
        
            
                
            
        

    
Chapter 1: The Proposition

The evening had started like any other Wednesday. Marcus sat cross-legged on their worn leather couch, the one they'd bought together from that estate sale in midtown three years ago, scrolling through his phone while Vanessa unpacked containers of Thai food on their coffee table. The apartment smelled like lemongrass and basil, mixed with the faint vanilla scent of the candle she'd lit earlier—one of those expensive ones from the boutique downtown that she insisted were worth the ridiculous price tag.

"Extra peanut sauce?" she asked, holding up a small plastic container.

"You know it." Marcus set his phone aside, reaching for the pad thai container. His stomach growled appreciatively. They'd both worked late—him at the architecture firm, her at the marketing agency—and takeout had become their Wednesday ritual. Easy. Comfortable. The kind of domestic routine that made him think about rings and mortgages and forever.

Vanessa settled beside him, close enough that their thighs touched, and picked up her own container. She was still in her work clothes—charcoal slacks that hugged her curves and a crimson blouse she'd unbuttoned just enough to be distracting. Her dark hair was pulled back in a ponytail that had gone slightly messy throughout the day, a few strands framing her face. She looked gorgeous and professional and somehow dangerous all at once, though Marcus couldn't quite put his finger on why that last part registered.

They ate in companionable silence for a few minutes, the TV playing some cooking competition neither of them was really watching. Marcus was mid-bite when Vanessa set down her container with a decisive click against the coffee table.

He glanced over. She had that look.

The one where her espresso-brown eyes went half-lidded and predatory, her full lips curving into something between a smile and a smirk. The look that meant she'd been thinking about something—planning something—and was about to pull him into whatever scheme had been cooking in that brilliant, devious mind of hers.

"So," she said, her voice taking on that particular quality that made the hair on the back of his neck stand up in the best possible way. "I want to talk about something."

Marcus swallowed his mouthful of noodles, suddenly hyperaware of how close she was, how the warmth of her body radiated against his side. "Okay?"

Vanessa turned to face him more fully, one leg tucking under her as she angled her body toward his. Her knee pressed against his thigh. "I've been thinking about our sex life."

His eyebrows rose. "Is there... a problem?" Because from his perspective, their sex life was fantastic. Frequent, adventurous, satisfying. Just last weekend they'd—

"No problem," she interrupted, reading his expression with the ease of someone who'd spent three years learning every micro-expression he possessed. "The opposite, actually. I think it's great. But I want to make it even better."

"I'm listening." Marcus set down his own container, giving her his full attention. When Vanessa got that look in her eyes, that intensity that made her seem larger than her five-nine frame, he'd learned it was best to pay attention.

She licked sauce from her thumb—slowly, deliberately, her tongue curling around the digit in a way that was absolutely intentional and made his cock twitch in his jeans. "I want to fuck you."

The words hung in the air between them. Marcus blinked, his brain taking a moment to process. "Uh, yeah? I mean, we literally had sex this morning before—"

"No." Vanessa leaned forward, and the movement made her blouse gape open just enough that he could see the black lace of her bra, the swell of her breasts. She knew exactly what she was doing. "I want to fuck you, Marcus. I want to bend you over our bed, open you up with my fingers, and then fuck you with a strap-on until you come so hard you can't remember your own name."

The image hit him like a physical blow—vivid and pornographic and completely unexpected. Heat flooded his face, and he felt his cock respond immediately, hardening against the fly of his jeans in a way that was probably visible even through the denim.

Vanessa's eyes dropped to his crotch, and her smile went absolutely feral. "You're hard."

"I—" Marcus's voice came out rough, and he had to clear his throat. "You just— that's not exactly—"

"You're hard from me just saying it." She shifted closer, her hand landing on his thigh, fingers splayed possessively. "From imagining it. From thinking about me inside you, fucking you, making you take it."

His cock throbbed, and goddammit, she was right. The mental image wouldn't leave—Vanessa behind him, her hands gripping his hips, something thick and hard pushing into him while she made those sounds she made when she was turned on, that breathy little moan that meant she was getting wet—

"I don't know if I'm..." He trailed off, because he didn't actually know how to finish that sentence. Interested? Scared? Turned on beyond belief?

"Into it?" Vanessa supplied. Her hand slid higher on his thigh, not quite touching his erection but close enough that he could feel the heat of her palm through his jeans. "Because your body's already answered that question for you, baby. I can see exactly how hard you are. I bet if I touched you right now, you'd already be leaking."

She was probably right about that too. Marcus could feel the telltale dampness in his boxer briefs, his cock straining against the fabric.

Vanessa didn't wait for permission. Her hand moved to cup him through his jeans, her palm pressing against the rigid length of his erection, and Marcus couldn't stop the groan that escaped his throat. She squeezed gently, feeling the shape of him, and made a satisfied humming sound.

"Mmm, yeah, you're definitely into the idea." She gave him another squeeze, this one firmer, and his hips lifted involuntarily off the couch. "Should I stop talking about it? Or do you want to hear more about what I've been planning?"

"More," Marcus heard himself say. His heart was hammering against his ribs, and every nerve ending felt electrified. "Tell me more."

"Good boy."

Those two words struck something deep in his chest, made his cock pulse in her grip. Vanessa stood up from the couch, and for a moment he thought she was leaving—but then she was moving in front of him, her hands going to his knees and pushing them apart so she could step between his legs.

She was tall enough that when she stood like this, his eye level was right at her breasts. The crimson silk of her blouse caught the lamplight, and he could see her nipples were hard beneath the fabric, pressing against the material.

"I've been thinking about this for months," Vanessa said, her voice dropping to that honeyed rasp that went straight to his cock every single time. "Ever since that night you told me about how you accidentally found your prostate in the shower. Remember that?"

He did. They'd been drunk on cheap wine, lying in bed trading confessions about their most embarrassing sexual moments, and he'd mentioned how he'd been washing himself and his finger had slipped and suddenly there was this jolt of unexpected pleasure that had made him yelp loud enough that his roommate (this was before they'd moved in together) had knocked on the bathroom door to make sure he was okay.

"You got so hard when you told me about it," Vanessa continued. Her hands slid up his thighs, thumbs tracing patterns that made his muscles jump. "I could see it in your face—how much it had affected you, even though you were trying to play it off as just this weird thing that happened. And I thought, 'I wonder if he'd let me do that to him. I wonder if he'd let me be the one to make him feel that way.'"

"Van..." His voice was barely more than a whisper.

"I started researching." Her hands reached his belt buckle, and she began working it open with practiced ease. "Read articles, watched videos, joined some forums. I wanted to know exactly how to do it right—how to make it feel amazing for you instead of uncomfortable or scary. I wanted to be an expert before I even brought it up."

The belt came free, and she moved to the button of his jeans. Pop. Then the zipper, the sound obscenely loud in their quiet apartment.

"I learned about anatomy," Vanessa continued, her voice taking on that lecturing quality she got when she was explaining something she'd thoroughly researched, except this time it was the hottest lecture he'd ever heard. "The prostate is about two to three inches inside, toward the front of your body. It's incredibly sensitive—more nerve endings than most people realize. When it's stimulated properly, it can produce orgasms that are longer, more intense, full-body experiences instead of just genital."

Her fingers hooked into the waistband of his jeans and boxer briefs together. "Lift," she commanded.

Marcus lifted his hips, and Vanessa pulled both garments down to his knees in one smooth motion. His cock sprang free, fully erect and already leaking precome, and he felt exposed and vulnerable and incredibly turned on all at once.

"Look at you," Vanessa breathed, her eyes fixed on his erection. "So hard and ready. Your cock is literally dripping at the thought of this, isn't it?"

"Apparently," Marcus managed, his voice strangled.

She wrapped one hand around his shaft—her fingers were cool against his overheated skin—and gave him a slow stroke from base to tip, her thumb swiping through the precome beading at his slit and using it as lubricant. The sensation made him shudder.

"I bought toys," she said conversationally, like she wasn't currently jacking him off in their living room while describing her plans to peg him. "Good ones. Medical-grade silicone because I read that's safest—no pores for bacteria to hide in, and it can be sterilized. I got different sizes so we could work up gradually. Started with something small, just a little bigger than my fingers, so it wouldn't be overwhelming your first time."

Another stroke, and Marcus's hands fisted against the couch cushions. She was going maddeningly slow, keeping him on edge.

"I got a harness too," Vanessa continued. "Black leather, adjustable, designed specifically for pegging. I tried it on yesterday while you were at work." Her voice dropped even lower, intimate and filthy. "Stood in front of our bedroom mirror wearing just the harness and a dildo, and I imagined what you'd look like on your hands and knees in front of me. How you'd sound when I first pushed inside you. Whether you'd beg me to go slower or beg me to fuck you harder."

"Jesus Christ, Van." Marcus's cock was throbbing in her grip, and he was pretty sure if she kept talking like this while stroking him, he was going to come embarrassingly fast.

She must have read that in his expression because she released his cock—he made a sound of protest—and instead dropped to her knees between his spread legs. Not to blow him, he realized, but to look up at him from this position, her eyes dark with lust and something else. Something almost tender.

"I want this, Marcus," she said seriously. "I want to explore this with you. I want to make you feel things you've never felt before, give you pleasure in ways you didn't know were possible. But I need you to want it too."

He looked down at her—his gorgeous, brilliant, slightly insane girlfriend kneeling between his legs with his hard cock jutting between them—and realized he did want it. The fear was still there, the uncertainty, but underneath it was genuine curiosity and arousal and trust.

"What if I don't like it?" he asked. "What if it hurts or feels weird or I can't... I don't know, can't relax enough or something?"

"Then we stop." Simple as that. Vanessa's hand came up to rest on his knee, grounding. "At any point, if you're uncomfortable or it's not working or you just change your mind, we stop immediately. No questions, no judgment, no pressure to continue. This is only good if it's good for both of us."

Marcus took a breath. Let it out. "Okay."

"Okay, you want to try?"

"Yeah." His voice was steadier now. "Yeah, I want to try."

Vanessa's smile could have lit up the entire apartment. She surged up, capturing his mouth in a kiss that was all heat and promise and celebration. Her tongue slid against his, and she tasted like Thai food and desire, and when she finally pulled back they were both breathing hard.

"I love you," she said against his lips.

"Love you too." He managed a shaky smile. "Even when you're plotting to fuck me with a strap-on."

"Especially when I'm plotting to fuck you with a strap-on." She kissed him again, quick and fierce. "Now get these jeans all the way off and meet me in the bedroom. I want to show you everything I bought."

She stood, offering him a hand up. Marcus kicked off his jeans and boxer briefs—socks too, because there was nothing less sexy than being naked except for socks—and followed her down the hallway to their bedroom.

The room was exactly as they'd left it that morning: bed unmade, his work clothes from yesterday still draped over the chair in the corner, Vanessa's collection of half-read books stacked on her nightstand. But she'd lit the lavender candle at some point—probably when she'd gotten home before him—and the flickering warm light made everything feel intimate and intentional.

Vanessa went to her nightstand, the bottom drawer he never opened because it was her space and he respected her privacy. She pulled out a sleek black bag, the kind that high-end sex toy companies used for discreet storage, and set it on the bed.

"Sit," she said, gesturing to the mattress.

Marcus sat, his soft cock resting against his thigh, and watched as Vanessa unzipped the bag with theatrical slowness. She was enjoying this, he realized—the anticipation, the reveal, the way his eyes widened as she began removing items.

First, the dildo. Except there were two of them, he saw. One was clear silicone, slender and smooth, maybe four inches long and about the width of two fingers. The other was larger—probably seven or eight inches, thicker, with a realistic shape complete with veins and a flared head. Both were clearly expensive, the kind of toys that came from specialty shops that took sexual health seriously.

"This one's for tonight," Vanessa said, holding up the smaller one. The silicone caught the candlelight, almost luminescent. "Just to get you used to the sensation, let you feel what it's like to have something inside you in a controlled, gentle way."

She set it down and picked up the larger one. "This one's for later, after you've adjusted. After you know you like it and you're ready for something more... substantial."

Marcus's eyes were fixed on the larger toy, trying to imagine taking something that size, and his cock gave an interested twitch. Vanessa noticed—of course she did—and smiled.

"Like what you see?"

"It's intimidating," he admitted.

"Mmm, but you're imagining it anyway, aren't you?" She set the toy down and pulled out a bottle of lube—not just any lube, he saw, but the expensive water-based kind that sex educators recommended. There was also a box of black nitrile gloves, still sealed, and the harness she'd mentioned: black leather straps configured in a way his architect's brain immediately started trying to understand the geometry of.

"I want tonight to be about you learning to enjoy this," Vanessa said, her voice softening into something more serious. "Not about the strap-on yet—that can wait until you're comfortable with the physical sensations. Tonight is just my fingers and this small toy, helping you discover what feels good."

She moved onto the bed beside him, close enough that he could smell her perfume—something with sandalwood and jasmine—mixed with the natural scent of her arousal. She was turned on, he realized. Just as turned on as he was, maybe more.

"Take off your shirt," she said. "I want you completely naked."

Marcus pulled his t-shirt over his head, tossing it toward the general direction of the hamper and missing. Vanessa's eyes raked over his chest, his stomach, his already-hardening-again cock, with undisguised appreciation.

"Lie back," she instructed. "Get comfortable. This is going to take a while, and I want you to be able to relax."

He shifted back on the bed until his head hit the pillows, very aware of how exposed he was. Vanessa stood, and for a moment he thought she was going to strip too—but instead she just kicked off her heels and unbuttoned her slacks, shimmying them down her long legs and leaving her in just the crimson blouse and black lace panties that matched the bra he'd glimpsed earlier.

"You're not getting naked?" he asked.

"Not yet." She climbed onto the bed, moving to kneel between his legs. Her hands went to his knees, pushing them apart, and Marcus felt incredibly vulnerable with her looking at him like this—all of him exposed, his cock already filling again under her gaze. "Tonight is about you. I'll get mine later."

She ran her hands up his thighs, thumbs tracing the creases where leg met groin, and Marcus shivered. Every nerve ending felt hypersensitive, probably because he knew what was coming. What she was going to do.

"I'm going to start by just touching you," Vanessa said, her voice dropping into that instructional tone that shouldn't be hot but absolutely was. "Getting you used to the sensation of having this area stimulated. I want you to pay attention to how it feels, tell me what's good and what's not."

"Okay," Marcus breathed.

She reached for the lube, clicked it open, and squeezed a generous amount onto her fingers. The room was quiet enough that he could hear the slick sound of her rubbing the lube between her fingers to warm it.

"Spread your legs wider," she instructed. "And pull your knees up toward your chest."

Marcus obeyed, feeling his face heat as he exposed himself completely. This position made him feel incredibly vulnerable—more than he ever had during any other sexual act. Vanessa could see everything: his heavy balls, his taint, his hole. There was nowhere to hide.

"Beautiful," Vanessa murmured, and the genuine appreciation in her voice helped ease some of his self-consciousness. "You have no idea how long I've wanted to see you like this, baby. All spread open for me, trusting me enough to let me touch you here."

Her lubed fingers made contact, circling his entrance with gentle, exploratory pressure, and Marcus gasped. It felt strange—not bad, just incredibly foreign. No one had ever touched him there before, and the sensation was more intense than he'd expected.

"How's that?" Vanessa asked, continuing those gentle circles, just mapping the sensitive skin without trying to penetrate yet.

"Weird," Marcus said honestly. "But not... not bad. Just different."

"Good. I'm going to keep doing this for a bit, let you get used to being touched here." She added more lube, her fingers slick and warm and patient. "The key to anal play is relaxation and preparation. If you're tense, it'll hurt. But if you're relaxed and properly lubricated, it should feel good. Amazing, even."

She kept up those maddening circles, occasionally pressing slightly harder but never actually pushing inside, and Marcus found his body starting to relax despite his nervousness. It actually felt kind of nice, the gentle stimulation, the way Vanessa was taking her time and not rushing anything.

Her other hand wrapped around his cock—now fully hard again—and gave him a slow stroke. The dual sensation of her fingers circling his hole while she worked his shaft made him moan.

"There you go," Vanessa praised. "Let yourself enjoy it. You're doing so good, baby."

She added more lube—she was being almost excessive with it, but Marcus appreciated her thoroughness—and this time when her finger circled, she pressed just slightly inside. The tip of her finger, maybe half an inch, and then she withdrew.

"Still okay?" she checked.

"Yeah," Marcus panted. His cock was leaking steadily now, and Vanessa's grip was maddeningly light, keeping him turned on but not enough to push him toward orgasm.

She pushed in again, slightly deeper this time, and Marcus felt the resistance of his body—the instinctive clench—before forcing himself to relax. Vanessa felt it too.

"Breathe," she reminded him gently. "Deep breath in... and let it out slow. That's it. When you breathe out, I'm going to push in a little more, okay?"

He nodded, took the breath, and as he exhaled Vanessa's finger slid deeper. The sensation was odd—a fullness, a pressure, the knowledge that something was inside him—but not painful. She worked her finger slowly, pushing in and pulling almost all the way out, letting him adjust to the intrusion.

"You're taking this so well," she murmured. "Look at you, letting me finger your ass while your cock is dripping all over your stomach. You like this, don't you?"

"I... yeah, I think I do," Marcus admitted. The sensation was starting to shift from just "weird" to actually pleasurable, especially when combined with the way she was still occasionally stroking his cock.

Vanessa pulled her finger out completely, and Marcus heard her adding more lube. Then two fingers were pressing against his entrance, and the stretch was immediately more intense.

"Relax," she coached. "Remember to breathe. This will feel like more pressure, but it shouldn't hurt. Tell me if it does."

She worked both fingers in slowly, inch by careful inch, and Marcus focused on keeping his breathing steady and his muscles relaxed. The stretch was definitely noticeable, a fullness that felt almost too much until suddenly his body adjusted and accepted the penetration.

"Good boy," Vanessa praised again, and fuck, those words did something to him. "Taking two fingers so well. I'm going to start moving them now, okay? Just slow, gentle thrusts to get you used to the sensation."

She began fucking him with her fingers—there was no other word for it—pulling almost all the way out before pushing back in, establishing a rhythm that was gentle but deliberate. Her other hand went back to his cock, stroking in time with the penetration, and Marcus felt his whole body starting to light up with pleasure.

"How does it feel now?" Vanessa asked.

"Good," he panted. "Really good, actually."

"Excellent. Because I haven't even found your prostate yet."

She adjusted the angle of her fingers, pressing upward toward his belly, and suddenly—

"Holy fuck!"

Pleasure exploded through him unlike anything he'd ever experienced. Not centered in his cock like a normal orgasm, but deeper, more intense, radiating out from where her fingers were pressed inside him. His whole body jerked, his cock pulsing and leaking even more precome.

"There it is," Vanessa said with unmistakable triumph in her voice. "Your prostate. Feel good, baby?"

"Oh my god," Marcus gasped. "Do that again. Please, Van, do that again."

She did, massaging that spot inside him with deliberate pressure while her other hand worked his cock in firm, steady strokes. Marcus was making sounds he'd never made before—high, desperate whimpers and gasps that would've embarrassed him if he wasn't so completely lost in the sensation.

"This is what I'm going to do to you," Vanessa said, her voice low and filthy. "Once you're ready for the strap-on. I'm going to bend you over, open you up just like this, and then fuck you properly. I'm going to nail your prostate over and over until you're begging me to let you come."

The mental image combined with the physical sensation was almost too much. Marcus felt his orgasm building, that familiar tightening in his balls, but it felt different this time. Deeper. More intense.

"I'm close," he warned.

"I know. I can feel your cock throbbing." Vanessa increased her pace on both fronts—fingers fucking into him faster, hitting his prostate with almost every thrust, while her other hand worked his cock with purpose. "Come for me, Marcus. Let me see what it looks like when you come with something inside you."

"Fuck, Van, I'm—oh god—"

His orgasm hit him like a tidal wave. His back arched off the bed, every muscle tensing as pleasure crashed through him in waves that seemed to go on forever. His cock pulsed in Vanessa's grip, shooting come onto his chest and stomach in long spurts while she kept her fingers pressed firmly against his prostate, drawing out every last bit of pleasure until he was shaking and oversensitive and completely spent.

When the waves finally subsided, Marcus collapsed back against the pillows, his whole body trembling with aftershocks. Vanessa carefully withdrew her fingers—he made a small sound at the loss—and he heard water running in their attached bathroom. She returned with a warm washcloth, gently cleaning the come from his chest and stomach with tender efficiency.

"So," she said, a satisfied smirk playing at her lips as she tossed the washcloth toward the hamper. "Still think you might not like it?"

Marcus couldn't help the breathless laugh that escaped. "Okay, you were absolutely right."

"I usually am." Vanessa climbed onto the bed beside him, still in her blouse and panties, and pressed a kiss to his shoulder. "And baby? That was just the beginning. That was me taking it slow, being gentle, letting you adjust. Wait until you're ready for the actual strap-on. Wait until I can really fuck you the way I've been imagining."

His spent cock gave a valiant twitch at the suggestion, and Vanessa noticed, her grin going wicked.

"But not tonight," she said. "Tonight was about exploration. About you discovering that you like this. The strap-on can wait until tomorrow."

"Tomorrow?" Marcus's voice cracked slightly.

"Mhmm." She nuzzled against his neck, her breath warm on his skin. "I took Friday off work. Told my boss I had personal business to attend to." Her teeth found his earlobe, biting gently. "My personal business is fucking my boyfriend until he can't walk straight. Think you can handle that?"

Marcus pulled her closer, his arm wrapping around her waist. His body was still buzzing with post-orgasmic bliss, but already his mind was racing ahead to tomorrow night. To what it would feel like to have Vanessa wearing that harness, positioning herself behind him, pushing inside him with something bigger than her fingers.

"Yeah," he said, and he meant it. "Yeah, I think I can handle that."

Vanessa's smile against his neck was pure satisfaction. "Good boy."


Chapter 2: First Time

Marcus spent all of Thursday in a state of distracted arousal that made focusing on work nearly impossible.

Every time he shifted in his desk chair at the architecture firm, he felt a phantom echo of last night—the stretch, the fullness, the absolute mind-blowing sensation of Vanessa's fingers finding his prostate. He'd catch himself staring blankly at CAD drawings, his mind wandering to what tonight would bring. The actual strap-on. Vanessa behind him, inside him, fucking him for real.

His cock would swell in his slacks, forcing him to adjust himself discreetly and pray none of his coworkers noticed.

Vanessa, apparently, was having similar issues based on the texts that kept lighting up his phone:

Can't stop thinking about tonight (10:47 AM)

Just had to excuse myself from a meeting because I got too wet thinking about bending you over (1:23 PM)

Brought the harness to work. It's in my desk drawer. Keep looking at it. (2:56 PM)

I'm going to ruin you in the best possible way (4:12 PM)

By the time Marcus got home at six-thirty, he was already half-hard and his nerves were jangling with anticipation. He found Vanessa in the kitchen, still in her work clothes—a black pencil skirt and navy blouse—chopping vegetables for what looked like the beginning of stir-fry.

"Hey," she said, glancing up with a smile that was equal parts domestic and predatory. "How was work?"

"Distracted," Marcus admitted, setting his messenger bag down and moving behind her to wrap his arms around her waist. He pressed a kiss to her neck, breathing in her perfume. "Someone kept sending me very distracting texts."

"Mmm, can't imagine who that would be." Vanessa leaned back against him, and he felt the heat of her body through their clothes. "Hungry?"

"Starving." He didn't just mean for food.

She turned in his arms, the knife still in her hand, and looked up at him with dark eyes. "Good. Because I want you to eat a proper meal, take a shower, and then meet me in the bedroom. I want you clean, relaxed, and ready for me."

His cock thickened immediately at the command in her voice. "Yes ma'am."

"Good boy." She kissed him—quick but promising—and turned back to her vegetables. "Now go shower. Dinner will be ready in forty-five minutes."

Marcus showered with thorough attention to cleanliness, very aware of what tonight entailed. He took his time, used the good soap, even trimmed and groomed himself though Vanessa had never expressed preference one way or another. When he finally emerged, wrapped in a towel with his skin still damp and warm, he found dinner plated and waiting on their small dining table.

They ate mostly in silence, though it wasn't awkward. More charged. Anticipatory. Vanessa's foot found his under the table, her toes running up his calf in a slow caress that made him shiver. Every time their eyes met, heat sparked between them.

"You're nervous," Vanessa observed, setting down her fork.

"A little," Marcus admitted. "Last night was fingers and a small toy. Tonight is..."

"Bigger," she finished. "More intense. The real thing."

"Yeah."

Vanessa reached across the table, taking his hand. Her thumb stroked over his knuckles. "We'll go slow. Same rules as last night—you tell me if anything hurts or feels wrong, and we stop immediately. No judgment, no pressure."

"I know." He squeezed her hand. "I trust you."

"Good." She stood, tugging him up with her. "Then let's go to bed."

The bedroom was different tonight. Vanessa had obviously prepared while he was in the shower—the lavender candle was lit, fresh sheets were on the bed, and the black bag of toys was already open on the nightstand. The harness lay beside it, black leather straps arranged in a way that made his heart rate spike.

"Strip," Vanessa said, her voice dropping into that commanding register that went straight to his cock. "Everything off. Then I want you on the bed, on your back."

Marcus obeyed, pulling off his t-shirt and sweatpants, kicking off his boxer briefs until he was completely naked. His cock was already half-hard, rising against his thigh as Vanessa watched him with hungry eyes.

He climbed onto the bed, settling against the pillows. Vanessa moved to the nightstand, and instead of joining him immediately, she began unbuttoning her blouse. Slowly. One button at a time, revealing inch by inch of smooth skin and black lace.

"I want you to watch," she said, shrugging the blouse off her shoulders and letting it fall to the floor. Her bra was black lace and sheer enough that he could see her nipples, already hard and pressing against the fabric. "I want you to see what I'm going to fuck you with."

She unzipped her skirt, shimmy it down her hips and legs. Her panties matched the bra—black lace, barely there, and he could see the dark shadow of her neatly trimmed pubic hair through the sheer material. She was stunning, and his cock responded predictably, filling completely and standing rigid against his stomach.

Vanessa noticed, smirking. "Getting excited?"

"You know I am."

"Mmm." She reached for the harness, stepping into it like a pair of underwear. The leather straps settled around her hips and thighs, and she adjusted them with practiced efficiency—clearly she'd practiced this, worked out the fit beforehand. The O-ring sat at her groin, empty for now, waiting for the dildo.

She picked up the smaller toy from last night—the clear silicone one, four inches and slender. "We're starting with this again," she said. "Get you warmed up, make sure you're ready. Then we'll move to the bigger one."

The bigger one. Marcus's eyes went to it—seven or eight inches of realistic silicone, thick enough that it would be a serious stretch. His stomach flipped with nerves and arousal in equal measure.

Vanessa threaded the small toy through the O-ring, securing it in place, and suddenly she looked completely different. Dangerous. Powerful. The black lace and leather combined with the toy jutting from her hips created an image that was obscene and incredibly hot.

"How do I look?" she asked, striking a pose with her hand on her hip.

"Fucking incredible," Marcus breathed.

"Good answer." She grabbed the lube and climbed onto the bed, settling between his spread legs. "Now let's get you ready for me."

She started the same way as last night—gentle circles around his entrance, letting him relax into the sensation. But tonight there was more urgency in her touch, more purpose. She worked one finger inside him quickly, then two, scissoring them to stretch him open while her other hand wrapped around his cock.

"You're going to take this toy," Vanessa said, her voice low and filthy as she fucked him with her fingers. "And you're going to be good for me while I open you up. And then I'm going to replace it with something bigger and fuck you properly. You understand?"

"Yes," Marcus gasped, his hips moving between her penetrating fingers and her stroking hand.

She added a third finger—the stretch making him tense before he forced himself to relax—and worked him open with determined patience. When she finally pulled her fingers out, he felt empty, clenching around nothing.

Vanessa lubed the small dildo generously, the silicone gleaming wetly in the candlelight. "Ready?"

"Yeah."

She positioned the toy at his entrance, the blunt head pressing against him, and began pushing slowly inside. The stretch was familiar now after last night, his body accepting the penetration more easily. She worked it in inch by inch until the full four inches were seated inside him.

"How's that feel?" she asked.

"Good," Marcus panted. "Full."

"Excellent." Vanessa began fucking him with slow, deliberate strokes, pulling the toy almost all the way out before pushing it back in. She angled it to hit his prostate on every thrust, and Marcus felt that electric pleasure building with each movement. "Because this is just preparation. This is me making sure you're ready for the real thing."

She fucked him with the small toy for several minutes, occasionally pausing to add more lube, keeping him on the edge of orgasm but never quite letting him tip over. When she finally pulled it out completely, Marcus actually whimpered at the loss.

"Shh, you're okay," Vanessa soothed. She removed the small dildo from the harness and reached for the larger one. "Now you're going to take this."

Marcus's breath caught as she threaded the bigger toy through the O-ring. It looked obscene jutting from her hips—realistic veins and all, the flared head substantial and intimidating.

"Van, I don't know if—"

"You can take it," she said with absolute confidence. "You're ready. Your body's ready. And I'm going to make it feel so fucking good."

She lubed the toy generously, coating every inch of the silicone until it was dripping. Then she positioned herself between his legs, the head of the dildo pressing against his already-stretched entrance.

"Deep breath," Vanessa instructed. "And when you breathe out, I'm going to start pushing in."

Marcus inhaled, held it, then exhaled slowly. As the air left his lungs, Vanessa pressed forward, and the head of the dildo breached him. The stretch was intense—more than fingers, more than the small toy—and for a moment panic flared.

"Breathe," Vanessa reminded him, holding still and letting him adjust. "You're doing so good, baby. Just breathe through it."

He forced his muscles to relax, and suddenly his body accepted the intrusion. Vanessa pushed in another inch, then another, working the toy deeper with patient determination. The stretch was intense but not painful, hovering right on that edge between too much and perfect.

"Halfway," Vanessa said, and Marcus could hear the strain in her voice—the effort of going slow when she clearly wanted to just thrust home. "You're taking it so well. Look at you, stretched around my cock."

Another inch. Then another. Marcus felt impossibly full, like there couldn't possibly be more, but Vanessa kept pushing until finally—finally—her hips were flush against his ass and the entire length was buried inside him.

"There," she breathed, triumph and arousal thick in her voice. "All of it. You took all of me."

Marcus couldn't speak. The fullness was overwhelming, the pressure against his prostate constant and intense. His cock was rock-hard and leaking steadily, untouched but throbbing with need.

Vanessa pulled back slowly—Marcus gasped at the drag of the toy against his inner walls—and pushed back in. Establishing a rhythm. Slow at first, letting him adjust, but gradually building in speed and force.

"Fuck, you feel amazing," she panted, though logically Marcus knew she couldn't actually feel anything through the silicone. But the power of it, the visual, the psychological thrill of fucking him—that's what she was responding to. "Taking my cock so well. You love this, don't you? Love being fucked by me?"

"Yes," Marcus moaned, his hands fisting in the sheets. "God, yes, Van—"

She angled her hips, hitting his prostate dead-on, and Marcus's entire body jolted with pleasure. "There it is," Vanessa growled. She began nailing that spot with precision, each thrust calculated to drive him higher. "That's what I wanted. To see you come apart on my cock."

The pleasure was building impossibly fast, that deep full-body sensation that was so different from a normal orgasm. Marcus felt like every nerve ending was on fire, like the pleasure was radiating from his core outward to his extremities.

"Touch yourself," Vanessa commanded. "I want you to come with my cock inside you."

Marcus's hand flew to his erection, wrapping around the shaft and stroking in time with Vanessa's thrusts. The dual stimulation was almost too much—her toy hitting his prostate while he worked his cock—and he felt his orgasm approaching like a freight train.

"I'm close," he gasped. "Van, I'm—fuck, I'm gonna—"

"Come for me," Vanessa ordered, increasing her pace, fucking into him harder and faster. "Come all over yourself while I'm inside you. Show me how good I make you feel."

Marcus's orgasm detonated through him with devastating force. His back arched completely off the bed, every muscle locked tight as pleasure crashed through him in waves that seemed endless. His cock pulsed in his grip, shooting come across his chest and stomach while Vanessa kept fucking him through it, drawing out every last aftershock until he was shaking and oversensitive and completely wrecked.

When the waves finally subsided, Vanessa stilled, the toy still buried deep inside him. She leaned forward, bracing her hands on either side of his head, and kissed him deeply. He could feel the leather of the harness against his thighs, the toy shifting slightly inside him with the movement, and even through the post-orgasmic haze he felt a renewed spike of arousal.

"That," Vanessa said against his lips, "was fucking incredible."

She pulled out slowly—Marcus whimpering at the loss—and sat back on her heels between his legs. Her chest was heaving, her skin flushed, and when her hand went between her own legs he realized she was touching herself through the lace of her panties.

"You're so wet," Marcus observed, his voice still wrecked.

"Fucking you got me so turned on," Vanessa admitted, her fingers moving faster. "Watching you take my cock, hearing the sounds you made—" She bit her lip, her hips rocking into her own touch. "I'm so close already."

"Let me," Marcus said, finding enough coordination to push himself up. "Let me make you come."

He guided her onto her back, pulled her soaked panties off, and settled between her thighs. She was drenched, her pussy glistening with arousal, and when he sealed his mouth over her clit she cried out sharply.

He ate her out with devoted enthusiasm, his tongue working her clit while he pushed two fingers inside her slick heat. She was so wet that he easily added a third finger, fucking her the way she'd just fucked him, and when he crooked his fingers to find her G-spot she came with a sharp cry, her thighs clamping around his head and her pussy pulsing around his fingers.

Marcus worked her through it, gentling his movements as she came down, and when he finally pulled away she was boneless and satisfied.

"Jesus Christ," Vanessa breathed, one arm thrown over her eyes. "That was..."

"Yeah," Marcus agreed, crawling up the bed to collapse beside her.

They lay in comfortable silence for several minutes, both catching their breath. Finally, Vanessa turned her head to look at him.

"So," she said, that familiar mischief in her eyes. "Think you're ready for chapter three?"

Marcus groaned, but he was smiling. "What does chapter three entail?"

"You'll see tomorrow night." She rolled onto her side, tracing patterns on his chest. "But it involves you on your hands and knees. And maybe some dirty talk. Possibly some spanking if you're interested."

His spent cock gave a valiant twitch, and Vanessa laughed, delighted.

"I'll take that as a yes."


Chapter 3: Deeper

Friday morning, Marcus woke up sore in the best possible way.

His ass ached—a deep, pleasant soreness that made him hyperaware of what had happened last night every time he shifted position. He was alone in bed, Vanessa's side already cool, and when he checked his phone he found a text from her sent twenty minutes ago:

Had to run to the office for a few hours. Emergency client call. Be back by 2. Rest up—you're going to need your energy for tonight. Still sore from last night? Good. That means you'll remember who owns that ass now. 💋

Marcus's cock hardened immediately, tenting the sheets. He groaned, rolling onto his stomach to grind against the mattress, but it wasn't enough. The memory of last night flooded back—Vanessa's cock stretching him open, the devastating pleasure of her hitting his prostate over and over, the intensity of his orgasm.

And tonight she wanted him on his hands and knees.

He spent the morning in distracted arousal, trying to work on some designs he'd brought home but mostly just thinking about what the evening would bring. The vulnerability of that position—ass up, face down, completely exposed and available. The trust it would require. The surrender.

His cock stayed half-hard all morning.

Vanessa returned at two-fifteen, breezing through the door in a charcoal business suit that made her look like a sexy lawyer from some corporate fantasy. She found Marcus on the couch with his laptop, kissed him deeply enough to make him forget his own name, and declared she was going to shower and change.

"Don't you dare touch yourself," she called over her shoulder as she headed toward the bedroom. "I want you desperate and needy when I fuck you later."

Marcus adjusted his uncomfortable erection and tried to focus on his work. Failed miserably.

Dinner was takeout again—Indian this time—and they ate while watching a movie neither of them paid attention to. Vanessa kept touching him throughout—her hand on his thigh, fingers stroking the back of his neck, casual caresses that kept his arousal simmering. By the time the credits rolled, he was so turned on he was practically vibrating.

"Bedroom," Vanessa said simply. "Strip and wait for me on the bed. On your hands and knees, ass toward the door. I want that to be the first thing I see when I walk in."

Marcus's mouth went dry. "Yes ma'am."

He practically bolted to the bedroom, stripping off his clothes with shaking hands. The room was already prepared—candles lit, lube and toys on the nightstand, the harness laid out and waiting. He climbed onto the bed and assumed the position Vanessa had specified, feeling incredibly exposed with his ass raised and legs spread.

The minutes stretched out. He could hear water running in the bathroom—Vanessa was taking her time, making him wait, letting the anticipation build. His cock hung heavy between his legs, achingly hard, and the vulnerability of this position made him even more aroused.

Finally—finally—he heard the bathroom door open. Footsteps approaching. He resisted the urge to look over his shoulder, keeping his face pressed against the mattress like she'd want.

"Fuck," Vanessa breathed. "Look at you."

Her hand landed on his ass—not a slap, just a possessive squeeze—and Marcus shivered. "This is such a pretty view, baby. Your ass up in the air, your hole already clenching like it's begging to be filled. Are you begging for it?"

"Yes," Marcus said, his voice muffled against the sheets.

"Yes what?"

"Yes, please. Please fuck me."

"Mmm, better." Her hand slid between his cheeks, one finger circling his entrance. "But I think we need to prepare you properly first. Get you nice and open for my cock."

She moved away—Marcus made a sound of protest—and he heard the click of a lube bottle. Then her lubed fingers were back, one pressing inside him with practiced ease. The soreness from last night made the penetration more intense, the stretch reminding him of how thoroughly she'd fucked him.

"Still sore?" Vanessa asked, working her finger deeper.

"Yeah."

"Good. I want you to feel me for days." She added a second finger, scissoring them to stretch him. "Every time you sit down, every time you move, I want you remembering my cock inside you. Remembering how I made you come so hard you couldn't think straight."

Marcus moaned, pushing back against her fingers. The angle was different like this—deeper somehow, more intense. Vanessa's fingers found his prostate and he nearly collapsed, his arms shaking with the effort of holding himself up.

"That's it," she praised. "Take it, baby. Show me how much you want this."

She fucked him with two fingers for several minutes, then added a third, the stretch making him gasp. She was less gentle than last night, more demanding, working him open with purpose. When she finally withdrew her fingers, Marcus was panting and his cock was dripping precome onto the sheets below.

He heard her putting on the harness—the whisper of leather, the click of buckles—and his anticipation spiked. Then the bed dipped as she climbed on behind him, and he felt the blunt head of the dildo pressing against his entrance.

Not the small one. The big one, he realized. She was going straight for the full-sized cock tonight.

"Deep breath," Vanessa instructed, and then she was pushing inside.

The stretch was intense from this angle—the toy felt bigger, penetrating deeper. Marcus gasped as she worked it in inch by inch, his fingers clawing at the sheets. The soreness from last night made every sensation more acute, hovering on that edge between pleasure and too much.

"Relax," Vanessa coached, her hands gripping his hips. "Let me in, baby. You can take it. You took it last night, you can take it now."

Marcus forced his muscles to unclench, and suddenly the toy slid home, Vanessa's hips flush against his ass. He felt impossibly full, stretched and claimed and owned.

"There we go," Vanessa purred. "All of it. Such a good boy, taking my whole cock like this."

She pulled back and thrust in again, harder than last night, and Marcus cried out at the intensity. The angle was devastating—the toy hitting his prostate dead-on with every stroke, sending bolts of pleasure through his entire body.

Vanessa established a punishing rhythm, fucking into him with force that made the bed creak and their bodies slap together obscenely. Her hands gripped his hips hard enough to bruise, using the leverage to pull him back onto her cock with every thrust.

"You love this," she said, her voice rough with exertion and arousal. "Love being fucked like this. Love having my cock inside you, stretching you open, making you take it."

"Yes," Marcus gasped. "Fuck, yes, Van—"

Her hand came down on his ass in a sharp slap that made him yelp. Not painful, exactly, but shocking. Intense.

"Yes what?" she demanded, spanking him again on the other cheek.

"Yes, I love it! I love you fucking me!"

"Good boy." Another spank, and then her hand was soothing over the heated skin. "Such a good boy for me, taking everything I give you."

She fucked him harder, the toy driving deep with every thrust, and Marcus felt his orgasm building impossibly fast. His cock swung between his legs, untouched but throbbing with need, leaking steadily.

"Please," he begged, not even sure what he was begging for. "Please, Van, I need—"

"Touch yourself," Vanessa commanded. "Stroke your cock while I fuck you. I want to feel you come around me."

Marcus reached between his legs, wrapping his fist around his aching erection. The first stroke made him moan, the combination of her cock in his ass and his hand on his dick overwhelming his senses.

"That's it," Vanessa encouraged, her hips never stopping their relentless rhythm. "Fuck yourself with my cock and your hand. Show me how desperate you are."

Marcus stroked himself in time with her thrusts, the dual stimulation driving him rapidly toward the edge. His arms were shaking with the effort of holding himself up, his whole body trembling with the intensity of sensation.

"I'm close," he gasped. "Fuck, Van, I'm gonna—"

"Not yet," Vanessa said sharply, and her hand came down on his ass again, harder this time. "You don't come until I say you can. Hold it."

The orgasm was right there, building at the base of his spine, and trying to hold it back was almost painful. His hand stilled on his cock, gripping the base to stave off his release, while Vanessa continued fucking him with brutal efficiency.

"Please," Marcus whimpered. "Please let me come, I can't—I can't hold it—"

"Just a little longer," Vanessa said, and he could hear the strain in her voice too. "I want to feel you completely fall apart. I want you so desperate that when you finally come, it destroys you."

She angled her hips, nailing his prostate with devastating precision, and Marcus sobbed with the intensity of pleasure and the effort of not coming. His cock was leaking continuously, his balls drawn up tight, every muscle in his body taut with tension.

"Now," Vanessa finally commanded. "Come for me now. Let me feel it."

Permission granted, Marcus's hand flew over his cock in rapid strokes, and his orgasm hit him like a bomb going off. He came with a shout that was probably loud enough for the neighbors to hear, his cock pulsing and shooting come all over the sheets while Vanessa kept fucking him through it, prolonging every wave of pleasure until he was wrecked and shaking.

His arms gave out and he collapsed face-first onto the mattress, Vanessa following him down and blanketing his body with hers, the toy still buried deep inside him. He could feel her heart racing against his back, her breath hot on his neck.

"Holy shit," Marcus managed when he could finally speak again.

"Yeah," Vanessa agreed breathlessly. She pressed a kiss to his shoulder. "That was... fuck, that was incredible."

She pulled out slowly—Marcus whimpering at the loss—and rolled off him. When Marcus finally found the energy to move, rolling onto his back, he found Vanessa lying beside him, the harness still on, her hand between her legs rubbing her clit through the leather straps.

"Let me," Marcus said, reaching over to help. But Vanessa caught his wrist, shaking her head.

"Watch," she said, her eyes locked on his. "I want you to watch me get myself off while thinking about how I just fucked you."

Marcus watched, transfixed, as Vanessa worked her clit with determined fingers, her hips rolling and her breath coming faster. She came quickly, her back arching and her free hand clutching at the sheets, and Marcus felt his spent cock give an interested twitch despite having just orgasmed.

They lay in silence for several minutes, both recovering. Finally, Vanessa rolled onto her side to face him.

"Three nights down," she said with a satisfied smile. "Four more to go."

Marcus groaned. "I don't know if I can survive four more nights of this."

"Oh, you'll survive." Vanessa's smile turned wicked. "Tomorrow night I'm inviting someone to watch."

Marcus's eyes went wide. "What?"

"You heard me." She traced patterns on his chest. "My friend Jessica. She's been dying to see you get fucked ever since I told her about it. Don't worry—she won't touch. Just watch. Would you be okay with that?"

Marcus's cock, impossibly, began to harden again at the thought. Being watched. Performing for an audience. The exhibitionism of it.

"You're getting hard again," Vanessa observed with delight. "I'll take that as a yes."

"Yeah," Marcus said, his voice rough. "Yeah, okay. Just watching though?"

"Just watching," Vanessa confirmed. "Unless you want more?"

The question hung in the air, loaded with possibility. Marcus thought about it—another woman in their bed, touching him, touching Vanessa, the three of them together...

"Maybe," he said slowly. "Let's... let's see how tomorrow goes first."

Vanessa's smile could have lit up the entire apartment. "I was hoping you'd say that."


Chapter 4: Watched

Saturday started with nervous energy crackling through Marcus like electricity.

Vanessa had texted Jessica late last night—he'd watched her do it, lying naked and sated in their bed—and apparently her friend had responded with enthusiastic emojis and a "FUCK YES" in all caps. The plan was set: Jessica would arrive at eight, they'd have some wine to ease the tension, and then... then she'd watch Vanessa fuck him.

The thought made Marcus's stomach flip with nerves and arousal in equal measure.

"You're overthinking this," Vanessa said from the kitchen, where she was preparing a charcuterie board with the kind of attention to detail she usually reserved for client presentations. "Jessica's cool. She's not going to judge or make it weird."

"Easy for you to say," Marcus replied from the couch. "You're not the one who's going to be getting fucked in front of an audience."

Vanessa looked up, her eyes gleaming with mischief. "Not tonight, anyway. But if things go well..." She let that trail off suggestively.

Marcus's cock twitched. The implication was clear—if he enjoyed being watched, maybe next time there would be more. Maybe Jessica would participate. Maybe this was the beginning of something bigger.

"Tell me about her," Marcus said, trying to distract himself from his hardening cock. "Jessica. What's she like?"

"Met her at my marketing job about two years ago," Vanessa said, arranging prosciutto with artistic precision. "She's in graphic design. Tall—like six feet—blonde, athletic build. Bi, single, very sex-positive. We've talked about our sex lives pretty openly since we became friends." She glanced up with a knowing smile. "She was incredibly jealous when I told her I'd convinced my hot boyfriend to try pegging."

"Hot boyfriend, huh?"

"The hottest." Vanessa came around the counter, leaning down to kiss him. "With an amazing ass that I'm going to show off tonight."

The doorbell rang at exactly eight o'clock.

Marcus's heart jumped into his throat as Vanessa went to answer it. He heard feminine voices—Vanessa's familiar warmth and another woman's lower, throatier tones—and then they were walking into the living room.

Jessica was exactly as Vanessa had described: tall and blonde with an athletic build that her black jeans and fitted burgundy sweater showed off perfectly. She had sharp cheekbones, full lips painted deep red, and striking blue eyes that immediately fixed on Marcus with undisguised interest.

"So you're the famous Marcus," Jessica said, her voice warm and slightly amused. "Vanessa hasn't stopped talking about you all week."

"Hopefully good things," Marcus managed, standing to shake her hand. Her grip was firm, confident.

"Very good things." Jessica's eyes raked over him appreciatively. "She wasn't exaggerating about the hot boyfriend part."

Vanessa laughed, clearly delighted by her friend's boldness. "See? I told you she was cool. Come on, let's have some wine."

They settled in the living room with a bottle of Pinot Noir, and to Marcus's surprise, the conversation flowed easily. Jessica was funny and charming, with a dry wit that complemented Vanessa's more playful humor. They talked about work, about a disastrous date Jessica had gone on last week, about the new restaurant that had opened downtown.

But underneath the normal conversation, there was an undercurrent of sexual tension that Marcus couldn't ignore. The way Jessica's eyes kept lingering on him. The knowing glances between her and Vanessa. The casual way Vanessa's hand rested on his thigh, her fingers occasionally stroking higher.

By the time they'd finished the bottle, Marcus's nerves had settled into a warm, wine-fuzzy arousal. Jessica was on her second glass, her body language relaxed and open, and when Vanessa suggested they move to the bedroom, she stood immediately with an eager smile.

"I've been waiting for this all week," Jessica admitted as they walked down the hallway. "Vanessa described everything in such detail—I've been incredibly turned on just thinking about it."

The bedroom was prepared with Vanessa's usual thoroughness: candles lit, fresh sheets, the toys and harness laid out on the nightstand. But tonight there was also the armchair from their reading nook positioned at the foot of the bed—clearly where Jessica would sit.

"Ground rules," Vanessa said, her voice taking on that authoritative edge that made Marcus's cock respond immediately. "Jessica watches only. No touching unless I explicitly invite it, and Marcus has full veto power. If anyone's uncomfortable at any point, we stop. Everyone clear?"

"Crystal," Jessica said, settling into the armchair with her wine glass. Her eyes were already dark with arousal.

"Marcus?" Vanessa looked at him.

"Yeah, I'm good." His heart was racing, but not with fear. With anticipation.

"Excellent." Vanessa turned to him, her hands going to his shirt. "Then let's give Jessica a show. Strip for me, baby. Nice and slow. I want her to see what I get to play with."

Marcus's face heated, but he obeyed, pulling his shirt over his head with deliberate slowness. Jessica made an appreciative sound, her eyes tracking the reveal of his chest and stomach. He moved to his jeans next, unbuttoning them and sliding them down his legs along with his boxer briefs.

His cock sprang free, already half-hard from the wine and anticipation and the sheer eroticism of undressing for an audience. Jessica's eyes immediately fixed on his erection, and he watched her tongue dart out to wet her lips.

"Fuck, Vanessa," Jessica breathed. "You weren't kidding about him being hung."

"Mmm, and it gets even better when he's fully hard." Vanessa circled Marcus like a predator, her hands trailing over his skin—his chest, his stomach, his hips. "Get on the bed, baby. On your back first. I want Jessica to see your face when I open you up."

Marcus climbed onto the bed, acutely aware of Jessica's gaze following his every movement. He settled against the pillows, his legs spread, and watched as Vanessa began stripping.

She put on a show of it, unbuttoning her blouse slowly to reveal the black lace bra underneath. Her skirt came next, pooling at her feet, leaving her in matching lace panties. She looked like every fantasy Marcus had ever had—powerful and sexual and completely in control.

"God, you two are hot together," Jessica said from her chair. "This is already better than porn."

Vanessa smiled at that, clearly pleased. She picked up the lube from the nightstand, coating her fingers generously. "Watch closely," she said to Jessica. "I'm going to show you exactly how to open up a guy for the first time."

She settled between Marcus's legs, and he automatically pulled his knees toward his chest, exposing himself completely. The vulnerability of being displayed like this—for both Vanessa and Jessica—made his cock throb against his stomach.

Vanessa's lubed fingers circled his entrance, and Marcus heard Jessica's sharp intake of breath from her position at the foot of the bed. "Start with external stimulation," Vanessa narrated like she was giving a workshop. "Get him used to being touched here, let him relax into it."

Her finger pressed inside—just the tip at first—and Marcus gasped. "Then slow penetration. No rushing. Pay attention to his body language, his breathing. If he tenses up, you stop and let him adjust."

She worked her finger deeper, and Marcus forced himself to relax, very aware that Jessica was watching every inch of penetration. The thought made him even more aroused, his cock leaking precome onto his stomach.

"Jesus, this is hot," Jessica murmured. Marcus could hear rustling and realized she was shifting in her chair, probably pressing her thighs together. "He's so hard just from you fingering him."

"He loves it," Vanessa said with unmistakable pride. She added a second finger, scissoring them to stretch him open. "Don't you, baby? Love having your ass played with? Love being watched while I do it?"

"Yes," Marcus gasped, his hips moving involuntarily, fucking himself on her fingers.

"Good boy." Vanessa curled her fingers, finding his prostate, and Marcus's entire body jolted with pleasure. "And here's the magic spot. The prostate. When you hit it right—" She pressed firmly, and Marcus moaned loudly. "—you get reactions like that."

She added a third finger, working him open with practiced efficiency while Jessica watched with rapt attention. Marcus could see her from his position on the bed—the way her chest was rising and falling rapidly, how one hand had drifted to her own thigh, fingers digging into the denim of her jeans.

"He's ready," Vanessa announced, withdrawing her fingers. "Time for the main event."

She stood and stripped completely, revealing her perfect body to both of them before stepping into the harness. The sight of her fastening the leather straps around her hips and thighs, threading the realistic dildo through the O-ring, was one of the hottest things Marcus had ever seen.

"Holy fuck," Jessica breathed. "That's a serious cock."

"Eight inches," Vanessa said casually, lubing the toy generously. "He can take all of it now. Couldn't at first, but I trained him well."

The casual possessiveness in her voice made Marcus's cock pulse. Trained. Like he was hers to shape and use. The thought was incredibly arousing.

Vanessa climbed onto the bed, positioning herself between his legs. "Jessica, you're going to want to watch closely for this part. The initial penetration is always beautiful."

She lined up the dildo with his entrance and began pushing in. Marcus gasped at the familiar stretch, his body accepting the penetration more easily now after three nights of this. Vanessa worked it in slowly, inch by inch, maintaining eye contact with him the whole time.

"Watch his face," Vanessa said to Jessica. "See how his eyes go unfocused when I hit the right spot? That's pure pleasure."

The toy slid home, and Marcus moaned as Vanessa's hips met his ass. He felt impossibly full, stretched and claimed, and the knowledge that Jessica was watching every moment of this made it even more intense.

"Beautiful," Jessica murmured, and Marcus glanced over to see her hand was now openly between her legs, rubbing herself through her jeans. "Fuck, Vanessa, the way he takes it..."

"Just wait," Vanessa said with a wicked smile. She pulled back and thrust in again, establishing a rhythm. "Wait until you see him come."

She fucked him with long, deliberate strokes, angling to hit his prostate with every thrust. Marcus was already close, the combination of physical pleasure and psychological thrill pushing him rapidly toward orgasm.

"Touch yourself," Vanessa commanded. "Show Jessica how you stroke your cock while I fuck you."

Marcus wrapped his hand around his erection, stroking in time with her thrusts. From the corner of his eye, he could see Jessica had unzipped her jeans, her hand disappearing inside, clearly touching herself while watching them.

"That's so fucking hot," Jessica gasped. "Both of you together—god, I'm so wet right now."

"Touch yourself," Vanessa said to her friend, never breaking rhythm. "Get yourself off while watching me fuck my boyfriend. I want to hear you come."

The permission granted, Jessica shoved her hand deeper into her jeans, her movements becoming more urgent. The sound of her pleasure—little gasps and moans—mixed with the obscene slap of Vanessa's hips against Marcus's ass created a symphony of sex that pushed him right to the edge.

"I'm close," Marcus warned, his hand flying over his cock.

"Come for us," Vanessa ordered, fucking him harder. "Show Jessica what you look like when you come with my cock inside you."

Marcus's orgasm crashed through him with devastating force, his back arching and his cock pulsing in his grip as he came all over his chest and stomach. Distantly, he heard Jessica cry out too, her own orgasm overtaking her, and the knowledge that she'd gotten off watching them made his pleasure spike even higher.

Vanessa fucked him through it, drawing out every wave of pleasure until he was shaking and oversensitive. When she finally stilled, the toy still buried deep, they were all three breathing hard.

"Holy shit," Jessica said after a long moment. "That was the hottest thing I've ever seen."

"Yeah?" Vanessa pulled out slowly, making Marcus whimper. "Want to see it again? Want to see him take it from a different angle?"

Marcus's eyes widened. Again? Already?

But Jessica was nodding eagerly, pulling her hand from her jeans. "Fuck yes. What angle?"

"Hands and knees," Vanessa said decisively. "Jessica, come up here. Stand next to the bed so you can see his face while I fuck him from behind."

Jessica moved without hesitation, positioning herself where Vanessa indicated. Marcus rolled over—still somewhat dazed from his orgasm—and assumed the position, ass raised and legs spread.

He was face-to-face with Jessica now, close enough to see the flush on her cheeks, the arousal darkening her blue eyes. Her hand was still glistening from touching herself, and she brought her fingers to her mouth, sucking them clean while maintaining eye contact with him.

"Ready, baby?" Vanessa asked from behind him, already lubing the toy again.

"Yeah," Marcus managed.

She pushed in more quickly this time, less preparation needed since he was already stretched and used. The angle was devastating—deeper penetration, the toy hitting his prostate with every thrust—and Marcus couldn't stop the sounds spilling from his lips.

"Look at him," Vanessa said to Jessica, establishing a hard rhythm. "Look at how wrecked he gets when I fuck him properly."

Jessica's hand drifted back between her legs. "Can I..." she hesitated. "Can I talk to him?"

"Go ahead," Vanessa encouraged, never breaking her rhythm.

Jessica leaned closer, her voice dropping to an intimate purr. "You love this, don't you? Love getting fucked by her? You look so good taking it, Marcus. So fucking good."

Marcus moaned, the dirty talk pushing him higher despite having just come. His cock was already hardening again, swinging between his legs with each of Vanessa's thrusts.

"He's getting hard again," Jessica observed with delight. "Look at his cock—fuck, he's going to come twice."

"He's insatiable," Vanessa said proudly, punctuating her words with a particularly hard thrust that made Marcus cry out. "Especially when he's being watched. He's such an exhibitionist—he just didn't know it until tonight."

The words were true, Marcus realized. The knowledge that Jessica was watching, seeing him at his most vulnerable and debauched, was incredibly arousing. More arousing than he ever would have expected.

"Touch him," Vanessa said suddenly. "Stroke his cock while I fuck him."

Marcus's eyes flew to Jessica's, seeing his own surprise reflected there. That wasn't just watching anymore. That was participating.

"Is that okay?" Jessica asked him directly, her hand hovering near his erection. "Can I touch you?"

"Yes," Marcus gasped. "Please, yes."

Jessica's hand wrapped around his cock, and the feel of someone else's hand—not his, not Vanessa's, but a third person—made him groan loudly. She stroked him expertly, in time with Vanessa's thrusts, creating a rhythm that had him spiraling toward orgasm impossibly fast.

"Good girl," Vanessa praised Jessica. "Feel how hard he is? That's for both of us. For me fucking him and you touching him. He's going to come so hard."

And Marcus did. His second orgasm was almost painful in its intensity, his oversensitive cock pulsing in Jessica's grip while Vanessa continued fucking him mercilessly. He came with a shout, his whole body shaking, vaguely aware that both women were praising him through it.

When it finally subsided, Marcus collapsed onto the bed completely boneless. Vanessa pulled out gently, and Jessica released his softening cock, both of them looking very pleased with themselves.

"Okay," Jessica said, laughing slightly. "That was incredible. Thank you for letting me be part of that."

"Thank you for watching," Vanessa replied. She was breathing hard, clearly aroused but unsatisfied. "Now both of you are going to make me come until I can't see straight."

Marcus and Jessica exchanged glances, then matching grins.

"Yes ma'am," they said in unison.


Chapter 5: The Party

Sunday morning, Marcus woke wrapped around Vanessa with Jessica's blonde hair visible on Vanessa's other side.

The previous night came back in flashes—after they'd made Vanessa come (twice, with Marcus's mouth and Jessica's fingers working in tandem), they'd all collapsed in a sweaty, satisfied heap. Jessica had asked if she could stay over, and Vanessa had agreed immediately, the three of them eventually falling asleep in a tangle of limbs.

Now, in the soft morning light filtering through their curtains, Marcus took stock of the situation. His arm was draped over Vanessa's waist, his morning wood pressed against her ass. On her other side, Jessica was curled into her, one of the other woman's long legs thrown over Vanessa's thigh.

Vanessa stirred, turning her head to smile at him sleepily. "Morning," she whispered, clearly trying not to wake Jessica.

"Morning," Marcus whispered back. "So last night happened."

"Yeah." Vanessa's smile turned wicked. "And it was fucking incredible. How do you feel about it?"

Marcus considered. He'd been fucked by his girlfriend while another woman watched and eventually participated. He'd had one of the most intense sexual experiences of his life. And he'd loved every second of it.

"I feel good," he said honestly. "Really good. That was..."

"Hot as fuck?" Jessica's voice was sleep-rough as she stretched on Vanessa's other side. "Because it was hot as fuck."

They all laughed, the tension breaking. Jessica sat up, completely unselfconscious about being naked in their bed, and ran her fingers through her tangled hair.

"I should probably get going," she said, though she didn't sound particularly eager to leave. "Let you two have your Sunday."

"Or," Vanessa said slowly, a considering look on her face that Marcus had learned to recognize as her scheming expression, "you could stay for breakfast. And we could talk about next weekend."

"Next weekend?" Marcus and Jessica said simultaneously.

Vanessa sat up too, the sheet pooling around her waist and leaving her breasts bare. "I've been thinking about this for a while, and last night proved it could work. I want to throw Marcus a party."

"A party," Marcus repeated slowly.

"A sex party," Vanessa clarified, her eyes bright with excitement. "Just a small one—you, me, Jessica, and maybe two or three other women I trust. All focused on you. On giving you pleasure, making you the center of attention, letting you experience things you've never experienced before."

Marcus's mouth went dry. His cock, which had started to soften, immediately hardened again. "You mean like a... reverse gangbang?"

"Exactly like a reverse gangbang." Vanessa's hand found his under the sheets, squeezing. "I want to watch multiple women worship your body. I want to orchestrate the whole thing—who touches you where, who fucks you when. I want to give you the most intense sexual experience of your life."

"Holy shit," Jessica breathed. "Can I be involved in the planning?"

"Obviously." Vanessa grinned at her friend. "I was counting on it. You already know what he likes, what he responds to. Plus you have that whole network of sex-positive friends."

Marcus's brain was struggling to process this. Multiple women. All focused on him. Vanessa orchestrating the whole thing like she orchestrated everything in her life—with meticulous attention to detail and a determination to make it perfect.

"Who would you invite?" he managed to ask.

"Well, Jessica obviously," Vanessa ticked off on her fingers. "Then there's my friend Keisha from my gym—she's done group stuff before, very experienced, gorgeous Black woman with an incredible body. And maybe Lily and Sophie—they're a couple, both bi, very into experimentation."

"That's five women," Marcus said, his voice slightly strangled. "Including you."

"Five women all focused on making you feel good," Vanessa confirmed. "Would you want that? Be honest."

Would he? A week ago, Marcus would have said no without hesitation. But a week ago, he hadn't known he'd enjoy being pegged. Hadn't known he'd get off on being watched. Hadn't discovered this exhibitionist, submissive side of himself that Vanessa had somehow unlocked.

"Yeah," he said, his voice rough with arousal. "Yeah, I think I would."

Vanessa's smile was triumphant. "Then let's make it happen. Next Saturday night. That gives us a week to plan, to make sure everyone's tested and on the same page about boundaries."

"I'll start reaching out to people today," Jessica offered eagerly. "Keisha's definitely going to be interested—she's mentioned wanting to try pegging before. And Lily and Sophie are always down for group play."

The conversation continued over breakfast—Vanessa made French toast while Jessica and Marcus sat at their small dining table discussing logistics. Testing requirements (full panel within the last month). Hard boundaries (no anal for the women unless they specifically requested it, no one else's strap-on inside Marcus except Vanessa's). Safe words (red for stop immediately, yellow for slow down, green for more).

By the time Jessica left around noon, the plan was set. Saturday night. Five women. One very lucky, very nervous Marcus.

The week that followed was a strange mix of normal life and constant sexual tension. Marcus went to work, had meetings, reviewed blueprints. But underneath it all was the knowledge of what was coming. What Vanessa was planning.

She kept him updated via text throughout the week:

Keisha's in. She's excited to meet you. (Monday, 2:34 PM)

Lily and Sophie confirmed. They want to know your favorite positions. (Tuesday, 11:47 AM)

Just bought new toys. Can't wait to use them on you. (Wednesday, 4:15 PM)

Testing all done. Everyone's clean. This is really happening. (Thursday, 9:23 AM)

By Friday night, Marcus was so worked up he could barely think straight. Vanessa had instituted a strict no-orgasm rule starting Wednesday—she wanted him "desperate and needy" for Saturday—and the enforced abstinence was driving him insane.

"One more night," Vanessa said Friday evening, trailing her fingers down his chest as they lay in bed. "Tomorrow you get everything you've been craving and more."

"I'm going to die," Marcus groaned, his cock hard and aching. "I'm literally going to die of blue balls."

"You're going to survive." She kissed him deeply, then pulled away before it could go further. "And tomorrow night is going to be worth the wait. I promise."

Saturday arrived with Marcus a bundle of nerves and anticipation. Vanessa had transformed their bedroom—pushed the bed against the wall to create more floor space, set up cushions and blankets, arranged candles throughout the room. Their attached bathroom was stocked with towels, lube, toy cleaner, everything they might need.

"The girls are arriving at eight," Vanessa said, checking her watch. It was seven-thirty. "That gives us thirty minutes to get you ready."

"Ready how?"

"Shower. Thoroughly. Then I want you naked and waiting on the bed when they arrive." Her eyes raked over him. "I'm going to show you off like the beautiful boy you are."

Marcus showered with meticulous care, his cock stubbornly hard the entire time despite his attempts to think about anything other than what was about to happen. When he emerged, Vanessa was in the bedroom wearing black lingerie that made his mouth go dry—a sheer lace bralette and matching panties that left very little to the imagination.

"Perfect timing," she said. "On the bed. On your back."

He obeyed, settling against the pillows, very aware of his erection standing proud against his stomach. Vanessa looked at him with such hunger and affection that it made his chest tight.

"You're so beautiful," she said softly. "And you're all mine. Remember that tonight—no matter what happens, no matter who touches you, you belong to me."

"Always," Marcus said, meaning it.

The doorbell rang.

Vanessa's expression shifted to pure excitement. "Showtime. Stay right there."

She left the bedroom, and Marcus heard voices in the living room—multiple feminine voices, laughter, the sound of wine being poured. His heart was pounding so hard he thought it might burst from his chest.

Then footsteps in the hallway. Multiple sets.

Vanessa appeared first, followed by Jessica, who Marcus recognized. Behind them came three women he'd never met but immediately understood why Vanessa had chosen them.

Keisha was stunning—tall and curvy with dark skin, natural hair pulled back in a bun, and an athletic build that spoke of serious gym time. She wore a deep purple dress that hugged every curve.

Lily and Sophie were clearly together—they kept touching each other casually, comfortable intimacy in every gesture. Lily was petite with auburn hair and pale skin, wearing jeans and a fitted black top. Sophie was taller, Asian, with long dark hair and a red dress that matched her lipstick.

All five women stood at the foot of the bed, looking at naked, aroused Marcus with varying expressions of appreciation and hunger.

"Ladies," Vanessa said, her voice taking on that commanding tone, "meet Marcus. Marcus, meet your party."

"Hi," Marcus managed, his voice rough.

"Oh, he's gorgeous," Keisha said, her voice deep and warm. "Vanessa, you weren't exaggerating."

"Never do when it comes to him." Vanessa moved to the bed, sitting beside Marcus and running her hand down his chest possessively. "Tonight's rules are simple. Marcus is here for our pleasure and his own. He has full veto power over anything—if he's uncomfortable, we stop. Safe words are red, yellow, green. Everyone understand?"

Chorus of agreements.

"Good." Vanessa's hand wrapped around Marcus's cock, giving him a slow stroke that made him gasp. "Then let's begin. Jessica, you know what he likes. Why don't you start?"

Jessica moved forward eagerly, climbing onto the bed. She'd worn a short skirt and tight top, and when she straddled Marcus's thighs, he could see she wasn't wearing panties underneath.

"Hey again," she said with a grin, her hands running up his thighs. "Miss me?"

"It's been less than a week," Marcus managed, very aware that four other women were watching this interaction with rapt attention.

"Mmm, but what a week." Jessica leaned forward, her breasts pressing against his chest as she kissed him. Her lips were soft, her tongue exploring his mouth with confident familiarity. When she pulled back, both of them were breathing harder.

"Keisha," Vanessa said, "come here. I want you to see something."

The tall woman moved closer, her dress swishing around her thighs. Vanessa guided her hand to Marcus's ass, pressing Keisha's fingers against his entrance.

"He loves anal play," Vanessa explained. "Absolutely addicted to it. Watch."

Vanessa grabbed the lube from the nightstand, slicking Keisha's fingers before guiding them back to Marcus's hole. The unfamiliar touch made Marcus tense, but then Keisha's finger was pressing inside—confident and skilled—and he groaned at the penetration.

"Oh, he does like that," Keisha observed with delight. "Look at his cock—it just got even harder."

"Told you." Vanessa smiled proudly. "Lily, Sophie, come here. I want you to explore his body while Keisha opens him up."

The couple approached from either side of the bed. Lily's small hands found his chest, fingers circling his nipples experimentally before pinching gently. Sophie's mouth went to his neck, kissing and sucking at the sensitive skin while her hand joined Jessica's in stroking his thighs.

Marcus was surrounded by hands and mouths—five women all touching him simultaneously in different ways. Jessica kissing him, Lily playing with his nipples, Sophie marking his neck, Keisha working a second finger into his ass, and Vanessa orchestrating everything with clear satisfaction.

"How does it feel, baby?" Vanessa asked. "Five women all focused on you?"

"Overwhelming," Marcus gasped. "So good, but—fuck—overwhelming."

"You're doing so well." Vanessa leaned in to kiss him over Jessica's shoulder. "And we're just getting started. Keisha, how's he feeling?"

"Tight but receptive," Keisha reported, croaking her fingers to find his prostate. Marcus's entire body jolted at the stimulation. "Oh yeah, found it. He's definitely ready for more."

"Good." Vanessa stood, moving to her bag of toys. She pulled out the harness and the familiar dildo, but also something else—a smaller, vibrating plug. "I want him completely filled before anyone fucks him. Jessica, move."

Jessica shifted off Marcus's lap, and Vanessa took her place, the vibrating plug in hand. She lubed it generously while Keisha withdrew her fingers, leaving Marcus feeling empty.

"This is going to stay inside you," Vanessa explained, pressing the plug against his entrance. "Keeping you stretched and stimulated while we play with the rest of you. Okay?"

"Yes," Marcus breathed.

She worked the plug inside him—it was bigger than her fingers but smaller than the dildo, with a flared base that would keep it in place. When it was fully seated, she turned on the vibration, and Marcus moaned at the sensation.

"Perfect," Vanessa said with satisfaction. "Now he's ready for anything."

For the next hour, the women took turns exploring Marcus's body in every possible way. Lily demonstrated incredible oral skills, taking his cock deep into her throat while Sophie kissed him breathless. Keisha spanked him until his ass was pink and sensitized, then soothed the sting with her tongue. Jessica rode his face, grinding her pussy against his mouth while Vanessa directed his technique from the sidelines.

They learned what made him gasp (when Sophie bit his neck just hard enough to hurt), what made him moan (Lily's talented mouth), what made him nearly come (Keisha's fingers finding his prostate while the plug vibrated inside him). Vanessa catalogued everything, taking mental notes for future reference.

Finally—finally—Vanessa called for a pause. Marcus lay panting on the bed, his entire body sensitized and aching, his cock harder than it had ever been in his life. He hadn't come yet—Vanessa had forbidden it—but he was so close that every touch felt like it might send him over.

"Time for the main event," Vanessa announced. She'd put on the harness while the others had been playing with him, the dildo jutting proudly from her hips. "I'm going to fuck him first. The rest of you can watch, touch yourselves, touch each other. Make this a proper show."

Marcus watched as the four other women arranged themselves around the bed—Jessica and Keisha on one side, Lily and Sophie on the other. Lily was already kissing Sophie, her hand disappearing under the taller woman's dress. Keisha had hiked up her own dress, her hand between her legs, while Jessica stripped completely, sprawling back to touch herself with clear enthusiasm.

"On your hands and knees," Vanessa commanded Marcus. "I want them to see your face when I fuck you."

Marcus obeyed with shaking limbs, positioning himself facing toward Jessica and Keisha. His cock hung heavy between his legs, the plug still vibrating inside him.

Vanessa removed the plug slowly—Marcus whimpering at the loss—and replaced it with the head of her dildo. She pushed in with one smooth thrust, burying herself completely, and Marcus cried out at the sudden fullness.

"That's it," Vanessa praised, establishing a hard rhythm immediately. "Take it, baby. Show them how good you are at taking my cock."

She fucked him with ruthless efficiency, each thrust hitting his prostate and making pleasure spike through his entire body. Marcus was making sounds he'd never made before—high, desperate keening that would have embarrassed him if he wasn't so lost in sensation.

Around them, the other women were clearly aroused. Jessica's hand was moving frantically between her legs. Keisha had two fingers buried in her pussy, her other hand playing with her breasts through her dress. Lily and Sophie had stripped each other, now in a sixty-nine position with Lily on top, both of them eating each other out while watching Vanessa fuck Marcus.

"He's close," Vanessa announced. "I can tell by the way he's clenching. Who wants to make him come?"

"Me," Jessica gasped, crawling forward. She positioned herself under Marcus, her mouth wrapping around his cock while Vanessa continued fucking him from behind.

The dual stimulation was too much. Marcus felt his orgasm building at the base of his spine, inevitable and devastating.

"Come for us," Vanessa commanded. "Fill Jessica's mouth while I'm inside you."

Marcus came with a shout, his cock pulsing in Jessica's mouth while Vanessa continued driving into him. The orgasm seemed to go on forever, wave after wave of pleasure, and distantly he heard multiple feminine moans—the other women coming too, turned on by the display.

When it finally subsided, Marcus collapsed forward, Vanessa pulling out carefully. Jessica crawled up to kiss him, sharing the taste of his own come, and he was too wrecked to care.

"Beautiful," Vanessa said, breathing hard. "Absolutely beautiful. Everyone take five, then we rotate. Keisha, you're next."

And they did rotate. Over the next several hours, each woman took a turn fucking him with the strap-on while the others watched and played. Keisha fucked him on his back, her powerful thighs driving the dildo deep while she coached him through breathing. Lily surprised everyone with her dominance, spanking him while she pegged him and making him count each strike. Sophie was gentle and sensual, fucking him slowly while kissing every inch of his back.

Jessica went last, and by then Marcus had come three times and was so oversensitive that every touch felt electric. She fucked him missionary style while Vanessa kissed him breathless from the side, whispering filthy praise in his ear about what a good boy he was, how well he took all of them, how proud she was.

His fourth orgasm was almost painful, his cock barely able to get hard but still pulsing weakly as pleasure crashed through him. When it finished, he was completely spent, unable to move or think or do anything but lie there trembling.

The women cleaned him up gently—warm washcloths and soft touches. Someone brought him water, which he drank gratefully. Vanessa curled up beside him, whispering how much she loved him, how perfect he'd been.

Eventually, the party wound down. Keisha left first with promises to do this again sometime. Lily and Sophie departed together, still touching each other constantly. Jessica lingered longest, kissing both Marcus and Vanessa goodbye before finally heading out.

Finally, it was just the two of them in their bedroom, surrounded by the evidence of their debauchery—scattered toys, rumpled sheets, the lingering scent of sex and candle wax.

"That was incredible," Marcus managed to say. His voice was hoarse from all the sounds he'd made.

"It was perfect," Vanessa agreed. She kissed him softly. "You were perfect. How do you feel?"

"Ruined," Marcus said honestly. "In the best possible way. Completely and thoroughly ruined."

"Good." Vanessa smiled against his lips. "That's exactly what I was going for."

They fell asleep tangled together, exhausted and satisfied. The seven nights were complete. Marcus had discovered things about himself he'd never known. And he'd fallen even more in love with the woman who'd orchestrated all of it.


Chapter 6: Surrender

Sunday morning arrived with Marcus's body screaming protest at every movement.

He woke slowly, his mind foggy, aware first of the soreness—deep, bone-deep ache that radiated through his entire body but centered particularly in his ass, his thighs, his cock. Every muscle felt used, wrung out, thoroughly exhausted in a way that was both uncomfortable and deeply satisfying.

Vanessa was already awake beside him, propped up on one elbow and watching him with an expression that mixed concern, satisfaction, and something else. Something tender and possessive that made his chest tight.

"Morning," she said softly, her hand coming up to brush hair from his forehead. "How do you feel?"

Marcus took stock. His ass was so sore he wasn't sure he'd be able to sit comfortably for days. His cock was tender and oversensitive from four orgasms in as many hours. His thighs ached from being held in various positions. His neck had marks from Sophie's enthusiastic hickeys, his nipples were tender from Lily's attention, and his entire body felt like he'd been thoroughly, completely used.

"Like I got fucked by five women," Marcus said, his voice rough and hoarse from all the sounds he'd made last night.

Vanessa's smile was absolutely wicked. "Because you did. And you were magnificent, baby. So fucking beautiful, taking everything we gave you, coming apart over and over again." Her hand traced down his chest, careful and gentle. "I'm so proud of you."

The praise hit him somewhere deep, making his chest warm despite his exhaustion. "It was intense," he admitted. "I've never experienced anything like that. Being the center of attention for that many people, everyone focused on my pleasure..."

"Did you enjoy it?"

"God, yes." Marcus shifted slightly, wincing at the pull of sore muscles. "I mean, I'm completely wrecked, but yeah. It was incredible."

"Good." Vanessa leaned down to kiss him, soft and sweet and full of affection. "Because I have one more thing planned. One last night to complete our seven."

Marcus's eyes widened. "Van, I don't think I can—my body literally can't handle another round right now—"

"Not tonight," she soothed. "You need time to recover. I'm thinking next Saturday. That gives you a full week to heal up, get your strength back." Her smile turned mysterious. "And I think you're going to want your strength for what I have planned."

"What are you planning?"

"You'll see." She kissed him again, then carefully climbed out of bed. "For now, I'm going to draw you a bath, make you breakfast, and take care of you. You've earned it."

The week that followed was gentler than the previous ones. Vanessa was attentive and nurturing, giving Marcus space to recover while still maintaining that undercurrent of sexual tension that had become their constant companion. She'd massage sore muscles, help him into comfortable positions, bring him food and water and anything he needed.

But she also kept touching him—casual caresses that reminded him of what they'd done, what they would do again. Her hand on his ass as she passed him in the kitchen. Fingers trailing down his spine while they watched TV. Gentle squeezes to his thigh during dinner.

By Wednesday, Marcus was feeling mostly recovered. The soreness had faded to a pleasant reminder rather than active discomfort. His body was ready for more, even if his mind was still trying to process everything that had happened.

Thursday evening, Vanessa sat him down on the couch with a serious expression.

"I want to talk about Saturday," she said, taking his hand. "About what I have planned for our final night."

"Okay," Marcus said, his pulse quickening with anticipation and nervousness.

"Everything we've done so far has been about exploring your limits, discovering new pleasures, pushing boundaries in safe, controlled ways." Vanessa's thumb stroked over his knuckles. "Saturday is going to be about complete surrender. About you giving yourself to me entirely, trusting me with every part of you."

"I already trust you completely," Marcus said.

"I know. But this is different." Vanessa's eyes were intense, searching his face. "I want to take you to a sex club. A private one I'm a member of—very exclusive, very safe, very discreet. And I want to scene with you there. In front of other people."

Marcus's breath caught. "A sex club?"

"It's called The Velvet Room. Members only, strict vetting process, everyone tested regularly. There are private rooms and public spaces. I want to use one of the public spaces—a demonstration area where members can watch scenes but not participate unless invited."

"You want to fuck me in front of strangers," Marcus said slowly, processing this.

"I want to show you off," Vanessa corrected. "I want other people to see how beautiful you are when you surrender, how perfectly you take what I give you. I want them to watch me own you completely." Her grip on his hand tightened. "But only if you want this too. This is a big step, bigger than anything we've done before. If you're not comfortable—"

"I want it," Marcus interrupted. The words surprised him, but as soon as he said them, he knew they were true. The exhibitionism with Jessica had awakened something in him—the thrill of being watched, of performing, of showing others what he and Vanessa had together. "I want to do this."

Vanessa's smile was radiant. "Yeah?"

"Yeah. I trust you. And honestly? The idea of other people watching you fuck me is incredibly hot."

"God, I love you," Vanessa breathed, pulling him into a kiss that was all heat and promise. When she pulled back, her eyes were dark with arousal. "Saturday night, then. I'll make the reservation, set everything up. This is going to be perfect."

Saturday arrived with Marcus in a state of nervous excitement that made focusing on anything impossible. Vanessa had given him detailed instructions for the evening: shower thoroughly, shave if he wanted (he did), wear the clothes she'd laid out on the bed (black jeans that hugged his ass, a tight white t-shirt, boxer briefs and nothing else—no belt, easy access).

By seven PM, they were in Vanessa's car heading across town to an upscale neighborhood Marcus rarely visited. The Velvet Room, apparently, was housed in what looked like a renovated Victorian mansion—discreet signage, elegant architecture, the kind of place you'd never guess was a sex club unless you knew.

Vanessa parked and turned to him, her hand finding his. She was dressed to kill in a black leather dress that hugged every curve, her hair loose around her shoulders, makeup dramatic and perfect. She looked like every dominant fantasy he'd ever had.

"Last chance to back out," she said seriously. "Once we go inside, I'm going to collar you. That's the signal that you're submitting to me for the evening, that I'm in charge of your body and your pleasure. If at any point you want to stop, you use your safeword. Red means stop everything immediately. Yellow means slow down, check in. Green means keep going. Understand?"

"I understand," Marcus said, his heart pounding.

"Good boy." Vanessa leaned over to kiss him, then pulled a black leather collar from her purse. It was simple but elegant, with a silver D-ring at the front. "May I?"

Marcus tilted his head, exposing his throat, and felt the collar settle around his neck. Vanessa buckled it snugly—not tight enough to restrict breathing, but tight enough that he was constantly aware of its presence. The weight of it felt significant, symbolic. A claim.

"Perfect," Vanessa murmured, running her fingers along the leather. "You look so good in this, baby. Come on."

They entered The Velvet Room through a discreet side entrance. The interior was exactly as elegant as the exterior suggested—rich fabrics, dim lighting, tasteful artwork that became increasingly erotic as they moved deeper into the building. Vanessa was clearly familiar with the layout, leading him through corridors with confidence.

They passed several closed doors—private rooms, Marcus assumed—and a few open spaces where people were socializing. Everyone was dressed in variations of fetish wear: leather, latex, lingerie, elaborate harnesses. Marcus felt simultaneously overdressed in his jeans and t-shirt and completely exposed with the collar around his neck marking him as someone's submissive.

Finally, Vanessa led him to a larger room at the back of the building. The demonstration area.

It was set up like a small theater—a raised platform at one end with various pieces of furniture (a padded bench, a St. Andrew's cross, hooks in the ceiling for suspension), and several rows of comfortable seating arranged in a semicircle facing the stage. Currently, the seats were mostly empty—just a handful of people scattered throughout, talking quietly or watching the platform with interest.

"We're the main event tonight," Vanessa explained quietly. "I reserved the prime slot—9 PM to 11 PM. That's when most members will be here to watch." She checked her watch. "We have twenty minutes. Let me show you the space, walk you through what I have planned."

She led him onto the platform. The stage was well-lit—bright enough that anyone in the audience would have a clear view, but not harsh or unflattering. The padded bench was at center stage, adjustable in height and angle.

"I'm going to start by stripping you," Vanessa said, her voice taking on that commanding edge he loved. "Slowly, so everyone can see your body revealed inch by inch. Then I'm going to have you lie on this bench while I open you up with my fingers, get you ready to be fucked." She ran her hand along the padded surface. "By the time I'm done, there will be at least twenty people watching you. Watching me prepare you, watching your reactions, seeing how much you love this."

Marcus's cock was already hardening in his jeans just from her description.

"Then I'm going to fuck you," Vanessa continued. "Right here on this bench, in front of everyone. I'm going to make you come so hard that everyone in this room will see exactly what you look like when you fall apart. And then—" she paused, watching his face carefully, "—if you're willing, I'm going to invite others to participate."

"Participate how?" Marcus asked, his mouth dry.

"Nothing involving penetration—that's still just mine. But maybe someone to help hold you in position, someone to stroke your cock while I fuck you, someone to kiss you and whisper filthy things in your ear. Creating a scene with multiple people all focused on your pleasure." Her eyes searched his. "Only if you want it. If not, it's just you and me. Either way is perfect."

Marcus considered. The party last week had proven he enjoyed multiple people focused on him. And something about the public nature of this, the performance aspect, the strangers watching—it called to that exhibitionist part of himself he'd discovered.

"I want it," he said. "All of it."

Vanessa's smile was brilliant with pride and arousal. "Then let's give them a show they'll never forget."

At exactly 9 PM, the lights in the seating area dimmed while the stage lights brightened. Marcus stood at center stage, very aware that the seats were now filling up—he counted at least fifteen people, maybe more, all settling in to watch. Some were couples sitting close together, hands already wandering. Others were alone, their attention fixed entirely on the platform.

Vanessa stood before him, microphone in hand. Her voice carried through the space with clear authority.

"Good evening, everyone. For those who don't know me, I'm Vanessa, and this—" she gestured to Marcus, "—is my partner, Marcus. Tonight, we're going to demonstrate the art of pegging, along with power exchange, exhibitionism, and shared pleasure. Marcus has consented to everything you're about to see. If anyone would like to participate later in our scene, I'll give clear instructions. For now, please enjoy the show."

She set the microphone aside and turned her full attention to Marcus.

"Strip for me," she commanded, loud enough for everyone to hear. "Nice and slow. I want everyone to see what's mine."

Marcus's hands went to the hem of his t-shirt, pulling it up slowly to reveal his stomach, his chest, his shoulders. He tossed it aside and heard an appreciative murmur from the audience. His hands moved to his jeans next, unbuttoning them with deliberate slowness before pushing them down his legs along with his boxer briefs.

His cock sprang free, already hard and flushed, and the exposure—standing naked and aroused in front of twenty strangers while wearing Vanessa's collar—sent a thrill through him that made him even harder.

"Beautiful," Vanessa said, circling him slowly so the audience could see every angle. "Look at him. Already hard just from being watched, from knowing what's coming." She stopped in front of him, her hand wrapping around his cock and giving him a slow stroke that made him gasp. "Such a good boy for me."

She guided him to the padded bench, adjusting it so it was flat like a massage table. "On your back," she instructed. "Legs spread, knees up. Show everyone that pretty hole you want me to fill."

Marcus climbed onto the bench and assumed the position, feeling incredibly vulnerable and exposed and desperately aroused all at once. From this angle, he could see the audience clearly—all those eyes fixed on him, watching his every movement, seeing him completely naked and displayed.

Vanessa moved to the side of the platform where she'd set up her supplies earlier: lube, gloves, her harness and dildo. She made a show of pulling on black nitrile gloves, snapping them against her wrists, while addressing the audience.

"Preparation is crucial for anal play," she explained, her voice taking on an educational tone that was somehow incredibly hot. "You need plenty of lubrication and patience. Watch."

She coated her gloved fingers generously with lube, then moved between Marcus's spread legs. Her finger circled his entrance—slow, teasing circles that made him squirm—while she continued talking to the audience.

"External stimulation first. Let the body relax, get used to being touched in this area." Her finger pressed inside slowly, just the tip. "Then gentle penetration. Pay attention to your partner's breathing, their body language. If they tense up—" Marcus had tensed involuntarily, "—you pause. Let them adjust."

She worked her finger deeper, and Marcus forced himself to relax, hyperaware that everyone was watching this intimate penetration, seeing Vanessa's finger disappearing into his body.

"Good," Vanessa praised. "He's relaxing for me now. Taking my finger so well." She added a second, the stretch making him gasp. "Two fingers now. Scissoring them to stretch him open, prepare him for what's coming."

She fucked him with two fingers while continuing her narration, explaining technique and angles and how to find the prostate. When she crooked her fingers and hit that spot, Marcus's entire body jolted and he moaned loudly—the sound echoing through the space and drawing murmurs of appreciation from the watchers.

"There it is," Vanessa said with satisfaction. "The prostate. When stimulated correctly—" she pressed firmly, and Marcus moaned again, "—it produces intense pleasure. Most men have never experienced prostate orgasms. Marcus has. Multiple times. And he's going to have another one tonight, for all of you to see."

She added a third finger, working him open with determined efficiency while Marcus writhed on the bench, making sounds he couldn't control. His cock was rock-hard and leaking onto his stomach, untouched but throbbing with need.

Finally—finally—Vanessa withdrew her fingers. She stripped off the gloves and moved to put on her harness, threading the familiar dildo through the O-ring. The sight of her in that black leather dress with the cock jutting from her hips was one of the hottest things Marcus had ever seen.

She lubed the dildo generously, making sure the audience could see every stroke of her hand along the silicone shaft. Then she positioned herself between Marcus's legs, the head of the toy pressing against his entrance.

"Ready, baby?" she asked, her voice softening just for him despite the audience.

"Yes," Marcus breathed. "Please."

Vanessa pushed in slowly, inch by inch, and Marcus felt the familiar stretch and fullness as she penetrated him. The audience could see everything—the dildo disappearing into his body, his face contorting with pleasure, his cock jerking against his stomach.

"All the way in," Vanessa announced when her hips met his ass. She held still for a moment, letting him adjust, then pulled back and thrust in again. "Watch his face. See how much he loves being fucked like this? How his cock leaks just from having me inside him?"

She established a rhythm—long, deep strokes that hit his prostate with devastating accuracy. Marcus was making constant sounds now, unable to stay quiet, his hands gripping the edges of the bench for stability.

"Who wants to participate?" Vanessa called out to the audience, never breaking her rhythm. "I need someone to stroke his cock while I fuck him. Someone to help him come."

Several hands went up. Vanessa pointed to a woman in the front row—petite, dark-haired, wearing a red corset. "You. Come up here."

The woman climbed onto the platform eagerly, moving to Marcus's side. Up close, he could see she was probably in her thirties, attractive, with an excited gleam in her eyes.

"What's your name?" Vanessa asked her.

"Michelle."

"Nice to meet you, Michelle. I want you to stroke Marcus's cock while I fuck him. Use your hand, take your time, follow my rhythm. Can you do that?"

"Absolutely." Michelle's hand wrapped around Marcus's erection, and the feel of a stranger's touch combined with Vanessa's cock inside him made him moan loudly.

"Good girl," Vanessa praised. "Now watch—when I thrust in, you stroke up. Create a rhythm together. Make him fall apart."

They worked in tandem—Vanessa driving deep while Michelle stroked his cock, their movements synchronized and devastating. Marcus was drowning in sensation, overwhelmed by the combination of penetration and stimulation and the knowledge that the entire audience was watching him get fucked and handled.

"I want more," Vanessa said breathlessly, her own arousal clear in her voice despite not being physically penetrated. "I want this to be overwhelming for him. I need two more volunteers—one to hold his legs up and spread, one to play with his nipples."

More hands shot up. Vanessa selected a man this time—tall, muscular, dressed in leather pants—and a woman with purple hair and multiple piercings.

"Hold his legs," Vanessa instructed the man. "Keep him spread wide so everyone can see where my cock is disappearing into him."

The man's hands were large and strong, gripping Marcus's thighs and pulling them even wider apart, holding him completely open and exposed.

"And you," Vanessa said to the purple-haired woman, "play with his nipples. Pinch them, twist them, make him feel it."

The woman's fingers found his nipples immediately, rolling and pinching the sensitive buds until Marcus was gasping and arching on the bench. Combined with Michelle's hand on his cock, the stranger holding his legs spread, and Vanessa's relentless fucking—it was too much, overwhelming, exactly what Vanessa had promised.

"Look at him," Vanessa said to the audience, her voice rough with exertion. "Completely overwhelmed. Four people touching him at once, all focused on his pleasure. This is what surrender looks like."

Marcus could feel his orgasm building—that deep, full-body sensation that was so different from normal climaxes. The pressure was intense, pleasure coiling tighter and tighter at the base of his spine.

"He's close," Vanessa observed. "I can feel it in how he's clenching around my cock. Everyone watch—this is what a prostate orgasm looks like."

She angled her hips, hitting his prostate dead-on with every thrust while Michelle stroked him faster and the purple-haired woman pinched his nipples hard. The combination sent Marcus over the edge.

His orgasm detonated through him with devastating force. He came with a shout that echoed through the entire space, his cock pulsing in Michelle's grip and shooting come across his chest and stomach while Vanessa continued fucking him through every wave. The pleasure seemed endless, rolling through him in waves that left him shaking and gasping.

The audience applauded—actually applauded—and through his post-orgasmic haze, Marcus heard Vanessa thanking the volunteers, dismissing them back to their seats. Then she was pulling out carefully, and he felt the emptiness like a physical loss.

She climbed onto the bench beside him, gathering him into her arms despite the mess of his release still coating his skin. "You were perfect," she whispered against his ear, her voice thick with emotion. "So fucking perfect, baby. I'm so proud of you."

Marcus couldn't speak yet, could only cling to her while his body slowly came down from the intense high. Around them, the audience was dispersing, though several people approached to thank them for the demonstration, to compliment Marcus's performance, to ask Vanessa questions about technique.

Through it all, Vanessa kept him close, protective and possessive, her hand stroking his hair while she chatted with club members. Eventually, someone brought them water and warm towels, and Vanessa cleaned him carefully before helping him into his clothes.

"Can you walk?" she asked gently.

"I think so," Marcus managed. His legs were shaky, but he made it off the platform with Vanessa's support.

They made their way back through The Velvet Room slowly, Vanessa accepting congratulations and praise from other members while keeping Marcus close to her side. By the time they reached the car, Marcus was more coherent, though still floating in that post-scene bliss.

In the car, Vanessa removed his collar carefully, setting it in her lap. "How do you feel?"

"Like I just had the most intense sexual experience of my life," Marcus said honestly. "In front of twenty strangers. And I loved every second of it."

Vanessa's smile was radiant. "Good. Because that was our seventh night. Seven nights of exploration, discovery, pushing boundaries. You've been incredible through all of it."

"We're done, then?" Marcus asked, and he couldn't quite identify what he was feeling—relief? Disappointment?

"With the structured seven nights, yes." Vanessa started the car. "But this isn't over, baby. This is just the beginning. Now we know what you like, what turns you on, what boundaries we can push. We can keep exploring, keep experimenting, keep having amazing sex for the rest of our lives."

"The rest of our lives," Marcus repeated, warmth flooding his chest at the casual way she said it. Like their future together was a given, inevitable, permanent.

"Yeah." Vanessa glanced at him, her eyes soft. "If you'll have me."

"Always," Marcus said, meaning it completely.

They drove home in comfortable silence, both processing everything that had happened over the past seven nights. When they finally made it to their apartment, Marcus was exhausted but happy, his body sore in the best possible way.

"Come on," Vanessa said, leading him to the bathroom. "Let me take care of you."

She drew him a bath—warm water with Epsom salts to soothe sore muscles—and helped him in. Then, to his surprise, she stripped and climbed in behind him, her arms wrapping around his chest to pull him back against her.

They stayed like that for a long time, the warm water soothing their bodies while they processed everything together. Vanessa kissed his neck, his shoulder, whispering how much she loved him, how proud she was, how perfect he'd been.

Finally, Marcus asked, "What's next for us?"

"Whatever we want," Vanessa said simply. "We can keep exploring at The Velvet Room, try new things there. We can have more private parties with friends. We can experiment with different kinks and scenarios. Or we can just go back to normal sex for a while, let you recover." She kissed behind his ear. "As long as we're together, I'm happy."

"Together," Marcus agreed. "Always."

They eventually made it to bed, curling up together in clean sheets. Marcus fell asleep quickly, exhausted and satisfied and deeply content. His last coherent thought was that seven nights ago, he'd had no idea this side of himself existed. And now he couldn't imagine going back to who he'd been before.

Vanessa had unlocked something in him. Something beautiful and freeing and intensely pleasurable. And he was excited to see where they'd go from here.

cover.jpeg
SEVEN NIGHTS

' JENNA SAHARA





