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THE BEGINNING

MF / Kissing / Cunnilingus / Blowjob / PIV Sex / Anal

The key turned in the lock at three in the morning. I’d been sitting on the worn sofa for hours, my anger a cold, hard knot in my stomach. I watched Troy shuffle in, his shoulders slumped, his eyes avoiding mine. The scent of stale smoke and cheap cologne clung to him.

“Hey,” he said, his voice rough.

I looked him dead in the eye. “You took my credit card. Five hundred dollars, Troy. The text alert woke me up. Five hundred.”

He flinched, running a hand through his hair. “I was gonna win it back. I was so close, Wren. I just needed one more hand—”

“No.” The word snapped out of me. “That’s what you said last time. And the time before that. That’s our rent money.”

He crossed the room, dropping to his knees in front of me. His hands grabbed mine, his grip too tight. “I’m sorry. I’m so sorry. I’ll get it back, I swear. I’ll pick up more shifts.”

I tried to pull my hands away. “You say that every time, too. The lies… they’re just getting easier for you, aren’t they?”

His eyes, a pale, pleading blue, filled with a sheen of tears. It was a look I knew too well. “Please, baby. Don’t give up on me. I can’t lose you. You’re the only good thing I have.” He leaned forward, pressing his forehead against my knees. “Forgive me. Just this once more. I’ll change. I will.”

The fight drained out of me, replaced by a familiar, weary ache. I loved him. God, that was the problem. I loved the man he was in moments like these, the one who seemed to need me so desperately. My fingers unclenched, and I touched his hair. A sigh shuddered through me.

He felt the surrender. His head lifted, and his mouth found mine.

It wasn’t a gentle kiss. It was hungry, desperate, a claim staked. His tongue pushed past my lips, tasting of whiskey and regret. A weak sound escaped my throat—part protest, part longing. He kissed me like he was trying to consume the argument, to swallow my anger whole. And a treacherous part of me wanted to let him.

He broke the kiss, his breath warm and quick against my cheek. “Let me show you,” he murmured, his voice thick. “Let me show you what you mean to me.”

He stood, pulling me up with him. My legs felt unsteady. He led me by the hand, past the cluttered living room, into the dim bedroom we shared. The streetlight outside cast long, pale stripes across our rumpled bed.

His hands went to the hem of my sleep shirt, a soft cotton thing. He pulled it up and over my head, letting it fall to the floor. The cool air brushed my skin, pebbling my nipples. His gaze burned over me. He’s looking at me, I thought. Right now, he’s only looking at me.

He made quick work of my shorts and panties, pushing them down my hips until I stood naked before him. His own clothes followed, discarded in a heap. Then he guided me back onto the mattress, the sheets cool against my skin.

He settled between my legs, his hands spreading my thighs. His mouth was on me before I could brace for it, a hot, wet seal over my core. I gasped, my back arching off the bed. Oh.

This, he was good at. His tongue was a slick, relentless point, circling my clit, then flattening against it. He moaned against me, the vibration shooting straight up my spine. My fingers twisted in his hair, not pushing him away, but holding him there. My hips began to move, meeting the rhythm of his mouth. The sharp, sweet tension built, coiling low in my belly. The betrayal, the fight, the empty bank account—it all blurred, melted away under the focus of that single, expert point of pleasure.

I was close, teetering on that bright edge, when he pulled back. I whimpered at the loss, the cold air a shock.

“Not yet,” he whispered, his voice ragged. He shifted up my body, his weight settling over me. His cock, hard and hot, nudged against my lips. I knew what he wanted. I opened my mouth, and he slid inside.

The taste of him, musky and sharp, filled my senses. I took him deep, my throat relaxing around the head. His groan was a raw, gratifying sound. My hand wrapped around his base, stroking what my mouth couldn’t take. I lost myself in the rhythm, in the heavy press of him on my tongue, the way his hips jerked forward with tiny, helpless thrusts.

“That’s it,” he breathed, his hands fisting in my dark hair. “Just like that.”

But he pulled away again, leaving me empty. “Turn over,” he said, his voice rough with command. “On your hands and knees.”

A shiver, not entirely from the cold, ran through me. I obeyed, moving until I was poised on all fours, the blanket rough under my palms. He kneeled behind me, his hands stroking over the curves of my ass. One finger traced the damp seam between my legs, gathering wetness, before circling lower, to the tight ring of muscle there.

I tensed. “Troy…”

“Shhh,” he soothed, his finger pressing, just a little. “I’ll go slow. You’re so wet for me.”

He positioned himself, the blunt head of his cock pressing against my entrance. Then he pushed in, one long, deep slide that stole the air from my lungs. He filled me completely, a stretch that was almost too much. He held there for a moment, buried to the hilt, letting me adjust. Then he withdrew, almost all the way, and thrust back in.

Oh god. Deeper. Each stroke went deeper than the last, a relentless, pounding rhythm that shook my whole body. The slap of his skin against mine filled the quiet room. One of his hands stayed on my hip, gripping hard. The other returned to my backside, his thumb finding that forbidden place again.

He pressed, and my inner muscles clenched around his cock. A strange, dizzying pleasure-pain sparked. “Relax,” he murmured, working the tip of his thumb inside, alongside where he was fucking me. The dual sensation was overwhelming—the thick fullness inside me, the insistent, stretching pressure at my rear.

He removed his thumb. I felt the slick, wet head of his cock nudge there instead. My heart hammered against my ribs. “Troy, wait—”

“I’ve got you,” he whispered, and he pushed.

It was a sharp, burning stretch, a violation that tipped instantly into a shocking, deep pleasure. He sank into my ass slowly, an inexorable invasion that made me cry out, my fingers clawing at the sheets. When he was fully seated, he stopped, both of us panting.

Then he moved.

The friction was intense, unreal. Every nerve ending felt alive, screaming. He fucked my ass with steady, measured thrusts, each one sending jolts of electricity through my core. My own neglected need tightened, a coil about to spring. I pushed back against him, meeting his strokes, my body taking over where my mind feared to tread.

The orgasm, when it hit, was a brutal, shocking wave. It ripped through me, my muscles clamping down on him in a fierce, rhythmic pulse. I heard myself sob, a broken, guttural sound.

My climax triggered his. With a ragged shout, he drove into me one last, hard time, and I felt the hot rush of his release deep inside. He collapsed over my back, his weight pressing me into the mattress, his breath hot on my neck.

We lay like that for a long time, a sticky, tangled mess. Eventually, he rolled off, pulling me against his side. My head found its familiar place on his chest, listening to the frantic gallop of his heart slow to a steady beat.

His arm tightened around me. “See?” he mumbled into my hair, already drifting. “I love you. Only you.”

I stared into the dark, the smell of sex and sweat heavy in the air. His words should have warmed me. Instead, they left a hollow chill in the pit of my stomach. He loved me in the desperate, possessive way he loved the turn of a card—a gamble, a fleeting heat. The casino’s glow would always be brighter than mine. As his breathing evened out into sleep, the tears finally came, silent and hot.

DAY 1

MF / Medical Exam / Restraints / Fingering / Speculum / Anal / Vibrator / Dildo

The knocking was sharp, insistent, drilling through the fog of my fractured sleep. I stirred against Troy’s chest, the memory of last night’s tears still salt-dry on my skin.

“Who the hell is that?” Troy muttered, untangling himself from me. He pulled on a pair of jeans, barefoot and shirtless, his hair a dark mess. He padded out of the bedroom.

I stayed in bed, listening. The front door opened. A voice, low and smooth, cut through the silence of our apartment. It held an authority that made the hairs on my arms stand up.

“Troy. You’re a hard man to find.”

“Ethan. Hey. Listen, man, I was gonna call you—”

“The debt is due. Now.”

A chill, colder than the morning air, seeped into my bones. I slipped out of bed, pulling on Troy’s discarded shirt. It smelled like him, like smoke and sex. I hovered at the bedroom doorway, peering into the living room.

Ethan filled the space. He was older, maybe mid-thirties, with a build that spoke of discipline, not just gym time. Dark hair, cropped close. Dark eyes that scanned our shabby apartment with detached interest. He wore a simple black sweater and dark trousers that looked expensive. He made our home seem smaller, dingier.

“I don’t have it,” Troy said, his voice climbing with panic. “I need more time. A few days. I’m good for it, I swear.”

Ethan’s smile was thin, humorless. “Your promises are worth less than the air they’re spoken with. You owe me fifteen thousand dollars.”

Fifteen thousand. The number hit me like a physical blow. I gripped the doorframe.

“Please,” Troy begged, the same tone he’d used on me last night. “I’ll do anything.”

Ethan’s gaze slid past Troy, landing on me in the shadows. His eyes tracked from my face, down the length of the shirt, to my bare legs. A slow, assessing look. “Anything?”

He turned back to Troy. “A week. A week with her, and your debt is cleared. Every penny.”

The silence that followed Ethan’s offer was a living thing, thick and cold in our tiny apartment. I stared at Troy, waiting for the fury, the protective roar, the no way in hell that was supposed to come.

He didn’t look at me. His shoulders slumped, the fight draining out of him like air from a punctured balloon. His gaze was fixed on the floor between Ethan’s polished shoes.

“Okay,” Troy whispered.

The word was so small, so soft, it took a moment to register. When it did, it felt like a shard of glass twisting in my chest.

“What?” The sound tore from my throat, raw and wounded.

Troy finally looked up. His pale blue eyes were wide with terror, pleading with me. Not to save him from Ethan, but to agree. “Wren, baby, please. It’s just a week. Just this once. Fifteen thousand. We’re free.”

The knot from last night solidified into a block of ice. He loves gambling more than me. The thought wasn’t a whisper anymore; it was a scream. And now I had the proof, delivered in a single, devastating syllable. Okay.

Ethan watched, a faint, knowing curve to his mouth. He’d expected this. He’d counted on it.

“Troy,” I breathed, but his name felt like ash.

“Please, Wren. For us. Do this for us.” He took a step toward me, then stopped, as if my hurt was a forcefield. He was selling me to save himself, and he was doing it with the same desperate eyes he used when he promised to change.

The ice cracked, not with warmth, but with a strange, numbing resignation. What was I fighting for? A man who’d trade me for a clean slate? A love that was just another one of his losing bets?

I turned to Ethan. My voice was flat, hollow. “Fine.”

Ethan nodded, once. “Get dressed. Bring nothing. You won’t need it.”

—

His car was silent, a sleek monster that swallowed the city streets. He didn’t speak. The world outside my window transformed from our cramped neighborhood to tree-lined boulevards, then to wrought-iron gates swinging open silently.

The mansion wasn’t just a house; it was a statement. Stone, glass, impossible symmetry. It didn’t feel lived in. It felt curated. He led me inside, heels clicking on marble floors so polished I could see my own stunned reflection. The air smelled of lemons and money. My cheap jeans and t-shirt felt like rags.

We stopped in a vast, minimalist living room. A single abstract painting cost more than my life.

“The rules,” Ethan said, his back to me as he poured a drink from a crystal decanter. “They are simple. For the next seven days, your body is mine. You obey without question. And you will be naked. At all times, unless I specify otherwise.”

He turned, holding out a tumbler of amber liquid. I didn’t take it. His dark eyes held mine, waiting.

A hot flush crept up my neck. This should have felt like degradation. It should have made me sick. But a treacherous pulse beat between my legs. His dominance was absolute, clean. Not like Troy’s messy, guilty taking. This was a transaction. I was the currency. The clarity of it was… shocking. Arousing.

“Do you understand?”

I swallowed. “Yes.”

“Your clothes. Now.”

My fingers trembled on the hem of my shirt. I pulled it over my head, let it fall. Unbuttoned my jeans, shoved them down my hips. Stepped out of them. My bra, my panties followed. I stood before him, exposed in the cool, sterile air, my skin prickling.

He didn’t touch me. He simply looked, a long, thorough inspection that made my breath catch. Then he gathered my discarded things. “You won’t need these.”

“Where are we going?” I asked, my stomach twisting in knots.

A flicker of something—approval?—crossed his face. “To see my playroom.”

He led me down a hidden staircase, the air growing cooler, denser. The door at the bottom was heavy, soundproofed. He opened it.

The room was a soft, dark gray, lit by recessed lighting. It wasn’t a dungeon from a horror movie. It was a workshop. Neat, organized, terrifying. Gleaming steel bars, hooks, shelves of toys in orderly rows. A St. Andrew’s cross. A padded bench. And in the center, a chair that looked medical, with thick leather restraints and stirrups.

“This is where I come to enjoy myself,” Ethan said, his voice echoing slightly.

He walked to the chair. “Sit.”

The leather was cool against my bare skin. He secured my wrists first, the cuffs snug but not biting. Then my ankles, spreading my legs wide, securing them to the stirrups. I was utterly open, utterly displayed. My heart hammered against my ribs, a frantic bird.

He stood between my spread thighs. “I like to examine the merchandise.”

His fingers touched me first, a light, clinical brush through my folds. A soft sound escaped me. He hummed. “Already wet. Interesting.”

He didn’t tease. One long finger pressed inside me, sliding deep. I arched off the chair, a gasp torn from my lips. He curled the finger, pressing a spot that made stars burst behind my eyelids. “Responsive.”

He withdrew, and I whimpered at the loss. He turned to a tray, selecting a cold, metal speculum. The click of it adjusting was loud. He coated it with clear gel. “Relax.”

I couldn’t. My whole body was a tense wire. He pressed the closed blades against my entrance, then began to turn the screw. The slow, inexorable opening was an intimacy more profound than any fuck. I felt stretched, exposed in a way I never had. He peered inside, his expression one of detached focus. “Beautiful.”

He removed the speculum, set it aside. His thumb circled my clit, once, twice, a lightning strike of sensation. Then his finger, slick with my wetness, pressed against my other hole.

I cried out.

“Hush,” he murmured, but it wasn’t unkind.

He pushed, the tight ring of muscle yielding to the slow, insistent pressure. The invasion was sharp, shocking, utterly consuming. He worked the finger in, out, a slow, filthy rhythm that had me pushing back against him, my hips seeking more.

He pulled his finger free, reached for a sleek, black vibrator. He held it against my clit. The buzz was immediate, intense, a direct line to my core. My back bowed, my restraints pulling taut. He watched me unravel, his eyes dark and intent.

Just as the first tremors of an orgasm began to gather, he removed the vibrator. I sobbed in frustration. He selected something else from the tray—a thick, veined dildo, impossibly large, glistening with lube.

“This,” he said, his voice low, “is what you need.”

He pressed the broad head against my soaked entrance. There was resistance, a burning stretch, then a sudden, shocking give as he pushed it deep inside me. I screamed, the sound raw in the quiet room. He began to move it, slow, measured thrusts that filled me to bursting.

“Look at me,” he commanded.

My eyes, blurred with tears, found his. He held my gaze as he worked the toy, his control absolute. The stretch became pleasure, a deep, grinding fullness that built and built. The vibrator had been a tease; this was a claiming. My muscles clamped around the silicone, my hips rocking to meet each thrust.

The climax tore through me without warning. A sharp, blinding wave of pure sensation, followed by a gush of wet heat that spilled out around the toy, soaking the leather beneath me. I shook, convulsing around it, my cries echoing off the walls.

He slid the dildo out, a slow, dragging exit that made me tremble. He unbuckled the restraints, his hands steady. My limbs felt boneless.

He helped me to my feet, my legs wobbling. He caught me, an arm around my waist. His breath was warm against my ear.

“That,” he said, “was just the inspection.”

He led me, naked and dripping, back up the stairs, leaving the playroom behind. Down a hushed hallway, he opened a door to a luxurious guest room. A king bed, silken sheets, a bathroom of marble and steam.

“Rest,” he said, pausing at the door. His dark eyes held a promise that made my exhausted body hum anew. “Tomorrow, we begin in earnest.”

DAY 2

MF / Restraints / Paddling / Buttplug / PIV Sex

I woke to the smell of fresh coffee and something sweet, something rich. Sunlight filtered through unfamiliar, expensive curtains. Ethan stood by the bed, a tray in his hands. He set it across my lap. A fluffy omelet with herbs, fresh berries glistening, a croissant so buttery it flaked at a touch. The coffee was dark and fragrant.

“My chef prepared it,” he said, his voice a low rumble. He watched me take the first bite.

It was incredible. The flavors exploded—sharp cheese, sweet fruit, bitter coffee. Troy had never brought me breakfast. He’d rarely been awake before noon. The comparison arrived, unbidden and cruel. This simple act of service felt more intimate than anything Troy had ever done for me.

I ate under Ethan’s silent observation, every bite a quiet betrayal of my old life.

When the tray was empty, he removed it. “Today, you’ll begin your training,” he stated, his tone leaving no room for question. “Follow me.”

Back down to the playroom. The air was cool, the array of equipment gleaming under focused lights. My heart began a steady, anxious drum against my ribs. He led me to the center of the room, where two chains hung from a ceiling beam, ending in leather cuffs.

“Arms up,” he instructed.

I lifted them. He fastened the cuffs around my wrists. The leather was supple but unyielding. He stepped back, and a mechanism engaged with a soft whirr. The chains drew upward, pulling my arms high above my head, stretching my body into a long, taut line. I stood on my toes, my back slightly arched, completely exposed from neck to ankles. The vulnerability was absolute.

He moved away, returning with a paddle. It was heavy, polished leather, wide and flat. He ran his palm over its surface. “This is for focus. For obedience. You will count each one.”

I barely had time to tense before the first strike landed.

A flat, thunderous crack split the quiet. White-hot pain blossomed across the curve of my ass. I cried out, my body jerking against the chains, my toes scrambling for purchase on the smooth floor.

“One,” he prompted, his voice calm.

Tears sprang to my eyes. I swallowed. “One.”

The second hit came on the other side, just as hard. The impact shuddered through me. “Two!”

He found a rhythm. Three. Four. Five. Each strike a bright, shocking burst of pain that melted almost instantly into a deep, radiating heat. My skin burned. My cries turned to choked sobs, but I kept counting. Six. Seven. With each number, something broke loose inside me—fear, anger, the brittle shell of who I’d been with Troy. The pain purified, leaving only raw sensation and a desperate need to please.

After the tenth, he stopped. He placed the paddle aside. His hands, warm and large, smoothed over the heated flesh of my backside. The touch was almost a relief. Then I heard the soft click of a cap, the slick sound of lubricant.

He touched the glass plug to my lower back, letting me feel its coolness. His thumb, slick with lube, pressed against my tightest entrance, circling slowly. I gasped, my muscles clenching instinctively. “Relax.”

He pressed. The smooth, rounded tip breached me. A sharp, stretching burn that made me whimper. He pushed slowly, inexorably, until the widest part stretched me open, then slid home. The fullness was immense, heavy, a constant, unignorable presence. He gave the base a gentle twist, seating it fully. My knees trembled.

“You’ll wear that for the rest of the week,” he said, his lips close to my ear. His thumb brushed a tear from my cheekbone. A shocking tenderness amidst the severity. “I want you to feel me in every step you take. In every movement. You are mine, even when I’m not touching you.”

He released the chains. My arms fell, aching and heavy. He guided my shaky steps to a low, padded leather bench. “Bend over. Hold the sides.”

I leaned forward, my upper body resting on the cool leather, my ass presented, the plug a firm weight inside me. He stood behind me. I heard the rustle of his clothes, the slide of a zipper. Then the thick, hot press of his cock against my wetness.

“Beg for it,” he commanded.

My mouth was dry. Shame warred with a need so intense it burned. “Please.”

“Please what?”

“Please… fuck me.” The words were a whisper.

“Louder.”

I squeezed my eyes shut. “Please fuck me, Ethan.”

His hand came down on my sore ass, a sharp, stinging slap that made me yelp. “Beg.”

Tears of frustration and wild arousal tracked down my face. “I need your cock. Please, I need you to fuck me. I’m empty without it. Please!”

He rewarded me. The broad head of his cock, slick with his own arousal, nudged against my dripping entrance. He pushed inside.

The stretch was breathtaking. He was so much thicker, longer than Troy. The feeling of being filled there, while the plug occupied me behind, was overwhelming. He didn’t start slow. He drove into me with a deep, punishing stroke that shoved me forward on the bench.

I cried out, a sound of pure shock and pleasure.

He set a brutal pace, each thrust a claiming. The plug shifted with his movements, creating a dual sensation of fullness that short-circuited my thoughts. All I could do was feel—the slap of his skin against my heated flesh, the delicious friction as he stretched me, the jolt of the plug with every forward drive. The bench creaked under us.

My orgasm built with terrifying speed, a pressure coiling from my filled ass and my gripping pussy. “Ethan…” I panted.

“Come,” he growled, his hand tangling in my hair, pulling my head back. “Come on my cock.”

It was an order I couldn’t disobey. The climax detonated, a violent, full-body convulsion. My inner muscles clenched around his invading length, milking him, and with a ragged groan, he followed. I felt the hot, pulsing rush of his release deep inside me, marking me, mixing with my own. He held himself there, buried to the hilt, as we both shuddered through the aftershocks.

He pulled out slowly. I stayed bent over the bench, spent, trembling. He helped me stand. My legs were liquid. He led me back upstairs, to a sunlit sitting room. He poured me a glass of cold water and watched me drink.

In the quiet, the realization hit me with the force of one of his strikes. I’ve never come that hard. Not with Troy. Not ever. The pleasure with Troy had been passionate, but often frantic, a distraction from our problems. This was different. This was seismic. A deep, unsettling truth settled in my gut: I was enjoying this. Enjoying him.

The thought of going back to Troy, to his empty promises and the smell of casino smoke, suddenly felt like a sentence.

Later, we swam in his infinity pool, the water cool against my heated skin. The plug was a constant, secret reminder. Over a dinner of seared scallops and wine that tasted like summer, he talked. His voice was calm, matter-of-fact.

“The people I work with… they require order. Respect. Sometimes fear is the most efficient way to ensure both.”

“Organized crime,” I said, the words feeling strange in my mouth.

He nodded, sipping his wine. “It’s a business. A brutal one, but a business. I provide stability in a chaotic world.” He looked at me, his dark eyes capturing mine. “I take care of what’s mine.”

The statement thrummed through me. He saw my fear, my confusion, my budding fascination. He leaned closer, his voice dropping. “Tell me, Wren. When Troy fucked you, did he ever make you feel like this? Like every nerve was alive? Like nothing existed but the next touch?”

“No,” I whispered, the word feeling heavy and treasonous. “He didn’t.”

DAY 3

MF / Public / Remote Control Vibrator / Buttplug / Kissing / PIV Sex / Blowjob / Anal

Sleep wouldn’t come. The sheets were too smooth, the room too quiet, the memory of Ethan’s touch too sharp. The plug in my ass was a constant reminder of his dominance. I twisted in the vast bed, my mind a frantic loop of Troy’s pleading face and Ethan’s cool, assessing eyes. Troy’s betrayal was a wound, but a new, terrifying thought kept surfacing through the pain: I don’t want to go back.

The sun was a pale line at the horizon when a soft knock preceded the door opening. Ethan entered, a silhouette against the gray light. He carried a tray. The domesticity of it was more jarring than the playroom.

“You should eat,” he said, his voice low. He set the tray on the bedside table. Fresh fruit, yogurt, a delicate pastry. He didn’t look at me. “I have business. I’ll return in a few hours.”

He left before I could form a word. I ate, the gourmet food flavorless. My body felt heavy, used, but my nerves were alive, singing with a strange anticipation.

When he returned, the afternoon light was golden. He carried a garment bag and a small box. He laid them on the bed before me. “Put this on.”

I unzipped the bag. Inside was a dress. The fabric was a deep emerald silk, cool and heavy in my hands. It was simple, sleeveless, cut to drape. Beneath it, there was nothing. No underwear, no bra.

He watched as I stood and let the robe fall. The silk whispered over my skin as I pulled the dress on. It fit perfectly, hugging my curves before falling straight. He opened the box. Jewelry—emerald drops for my ears, a matching necklace that lay cold against my collarbone. Then came makeup, applied with efficient strokes by his own hand. A tint for my lips, a sweep of color on my cheeks. He was marking me, styling me as his possession.

“Turn around,” he instructed.

I obeyed, facing the window. His hands gathered the silk at my hips, lifting the hem. Cool air touched my bare skin. Then something else, smooth and hard, nudged against my entrance. I gasped as he slid the remote-controlled vibrator inside me. The fit was snug, the subtle weight a constant reminder. He adjusted it, his fingers brushing my sensitive flesh, making me shudder.

A soft, deep buzz erupted from inside me. My knees almost buckled. He turned it higher. The vibration became a relentless thrum, lighting up my nerves. A helpless sound escaped my throat.

“Good,” he murmured, letting the dress fall back into place. He held up a small, black remote. “Let’s go.”

The limousine was a world of darkened glass and soft leather. I sat beside him, the vibrations a private torment. He stared straight ahead, the remote in his hand. As the car glided through the city, he turned the device. The buzz intensified, climbing to a fever pitch before dropping to a low, maddening tease. My fingers clenched in the silk of my dress. The buttplug from the day before was still in place, a firm, stretching presence that compounded the sensations. I was full, achingly so, and every bump in the road sent sharp jolts through my core.

The opera house was all gilt and red velvet. We sat in a private box, shadowed from the main crowd. On stage, a tragedy unfolded in song. I couldn’t understand a word. My entire universe had narrowed to the humming between my legs and the solid pressure in my ass.

Ethan’s hand rested on my thigh, just above the knee. His thumb began to stroke, a slow, deliberate caress through the silk. The touch was electric, a direct line to the chaos he was orchestrating inside me. He turned the remote again.

The vibration shifted, became a rapid, fluttering pulse. My breath caught. I squeezed my eyes shut, my nails digging into the plush armrests. Pleasure coiled, tight and hot, deep in my belly. Ethan’s thumb moved higher, his touch branding me through the fabric. The music swelled. The singer hit a piercing high note.

And I shattered.

A climax tore through me, silent and violent. My body seized, back arching off the seat. Heat flooded me, a wet, helpless rush that soaked the silk between my legs. I bit my lip hard, tasting copper, to keep from crying out. Waves of sensation rolled through me, each one making the vibrator’s work feel more intense, more unbearable. Ethan’s hand remained on my thigh, a steady, claiming weight as I rode out the storm, trembling in the dark.

The limousine ride back was a blur. I was liquid, my mind hazy with aftershocks. He didn’t speak. He just watched the city lights slide by, the remote dormant in his hand.

Back in the mansion, he didn’t lead me to his playroom. He took me to the guest suite where I’d been staying. The door clicked shut. In the silence, he turned to me.

His hands found the top of my dress. With a sharp, rending sound, he tore the silk straight down the front. He’d just destroyed a dress that cost more than my monthly rent. The ruined fabric fell from my shoulders, puddling at my feet. I stood before him, adorned only in jewelry, the vibrator still humming softly inside me.

He plucked it out, discarding it on a side table with a soft clack. His eyes burned into mine. “Tonight,” he said, his voice a rough promise, “I take all three holes.”

He undressed with swift, efficient movements. His body was a sculpture of power—broad shoulders, defined muscle, and between his legs, his erection was thick and heavy, jutting proudly from a thatch of dark hair.

He closed the distance, his heat surrounding me. His mouth crashed down on mine, a kiss that was all possession, no tenderness. I kissed him back, my hands sliding over the hard planes of his chest. He walked me backward until my knees hit the bed, and then he pushed.

I fell onto the soft duvet. He was on me in an instant, his weight pinning me, his cock pressing against my soaked entrance. He didn’t ask. He just pushed inside.

The stretch was exquisite, a burning fullness that stole my air. He set a brutal pace from the first thrust, driving into me with a force that shook the bed. Each slam of his hips pushed a choked cry from my throat. I wrapped my legs around his waist, my heels digging into his back, pulling him deeper. This. This was what I needed. To be used, to be taken, to feel so completely overwhelmed that every thought of Troy, of betrayal, of debt, was pounded into dust.

He fucked me like he was claiming territory, his rhythm relentless. I chanted his name, a broken prayer against his shoulder. My second orgasm built quickly, a tidal wave gathering force. Just as I was about to fall over the edge, he pulled out.

The sudden emptiness was a shock. He gripped my hair, guiding me up onto my knees. “Open.”

I did, and he fed his cock into my mouth. He was slick with my arousal, the taste of us both salty and intimate. He gripped the back of my head, controlling the rhythm. He fucked my face with the same driving force, sliding deep until the head brushed my throat. I gagged, tears springing to my eyes, but he didn’t relent. The submission was total, degrading, and it sent a fresh rush of heat straight to my core.

With a final, deep thrust that made my eyes water, he pulled free. He turned me onto my stomach, my face pressed into the duvet. His hand smoothed over my ass, a possessive caress. He found the base of the buttplug and pulled.

The release was a slow, stretching drag. He set it aside. I heard the slick sound of lubricant, then his fingers were there, circling, pressing. One finger slid in, preparing me. The stretch was different, sharper. I moaned into the bedding.

He positioned himself. The broad head of his cock pressed where his finger had been. He pushed.

A sharp, burning pain flared, making me cry out. He stilled, letting me adjust to the impossible fullness. Then he began to move. The burn melted, transforming into a deep, shocking pleasure that radiated through my entire body. He fucked my ass with slow, powerful strokes, each one going deeper than the last. My fingers twisted in the sheets. The angle was perfect, each thrust striking a place inside me that felt forbidden and perfect. The pleasure built, a coil of white-hot need.

“Come for me,” he growled, his hand snaking beneath me to find my clit.

That was all it took. My climax exploded, a convulsive, mind-breaking wave that had me screaming into the mattress. My body clamped around his invading length, milking him as I shook. With a rough groan, he followed, his thrusts turning jerky, frantic. I felt the hot pulse of his release filling me, marking me inside.

He stayed buried in me for a long moment, both of us breathing raggedly. Then he pulled out. I heard the soft click of the lubricant bottle again. Cool gel touched my sensitive rim, and then the familiar, solid pressure of the buttplug being pushed back inside, sealing his cum within me.

He stood. I heard the soft rustle of his clothes. Without a word, he walked to the door. It opened, then clicked shut.

I lay there, naked, jewelry cold on my skin, filled and claimed, my mind a racing, shattered thing. The only sound was my own ragged breath. What would tomorrow bring?

DAY 4

MMMF / Group Sex / Blowjob / Flogging / Ball gag / PIV Sex / Buttplug / Anal

The day felt strangely normal. We had breakfast on the terrace, the sun warm on my skin. Ethan was quiet, contemplative. When he finally spoke, his voice held a note of something I hadn’t heard before. Anticipation.

“I have a surprise for you today,” he said, setting his coffee cup down. His dark eyes held mine. “Consider it a test of your training.”

My pulse kicked. A test. My mind raced through possibilities, each more daunting than the last. He stood, offering his hand. I took it, the contact sending a familiar electric current up my arm. He led me, not upstairs, but back down the familiar hallway toward the playroom.

The door felt heavier today. He pushed it open.

Two men were already inside, waiting.

They stood by the equipment rack, dressed in dark, tailored trousers and simple shirts. One was blond, lean and sharp-featured with cool blue eyes—Sebastian. The other, Maurice, was broader, with a close-cropped beard and warm brown skin, his presence more solid, more imposing. They turned as we entered, their gazes sweeping over me with an appraisal that was clinical, yet intense.

“Wren, these are my associates, Sebastian and Maurice,” Ethan said, his hand resting possessively on the small of my back. “They’ve been… eager to meet you.”

Sebastian gave a slight, almost imperceptible nod. Maurice’s lips curved in a faint, knowing smile. A cold trickle of apprehension slid down my spine. This wasn’t a test for me. It was a demonstration. For them.

“She’ll be serving you both this afternoon,” Ethan continued, his tone conversational, as if discussing the weather. He was sharing me. The reality of it landed, a soft, heavy blow to my stomach.

I looked at him, searching his face for… I didn’t know what. A sign of regret? A joke? There was none. I found only calm expectation. He expected my obedience.

Sebastian’s eyes flickered to the leather bench in the center of the room. “Shall we?”

My throat felt tight. I swallowed. The memory of Troy’s face, pleading and weak as he traded me, flashed behind my eyes. Then it was gone, smothered by the stark reality of Ethan’s command. This was the price. This was the world I’d stepped into. A part of me recoiled. A larger, darker part… stirred.

“Yes,” I said, my voice steadier than I felt.

Ethan’s thumb stroked a tiny circle on my back. Approval. “On your knees,” he demanded.

I knelt on the cool floor. I heard the rustle of clothing, the quiet clink of belts. I didn’t look. I kept my eyes fixed on the floor. Then they were in front of me, standing close. Sebastian to my left, Maurice to my right.

Two cocks, already hard, were presented to me. Sebastian’s was long and pale, neatly trimmed. Maurice’s was thicker, darker, a heavy weight in his hand. The sheer reality of it—two—made my head spin.

“Suck,” Ethan instructed from somewhere behind me. His voice was a low command that vibrated in my bones.

I leaned forward, opening my mouth for Sebastian first. The smooth head touched my lips. I took him in, the taste of clean skin and salt filling my senses. I worked him with my tongue, my hand coming up to wrap around his base. After a few strokes, Ethan spoke again. “Switch.”

I released Sebastian, a string of saliva connecting my lip to his glistening tip, and turned to Maurice. He was thicker, stretching my lips wider. A low hum of pleasure came from his chest as I took him deeper, my other hand moving to stroke him in time with my mouth. Back to Sebastian. Then Maurice again. The rhythm was established by Ethan’s curt commands. “Switch.” “Now.”

My world narrowed to the heat and weight on my tongue, the slide of my fist, the muffled sounds of their breathing.

Then a third presence entered my field of vision. Ethan moved in front of the bench, his own cock, familiar and formidable, nudging against my cheek. “Don’t stop,” he murmured.

Now there were three. A dizzying array of flesh and heat. I took Ethan into my mouth, my head bobbing on his length while my hands continued their work on Sebastian and Maurice. I was an instrument, played by three masters. The room filled with the wet, rhythmic sounds of my efforts, the soft groans from the men. My jaw ached. My mind emptied of everything but the task—pleasing, serving, being used. A deep, shameless heat pooled between my legs.

After what felt like an eternity of this, Ethan pulled himself from my mouth with a soft pop. “Enough of that. Stand up.”

I stood on shaky legs. Ethan guided me to the bench. The cool leather met my thighs as I bent over it, my upper body resting on the padded surface. The glass plug inside me shifted, a stark reminder of my place. I gripped the edges, my knuckles white.

Sebastian and Maurice had moved to the rack. They returned, each holding a flogger—leather falls, supple and many-tailed. They took positions on either side of me.

The first strike came from Sebastian, a series of sharp, stinging lashes across my upper back. I gasped, my skin singing. Before I could recover, Maurice’s flogger landed on the backs of my thighs, a heavier, thudding impact that reverberated deep into the muscle.

They began an alternating rhythm, a symphony of pain. Sebastian’s falls were precise, biting. Maurice’s were broader, more thunderous. The sensations crashed over me—sharp sting, deep ache, the heat of my own blood rushing to the surface. I clenched my teeth, a low moan escaping with each hit.

A particularly heavy strike from Maurice caught me across the shoulder blades. A sharp cry was torn from my throat.

Immediately, Ethan was behind me. A hand fisted in my hair, pulling my head back. Something smooth and solid pressed against my lips. A red ball gag. “Open,” he ordered, his voice in my ear. I did, and he pushed the rubber sphere past my teeth, buckling the strap tightly at the back of my head. My cries were reduced to muffled grunts.

The flogging continued. The pain blurred, transforming into a radiant, all-consuming warmth. My skin felt alive, electric. My thoughts dissolved into a haze of sensation.

The floggers stopped. Strong hands gripped my hips, turning me. Sebastian moved behind me, his body pressing against my sore back. I felt the slick head of his cock press against my entrance, already wet and eager from the torment. He pushed inside with a single, deep thrust.

The fullness was a shock after the focused pain. He fucked me with a hard, driving rhythm, his fingers digging into the tender flesh of my hips. Each thrust jolted the plug in my ass, sending dual shocks of pleasure-pain through my core. The gag stifled my screams, turning them into desperate, animal sounds. My climax began to build, a tight coil at the base of my spine, fed by the relentless friction and the lingering sting on my skin.

Sebastian’s pace grew frantic. With a choked groan, he slammed into me, his body stiffening. I felt the hot, sudden rush of his release filling me. He held himself there for a moment, panting, before pulling out.

I was barely given a second to breathe. Maurice was there, his larger frame crowding Sebastian out. His hands on me were hotter, his touch more possessive. The thick head of his cock pressed against my well-used opening, now slick with Sebastian’s cum. He pushed.

The stretch was immense. A raw, burning fullness that made me see stars behind my closed eyelids. He was bigger, stretching me to a new limit. He set a slower, more deliberate pace than Sebastian, each deep, grinding thrust making my knees buckle. The plug shifted with his movement, rubbing a spot inside me that made my vision blur. My muffled cries were constant now, a stream of wanton need against the rubber gag.

He fucked me like he was carving a place for himself, his grip on my hips bruising. When his end came, it was with a deep, guttural sound. He drove in to the hilt, pulsing, his release adding to the wet heat already inside me.

He stepped back. I sagged against the bench, supported only by my trembling arms, filled and dripping.

Then Ethan was there. His hands were on my ass, spreading me. I heard the slick sound of the plug being removed, the cool air a shock on my stretched rim. He didn’t bother with more lubricant; I was soaked, open. The broad head of his cock pressed against that forbidden entrance.

He pushed in.

The invasion was familiar yet shocking every time. A deep, burning stretch that stole the air from my lungs. He seated himself fully, a low groan escaping him. Then he began to move.

He fucked my ass with a controlled, powerful rhythm, each stroke going deeper than the last. The pain was a bright, sharp edge that quickly melted into a pleasure so profound it felt like oblivion. With both my other holes freshly used and dripping, the sensation of being taken here, in the most intimate way, felt like total ownership. My body was his playground, his to use and share.

The coil inside me, wound tight by the floggers and the two cocks before his, finally snapped. An orgasm ripped through me, violent and consuming. My ass clenched around his invading length, rhythmic spasms that milked him. I screamed into the gag, my body convulsing.

With a final, deep thrust, he followed. I felt the hot jet of his release, marking me in the deepest place. He stayed buried in me, his breathing ragged against my neck.

Slowly, he pulled out. I heard the soft click of the lube bottle. Cool gel, then the firm, stretching pressure as he pushed the plug back inside, sealing his claim.

He unbuckled the gag, letting it fall to the floor. I gulped in air, my body trembling violently.

Sebastian and Maurice were already dressing, their movements efficient, silent. With a nod to Ethan, they left the room. The door clicked shut, leaving us alone in the sudden quiet.

Ethan turned me around. His fingers tilted my chin up, forcing my tear-streaked, overwhelmed face to meet his gaze. He studied me for a long moment, then brushed a thumb over my swollen lips.

“You did exceptionally well,” he said, his voice quiet, final.

A strange, warm glow spread through my battered body. Praise. I had pleased him. The fear, the shame, the shock—it all condensed into that single, glowing ember of satisfaction.

He helped me stand, his arm around my waist supporting my shaky legs. As he led me from the playroom, the truth settled into my bones, cold and clear as the glass inside me.

I was becoming completely his. And the most terrifying part was the part that wasn’t terrified at all.

DAY 5

MMMMMF / Bondage / Restraints / Flogging / Dildo / Blowjob / Bukkake / PIV Sex

The lunch was a silent, exquisite torture. Ethan’s chef had outdone himself—seared tuna that melted on the tongue, roasted vegetables crisp and sweet, a chilled white wine that tasted like expensive sunlight. I barely tasted any of it. The words I needed to say sat in my throat, thick and suffocating.

Ethan watched me over the rim of his glass. His gaze was calm, assessing, as it always was. The silence stretched. I set my fork down, the clink against the fine china absurdly loud.

“I don’t want to go back.”

The words fell into the space between us, clumsy and raw. His eyebrow lifted, just a fraction.

“To Troy,” I clarified, my voice gaining a desperate strength. “I don’t want to go back to him. I’m… I’m falling for you, Ethan.”

There. It was out. A confession born from a week of seismic pleasure, of being remade under his hands. A confession that felt terrifyingly true.

For a long moment, he said nothing. He took a slow sip of wine, placed the glass down with precise care. When he looked at me again, his expression held a faint surprise, but it was edged with something colder. Something final.

“I’ve enjoyed having you as my plaything, Wren. You’re responsive. You learn quickly.” His voice was flat, clinical. “But what you’re talking about requires a level of submission you haven’t yet achieved. You need more training.”

The air left my lungs. Plaything. The word was a slap. “I can do it,” I rushed out, leaning forward. “I can submit. Fully. Just give me a chance. Please.”

He studied me, his dark eyes missing nothing—the tremor in my hands, the shine of desperate tears I refused to shed. “You have two more days,” he said finally. “Prove it.”

He stood, the motion dismissing me. The lunch, the confession, me. “I have calls to make. I’ll come for you this afternoon.”

He walked out, leaving me alone with the ruins of the beautiful meal. The hope I’d nurtured curdled into a sharp, acidic shame. Troy didn’t love me. And to Ethan, this was just a game.

I stumbled back to the guest suite. The moment the door closed, the dam broke. A sob ripped from my chest. I fell onto the bed, burying my face in the pillow, the expensive linen soaking up my silent, heaving tears. Stupid. So stupid. I’d traded one man who saw me as a currency for another who saw me as a toy for his temporary amusement.

The afternoon bled away in a gray haze of misery. When the door opened again, I was hollow-eyed, my face puffy. Ethan stood there, immaculate in black trousers and a simple gray shirt. He looked at my ravaged face with no more concern than if he’d noticed a smudge on the window.

“Come,” he said. “Here is your chance to impress me.”

He led me back to the playroom. My heart was a trapped bird beating against my ribs. He opened the door.

Four men stood inside.

They were all different—one lean and wiry, another broad and heavily muscled, a third tall with a sharp gaze, the last older, with silver at his temples. They were dressed casually, but their attention, the way their eyes locked onto me, was anything but casual. A low murmur of conversation died as we entered.

“Gentlemen,” Ethan said, his hand returning to the small of my back. “This is Wren. She wishes to demonstrate her commitment.”

My skin went cold. Then hot. Four pairs of eyes tracked me as Ethan led me to the center, to the two familiar chains hanging from the ceiling. He took my wrists, lifting them. The leather cuffs were cold before they tightened. The mechanism whirred, and I was pulled up, arms stretched high, body taut and offered. The glass plug inside me felt heavier than ever.

Ethan walked to the rack. He selected a flogger, its falls long and supple. He tested the weight in his hand, then turned to face me.

The first strike was a warning shot across my shoulder blades. A bright, stinging kiss. I gasped.

The second landed lower, on the curve of my ass. A sharper bite.

Then he began in earnest. The blows fell in a rhythmic rain—across my back, my ass, the backs of my thighs. The pain was immediate, a symphony of sharp snaps and deep, thudding impacts that shuddered through my bones. I cried out, my body swaying against the chains. The men watched, their expressions shifting from casual interest to focused amusement. I heard a low chuckle.

The flogging wasn’t about punishment. It was a spectacle. A breaking down of my last walls of privacy, of self. Each strike peeled a layer away, until only raw, exposed nerve remained. My skin burned, alive and singing. Tears streamed down my face, but they were silent now. I was disappearing into the sensation.

He stopped. My entire backside felt like one huge, throbbing heartbeat. Ethan put the flogger aside. He returned with something else—a dildo, massive and veined, slick with lubricant.

He positioned himself behind me. I felt the broad, silicone head press against my soaked, tender entrance. He pushed.

The stretch was immense, unreal. A choked scream tore from my throat as he filled me, the huge toy invading me with relentless pressure. He worked it in and out, a brutal, stretching rhythm that had my toes scraping the floor. The plug in my ass shifted with each thrust, creating a dizzying double fullness. The men were closer now, their hands moving over their own bodies, stroking themselves through their clothes as they watched.

The friction, the shame, the overwhelming sensation sparked a fire in my gut. It built, a coil of pure, desperate need. With a final, deep grind of the toy against a spot that made my vision flash white, I came. A gush of hot release slicked my inner thighs, soaking the toy, dripping onto the floor below me. My body convulsed in the chains, a helpless, shuddering mess.

Ethan pulled the toy out with a wet, obscene sound. He released the cuffs. My arms fell, numb and heavy. I stumbled, but his hand on my elbow steadied me.

“On your knees,” he instructed, his voice low. “Suck them.”

I dropped to the cool floor. The first man, the wiry one, was already in front of me, his cock freed, long and thick. I opened my mouth. He didn’t wait, pushing himself past my lips. He was huge, and I gagged immediately, tears springing back to my eyes. He set a fast, punishing pace, using my mouth with a grunting focus. The taste of him, salt and skin, filled my senses. His hands fisted in my hair, holding me still as he fucked my throat. With a sharp cry, he pulled out, his release striping my cheeks, my chin, my lips in hot, sudden spurts.

I was gasping, cum slick on my face, when the second man, the broad one, took his place. His cock was even thicker. I took him deep, my throat straining, learning the rhythm he wanted. He groaned, his hips pumping. “That’s it, take it all.” He came with a roar, painting my face anew, the hot jets splattering across my forehead, my nose, dripping onto my chest, coating my trembling breasts.

The third man, the tall one, was the biggest yet. He didn’t bother with finesse. He grabbed my head and drove his cock into my mouth, fucking my face with hard, deep strokes that made me choke and splutter. Tears and saliva mixed with the cum on my skin. His finish was a torrent, drenching my hair, my face, my neck.

Dazed, covered in a slick, cooling mask of their release, I turned to the last man, the older one. He smiled, a gentle, almost pitying curve of his lips. His cock was heavy in my hand. I took him into my mouth, my movements slow, exhausted. He let me set the pace, stroking my hair as I worked him. His climax was a warm, pulsing flood that joined the others, adding to the mess that coated me from hairline to navel.

I knelt there, a used, glistening thing, barely able to see through the sticky film.

Ethan’s hands lifted me. He placed me on my back on the leather bench. He positioned himself between my spread legs, his own cock hard and eager. He slid into my well-used pussy with a single, deep stroke. The feeling of him, real and hot, after the toys and the other men, was a shocking relief. He fucked me hard, his thrusts powerful and claiming, each one jolting my sensitive, cum-slicked body.

“Look at you,” he growled, his eyes burning into mine. “My perfect, filthy girl.”

His pace turned frantic. With a final, driving thrust, he pulled out, his release erupting over my stomach and breasts in hot, possessive stripes, mixing with the mess already there.

The men were gone, the door clicking shut behind them. The only sound was our ragged breathing. Ethan looked down at me, his gaze traveling over the canvas of their release and his own.

“You exceeded my expectations,” he said, his voice rough with something that might have been awe. “Go. Clean up.”

DAY 6

MF / Blowjob / Sex Swing / Fingering / PIV Sex / Anal

The silence in the guest suite was absolute, and in that quiet, my thoughts roared. The ache between my legs, the faint sting across my back, the persistent fullness of the glass plug—they were all echoes of Ethan. Of a pleasure so deep it felt like truth. Troy’s face, his pleading eyes when he sold me, floated behind my own closed lids. A week ago, that memory would have shattered me. Now, it just felt… distant. A faded photograph from someone else’s life.

A sharp knock at the front door jolted me from the bed.

I heard Ethan’s calm footsteps cross the sitting room. The door opened. Muffled voices. Then one I’d know anywhere, cracked with panic.

“Please. Ethan. I made a mistake. A huge mistake. I want her back. I can’t… I can’t go another day without her.”

Troy.

My breath froze in my chest. He was here. He was begging. For me.

A wild, foolish hope flared. Maybe he did love me. Maybe this nightmare had shocked him into changing. My heart hammered against my ribs. I found myself moving, my bare feet silent on the cool floor. I paused at the bedroom doorway, peering into the living area.

Ethan stood like a statue, blocking most of the view. Then he shifted slightly.

I saw Troy. His clothes were rumpled, his hair a mess. His pale blue eyes were wide, red-rimmed. They scanned the room, landed on me in the shadows of the doorway.

His expression collapsed.

Horror. Pure, unadulterated horror. It washed over his face, draining the color from his cheeks. His gaze traveled over my naked body—the faint, darkening bruises from the floggers on my back and thighs, the love bite on my breast, the general air of someone who had been thoroughly, repeatedly used.

“Wren…” His voice was a broken whisper.

He pushed past Ethan, who let him pass with a slight, dismissive tilt of his head. Troy rushed to me, his hand shooting out to grab my wrist. His grip was familiar, tight. “We’re leaving. Right now. Get your things.”

I didn’t move. His touch, which once sent sparks through me, now felt like a shackle. I looked from his desperate face to Ethan’s. Ethan watched, his dark eyes unreadable, a faint, almost imperceptible curve on his lips.

“Wren, come on,” Troy pleaded, tugging my arm.

I pulled my wrist free. The movement was small, but it felt monumental. “No.”

He stared, bewildered. “What? No? Look at you! Look what he’s done to you!”

“You did this,” I said, my voice quiet but clear. “You sold me to pay for your mistakes.”

“I was desperate! I wasn’t thinking! I love you!” His words tumbled out, practiced. I’d heard them before, after every lost bet, every empty promise.

“I don’t think you do,” I heard myself say. The truth of it settled in my gut, cold and solid. “How do you love me? By stealing from me? Lying to me? You don’t love me. You love gambling, and that will never change.”

His face crumpled. “So what? You want to stay with him?” He jabbed a finger toward Ethan, his voice dripping with disgust.

I glanced at Ethan. His powerful frame, his commanding silence. The memory of his touch, his praise, the world-shattering releases he pulled from my body. “I don’t know about Ethan,” I admitted. “But I know I don’t want to be with you.”

The words hung in the air. Troy looked at me as if I’d struck him. His shoulders slumped. The fight drained out of him, leaving a shell of the intense, passionate man I’d fallen for. He took a stumbling step back, his eyes glazing over with a dejection so complete it was painful to see. Without another word, he turned and walked out. The door clicked shut behind him with a terrible finality.

The room was silent again. Ethan’s gaze was on me, heavy and assessing. He closed the distance between us in two strides. His fingers came under my chin, tilting my face up. He searched my eyes for a long moment.

“Well done,” he murmured. The praise was a warm shock, flooding the cold hollow Troy had left behind. His thumb brushed my lower lip. “That required strength you didn’t know you had.”

He took my hand. Not with Troy’s frantic grip, but with a firm, possessive certainty. He led me out of the suite, down the familiar hall. Not to the main playroom, but to a smaller, adjacent chamber I hadn’t seen before. The centerpiece was a complex apparatus of black straps and chains—a sex swing, suspended from a heavy ceiling mount.

My pulse jumped, a fresh thrill chasing away the last remnants of doubt.

Ethan positioned me in front of him. His hands went to his belt, the snick of the buckle loud in the quiet room. He pushed his trousers and briefs down, freeing his cock. It was already hard, thick and demanding. He guided me to my knees with a gentle pressure on my shoulder.

I didn’t need further instruction. I leaned forward, taking him into my mouth. The taste of him, clean skin and salt, was familiar now. Welcome. I lavished attention on the broad head, tracing the vein with my tongue before taking him deeper. My hands came up to cradle his hips. I sucked him with a fervent eagerness, wanting to please, to erase everything that wasn’t this moment, him, my mouth on him. His low groan was my reward.

After a few minutes, his hands fisted in my hair, not to pull, but to still me. “Enough,” he said, his voice rough. “Up.”

He helped me stand, then guided me to the swing. He arranged the straps with efficient hands, securing them behind my thighs and around my waist until I was cradled, suspended, my weight supported, my body open and presented to him. My heart hammered with a mixture of vulnerability and sheer anticipation.

He stepped between my dangling legs. His fingers found my core, sliding through my wetness with a clinical, possessive touch. He pushed two fingers inside me, curling them, stretching me. A soft moan escaped my lips. He worked me until I was dripping, my hips pushing down against his hand.

Then he replaced his fingers with the head of his cock.

He pushed into my pussy with a single, deep, relentless thrust. The swing took my weight, allowing him to bury himself to the hilt in a way that made me gasp. The angle was incredible. Each inward stroke rubbed a spot deep inside me that made stars burst behind my eyelids.

He held the straps near my hips, using them for leverage. He began to fuck me in a steady, penetrating rhythm. Each thrust sent the swing rocking, which only drove him deeper on the next stroke. The world narrowed to the slick, hot friction of his cock pistoning into me, the creak of the straps, the slap of skin. My cries were continuous, breathy little sounds of overwhelming pleasure.

“You take me so beautifully,” he growled, his pace increasing. “This perfect, greedy cunt.”

His words pushed me higher. I was hurtling toward the edge, my muscles tightening. Just as I felt the first flutter of my climax, he stopped. He pulled out, leaving me empty and gasping.

I felt his hand at the base of my spine, the cool touch of lubricant. Then the firm pressure as he worked the glass plug free. The sudden emptiness there felt vast. Before I could process it, his cockhead, slick from my pussy and fresh lube, pressed against that tighter ring of muscle.

He pushed.

The stretch was a bright, burning ache that stole my breath. He pressed forward, inch by incredible inch, until he was fully seated in my ass. The fullness was staggering, overwhelming. He gave me a moment to adjust, his hands gripping my hips.

Then he began to move.

He fucked my ass with that same deep, measured rhythm, each stroke a claiming that resonated through my entire body. One of his hands slipped around my hip, his fingers finding my clit. He rubbed slow, tight circles exactly where I needed it.

The dual sensation was too much. The deep, filling stretch in my ass and the sharp, focused pleasure on my clit collided. My orgasm erupted without warning, a violent, consuming wave that tore a scream from my throat. My ass clenched around his invading length, rhythmic, desperate spasms that gripped him like a fist.

The feeling of my tight channel milking him triggered his own release. With a low, guttural groan, he drove in deep and came. I felt the hot, pulsing jets filling me, marking me in that most intimate place. He stayed there, buried inside me, as we both shuddered through the aftershocks.

Slowly, carefully, he pulled out. He replaced the buttplug, before helping me from the swing, my legs buckling. He caught me, his arm strong around my waist. I felt the thick trickle of his release escaping past the plug, down my thigh.

Without a word, he led me from the room, back toward the stairs. My mind was a blissful blank, my body humming with satisfaction. I leaned into him, my ass full of his cum, my skin singing from his possession.

As we reached the top of the stairs, a single, clear thought pierced the haze. I want this. I want to be his. Always. I looked up at his profile, searching for any hint of what he was thinking, what came next. His face was a mask of calm control.

He glanced down at me, his dark eyes impossible to read. “To bed,” he said simply, his voice calm and collected.

I walked on unsteady legs to the ensuite bathroom, my mind a white-noise hum of exhaustion and a strange, glowing pride. I turned the shower on, the water steaming hot. As I stepped under the spray, the first rivulets cutting through the dried cum on my skin, my thoughts spun in a frantic, chaotic whirl. I’d made my choice. I’d ended it with Troy. Now, would Ethan choose me?

DAY 7

MMMMMMMF / Group Sex / Gangbang / Blowjob / PIV Sex / Anal / Double Penetration

I woke with a dry mouth and a heavy dread in my stomach. I hadn’t slept, just stared at the ceiling, tracing the patterns of light and shadow until dawn. My last day. The thought was a cold stone in my gut. Would he send me away? The memory of other hands, other bodies, flitted through my mind—Sebastian, Maurice, the four strangers. They were echoes. Only Ethan’s touch felt real, essential. Without it, I’d be empty. A shell.

The door opened. Ethan stood there, already dressed in dark trousers and a crisp white shirt, his expression unreadable. My heart squeezed tight.

“Today is your final test,” he said, his voice calm as still water. He entered, carrying a small, black garment bag. He laid it on the bed. “If you pass, you stay. You become mine, completely. If you fail, you leave. We are done.”

My breath caught. Stay. The word was a lifeline. “What’s the test?”

A faint, almost imperceptible smile touched his lips. He unzipped the bag. Inside was an outfit—if you could call it that. Two narrow strips of sheer black lace meant to cover my nipples, connected by a thin string. A matching G-string, just a scrap of fabric. A pair of impossibly high black heels. That was all.

“Put it on.”

My fingers trembled as I undressed. The lace was cool and scratchy against my skin. The G-string settled into the cleft of my ass, doing nothing to hide me. The heels made my legs look long, unstable. I felt utterly exposed, more than naked.

Ethan looked me over, his gaze a physical sweep. He nodded once. “Good. Come.”

He didn’t touch me as we walked through the quiet mansion, out to the garage where a sleek, black car waited. The drive was silent. My mind raced. A test. What could be worse than what I’d already done? The car slid to a stop under a glittering hotel awning. My throat closed.

Ethan led me through the private elevator, his hand firm on my back. The doors opened directly into a vast living area, all glass and pale marble. Six men stood there, holding crystal tumblers of amber liquid. They were all older, polished, wearing suits that cost more than my life. Their eyes landed on me, and the low conversation died.

“Gentlemen,” Ethan said, his voice cutting through the quiet. “This is Wren. She’s here for your entertainment.”

A collective murmur, thick with anticipation. Ethan turned to me. “You will service them. All of them. However they wish. Your only task is to please. Do you understand?”

I looked at the circle of wealthy, hungry faces. My stomach twisted. But then I looked at Ethan. His dark eyes held mine, waiting. Prove it. I swallowed, my mouth dust-dry. “Yes.”

“Good girl.”

He stepped behind me. His hands went to the strings of my flimsy top. He untied them. The lace fell away. Cool air kissed my bare nipples, tightening them instantly. He hooked his thumbs in the sides of the G-string and pulled it down my legs. I stepped out of it, standing there in only the heels, my skin flushing under their combined gaze. Ethan’s fingers found the glass plug. He worked it free. The sensation of removal, the sudden empty ache, made me gasp.

He stepped back, folding my discarded things into his pocket. I was utterly bare.

The men moved in.

Hands. Everywhere. Calloused palms and soft, manicured fingers grabbed my breasts, squeezed, pinched my nipples. They cupped my ass, slid between my legs, probing. I was passed between them, a toy being examined. My skin burned with shame, but beneath it, a treacherous heat ignited. For him. Do it for him.

A man with silver hair and sharp eyes stepped in front of me. He unzipped his trousers, freeing a thick, veined cock. He didn’t speak, just guided my head down with a hand on my nape.

I opened my mouth.

The taste of clean skin and expensive cologne filled my senses. I took him in, my tongue working the underside. Another man appeared at my side, pressing his cock against my cheek. I reached for him, my hand wrapping around his hot length, stroking in time with the motions of my mouth. A third pushed against my other hand. I took him too, my fists pumping two different rhythms.

Cocks surrounded me. The air smelled of musk and whiskey. I lost count, lost sense of who was who. A hand fisted in my hair, pulling my head forward onto a new thickness. This one was bigger. He fucked my face with hard, deep strokes, hitting the back of my throat until tears blurred my vision and spit dripped down my chin. I gagged, but the hand held me firm. He groaned, his hips snapping, and then pulled out, his release spurting in hot stripes across my face.

Before I could wipe it away, strong arms lifted me. The world tilted. I was tossed onto the massive bed, my body sinking into the duvet. I looked for Ethan. He stood near the window, silhouetted against the city lights, watching. He gave a single, slow nod.

Two men climbed onto the bed with me. They bent their heads, sucking roughly on my nipples, the wet pulls sending sharp jolts to my core. A third man, heavy and bearded, pushed my legs apart. He positioned himself, the broad head of his cock pressing against my entrance. I was wet, impossibly wet. He shoved inside.

The stretch was immediate, filling. He fucked me with powerful, grunting thrusts, each one driving the air from my lungs. I moaned, the sound raw and wanton. The feeling of being used, so openly, so completely, fanned the heat in my belly into a blaze. He pounded into me, his pace relentless, and with a sharp cry, he buried himself deep, his release flooding me with sudden, wet heat.

He pulled out. Another man was there instantly. He slid into my slick, used channel without hesitation. His rhythm was different, deeper, harder. Each thrust made the bedframe creak. His hands gripped my hips, his fingers digging in. I was just a body, a hole being filled, and the sheer anonymity of it pushed me higher. He came with a shudder, adding to the mess between my legs.

The third man rolled me onto my hands and knees. He entered me from behind, his cock spearing my pussy at a new, devastating angle. He fucked me like an animal, his balls slapping against my clit with every drive. Just as I felt my climax teetering on the edge, he pulled out. Hot cum splashed across my lower back, dripping down the curve of my spine.

A fourth man’s fingers, slick with lube, found my asshole. He probed, one finger, then two, stretching me open. I cried out, the sensation a bright, shocking burn. Then the blunt pressure of his cockhead replaced his fingers. He pushed.

The invasion was brutal, overwhelming. He didn’t go slow. He shoved himself inside my tight passage, the burn making me sob. But as he began to move, pounding into my ass with deep, punishing strokes, the pain twisted, morphing into a pleasure so intense it bordered on pain. He owned me, claimed this most private part. His climax was a hot, pulsing flood inside me, and I felt it, every jet.

He collapsed aside. A fifth man lay back on the pillows. “Ride me,” he commanded, his voice thick.

I crawled over him, positioning his thick cock at my entrance. I sank down, taking him all at once. The fullness made me gasp. I bounced, my thighs burning, his hands gripping my waist, guiding me. Then I felt a sixth presence behind me. The head of another cock pressed against my ass, still loose and wet from the last man.

He pushed.

They both filled me at once.

The double penetration stole my breath. I was stretched beyond belief, stuffed full, every nerve ending screaming. The man beneath me thrust upward, the one behind me hammered into my ass. The sensations collided, a riot of friction and pressure and raw, electric pleasure. I looked over, my eyes finding Ethan’s.

He had moved closer. He unzipped his own trousers, freeing his cock. He stepped to the edge of the bed, stroking himself. He brought the head to my lips.

I opened my mouth, taking him in just as the two men pounding into me found a synchronous rhythm. The world dissolved into pure, animal sensation. The thrusts, the fullness, the taste of Ethan on my tongue—it all coalesced into a white-hot point of need.

My orgasm detonated. It ripped through me, violent and total, my body clamping down on the two invading cocks in helpless, rhythmic spasms. As I convulsed, Ethan’s hand moved faster on his shaft. With a low groan, he pulled from my mouth and his release erupted over my face—hot stripes across my cheeks, my closed eyelids, my parted lips.

The men inside me followed, their own climaxes triggering fresh pulses deep in my core.

Then, silence. Heavy breathing. The smell of sex and sweat and luxury.

The men pulled out, one by one, dressing wordlessly. They left, nodding to Ethan. The door clicked shut.

Ethan looked down at me. I was a wreck, covered in drying cum, my body throbbing, spent. He tossed the scrap of black lace and the G-string onto the bed beside me. “Get dressed.” He picked up the buttplug. “And put this inside you.”

My movements were slow, mechanical. I slid the buttplug into my ass which was slick with cum. The lace felt abrasive against my sensitive skin. The G-string was damp. I didn’t care. I followed him out, through the elevator, through the glittering lobby. I was aware of stares, of shocked whispers. Cum streaked my thighs, my stomach. A trickle leaked from my pussy, staining the inside of the lace. I kept my chin up, my eyes on Ethan’s back.

The car ride was quiet. The city lights blurred past. My body ached in a hundred glorious ways.

When we entered the mansion’s foyer, Ethan finally turned to me. He studied my face, my disheveled hair, the evidence of my ordeal.

“You passed,” he said, the words simple, final.

A rush of relief, of dizzying joy, swamped me. I could stay.

“Come.” He led me to his study. From a locked drawer, he withdrew a box. Inside, on black velvet, lay a collar. It was exquisite—thin bands of dark leather, intricately woven, set with a single, square-cut emerald that matched the jewels he’d given me before. It was not a restraint. It was a masterpiece. A claim.

He lifted it. “This signifies you are mine. My property. My submissive. Do you accept?”

Tears pricked my eyes. I nodded, unable to speak.

He fastened it around my neck. The leather was soft, supple. The emerald rested cool against my throat. He adjusted it, his fingers brushing my skin, then tilted my chin up.

“You are mine, Wren.”

6 MONTHS LATER

MF / Public / Fingering / Bondage / Food Play / Spit in Mouth / Blowjob / PIV Sex / Anal

Six months settled like fine dust over my old life, obscuring it until it was just a faded, unpleasant smudge. I touched the leather at my throat, my fingertips tracing the smooth lines and the cool, solid weight of the emerald. My collar. My certainty. It was the most beautiful thing I’d ever owned.

When Ethan told me to pack a suitcase, I did so without a word, a flutter of excitement in my chest. He watched from the doorway of our—no, his—bedroom, his dark eyes tracking my movements. The drive to the airport was smooth, the city blurring past the tinted windows. I didn’t ask where we were going. The not-knowing was part of the thrill.

We boarded the private jet. The cabin was all soft leather and quiet luxury. Ethan guided me to a wide seat by the window. As the engines whined to life, he shrugged out of his tailored jacket and draped it over my lap, his movements casual.

His hand slid beneath the hem of my skirt.

My breath caught. I stared out the window at the ground crew, my cheeks heating. His fingers found the lace of my panties, pushed them aside. The first touch of his skin against my bare flesh sent a jolt straight to my core. He began to stroke me, slow, deliberate circles that made my thighs tense. I bit my lip, forcing my face to remain neutral. A flight attendant moved past with a polite smile. I nodded, a tight, ridiculous gesture.

Ethan’s finger dipped inside me, curling. A soft, wet sound, muffled by his jacket and the hum of the plane. My hips twitched, seeking more pressure. He added a second finger, stretching me, his thumb maintaining that maddening rhythm on my clit. Pleasure coiled, tight and urgent. I squeezed my eyes shut, my knuckles white on the armrests. The vibration of the aircraft seemed to sync with the throbbing between my legs.

“Quiet,” he murmured, his lips close to my ear. His breath was warm. His fingers worked faster, deeper.

A strangled gasp escaped me. I pressed my forehead against the cool window. The world outside tilted as the plane lifted off. Inside, I was tilting too, falling into a spiral of sensation. The scrape of his knuckles, the slick glide of his fingers, the building, unbearable tension—it crested without warning. My climax crashed over me, a silent, convulsive wave that tightened every muscle. I shuddered, my inner walls clenching around his invading fingers, a hot rush of release slicking his hand. I rode it out, trembling, until he slowly withdrew his hand from under the jacket. He brought his glistening fingers to his lips, tasting me, his gaze holding mine.

“We’re going to Paris,” he said simply.

—

The hotel suite overlooked the Seine, the city lights glittering like scattered diamonds. A silver bucket held champagne, and a porcelain bowl was piled with perfect, ruby-red strawberries.

Ethan turned to me. “Undress.”

I obeyed, letting my clothes pool on the ornate rug. He picked up my sheer nylon stockings. He didn’t speak as he took my wrist, looping the fine material around it, then securing it to the elaborate scrollwork of the bedpost. He did the same with the other. I was stretched, open, my arms at a slight, vulnerable angle.

He popped the champagne cork with a soft pop. The golden liquid fizzed as he poured a slow, cold stream onto my stomach. I flinched at the shock. He bent his head, his tongue lapping the rivulets from my navel, following the trail down to the thatch of dark hair. The contrast of cold champagne and his hot mouth was dizzying. He gathered a mouthful, then leaned over me. His lips met mine. He kissed me, hard, and the cold, effervescent liquid passed from his mouth to mine. “Swallow,” he commanded. I did, the taste of him and the champagne and me all mixed together.

Next, he selected a strawberry. He held it before my eyes, then trailed it down my body. The cool, bumpy skin grazed my nipple, making it peak. He continued down, over my trembling belly, and then he pressed it firmly against my slit. He rubbed the fruit against me, coating it in my arousal. The sensation was bizarre, exquisite—the sweet scent of berry mixing with my own musk. He brought it back to my lips. “Taste.”

I opened my mouth. He placed the strawberry on my tongue. I took a bite. The burst of sweetness, underscored by the tang of my own juices, was profoundly intimate. I chewed, swallowed, my eyes locked on his.

He unfastened his trousers, freeing his cock. It was already thick and hard. He climbed onto the bed, kneeling over my face. He didn’t ask. He guided himself to my lips. I opened, taking him in. He pushed deep, immediately, the head bumping the back of my throat. I relaxed my jaw, letting him set a slow, deep rhythm. He fucked my mouth with possessive strokes, my saliva slicking his length. I breathed through my nose, the musky scent of him filling my senses. He went deeper, and I gagged, tears springing to my eyes. He pulled back, then pushed in again, my throat working around him.

After a few minutes of this, he withdrew. He moved down my body, positioning himself between my spread legs. The head of his cock nudged my entrance, wet and ready. He pushed inside with a single, deep thrust that punched the air from my lungs. He filled me completely, stretching me in the best way. He braced his hands on the bed, his hips pulling back and then driving forward.

The pace was hard, relentless. Each thrust jolted through me, friction building a fire in my belly. My moans were continuous, broken sounds. The stockings bit into my wrists, anchoring me to the sensation. He fucked me like he was claiming something, his gaze dark and focused on where our bodies joined.

Suddenly, he stopped. He leaned over, his fingers working at the knots on the bedposts. The stockings went slack. He pulled my wrists free, the blood rushing back with a pleasant tingle. “On your hands and knees,” he said, his voice rough.

I scrambled to obey. The mattress dipped as he moved behind me. One hand gripped my hip, the other guided his cock. He pressed it against my other entrance.

He pushed.

The initial stretch was a bright, burning ring of pressure. I cried out, my back arching. He didn’t stop. He pressed forward, inch by searing inch, until he was fully sheathed in my ass. The fullness was overwhelming, a deep, claiming ache. He held still for a moment, letting me adjust to the invasion.

Then he moved.

His thrusts were slow at first, each one a deliberate, grinding conquest. The burn began to transform, melting into a deep, radiating pleasure that echoed through my entire pelvis. He reached around, his fingers finding my clit, swollen and desperate. He rubbed tight, fast circles as he fucked my ass with increasing speed.

The dual sensations collided. The deep, filling stretch in my back passage and the sharp, electric focus on my clit became one overwhelming tide. It gathered, crested, and broke. My orgasm tore through me with a violence that made me scream. My ass muscles clenched rhythmically around his invading length, milking him, pulling him deeper.

The feeling of my tight channel spasming around him triggered his release. With a guttural groan, he slammed into me, burying himself to the hilt. I felt the hot, pulsing jets filling me, marking me inside. He stayed there, pulsing, as we both shuddered through the aftershocks.

He pulled out slowly. I collapsed onto my side, spent, a trickle of his release leaking down my thigh. He lay down behind me, pulling me against his chest. His arm wrapped around me, his hand resting possessively over my stomach.

I nestled back into him, his heat surrounding me. The jeweled collar was cool against my skin. I had never been happier. This was where I belonged. This was my man. My future stretched before us, dark and glittering and entirely his.
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