, chest heaving, and only when the numbness behind my eyes clears do I realize the machine isn’t coming back—not yet.

There’s a hush, then a rustle of expensive clothing as Callum steps forward, shaking out his wrists like he’s about to perform surgery. “Back in a sec,” he says, voice casual, almost bored. “My present wouldn’t fit in a box. Dax, get her ready for me.”

“Roger that, boss.” Dax kneels down at my feet, his hands already at the knots. His touch is expert but not gentle—each tug sends a new pang through my overstretched limbs, making my body twitch and cramp. I expect my muscles to obey now that the ropes are loosening, but they tangle, numb and dumb, and I collapse onto my side in a heap. Dax clucks his tongue and hauls me upright, his hands sliding up my arms, his breath hot on my ear as he props me up.

Kai watches with narrowed eyes, suspicion flickering across his face. “What the hell are you two plotting?”

But Dax ignores him, focused on me. He peels off the harness, the sodden lace clinging to my skin, and every movement is a fresh humiliation. My thighs are slick, my cheeks burning, and the cold air on my cunt is a million tiny needles. Dax kneads my shoulders, working circulation back into my hands, and leans in, lips brushing my ear. “Hope you’re not too spent, princess,” he murmurs, mock concern undercut by the gleam in his eyes. “Wouldn’t want you to miss what’s next.”

I’ve never in my life felt so depleted—my body is still locked in the frantic staccato of the wand aftershock, my limbs refusing to coordinate, my jaw aching from the gag.

Dax strokes my hair, running his fingers through the mess of it, and every so often he tugs hard enough to make me gasp. It’s not comfort, not exactly, but there’s something grounding about it—like I’m his pet, his broken thing, and he’ll keep me as long as he wants.

The quiet doesn’t last. From the far end of the room, I hear a series of sharp metallic clicks, followed by the unmistakable whine of rubber on hardwood. I twist enough to see Callum returning, rolling something both industrial and obscene. It’s metal and leather and bolts, a cross between a medieval torture rack and a piece of ultra-high-end gym equipment. The frame is polished steel, gleaming even in the dim light, and the padded cuffs are lined with red velvet, like a trick of the devil’s own interior decorator. At first I think it’s a St. Andrew’s cross, but it’s horizontal, not upright, and there are more points of restraint than I can count at a glance.

I want to ask what it is, what it’s for, but my mouth is still stuffed with the hard rubber gag and my voice is long gone. I can only stare, transfixed, as the device grinds to a halt in the center of the room. The men gather around it, inspecting the construction, running their hands over the cold metal. Callum stands back, arms folded, his expression a study in smug satisfaction. Dax whistles low, appreciative. Kai walks a slow circle, grinning as he tests each restraint, clicking the buckles open and shut with precise, aristocratic fingers.

Ronan picks me up like I weigh nothing. For a fleeting moment, my body floats, zero gravity, the world tilting and spinning as I’m carried across the room. He sets me down on the contraption, splaying me out so that my arms are pulled high over my head and my legs are forced wide apart. The leather is soft against my skin, almost buttery, but the straps are unyielding; as soon as the men begin to fasten them, there’s no give at all. My wrists are cuffed to one end of the frame, ankles to the other, and a broad belt goes across my hips, pinning me so tight I can barely breathe.

The position is obscene, legs spread wide, presenting me like meat on a butcher’s block. Every inch of me is open, exposed. I can feel the air on my cunt, still slick and throbbing from the wand. I struggle against the cuffs, but they’re too tight. I’m pinned like a butterfly under glass.

Kai leans in close, his face inches from my own. His eyes are bright, almost feverish, and he gives me that lazy, mocking smile that always means trouble. “Comfortable, baby?” he says, as if it’s a joke, and I realize he’s enjoying this—the spectacle, the helplessness, the utter control.

Ronan stands behind the head of the device, hands braced on the steel, looming over me like a judge waiting for the signal to pass sentence. He never takes his eyes off my face, watching every twitch and flinch. I try to look away but there’s nowhere to hide; the best I can do is stare at the ceiling and hope my tears don’t make it obvious how badly I’m breaking.

Callum is the last to approach. He moves with slow deliberation, savoring every step, as if he’s rehearsed this moment for weeks. He crouches at the end of the frame, directly between my spread legs, and rests his palms on my knees, thumbs stroking slow, maddening circles into my skin.

For a long moment, no one speaks. The only sound is my own ragged breathing, the metallic click of buckles, and the thump of my heart in my ears. I am spread open, immobilized, utterly at their mercy.

“Yeah, I can see the appeal. This was a good idea,” Kai admits.

“It was going to be too hard to fuck her on the floor. Now we can go all night,” Callum says.

“I have another present. I think it’ll be perfect,” Ronan says, his voice low and almost playful. For a heartbeat the room is quiet, the men shifting their weight, and I realize the only sound left is the rattle of the cuffs as I test them, maybe hoping that if I pull at the exact right fraction of a second, some miracle will split the frame and I’ll snap free. Instead, I just drag raw friction against my wrists. It’s useless. I can’t move at all, not even to turn my head away from Ronan’s intense, carnivorous smile.

He leans over me, close enough that I can smell the winter cold on his skin, and runs a lazy finger up the inside of my thigh, as though he’s drawing a line for the others to follow. “Wait right there,” he says. The words are simple, almost gentle, but the meaning is pure mockery. I’m not going anywhere, everyone knows it, so the order is just a way to remind me whose hands I’m in.

Dax is the first to close the distance. He crouches beside me so we’re nearly eye-level, his breath hot and sweet, tinged with whiskey. He slides a hand up my ribs, fingers splayed, thumb brushing the underside of my breast. My body trembles, not just from what his touch promises, but from the acute knowledge that I am the night’s main attraction, a prize to be handled and unwrapped at will. Dax’s other hand disappears into his pocket, and I hear the familiar metallic click of a folding knife opening—a sound more terrifying than the whirr of any vibrator or the clink of the cuffs. He toys with the blade, drawing it up the side of my torso and around the curve of my hip, not quite breaking the skin but close enough to force a whimper past the gag.

He tugs at the last scraps of the ruined red-and-white lingerie still clinging to my hips. The blade slips under the waistband and with a single practiced flick, the whole thing falls away. Dax tosses it aside and runs the flat of the knife along my bare stomach, a cold, teasing threat. He snaps the knife shut and tucks it away, but the threat lingers in the air, suspended between us like an afterimage.

I squeeze my eyes shut, trying to retreat, even if it’s only inside my own skull, but the men don’t allow that luxury. Callum, ever the perfectionist, notices my attempt to disappear and taps a cold, precise finger against my cheek. “Eyes open, sweetheart. This part is for you.” The words are heavy, impossible to disobey, and I relent, opening my eyes just in time to see Ronan returning. In his hands is a gift-wrapped box—small, glossy black, tied with a neat bow. He places it directly on my navel, pressing it into my skin as if staking his claim. The box is so light I almost wonder if it’s empty, just a prop, and for a moment hope stirs in my chest that maybe it’s just another round of humiliation, nothing more.

But Ronan takes his time with the ribbon, unspooling the bow in slow, theatrical loops. He’s making me watch. Making sure I see every step. He lifts the lid and tips it so I can see inside. The moment I realize what it is, my breath catches and I make a desperate, stifled cry against the gag.

The beads are glossy black, linked in a taper that grows from pinky-sized at the tip to thumb-thick at the base. Pearls of silicone, each one gleaming and perfectly spaced, long enough to fill me deep. Ronan holds them up between two fingers like a string of rare jewels. The effect is so obscene I can barely process it. The men’s eyes light up simultaneously; it’s showtime.

Dax is the first to react. He claps once, delighted, and leans in so close that his lips are brushing the shell of my ear. “Trust me, angel, you’re going to thank us for this later,” he whispers, and I can’t tell if he actually believes it or if I’m the only one in the room who knows it’s a lie. Either way, no one is coming to my rescue.

Kai hovers just above my face, so close his hair grazes my forehead. He studies the beads, then my face, then the beads again, as if weighing the entertainment value against whatever shreds of mercy he might possess. He grins, wide and predatory. “Don’t worry,” he says, “we’ll go slow. At first.”

Callum stands back, arms folded, watching all of it unfold like an experiment. He gives a tiny nod, a gesture that means ‘proceed,’ and the men fall into their roles. Dax is all movement and intent, Ronan the meticulous operator, and Kai the commentator, narrating my every flinch for the peanut gallery.

Ronan pours something slick and clear over the beads, letting it slide down their length and drip onto my bare skin. The cold makes my skin pebble, and the anticipation is an ache, a wound that gnaws at my insides. I clench instinctively, desperate to refuse, but the men have anticipated every line of defense. Dax hooks two fingers under my thigh, lifting and spreading my legs wider. Callum steps forward, palm pressed firm against my thigh to keep me absolutely still.

I want to scream. I want to beg. But all that comes out is a pathetic, muffled sound that only makes them smile wider.

"She's still begging," Dax laughs. "After everything, she still thinks it matters what she wants."

Ronan kneels at the end of the frame, beads in hand, and lines them up with impossible patience. He doesn’t push, not yet. He just lets the tip rest against me, waiting for my body to accept it. The moment the bead touches me, my entire body goes rigid, fire and humiliation burning through every nerve. I try to thrash, to close my legs, but Dax and Callum are iron on either side, holding me open, presenting me to Ronan’s steady, relentless pressure.

The first bead slips past, and the stretch brings a fresh wave of helplessness, so raw I choke on it. The men murmur approval, as if I’m a performing pet. Ronan goes slow, just as Kai promised, but the slowness is a torment in itself—each sphere presses deeper, and I can feel every ridge, every deliberate, incremental invasion. Dax strokes my shivering thigh, and when I look down, I see that he’s rock hard behind his jeans, getting off on this as much as anyone.

Kai keeps his eyes locked on my face, taking in every microexpression. “You’re doing great,” he says, and for a second I want to believe him, want to pretend that if I just endure this, it’ll all be over. But the men are nowhere near finished.

By the third bead, I’m crying in earnest, tears streaming down my face. The pain isn’t even the worst of it—it’s the total, inescapable exposure, the humiliation of being splayed open and filled in front of them, made into a thing to be played with and displayed. The air is filled with the mingled scents of sweat, lube, and something darker, something animal.

Ronan pauses, letting the beads settle, his hand resting on the inside of my thigh. He looks up at me, his eyes dark and focused. “Almost done,” he says, and with a final, practiced motion, he feeds the last two beads inside, until the tapered base is flush against my skin. I can feel the weight of them, the fullness, an alien presence that makes me shudder down to my bones.

Exhale. The room tilts, my head swimming, but the only thing anchoring me is the relentless, icy grip of the frame and the men’s hands on my body.

I know it’s not over, not by a long shot.

They leave me suspended, utterly raw, and suddenly the silence and stillness is so much worse than their hands. The throb inside me crowds out every thought, a barbed ache that radiates up my spine and wraps around my lungs. My limbs are trembling, muscles twitching as they try to make sense of a restraint they’ll never break, and I realize I’m panting out shallow, animal sounds through my nose, helpless to stop it.

The men barely spare me a glance as they move to the corner, where a chrome-and-glass bar cart waits, elegant and wholly out of place. Callum rolls his sleeves and selects a bottle with fastidious care; Dax grabs at random, the crystal clink of tumblers and the glug of whiskey running in counterpoint to my half-choked sobs. No one looks at me, not even once, unless it’s to smirk at my exposed, shuddering body—hanging there, red-faced and leaking, like I’m some grotesque centerpiece they’ve gotten bored of already.

My tears stream hot and steady, wetting the corners of the gag until they pool in the hollows of my clavicle. Each blink stings, and my vision fogs and clears in uneven waves. I try to hold my breath, to make myself disappear, but the air is sharp and chemical, thick with the scent of sweat, fear, and the artificial wintergreen of cheap lube.

The men toast each other, glasses raised, and for a second I think I hear my own name slurred into the soundscape of their laughter. I want to scream again, to beg for water, for freedom, for anything—but my voice is chewed up, torn to ribbons from earlier, and what little noise I make is a hoarse, guttural whine.

Kai circles back to the frame, his steps unhurried, and lifts his drink in a parody of sympathy. “Hold on, darling,” he says. “You’ll need your strength.” He sips, savoring the burn, and drags his knuckles along my thigh as if to check I’m still conscious. The touch is almost gentle, a cruel echo of how he once caressed me. My nipples are hard and cold, the skin so sensitive that even the faintest brush of air makes my chest arch involuntarily.

I focus on the ceiling, trying to will myself numb. Instead, I’m hyper-aware of everything: the glossy beads stretching me open, the drool leaking from the edges of my mouth, the way the harness pinches my hips and digs into bone. My hands are useless mitts, purple and tingling from being above my head so long. I shift my wrists, desperate for blood flow, but the cuffs are too tight, locked in place with no possibility of slack.

They ignore me as they trade stories and jokes, their voices a blurry mesh of arrogance and inside jokes. Every punchline punctuates my humiliation, every sip another reminder that I am less than an afterthought. I wonder if they even remember I’m here, or if the game is more entertaining when I’m forgotten entirely.

But I am not forgotten. Whenever I let my gaze drift, I catch them watching: Dax’s eyes bright and ravenous, Callum’s cold and unreadable, Ronan’s always lingering on the ruined red lines across my torso. I am a spectacle, a party favor, a living proof of their power. The longer I hang in the restraints, the more I understand what they’ve done to me. I’m not a girlfriend anymore; I’m property, a thing to be passed around and admired.

The loneliness inside me is so dense I almost choke on it. I would do anything for a glass of water, a kind word, even the illusion of mercy. But what I want most is for someone to notice that I’m still me, that I’m not just a body with holes to fill and break.

Instead, Dax raises his glass toward me, the whiskey sloshing in a slow, mocking wave, and says, “She looks better like this, don’t you think? All that attitude wrung right out of her.” The others laugh, sharp and mean, but it’s Callum’s voice that cuts through:

“Come on,” he says, setting his glass on the table. “Let’s see how much she can really take.”

And the way he says it—so casual, so detached—sends a wave of fresh terror through me. Every muscle in my body tenses, anticipating more pain, more humiliation. But there's no escape. I'm splayed out helplessly, beads buried deep inside me, unable to do more than flinch against my restraints.

Callum approaches slowly, deliberately, his steps measured as if he's savoring each moment of my dread. His hand trails up my calf, over my knee, his touch clinical yet somehow more violating than anything else. When he reaches my inner thigh, his fingers press hard enough to bruise.

"She's trembling," he observes, not to me but to the others. "I like that."

Ronan chuckles from somewhere behind my head. "She hasn't seen anything yet."

I try to shake my head, to communicate through desperate eyes, but the gag turns every syllable into a wet, animal noise. My vision blurs with panic. The bonds dig into my arms so tight my elbows tingle with numbness. I twist, pull, arch, but every movement is met with a careless, mechanical correction from the men around me. I am an object being adjusted for optimal function.

“Oh, look at that,” Dax croons, crouching down to peer into my face. His mouth is red from the whiskey, his eyes bright and bottomless. “She’s still trying so hard to beg. To tell us something. I think we might need to fix that attitude first, boys.”

He runs a finger down the bridge of my nose, as if tracing the path tears have already worn into my skin. I want to bite him, to spit the gag in his face, but I barely manage a mewl. The helplessness is absolute—every emotion, every plea a useless spark in a dead circuit.

“I have just the thing,” Kai says. His voice is exultant, a child unwrapping a forbidden gift. “In fact, I brought some new toys for the occasion.” He glides to the tree—not a tree, not anymore, but a grotesque mockery draped in tinsel and leather—and produces another box wrapped with cartoon reindeer. The sight, so absurd and festive, makes my stomach clench with cold, sick dread.

He sets the box on my chest. The others gather, forming a wall of anticipation. Kai’s hands, so familiar a week ago, now unspool the ribbon with obscene tenderness, as if he’s savouring my confusion.

The box is small but heavy. Instead of tearing through the wrapping, Kai peels it off, slow and deliberate, letting each layer fall away. His eyes never leave my face. I want to look away, to retreat into some safe corner of my mind, but I can’t. He needs me to see this. He wants me to know exactly what’s coming.

He opens the box and extracts its contents with a flourish, holding it up for the men to admire: a leather hood, soft and black, but heavy with thickly padded seams and cruel little buckles. I feel the horror crawl through my scalp, down the back of my neck. There is a ring where the mouth would go, steel and gleaming. It’s not just a hood—it’s a muzzle, a mask, a way to reduce me further.

Cold horror zips through me. The beads, the frame, the restraints—they were bad enough. But the hood promises something else, something final. Vision gone, mouth forced open, identity stripped away. I wouldn’t be able to see, to speak, to even control the flow of air against my tongue. The only thing left would be the feeling of them inside me, the voices, the touch.

I start to thrash, really thrash, the kind of desperate movement that runs on pure animal terror. A footstep and Dax is there, pinning my jaw in place with one palm while the other slides under my skull. “Easy, easy,” he murmurs, like he’s gentling a horse. “Don’t want to hurt yourself, princess.”

I shake my head as hard as I can, but it’s pointless. Dax only grins wider and leans in until we are nose to nose. “You fought so much harder than I thought you would,” he says, almost with admiration. “But it’s not like you have to think anymore. Or see. Or even remember what you used to be.”

Kai is already unbuckling the hood, flexing it between his hands like a craftsman testing new leather. Somewhere behind me, Callum laughs, low and effortless, the sound of a man with all the time in the world.

“She’s going to look beautiful in this,” Kai says, and I see in his face the thrill, the pride of ownership. “Hold her head.”

Dax obeys. He’s careful, almost tender, as he tilts my chin up and brushes stray hair off my forehead. The sense of being handled, prepared, is more humiliating than being exposed.

The rubber pulls free with a wet sound that makes me cringe. My jaw aches, the corners of my mouth raw and tender. I work my tongue, trying to find my voice, but before I can form a word, Ronan's thumb is pressing against my lower lip.

"If you bite," he says quietly, "I will hurt you in ways you can't imagine. Understand?"

The threat is enough and I hold still, whimpering and wailing.

Kai fits the hood around my head, pulling the leather down over my crown, then stretching it to cover my cheeks and jaw. The inside is thickly padded, suffocatingly close. The first rush of air is tainted with the smell of sweat and tannin, sharp and clinging. I try to scream, but my voice is swallowed by the dark velvet of the hood.

Kai works the buckled straps behind my skull, tightening and cinching until the pressure is absolute and the world dissolves. I can’t see. I can barely hear. My hair catches in the metal, scalp prickling with pain. The only sensation left is the cool steel of the mouth ring settling between my lips, holding them open in a wet, obscene O.

The ring lets in air, lets in sound, but nothing else. I am left in a black, suffocating silence, my body owned and outlined by the hands that move over me, their voices now distant and echoing in the hollows of the hood.

Kai’s fingers twist the last strap, then he pats my cheek in mock affection. “There we go,” he says, his voice distorted, like he’s speaking through three walls. “Much better, isn’t it?”

I can feel my pulse in every inch of my skin. I’m forced to draw breath only through the mouth ring, drool beginning to slick my lips and chin. The panic is so total I almost pass out, but I’m held upright by the frame, by their hands, by their intent.

The room is reduced to a blur of sensation. I hear my own heartbeat, the scrape of leather, the low, guttural laughs of the men as they admire their work. Each shift of my body makes the beads inside me flex and move, a reminder that I am still on display, still a thing to be played with.

“Bet she won’t complain so much now,” Dax says, and the others join in with laughter that barely penetrates the muffle of the hood.

A finger runs along the edge of the mouth ring, tracing the rawness of my lips. He presses his thumb inside, feeling the helpless clench of my tongue around the intrusion.

“She’s perfect,” Callum says, and the words make my skin crawl.

Someone slides a hand up my side, pausing to pinch my nipple through the numb haze of the hood. Another hand works between my legs, adjusting the beads, making sure I am as accessible as possible.

I want to fight, to plead, but all I can do is shudder and sob behind the mask, the sound of my own misery caught in the thick leather and spat back at me.

For a long, dizzy moment, nothing happens. The anticipation is a weapon all its own. Then Kai’s voice, sweet as poison, cuts through the black:

“Open wide, darling. We want to hear you scream.”
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I can barely process what’s happening through the sensory deprivation of the hood. The world has narrowed to a pinpoint of horror—my mouth forced open, my body exposed and bound, the beads still stretching me from inside. Without sight, every other sensation intensifies. The leather presses against my skin, hot and unyielding. Each breath comes in shallow gasps through the ring gag, my drool pooling at the corners where metal meets flesh.

A hand grips my jaw, tilting my head back. I hear the unmistakable sound of a zipper, then fabric rustling. Someone’s breath quickens, close enough that I can feel it against my exposed mouth.

“Such a pretty little hole,” Callum says, his voice clearer now, directly above me. “Let’s see how deep it goes.”

I try to twist away, but the hood makes it impossible to know which way to go.

The first thrust is brutal, forcing its way past my lips and straight to the back of my throat. I gag instantly, my body convulsing against the restraints, but there’s nowhere to go. Callum’s hand grips the back of the hood, holding me in place as he pushes deeper, using my mouth like it's nothing more than a warm, wet hole.

“Fuck,” he groans. “She’s fighting it. I like that.”

I can’t breathe. Can’t think. My throat spasms around the intrusion, desperate to expel it, but the ring keeps my jaw locked open, my tongue pinned down. Tears soak into the padding of the hood, hot against my skin. The world has narrowed to this single point of violation.

Someone else laughs—Dax, I think, his voice high with excitement. “Look at her go. She’s a natural.”

I’m shaking so hard the frame rattles beneath me. The invasion is absolute—I can’t see, can’t close my mouth, can’t escape the hot, salt-bitter taste of him as he slides deeper. My throat convulses, trying to reject the intrusion, but he keeps going, relentless, until I’m gagging around him.

Then Kai’s voice comes, “Dax, Ronan, her pussy seems awfully empty, don’t you think?”

“Don’t have to tell me twice,” Dax says eagerly.

I feel him between my legs, the heat of his body radiating against my exposed skin. Something blunt and hard presses against me, nudging at the base of the beads. I try to twist away, but the restraints hold me perfectly immobile. His fingers dig into my hips, positioning me exactly how he wants.

“Hold still,” he commands, though it’s not like I have a choice. “This is going to hurt.”

He pushes forward in one cruel thrust, driving the beads deeper inside me, impaling me with both the beads and himself at once. The pain is blinding, white-hot, and my scream is trapped in my throat as Callum continues to use my mouth. I’m caught between them, filled from both ends, unable to escape either violation.

The beads shift inside me, driven deeper by Dax’s merciless thrusts. Each movement sends waves of agony and unwanted sensation through my body. I’m choking, drowning, my lungs burning for air that won’t come. The darkness of the hood makes everything worse—I can’t anticipate, can’t prepare, can only endure as they use me.

“Christ, she’s tight,” Dax groans, his fingers digging into my thighs. “The beads make it even better.”

I can’t breathe. Can’t think. Can’t process what’s happening. My body is being used from both ends, violated in ways I never imagined possible. Callum’s cock blocks my airway, each thrust making me gag and choke, while Dax pounds into me from below, driving the beads impossibly deeper.

Even through the thick black of the hood, I feel the vibration of Ronan’s footsteps, heavy and deliberate. The frame holding me rattles and the sounds are warped, but distinct—the shifting of bodies, the dark crosstalk of men who’ve waited their turn, circled their prey. My body’s so compromised it’s almost a joke; every sphincter stretched, every muscle trembling, nerves howling for mercy, for oxygen, for something I know they won’t allow.

Then, suddenly, Ronan’s voice is right at my ear, the softness of his breath slicing through the isolating leather. “Don’t forget about her ass,” he murmurs, almost gently, before his voice hardens. “I want to work those beads.” He says it with a hunger that chills me, as if my body is already dead and he’s just picking apart the leftovers.

Callum’s grip on the hood tightens, fingers digging into the padding behind my ears, yanking my head back so hard I see white even inside the mask. My jaw feels like it’s going to dislocate; the ring holds it open past any reasonable human limit. I try again to scream, but the sound that emerges is a pitiful, sodden gurgle drowned by the presence in my mouth, by the saliva and the snot and the tears pooling inside the mask.

Callum thrusts harder, faster, as if my helplessness is an accelerant to his cruelty. The head of his cock pistons between the ring and my tongue, battering the back of my throat with each stroke. The only way I know he’s close is from the barely-controlled shaking of his hands, the nails digging crescent moons into the leather, the ragged exhalations that break through his mask of aristocratic calm.

“She’s making the sweetest noises,” he says through clenched teeth, and his words vibrate against my cheek. “Like she’s begging for it.”

But I know I’m not begging. Begging would require air, dignity, or hope—none of which I possess. I am only shuddering and choking and desperate for oxygen, for pause, for relief, but these men are professionals in the art of denial. Every time I start to go limp, to float away from my body, Callum lets up just enough to pull me back, to keep the panic sharp and fresh.

Meanwhile, Dax is relentless below. He’s got both hands on my hips, using my body like a handle, driving into me so hard I feel my spine rattle. Each thrust shoves the beads deeper inside my ass, using them as a lever, and the pain is so sharp it’s almost electric. My legs are shaking, muscles twitching involuntarily, but the frame keeps me locked in place, exposed, functional.

And then there’s Ronan. I sense him at my flank, his presence thick and invasive even before I feel his touch. A cold, slick finger traces the seam of my ass, circling the last bead where it peeks out shamefully. He takes his time, rolling it under his thumb, stretching me further. I try to clench, but my body is so exhausted, so defeated, that it only makes the stretch worse.

“She’s split wide open for us,” Ronan observes, and there’s a sick pride in it. “You can see every twitch.”

The humiliation is total. I am reduced to holes and reactions and noises, and even those are not my own. The hood muffles every breath, keeping the taste and smell of what they’re doing to me inside, turning the mask into a humid chamber of my own misery. The padding is soaked with tears and drool and snot, and I can’t shake the image of what I must look like to them: a faceless, obedient thing, stripped of everything except the ability to be filled.

Ronan’s finger slips inside, alongside the strand of beads, and I scream around the cock in my mouth. The sound is ugly, animal, a wet howl that reverberates in the darkness of the hood. My breath comes in stuttering gasps, each one fouled by Callum’s unyielding thrusts. I feel the cool bite of lubricant, the snap of latex as Ronan works a second finger in, and then a third, stretching and seating the beads even deeper.

“Fuck, she’s taking it all,” Dax gasps, his rhythm faltering as Ronan’s manipulation tightens things inside me. “You feel that, princess? You’re getting triple-teamed.”

For a moment, I’m certain I’ll pass out. My lungs burn, my vision tunnels into nothing, and every sense fuses into a single, blinding point. The pain and the humiliation and the air hunger all collapse into a numbness, a floating, fractured state where I am nothing but meat and noise and motion. Maybe that’s what they want—to push me past the edge, to see how much I can hold before I shatter.

But then Callum slows, his thrusts becoming shallow, urgent. He holds my jaw so tight my teeth grind against the metal ring. He wants something—maybe to see me cry harder, maybe to make me feel him finish, maybe just to prove he’s in control even of my last breath.

He pulls out just enough to let me gasp, to flood my mouth and lungs with the taste and smell of him. I choke, but the air is so sweet I almost sob with relief. The sensation of his orgasm—liquid, hot, filling my throat and mouth—forces me to swallow or drown. I gag and retch and the trapped sound pleases him; I can hear the satisfaction in his exhalation, feel the pride in the way he rubs my scalp through the hood.

He holds me there, head tilted back, until I’ve taken every drop. Then he lets go, and I collapse against the frame, drool and semen leaking past the ring and dripping down my chin. My lungs seize and sputter, every breath filled with the aftertaste of him.

But there is no break, no reprieve. Dax pounds into me even harder, grunting with each thrust. The beads are now packed so deep that every movement sends a lightning bolt through my core. I can’t move, can’t fight, can only sob and clench and endure as they take turns using me.

Ronan is next. He’s methodical, clinical, pushing the beads in and out with smooth, torturous precision. I can feel every ridge, every pop as they stretch me wider, and I know he’s doing it not for his own pleasure, but to see how much I can take. He narrates the process, his voice low and fascinated.

“Look at this,” he says, pulling the beads out slowly, then shoving them back in with a snap that makes me shriek. “Her ass is swallowing them. Fucking incredible.”

The humiliation burns hotter than the pain. I am a science experiment, a toy, not even human. They talk about me as if I’m not there, as if my suffering is entertainment, a demonstration of their power and mastery.

Dax finally loses control, his rhythm stuttering as he groans, “Gonna fill her up, fuck—” and I feel the hot rush of him inside me. The sensation is so overwhelming my vision whites out, and I hang in the frame, limp and useless, as he finishes and withdraws.

But Ronan is relentless. He’s not satisfied until he’s worked the beads all the way out—then, with a sound of satisfaction, he pushes them back in so hard I gasp, the air itself a razor in my throat.

“You thought that was the end?” he whispers, and I know, with a hopeless certainty, that it’s only ever the beginning.

He palms the last bead, stretching me to the breaking point, and then, with a slow, excruciating pull, drags the whole strand free. The sensation is so sharp, so total, that I nearly black out. My body convulses, my mind shatters, and I am left a trembling, ruined thing in the hands of men who will never be satisfied.

The wand is back before I can even scream, pressed so hard against my clit I feel the buzz in my teeth. My hips jerk but there’s nowhere to go, no escape, not even the mercy of anticipation. The vibration is ruthless—Dax holds it there, grinding the head in slow circles, locking my entire body in a cage of sensation. I feel the current building under my skin, in my throat, behind my eyes. My entire self narrows down to that one spot, the pressure blooming and blooming, spark after spark until I’m sure I’ll die from it.

I try to brace for the disappointment, to steel myself for the moment they’ll rip it away, deny me again as they’ve done a hundred times already. But the wand keeps going, unrelenting, the bruising hum tunneling through every nerve. My legs spasm; my hands clench and unclench, fighting the cuffs. I can’t even beg. There’s nothing but the taste of cotton and metal in my mouth, and the heat of tears behind the mask.

The orgasm hits like a car crash. There’s no buildup, no warning. My entire body locks up, then explodes—my back arches, my vision goes white, I scream without making a sound. The pleasure is obscene, so violent it snaps the leftover sanity inside me. I feel myself clench around the emptiness, the echoes of their use, the slippery mess between my thighs, and still the wand doesn’t stop. It keeps going, turning the aftershocks into raw pain, pain into a new kind of rapture, my body convulsing against the bonds. I’m sobbing, drooling, the mask a wet sponge against my face. My mind goes static.

I black out.
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I wake to silence.

Not the kind that comes before something terrible. The kind that’s already swallowed it whole.

My eyes open slowly, sticky with dried tears. No hood. No gag. I can breathe through my mouth, taste the stale air on my tongue. For a moment, I don’t move. I’m afraid that if I do, I’ll discover something worse than what I remember.

But my body reports back anyway, cataloging the changes without my permission.

I’m on my back. Something soft beneath me—a mattress, maybe, or thick padding. My arms are stretched above my head, wrists bound together, secured to something I can’t see. When I test the restraints, they don’t give. Leather cuffs, lined with something that doesn’t bite the way rope did. My ankles are spread wide, each one fastened separately. I can’t close my legs. Can’t even bring my knees together.

I’m naked. Completely.

But I’m clean.

The realization makes my stomach drop. Someone washed me. While I was unconscious, someone’s hands were on me, wiping away the evidence of what they did. My skin smells faintly of soap—something expensive, floral. My hair is damp against my scalp, combed through and braided. Even between my legs, where I was slick and filthy and aching, I feel only the ghost of soreness now. Cleaned. Dried. Arranged.

Like a doll someone’s putting back in its box.

I crane my neck, trying to see the room. It’s dim, lit by a single lamp in the corner that casts long shadows across unfamiliar walls. Not the same place. Or maybe it is, and I just couldn’t see it before through the hood. Everything looks different when you’re not choking on your own spit.

The ceiling is high. Exposed beams. There’s a faint smell of wood and leather, something else underneath—cologne, maybe, or the residue of expensive cigars. The kind of room that costs more than I’ll ever make in a year. The kind of room where people like them do things to people like me.

I pull at the restraints again, harder this time. My shoulders protest, stiff from however long I’ve been out. The cuffs hold. Of course they do.

They wouldn’t leave me here if I could get free.

My heart starts to pound, a sick, heavy rhythm that makes my ribs ache. This is worse than the noise, the hands, the humiliation. This is the quiet before. The setup. They cleaned me because they’re not done. They spread me out like this because they want me accessible, ready, waiting for whatever comes next.

I try to swallow, but my throat is raw. I don’t know how long I screamed into that gag.

The door is across the room, closed. No light underneath. No sound of footsteps, voices, anything. Just me and the dark and the terrible certainty that this isn’t mercy.

It’s intermission.

I close my eyes and try to steady my breathing, but all I can think about is how vulnerable I am like this. How exposed. How perfectly positioned. My thighs tremble with the effort of staying still, and I hate that even now, even after everything, my body is betraying me. I’m sore. I’m terrified.

And I’m wet.

I don’t know if it’s left over from before or something new, something sick and Pavlovian that my body has learned without my consent. I don’t want to know.

The silence stretches. My pulse hammers in my ears.

Any second now, that door is going to open.

And I have no idea what they’re going to do to me next.

The door opens.

Light spills in, and I flinch against it. Three silhouettes fill the doorway. Kai first, then Ronan, then Dax and Callum trailing behind. They’re talking quietly among themselves until Kai notices my eyes are open.

He stops mid-sentence. “Well. Look who’s awake. I thought for sure you’d be out at least another half hour.”

Something snaps inside me. Maybe it’s desperation. Maybe it’s the last shred of self-preservation clawing its way up my throat.

“Let me go.” My voice shreds itself on the words as soon as they leave my throat, and I hate the way it sounds—weak, pleading, not even close to the steel I used to wield so easily. “Please, you’ve had your fun. Just—just let me go. I won’t tell anyone, I swear. Please.” The words hang in the air, heavy as lead, and suck every last ounce of oxygen from my lungs. They make everything still. The kind of stillness that says even the walls are holding their breath, waiting to see who will pounce first.

Kai’s whole face changes. I see it happen, like a shift in weather—his eyes go flat and cold, then his lips twist into something almost gentle, almost mournful, like he’s watching a baby deer limp into traffic. This is worse than anger. Anger, I could have managed. Anger is predictable, theatrical, safe in its own way. Disappointment is bottomless.

He walks toward me, slow and deliberate, one hand in his pocket, the other loose at his side. He looks like a guidance counselor about to deliver bad news, or a parent about to betray a promise they never intended to keep. “Oh, sweetheart,” he says, his voice so soft it makes my skin crawl. “We were doing so well. You were being so good for us.” He shakes his head, and the sadness in his eyes is worse than any threat. He wants me to feel it, the weight of his letdown. I do.

“Please-” The word comes out strangled, as if the very air is conspiring to keep me silent.

Kai is on me in a blink, the hand I couldn’t account for moving fast and sharp, pinning itself across my mouth, fingers digging into the hinge of my jaw. His body looms over me, all gentle menace, his breath as steady as my own is frantic.

“You had one job,” he whispers, leaning close, so that only I can hear it, “and now you’ve gone and ruined it.”

He lets go slow, like he’s giving me a chance to correct myself, but I can’t even make my lips move. The air between us vibrates with the threat of something I can’t name. He crouches beside the table, dropping down to my eye level, and for a split second it almost seems intimate, conspiratorial. But his gaze is a dead thing, and it makes my insides crawl.

“You know what that means, don’t you?” he asks.

Terror freezes the words in my throat. I can’t answer, can’t even shake my head. My eyes are screaming, but all I can do is watch, my chest fluttering like the wings of a dying moth.

Kai stands, brushes imaginary lint from his pants, and turns to the others. “Ronan.”

Ronan perks up like a pit bull, eyes gleaming with anticipation. “Yeah?”

“Go check if Santa left us any surprises. Something appropriate for a brat who doesn’t know when to keep her mouth shut.”

Ronan flashes a grin—hungry, all teeth—and disappears into the gloom at the far end of the room. I hear him moving, sifting through boxes, the scrape and thump of heavy objects. Each sound is a countdown, and I find myself hoping he never comes back, that he finds something so horrible it destroys him instead.

I can’t move, can barely breathe. Kai stands beside me, his presence heavy and invasive. He doesn’t touch me again, just watches, arms folded, like a guard dog waiting for the next command.

My body is a livewire, every inch of skin hyperaware. I try to focus my thoughts, to plan something—anything—but nothing makes sense except the certainty that whatever’s coming will be worse than what came before.

Ronan returns, and even before I see what he’s holding, my guts drop through the mattress. He’s carrying a riding crop, the handle dark and worn, the lash end sleek and supple. In his other hand dangles a twisted centerpiece: a muzzle gag, its leather straps trailing like the legs of a dying insect, a thick black rubber bit projecting from the center. Affixed to the top are two fake animal ears—soft, floppy, ridiculous. The humiliation radiates from them like heat off asphalt.

The sight of it makes my vision go fuzzy at the edges. I know exactly what this is for, and it’s not just about silencing me. It’s about turning me into a thing, a creature, something not worth talking to, only worth owning.

“No.” My voice is a raw sob, the denial as automatic as it is useless. “No. No, please-”

Ronan bounces the crop against his palm, relishing the impact. “Oh, she doesn’t like this one,” he says, to no one in particular. He moves with a swagger, taunting me with every step.

I thrash in the restraints, wincing as my wrists twist raw in the cuffs. My legs kick out, desperate for leverage even though I know there’s none to be found. My head snaps back and forth, trying to evade their hands, but all it does is make the world spin dizzily, the ceiling beams above blurring into streaks of shadow and light.

Kai’s hand clamps onto my jaw again, this time with clinical precision, his thumb pressing into the space just under my ear. I try to bite him, but the angle is wrong, the pressure too strong.

“Hold her,” he says, voice as calm as if he’s asking for an extra napkin at dinner. And suddenly they’re all there, Dax pinning my shoulders, Callum gripping my hair.

Ronan leans in close, the leather of the muzzle brushing against my skin. The smell is sharp and new. I open my mouth to beg again, but the rubber plug is already there, shoving past my lips, filling my mouth so completely I gag. He threads the straps behind my head, yanking them tight, then buckles them off with an audible click.

The ears flop against my cheeks, a parody of innocence.

My jaw aches instantly; I can’t close it, can’t move my tongue, can only suck air through my nose in shallow, panicked gulps. The humiliation is so thick it drowns out everything else for a moment.

Dax is suddenly next to me, holding up something flat and glossy—a mirror. It’s angled so that the only thing I can see is my own face, distorted by the muzzle and the tears streaming down my cheeks.

“Look at yourself,” Dax coos, the words thick with mockery. “You see? This is what happens to bad girls.”

I try to look away but the mirror follows me, relentless. I see what they’ve made of me—a bestial, ridiculous thing, eyes red and swollen, hair plastered to my forehead, jaw stretched wide by the gag. The ears bobble with every tremor of my head.

“Uh-uh,” Dax says, tapping the glass against my cheek. “No hiding. You look at yourself.”

Tears pour down my face, soaking the leather and matting my hair to my skin. My breath comes in ragged, snotty snorts. My humiliation is total, and the worst part is that I can’t even scream properly.

Ronan circles behind me, and for a moment the only sound is my own wet breathing. Then I hear the whistle. The riding crop arcs through the air and lands on my inner thigh, sharp and cold fire. I jerk, my entire body convulsing, but I can’t make a sound—the gag swallows it all.

“Bad girls get punished,” Ronan says, his voice a low rumble in my ear. He drags the tip of the crop up my belly, slow and deliberate, until it rests just under my breast. Then he lifts it, lets it hover, makes me wait for the strike. The anticipation is agony.

Kai’s hand never leaves my jaw—he squeezes, relaxes, squeezes again, as if testing the ripeness of a fruit. “You’re going to show them how good you can be, how sorry you are,” he murmurs, his lips brushing against the curve of my ear. “Aren’t you?”

Another crack, this time on the other thigh. I try to scream, but the sound is trapped behind the rubber. It comes out as a pathetic, animal moan, the kind of noise I didn’t know I could make.

The crop moves between my legs, pressing up against the slick, exposed skin. Not striking, just resting. Ronan taps it lightly, a warning. Then he draws back and brings it down across my breast, the pain blinding, electric. My body arches off the padding, muscles spasming as the shock radiates through my chest.

He leans close, lips brushing my ear. “You’re going to be such a good girl for us,” he whispers, and I hate that some twisted part of me wants to please him, wants to make the pain stop, wants to be anything but what I am now.

I can’t answer, can’t beg, can only whimper and sob, the saliva running down my chin in glossy strings. It drips onto my chest, slick and humiliating.

Dax tilts the mirror so I can see everything—the ridiculous ears, the black bulge of the gag, the tears streaming from my eyes, the way my nipples are hard and red against the air. I squeeze my eyes shut, but Kai’s hand tightens again, nails digging into my cheek.

Kai’s grip on my face is absolute, so when he tilts my head and says, “Eyes open,” it doesn’t matter that my vision is a blur of salt and fear. I open them, lashes clumping with tears, and the harsh rectangle of the mirror fills my world. Dax holds it in both hands, his face looming behind the glass, but he might as well be invisible. All I see is the animal they’ve made of me.

“Watch yourself take it.” Kai’s voice is colder than the metal on my wrists, sharper than the tang of panic in my throat. My mouth strains around the gag, lips stretched almost obscenely, and the drool that leaks past it glistens in the low light. I don’t look like a person. I look like a prop, a slab of meat with decorative ears, waiting to be used. The mirror shakes; that’s my own shuddering. The sight of myself is enough to trigger a new wave of revulsion, and I try to squeeze my eyes shut, but Kai’s thumb is already pressing into the sensitive hollow under my left eye, forcing the lid wider still.

Dax’s laughter slides around the edges of my humiliation. “There she is. There’s our sweet little pet.” He waggles the mirror left, then right, making sure I don’t miss a single angle. My image multiplies in the glass, a parade of broken, weeping faces. I can’t look away, not even when my stomach lurches. I’m transfixed. Reduced.

The crop appears at the edge of the mirror, cutting in like a black slash of punctuation. I know what’s coming. My entire body braces, muscles seizing up, but there’s nothing to be done. I am naked and open, and they know it.

The strike lands between my legs, perfectly aimed, the tip of the crop meeting bare, vulnerable flesh with a sound so sharp it feels like it echoes off my bones. The pain isn’t a line or a point—it’s a pulse, radiating up my spine and collapsing my thoughts into static. I scream, or try to; the gag swallows everything, turns it into a muffled, high-pitched wail. I watch my own mouth strain around the rubber, jaw quaking with the effort. My legs kick, heels scraping uselessly on the padding, but the cuffs hold fast. The helplessness is total.

The mirror shudders in Dax’s grip, and my reflection is momentarily doubled—one me screaming, the other me watching, trapped in a silent conversation of agony and shame. My vision tunnels, dark at the edges, but the center is all red: red face, red eyes, red-hot agony where the crop hit.

It’s not over. Another tap, lighter but more threatening, as Ronan drags the leather tip along my thigh, then up to my pelvis, tracing patterns as though outlining future punishment. I can barely breathe, each inhale shaky and desperate through flared nostrils. The sound is wet and ugly.

“You see?” Dax purrs, angling the mirror so I can see my own trembling chest, the way my nipples stand out, flushed and obscene. He clicks his tongue in mock disapproval. “This is what you wanted, isn’t it? You wanted to be punished. That’s why you were bad.”

Kai’s hand moves away from my face; I’m not sure when it happened, but at some point he stopped needing to hold me still. I am too stunned to move, to resist, to do anything but obey. My eyes stay wide, dry now, the tears spent, and I can’t help but stare straight into the mirror. The ears droop forward, weighted by the straps. I look half-dead, a parody of something cute, and the men are loving every millisecond.

Ronan leans in, his breath hot on my cheek. “You’re learning, aren’t you, sweetheart?” He touches my knee, squeezes it, then lets go with a slap that feels playful only to him.

He draws back the crop, lifts it, and this time he lets it fall lightly as a warning, not a strike. But the threat is clear. I flinch anyway, even though the blow doesn’t land.

Kai’s face appears over my shoulder in the glass. He’s smiling, the barest ghost of satisfaction curling at the corners of his mouth.

The air smells of sweat and leather, of tears and male excitement. Dax still holds the mirror for me, patient and thorough, like a dentist showing his handiwork. I moan softly behind the gag, pitiable, and when I see the string of spit connecting my chin to my chest, the sting of shame is almost as sharp as the crop.

Ronan purrs, “There. Now she gets it.”
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Kai climbs onto the mattress beside me. The hollow at my throat shivers as his hand lands on my chest, palm flat and heavy. He strokes the skin there, tracing a slow spiral down to my breast, then pinches my nipple between two fingers and twists, making me flinch and gasp behind the gag. His eyes are fixed on my face, not hungry but calculating, the pale blue of a scientist examining his specimen. For a moment, he simply plays, rolling the nipple and flicking it until it stiffens even more. A flicker of pleasure sparks beneath the hurt, which only makes the humiliation sting sharper.

He cocks his head to the side. “You know, I planned to put your mouth to use. Only Callum got a taste before you passed out, but your actions have made that impossible. We won’t be able to take the gag off.” He glances at the others, as if annoyed on their behalf, then regards me with something resembling pity. “And just fucking your cunt doesn’t seem like enough of a consequence for a girl who’s this naughty after Santa got you so many presents.” His fingers creep higher, stroking the underside of my jaw, pressing the bite of the gag deeper against my tongue.

Kai looks to his friends, voice light, almost bored. “Suggestions, gentlemen? I’m open to ideas”

Ronan moves to the foot of the bed, arms folded, his face unreadable but his eyes bright with anticipation. Callum drapes himself lazily over the back of an armchair, every inch the aristocrat presiding over a private court. Only Dax steps right up to the bed, crowding close so the raw meat of shame in my belly pulses even harder.

Dax’s eyes glitter as he approaches, a grin splitting his face as if he’s just caught a rabbit in a trap and is savoring the sound of its heartbeat. He puts his lips right to my ear so that only I can hear, and his breath is heavy, full of dark anticipation. “Well, if the mouth is out of commission and the pussy’s too easy,” he says, voice as silken as it is cruel, “then we go for broke.”

He lets his fingers trace the seam of my hip, nails biting in just enough to threaten breaking skin. I feel the heat of his grip long after he moves it; he seems to be drawing a roadmap of future bruises. His hand doesn’t linger. It travels upward, fingers spidering over my belly and then burrowing between my legs, prying at the exposed, trembling flesh where the crop has left its stinging mark. My muscles clench and I jerk away, but even the tiniest motion is a pathetic, empty rebellion. The way he stares at me, a wolf in a henhouse, makes my stomach knot with dread.

He looks over his shoulder at the other men, eyebrows raised in challenge. “She’s dripping, boys—still. That little whipping made her so fucking wet. Can you believe it?” He pushes two fingers in a slow, deliberate circle, spreading the slickness upwards, and then holds them up to the light as if displaying a precious gem. “What a naughty little slut!”

Kai snorts, and his smile is cold, a razor blade hidden behind perfect white teeth. He shifts his weight on the mattress, bringing his face close to mine, so close I can see every fleck of color in his irises. Without warning, he grabs my breast and squeezes, hard, the pain radiating up into my throat, and I cough around the gag. “You know what comes next, sweetheart?” he asks, his voice clinical, almost bored. “An ass fucking. That does feel appropriate, doesn’t it? That’s what you deserve.”

I shiver so violently the chains rattle against the bedframe. The anticipation is a poison in my veins, making my skin icy and hot at the same time. I try to scream, try to arch away, but the restraints are merciless, and the only sound I make is a wounded animal’s yelp, filtered and made grotesque by the gag. The taste of rubber fills my mouth, makes me want to retch.

“She’s really messed up our plans, hasn’t she? Ronan, go get the bench.”

The order is received with an almost military precision. Ronan vanishes into the shadows of the bedroom, boots thudding on the hardwood, and within moments I hear the scrape of wood on wood as he drags something heavy from the wall. Kai’s hands are already at my ankles, unlocking the shackles and hauling my legs apart, but he doesn’t let me move. Instead, he jerks my limbs into an even more humiliating sprawl, pinning me open for inspection, for play, for whatever comes next. Dax undoes the cuffs on my wrists, and leaves my collar in place as he detaches it from the restraints.

I try to kick, to scramble away on my elbows, but every movement is anticipated and countered. Kai wraps a hand around my calf, squeezing and twisting until I freeze, paralysed by pain. Dax is all over me, hands everywhere, kneading and groping, his nails leaving trails of heat across my skin.

Ronan returns, rolling in a low, wooden bench with a padded curve at the top and heavy leather straps bolted along the sides. It looks like a medieval torture device, and I realize with horror exactly what it’s for. They’re going to bend me over it, tie me down, and have their way with me, and there’s nothing I can do. Being awake as this happens is too much.

Kai bends down so his mouth is at my ear, but his eyes are on the bench. “Maybe you’ll think twice before you misbehave again.”

The words hit me with a wave of nausea, and I start to hyperventilate, spit and snot bubbling from my nose and mouth. The room is spinning, narrowed to a tunnel that ends in the bench. I try to plead through the gag, but the noises are animal, wordless, incapable of mercy.

They don’t hesitate. Callum stands and walks to the head of the bench, arranging the straps so they’re ready for me.

Kai and Dax haul me off the bed, one on each arm, my body limp but still fighting in the only ways left to me. My feet drag on the floor, toes scraping for purchase. But it does no good.

They drag me to the bench and fold me over it, my belly pressed to the cold leather, arms wrenched back and attached to my waist by a belt. Kai wastes no time in spreading my legs, hoisting each ankle into a waiting cuff and buckling it tight. The position is obscene: I’m bent over at the waist, ass high in the air, exposed in every possible way. The collar stays on even as the wood comes into place, trapping me.

Ronan circles me, checking the straps, his touch almost gentle until he delivers a sudden, stinging slap to my right cheek. I shriek behind the gag, the sting of pain making my vision blur with tears. He grins, then leans in close, his hand stroking the curve as if admiring a prize. “Perfect.”

Callum leaves the room and comes back, having taken Dax’s idea to the extreme. He places a full length mirror in front of me so I can perfectly see what I’ve been reduced to.

Dax is behind me now, the heat of his body radiating in sick, lapping waves. He bends low, tongue flicking out to catch a bead of sweat rolling down the back of my thigh. “You’re trembling,” he whispers, almost lovingly. “Makes it better.”

Kai steps around to the front, squatting so he’s at my eye level. He brushes a strand of my hair off my cheek, then smears a line of spit across my forehead. “You know, I really am disappointed in you, Annika,” he says. “I thought you’d behave better for my friends.”

My heart slams so hard I’m afraid it will break the cage of my ribs. I can see the entire scene in the mirror: my own face, red and puffy, the gag distorting my mouth. The man I thought loved me who now has reduced me to this plaything, this toy, and his friends are waiting for their turn to use me until I break.

“Do you want to get fucked first or spanked first? This is the only choice you’ll get.”

Kai’s voice is merciless, the question a trap disguised as a gift. The room seems to shrink around me, walls pulsing in time with my heart. Behind the gag, my mouth is a desert, saliva pooling beneath my tongue while my mind reels—are they really offering me a choice, or is this just another layer to the humiliation?

I look up, eyes wide, blinking away fresh tears so I can make sense of the tableau in the mirror. Kai kneels in front of me, one palm planted on the padded bench to keep me from flinching away, the other tracing slow circles on my bare thigh. Behind me, Dax paces, the hungry energy of a dog who’s been forced to wait for his bone. One look at Callum and I find him lounging, arms folded, chin aloft, waiting to see what flavor of suffering I’ll choose for myself. But it’s Ronan who draws my gaze most. He’s already moved to the wall, his back to the group, eyeing the rack of tools that hangs beneath the window like a butcher’s selection. His fingers hover over the implements, a surgeon considering scalpels.

They’re waiting for me to pick my poison. The humiliation’s a living thing in my chest, slithering and hot, and I realize that if I hesitate, if I show even a second of indecision, they’ll make it for me. No matter what, my fate is to be degraded, but now the degradation is doubled—I must be complicit in my own destruction.

I glance at the crop, glossy leather and gleaming metal tip. I can’t bear the thought of any of them inside me, not yet, not now, not again. I squeeze my eyes shut and nod toward the crop, a tiny gesture that seals my doom.

Kai smiles, as if I’ve just volunteered for a magic trick. “Good girl. Ronan, if you’d be so kind?”

Ronan’s grin is slow and feral. He selects the crop with ceremonial reverence, weighing it in his hand, and with a little flourish, smacks it against his palm, testing its bite. The sound is worse than the reality—at least, that’s what I try to tell myself. He stalks toward me, each step deliberate, and positions himself directly behind my splayed, trembling body.

The bench is low enough that my chin nearly touches the mirror’s edge. I can see my own face: red, puffy, mouth grotesquely distended by the gag, eyes shining with animal fear. I look less like a person, more like something that’s been captured, broken in, and dressed up for slaughter.

Ronan brings the crop down lightly, just once, across the small of my back. A warning shot. The tip lands with a whisper of promise. “Just a warm-up,” he says, and though he directs the words at the room, he’s staring at me in the mirror, dead center, like he wants to see if I’ll break before he even starts.

He trails the crop down my spine in a series of slow, teasing circles. My skin puckers where it passes, each nerve ending waking up in anticipation of the pain to come. He takes his time, letting the threat escalate, and only when I’ve started to squirm—when the humiliation is ripe—does he draw his arm back and strike.

The first blow is spectacular. It lands square across my right cheek, a sound like a gunshot, and for a second my world turns white at the edges. I howl behind the gag, but it chokes off in my throat, replaced by a thin, high-pitched whine. Fire radiates outward from the mark, and my whole body jerks in its restraints. The impact is so sharp, so total, I almost black out.

Dax whistles, impressed, and leans forward to get a better look. “She’s got some color already. Gonna look like a Christmas ham when you’re done, Ronan.”

Ronan grins and lines up the crop again, tapping it against my skin in a rhythm that makes me want to bolt and run. He’s enjoying this, taking the measure of my tolerance, seeing how much I can absorb before I shatter. He flicks his wrist and lands a second strike, this one just below the first, and I see the mark bloom in the mirror: a perfect red stripe, swelling almost instantly.

Tears are pouring down my face now, thick and hot, and there’s nothing I can do to stop them. Every breath is a sob. My body shakes so hard that the men have to adjust the straps to keep me from bucking off the bench.

“Think she’ll cry uncle yet?” Dax wonders aloud, bending so close to me that I can smell his aftershave, spicy and cheap.

Kai’s hand finds the nape of my neck and pushes my face down, flattening my cheek against the cold leather padding. “She can take it,” he says. “She’s tougher than she looks.”

I want to scream at him, to call him a liar, but the words can’t form. All that comes out is a garbled, animal moan.

Ronan keeps going. He’s not in a hurry. He layers the blows, each one landing just slightly off the last, crossing and recrossing until the pain is everywhere, overlapping in an impossible web. The heat builds, radiates, climbs the ladder of my spine, and soon I can’t tell where one strike ends and the next begins. My skin is tight, burning, a single raw nerve.

I look into the mirror and see my own agony rendered as spectacle: the ragged hair, the sweat and spit and snot clinging to my chin, the idiotic bunny ears wagging with every jolt of my body. It’s obscene, but I can’t look away.

“Pretty marks,” Ronan says, stepping back to admire his work. “She’s a fast learner.”

“Not fast enough,” Dax says. “Should’ve thought twice before she broke the rules.”

Kai crouches down so that we’re eye-level in the mirror. “Look at yourself,” he tells me, his voice suddenly soft, almost coaxing. “See what you’ve been reduced to? All you had to do was be nice to my friends. That’s not so hard, is it?”

He wipes a tear from my cheek with his thumb, then shoves my face harder into the leather so that my breath comes in short, panicked bursts.

Callum remains silent, but his eyes flicker with unholy pleasure. He’s fully in his element now, watching from a safe remove, orchestrator and audience in equal measure.

Ronan’s hand snakes between my legs, fingers probing deep to gauge my response. He laughs aloud when he finds me wet, and holds his fingers up for the others to see. “Still leaking, even after all that. It’s like she likes it.”

The humiliation is worse than the pain. I want to vanish, dissolve into vapor, but they have me trapped, reduced to a machine for their pleasure and nothing else.

They don’t stop. The strikes keep coming, each one more calculated than the last. Ronan works his way down the backs of my thighs, then back up to the red-hot canvas of my ass, alternating the rhythm to keep me guessing, keep me on edge. At first the pain is everything, but then it fades to a strange, humming numbness, and I float outside myself—watching the spectacle as if it’s happening to someone else, some other girl with my face.

At last, Ronan relents. He tosses the crop onto the bed, then runs his hands over my burning skin, pressing hard to make sure I feel every inch. “Now she’s ready,” he says, satisfaction dripping from every syllable.

Kai stands and surveys my body, his hands on his hips. “Who’s up first? Dax?”

Dax doesn’t answer right away. Instead, he circles the bench, taking in the tableau like a connoisseur at an auction, his eyes drinking in each shudder of my body, every tremor in my thighs. He stops at my head, so close I can taste the smoke and coffee on his breath, but waits until I meet his gaze in the mirror before moving again. “Red looks good on you,” he murmurs, trailing a fingertip over the fresh welts striping my ass. “You’re going to look even better with me inside you.”

He drags his palm down the length of my spine, coming to rest between my legs, then spreads my thighs just a little wider, exposing me to the room. The cold air hits my slick, ruined pussy and I gasp, choking on the gag, but Dax is already grinding the heel of his hand against my clit, working it in slow, lazy circles that make me writhe despite everything.

“She’s soaked,” he announces, almost to himself. “Didn’t think she’d be so desperate after just a few taps.”

Kai’s face hovers into view, smug above me. “Told you she was a secret slut. Didn’t even take a whole hour, did it?”

I want to shake my head, deny it, but Dax’s hand is relentless, the pressure building until my protests melt into sobbing, shuddering moans. I feel like a specimen on a slide, every reaction catalogued and savored by the men who own me now.

Dax spreads my lips with his fingers, then dips two inside, stretching and twisting them until I whimper. “She’s ready, all right. Good work, Ronan. You ruined her perfectly.”

Ronan just grins, wiping sweat from his brow. “She’s got more in her. I guarantee it.”

There’s a sound behind me—something clattering against metal, a drawer yanked open and slammed shut. I twist my head just enough to glimpse Callum, who’s standing almost regally beside the bed, his arms folded, but now his eyes are alive with a needlepoint gleam.

“Hold it,” Callum commands. The room freezes. Dax’s fingers stay buried, my legs locked open. I can feel Kai’s hands on my shoulders, pinning me to the bench as though I might bolt. Even Ronan, who seems to live for chaos, stops midstride.

Callum steps forward, measured and calm, and holds up a silicone cock—long, veined, and wider than anything I’ve ever known. The sight of it makes my stomach drop through the floor. “We can’t leave her pussy empty.”

Dax laughs, a barking sound. “You’re a sick bastard, Callum. All right—let’s do it your way.”

He grabs the dildo from Callum’s outstretched hand, weighing it with a showy flourish before bringing it around in front of my face so I can see. “Take a good look,” he says. “This is going to live in you for a while.”

I try to shake my head, but Ronan clamps a fist in my hair and forces me to stare at it—at the obscene thing that will shortly be splitting me open. I gag on the spit and snot pooling in my mouth, my mind a scramble of fear and shame and—worse—anticipation.

Dax kneels behind me, one palm flat on the small of my back, pressing me down so my hips jut up at the perfect angle. He spends a moment admiring the canvas, running his free hand over the red welts, tracing the heat radiating from my skin.

He works the tip of the dildo against my pussy, gentle at first, smearing the slick around in lazy circles. “You ever had something this big in you before, princess?” he asks, not expecting an answer. “Don’t worry. You’ll stretch.”

I try to beg, but the gag makes it useless, turning my pleas into pitiful, mewling noises. Dax just grins and leans into me, using his own body to hold me steady while he pushes the toy in deep. The pressure is enormous—my whole body tenses, expecting to be torn in half, but Dax is patient. He pulses the head back and forth, back and forth, coaxing my body to yield.

Kai’s face is right beside mine, his hand stroking my hair almost tenderly. “You look so pretty like this,” he says, wiping tears from my cheek.

I squeeze my eyes shut, shame boiling in my chest, but the men’s voices crowd the small room, relentless.

“She’s clenching so tight,” Dax says, and the others break into jeers. The laughter cracks through the fog in my head, menacing and delighted. Dax spits into his palm, smears it on the toy for show, then rams it in with a single, unstoppable thrust. The burn is so complete my vision swims with blackness. I scream—a real, ripping wail that vibrates my throat raw—but the gag turns it inside out, so the sound only registers as a hoarse, animal bray.

“There. Now she’s properly stuffed,” he says, withdrawing the toy half an inch and then driving it back again, knuckle-deep, until my hips knock against the edge of the bench. The shock of it steals my breath. My thighs spasm helplessly, and I can’t even lift my head; my whole body is a limp, trembling thing, held together only by the straps and the brute force of their hands.

The men lean in, peering at me like students at a dissection. Kai plants both hands on either side of my head, caging me in, his sweaty hair falling into my eyes. He looks at my blown pupils, my tear-streaked cheeks, and smirks. “You see that? That’s what happens when you disappoint me, babe.” He pulls one of my eyelids wide, forcing me to look into the mirror, where I see a creature I don’t recognize. The bands of gag strap my mouth open and the crushed fake ears droop sideways. I look like something from a mugshot or a medical experiment gone wrong.

Kai’s hand grabs my chin and wrenches my head so I can’t look away. I have to watch as Dax works the toy in and out, stretching and abusing me in slow, practiced shoves, pausing each time I start to slip away into a numb place, just to bring me back with a sharper, meaner stroke.

“God, look at her take it,” Ronan says, and he’s right there over my shoulder, his breath hot on my ear. He slaps my thigh, leaving a handprint, and grins at the way I jolt and shudder.

“She’s taking it because she wants to,” Dax says, and angles the base of the toy to grind against my clit with every thrust. “She’s absolutely gushing. I bet she could come like this, if we let her.”

Callum observes from the foot of the bench, arms folded, the faintest curl of contempt on his lips. “No one’s letting her do anything,” he says with smooth, arctic certainty. “We make her, or she doesn't. She doesn't decide anything.”

The men laugh again, but now there’s something sharp under the surface, a hungry, feral edge. They want to see me break. I know it. Maybe that’s why I hold on, why I fight the urge to collapse, why every time Dax drives the toy deeper, I bite down on the pain and force myself to meet my own reflection in the glass.

Kai moves in so close our cheeks touch, the warmth of his skin a mockery of comfort. He wipes the snot from my face with his thumb, then drags the same thumb down to my swollen lips and wedges it past the gag.

My pulse hammers between my legs where Dax is still working the cock in a slow, steady rhythm, but I don’t look away from the mirror. I want to know how far I can fall.

The burn gives way to a spreading ache, and then a strange, hollow pleasure, a fullness that blots out the edges of my pain. I can’t stop myself: my hips rock back against the thrusts, desperate to relieve the pressure, even as I sob and whimper. The men see it, of course. They see everything.

“Good girl,” Dax says, patronizing and bright. “She’s warming up to it.” He slaps my ass, sending aftershocks through my whole pelvis, then leans forward and plants a mock kiss on the back of my neck. “Maybe she’ll be less stuck-up now, huh?”

There’s a burst of laughter and then hands—too many hands. Ronan’s hand closes around my wrist, pinching the bone. Callum presses one palm to the small of my back, his thumb finding the bruised skin and digging in just enough to make me whimper. Kai palms the top of my head, guiding me until my nose is mashed to the leather and I’m forced to breathe the stink of their sweat and spit.

“Think she’s ready for the main event?” Ronan asks, voice low and eager.

Dax doesn’t answer right away. He works the dildo out in a long, slow draw, then shoves it back in with force. I grunt, the air punched from my lungs, and the men howl with approval.

“Almost,” Dax says. “She’s still got some fight. I can feel her clamping down.”

Kai leans in, lips grazing my ear, and says, “You want to make this easy, or hard?” He doesn’t wait for a reply. “Hard it is.”

The men let go of me all at once. My body sags, wrung out and trembling, but I’m not allowed even a second to recover. Callum glides to the side, producing a small bottle from the nightstand, the label already peeled off. He unscrews the cap, and an icy chemical tang fills the air.

“Lube,” Ronan says, licking his lips. “You’re going to need a lot of that for what’s coming next.”

Callum drizzles the lube onto my ass, spreading it in cool, viscous lines. He doesn’t touch me directly—he uses the tip of the bottle to draw circles around my hole, then trails the slick down my crack and over my battered skin. It’s clinical, detached, but the effect is worse for that: I know nothing I do will matter. I’m just a receptacle, a thing to be prepared for their use.

Dax runs a finger along my slit, gathering more wetness, and smears it over my asshole with deliberate, swirling strokes. “Don’t want to rip her open,” he says, and the way he says it makes my stomach turn over. He pushes the tip of his finger inside, just a little, and I whine, the sound muffled but desperate.

Kai holds my face in his hands, forcing me to look at him, at the mirror, at the world closing in. “That’s it,” he soothes, “let them do their work. You’ll get used to it. You’re already half-way there.”

Callum stands directly behind me now, face composed, voice level. “Spread her,” he instructs, and Ronan moves to the bench, prying my cheeks apart while Dax steadies my hips. I’m powerless, held open and trembling, every nerve raw and exposed.

Dax slicks his fingers and works them into my ass, one, then two, stretching and twisting. He’s methodical and unhurried, savoring every wince and shudder. “So tight,” he says again, marveling. “Can’t believe she’s never been fucked back here.”

Ronan laughs, the sound sharp and mean. “First time’s always special.”

I want to plead, to beg, to do anything to make it stop, but Kai’s grip keeps my jaw locked open, and the only thing I can do is moan and shake and watch myself dissolve in the mirror. My body betrays me—every time Dax pushes deeper, I clench around him, helpless to unlearn the instinct.

Callum watches with the patience of a scientist, noting every tremor, every gasp, every flush of color. “You’re going to take all of it,” he tells me, and I believe him.

Dax withdraws his fingers, then swaps them for his cock. He lines it up, rubbing the head against my hole, and I feel a surge of panic, a cold certainty, but there’s nowhere to go and nothing I can do.

Dax starts to press in. At first it’s just pressure, a steady, growing force that makes my whole body seize up. Then the ring gives, and I nearly black out from the shock of it. He doesn’t stop once he’s in—he keeps going, pushing slow and steady until he’s all the way in. The fullness is overwhelming. My legs kick uselessly, but Ronan pins my ankles, his hands iron on my skin.

“That’s better,” Dax says, panting with the effort. “She’s learning her place.”

Kai strokes my hair with mock affection, then leans down so we’re eye-to-eye in the mirror. “Look at yourself,” he whispers. “You’re perfect.”

I can’t look away. I watch as Dax starts to fuck me, thrusting in and out, and I wonder if I’ve hit rock bottom yet.
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I feel myself splitting in two—the physical pain and the shattering of my mind as I stare at my reflection. The girl in the mirror can’t be me, eyes wild and glassy, cheeks streaked with tears, lips stretched obscenely around the gag. Yet I’m forced to watch as Dax uses me, each thrust making the bunny ears bounce in a grotesque parody of innocence.

“She’s so tight,” he groans, fingers digging into my hips. “Fuck, it’s like she’s trying to push me out.”

My body is a traitor, fighting and yielding all at once. I clench around him, desperate to expel the intrusion, but it only seems to heighten his pleasure. He slaps my ass, right over the welts Ronan left, and the sting radiates through me like electricity.

Kai keeps his hands clamped around my face, thumbs planted just below my cheekbones, and angles my head so I’m forced to stare into the mirror while Dax finishes with me. I can’t blink or look away—every time my eyes try to slide shut, Kai growls “Don’t you dare,” and pinches until my vision blurs with fresh tears. In the reflection, I see Dax’s flushed face over my shoulder, his mouth twisted in concentration, his hips thrusting in a slow, relentless rhythm. Each movement punches a guttural sound from my chest. The whole thing feels endless, a waking nightmare on an infinite loop. The humiliation bleeds into something else: a numb, vibrating emptiness, like my brain is scrubbing itself out to protect what’s left of me.

When Dax comes, it’s with a sudden, brutal snap of his hips and a barked curse. I feel the heat of it inside, pooling in places I’d rather not think about, and I’m not sure if the shudder that racks my body is a sob or something even more broken. Dax holds himself there, deep and grinding, before pulling out in one rough motion that leaves me gaping and hollow. He slaps my ass again, a parting shot, then steps away, panting and satisfied.

But there’s no pause. Ronan’s already crowding in behind me, the toy in one fist, his cock in the other. He doesn’t even bother with preamble—he shoves the dildo back inside me, twisting it cruelly as he lines himself up for the next assault. The sensation is blinding: fullness on top of fullness, an ache so deep it feels like my whole pelvis will crack in two. Ronan laughs when I tense up. “She’s still got fight,” he says, and he sounds delighted.

Kai pets my hair, keeping my gaze locked in the glass. “Focus, baby,” he murmurs, and wipes away a tear that’s run down to my chin.

Ronan lines himself up and plunges in with no warning but the sound of his own ragged breath. At first, it’s just the hot, bruising punch of his cock splitting me open, but almost immediately the toy follows, plunging into my pussy in a single, merciless thrust. I convulse, all the air driven from my chest in a voiceless, animal gasp. My vision tunnels, everything but the glass and the boys behind me reduced to a smeared blur.

The men erupt in a chorus of jeers and goading. “Harder!” “She can take it!” “Ram it all the way!” Ronan seems to thrive on their attention, on the sound of my body breaking for their amusement. He jackhammers into me with a rhythm that has nothing to do with pleasure or even his own need. It’s competitive, a demonstration, like he’s staking out territory inside my ruined body. Each time his hips slam against my ass, the dildo is dragged forward and then pistoned back in, until my insides are a roiling, molten knot of pain and slick, degrading sensation.

Everything below my waist is a twitching, shuddering mess, shot through with cramps and spasms. I try to scream, but the sound that comes out is high and thin, almost a whine. Ronan laughs, breath hot on my neck, and adjusts his grip, mashing my face harder into the bench until the world narrows to a tunnel of leather and sweat-sour air.

Kai’s hands keep me facing the mirror, keep me anchored in the reality that this is happening, that it isn’t just some sick fever dream I can blink away. “You look so fucking good,” he purrs, and I see in the glass the way my tears and drool string down my chin, the way my eyes roll and flutter. I see Ronan behind me, face contorted into a wolfish snarl, shoulders hunched with effort. I see the others, half-hard again, egging him on, waiting their turn.

The pain and the fullness and the humiliation build on top of each other, a rising tide that leaves no room for thought or memory. I watch my own body jerk with every thrust, the bunny ears flopping, the pink tail shuddering. I watch the skin of my ass flush and bruise under Ronan’s hands, see the little tears in the corner of my eyes multiply with each snap of his hips.

It gets worse. Ronan starts to rock the toy in time with his thrusts, twisting it with every push, so the angles and pressure change with each movement. Sometimes it scrapes the swollen walls inside me and I see white. I bite down on the gag until my jaw aches, the taste of latex and spit and snot filling my mouth.

He fucks me like that for what could be minutes or hours. Time folds and crumples, punctuated only by the animal noises coming from my own throat and the relentless, goading encouragement of the boys. When my body finally starts to go limp, when my head lolls and my vision goes black around the edges, they force me back: Dax pinches my nipple until I scream, Kai smacks my cheek to bring me back from the brink. “You’re not done yet.”

I want to stop, want to slip away, but every time I start to fade, another jolt of pain or humiliation drags me back. They won’t let me go. I’m theirs for as long as they want.

Eventually, I hear the change in Ronan’s breathing. The thrusts get shorter, more frantic, his hands clawing at my hips like he’s trying to climb inside. He slams forward and holds, grunting, and I feel the sick, molten heat of him spill into me, the pressure so intense it feels like it might force my guts out. Ronan stays like that, grinding against me, until I’m sure I’ll split open. Then, with a growl, he pulls out, leaving a string of viscous fluid that leaks down my thighs and puddles under me.

For a suspended second, I hang there, barely aware of my own shaking, my skin tingling and cold. My head feels too heavy to lift. I see myself in the mirror: a broken toy, drool and tears smeared all over my face, my ass gleaming with lube and spit and cum. I’m nothing, nobody, just a prop for the next act.

But the next act comes immediately.

Callum is already at the ready. He moves with the slow inevitability of a guillotine blade, every motion precise and considered. The others don’t even bother to step back—Ronan is still looming over my back, panting and spent, when Callum slides in close and grips my thigh. He lines himself up with clinical detachment, then pushes inside in one long, unbroken stroke.

The difference is immediate and sickening. Callum is so much bigger than Ronan, and the shock of him entering my ruined hole makes me scream behind the gag. The sound is hoarse and raw, but Callum doesn’t react; if anything, he slows down, letting me feel every millimeter as he buries himself inside. My body goes rigid, every nerve ending lighting up at once. The pain is fresh and new, but layered on everything that’s come before, it’s almost transcendent.

Callum’s hands settle on my hips, fingers digging into the bruises left by the others. He doesn’t thrust at first—he just holds me, stretching me around his cock, letting me shake and whimper. Then, in a deliberate, unhurried rhythm, he starts to move. Each time he pulls back, I feel the raw edges of my hole scrape against him; each time he pushes in, the fullness is so complete it feels like he’s filling up my entire body.

The men fall silent. There are no more cheers, no more taunts—just the slick, obscene sound of Callum using me, and the wet hiccuping sobs that leak from my nose and mouth. In the mirror, I see his face, calm and unblinking, like he’s watching a fascinating experiment unfold. He catches my eye in the glass and holds it, his expression flat and predatory.

He’s not rough, not exactly. It’s the implacability that undoes me, the sense that he could go on like this forever, slowly reducing me to a bleeding, insensate mess. My mind goes blank, every thought scoured away by the inexorable rhythm of his hips. I don’t know who I am, or how I got here. There’s only the pressure, the ache, the humiliation, and the cold blue eyes locking me in place.

At some point, my body betrays me again. The pain blurs into something hotter, deeper, and I feel the first ripples of orgasm build behind my shame. I try to fight it, try to think of anything else, but Callum feels the change in me and quickens his pace, driving into me with a smooth, relentless force. I come apart with a strangled wail, my body convulsing so hard I nearly bite through the gag. It’s not pleasure, not really—just a forced, involuntary surrender, my last defense stripped away.

Callum doesn’t stop. He keeps going, fucking me through the aftershocks, insistent and controlled. When he finally finishes, it’s with a chill, measured grunt. I feel him pulse inside, and then he pulls out and wipes himself on the ruined white fluff of my tail.

I collapse, barely conscious, the world swimming in and out of focus. The men are talking again, their voices distant and echoing. Someone unbuckles the gag, and I gasp for air, drool and snot streaming down my chin. I can’t move, can’t even lift my head.

I don’t pass out, not quite. I’m trapped in the glass, watching myself slump forward, a slack-jawed doll with nothing left inside.

Kai appears at my face, but he’s out of focus. It’s like even looking is too hard a task now.

“Have you been punished enough?” he asks. “Are you ready to be good now?”
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I don’t answer. I can’t. My tongue is thick and leaden, glued to the roof of my mouth by misery and exhaustion. All I can do is blink, eyelashes sticky with tears and sweat, vision smeared and doubled like the world itself is unpeeling from reality. Kai crouches, searching my face for something—capitulation, maybe, or just the spark of animal defiance he loves to break. Whatever he finds must satisfy him, because he nods once in approval and busies himself with the task of unstrapping me from the bench.

I barely feel his hands at first. My wrists and ankles have gone numb where the bindings bit deepest; the skin there is scored and purpled, the pressure of the leather lingering as a ghost even after the buckles come free. My muscles are shot, wrung out and useless, and when the last strap falls away I just hang there, suspended on willpower alone. I can hear the others moving around the room, shifting in and out of view, but my focus telescopes in on the sensations of release: the slow, prying ache as my joints unfold, the sickly thrill of blood rushing back into mashed flesh, the raw, open throb between my legs as the air finally touches me again.

Dax whistles low, the sound more admiration than mockery. "She's absolutely wrecked," he marvels, and there’s a note of pride in the way he says it, like I’m some rare car totaled in a spectacular crash.

Kai’s hands return, more gentle now, fingers featherlight as they test my arms, my shoulders, the curve of my back. He seems to delight in every flinch, every tiny spasm I can’t control. He leans in and brushes a kiss across my temple, then cups my chin and angles my head so I have no choice but to look him in the eyes. “Good girl,” he says, voice syrupy-soft, and for a second I want to bite him, just to prove there’s something left inside that isn’t theirs. But the fight is gone. I’m empty, hollowed out by the long, grinding ordeal, nothing but the echo of pain and the humiliating afterglow of forced pleasure.

Then it’s time to move me. Hands—too many to count, too many to keep track of—slide under my armpits, my knees, my hips. I can’t hold myself up; when they try, my legs just fold, trembling and rubbery, and I collapse into Kai’s arms like a ragdoll. He gathers me up, bundling my naked, ruined body to his chest, and carries me across the room as if I weigh nothing at all. The others follow, a little parade of monsters and voyeurs, watching with hungry curiosity as my head lolls against Kai’s collarbone and my hair mats his shirt with sweat.

The bed is colder than I expect, the sheets crisp and clean and almost clinical against the feverish heat of my skin. Kai deposits me there with a gentleness I don’t trust, arranging my limbs so I’m cradled on my side, face buried in the pillow. The toy is still inside me, a thick, punishing presence that pulses with every tiny movement I make. No one bothers to remove it. They want me to feel it, to remember.

For a while, I just lie there, staring at the wall, breath wheezing through the muzzle. My mouth is a desert, tongue swollen and clumsy, lips numb from hours trapped behind latex and leather. I can taste the sour tang of my own spit, the salt of tears, the faint chemical sweetness of whatever lube they used to force the toy inside me. Everything is sticky—my thighs, the insides of my knees, the backs of my arms. I’m coated in sweat and cum and bruises, the living evidence of what they’ve done to me.

Kai sits on the edge of the bed, stroking my cheek with the back of his hand. For a moment he’s almost tender, the old boyfriend I remember from before, but it’s just another mask. He wants me soft and compliant, wants to savor the moment when I finally shatter.

I try to shift, to pull my knees up and protect myself, but my body refuses to cooperate. My arms flop uselessly at my sides, hands curled into claws by the strain of gripping the bench for so long. There’s a slow, seeping pain in my lower back, and every time I breathe, the toy inside me shifts and grinds, sending fresh sparks up my spine. I don’t cry. There’s nothing left to cry with.

I think for a moment they might be done with me, that they’ll leave me here to mend or die as I please, but instead they seem content just to watch, to bask in the aftermath of their handiwork. Their eyes roam over me, cataloguing the damage: the torn places, the bite marks, the fingerprints stamped in purple and red across my hips and thighs. No one touches me, not for a while, and in the silence their breathing and the slow, wet ticking of the clock are the only sounds.

The toy remains. It’s a constant, a bright line of pain and fullness that sharpens every other sensation to the point of absurdity. When I shift on the mattress, I feel its rigid girth grind inside me as if the damn thing is alive, eager to burrow deeper, to split me open from the inside out. My body, wracked and ruined, seizes on the smallest movements—shivers, twitches, the involuntary spasms of overworked muscle—and each triggers a fresh reminder of what’s inside me. Of what I am now.

There’s no hiding from it. The men have seen me at my lowest, seen me sobbing and drooling, seen me break and rebuild and break again. They don’t speak of it, but it’s there in the way they move around me, their casual comfort in my humiliation, the easy entitlement with which they handle my body. I’m a toy, too, in a way. An ornament for their pleasure, a thing to be played with and discarded at their whim. The ears, the collar around my neck—they’re not costumes anymore, but marks of belonging. Or ownership.

Kai is the first to touch me after the silence has stretched past comfort. He sits on the edge of the bed, so close I can smell the familiar reek of sweat and sex and his own cologne, sharp and citrusy and utterly at odds with the filth of the moment. His hand traces the line of my calf, slow and almost tender, before traveling up to my thigh. He doesn’t rush. He lets his palm linger on the inside, where the skin is hot and sticky and slicked with the remnants of earlier, then lets his thumb nudge lightly against the exposed end of the toy.

He watches my face as he does it, searching for a reaction, and when I flinch I see the flicker of satisfaction in his eyes. He gives it a tiny twist—not enough to really hurt, but enough to send a jolt of sensation up my spine—and my legs kick reflexively. The movement sets off a reaction chain: a fresh gush of wetness leaks out around the base, the pressure redoubles, and I choke on the whimper that tries to claw its way out of my throat. It’s an endless cycle, one humiliation birthing the next.

“Look at her,” Dax says, and I sense him moving closer. “She’s dripping. Like she can’t help it.” I hear the grin in his voice, the lazy cruelty that makes him so much worse than the others. He slides his hand, palm rough and callused, between my thighs. He doesn’t grope, not yet. He just cups me there, fingers splayed wide, pressing the toy in, trapping it, letting me feel the weight of his interest. When I struggle to close my knees, he just laughs. “Not so feisty now, are you?”

Kai doesn’t stop touching me. His hand moves in little circles, sometimes grazing the bruises that map my hips, sometimes dancing across the insides of my knees, sometimes curling around the base of the toy to tug it in slow, measured pulses. I can’t predict where his touch will land next, and the anticipation is almost worse than the pain itself. It’s not just about making me feel it; it’s about making me wait, making me dread, making me complicit in my own violation.

The others settle in, forming a loose ring around the bed. Ronan sits at the head, arms folded, eyes locked on my face with predatory intensity. Callum stands by the footboard, hands in his pockets, expression unreadable. They don’t speak much, but their presence is a pressure all its own, a silent audience for every tremor and gasp. I can see myself in the mirror across the room, see the mess I’ve become—hair plastered to my scalp, face splotched with red, lips swollen and strained around the gag. I look like roadkill.

Kai’s hand slips higher, and now he’s toying with my clit, flicking at it with the pad of his finger. I jump from the contact, the rawness of it, but that only encourages him. He rubs harder, sometimes circling, sometimes tapping, sometimes just holding me open and letting the air sting at the exposed tissue. The pressure in my abdomen builds, mounting with every second, and I find myself teetering on the edge of something I don’t want to name.

“She’s going to come again,” Dax says, leaning in to get a better look. “I can see it in her face.”

“Hold her down,” Kai replies, and Dax obliges. His hands are all over my legs now, pinning me to the mattress, spreading me even wider, making sure I can’t thrash or even twitch without his express permission. I try to resist, to twist away, but the exhaustion is total. My body is an open circuit, overloaded and useless, and every time I try to muster the will to fight, the only thing that comes out is a breathless moan.

“Just let it happen,” Kai murmurs, stroking my cheek with his free hand. It’s a mockery of kindness, a parody of the way he used to touch me before all this. “You’re almost there.”

I want to scream, but my throat is shredded, nothing left but wet, animal sounds. The sensations stack up, layer on layer, until the boundaries of my self dissolve. The world narrows to a single point of tension, the toy swelling inside me, Kai’s finger relentless on my clit, Dax’s hands bruising my thighs. There’s no room for thought, no room for memory or hope or anything except the need to make it stop. Or maybe the need to make it last.

When the orgasm hits, it’s as violent as a seizure. My body locks up. Every muscle tenses at once, and for a second I think I might actually tear apart. The pain and the pleasure are indistinguishable, braided together in a single, blinding rush. I clamp down on the toy, try to push it out, but Kai just presses harder, grinding it in until I feel the stretch and split and the slick warmth of something giving way. I convulse, sobbing, legs spasming in Dax’s iron grip.

“That’s it,” Kai says, almost cooing. “Just let go. That’s my girl.”

The aftershocks are worse than the climax itself. My muscles cramp and flutter, little after-tremors that won’t stop. My ears are ringing. My vision fades in and out, and for a moment the light in the room goes blotchy, pixelated, like a corrupted file. I’m aware of the men watching, aware of the sounds I’m making, aware of the way my body keeps betraying me, keeps moving, keeps leaking, keeps reacting. I hate it. I hate myself for it, but I can’t make it stop.

Dax removes his hands from my legs, only to replace them with a length of coarse rope. He works quickly, knotting my ankles together, then looping the cord around my thighs so they’re locked tight and exposed. My wrists, still limp from the bench, are yanked behind my back and tied off with a matching cord. The position is brutal, back arched, chest pressed into the mattress, ass presented and spread by the bindings. The toy is trapped inside me, unmovable and uncompromising.

They roll me onto my back, and for a split second the world spins, vertigo and nausea clashing in my gut. The ceiling swims above me, the light too harsh, but then Callum’s face floats into view, pale and terrible. He kneels at the edge of the bed, one hand braced on my sternum, the other wrapped tight around my throat. He doesn’t squeeze, not at first, just holds me there, thumb pressing down on the artery like he’s taking my pulse.

He studies me for a long moment, then leans in. His breath is cold, his lips ghosting over my ear. “You will remember this,” he whispers. “You will think about it every day, for the rest of your life.”

I want to tell him he’s wrong, that I’m stronger than this, that I’ll forget. But the lie curdles in my mouth, and when he tightens his grip, my whole body goes slack.

The next wave of sensation is dizzying. With my wrists and ankles bound, I’m helpless, I'm just a thing to be arranged, posed, and stared at. Callum continues to press his thumb into the artery of my neck, just enough to make my head swim. I can't focus, can't think beyond the electric buzz of my nerves and the relentless pressure of the toy inside me.

My lungs strain for air, but nothing comes. The pressure in my head builds, a roaring tide that threatens to swallow me whole. My vision goes spotty, then dark at the edges, then bright with strange, unnatural pinpricks of light. I can't speak, can't move, can't do anything but stare up at the ceiling as Callum slowly, methodically cuts off my oxygen.

When I’m certain my body is about to tear free from itself and vanish into oblivion, Callum lets go. The clamp of his hand on my throat gives way in an instant, and the world gushes back in. Air slams down my windpipe so violently I almost vomit. My lungs convulse, greedy and frantic, and the first breath is a shredded scream against the gag, half cough, half animal wail. The rush of oxygen is like an electric shock, a second agony that somehow burns even hotter than the deprivation. My vision whites out at the center, then condenses into a pinpointed tunnel, where the only thing visible is Callum’s pale, immaculate face.

He’s smiling. It’s not a real smile—nothing about him is ever real, not even rage—but the corners of his mouth quirk up, and his eyes remain flat and pitiless. “Good girl,” he says, the words sliding into my ears with a moist, insinuating intimacy more obscene than any act. He strokes my jaw with his knuckle, almost as if to soothe me, but I know better. It’s just a reminder: He could do it again whenever he wants.

The roaring in my ears recedes, replaced by the sound of blood slamming through my veins. My heart is a hammer. My body, starved for oxygen and battered by pleasure and pain, writhes in its bonds, each muscle spasming independently, as if every limb is trying to run in a different direction. The back of my head pounds with a migraine pulse. My lips, numb from the gag, taste faintly of copper and spit.

I try to shrink, but the ropes hold me fast. I want to disappear, to shrink into the smallest possible point and fold in on myself, but their eyes pin me in place—dissecting, cataloguing, taking measure of just how much will is left in my body. In a way that’s worse than anything they’ve done physically. I belong to the room, now. An object, a living wound, a thing for their curiosity.

Dax is the first to move. He crouches down, hands on his knees, face at eye-level with mine, and runs his thumb along my cheek. I hate that I flinch from him, but it happens anyway. He grins, teeth sharp as a dog’s.

The aftereffects of asphyxiation make everything fever-bright. The ceiling light blooms like an exploding sun; the sweat on Callum’s wrist shimmers in a halo. I can’t regulate my breath. Every inhale is a gasp, every exhale a whimper that vibrates the rubber in my mouth. My chest heaves, and each time my ribs expand, the pressure in my pelvis redoubles, because the toy is wedged even deeper by the arch of my back. The pain is a live wire running from my hips to my skull, braided with a sickly, insistent pleasure. I can’t parse them anymore.

Kai sits on the edge of the bed above my head, watching the show with his arms folded and a look of mild amusement. There’s something cold behind his eyes that terrifies me more than Dax’s overt sadism. I thought I knew him, thought I trusted him, but clearly I was wrong. I don’t know what he’s planning, but I know he’s already decided. Maybe he decided days ago. Weeks. However long he was planning this little trip to hell.

Callum shifts his grip from my throat to my shoulder and applies just enough pressure to keep me pinned. He’s not even looking at me now; he’s looking at the others, as if expecting critique or applause for his performance. I know he gets off on the attention almost as much as the act itself.

For a moment, the three of them simply stare at me. Not speaking, not moving, just letting me feel the weight of their regard. The silence thickens until I want to scream, but I don’t have the air or the nerve. I force myself to focus on the rough texture of the sheets under my thighs, the way the rope bites into the flesh behind my knees, the slick heat seeping down the backs of my legs. These are my last refuges. They don’t care about my comfort, only about my breaking point.

Dax breaks the silence. “She’s got to be close again,” he observes, prodding at the base of the toy with two fingers. The movement sends a jolt through my pelvis and I clench, involuntarily, trying to expel the intrusion. It doesn’t budge. Instead, the movement grinds it deeper against some hidden ridge of muscle, and I bite down so hard on the gag I taste latex and blood.

Kai leans forward, elbows on his knees. “I told you she’d look even prettier with her face all swollen up. That’s a good color on you, Annika.” His hand hovers over my head, then cups it, turning my chin this way and that. I realize he’s inspecting my eyes, dilated and wild, and my cheeks, mottled with red and purple. He seems satisfied with what he sees. “She’s perfect.”

“Not perfect,” Callum corrects, stroking my pulse point. “Perfect would be if she could come without air. Do you think she can?”

Dax’s mouth quirks, and he glances at the other two. “Let’s give it a try.”

It’s like I’m not even there. I’m a weird science experiment: What happens if you push this girl past every limit she thought she had? How much of her is left, after?

Callum lets go of my shoulder, and without warning, he slaps me across the face. Not hard enough to break skin, but hard enough to leave a stinging print. The shock sends another surge of tears to my eyes, which only makes the men smile. There’s a game here I don’t know the rules to.

Dax unties the cord at my ankles, but only to spread my legs wider, then lashes them to the bedposts so the stretch is even more punishing. My hips angle up, pelvis tilted for maximum exposure, and now the whole length of the toy is visible, monstrous and obscene. I whimper and try to close my knees, but the rope is too tight. The new position makes my clit throb, exposed and raw, and I can’t stop the little tremors running through me.

“That’s what I’m talking about,” Dax says, admiring his handiwork.

The humiliation radiates outward, heating me from the inside. The men circle, trading places, each taking a turn at touching or rearranging me, never once asking permission or offering comfort. I lose all sense of time. My breath comes in ragged snatches, and the blood in my head still feels wrong, too thick, too fast. I’m dizzy, panicked, and unbearably alive.

Dax drags his nails up the inside of my thigh. He finds the most sensitive spot and presses hard, making me writhe, then grins in satisfaction. “She’s leaking again.”

“Should I?” Callum asks, voice low.

Kai nods. “Do it.”

Callum covers my nose and mouth with his hand. I panic instantly, kicking and twisting, but the others hold me down and someone shifts the damn toy inside me. The world narrows to a black tunnel. Pain and pleasure blend until I can’t tell them apart. My entire being is reduced to the need to breathe, the need to come, the need to stop.

Just when I’m sure my heart will explode, he lets go. The air rushes back in. I come so hard I black out for a second, flooding the sheets and sobbing through the gag.

Dax laughs. “See? I told you. She’s a natural.”

The men slap hands as if they’ve just made a touchdown. I don’t even have the strength to glare at them; I just tremble in my bonds, spent and open.

Callum leans over me, hair falling in a perfect sweep to frame his face. “That was beautiful,” he whispers, and for a second I think he might kiss me. Instead he bites my ear, a sharp, punishing nip that sends a fresh trickle of pain through my skull.

I want to die, but I can’t even faint. My body is theirs, mind still tethered to the here and now by the pulsing ache between my legs and the raw scream in my lungs.

The men go perfectly silent, like dogs catching a new scent. All three of them are watching with a peculiar, predatory patience, the kind that makes my stomach roil. They're waiting for something, but I'm not sure what—some new threshold to reveal itself, some boundary to be breached. My body is still quaking, but it feels less and less like it's mine, more like a marionette spasming to the rhythm of invisible strings.

I see Dax first, down at the edge of the bed, kneeling so his face is level with my pelvis. His red hair is a vivid flame in the corner of my eye. He’s studying me with a clinical detachment, but his mouth is twisted in a crooked, hungry smile. Callum, to my right, is inspecting the marks his hands have left. Small, perfect bruises are already rising on my neck. He strokes them with the tips of his fingers, almost lovingly. Kai is above and behind me, hands folded neatly, resting his chin on one fist. Of all of them, his expression is the hardest to read—it’s not satisfaction or desire, exactly, but a kind of cold appraisal, like he’s counting down numbers on a clock only he can see.

The seconds stretch out until my nerves are raw from the silence. The heat between my legs is a persistent, throbbing ache, made worse by the position they’ve locked me in—hips thrust up, knees forced wide, the toy stretching me with every breath. My pulse is a thunder in my ears, but the rest of the world seems to have gone muffled and far away, as if I’m underwater. The pressure in my head still hasn't left since the last time Callum cut off my air. It lingers, thick and sticky, making it hard to think, hard to hope.

Eventually, Dax speaks first, and his words are so gentle it almost makes me laugh. “I wonder if she can come while she’s unconscious,” he says, as if he’s asking about the weather.

The suggestion sends a fresh wave of panic through me, but I don’t have the energy left to struggle. I just lie there, every limb shaking, waiting for them to decide what’s next.

Callum’s face changes at the question, and for an instant he looks almost beautiful, in that way wild animals are beautiful: lit from within by a hunger so pure it burns away anything human. “Let’s find out,” he says, and he doesn’t even bother to look at me when he says it. The words are for Dax, for Kai, for the wolves at his side. Not for me.

The idea hangs in the air, thick as poison gas. I want to scream, to beg, to do anything at all to make myself less interesting, but my body betrays me. My breath is still coming in shallow, desperate snatches, and the shaking in my muscles is so intense that it almost feels like laughter. A sick, irrepressible giggle that starts in my thighs and climbs up my spine.

Callum doesn’t give me time to protest. He slides his hand back to my throat, and this time there’s no artifice, no slow escalation. He knows exactly where to squeeze. His fingers settle over my carotid artery, thumb and first two digits pinching with the precision of a surgeon, and the effect is instantaneous. My vision caves inward, the black edges rushing toward the center like closing curtains.

It is terror, but also something else. Something worse. Even as my world recedes, my body keeps responding to the toy inside me, to the hands on my flesh, to the horrible, humiliating tension of being watched and measured and played with. My mind is a dimming bulb, but the physical sensations don’t fade—they get sharper, more insistent, as if my body is fighting to stay alive through sheer, brute pleasure.

The world pulses: black, then white, then a kaleidoscope of fractured colors. My head slams back against the mattress, mouth frozen mid-scream, but no sound comes out. I feel the gag pressing my tongue flat, the plastic taste of it, the drool pooling at the corners of my lips. My hands are clawed uselessly at my sides, knuckles bone-pale from strain. I try to close my legs, but the ropes bite deeper, and the stretch only makes the pressure inside me more unbearable.

Through the haze, I see Dax’s face hovering between my knees. He looks almost reverent, eyes dilated and bright, like he’s watching a goddess die. His hands dance over my skin, first tracing the ropes, then the slick sweat pooling at the crease of my thigh. Every touch is a violation, but also a reminder that I am still here, still screaming for air.

Kai’s voice reaches me from somewhere far away, muffled and warped by the lack of oxygen. “How long do you think she’ll last?” he asks, like he’s running a bet. “The first time she went almost forty seconds.”

Callum grunts, and his grip tightens. The darkness in my head blooms, a field of black flowers, each one blooming with a burst of static. My vision collapses to a pinhole, and my whole existence is reduced to the hot, relentless ache of the toy sawing inside me and the icy clamp of Callum’s hand.

I feel the orgasm building. It’s so obscene, so absurd, that part of me wants to laugh even as the rest of me is dying. The men want to see if I can come while unconscious, and the worst part is that I think I can. My body is a traitor, a turncoat, and every nerve ending is conspiring against me.

The world cuts out completely for a second—a static silent void, worse than any nightmare. I don’t know if I actually pass out, or if my brain just decides to reboot. When I come back, someone is slapping my cheek, trying to wrench me back into consciousness. My mouth is wide open, gasping, and my lungs fill with air so violently it hurts. The first sound I make is a sob, but the next is a guttural moan, because the orgasm has followed me back from the brink.

Dax is laughing, actually laughing, not just the cruel little chuckles he usually favors. “Holy fuck, did you see that?” he yells, looking up at the others. “She blacked out and kept going. That’s fucking art.”

There’s a wetness on the sheets under my thighs, more than just sweat. My legs are convulsing, and I can feel every aftershock as if my body is being electrocuted. I want to curl in on myself, but the ropes keep me splayed wide, so all I can do is shudder and sob and pray for it to end.

Callum lets go of my neck and strokes my cheek with the back of his hand, as if he’s proud of me. “That’s a good girl,” he murmurs, and I almost choke on the humiliation of it.

Kai leans in closer so I can see his face. There’s a new expression there now, something like awe, but also contempt. “You’re full of surprises, aren’t you?” he says, almost tenderly. “I never would have guessed.”

The room is spinning. My heart is doing a hummingbird’s dance in my chest, too fast and too fragile. I can’t stop crying, but the tears feel cold on my overheated skin. I hear the sound of the toy’s motor changing pitch as Dax presses it deeper, and I realize with horror that they’re not finished, not even close.

“Again?” Dax asks, looking at the others for permission.

Callum grins, lips pulled tight over perfect teeth. “Again.”

I try to plead with my eyes, but none of them are looking at me. They’re all watching the spot between my legs, waiting for the next show.

Callum’s hand is back on my throat before I can even draw a full breath. This time, he times it with the movement of the toy, cutting off my air just as Dax angles the shaft up toward a new, uncharted pressure point. The pain and pleasure fuse at the base of my skull, and I feel myself slipping almost immediately.

The colors go, then the sounds. I’m a body, nothing more, nothing less. Pure nerve ending, pure animal. The second orgasm is worse than the first, because I’m already halfway gone when it hits. My hips buck, my whole body arches, and I hear the sound of something—someone—screaming, but it isn’t me, it can’t be me, because I’m not here anymore.

When I come back to myself, I’m drenched in sweat and drool, my vision a pulsing red haze. Callum is still pinning me by the neck, but more gently now, like he’s calming a spooked horse. Dax has both hands on my thighs, holding me open, and Kai is stroking my hair, almost soothing.

“That’s enough for now,” Kai says, voice soft. He leans down and presses his lips to my forehead, a mockery of affection. “Put her out, Callum.”

“With pleasure,” is all I hear as his grip tightens until I fall into oblivion.
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I wake to silence and cold air on my skin.

The bed is empty. I’m alone. For a moment, that feels like mercy—until I try to move and realize what they’ve done to me while I was unconscious.

My wrists are strapped tight to my hips, immobilizing my hands completely. I can’t reach anything, can’t cover myself, can’t even touch my own face. Leather bites into my skin everywhere: around my ribs, across my chest, circling my thighs. A harness. They’ve put me in a fucking harness like I’m livestock waiting to be led somewhere.

My legs won’t close. There’s a bar between my ankles, cold metal that keeps me spread obscenely wide no matter how hard I try to bring my knees together. The strain in my inner thighs is immediate, a dull ache that promises to get worse the longer I’m left like this.

The ring gag holds my jaw open, stretching it past comfort into something that makes my teeth ache. I can’t swallow properly. Drool pools on my tongue and spills over my bottom lip, running down my chin in warm, humiliating trails. I try to close my mouth on instinct, and the metal digs into the corners of my lips, unyielding.

I test the restraints, pulling against the wrist straps, trying to twist my hips, but there’s no give. Nothing. I’m completely helpless, spread open and waiting, and they’re not even here to see it. The tag on my collar jingles with every movement.

The room is too quiet. No footsteps, no voices, no breathing but my own. Just the sound of my pulse hammering in my ears and the wet, pathetic noise of drool hitting the sheets beneath me.

I don’t know how long they’ve been gone. I don’t know when they’re coming back.

The vulnerability is suffocating. My mouth held open like an invitation, my legs forced wide, my hands useless at my sides. The waiting is its own kind of torture. Every second stretches, elastic and cruel, and all I can do is lie here, exposed and aching, wondering what they have planned next.

The door opens and I flinch, the spreader bar rattling against the bed frame. Footsteps. Multiple sets. My heart kicks into overdrive.

“Look at her,” Kai says, and I hear the smile in his voice before I see it. “Still right where we left her. Good girl.”

The others file in behind him—Ronan, Dax, Callum—their presence filling the room like a storm front. I try to turn my head but Kai’s already there, fingers threading through my hair, tilting my face up toward him.

“You must be thirsty,” Kai says, and it takes a split second for me to register his tone—gentle, even mocking, his voice the pantomime of a worried boyfriend. My tongue is dry and my lips are cracked, but the absurdity of it almost makes me laugh. As if thirst is the worst thing happening to me right now.

“I realized we haven’t been taking very good care of you, but we’re going to fix that now.” There’s a soft rustle as he bends out of sight, and then he’s holding up a water bottle, twisting off the cap with a little flourish, like he’s doing a magic trick. For a second, I think maybe he will let me drink, actually drink—but the ring gag pries my mouth into a rigid circle, and I know even before he brings it to my lips that this is just another game.

He tips the bottle and the water comes fast: a cold, metallic torrent that splashes straight down my throat and sprays over my teeth. It’s too much at once. I can’t close my mouth, can’t slow the flood, and I start coughing immediately, sputtering as water backs up into my sinuses and stings behind my nose. The overflow splatters over my chin, soaks my cheeks, streams down my neck in icy rivers. It should feel like relief, but it’s just another kind of drowning.

“Open wide,” Kai says, grinning down at me.

“Oh wait. You already are,” Dax crows from the foot of the bed, his voice delighted and bright.

Ronan laughs, a low and hungry sound. The sound sends a shiver through me that has nothing to do with the temperature.

I try desperately to swallow, but I can’t time it right. My throat spasms and the water chokes me, sharp and cold and relentless. I thrash my head, reflexive, but Callum’s hand clamps down in my hair, holding me perfectly still while Kai keeps pouring. The water keeps coming, and the only thing I can do is let it spill and run wherever it wants.

“She’s making such a mess,” says Dax, and I can hear the glee in his voice. “Look at her.” I blink furiously, trying to clear my vision enough to see him, but everything is a blur of wetness and humiliation.

Kai finally relents, lifts the bottle, and I erupt into coughing. Water and spit erupt from my mouth and spray down my chest and onto the sheets. It burns in my nose, gags me anew, and for a moment all I can do is gasp and choke and try desperately to breathe. Tears fill my eyes, mixing with the steady drip of water from my chin. I can feel the snot stringing from my nose. My jaw aches from the forced openness, but the worst part is the vulnerability: the ring gag makes me a spectacle, an animal, and I can see in their faces how much they love it.

“Easy now,” Kai says, but there’s no sympathy in it. He wipes a thumb under my eye, smearing tear and mascara together, and laughs. “Don’t waste it.”

Some of the water has run down between my legs, soaking the sheets and the straps of my harness. It’s cold against my overheated skin, intensifying the ache in my thighs. I try to close them, but the metal bar is unyielding. All I can do is writhe, my body bucking in little involuntary fits as I try to deal with the discomfort.

The men are watching me. Even when I squeeze my eyes shut, I can feel the heat of their attention, the way they drink in every shudder and every gasp. I can’t keep my mouth closed, can’t even hide behind a grimace; every expression I make is drawn in high relief because of the ring gag. There’s no privacy, no protection, just exposure.

Kai sets the water bottle on the nightstand and leans over me, his body blocking out the ceiling light. He brushes my hair back, and for a second there’s something almost kind in the gesture. Then he tips my chin up with a thumb, forcing me to meet his eyes.

“There,” he says, voice pitched just for me. “All better. See how well we take care of you?”

I want to spit at him, but I can’t. I just glare, or I try to, but my vision is still watery and my face is a ruined mess.

Dax sidles up next to Kai, holding the other end of the spreader bar. He jiggles it, making my legs shake, and then runs a finger down the inside of my thigh. “She’s freezing,” he announces over his shoulder. “Look at her shake.”

My skin is littered with goosebumps, water droplets standing out on every inch of exposed flesh. The harness clings uncomfortably, and the cold air in the room is amplified by the wet. My teeth start to chatter as the first shock of cold gives way to a deeper, growing chill.

Kai just laughs, and I hear the edge of scorn in it. “Should’ve thought of that before she made such a mess,” he says. He trails his finger down my chest, following the trickle of water that’s still running between my breasts, tracing the lines where the harness presses against my skin.

Ronan circles the bed slowly, taking in the spectacle. “She’s shivering already? We’ve barely begun.”

The words land like a threat, and I suddenly become hyper-aware of every inch of my skin. I try to shrink away, but the harness keeps me flat, pinned. The tag on my collar is cold against my sternum, jingling softly as I tremble. I realize in horror that the vibrating toy is still inside me, its gentle pulse a sick background hum to the main event.

Dax leans into my field of vision, grinning with all his teeth. “You want another drink, princess?” He grabs the water bottle and shakes it at me, sloshing the contents.

I flinch, and the others laugh.

“Not so fast,” says Callum, his voice low and sharp. He places a gloved hand on my cheek, steadying my head. “She hasn’t earned that yet.” His fingers are cold. I think he does it on purpose.

Kai gives an exaggerated sigh, like he’s disappointed, then shrugs. “You heard the man.” He leans down, lips almost brushing my ear. “But if you’re thirsty again, you just let us know.”

I hate that my body is trembling, that the cold is so visible. I hate the way the harness feels against my skin, the way the water makes everything stick and squeeze unpleasantly. I hate that I can’t stop drooling, that every attempt to swallow just renews the humiliation. I am on display, and they’re not even bothering to pretend otherwise.

Ronan stops at the head of the bed and leans over, his dark eyes boring into mine. “You know, she’d look even better with some color in her cheeks,” he says, then rakes his fingers through my wet hair, tugging hard enough to make my scalp sting.

Kai watches this, then runs his finger down again, this time more slowly, pressing into my sternum and watching the goosebumps rise up wherever he touches. He circles my nipple with a fingertip, light and teasing, and the cold makes it instantly hard. The sensation is electric, a burst of feeling that cuts straight through the numbness.

Dax moves to the foot of the bed, leaning his weight onto the spreader bar, forcing my legs even wider. “I could warm her up,” he says, mock-innocent, looking back at the others for approval.

Kai grins, eyes glinting. “You’re welcome to try.”

Dax traces the line of the harness where it digs into my thigh, then flicks the toy buried inside me with two fingers. The jolt is exquisite and awful, and I can’t help the moan that slips out, the ugly, broken sound echoing in the silent room.

“She likes that,” Dax reports. “Maybe she wants to say thank you?” He cups my cheek in a parody of tenderness, then wipes away a strand of drool with the back of his hand.

Kai bends lower, his face inches from mine. The scent of his cologne is sharp and clean and completely at odds with the mess he’s made of me. “You’re full of surprises,” he says, almost soft. Then he lets his hand drift down, past my collarbone, drawing a lazy line over my breast, down my ribs, and across the soaked, shuddering plane of my abdomen.

He rests his hand there, heavy and warm, and I realize he’s just waiting for the next round. The others are, too. They’re all watching, all hungry, all eager to see what happens when I can’t fight or shield myself or even close my own damn mouth.

The water is making me shiver uncontrollably now, little spasms that travel from my neck to my toes. The sheets beneath me are soaked, the leather harness chafing against my skin wherever it presses. I can’t close my mouth, can’t stop the steady drip of drool and water that runs down my chin and pools in the hollow of my throat. I’m reduced to nothing but sensation—cold, wet, exposed.

Kai’s hand slides lower, his palm flat against my stomach, and I feel the muscles there contract involuntarily. He smiles at the reaction, a predator cataloging weaknesses.

“So responsive,” he murmurs, his voice a silky taunt. “Even after everything.”

I try to glare at him, but it’s hard to look defiant when you’re trussed up like a Christmas turkey, jaw forced open in a perfect O.

“I’ve been thinking,” Kai says casually, as if we’re discussing dinner plans, “about what we should do next.” His thumb traces slow, deliberate circles just above my pubic bone. “You’ve been such a good sport so far, taking everything we’ve given you.”

Callum makes a sound—not quite a laugh, not quite a scoff. “Some things more eagerly than others.”

My face burns despite the chill. I want to look away, but there’s nowhere to go, nowhere to hide.

“Do you want to see what else Santa brought you? There are a few presents left.”

I stare back at him, my body a traitor, responding even when I want to shut down. The cold has made everything sharper—each touch feels like a brand on my freezing skin. My jaw aches from the ring forcing it open, and I can’t stop the steady trickle of drool running down my chin. The harness cuts into my flesh with every breath, reminding me I’m not my own anymore.

“Nothing to say?” Kai asks, his smirk widening as he reaches toward the nightstand. The question makes me shudder, another wave of cold rippling through my body. I don’t want to see what else they have planned. I don’t want any more “presents.”

I hear the rustle of tissue paper, then see something dangling from his fingers—a string of metallic beads, larger than the ones they’ve already tortured me with. Each one gleams in the low light, cold and threatening.

Kai grins and holds the beads aloft so that the string hangs taut, each polished segment gleaming like a row of cold, metallic eyes. There’s a sadist’s showmanship in the way he rolls his wrist, making the beads swing and tinkle softly, a macabre bell announcing what’s to come. It’s not lost on me that the string is much too long and the spheres much too large for anything gentle. He catches my reaction and lets the rhythm slow, so the beads dangle directly in my line of sight, bobbing hypnotically.

“This is a special one,” he says, his tone heavy with promise. “Santa knows exactly what bad girls really deserve.” He tips the strand so that the lowest bead brushes the tip of my nose, icy metal briefly kissing my skin. My inhale is sharp, involuntary, and the echo of it in my mask-open throat makes Dax snort with amusement.

I feel the expectation in the room—the men edge closer, the air thick with the scent of sweat, cologne, and something animal. My jaw throbs, my lips numb from being wrenched wide for so long, but the real pain is the sense of powerlessness, the way every second hangs heavy with what they might do next. Kai’s gaze flicks from the beads to my eyes and back, as if daring me to protest.

He leans in, letting the beads sway beside my cheek, close enough that I can feel the chill radiating off them. “She’s definitely excited,” Dax says, and I hear the slyness in his voice. “Look at her eyes.” He reaches over and flicks them lightly, setting them swinging again, and the brush of his finger is almost tender. Almost.

I try to shake my head, panic crowding out everything else, but the harness and the gag render it a pitiful, cartoonish movement, my mouth dripping, eyes wide and wild. The effort only draws another round of laughter. Even Ronan, who’s been silent, cracks a smile at the spectacle I’ve become.

Kai draws the strand across my lower lip, smearing drool, and then lets the rest of the beads dangle along my sternum. Each one touches down with a cold, incremental pressure—a countdown of sorts, every bead a strike on an invisible clock winding down to zero. He leans close enough that I can feel his breath on my skin. “You’re doing so well,” he murmurs, but his tone is mocking, not kind. “Almost done with the warm-up. Then the real fun starts.”

The words send a current of dread through me, a fresh pulse that makes my already-throbbing muscles tighten. I want to scream, to plead, but all that escapes is a strangled, animal grunt. Dax mimics it, turning my humiliation into a joke. Even my resistance is fodder for their entertainment.

Kai holds up the strand again, this time looping the end around his index finger so that the beads form a tight spiral. “Should we let her pick?” he asks, glancing to the others. “Which end first?”

Dax cocks his head, considering. “Start with the big one,” he says. “If she’s going to scream, I want it to be worth it.”

Ronan’s voice is a low rumble. “She can take it. She’ll make us proud.”

There’s a brief, almost ceremonial pause as Kai studies my face, searching for some scrap of defiance he hasn’t already crushed. I try to glare, but it’s useless; my eyes are leaking tears, my cheeks slick with snot and spit. All I can do is stare at the looming beads—each one bigger, more impossible than the last—and try to brace myself.

Kai snaps his fingers in front of my face. “Stay with us, sweetheart. Don’t pass out on us now.” Then, with a flourish, he hands the strand of beads to Callum.

Callum accepts them with a gloved hand, turning the length over in his palm, weighing each orb and inspecting the chain as if it’s an heirloom jewel. He regards me with a look of academic curiosity, as though my suffering is a puzzle to be solved or a specimen to be cataloged. My heart batters itself against my ribcage, each beat a frantic plea for mercy.

Callum moves to the foot of the bed, beads swinging with a glinting menace from his hand, the rhythmic clink of them almost musical but for the threat they carry. His face is impassive, the cold, aristocratic mask never slipping, even as he drops the beads for a moment to take hold of my hips. His grip is absolute, merciless, digging into me through wet skin and leather. I expect some preamble, a whispered threat, an acknowledgment of what’s coming, but instead he just acts: one smooth, jerking motion that leaves me spinning in his grip, my shoulders smashed down into the cold, damp sheets and my ass hoisted high in the air, thighs splayed and trembling. The harness creaks with the sudden shift, tightening across my chest and ribs; the ring in my mouth nearly gouges my gums as my face is ground into the mattress. My whole world has been upended, and I’m helpless to even see what’s happening behind me.

The men react instantly—Ronan makes a pleased sound, low and hungry, while Kai moves to the side to watch, his gaze never leaving the new spectacle of my upturned, shaking body. Dax grins, his teeth white in the low light, and leans in to run a finger down the curve of my spine, tracing water beads and raised flesh. I can feel their focus shifting, converging, a heat that makes my skin crawl even as the icy air bites into my exposed skin. I want to curl up, to protect myself, but the harness and spreader bar keep me wide open, vulnerable in ways I never dreamed I could be.

There’s a pause—a moment of anticipation so thick it drowns out even the sound of my own heartbeat—then the sudden, shocking chill of lube as Callum tips a bottle over my asshole. The liquid is ice-cold, running in fat trails down my cleft, pooling at the base of my spine and dripping between my thighs. The lube is followed by the hard, clinical pressure of his gloved fingers, not bothering to tease or ease me in, just working the slickness around until I’m slippery enough for what comes next. I try to clench, to resist, but Callum’s fingers are as unyielding as the rest of him, prying me open with the same dispassionate force he’d use to open a book. I whimper through the gag, a noise of protest so pathetic I can see the amusement flicker on Kai’s face.

“Beautiful,” Callum says, not to me but to the room, as if showing off a well-executed piece of art.

He presses one of the largest beads against my hole, the metal shockingly cold even through the lube, and gives a slow, deliberate push. The resistance is immediate, my whole body tensing and fighting the intrusion, but it’s no use. Callum is patient, inexorable, rolling the bead back and forth until my sphincter finally gives and the orb pops inside with a sharp, burning stretch. There’s a moment of blinding pain, the kind that makes my vision strobe under closed eyelids, then a heavy, humiliating fullness as the bead settles deep within me. My hips jerk reflexively, but the harness holds me fast. The next bead is right behind the first, pressing and stretching, then popping in with another flash of pain and the building, sickening sensation of being filled beyond what’s reasonable or sane.

I can feel Callum’s precision with every move. He waits just long enough for my body to go slack before pressing in the next, creating a rhythm of anticipation and dread. Each bead is worse than the last, the size increasing incrementally, the stretch compounding until I’m sure I’ll rip open. I make noises, desperate and inarticulate, trying to throw myself forward or wiggle away, but the harness pins me, the men’s hands adjusting my position as needed, turning me into their perfect, compliant toy.

Dax’s face appears beside mine, upside-down and grinning. He dips a finger into the thin stream of drool running from my mouth and smears it over my cheek. “She’s got tears already,” he notes to the others, his voice edged with delight. “Didn’t even get to the good part.” He strokes my hair back, mock-gentle, and leans in to whisper, “Breathe, princess. It’s only just starting.”

At the foot of the bed, Callum pauses, perhaps surveying his work or just savoring my helplessness. The beads hang from my ass, a slick, glinting chain that tugs with every breath I take, every tremor of pain or humiliation. I sense rather than see Kai lean in closer, his hand tracing the line of my thigh before settling at the juncture between my legs. He doesn’t say a word, just presses his fingers against me, feeling how my body reacts to the relentless stretch and the helpless tears streaming down my cheeks.

“That’s it,” Callum murmurs, his tone almost affectionate, as he works in another bead. I gasp, the sound raw even through the gag. The pain is overwhelming, a high, singing note that drowns out everything else for a moment.

Kai strokes my trembling thigh, his touch a counterpoint to the brutality behind me. “She’s so tight like this,” he says, voice low and private, as if sharing a secret. “The harness makes her squeeze even harder.”

Ronan circles around to the other side of the bed, leaning over to watch my face. His eyes are dark and intent, as if he’s feeding off every gasp and wince. “She’s close,” he says to Callum. “You can see it in her eyes.”

Callum’s hand presses down on my lower back, holding me steady. “Dax, you want to play with her while I do this? Move that toy in her pussy, let’s see how quickly we can get her to the edge.”

Dax grins like a wolf eyeing a broken-legged lamb. He slides his hand between my legs, fingers finding the base of the toy where it’s nestled inside me. “Oh, I’d love to,” he purrs, and twists it sharply, making me buck against my restraints.

The sensation is immediate and overwhelming—the toy grinding against my swollen walls while the beads shift inside my ass, each one pressing and pulling against raw nerve endings. I can’t even scream properly; the ring gag turns it into a wet, gurgling moan that makes the men laugh. My whole body convulses, trying desperately to escape the dual invasion, but there’s nowhere to go.

“There it is,” Dax says, twisting the toy deeper. “That’s the sweet spot.”

His fingers curl beneath me, finding the base of the vibrator that’s been torturing me for what feels like hours. I’d forgotten it in the onslaught of the beads, but now every internal muscle clenches in terror. Dax doesn’t pull it free. Instead, he pushes it deeper, twisting it so the rigid length stretches me to the limit, then flicks the power to its highest setting. The vibration is blinding—my vision whites out, my head thrown back as a strangled gasp claws its way up my throat, only to be caught and mangled by the ring gag. The sound that escapes is monstrous, guttural, inhuman.

The men howl with delight. Kai’s laughter is sharp and mean, Ronan’s more of a rumble, a low predatory satisfaction. Dax leans forward and plants a mock kiss on my hipbone, his teeth grazing the flesh hard enough to leave a mark. “That’s my girl,” he says, voice thick with arousal.

Callum’s grip tightens, anchoring me as he resumes his brutal work with the beads. The chain is slick from lube and my own sweat, the next orb looming impossibly large as he nudges it against my already-ravaged asshole. I try to push him out with desperate, useless contractions, but he’s relentless, guiding the bead back and forth in tiny, teasing circles until I’m trembling from the effort of resisting. He waits. He’s patient. He wants me to surrender.

Dax keeps the vibe pressed high and brutal, jostling it inside me with short, punishing thrusts. Each time he moves it, my muscles spasm, sending a ripple of agony and shame through me as the beads are drawn partially out, then shoved back in by Callum’s steady hand. I’m caught in a sickening rhythm: Dax thrusts, Callum pushes, my body clamps and releases, and the men jeer at every helpless, involuntary twitch.

Dax toys with me, literally—he twists the vibe back and forth, then thumbs my clit with a casual cruelty that makes my whole pelvis seize up. The pleasure is rotten, tainted by the ache of the beads and the humiliation of being displayed like this for their amusement. I’m not even sure where pain ends and pleasure begins anymore; my body is a collection of open circuits, overloaded and sparking.

Callum slides another bead home, and the intrusion is so intense that I black out for a second, surfacing with a scream that dissolves into a sob. The room spins, and I hear the men talking about me as if I’m not even there.

“She’s right at the edge,” says Kai. “I’ll bet she can’t even think straight.”

“Don’t let her come yet,” Callum says, voice perfectly even.

Dax obeys, shifting his attention from my clit to my thighs, tracing idle shapes into my skin with the handle of the toy. He rubs it hard against the damp, feverish flesh, then smacks my ass with his palm, making the embedded beads jolt inside me. The impact is so jarring that it knocks the air from my lungs.

Ronan leans in close, his breath humid against my temple. He strokes my hair, almost kindly, but the touch is meant to taunt, not soothe. “I can see it in her eyes,” he whispers, probably for Callum but close enough that I feel the words against my ear. “She’s about to break.”

Callum’s hand moves up my back, the weight of his palm a warning.

The others murmur their assent, their anticipation thick in the air. Dax twists the vibrator again, sending a lightning bolt of sensation through my pelvis, and my legs buckle. I try to scream, to plead, but all I manage is a continuous, helpless wail.

Callum doesn’t wait for a response—he never does. He pauses only to let me catch a single, ragged breath before forcing another bead inside. I feel it press against the stretched, swollen ring of muscle. There’s no preamble, no warning—he just pushes, slow but inexorable, like a glacier carving out a valley.

The pain is blinding, my whole body arching in a spasm that nearly rips me from the restraints. Every nerve in my lower half is on fire, the sensation radiating up my spine and into my brain, shattering any hope I had of composure or resistance. I sob, the sound so raw and broken that it silences the room for a heartbeat.

Callum simply lines up the final bead and begins to press, his hand clamped over my hip, the other grinding the cold metal against my battered rim. The agony is incandescent. I try to scream, but my voice catches in a high, ululating wail, not even human anymore. The bead will not fit—I am sure of it, everything in me is certain that this is the end, that I will split or shatter under the pressure—but Callum is relentless, and the men above me do nothing but watch as he forces it home, the orb finally breaking through and seating deep inside with a wet, obscene pop.

It obliterates me. For a long, endless second, my body simply ceases to function; I am pure sensation, all boundaries gone. Then the pain mutates—splitting, then blooming, then swirling into some new and hideous pleasure that tears through me like lightning. Every muscle convulses. My hips buck against Callum’s hand, arms jerking so violently that the leather cuffs squeal. I am aware, distantly, of drool and snot streaming from my face, and the men’s delighted shouting, but it’s all eclipsed by the detonation going off inside me—white-hot, endless, merciless.

I am not allowed to collapse. Dax’s hands are on my ass, holding me wide open, and someone—maybe Kai, maybe Ronan—snakes a hand underneath to pinch and roll my clit as the aftershocks hit. I seize, writhing, one continuous spasm after another as the chain of beads tugs and moves with every twitch. The vibrations inside me seem to intensify; it’s only when I hear the click of the remote that I realize Dax has ramped the vibrator up again, and he’s using it like a joystick, forcing every last shockwave deep into my core. I scream again, this time from pure sensory overload, and my vision goes jagged, colors and static crackling across the darkness behind my lids.

I have no idea how long it lasts. Time is broken into fragments: the snap of a hand on my thigh, the clatter of the headboard against the wall, my own choked sobbing between shudders. I am on fire, empty and stretched to the breaking point, but the men are insatiable—they want more, they want to see just how far I can be pushed. They trade commentary back and forth as if I’m not even here.

“She’s drooling like a bitch in heat,” Ronan observes, his voice lazy and amused.

They orchestrate my suffering with the precision of surgeons. Dax works the vibe in short, savage pulses, each one sending a ripple through the string of beads, making my insides clench and release around the unforgiving metal. Callum alternates between holding me perfectly still and shaking my hip, making the beads rattle and clack inside me. Kai and Ronan keep up a steady assault on my skin, stroking, squeezing, slapping sensitive flesh until I can’t even process where the next jolt will come from.

I lose track of the orgasms. They’re not single events anymore, just a continuous, rolling torture that eats up all my breath and sense of self. I become a live wire, a raw bundle of nerves, twitching and writhing until my voice cracks and my eyes blur and my battered body can’t even react anymore. The ring gag keeps my mouth open, and I am dimly aware of the drool pooling beneath my chin, soaking the sheet, but I can’t even swallow—can’t do anything but moan and shudder and endure.

Eventually, mercifully, the men slow. Dax clicks the vibe off, and the sudden silence in my body is as jarring as the noise was. I sag into the mattress, limp and used up, my head pounding and my throat raw from screaming. My arms and legs are numb, tingling painfully where the restraints have dug into my skin. I squeeze my eyes shut, trying to block out the world, and for a moment there is only the white noise of my own heartbeat thudding in my ears.

Someone yanks my hair, forcing my head upright. “No passing out,” Kai says, his voice right in my face. “You’re not done. Time to finally put that mouth to good use.”

I’m flipped again, placed on my back, this time with my head hanging off the side of the bed, upside-down, the ring gag holding my jaw wide open. Blood rushes to my face, making my cheeks blaze with heat and shame. I stare up at the ceiling, then at Dax as he appears above me, bare-chested and grinning, cock already out and hard in his hand.

I barely get a breath before he’s shoving it into my mouth, deep and fast, using the ring as a perfect guide. He doesn’t slow down or show any mercy; his cock hits the back of my throat with every thrust, and my nose is crushed against his pelvis as he fucks my face in long, punishing strokes. I gag, choking on spit and pre-cum, but there’s nowhere to go. The harness keeps my head locked in place, and Dax uses both hands to hold me steady, rutting into the suction and heat of my mouth.

The others crowd close, watching every clumsy, humiliating second. Kai strokes my cheek, pushing stray hair from my eyes and murmuring encouragement—or taunts—I can’t tell the difference anymore. Ronan kneels beside the bed, his hand fisting in my hair to keep me from pulling away, his dark eyes locked on the tears streaming down my face. Even Callum, removed and impassive, stands at the foot of the bed and watches the line of my throat bulge with every thrust.

Dax picks up speed, his hips pistoning with growing urgency. He’s not gentle; he’s not even careful. He uses me, the ring gag turning me into a living fleshlight, and when I gag or sputter he only fucks harder, making the men laugh and cheer him on. My eyes roll back from lack of air, my chest heaving with panic, but I can’t breathe, can’t do anything but drool and sob and let him have what he wants.

He finishes with a shout, slamming all the way in and holding me there, his cock throbbing as he unloads down my throat. The men howl their approval, Kai pounding the mattress with his fist, Ronan squeezing my face to milk every drop. Dax pulls out with a wet pop, his load spilling from the corners of my mouth and dripping down my chin onto my bare chest.

I gasp, sucking in air through my ruined throat, but they don’t give me a break. No sooner is Dax spent than Kai steps up, his cock already leaking, and rams it between my lips. He’s thicker than Dax, and the stretch is brutal, my jaw aching from the ring and the relentless use. Kai goes slow at first, savoring every inch as he feeds it past my teeth, down my throat, then begins to thrust, each movement more forceful than the last.

They pass me around, efficient and hungry. Kai, then Ronan, then even Callum, who holds himself above me with one hand on the headboard and one hand guiding his cock between my lips. There’s no conversation now, just the slap of skin and the ragged, animal sounds of men using a mouth made for their pleasure. I am a thing, a hole, a toy. The only evidence of my humanity is the raw, shuddering sobs that escape between thrusts, and the tears that drip up into my hairline as gravity pulls everything down and away.

They take turns finishing on my face, in my mouth, on my chest. When one is done, another takes his place, never letting up, never letting me recover. My head spins with exhaustion and humiliation; my body is numb, my mind reduced to a single, repeating thought: survive, survive, survive.

Eventually, the frenzy peters out. The men step back, catching their breath, laughing quietly as they watch me drool and cough and gasp for air. Ronan wipes his cock clean on my cheek, then pats my head as if to say good girl. Dax leans in, wipes the tears from my eyes with his thumb, and whispers, “You took that like a fucking champion.”


11


I must black out again because I wake up somewhere new.

The surface beneath me is hard. Unforgiving. Not the bed. My cheek presses against polished wood, cool and smooth, and for a disorienting moment I can’t place where I am. The collar is still there, thick and familiar around my throat. The ring gag still forces my jaw wide, my mouth an obscene open circle. Drool pools beneath my cheek.

I try to move and can’t. My arms are stretched above my head, wrists bound tight to something I can’t see. My legs are spread wide—wider than the bar allowed—each ankle tied separately. The position leaves me completely exposed, splayed out like a sacrifice.

Then I feel it. A harness wrapped around my thighs, the straps digging into my skin, holding something firm against me. The damn wand again. Not vibrating, not moving—just there. Pressed against me with deliberate, unyielding pressure. Dormant but present, a promise of what’s to come. The threat of it makes my breath catch, dread pooling in my stomach alongside something I don’t want to name.

Then the smells hit me. Roasted meat. Butter and herbs. The yeasty warmth of fresh bread. My stomach clenches with hunger even as my mind reels, trying to understand.

I lift my head as much as I can and the world tilts into focus.

I’m on a table. A dining table. Long and elegant, set with fine china and crystal glasses that catch the light. And I’m at the center of it. Literally at the center, positioned where the main course should be, surrounded by serving dishes. There’s a glazed ham to my left, glistening under the chandelier. Roasted vegetables to my right. A basket of rolls near my feet. Cranberry sauce. Mashed potatoes. Green beans.

They’ve arranged me like I’m part of the meal. Like I’m the centerpiece. The main attraction.

Horror crawls up my spine, cold and nauseating. The table is set for four. Four place settings, four chairs, four wine glasses already filled with deep red liquid. Candles flicker between the dishes, casting dancing shadows across my exposed skin. There are even cloth napkins folded into neat triangles, silverware arranged with precision.

I’m the Christmas turkey. That’s what they’ve made me. Trussed and displayed, surrounded by all the trimmings, ready to be carved up and consumed.

The ring gag keeps me from screaming, from begging. All I can do is make pathetic mewling sounds that echo in the formal dining room. My body is stretched taut, every muscle straining, and I can feel how obscenely I’m positioned—legs spread wide enough that there’s no mystery, no modesty, nothing hidden from view.

I hear footsteps. Voices. Laughter approaching from somewhere beyond my line of sight.

They’re coming to dinner.

The door swings open and they file in like this is any other holiday meal. Kai leads, already reaching for his chair. Ronan follows, wine glass in hand, swirling it like a sommelier. Dax and Callum bring up the rear, their conversation about some stock portfolio continuing without pause.

“Looks perfect,” Kai says, and it takes me a moment to realize he’s talking about me. Not the food. Me.

Ronan settles into his seat directly to my right, so close I can smell his cologne. “You really outdid yourself with the presentation this year.” He’s addressing Kai, but his eyes are on my body, traveling slowly from my bound ankles to my gagged mouth.

They sit. All four of them. Napkins unfold with crisp snaps. Silverware clinks against china. Callum reaches for the mashed potatoes, spooning a generous portion onto his plate like I’m not even here. Like I’m wallpaper. Furniture.

“Pass the rolls?” Dax asks, and Kai obliges, the basket traveling right over my trembling stomach.

I try to stay still, try to disappear into myself, but my body won’t stop shaking. The candles flicker with each ragged breath I manage around the gag. Drool slides down my chin, pooling in the hollow of my throat.

“The turkey’s a little dry this year,” Ronan comments, cutting into the actual bird on his plate. “But the sides are excellent.”

Casual. They’re so fucking casual.

Kai, of course, is the first to break the spell of casual table banter. He takes a measured sip of his wine, pale fingers toying with the rim of the glass, then sets it down with an almost ceremonial precision. I see his hand slip into his blazer pocket, the movement smooth but deliberate, and a prickle runs up the length of my spine. He retrieves a small, glossy black remote, no bigger than a pack of gum, and places it on the linen just beside his plate. At first, my brain refuses to understand, refuses to believe what that means, but then Kai meets my eyes across the table, holds my gaze with a bright, carnivorous smile.

He presses the button.

The wand—God, the thing they’ve strapped to me, the one I’d almost managed to forget in the haze of humiliation—comes roaring to life with a low, guttural hum. It doesn’t start gentle, doesn’t ease me in. It’s on full power from the first instant, a bullet train of sensation that rips through my body, seizing every nerve ending in its path. My back arches clean off the polished wood, the restraints biting into my wrists and ankles as if to punish me for moving. The sound that spills from my throat is a strangled, animal noise, so much louder and more desperate than the mewling I’d managed before. It vibrates against the ring gag, echoes in the vaulted space, and makes the men pause for half a second to enjoy the spectacle.

Kai lifts his fork, folds his hands, and watches me convulse. “There we go,” he says, his voice almost gentle. He sets the remote down, as if to give me—give all of us—a moment to appreciate what he’s done. “That’s better. Now we can eat.”

Dax is the first to react. He nearly chokes on his green beans, then recovers with a grin and a low whistle. “She’s really getting into the spirit of things,” he says, and a spray of crumbs lands on the tablecloth. Ronan laughs, too, but doesn’t take his eyes off me. His tongue darts out to lick flecks of cranberry from the corner of his mouth, and the look he gives me is pure, unfiltered hunger.

I try to hold still, to fight it, but the toy is relentless. It’s been positioned against me so tightly that every pulse of pressure feels like an electric current, an invasion. I buck and writhe in my bonds, desperate to get away, to get closer, to do anything but stay perfectly, helplessly still. My heels dig into the polished cherry wood, my toes curl until they ache, and my hands—God, my hands—claw uselessly at the air, seeking something to hold onto, something to ground myself in a universe that has narrowed to the single, impossible point of pleasure at the center of my body.

It isn’t pleasure, not really. It’s too much, too fast, too public. It’s like being electrocuted in front of an audience, every muscle firing at random, every nerve exposed. Tears leak from the corners of my eyes, trail into my hair and onto the table.

“Could you pass the cranberry sauce?” Callum says, his tone as dry as the wine in his glass. He doesn’t even look at me as he speaks, just holds out a steady hand for Ronan to oblige. The two exchange a knowing glance, the kind that says they’ve done this before, that this is all just foreplay for whatever will come later.

Ronan scoops a generous mound onto his plate, then turns back to me with a cold, academic curiosity. “I think she’s getting close already,” he says, gesturing with his fork. “Look at her thighs.”

All four of them do. They turn, in unison, to observe the spectacle of my body betraying me. My skin is flushed, sheened with sweat; my hips rock helplessly against the leather straps that hold me in place. I can feel myself opening, swelling, growing slick and desperate in ways I can’t hide.

Dax snorts and points at me with his knife. “She looks like she’s about to short-circuit.”

The men laugh, and the sound is sharp and bright, spiking my humiliation to new heights. There is no empathy in their faces, only a kind of clinical fascination, the enjoyment of men who want to see exactly how far they can push a thing before it breaks. They eat. They drink. They watch me writhe and suffer as if I’m just another part of the meal, a course to be savored, dissected, picked clean.

I shiver, the tremors building and building until I can’t tell where my body ends and the sensation begins. The table is cold and unyielding beneath me, the bondage straps tight enough to cut off circulation in my legs. My mind fractures into pieces: one part screaming in panic, another trying desperately to remember I am a person, not a dish, not a toy. The rest of me surrenders to the violent, unstoppable pleasure that rolls through me in waves, cresting higher and higher, driven by the relentless, merciless hum.

Kai picks up the remote again and clicks it up another notch, as if he’s adjusting the volume on a television. The noise in my head triples. I sob, my entire body vibrating, every muscle straining toward release like an animal in heat. I’m aware of the men’s eyes on me, of their laughter, and the sharp clatter of cutlery against porcelain, the sweet and greasy scents hanging in the air. I’m aware, too, of the shame that burns in my chest, the certainty that this is all I am to them—a living, breathing decoration, a conversation piece, the punchline to a joke only they understand.

The first orgasm crashes through me with a violence that leaves me blind and deaf to the world. My vision flares white, my limbs seized by convulsions that spasm through every inch of my flesh. The ring gag stretches my mouth in a grotesque parody of a moan, the sound muffled and humiliating. I hear them laugh, and it’s so much worse than if they’d said nothing at all. They are delighted. They are entertained.

Kai clicks the remote again, this time powering the toy down just long enough to let me breathe, to let the world trickle back in around the edges of my agony. I don’t get a moment to recover. Before the aftershocks have even finished, he cranks it up again, the intensity so fierce that black spots dance before my eyes. My body is hypersensitive now, every touch an affront, every vibration a knife-edge slicing through raw, exposed nerve.

Ronan wipes his fingers on a napkin, then leans in and, with the tip of his knife, gently traces a line down the length of my thigh, not breaking the skin, but leaving a cold, tingling trail in its wake. The threat implicit in the gesture—what might come next, what he might do if he ever gets bored—settles into my bones like ice.

They talk about me while they eat. They dissect my reactions, my sounds, my body’s unwilling compliance, as if I’m not even in the room. They speculate on how many times I can come before I pass out, whether or not I’ll choke on my own saliva. They place bets. They swap stories. All the while, the vibrator roars between my legs, devouring my resistance, reshaping me into something soft and yielding and ruined.

At some point, someone pours wine directly into my mouth, the liquid spilling over my tongue and down my throat. I choke, sputter, and they all laugh again. The taste is sharp and bitter, and it burns. I try to close my eyes, to disappear, but the collar digs into my neck, reminding me where I am, reminding me who owns me.

Callum sets down his fork with a soft clink, dabbing at his mouth with his napkin. “Excellent meal,” he says, as if we’re at some upscale restaurant and not—this. “But I think we’re all ready for dessert.”

The word makes my stomach drop. The vibrator is still going, a constant assault that’s left me raw and shaking, and I don’t know how much more I can take. But I know, with sick certainty, that they’re not done. Not even close.

Kai is the first to rise from the table, stretching with unhurried, catlike grace, his movements so casual it almost fools me into thinking this is just a family holiday dinner and not a private spectacle of cruelty. He slips out of the room—leaving me alone with the three remaining men, none of whom offer the smallest distraction from the simmering expectation in the air. I lie there, the restraints biting and the vibrator still pulsing with sadistic authority, and watch as Ronan runs the tip of his knife through a puddle of gravy, eyes never leaving mine. Dax leans forward on his elbows, chin in his hands, grinning like a kid at the circus.

When Kai returns, he’s carrying a silver tray loaded with elaborate precision: bowls of snowy whipped cream, a bottle of chocolate sauce with a gold foil neck, a shallow dish of strawberries stacked like blood-bright jewels. There’s a whole bottle of champagne, sweating cold beads onto the tray, and beside it, a giant bucket of ice that clinks with every step. He sets the tray down beside my splayed body, close enough that I can smell the mingled sweetness of cream, the cocoa bitterness, the tart echo of strawberries.

“Perfect,” says Ronan, his tone a lazy purr, but the way his eyes flicker over my body is anything but casual. “I’m starving.”

Dax can hardly sit still. He’s vibrating with anticipation in a way that has nothing to do with the toy in me and everything to do with the flavor of the performance. “Can we start? Fuck, look at her. She’s already melting.”

“Patience, Dax,” Callum says, his voice glass-smooth and emotionless. “Presentation is everything.”

Dax is the first to move, though. He grabs the whipped cream with both hands, shakes it with exaggerated violence, and points the nozzle straight at my chest. “Hold still, princess,” he says, but he’s already painting me in thick, obscene stripes of white. The foam is cold, shockingly so—like slush on bare skin. It lands with a wet splatter, covering my breasts, my stomach, trickling into the hollow of my throat and pooling in the grooves between my ribs. The chill makes me arch up, trying to recoil, but the restraints hold me flat and helpless for the show. The men laugh, the sound rising like applause, and I close my eyes only to feel the ice bite of the cream as Dax drags the can downward, tracing a lazy spiral around my navel.

“Gorgeous,” Kai murmurs, his voice tinged with anticipation. He uncaps the chocolate sauce and, with a chef’s finesse, drizzles it over the whipped cream in looping, decorative ribbons. It’s warm—almost hot—and the contrast is so sharp it jerks a gasp from my throat. He takes his time, making intricate patterns, turning my body into a grotesque dessert, a living centerpiece. The chocolate pools in the dips of my belly and runs in thin rivers toward my hips. “There,” Kai says, stepping back with a little smile. “Much better.”

Ronan doesn’t wait for permission. He’s on me in an instant, leaning over the table and dragging his tongue up my side, licking away a thick stripe of cream and chocolate. His teeth scrape against my skin, hard enough to leave red marks. “Fuck, that’s good,” he says, voice muffled by the mess in his mouth, and then he’s back, this time biting down on my breast with a growl that vibrates through the table. He suckles at my nipple, pulling hard enough to make me cry out around the gag, and the laughter from the men is louder this time, edged with hunger.

Dax plucks up a strawberry, plunging it into the sticky mass on my stomach before popping it into his mouth. “Best dessert I’ve ever had,” he says, then leans down to lick at the chocolate pooled in my navel. His tongue is hot and rough, the sensation so intense it makes my back arch and my hands clench into fists. He bites at my stomach, sharp little nips, and I feel the heat of his breath even through the cold and the chocolate.

Kai is more methodical. He selects an ice cube from the bucket and holds it up between his fingers, letting the cold water drip onto my already over-sensitized skin. “Let’s cool her down a little,” he says, and then he’s dragging the cube over my collarbone, down the slope between my breasts, leaving a trail of freezing water in its wake. He circles my nipple with the ice, slow and deliberate, and I scream into the gag, the cold so fierce it feels like an electric burn. Kai grins, pleased, and switches to my other breast, repeating the torture with mechanical precision.

Callum is almost detached, clinical, as he picks up an ice cube and rolls it along my inner thigh, inching closer and closer to where the vibrator still hums between my legs. “Control is an art form,” he says quietly, mostly to himself, and then he presses the ice directly to my clit, just above the toy, the cold numbing and magnifying the vibration all at once. I convulse so hard the table rattles on its legs, and a burst of drool and tears spills down my cheeks. I can’t form words, can’t even scream properly, but I hear the pleasure in their voices as they laugh at my reaction.

They work in tandem, as if they’ve done this a hundred times: Ronan licks chocolate from my hip, then bites down hard, leaving a ring of teeth marks. Dax shoves another strawberry between my lips, forcing my mouth wider around the ring gag and smearing juice and cream all over my face. Kai pours champagne down my chest, the cold bubbles stinging and fizzing, and then bends to lap it up, tongue greedy and unrelenting. Callum uses the ice in ever-shifting patterns, never letting me relax, always keeping my nerves raw and exposed.

“Look at her squirm,” Callum says, the words reverent.

Dax wipes his hand across my face, smearing chocolate and cream into my cheek and hair. “She’s close again. Look at her eyes.”

Kai gives a little half-bow, then flicks the remote, cranking the vibrator up another notch. The sensation is apocalyptic. I come so hard I nearly black out, all the tension in my body boiling over into a single, endless spasm. My vision goes white, then black, and I sob into the gag, utterly helpless. There’s nothing left in me but sensation and shame.

“There she goes,” Ronan says, delighted. “Unbelievable how long she lasts.”

But they don’t stop. If anything, the cruelty intensifies. Dax grabs a strawberry, splits it down the middle, and rubs the open flesh directly against my nipple. The acid of the fruit stings, and he grins at the way my whole body bucks. Ronan works systematically down my legs, licking, biting, and marking as he goes. Kai pours more champagne, this time letting it dribble between my thighs, the bubbles cold against the heat of my skin. Callum reaches with another ice cube and presses it between my labia, burying it deep. The cold is so raw I nearly faint.

I feel the hot, slick pressure of Ronan’s mouth on my thighs, then higher, licking the chocolate sauce off my skin until he removes the wand to find my clit. My entire body feels like a live wire, every nerve ending screaming. He tongues me with practiced cruelty, knowing exactly how to torture every hypersensitive inch. When he sucks at me, I explode again, the orgasm so violent I lose all sense of time.

Kai leans over my head, face so close I can see the flecks of gold in his green eyes. “You taste so fucking sweet,” he whispers, and then he kisses me through the gag, hard, tongue forcing every flavor of the dessert into my mouth. “And you look beautiful like this. Did you know that?” His hand lingers on my jaw, stroking almost gently, and it’s the most intimate violation of all.

The air is thick with the smell of sweat, sugar, and the metallic tinge of fear. I’m shaking, sobbing, my whole body glazed with cream and chocolate, champagne and spit. I can’t move, can barely think, but they still aren’t satisfied. Callum picks up another ice cube and, with a smile, pushes it inside me. The world tilts, and for a second I black out; when I come to, I see Dax’s face above me, flushed and gleaming, his lips stained with chocolate.

Callum’s voice cuts through the static roar in my head, low and measured. “Not done yet.” He speaks each word with that same chilling calm, and somehow it’s worse than if he’d shouted. I watch him stand, his silhouette huge and precise in the candlelight. He plunges his hand back into the bucket of ice, swirling his fingers until he finds what he’s after—a cube the size of his knuckle, glistening and pristine. Water slides from his skin, spattering onto my abdomen, each drip a miniature lightning strike on my burning flesh.

He doesn’t hesitate. He moves to the foot of the table, positioning himself squarely between my legs, and I can feel the full weight of his attention pinning me down. The restraints are so tight I can only writhe, helpless and exposed. He lifts my pelvis with one steady hand, then brings the melting ice against my asshole. I try to clench, try to resist, but it’s useless; his fingers pry me open with clinical efficiency. The cold touches me and I scream, a raw, strangled sound that tears through my throat and rebounds off the walls. Callum doesn’t flinch. He pushes, slow and relentless, working the cube inside until the muscle yields around it with a shocking violation. I choke on the sensation—it’s so cold it blazes, a spike of arctic agony that radiates up through my core.

“Relax,” he says, and his voice is almost gentle. That makes it so much worse—there’s no anger, no passion, just the same detached curiosity as a butcher examining a slab of meat. “Fighting only makes it harder.” The men watch, silent and rapt, as Callum holds the ice deep inside me, twisting it slowly so the edges scrape and burn. My back bows up off the table, but the straps give no slack. I convulse, my whole body spasming. I lose all sense of dignity; I sob and drool, snot streaming down my face as I writhe on the table.

“Beautiful,” Callum murmurs, and he looks straight into my eyes as I shatter. “Look how responsive she is.” He releases my hips and steps back, flicking the remaining droplets from his hand.

That’s when Ronan makes his move, predatory and smooth. He appears at my head, one hand bracing the side of my skull, the other clutching a bottle of champagne. I try to brace myself, but there’s nothing I can do—even preparing for it, the shock is total. He jams the bottle mouth to my lips, tipping it up abruptly. Champagne floods my mouth, icy and fizzing, and I choke, the liquid foaming over my tongue and streaming out the sides. I can’t swallow fast enough; it fills my nose, floods my sinuses, burns all the way down. I gag, panic spiking, but Ronan doesn’t let up. He tips more, holding my jaw open with a bruising grip. Champagne sprays out the gaps, slicking my chin and pooling in my ears and hair.

“Drink up, princess,” he laughs, voice thick and delighted. “It’s the good stuff—don’t waste it.” He only pulls back when I’m on the verge of passing out, then tilts the bottle away, leaving me gasping and spluttering, tears pouring hot down my face. My chest heaves in desperate, ragged breaths. The champagne bubbles up from my stomach and out my nose. It burns, and I can’t breathe, and I’m humiliated by the way I slobber and choke, completely beyond control.

Kai’s hand appears from above, fingers combing through the sticky mess of my hair. “Such a good girl,” he purrs, voice molten with approval. “You really are the perfect present. I told them you wouldn’t crack.” He strokes my cheek, smearing the mixture of cream, chocolate, and spit in broad, possessive sweeps.

I barely notice the ice cube melting inside me until it shifts, the arctic burn flaring bright as my muscles contract. The cold is pure and annihilating. It fights with the heat between my legs, the vibrator still thrumming at maximum. The sensation is so overwhelming it’s like an out-of-body experience; I float, staring up at the ceiling, vision blurring at the edges with every pulse. The men are circling, closing in, their faces sharp and hungry in the candlelight. Dax is breathing fast, perched on the edge of the table, eyes glued to the way my body trembles.

Callum steps into my line of sight, holding up one of the tall candles from the table. The flame gutters in the draft, casting grotesque shadows on the walls. Wax has pooled at the top, milky and lethal. He tips it and I see the bead of molten wax, thick and white, gathering at the lip. I shake my head, as if that could stop him, but I can barely move. “No, please—“ I try to say, but the words are nothing, mashed to sound by the ring gag and the remnants of champagne.

“She knows what’s next,” Kai says, voice bright with mockery. “Look at how she’s shaking.” He sounds so proud, like he’s showing off a science fair project.

Callum moves to my side, candle poised above my bare chest. “You’ve been such a striking centerpiece,” he says, tone elegant as always. “But you’re missing something. A little artistry.” He tilts the candle, and a drop of searing wax lands right on my sternum. The burn is instant and absolute; I scream, wild and wordless. My back arches, muscles seizing, but the pain doesn’t end—it lingers, an undercurrent that thuds with every heartbeat. The wax hardens instantly into a pale coin, but the fire underneath keeps spreading.

“Fuck, that’s gorgeous,” Dax whispers, his voice rough and strained. “Hit her again.”

Callum obliges. Another drop, this time low on my rib cage, then another on the soft flesh of my right breast. The pain is next-level, each spot a separate universe of agony. The men watch, transfixed. I feel like a bug on display, pinned and wriggling, my every reaction catalogued for their amusement.

Ronan snatches the second candle from the table and lights it off the first, grinning feral. “Can’t let you have all the fun.” He kneels, bringing the flame close, and drips a line of wax straight down my left breast. The pain is so sharp I almost black out, and when I come back to, they’re both at work, raining wax on me from either side. It spatters my stomach, my thighs, the curve of my hips. The heat and cold fight inside me, a war of sensation that leaves me stripped and hollow.

“Hold her,” Callum orders, and Dax and Kai each seize a leg, spreading them even wider and pinning them flat to the table. I sense what’s coming and try to buck, but it’s useless— I’m open, exposed, and totally at the mercy of their intentions.

Ronan holds his candle over my crotch, the flame so close I can feel the heat on my clit. He tips it, and a stream of wax splashes onto the skin. I howl—there’s no other word for it—my body convulsing, the pain and pleasure so fused I can’t tell one from the other. Dax’s hand on my clit forces the orgasm out of me, violent and uncontrollable, detonating through my body in waves. I seize so hard the table rattles on its legs. The men cheer, a chorus of dark joy.

“She’s going to come again,” Kai says, voice husky, watching my face. “From the fucking wax. Unreal.”

Callum drips more wax onto my nipples, each spot precise and torturous. Ronan traces spirals on my thighs. They keep working, never letting up, driving me through one trembling climax into another. I sob, scream, gasp for air, my body a live wire. They don’t stop, not even when my voice gives out and my vision swims pink and gray; they only pause to admire, to trade off, to escalate.

Dax leans close, his breath hot in my ear. “You’re amazing,” he whispers, almost tender, as if he’s comforting a child after a tantrum. “You’re better than anything I ever imagined. I hate that we have to give you back.” He wipes away a tear, then licks it off his thumb, grinning with savage delight.

Kai pours more champagne over my body, letting it trickle down into all the places where the wax and chocolate have pooled. He bends and licks it up, tongue scalding on my hypersensitive skin. “You taste like a dream,” he murmurs, and he bites the side of my neck, hard enough to bruise.

They keep me on edge, never letting the sensations fade. Wax. Ice. Champagne. The vibrator comes back. Their hands, mouths, voices, all working in concert to break down whatever is left of me. I am nothing but a trembling, leaking, ruined thing, strung out on the edge of pain and pleasure so pure it’s almost holy.

When the candles are nearly burned out, and my body is a topography of hardened wax and sticky sweetness, the men finally step back to admire their handiwork. I lie trembling on the table, my body a canvas of their cruelty—wax dried in jagged patterns across my skin, chocolate and cream congealed in the hollows of my collarbones, champagne drying tacky in my hair.

The vibrator finally, mercifully, clicks off. The sudden silence is almost as shocking as the noise was, and I sag against the restraints, my muscles still twitching with aftershocks.

“Fuck, Kai.” Ronan’s voice comes from somewhere above me, thick with satisfaction. “You really outdid yourself this time.” I can’t even turn my head to look at him. Every muscle in my body has gone slack, wrung out, used up. I’m dimly aware of movement around the table—the clink of glasses being set down, the rustle of clothing being adjusted, the scrape of chairs. “I mean it,” Ronan continues, and I feel his hand on my thigh, possessive and warm. “Best Christmas I’ve had in years. Maybe ever.”

Dax laughs, breathless and giddy. “Fuck yes. I don’t want to give her back, man. Can we keep her?”

“She’s not yours to keep,” Kai says, but there’s amusement in his voice, pride. He runs his fingers through my hair, tugging just enough to make me whimper. “But I’m glad you enjoyed yourselves.” Callum’s voice is measured, thoughtful, as he peels a strip of hardened wax from my ribs.

“You’re a lucky man, Kai. I hope you know that.”

“I do know that. And she’s a lucky girl.” They laugh, all of them, and the sound washes over me like a wave. I don’t have the strength to cry anymore. I don’t have the strength for anything. I just lie there, sticky and broken and theirs, while they discuss me like I’m a vacation home they’ve just enjoyed for the weekend.

Something comes from his pocket, and Kai’s fingers trace the edge of a green glass vial. The liquid inside catches the light—emerald, viscous. My heart stutters. Another game. Always another game. His hand grips my jaw, forcing my head back. The gag muffles my whimper as he pours the contents through the ring holding my mouth open. Bitter liquid floods my mouth—chemical, sharp. I try to turn away, but Kai’s grip is iron.

“Swallow,” he whispers. “I need you to sleep all the way home.”

I have no choice. The drug spreads like ice through my veins. My vision blurs, edges softening. Darkness creeps in from the periphery. My body feels impossibly heavy, disconnected. One last moment of panic—where are they taking me?—before consciousness begins to dissolve.

Dax leans close. His breath is warm against my cheek. His lips brush mine—almost tender.

“Good night, Princess.”
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The first thing I’m aware of is warmth.

Not the gentle kind from sunlight or blankets, but the deep, bone-level heat that comes from being pushed past every limit I thought I had — and held in all the places that mattered. My body feels heavy, deliciously used, every muscle humming in a slow, aching reminder of exactly what happened.

I’m in my bed.

For a second, my mind scrambles, disoriented — the last thing I remember clearly is a haze of movement, low voices, hands everywhere, the world blurring at the edges as the sedation pulled me under.

But then I shift, just a little, and the soreness lights up like a constellation across my skin.

Oh.Right.

It happened.All of it.

Before I can sit up, the door creaks open. Kai steps inside, wearing sweatpants and a soft T-shirt, his hair a complete disaster — but his eyes are sharp the moment they land on me. Concern first. Then something warmer. Then something that makes my pulse pick up even though I feel like I could melt into the mattress.

“You’re awake,” he says, voice soft as he crosses to the bed.

“Mm.” I try for a nod, but it ends up more like a slow tilt of my head. “Barely.”

He smiles — that slow, can’t-help-it smile that always hits me like an inside joke only we share. He sits beside me carefully, as if he’s worried I might crack apart if he touches me too suddenly.

“How do you feel?” he asks.

“Sore.” My voice is scratchy. “And… good. Really good.”

His breath leaves him in something between a sigh and a laugh, and he reaches out, brushing his fingers across a faint mark on my shoulder. His touch is feather-light, almost reverent.

“Was it what you wanted?” he asks, and there’s a quiet vulnerability in it — not insecurity, just the need to know he got it right. That all the planning and secrecy and anticipation were worth it.

I meet his eyes, and everything in my chest goes soft.

“Yes,” I say, and the word comes out full, certain. “It was everything.”

For a long moment, he just looks at me. And I can tell — he believes me. The relief on his face is subtle, but real.

“Good,” he whispers. He leans in, pressing a slow kiss to my temple. “I wanted it to be perfect for you.”

“It was,” I murmur, leaning into him because I can’t not. “I still feel like I’m floating.”

“Yeah,” he says, fingers sliding through my hair. “That’s normal.”

A comfortable silence settles for a few seconds, warm and thick and heavy with everything unspoken — everything we lived through together over the past four days.

Then he shifts slightly, eyes flicking to mine with a new kind of heat.

“So,” he says casually, in a tone that is absolutely not casual, “do you want to watch the recordings?”

The question hits me low and sharp, and I inhale too quickly.

“Yes.” I don’t even try to temper it. “God, yes.”

His smile deepens, slow and wicked and fond all at once.

“Okay,” he says, brushing his thumb along my jaw. “And… do you want me to tie you up while we watch?”

The answer comes out of me before my brain can even fully form it.

“Yes.” My voice is breathless. “Of course I do.”

Kai’s expression shifts — something dark and warm and satisfied blooming there — and he presses a kiss to my cheek, lingering for a beat.

“Good,” he murmurs against my skin. “Because I have something for you.”

He reaches down, lifts the edge of the blanket, and slides his hand underneath the bed. I hear the soft scrape of cardboard on wood.

When he straightens, he’s holding a box.

Simple. Unmarked. Red ribbon tied around the middle.

My heartbeat stutters.

He sets it on the mattress between us, his eyes locked on mine — waiting, watching, letting the moment stretch.

“Ready?” he asks quietly.

“Yes.”
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