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Prologue

I took a sip of my drink, letting the words from my date wash over me without really listening. He was kind of hot. At least, hotter than the last few. And he hadn’t done anything too weird. After a long run of dates with guys I’d never even consider getting into bed with, this one had potential. My life was a mess at the moment. I didn’t have a boyfriend. I didn’t even have a job after being made redundant last week. I desperately needed a bit of luck.

He paused in his anecdote and looked at me. Shit, I hadn’t been listening. I laughed, hoping that was the right response. It seemed to be, because he smiled and continued talking. Luckily, he hadn’t been talking about his dog dying or something. I really should pay more attention. The only problem was that I was desperately horny, and all I could think about was whether I was going to go home with him. It had been far too long since I’d been laid, so I decided to just go for it.

“Shall we go back to yours?” I blurted out suddenly. Interrupting whatever it was he had been going on about.

His eyes widened in surprise, and then a big grin spread over his face.

“Let’s go!” he said, downing the rest of his pint and standing up.

His flat was a tip, the floor covered in dirty clothes, pizza boxes, and other rubbish. That was an immediate turn-off, but I tried to put it out of my mind. At least he didn’t live with his parents, like the last guy I’d gone home with. Having to join in a family game of Monopoly had kind of put a dampener on that encounter.

I perched on the edge of his crumb-covered sofa while he went to the kitchen. He reappeared with two warm cans of lager and handed me one.

"Cheers," I said, cracking it open, taking a sip, and immediately regretting it.

“Shall we?” he asked, already pulling his shirt over his head and revealing a torso covered in thick, black hair.

I nodded, more out of commitment to my original decision than actual enthusiasm, and followed him into what I assumed was his bedroom, based on the single mattress on the floor. There were no sheets. Just a duvet balled up at one end, and a small, sad pillow.

“Sexy,” I muttered under my breath.

He didn’t hear me. He was already yanking down his boxers and standing proudly naked before me.

That had escalated fast. No kissing. No touching. Just him, socks still on, already rolling a condom onto his below-average dick like he was trying to beat a personal best.

“Uh, okay,” I said, starting to undress, but only managing to get my jeans halfway down before he was lying back on the mattress, patting the spot next to him and stroking his erection. I finished stripping and lay down next to him.

“How about you go down on me…” I began, but he was already moving between my legs and slipping his cock into me.

It was... underwhelming at best.

He thrust like someone doing a terrible impression of a porn star, all hips, grunting, and no rhythm.

“Yeah, you like that?” he gasped. “You like that, you little slut?” I could hardly feel anything.

“I mean, it’s happening,” I replied diplomatically.

“Oh yeah, baby, take it all,” he grunted. I just lay there.

Two minutes later, he let out a triumphant groan, like he’d just crossed a finish line. And then collapsed on top of me.

I lay there awkwardly, legs still spread, waiting to see if he’d say anything.

He didn’t. I pushed him off and searched through his laundry pile for my bra. By the time I let myself out of his front door, he was already asleep. At least I could go home and use my vibrator in peace.


Chapter 1

I sipped my cappuccino and smirked as Maggie nearly fell off her chair laughing. She was loud enough that the guy at the next table glanced over with mild alarm.

“Oh my God, Jenna,” she gasped between wheezes. “No foreplay? None? Like, zero warm-up?”

I grimaced. “Not even a nipple graze. I don’t think he even looked at my tits. It was straight-up insert and go.”

Maggie doubled over, clutching her chest. She slapped the table, laughing so hard she knocked her spoon onto the floor.

“And then,” I added, leaning in conspiratorially, “he came in, like, two minutes. Maybe less. I blinked, and it was over. Then he passed out. Snoring. With the condom still on.”

Maggie made a strangled noise, somewhere between a giggle and a death rattle. “Stop. I’m going to choke.”

“I left while he was still comatose.”

Maggie finally stopped laughing long enough to sip her oat latte and shake her head. “Jenna. You’re a mess. I love you, but your dating life is cursed. Like, biblical-level cursed. Has anyone tried sprinkling holy water on your vagina?”

“Maybe I should go and see the vicar and suggest it,” I giggled.

She grinned. “Okay, well, lucky for you, I might have the dumbest possible solution to your dry spell.”

I raised an eyebrow. “Oh no. What now? The last blind date you sent me on spent the entire time showing me photos of his ex and crying.”

“Better than a blind date,” she said, eyes sparkling. “Reality TV.”

I blinked. “Please tell me you’re not talking about a dating show.”

“Oh, I absolutely am.”

“Maggie...”

“Hear me out! I was in a casting meeting this morning. One of the contestants dropped out last minute, and they’re scrambling to fill the spot. They need someone by Monday.”

“Absolutely not,” I said, already laughing. “I am not going on TV to make out with gym bros named Brad.”

Maggie leaned forward, grinning like the devil. “It films in a villa in Tuscany. You get paid. There’s a generous clothing allowance. And most of the guys are cast for their abs and terrible decision-making, which you seem to be into lately.”

I stared at her.

She stared back.

I picked up my coffee again and took a slow sip. “Tell me more about the clothing allowance.”

Half an hour later, I found myself at Maggie’s casting agency, having my bust measured by a mousey girl with oversized glasses and a terrifying sense of efficiency.

“Jesus,” she muttered, making a note on her clipboard. “That’s quite a rack you’ve got.”

“Er… thanks… I think?”

“Open your legs,” she said, kneeling down in front of me.

“Excuse me?”

“I need your inside leg measurement.”

“Oh. Right.” I shuffled awkwardly, trying not to look like I was being arrested. She ran the tape up my thigh.

Another scribble on the clipboard. “Perfect measurements. Almost the same as the other girl, except your hooters are way bigger. We can make adjustments to the outfits.”

“I’m sure they’re not that big,” I muttered, pouting slightly.

She looked up at me blandly. “Don’t worry. Your sizeable baps will draw in more viewers.”

“Lovely. That’s exactly what I want… my boobs to carry the whole narrative arc. I’d rather be judged on my wit.”

She ignored me. “Take a seat.”

I sat down at the desk, and the mousey girl sat opposite. “Jenna, you’re stunning. The blonde hair, the tan, the massive jugs. It’s exactly what we’re looking for. You’ve got the job. How much do you know about the show?”

“Literally nothing,” I replied.

“Great. So, it’s called The Sex Dating Show.”

I blinked. “The what?”

“The Sex Dating Show,” she repeated, like it was the most normal phrase in the world. “It’s a typical dating show setup… You all live together in a villa for a week. Beautiful location, silly games, forced proximity. That sort of thing. There’s a pool so you can show off your melons in a bikini.”

“Right…” I said slowly. “And the sex part?”

She nodded. “You’ll have the opportunity to have sex with any of the other contestants. Only if you want to, obviously. It’s completely consensual and optional. But encouraged.”

“Encouraged how? Do I get points for orgasms?”

She looked at me like I wasn’t taking it seriously enough. “Actually, there’s a bonus in the contract. You get paid more each time you fuck.”

I stared at her, trying to decide if this was all an elaborate wind-up.

She went on. “There are daily challenges to help break the ice. Usually sexy or emotionally revealing. And cameras everywhere, of course.”

“I’ll be filmed having sex?”

“Naturally. There are even infrared cameras. You can get under the covers if you want, although it will be better for the viewing figures if everyone at least sees those enormous knockers.”

I let out a sharp laugh. “Jesus Christ.”

She pushed a clipboard across the desk toward me. “You leave on Sunday. It films over six days in Tuscany. This is the appearance fee.” She tapped a number at the bottom of the sheet with her pen.

It was a very big number. One of those numbers with a lot of zeros on the end.

She tapped another, only slightly smaller, number underneath. “That’s the bonus for each instance of sexual activity.”

I swallowed hard, my mind racing.

She slid another piece of paper across the desk. On it were six photos of men. I stared at the photos.

Six gorgeous men. All shirtless, obviously. All bronzed and chiselled within an inch of their lives. One had dimples and tattoos in a way that made me ache between my legs.

“Are these the actual contestants?” I asked, my voice suddenly higher-pitched.

The mousey girl nodded. “Yep. They don’t know who the replacement girl is yet. You’d be the surprise addition.”

“And they’re all… single?”

“Yes. And looking for looove.”

I glanced back at the photos. My body, the traitorous little hussy, was definitely interested, judging by how wet my knickers were. My brain, meanwhile, was frantically reminding me that I was a sane adult woman who had once walked out of a promising Tinder date because the guy said lolz out loud.

But then there was that number. The one with all the zeros that was going to make my landlord happy for once.

And then there were those abs. And the dimples.

“What if I actually liked one of them?” I asked, pretending not to stare too hard at Tattoo Dimples.

“Then lucky you,” she said, pushing the pen toward me. “Plenty of couples have stayed together after the show. Some even get engaged. We had a wedding special once. Although, then there was the divorce special… but don’t worry about that.”

I bit my lip. I looked down at the contract. Then at the pen. Then back at Tattoo Dimples.

Fuck it.

I picked up the pen and signed.

The mousey girl clapped once, all business. “Great. You’ll have a blood test now to make sure you’re clean. The guys have already passed theirs, so you won’t need to use protection. You’ll be picked up on Sunday morning. Bring lingerie, we’ll provide all the rest of your clothes.”

“Oh God.”

She grinned. “Welcome to The Sex Dating Show, Jenna.”

I stood, suddenly aware of the absurdity of what I’d just agreed to.


Chapter 2

I was met at the airport by a guy with one of those half-headphones with a microphone in front of his mouth. Like everyone I had met so far, he was also carrying a clipboard.

“Jenna,” he said, shaking my hand warmly. “I’m Max, the production assistant.”

“Nice to meet you,” I said, as he guided me into a waiting taxi. He was actually quite fit, with dark hair and a twinkle in his eye. I wouldn’t have minded dating him if I weren’t about to go on a dating show.

The drive from the airport took about forty minutes, winding through the sun-drenched Tuscan countryside. Vineyards rolled past the windows, golden fields basked in the late afternoon glow, and I was just starting to relax when the villa came into view.

And holy shit. It wasn’t just a house… it was the kind of place you'd see on the cover of a glossy magazine titled People With Way More Money Than You. It was all white stone, olive trees, and arched windows framed with fairy lights.

The taxi stopped outside the main entrance, and I felt my stomach flip.

Max turned in his seat and gave me a grin. “Okay, so this part we call the Big Entrance. It’s all filmed by the internal cameras. Just walk in, look around, and talk to yourself. Say what you see, what you think. It’ll all be cut together later. And don’t be afraid to be a little dramatic. No pressure.”

“I am always dramatic,” I said, already sweating.

“Perfect,” Max replied, hopping out of the car and opening my door. “Have fun, Jenna. The guys will arrive later. And we’ll see you in the confession room.”

I took a deep breath, adjusted my sunglasses, and stepped up to the front door. As soon as I pushed it open, I heard a soft mechanical whirr behind a nearby mirror… the cameras moving. Right. This was happening.

“Hello?” I called out to no one. “It’s me. The sacrificial virgin.”

The front hall opened into a massive open-plan living room and kitchen. Creamy stone floors, high ceilings, and giant windows that flooded the space with warm light. There was a huge white L-shaped sofa facing a flat-screen TV mounted above a fake fireplace, and the kitchen looked like something out of a cooking show.

“Okay, we’re doing this,” I whispered to myself.

I padded through the living space to the sliding glass doors and stepped outside. My jaw dropped. To my left, there was a sprawling infinity pool that looked out over rolling vineyards. To my right, a raised hot tub surrounded by white-cushioned loungers and large sun umbrellas. An outdoor bar, complete with neon signage that read The Sex Dating Show, was fully stocked. A row of pastel-coloured cocktails were already lined up on the counter.

“Oh wow. This is… a lot nicer than the last flat I had sex in,” I joked out loud.

Steps led down to a perfectly manicured lawn. A large yurt was at one end, strung with lights. I wandered back inside, still talking mostly for the cameras. “Let’s see what else there is…”

I opened another door off the main room. There were stone steps leading down. I went far enough to see that it was an old wine cellar, with arched brick ceilings. In the middle was a padded bench with stirrups, and the walls were lined with toys and whips.

“Oh. Hello. Sex dungeon.”

The camera on the ceiling moved with a little whirr to track me as I backed away.

“Maybe let’s start with something safer, like the bedrooms…”

I headed up the wide staircase that spiralled up out of the main living space. Upstairs were all the bedrooms. One of them had my name on the door in glitzy pink letters.

Inside, it was absolute luxury. A huge round bed covered in silky white sheets and ridiculous fluffy pillows. Gold mirrors. Fairy lights were draped above the headboard. A sliding door led to a private ensuite bathroom with a massive walk-in shower that looked like it could fit all six of my prospective boyfriends.

I flopped onto the bed, laughing. “This is ridiculous. I can’t believe I signed up for this.”

After a moment of enjoying the ridiculousness, I peeled myself off the mattress and kept exploring. The other bedrooms were smaller than mine, but all were beautifully decorated.

Back downstairs, near the kitchen, I found a small, soundproofed room with a single armchair in the middle. A camera was fixed on it, and a red light above the lens blinked to life as I stepped in.

I froze. “Is this… the confession room?”

A robotic female voice crackled through a speaker. “Yes, Jenna. Please sit down.”

The chair was oversized and comfy, in a way that made me relax just a little too much. I looked directly at the camera and took a breath.

“Tell us your first impressions,” said the voice.

“So. Day one. I’ve just arrived and I’ve already seen a sex dungeon, a glitter sign with my name on it, and a shower bigger than my flat at home. Am I terrified? Absolutely.”

The camera whirred again, and I gave it my best cheeky grin.

“But I can’t wait to meet all the guys.”

“They’ll be here soon,” said the voice. “Why don’t you go and shower and put on a dress. Don’t be shy, the public are keen to see everything.”

I swallowed. “You want me to… get naked in the shower?”

There was a pause, just the faint hum of the camera focusing. Then the voice replied. “Only if you want to.”

Which, of course, was code for: please, God, yes.

I narrowed my eyes at the red blinking light. “You lot are filthy.”

No response. Just the red light blinking innocently. Pervy little robot.

I stood up and smoothed my shorts. “Fine. I’ll shower. But only because I smell like airplane and panic. Try to film it tastefully.”

Back in my bedroom, I peeled off my travel clothes until I was in my underwear. I was wearing just a simple white bra and white knickers. I looked around for the cameras. There was an obvious dome one on the ceiling above the bed, and probably one behind the mirror at the end. I eyed the teddy bear on the dresser suspiciously - was one of the eyes a little different from the other?

I grabbed a huge fluffy towel from the bed and padded barefoot into the enormous ensuite. The tiles were warm beneath my feet, and the shower… Jesus. It had four nozzles. The main one was bigger than a dinner plate. There was a camera in the corner pointing right at the shower, and the red light blinked on.

I turned the water on, and soon the room was full of steam.

“All right then,” I muttered.

I reached behind and unhooked my bra, letting it slip from my shoulders and fall to the floor. My breasts, full and heavy, dropped down. My nipples instantly tightened, and I had to admit… it felt weirdly good. Empowering, even.

I looked up at the camera and raised an eyebrow. “Happy now?”

Then I stepped into the shower, knickers still on. I wasn’t that brave. Yet.

But the moment the water hit them, they clung to my skin, the thin, white fabric turning sheer enough to leave very little to the imagination. Glancing down, I could see the dark hair of my trimmed bush showing through. Did I mention that I wasn’t a natural blonde?

The warm spray cascaded down from the massive overhead nozzle, soaking my hair and body. There was something thrilling about it, this blend of luxury and voyeurism. The thought that somewhere, people were watching this live, maybe even getting turned on and touching themselves, was… actually turning me on.

I lathered some shower gel in my hands and applied it to my chest, letting the foam glide over my breasts. I massaged them, far longer than was necessary. I circled my nipples slowly, watching how the soap slid over the curves, how my skin glowed under the lights. I wasn’t just washing myself. I was performing.

And, God help me, I was enjoying it.

The steam, the camera, the way the water trickled between my thighs… it was like flipping a switch. I felt my heart beating faster, and a desperate ache between my legs. I closed my eyes and let one hand drift lower. I leaned back against the tiles and slipped my hand into my knickers. Maybe the camera won’t be able to see with all the steam, I thought. But I knew it wasn’t true.

The thought of being watched made everything sharper. I imagined Max was sitting in a production van somewhere, headphones on, watching me with wide eyes and flushed cheeks. I wondered if he was holding his breath. I wondered if he was hard.

The water rushed around me as my fingers slipped between my folds and started to massage my clit. My other hand found my breast, still slippery with foam, and I gasped softly as I teased the hard peak. I felt like I was on fire. I knew exactly how to get myself off… I’d had a lot of practice lately. The tension built quickly inside me.

It hit me suddenly, intense and overwhelming. I bit my lip hard to stifle the moan as my back arched, toes curling on the tiles. The pleasure was a pulsing wave that spread through my whole body, making my cheeks and chest flushed and burning.

When it faded, I leaned against the wall, breathless, heart racing, grinning like someone who’d just gotten away with something.

The camera blinked, steady and silent.

“Enjoy the show?” I asked it, half-laughing.

No answer. Just the soft hiss of the shower.

I finished washing quickly, feeling looser and lighter, like I’d just pressed some kind of reset button. I’d really needed that.

Wrapped in a towel, I padded back into the bedroom, still a little breathless, skin tingling in that delicious, post-orgasm glow. I slipped my wet knickers off underneath, protecting my modesty, and pulled on a new pair. These were black lace, the sort I would wear on a date I had already decided on the outcome of. I shrugged off the towel, squeezed my tits into a matching bra, and turned my attention to the walk-in wardrobe.

Holy shit. It was honestly bigger than my entire bedroom back home. The air inside smelled faintly of expensive perfume and new clothes. Racks of designer outfits lined both walls, colour-coordinated and all in my size. The rails were divided into sections: Daytime Flirt, Poolside Drama, Dinner Date, Midnight Confession. And then, at the very end, Arrival Look.

I flipped through the options under that one, heart racing. I needed to make an impression. The guys would be arriving soon, and I wanted them to fancy me.

I chose a dark green, figure-hugging dress with a plunging neckline. It hugged the waist, flared just slightly at the hips, and had a slit so high it only just stopped short of my knickers. I slipped it on. My cleavage was… substantial. The dress didn’t just reveal it; I was worried I’d fall out of it. I guess I did have a bigger chest than the girl they had bought it for.

I gave myself a look in the full-length mirror.

“Okay, Jenna,” I whispered. “I think you might actually be a nine for once.”

There was a loud chime over the speakers in the ceiling. It was the doorbell.


Chapter 3

I padded barefoot to the big front door. As I opened it, a wave of hot, dry air hit me, followed by the first man. He was tall, tanned, and radiated confidence with every swaggering step. He wore a tight white T-shirt stretched over builder’s biceps, and a smug little smirk on his face like he’d just installed a kitchen and then shagged the homeowner. I recognised him as the tattooed one with the dimples from the photos.

“Fucking hell,” he said, eyes dragging over me and fixing shamelessly on my cleavage.

I laughed, even though I wanted to roll my eyes. “Jenna,” I said, offering my hand.

He ignored it and pulled me in for a cocky one-armed hug, squashing my tits against his firm chest.

“I’m Mason. I’m a builder from Essex. And you, babe, are exactly my type.”

Oh god. He’s going to call me “babe” the whole time, isn’t he? Still, he was pretty hot, although maybe only in a one-night-stand kind of way.

Mason swaggered around the downstairs, checking everything out, opening cupboards and rattling doors like he was inspecting how well it was built.

A few minutes later, the doorbell rang again. I opened the door to a tall, slim guy in a soft blue shirt, already blushing. He looked like a nervous member of a boy band. Curls, big brown eyes, and a sweet, anxious smile like he was worried I wouldn’t like him.

“Hi,” he said, his voice cracking slightly. “I’m Isaac. I, um… you look incredible.”

I grinned. “Thanks. I’m Jenna. Are you okay?”

He laughed nervously. “Yeah, just… cameras. And you. And this villa. It’s a lot.”

Adorable.

“Come in,” I said, stepping aside. “You’ll be fine.”

Isaac walked in, awkwardly looking around. He definitely was not the type I usually went for… but something about his shyness was… disarmingly cute. Mason came over and shook his hand, and I saw him wince as the builder gripped him tightly.

Five minutes of awkward small talk later, the doorbell rang again.

I opened the door, and my heart skipped a beat. This guy looked like a model. He was Asian, with sharp cheekbones and glasses. He was confident, but not in a flashy way like Mason. He wore a satchel over one shoulder and held a book in one hand. A book.

“Jenna?” he said, offering his other hand like a gentleman. “Nice to meet you. I’m Scott.”

I shook it, still a bit stunned by how handsome he was.

“And what do you do, Scott?” I asked.

“I’m an actor and model, although currently acting as a barista.” He gave me an easy smile. “I’m poly and bi, in case you were wondering.”

I blinked. “Right. Okay.”

He smiled again. “I like to be upfront.”

I already knew this man would have conversations after sex about how it had gone. Possibly during.

Ten more minutes passed. My menagerie of men seemed to be getting on surprisingly well.

Ding dong. This time, I opened the door to find someone older. He had a few streaks of grey in his hair and beard. He was wearing a smart shirt with the sleeves rolled up. He had a confident posture, like he owned the place. His eyes, framed with laughter lines, met mine like he already knew all my secrets.

“Hello, Jenna,” he said smoothly. “I’m Richard. May I come in?”

“Of course,” I said, stepping aside, suddenly aware that my dress had slipped down slightly and I was very nearly spilling out the front. I tugged it back up and caught a smirk on his lips. This handsome, older man was making my throat dry, but somewhere else wet. I suddenly had a premonition of him tying my wrists together.

“You’re stunning,” he said, looking me over. “It’s a pleasure to meet you.”

“Thank you,” I murmured, feeling a little intimidated.

Richard walked in and glanced around like he was used to such luxury. That made four, and to be honest, I would have fucked any of them.

Ding dong. I opened the door to number five. He was a handsome Black man with a bald head and a long beard. His grin was lazy, like he’d already had a great day and only expected it to get better.

“Hey,” he said. His voice was deep and rich. “Damn, girl, you are fine.”

“Thank you,” I purred, blushing from his attention.

“I’m Zeke,” he said, stepping inside and looking around. “I’m a personal trainer from Manchester.”

The doorbell rang again.

The final man breezed straight past me as soon as I opened the door. He had dyed blonde hair and wore a tank top and short shorts. He had glitter painted on the side of his face.

“Darlings,” he said camply as he strode right into the living area. “I’m ecstatic to meet you all.”

He turned to face me and took my hand. “You must be the wonderful Jenna, I can’t wait to get to know you intimately.” He gave me a pouty look and kissed my hand. “You’re beautiful, but you need some help with the makeup. Come and see me later. I’m Blake, by the way. I’m a hairdresser from London, so I know what I’m talking about. Are they real?”

“Pardon?”

“Your boobs. Are they real?”

I looked down at my impressive cleavage. “They are.”

“Wow, girl. You are blessed,” he said. He pranced inside, twirling once, and immediately launched himself onto the sofa next to Scott, who had just sat down with a glass of wine.

“Hello, big boy,” he purred. It seemed like I wasn’t the only one he was interested in.

I looked at the living room, now full of six men who could not be more different. Mason, the cocky builder. Isaac, the nervous maybe-virgin. Scott, a poly intellectual. Richard, the kinky-looking silver fox. Zeke, a gym god. And Blake, a flirty bisexual hairdresser.

It was going to be one hell of a week.

We spent the next thirty minutes chatting and getting to know one another a bit better. Then the speaker crackled to life. “Could Jenna please come to the confession room.”

I sat down in the big chair and curled my legs up under my ass.

“Jenna. Tell us what you think of your new housemates,” said the robotic voice.

I rolled my eyes. “Oh my god, they are all gorgeous. I would date any of them in a second.”

“That’s good to hear,” said the voice. “Because tonight, you get to choose one of them to go on a date with. And at the end of the date, you can choose to sleep with them.”

I felt my stomach flip as the reality of what I was doing finally landed. My first date. And the whole thing would be filmed and streamed to thousands, maybe millions.

“Do I have to choose now?” I asked the camera.

“Yes.”

No pressure.


Chapter 4

I ran through the options again in my mind. Mason was fit, but I didn’t feel like being aggressively groped over dinner yet. Scott would definitely try to unpack my childhood trauma before dessert, and I wasn’t up to anything too emotional today. Zeke… god, Zeke was hot, but I suspected he went hard to get what he wanted. He looked like a man with… stamina. Richard was giving me big Dom energy that was making me wet between the legs, but I wasn’t quite ready for either. And Blake? Delightful, but that much fun could be exhausting.

That left Isaac. Soft-spoken and sweet. Nervous in a way that made me feel powerful. And kind of… safe.

“I pick Isaac,” I said, sitting up a little straighter.

“Confirmed,” said the voice. “You’ll meet Isaac for dinner in the yurt in one hour.”

I took Blake up on his offer to fix my makeup. He squealed with delight the second I told him. “Oh, honey, yes. That’s the girl who’s about to make a shy boy forget his own name.”

I perched on a stool in his room while he fussed over me, dabbing at my face like I was a film star preparing to collect my Oscar.

“You’ve got great bone structure,” he said, holding my chin between his fingers. “Like a slutty Disney princess.”

“Thank you? I think.”

He winked, then flicked a highlighter brush across my cheekbones with surgical precision.

“Now… are you sure about Isaac? I mean, he’s cute in a lost-puppy kind of way, but I could totally see you as a submissive with a man who knows how to take control.”

I laughed. “One step at a time. Puppy eyes first. Possibly getting ruined later.”

Blake gasped dramatically. “A woman with a plan. I love it.”

Twenty minutes later, I stood in front of the mirror, nerves twisting deliciously in my belly. I walked out to the garden, heels crunching softly over the gravel, until I spotted the yurt. A romantic, white tent lit up with lanterns, the warm glow flickering inside like it was straight out of a fairytale.

Inside, Isaac was already waiting. There was a table set for two with a candle in the middle. But I couldn’t help notice that on the other side of the tent was a double bed.

He stood when he saw me, blinking like he’d just seen a vision. “Jenna…”

“Hi,” I smiled, my heart suddenly thudding. “You clean up nicely.”

“So do you. I mean… you always do… But now it’s like, extra… You’re always… Er…” He ran out of words and pulled back the chair for me so I could sit.

Dinner was brought out by a team of smartly dressed waiters. Plates of pasta and chargrilled chicken with just enough ceremony to feel special. We clinked glasses, and I noticed Isaac’s hand was shaking just a little.

“I’ve never done anything like this,” he admitted, poking at his food with a fork.

“You mean dinner in a yurt? Or being on a dating show with Sex in the title?”

He laughed, blushing adorably. “Both, actually.”

I leaned in. “You’re doing great.”

We chatted easily as we ate our meals. But there was something I wanted to know.

“Can I ask you something?” I asked after a while.

“Of course.”

“Are you… are you a virgin?”

“No,” he said, turning red. “No…. I… I’ve had one girlfriend, but… she died.”

“Oh my god,” I gasped. “I’m so sorry. That’s terrible. What happened?”

“Um… she didn’t die… I meant, she… er… left me.” He was stirring his pasta intently with his fork now and avoiding my eyes.

I watched him for a few seconds. “You’re a virgin, aren’t you?”

“Yes,” he muttered into his plate.

I suddenly wanted nothing more than to fuck this awkward, geeky virgin. But I changed the subject, and he started to relax again. When we finished the main course, the waiters cleared the plates and brought us dessert. It was chocolate cheesecake, but there was only one plate and one spoon.

I giggled. “Looks like they’re trying to make it romantic.”

He blushed again. I scooped up a bit of cheesecake and fed it to him.

“How does it taste?”

“Delicious,” he said, licking his lips.

He took the spoon from me and carved off another bit of cheesecake with the edge. He offered it to my lips over the table. I looked him in the eyes and opened my mouth, sticking my tongue out slightly. I could see his breathing get faster, his eyes glazing with lust. He slid the spoon into my mouth, and I closed around it. Maintaining eye contact, I swallowed it down.

“Fuck,” he whispered.

I’d never been so turned on. I could feel my knickers were absolutely soaking. I couldn’t wait a second longer, and I didn’t care about the cameras.

“Shall we get into the bed?” I said softly.

He nodded.

Leaving the rest of the dessert on the table. I stood up and turned away. “Can you help me with the zip?”

He moved behind me. I could feel the heat from his body as he stood close behind me, his fingers grazing my neck. He eased down the zipper on my dress. I slipped the shoulders off and let it fall to the floor around my feet. I could hear a whirr from the cameras focusing on my newly exposed skin.

I turned back to him, leaning up, standing on tiptoes to kiss him. Our lips touched. I sensed his hesitation, but I prised his mouth open with mine and pushed my tongue inside. He kissed me back, hot and hungry. My hands went to his chest, popping the buttons on his shirt. It fell open, and I trailed my fingertips across the warm skin beneath, feeling the rapid thump of his heartbeat.

My hands went to his belt, unbuckling it and pulling down the zip. His trousers dropped to the floor. He pulled back, and for a second I thought he was going to run, but then he kissed me harder. I felt his cock stiffen against my leg. We needed some privacy.

“Let’s get under the sheets,” I whispered.

“Good idea,” he said, gratefully.

As we climbed into bed, I caught a glimpse of his perfect ass in his tight, black underwear. God, I needed him. But I couldn’t believe I was going to do this on TV. The thought both terrified me and turned me on even more.

He wrapped his arms around me under the covers, and we kissed again. I felt his cock press into my thigh, and I rubbed it against him, making him moan into my mouth.

“Take off my bra,” I whispered.

His hand went to the clasp, and he fumbled with it, not able to unhook it with one hand.

I smiled. “Let me,” I said, and popped the clasp. Then I slid out of the bra, stuck my hand out of the covers, and dropped it to the floor beside the bed. That should make a great shot, I thought.

We kissed some more, my bare breasts pressed tight against his chest. I moved enough against him to stimulate my nipples and rubbed my thigh against his cock. It felt… big. I slid my hand down between us, over his flat stomach, and into the waistband of his underwear. I pulled out his cock.

Fuck, it was massive. I wrapped my hand around it, unable to get my fingers all the way around its girth. I’d never held one so big. I ran my hand up and down it. It was fucking long, too. Rock hard. The biggest dick I’d ever experienced. And a virgin one at that.

He groaned with pleasure as I started to wank him. This deserves two hands, I thought. I wrapped both hands around him under the covers and stroked them up and down, all the way from the base to the tip and back again. I ran one hand over his balls, massaging them gently. He actually whimpered. I stroked him harder.

“Oh god,” he muttered, before kissing me again.

My cunt was aching to be touched, my knickers a wet mess. I quickly slipped them off, making more great TV by dropping them deliberately out of the side of the sheets. Then I grabbed his hand, guiding it between my legs.

His hand hesitated just shy of where I wanted him. I could feel his uncertainty and excitement. Isaac’s eyes flicked up to mine. He was adorable. But I needed him now.

“You can touch me,” I whispered.

He explored, tentative at first, then with growing confidence, reading every tiny reaction I gave him. He found my clit, massaging it in circles with two fingers. I arched into him, grinding my body against him, still stroking his enormous cock.

“That’s it,” I whispered, “Don’t stop.”

He was good at following orders. He didn’t slow or vary what he was doing; he just worked my clit like he’d been doing it all his life. I felt the pressure build inside of me, higher and higher, until I thought it couldn’t go any further. His fingers were relentless on me.

Suddenly, I shattered, my hands gripping his cock like I was hanging on for dear life. The orgasm rushed through me, making me throw my head back and let out a howl of ecstasy as it washed over me. I clung to his throbbing dick, squirming and shaking in the bed.

When I finally came down, I could feel my juices running out of my pussy and down my leg.

“Fuck,” I gasped, looking him in the eyes. “That was incredible.”

I moved my hand between my legs, feeling how soaking wet my bush was, the hair matted around the entrance. I slipped a finger into my cunt, and pulled it out, dripping wet. I placed the finger on his lips and slid it into his mouth. He closed his eyes with pleasure as he sucked my release off my finger.

“Taste how wet you made me,” I whispered.

“Mmm,” he groaned. “That tastes even better than the cheesecake.”

I grinned. “Now I need to fuck you.”


Chapter 5

I pushed Isaac onto his back and pulled the sheets up over us, right over our heads. We were inside a little cocoon, the thin sheets letting through the lights but hiding us from the cameras. I straddled him and looked down at his giant cock. It was beautiful, long, and straight.

I moved my hips, letting the shaft nestle between my folds. I rubbed myself up the length of it, feeling it twitch and throb against me as I ground my clit on it. My heavy tits hung down, almost to his chest.

“Fucking hell,” I breathed. “I love your cock. Have you really never fucked anyone before?”

“Really,” he replied.

I wrapped one hand around its thick girth and guided the head to my opening. I felt it stretch me open, deliciously wide. I moved my hips back, and it slipped inside. I gasped at how much it opened me up, my lips gripping it tightly.

“Fuck,” I gasped.

I sank slowly down on him, inch by inch, my pussy stretching to take every bit of his gorgeous length. Isaac’s breath caught, his hands coming up instinctively to grip my hips. Under the sheet, it felt like we were in our own secret world, just me, him, and the soft rustle of fabric as I rocked my hips.

“You feel… so fucking good,” he whispered, his voice trembling.

I started to move, slow at first, letting him feel every squeeze of my cunt as I rode him. His wide eyes locked onto my tits swaying above him, brushing against his chest with each grind. The heat between us was overwhelming. I forced him deeper and deeper. I’d never felt so full, so stretched. Finally, I took him all the way inside, my clit pressing against his body.

I rode him harder now, the sound of my wetness filling the tiny sheet cocoon. His hands slid up my sides, fingers digging in, learning my curves as I fucked him. He found my breasts, squeezing them and rubbing his thumbs over the nipples. Every time I came down, I took him as deep as I could, until I could feel him nudging my cervix.

But the more I fucked him, the hotter it got under the sheet. Sweat was running down my back and between my breasts as our breath filled the tiny cocoon. I needed air. I grabbed a handful of fabric and threw the sheets back, letting the cooler air rush over our flushed skin. I kept the sheets pooled low around our hips, covering the join of our bodies, but now my bare breasts swayed freely above him, catching the soft lamplight. Isaac’s eyes went wide, his gaze glued to the way they moved as I rode him.

Then I saw it: a full-length mirror built into the side of the tent. My stomach gave a flip of excitement. There must be a camera behind the mirror. And what I could see was exactly what the camera would see: my whole body in motion, my back arched, tits bouncing, hips working with a slow, deliberate rhythm as I fucked this gorgeous virgin.

I straightened my spine, hair falling down my back, and started to grind on him with more purpose, making it a show. The mirror caught the curve of my waist, the swell of my breasts, the way my nipples peaked with every bounce. I looked good. Better than I thought I would.

I braced my hands on his chest, lifting and dropping onto him, my wetness making every stroke glide perfectly as his thick cock stretched me like I’d never been stretched before. In the reflection, my mouth was parted, my eyes half-lidded, my skin flushed with heat and pleasure.

I imagined the camera drinking it in, imagined viewers somewhere seeing me like this and knowing exactly how good I felt. I imagined legions of male viewers, stroking their cocks and wishing I was riding them. Hordes of female viewers, their hands in their damp knickers as they dreamed of being me.

Isaac’s hands slid up to cup my tits, squeezing, fingers pinching my nipples. I tossed my head back and came so hard that I almost passed out.

I rolled off, so hot now that I thrust the covers away. We were completely naked, completely exposed. Isaac’s massive dick stood tall and proud for everyone to see. My soaked cunt gaped open as I lay on my back. I didn’t care anymore.

“Fuck me,” I begged him. “Come in me.”

Isaac didn’t need to be asked twice. He took control now, moving on top of me, between my legs. His cock found my swollen pussy easily, stretching me open as he slid deep inside. He started fucking me hard, and I wrapped my legs around him. My fingers dug into his back, nails leaving marks on him as my cunt clenched around him. There was nothing hiding us now; we were fucking raw and exposed, in front of the cameras.

They must have been able to see everything. My pink lips stretched tight around his shaft. The darker skin of my asshole as I lifted my legs up and back towards my shoulders. My tits, bouncing like crazy as he upped the pace. It was like the most explicit of pornography. Would they show it? Or cut away.

And then, with a loud groan of relief, he came. I felt his cock twitch, and the warm wetness flood my insides. The sensation set me off, too, and I moaned loudly in his ear as I clung to him. My orgasm washed over me, my cunt spasming around his cock as I lost control.

Panting and drenched with sweat, we held each other, his thick cock still stretching my walls. Eventually, we recovered, and he pulled back. His dick slid out with a wet sound, and cum poured out after it, running down my ass onto the bed. Surely they’re not going to broadcast that?

I stroked his face. “How was it?” I asked.

He kissed me on the lips. “Jenna. Fuck. That was… amazing. Thank you.”

“You’re welcome,” I giggled. “I’ve never taken someone’s virginity before.”

“It was perfect,” he replied. “I… I hope you choose me at the end.”

I didn’t answer. I just leaned in and gave him a long, sloppy kiss, with lots of tongue.

“Could Jenna come to the confession room.” The robotic voice burst into life from a hidden speaker.

I gave Isaac one last kiss and hastened to get dressed. I was quite cold now, after lying sweaty and naked with Isaac in our post-coital glow.

In the confession room, I collapsed into the seat and curled up my legs.

“Hello Jenna,” said the voice.

“Hi.”

“How was your first date?”

“Oh wow,” I said, my eyes shining. “Isaac was wonderful. Kind, funny, and his shyness was so sexy. I couldn’t help but go to bed with him. And he was so good.”

I chatted away for ten minutes, answering the robot voice’s questions. I was feeling pretty happy with how things were going so far. But I also couldn’t wait to go on a date with some of the others.

“Good night, Jenna,” the voice said eventually. “Rest up. You’re going to need your strength for the rest of the week. Tomorrow, the men will be competing to win a date with you.”

Oh… it seems I won’t get to choose next time.

I stumbled back to my room. The rest of the house was dark and quiet - everyone else was already in bed. How long had I been in the yurt?

I decided to have a shower. I was still sweaty, and I could feel dried cum on the inside of my thigh. I took off all my clothes this time, even my knickers. There was no point being modest after fucking out in the open. But as soon as I was under the water, I felt a rush of heat between my legs. I thought back to how it felt with Isaac’s huge cock inside me, and I couldn’t resist slipping my fingers between my folds again.

I masturbated furiously in the shower, the water pouring over me. When I came, I had to put my hand on the tiled wall to stop from falling as I went lightheaded, and the waves of pleasure rushed through me. I hope I don’t get a reputation for always wanking in the shower, I thought.

The moment my head touched the pillow, I fell asleep.


Chapter 6

The next morning, sunlight spilled across the villa’s terrace, warming the stone tiles and setting the pool water shimmering so brightly that I could barely look at it. I wandered out barefoot, hair damp from my shower, and wearing a light sundress over my bikini. At least I had resisted masturbating this time. The smell of fresh coffee and warm pastries hit me first, followed by the low hum of male voices.

The benches outside were already full. Isaac was there, just as awkward as before, but with a slight extra glow of confidence about him. Mason lounged at the far end, tattoos on display, eating an indecently large pile of fried breakfast. Zeke sat cross-legged in his chair, shirtless and still half-asleep, tucking into an enormous bowl of scrambled eggs.

Richard, the silver fox, was dressed immaculately in a shirt and trousers, sipping tea and reading the paper like he was about to go to a board meeting. Blake climbed out of the pool, dripping water onto the bench as he helped himself to a plate of tropical fruit. Apparently, he’d been for an early swim. That just left Scott, lounging on the grass and playing with a Rubik's cube.

“Morning, babe,” Mason called, smirking as I slid into a seat next to him.

Isaac pushed a basket of pastries toward me. “Try one of these, they’re still warm.”

It was strange how quickly the atmosphere had started to feel… comfortable. It was like we were just a group of friends on holiday. Except, you know, the constant awareness that I might end up in bed… or against a wall… with any of them at any given moment.

We lingered over breakfast, the conversation light and teasing. Blake told a story about accidentally locking himself out of his flat naked, which had Zeke choking on his coffee. Scott asked what kind of books everyone liked, which earned scorn from Mason.

After the plates were cleared, Blake suggested we all get in the pool. Within minutes, everyone was in their swimwear and jumping in the pool. Mason cannonballed in with a roar, soaking everyone. Isaac sat on the side at first, grinning shyly until Zeke pulled him under.

Blake offered to teach me how to do a “perfect dive” from the edge, which mostly turned into him holding my hips a beat too long before letting go. We played like kids, tossing a beach ball, dunking each other, the sun glinting off wet skin. Every now and then, I’d catch someone watching me… not just looking, but looking at me like they were imagining fucking me. But I didn’t mind. I didn’t mind at all.

When we got tired, we sprawled on the sun loungers, wrapped in towels. Lunch was served out on the terrace, grilled Tuscan fish fresh from the sea that morning. Then, just as I was finishing the last bite, the robotic female voice came over the villa’s hidden speaker system.

“Housemates, this afternoon you will be playing a game,” the voice announced. “The winner earns a private date in the hot tub with Jenna.”

Every man at the table turned toward me, eyes bright with sudden interest.

Mason grinned. “Well… guess it’s game on, then.”

The game was… hilarious. We gathered in the garden, the producers having set up tubs of brightly coloured water balloons at each corner. The “arena” was just a huge stretch of sunlit grass roped off with streamers, and the rule was simple: get hit, lose a piece of clothing. The last man clothed would win a private date with me tonight. I sat on a high chair to one side, presiding over it like a tennis umpire. But I felt more like a queen about to watch gladiators fight for her.

The moment the air horn sounded, chaos exploded. Zeke was the first to strike, grabbing two balloons and getting Blake in the back with one of them. The blond man yelped and threw himself on the floor like he’d been shot. But it didn’t take him long to pull off his shirt and get back in the game. But no sooner had he picked up another water balloon, when Scott got him right on the ass.

“You’ll pay for that!” he shouted at Scott, grinning like he was delighted for the excuse.

Across the arena, Mason moved like a machine, one balloon after another hitting its mark. He nailed Isaac in the chest. forcing him to peel off his T-shirt, then pivoted and landed a brutal shot to the back of Zeke’s head.

Meanwhile, Blake and Scott had abandoned the wider battle entirely, circling each other like their own private game. They were soon down to just their underwear. Blake ducked a throw, lunging for a balloon, and ended up chest to chest with Scott. They both went for the same bucket of ammunition and collided, stumbling into the grass on top of each other, their legs tangled.

“You hit me twice,” Blake breathed.

“I’ll hit you again if you don’t move,” Scott replied, but neither of them moved.

They were face-to-face, and it looked for a second like they would kiss. My heart skipped a beat.

Then Richard nailed them both in the side, water splattering everywhere, and they fell laughing, rolling over each other.

They got up slowly, both of them stripping off their pants, and baring everything. My eyes raked over their bodies, their firm asses, their swinging cocks. I felt a rush of arousal between my thighs, and crossed my legs.

Back in the main fray, Mason was unstoppable. He took a hit to the ribs from Richard, growled, then landed a point-blank shot on Richard’s chest that had the older man stripping down to his trunks. One more splash took Isaac out entirely. Zeke lasted a little longer, weaving between the others, until Mason caught him mid-run with a perfect throw that burst right across his abs.

They were all naked now except Richard and Mason. Richard struck first, but Mason ducked, and the balloon sailed over his head. Mason raced across the lawn, did a commando roll, grabbed a balloon from a bucket, and threw it at Richard while diving head-first into a bush. The balloon hit Richard right in the chest. With a wry smile, Richard dropped his boxers. Jesus, I thought, looking around at the naked men, they’re all fucking hung.

The horn sounded again. “The winner is... Mason,” said the voice.

Mason dragged himself out of the bush, brushing off leaves and examining the scratches he’d received from the branches. He raised both arms in victory, muscles and tattoos gleaming in the sun. He sauntered toward me, eyes locked on mine.

“Looks like you’re mine tonight, babe,” he said, his voice full of promise.

I felt my heart race, and my cheeks flush. I had a sudden vision of him holding me in those strong arms.

“I’m looking forward to it,” I grinned. From how wet I suddenly was between my legs, my pussy was looking forward to it even more.

The rest of the afternoon was quieter, as we all took turns filming long segments in the confession room, and even some interviews, with Max, in pairs by the pool. We all ate dinner together, and then as the sun set over the vineyards, Mason and I made our way to the hot tub.


Chapter 7

Mason carried two glasses of champagne, the bottle dangling loosely from his other hand. The faint hum of crickets and the gentle burble of the tub’s jets filled the air. He set the glasses down on the edge, stepping into the steaming water. His swim shorts clung to his thighs, and I ran my gaze over the tattoos on his arms and chest.

“Come on, babe,” he said, offering his hand.

I slipped in opposite him, the heat curling around my skin, the bubbles massaging the back of my legs. Mason watched me sink down until the water lapped just under my breasts, his gaze unapologetically fixed on my impressive cleavage.

“You earned this,” I teased, reaching for my champagne.

He smirked. “I don’t lose something like that, babe. Especially not when the prize is you.”

I rolled my eyes, but couldn’t help smiling. “Cocky.”

“Confident,” he corrected, and moved across the tub until our knees bumped under the water. “And I think you like it.”

His hand rested on my upper leg, slow and deliberate. Somewhere behind us, a discreet camera whirred. I was used to it now, the quiet presence of an unseen audience. I moved closer, opening my legs slightly to invite his hand to move to my inner thigh. He smirked, leaning in to kiss me. I could feel my arousal rising quickly, and I let out a little moan as his tongue slipped between my lips.

But he pulled away, teasing me.

“How about you get those gorgeous big tits out?” he asked.

“Can you help?” I said, twisting my back towards him.

He pulled the strings on my bikini top, and it fell away.

“Wow,” he murmured, cupping one of my breasts in his warm hand and rubbing a thumb firmly over the nipple. I felt a rush of pleasure, and my nipple stiffened. He bent down, teasing the hard point with his tongue and then wrapping his lips around it. He sucked... hard, and I gasped as a bolt of pleasure went through me.

I gave a shaky laugh, reaching under the water to slip my hand into his shorts. He was already hard, and I wrapped my hand around it, feeling him throb against my palm. His cock wasn’t as long as Isaac’s, but it was fucking thick and had a lovely upward curve. I gave him a firm stroke, and he groaned, capturing my lips in another kiss.

His hand moved back under the water, sliding higher up my thigh until his fingers found the edge of my bikini. He slipped them inside, and I could feel every deliberate stroke as he traced over my folds, circling my clit in slow, teasing movements. I sighed into his mouth, my hips shifting instinctively against his hand. The jets pulsed behind me, and between them and his touch, my whole body hummed with pleasure.

Before I knew what was happening, Mason stood, strong arms sliding under my thighs and back. He lifted me out of the water as if I weighed nothing, droplets cascading off my skin. The cool night air rushed over me, making my nipples contract and goosebumps appear on my skin. He carried me across the deck to a padded sun lounger, setting me down gently but with that same cocky grin. My bikini bottoms were clinging to me, and he hooked his thumbs in the sides, peeling them down my legs with deliberate slowness.

Then he knelt between my spread thighs.

“Been thinking about this all day,” he murmured, pressing a kiss to the inside of my knee, then another higher up. His breath was warm against my bare skin, and my pulse beat faster with every inch he climbed.

When his mouth finally reached me, he didn’t rush. His tongue flicked lightly over my clit, then flattened to drag a long, slow lick through my folds. I gasped, hips twitching, the sudden jolt of pleasure making my hands clutch at the lounger’s cushions.

“Oh my god…”

Mason glanced up at me, eyes dark with intent, before dipping lower to suck gently at my clit. The sensation was electric, his tongue moving with the kind of control that only came from a man who knew exactly how to please a woman. He alternated between teasing swirls and firmer pressure, each change sending a new wave of pleasure rolling through me.

“You taste so fucking good,” he said against me, the vibration of his voice making me shudder.

I let my head fall back, thighs trembling as he pushed two fingers inside me, curling them just right while his mouth kept working my clit. The combination was devastating, and I could feel my orgasm building far too quickly.

“Mason…”

“Come for me,” he growled softly, tongue pressing harder.

The climax broke over me like a wave, my back arching, fingers gripping his hair as I came, pulsing around his fingers, my cry carrying on the evening air. Mason didn’t stop until the aftershocks left me shaking, only then pulling back with my wetness still glistening on his lips. He met my eyes and licked my release off his fingers.

“And now I’m going to fuck you,” he said, looking right into my soul.

“Oh, are you?” I teased, but I opened my legs even wider, letting him see right inside my gaping pussy. And probably not just him. I knew there were cameras hidden in the bushes.

He shrugged down his swim shorts, just enough to expose his ass and let his rock-hard cock ping free. I couldn’t take my eyes off that curve. He knelt between my legs, the head of his dick forcing me open even more as he slid easily inside me. The stretch was delicious, and when he thrust deeper, I felt him rubbing against that perfect spot on the front wall of my vagina.

“Fuck,” I whispered, my arms going round his neck to pull him close.

But he grabbed both of my wrists in one strong hand and pinned them above my head on the sun lounger.

“You’re mine,” he growled. He looked me in the eyes and thrust his hips forward, slamming deep into my cunt.

“Fuck!” I gasped again.

He started fucking me hard, holding me down with one hand. So different from Isaac—he knew what he wanted and how to take it. I lifted my legs, letting him get even deeper. His curved cock was rubbing against my G-spot, and I felt a pressure building quickly inside me. I knew what was about to happen; I’d squirted a few times before, although never from someone’s dick.

“You’re going to… make me… squirt…” I gasped.

He smirked, his hands tightening on my wrists as he fucked me even harder.

“Come for me, babe, come for me.”

I let myself go, closing my eyes and feeling the rush of my orgasm. I squirted, a fountain of clear liquid that pulsed out, drenching us both. He fucked me through it, every thrust making more of my release spray out. I let out one continuous moan, my body squirming under his strong grip. Waves of pleasure rushed through me, making me light-headed.

God, I can’t believe I just did that on camera.

I was panting heavily as he finally slowed and eased out of me. My pussy was a mess, swollen from the orgasm, and dripping wet. But he wasn’t finished with me yet.

“Turn over,” he ordered, stroking his glistening cock.

I did as I was asked, getting on my hands and knees and sticking my ass up in the air. He gripped my cheeks, spreading me open and admiring the view. His fingers gaped me wider, and then he thrust hard inside me again.

“Fuuuck,” I moaned as he bottomed out in one stroke.

He set a hard pace, and all I could hear was the sound of his hips slapping against my ass. Every deep thrust felt incredible, my cunt gripping his thick cock as he rubbed against every perfect spot inside me. His breathing was getting heavier, and his grunts louder. I could tell that he wasn’t going to last much longer.

“Fucking come in me,” I shouted, desperate to feel him release inside me, and not caring who heard. “Fucking come in my tight cunt.”

His fingers dug painfully into my hips as he gave me one last hard thrust. I felt his cock explode inside me, cum quickly filling my pussy. He leaned over me, breathing heavily.

“Jenna, babe, that was… fucking amazing.”

He slowly pulled the length of his cock out of me, and I felt his cum pour out after it. We collapsed onto the sun lounger, and he held me until our breathing returned to normal. I could have stayed there in his strong arms all night, but the voice had other ideas.

“Could Jenna come to the confession room.”

I pulled Mason’s arm tighter around me, pretending I hadn’t heard the voice. His lips brushed my shoulder, lazy and warm, and for a second, I thought he’d tell me to ignore it too. But he gave my ass a playful slap.

“Go on, babe. They want you.”

I sat up, feeling his cum still warm and slick between my thighs. I grabbed my bikini bottoms, decided against them, and wrapped a towel around my waist.

“Close the door,” the robotic female voice said when I entered.

My cunt was still swollen, still leaking Mason’s cum onto the towel as I sat down.

“You enjoyed that,” said the voice. It wasn’t a question.

“Yes,” I said, running a finger up the exposed part of my leg.

“Show us,” the voice said, and I felt a little flicker of shame along with the thrill.

I leaned back, legs wider now, the towel riding up so the camera could see my flushed pussy. I slid my finger through the wet mess Mason had left in me. It was still warm, still thick, and it coated my fingers easily. I held my hand up so they could see the glistening proof, then licked it clean.

“Go back to your room,” the voice said. “And think about what you’ve done.”

Back in my room, I certainly thought about it. As I showered, I thought about Mason’s thick cock pounding into me while his strong hands held my hips. I leant my forehead against the cold tiles, and finger-fucked myself until I came, squealing and moaning for the camera.


Chapter 8

It was the second morning. Day three. I wondered if they would get me to fuck all the men before the end of the week. I actually hoped they would. I padded down to breakfast and greeted all my new friends warmly.

We didn’t hear from the producers or the robotic voice all morning. I began to get suspicious. The longer that they left us alone, the longer I felt they were planning something.

Meanwhile, Mason seemed to think he had staked some sort of claim on me after last night. He put his arm around my waist at every opportunity, leaning in to kiss my neck or running his hand over the top of my ass. I didn’t mind that, but I didn’t like the way he glared at any of the others when they came close.

And then, after lunch, we were all relaxing around the pool when…

Ding dong.

The doorbell. Everyone’s eyes went wide as we looked at each other. Who was at the door?

Wearing just my bikini, I rushed through the house to see who it was. When I opened it, I was surprised to be confronted by a woman holding a small wheelie suitcase. She was pretty, with her hair in a dark bob held back with an Alice band. Short and slim, with small breasts, she was wearing a flowery summer dress over a bikini.

“Hi,” she said. “You must be Jenna.” Her voice was high, almost squeaky.

“Yes, who are you?” I asked.

“I’m Bonnie,” she said, lifting up her sunglasses and looking me up and down. “I’m your new contestant.”

“Oh,” I said, feeling a stab of disappointment. I’d gotten used to being the centre of attention for all the men. I didn’t want to have to share them. She must have guessed what I was thinking.

“Don’t worry,” she said with a smirk. “I’m not your competitor. I’m another option. Can I come in?”

Another option? I mean, I’d thought about being with a woman. I was curious, even. But I’d never tried it. This could get interesting. I stood back to let her in the house. As she passed, dragging her suitcase behind her, she stood up on tiptoes and kissed me on the cheek. I got a waft of her sweet-smelling perfume, and mixed with her soft lips, it gave me a rush of arousal.

I led her through to the pool, where all the men immediately perked up like a pack of dogs seeing a new toy. She gave them a shy little wave, then turned to me. “Is there a spare room?”

I shook my head. “They’re all taken…”

Her eyes locked on mine for a beat too long, then she grinned. “Guess I’ll be sharing with you then.”

That little electric jolt went straight between my legs. The guys all made noises, some disappointed, some clearly turned on by the idea, but Bonnie didn’t even glance at them. She just hooked her arm through mine and pulled me towards the bedrooms, trailing her suitcase behind her.

Bonnie had barely settled in, when the robotic voice cut in.

“Jenna,” it said, “you have an afternoon cooking date with our new arrival, Bonnie.”

The men groaned, and Mason scowled with disappointment. Bonnie just smiled sweetly and gave me a wink.

In the kitchen, they’d set out everything for some gorgeous-looking dessert thing: berries, pastry, chocolate, and cream. There was an apron each. Bonnie helped me tie mine behind my back, her fingers brushing suggestively against my ass.

We measured, stirred, and stole spoonfuls of ingredients like naughty kids. At one point, she smacked my hand with a wooden spoon for eating too much chocolate. We laughed so much I barely noticed when she stepped into my space to help me roll pastry, her arms around mine, her chest pressing into my back.

Somewhere between whisking cream and plating berries, I felt a dollop of cream splat against my cheek.

“Hold still,” she said.

Before I could move, Bonnie stepped right up, cupped my chin, and licked it clean; slow, deliberate, her tongue grazing the corner of my mouth. I froze, heart hammering, and my pussy suddenly leaking arousal into my bikini.

She didn’t step back. Instead, she kissed me. Soft at first, then firmer when I kissed her back. I felt her hands slide down my sides, fingers hooking under the ties of my apron. In seconds, the knot was loose and the thing slid off, leaving me in just my bikini.

I was so turned on, I had to have her right there, even under the harsh glare of the kitchen lights. I knew there were cameras all around us, and I didn’t care. I pulled her dress straps down. She wasn’t wearing a bra, and I exposed her small, perky tits, the nipples already stiff.

I grabbed a handful of cream and smeared it over one of her breasts. She giggled, and I bent down to lick it off, finishing by sucking one of her hard nipples into my mouth. Her head tipped back with a moan.

She hopped up onto the counter, legs parting without me even asking. I stepped between them, tugging her knickers aside. She was completely shaved, her pussy smooth and perfect. I picked up a squeezy container of syrup and dribbled it over her mound, watching as it ran down between her folds. I parted her outer lips slightly with my fingers.

“Oh fuck, Jenna,” she breathed, gripping my hair and forcing my head between her thighs.

I dived in, tasting her right there on the kitchen counter, the dessert forgotten around us. She tasted better than any of the ingredients, especially with the syrup. My tongue circled her clit while my fingers slid inside her, curling until she was gasping and rocking against my face.

It didn’t take long before she came, shuddering hard, her thighs clamped around my head. She jumped off the counter and kissed my sticky mouth. Then she tugged at the strings on my bikini top, and my breasts dropped free.

“Fuuuck,” she murmured approvingly, her hands cupping my tits and squeezing them. She licked each nipple once, but then she spun me around, bending me face-first over a kitchen stool. Her hands hooked into my bikini bottoms, and she slid them slowly down over my hips. My ass was in the air, my cunt exposed.

Bonnie gently spread my cheeks and leaned in. I felt her tongue close to my rear entrance. She kissed to the side, then below, on the sensitive part between my pussy and ass. Very slowly, she licked upwards. I gasped as her tongue grazed the tight muscles around my ass, my fingers gripping the stool. Pleasure shot through me. A kind of pleasure I’d never felt before.

She paused there, her breath warm against me, then pressed her tongue flat and licked my asshole again, slower this time, teasing the spot until my knees almost buckled.

“Jesus, Bonnie…” I managed, my voice shaky.

Her hands slid around my hips, thumbs stroking the tops of my thighs as she alternated between soft, teasing licks over my asshole and flicks against my clit. I’d never had anything like it, and my whole body was lit up, every nerve on fire.

She started working her tongue in little circles, pushing just slightly against me, and my cunt clenched so hard I nearly came right there. Then one of her fingers slid easily inside my dripping pussy, curling perfectly to hit that spot while she kept licking me from behind.

My moans bounced off the kitchen tiles, filthy and unrestrained. I didn’t care if the cameras were catching every second… fuck, I hoped they were.

She added another finger and started to finger-fuck me roughly as her tongue still worked my ass.

“Ohhh, fuck… I’m gonna…”

“Do it,” she murmured against me

The orgasm hit me like a wave, my whole body trembling as I came hard over her fingers, my legs shaking so badly I almost fell off the stool. She didn’t stop until I was whimpering, my cunt swollen and my ass still tingling from her tongue.

When she finally stood, I turned to face her, still breathless. She just smiled, lips glistening, and kissed me hard.

We finally managed to finish the dessert, though my hands were still trembling so much I almost dropped the bowl. Bonnie gave me a knowing smirk as we called the men in from the pool to try it.

The speaker crackled to life. “Could Jenna come to the confession room.”


Chapter 9

I sat down, still flushed from earlier, legs crossed like that might somehow hide how wet I still was.

“Jenna,” it began in that smooth, artificial tone, “tell us about your first same-sex experience.”

I felt my cheeks heat up. “It was… intense,” I said, shifting in my seat. “I didn’t think I’d enjoy it that much. But Bonnie…” I trailed off, smiling despite myself. “Her body is so soft and beautiful. She knew exactly what she was doing. I’m still shaking.”

There was a pause. “Tonight, Bonnie will choose which man you go on a dinner date with.”

That caught me off guard. “Wait… she chooses for me?”

“Yes.”

When I was dismissed, Bonnie was already waiting outside. She winked at me before going in. I leaned against the wall, trying to read her expression when she finally came out.

“Well?” I asked.

She smirked. “You’ll have to wait and see.”

Later, I was standing in front of the open wardrobe, holding up a little black dress in one hand and a clingy red one in the other, when Bonnie wandered in from the ensuite. She was in just a towel, hair damp from the shower, smelling like my shower gel. I guess I’d have to get used to sharing a room.

“Black says classy,” she said, plucking it from my hand, “but red says fuck me.” She tossed the black one onto the bed. “Wear the red.”

I laughed. “You just want me looking like a slut.”

She stepped in close, tugging the towel tighter around herself. “I want you to look like my slut.”

Her fingers skimmed my bare shoulder as she unfastened my robe and slid it down my arms. I was naked underneath, and she didn’t bother pretending to look away. She took her time, eyes roaming over my tits, down to the little triangle of hair between my legs.

“God, you’re gorgeous,” she murmured, running her palm over my hip before picking up the red dress. “Arms up.”

I lifted them, and she eased the dress over my head, smoothing it down over my curves. Her hands lingered over my tits, ‘adjusting’ the fabric until my nipples were just visible through the thin material.

“No bra?” I queried.

“No bra. Your breasts are big, but they’re so firm they don’t need it. And this dress is quite supportive.”

I gave them a squeeze in the mirror. They did look good.

“Perfect,” she whispered.

Then she crouched to straighten the hem, and as she stood, her hands trailed up my thighs, thumbs brushing the inside until she was dangerously close to my pussy.

“Are you going to wear knickers?” she asked.

“Hmm… no.”

“Good girl,” she smirked. “Your mysterious dinner date will thank you for it.”

“Who is it?” I asked. She still hadn’t told me.

Bonnie giggled. “Wait and see.”

I was the first to arrive. The patio had been transformed, candles everywhere, little flickering pools of light dancing across the white tablecloth. It felt… romantic. Way too romantic for this show. I smoothed my dress down and tried not to fidget. Then the sound of footsteps behind me made me turn.

Zeke.

I almost didn’t recognise him. Normally, all he wore were shorts, training vests, and sliders. But tonight he had a formal suit, crisp white shirt, black dinner jacket, and bow tie. The dark skin on his bald head shone as if it had been polished, and his long black beard looked soft and conditioned.

“Wow,” I said before I could stop myself.

He grinned. “You clean up pretty well yourself,” he said, his eyes roaming the red dress, lingering just long enough on my cleavage before meeting my gaze again. He took the seat opposite. For a moment, it felt like we were on a real date. Then I remembered the cameras.

Dinner went better than I’d expected. Zeke was funny, surprisingly sweet, and impossibly hot in that suit. Every time his hand brushed mine, I just wanted to kiss him. But he was behaving like a perfect gentleman. By the time dessert was over, I couldn’t stop picturing him in my bed.

I invited him back to my room. My heels clicked down the hall, his hand warm on the small of my back. Only when I opened the bedroom door did I remember: Bonnie had moved in.

She was stretched out naked across the huge bed, propped on one elbow, calmly reading a paperback. She glanced up and smiled lazily.

“How did you enjoy my choice of date?” she asked.

“Perfect,” I said. I was already horny from leading a hot man to my room. Seeing Bonnie naked, with her smooth body, nearly pushed me over the edge. My pussy was physically aching.

Bonnie sat up and scooted to the edge of the bed. “I’ll give you two some privacy,” she said.

I hesitated for a second. I looked at Zeke, then back at her, and smirked. “You can stay.” Fuck, I’m going to have my first threesome live on TV.

Zeke’s eyebrows shot up, but a slow grin spread across his face as he turned and shut the door. Bonnie set her book aside and crawled to the middle of the bed, legs folding under her.

“Come here,” she said, eyes locked on me.

I slipped the straps of my red dress down, the fabric gliding over my skin until it pooled at my feet. Zeke’s gaze swept over my naked body, hungry, and I felt his desire from across the room. Bonnie reached out, her fingertips skimming my hip, then sliding lower until she cupped me between my legs.

“Mmm, you’re already wet,” she murmured.

I gasped when Zeke came up behind me, his hands on my waist, his mouth at my neck. “She’s stunning,” he said to Bonnie, like I wasn’t even there, just this thing they were both admiring. His fingers traced lines over my breasts, stroking my nipples until my knees wobbled.

“It’s not fair that we’re the only naked ones,” Bonnie purred. “I think we need to get your date out of his suit.”

I turned, tugging at his dinner jacket while she loosened his bow tie. The buttons of his shirt came next, one by one, revealing his sculpted chest muscles. When we pushed his trousers down. His cock sprang free, thick, long, and already hard. Bonnie dropped to her knees first, running her tongue slowly from the base to the tip while I wrapped my hand around him. His breath caught.

“Fuck, you two are incredible,” he groaned.

I joined Bonnie on the floor, my tongue meeting hers around his shaft. We licked opposite sides, our mouths brushing, our lips sliding up to take him between us. She took the tip in her mouth while I licked at the base and his balls, stroking what she couldn’t reach. Then we swapped without a word.

Zeke’s hands buried in our hair, guiding us, hips twitching as we worked him together, wet and messy. We took turns swallowing him as deep as we could. I glanced at Bonnie and we both grinned, our tongues tangling over the head, saliva dripping down the length.

Bonnie pulled back first, licking her lips, and looked up at Zeke. “I think you should fuck your date now,” she said, nodding towards me.

Zeke didn’t need telling twice. He gripped my arms and helped me up, then steered me towards the bed. I lay back, my heart racing and my skin flushed. Bonnie climbed up beside me, straddling my chest with a wicked grin.

“Hope you’re still hungry,” she teased, lowering herself until her smooth, wet pussy hovered just above my mouth.

Zeke knelt between my legs, the weight of him settling over me as his cock pressed against my entrance. The first deep thrust made me gasp straight into Bonnie’s folds, my moan vibrating against her. His thick cock spread me open deliciously, the stretch spreading all the way down as he filled me inch by inch. Bonnie shuddered and pushed down, smearing herself over my lips.

I had no choice but to taste her again, licking and sucking while Zeke drove into me, each stroke deep and hard. My arousal built fast, my body squirming between them. His cock filled me perfectly; her slickness coating my mouth and chin made it feel even more incredible.

Bonnie’s fingers tangled in my hair, holding me in place, grinding against my tongue while Zeke’s pace quickened, his hips slapping against mine. I couldn’t focus on anything but the overload of sensation: the thick stretch of Zeke inside me, the sweet taste of Bonnie, the way his thumb worked my clit as he thrust hard inside me. My moans grew louder until I felt myself spiralling towards the edge again.

It was too much… I felt my whole body tighten, my legs trembling against Zeke’s sides. I came hard as my orgasm ripped through me. My cunt clenched around Zeke, milking him, and I cried out against Bonnie’s slick folds, every nerve in my body lighting up. Bonnie came too, her pussy and asshole contracting and throbbing above me, her sticky release coating my lips.

Zeke pulled out, and Bonnie didn’t waste a second. She leaned down, her tongue pressed flat against my oversensitive clit, lapping at me with slow, teasing strokes. She sucked my clit into her mouth, flicking it with her tongue until I was squirming, my fingers tangled in her hair. Zeke stood beside the bed now, watching, stroking himself as Bonnie ate me. Suddenly, I was coming again, more intensely than before, twisting and writhing on the bed.


Chapter 10

But we weren’t done. I sat up and reached for Zeke, kissing his neck. “Now, I want to watch you fuck Bonnie,” I whispered.

Bonnie grinned as he moved between her legs. She lifted them up and spread them as wide as she could. Her cunt was wet and swollen, and he held his cock as he slid it inside her.

“Yes,” she moaned, arching her back.

I couldn’t take my eyes off the point where he penetrated her. Her pink lips were flushed and stretched so tight around his black cock that it looked painful. Her clit was large and swollen, glistening as if it wanted to be touched. I placed two fingers on it, and she moaned even more.

Zeke started pounding into her hard.

“Fuck, yes!” she gasped, gripping the sheets. Zeke’s abs flexed as he slammed into her, the sound of their bodies meeting filling the room. My fingers pressed just right while his cock drove into her from below. She cried out, the pitch of her moans rising, her hands clutching at my arm as if she couldn’t decide whether to push me away or keep me there forever. Zeke’s pace got even rougher, his thighs smacking against her ass, her legs trembling in the air.

Her breathing broke into short, desperate gasps, then she shattered. Her whole body tensed, her cunt gripping him so hard he groaned. She thrashed about on the bed like she was having a fit, but I kept my fingers firmly on her clit, forcing her orgasm to continue.

Panting hard, we took a breather. Zeke was still rock-hard and looked like he could go all night. He grabbed us a couple of bottles of water from the dresser and opened them for us.

“Thanks,” I gasped, downing half the bottle in one go.

Bonnie’s chest and face were bright red. “Jesus, what a stud,” she smirked, giving Zeke a sidelong glance.

She reached for his cock, teasing it with her fingers and making it twitch. Then she slid her hand lower and cupped his balls. “How much longer can you keep this up?” she asked.

He shrugged. “As long as you want me to.”

“I’ve got an idea,” smirked Bonnie. Then she looked at me. “Have you ever been fucked in the ass?”

“No! Never,” I said. “I don’t… do that.”

“But you liked it when I ate your ass?”

I hesitated. I had liked it.

“Why don’t I get you ready, and you can decide if you want to go all the way?” she said.

I nodded. Oh god, another first for the camera.

I knelt on my hands and knees, exposing myself to Bonnie and Zeke. Bonnie got some lube from the dresser and squeezed some onto her hands. Then she started to massage my asshole, rubbing her fingers around the tight muscles, letting them relax and open up.

Bonnie took her time, circling and teasing until I felt my whole body unclench under her touch. Then, slowly, she pressed one finger inside.

“Oh… fuck,” I breathed, my head dropping forward. It wasn’t painful, just strange, full in a new way. She worked it in and out, adding more lube, her other hand stroking up my spine in a soothing way. I could see Zeke watching, his cock in his hand.

He moved in front of me, kneeling, his cock heavy and hard, right at eye level. He brushed the tip over my lips, and I opened to take him in, letting him slide deep into my mouth while Bonnie added a second finger behind me.

I moaned around Zeke’s length, my hips rocking back into Bonnie’s touch. She twisted her fingers slightly, hitting a spot that made me gasp and choke on Zeke in the best way.

She added a third finger, stretching me. “You’re opening up nicely,” Bonnie murmured, pulling her fingers out and adding a bit more lube. “Think you’re ready for him?”

I glanced up at Zeke, his eyes locked on mine. My heart was pounding, my mouth still wrapped around his dick. I pulled back, licking my lips. “Yeah… I’m ready.”

Zeke moved behind me, his big hands spreading my cheeks while Bonnie knelt in front, stroking my hair and kissing me softly. The head of his cock pressed against my rear entrance, and I sucked in a breath.

“Nice and slow,” he murmured, guiding himself in. The stretch was intense, my whole body locked up, until Bonnie whispered in my ear.

“Breathe, baby.” I let out a shaky exhale.

Bit by bit, he slid deeper.

“Fuck… you’re so tight,” Zeke groaned, his fingers digging into my hips. The fullness made my pussy throb, and Bonnie’s hand was suddenly there, rubbing my clit in lazy, firm circles.

I couldn’t help it, my body rocked back against him, wanting more. He started to move with long, deep strokes that made my toes curl. Every thrust dragged across some hidden place inside me that sent sparks up my spine.

“Oh god, oh fuck…” I cried out, gripping the sheets. The pressure, the friction, Bonnie’s fingers… it all slammed into me at once, and I came hard, my whole body shaking. I felt my ass clenching around his shaft.

Zeke groaned loudly, pounding into me with short, desperate thrusts before shuddering, his cock erupting inside me and flooding me with warmth. He stayed buried in me for a moment, both of us panting, while Bonnie leaned in and kissed me, her fingers still lazily stroking between my legs.

Zeke eased out slowly, and I collapsed onto my side, my legs trembling. Bonnie curled in behind me, her warm, naked body spooning mine while Zeke stretched out in front, one arm draped over my waist so we were all tangled together.

For a few minutes, no one spoke. Just the sound of our breathing and the faint whirr of the camera above the bed.

“That was…” I started, then let out a little laugh. “Fucking insane.”

Bonnie kissed the back of my neck. “You did so good. And Zeke has set the bar high for the other contestants.”

I’d forgotten about the others.


Chapter 11

Day four. Bonnie and I slept together naked in the big bed. At some point in the night, she’d curled up behind me, her arm slung over my waist, one thigh wedged between mine. When I woke, her skin was warm against my back, and her slow breathing tickled the back of my neck.

I shifted slightly, and she moaned quietly, pushing her thigh more firmly against my pussy. I felt a rush of heat at the contact. I pressed back, just a little, and she flexed her leg so it nudged right between my lips.

“Mmm… morning,” she whispered, her hand sliding up to cup my breast.

I let out a soft sigh as she rolled my nipple between her fingers. My hips moved on their own, grinding slowly against her thigh. She gave a sleepy giggle and kissed my shoulder.

Her other hand drifted down over my stomach, then between my legs. Two fingers found me instantly wet, and she rubbed slow circles over my clit. I bit my lip to keep quiet, not wanting to perform for the camera yet.

I reached back blindly, my hand finding the curve of her hip, then slipping between her thighs. She was just as wet as me, her folds hot and slick. I stroked her lazily, matching the rhythm of her fingers on me.

It only took a minute before my body tensed, my breath catching as a wave of pleasure rolled through me. Bonnie shuddered soon after, clutching me tight, her mouth against my neck.

We lay there for a moment, breathing hard, then she gave my ass a playful smack.

“Breakfast?” she grinned.

We got dressed and wandered into the kitchen, where the others were already making breakfast. Mason was cooking a fry-up, and Zeke was mixing something suspiciously green in the blender. The mood was easy, everyone was relaxed, and I realised how much I was enjoying living with these people.

After breakfast, we moved out by the pool. Some swam, some just lounged and talked. I was stretched out on a sunbed with Bonnie, our legs almost touching, watching Zeke and Mason try to outdo each other with increasingly stupid dives. Isaac and Richard were playing chess together. Scott and Blake were in the hot tub. They’d been spending a lot of time together lately. It felt good, almost like we were just a group of mates on holiday, rather than pawns in some horny reality show. I could almost forget the cameras were there.

Late-morning, the speakers burst to life, and we were given our task for the day.

“Jenna,” the voice said, “you’ve been on dates with several of the contestants already. But three of them haven’t had their chance yet. This afternoon, you will be blindfolded. Scott, Richard, and Blake will each give you a five-minute massage. The one you choose as the best will take you on a date tonight.”

A ripple of excitement went around the pool. Blake laughed and cracked his knuckles.

“Oh, darlings, I’ve so got this,” he smirked.

“One of my partners is a massage therapist,” said Scott. “I don’t think you’ve got a chance.”

Richard didn’t say anything, but I felt his dark eyes on my body, and a twist of arousal between my legs.

When we went inside, we found a professional massage table had been erected in the living room. A pile of fresh towels sat neatly folded beside it, along with bottles of massage oil. And a blindfold.

Bonnie moved behind me, picking up the blindfold and tying it over my eyes. Without being able to see, I was instantly more sensitive to the feeling of her body against mine. Her fingers brushed my back, and then she tugged on the bikini strings. My top fell away, and I gasped, feeling the cool air stiffen my nipples.

“Lie down,” she said, guiding me to the table. I lay on my back, in just my bikini bottoms. “Are you ready for contestant number one?”

I nodded.

Warm hands touched my shoulders, moving firmly down my arms. I couldn’t tell who it was. The touch was slow, confident, spreading oil over my skin. He worked down over my ribs, his palms sliding inwards just enough to brush the sides of my breasts before drifting away again. My nipples hardened even more under the teasing.

He moved lower, massaging my stomach in slow, circular motions, the heel of his hand pressing just above my bikini line. I shifted slightly under the touch, my thighs tensing.

Then, without a word, he hooked his thumbs into the waistband of my bikini bottoms and began sliding them down my hips. I let out a shaky breath. The air felt cooler against my bare skin, and every nerve seemed to spark awake.

One big hand cupped my mound, warm and firm, applying just enough pressure to make me ache. He moved it slowly, up and down, the heel of his palm grazing over my clit with each stroke. My breathing deepened, my body arching ever so slightly into his hand.

The pressure increased, the rhythm steady and deliberate, pleasure building deep inside me. My fingers gripped the sides of the table, my lips parting as my hips began to move in time with him.

“Oh… fuck…” I whispered.

It built fast, heat flooding through me until I couldn’t hold it back. My body tensed, and a wave of pleasure ripped through me, my thighs trembling as I came hard under his hand.

He eased the pressure gradually, letting me ride the last shivers until I was limp against the table, my chest rising and falling in quick breaths.

“Contestant number one, your time is up,” the voice announced.

He stepped back, and someone else took his place.

“He wants you on your front,” said Bonnie.

I rolled over, the massage table creaking slightly under my weight. The new hands glided over my back with long, almost delicate strokes, spreading oil over my shoulders and down my spine. It was gentler than the first, but teasing in a way that made my skin tingle. His hands were much softer, and I instantly thought of Blake.

Then he moved lower. His palms smoothed over my hips, kneading the tops of my thighs before slipping to the soft curves of my ass. He squeezed both cheeks firmly, rolling them in his hands, thumbs dipping inward.

I let out a soft gasp as his thumbs slid down the crease, pressing along the sensitive line between my pussy and ass. He massaged there slowly, spreading me just slightly with each stroke. I could feel my arousal running out of my pussy, and I moaned softly.

When his thumbs pressed and circled gently around my tightest spot, pleasure shot straight through me. I buried my face in my arms, grinding my nipples against the bed. My hips started to move of their own accord, rocking back into his hands. His thumb nestled right between the tight muscles of my asshole, and as I pushed back, he opened me up slightly.

Suddenly, the orgasm consumed me, rolling through me in heavy waves, my legs trembling against the table. I felt my ass contracting around his thumb, squeezing it tightly. I bit my lip hard, not wanting to scream. He eased off, giving my ass one last cheeky slap before stepping back.

“Contestant number two, your time is up,” the voice said.

There was some whispering, and then Bonnie said. “This one would like you on your back.”

I turned back over, the table creaking beneath me.

I felt a new set of hands on me, larger, warmer, and more deliberate. They didn’t just touch; they held me firmly, and I thought of Richard’s dark gaze. His palms slid under my shoulders and urged me up until I was sitting on the table. My blindfold stayed on, the darkness sharpening every other sense.

Fingers skimmed down my collarbone, then paused at the sides of my breasts. He didn’t grab them straight away; he teased the edges, but close enough to make my nipples harden on their own. When his hands finally cupped my breasts, it was firm and confident. His thumbs began to stroke in small circles over my nipples, testing the pressure. I swallowed hard.

The circles became pinches, light at first, then firmer. He rolled each nipple between his fingers, tugging just enough to make my whole body tighten. Pleasure flowed out from my breasts to the rest of my body, and I gasped. My nipples throbbed, every pull sending a pulse straight between my legs.

I’d never thought I could come from just nipple stimulation, but my body had other plans. My breathing turned shallow, my thighs clenching together. Each firm squeeze of my nipples felt like a direct spark to my clit, and the pleasure kept building, higher and higher.

Then he leaned in, warm mouth closing around one nipple while his fingers worked the other even more roughly. The wet heat of his tongue, the suction, the flick against that swollen tip, it made me whimper. My hands gripped the edge of the table so hard my fingers hurt.

He pinched both nipples firmly at once and held them, the pressure almost too much… until it wasn’t. My whole body jerked, a sudden, deep orgasm ripping through me from just my chest. It was shocking and filthy and overwhelming all at once.

I sagged forward into his hands, still trembling. He held me steady, one palm warm against my back, the other still cupping my breast, thumb lazily brushing over the sensitive peak.

When I could finally breathe again, the voice came back. It was still robotic, but somehow it almost sounded amused.

“Contestant number three, your time is up.”

I heard footsteps retreat, and then Bonnie’s hands were at the back of my head, untying the blindfold.

Light flooded back in, making me blink. Richard was standing there, arms folded, the faintest smirk on his lips. Scott was leaning against the wall with that thoughtful, unreadable expression, and Blake was grinning like a cat that had just been caught knocking something off a shelf.

Bonnie looked from me to the three men. “So… who wins the date?”

My cheeks were still hot, my nipples tingling. “Let me guess. The first was Scott, then Blake, then Richard,” I said.

“Very good,” laughed Bonnie. “But who was the best?”

“They were all amazing,” I said. “But… I’m going to go with Richard. I’ve… I’ve never come from having my nipples massaged. I kind of wonder what other skills he’s got.”

Blake groaned dramatically. “How could I lose with a thumb in your ass?”

Scott just gave Richard a handshake. “Well done, mate,” he said.

The voice cut in before I could say anything else. “Richard, you will be taking Jenna on her dinner date this evening. Themed outfits for you to wear have been placed on your beds.”


Chapter 12

When I got back to my room, the “themed outfit” lay across the duvet: a gold bikini-style top made of thin metal plates joined by delicate chains and matching bottoms with slits at the sides. It would barely cover anything. There was also a thick leather collar with a metal ring at the front.

“You’re going to look fucking hot in that,” Bonnie said, appearing behind me.

She helped me into the outfit, her hands lingering far too long on my breasts as she adjusted the chains. When she fastened the collar around my neck, I felt the weight of it instantly; solid, cool leather with the metal ring resting just above my collarbone. I was already wet just wearing it.

When I came downstairs, Richard was waiting at the bottom of the stairs. I froze for a moment. He was wearing tight black trousers, polished boots, and a fitted black waistcoat over a white shirt. In one hand, he held a black leather leash.

He smiled before clipping the leash to my collar. I felt a rush of electricity between my legs.

I swallowed. “Hi Richard,” I said.

“You can call me sir, tonight,” he replied.

“Yes, sir.”

“Tonight is all about you, Jenna,” he said. “But you have to do exactly as I tell you.”

“Yes, sir.”

“Follow me.”

He led me down the hallway and through the living area. The others were sitting around, and I felt their curious eyes on me as Richard led me by my leash. I noticed that Blake and Scott were cuddled up together on the sofa. What’s going on there?

The leash was short enough that I had to stay close, the chain lightly tugging at my neck with every step. He pushed open the door to the cellar and led me down the steps. The sex dungeon was much as I’d seen it before. Chains and cuffs hung neatly on the walls, and a bench with restraints had been pushed to one side. In the centre was a table, set with candles, wine, and two plates of perfectly prepared food.

“Let’s eat first,” Richard said, unhooking the leash.

“And then what?”

“And then I’m going to make you scream,” he smirked.

Dinner was… tense in the best possible way. Every bite, every sip of wine, Richard’s eyes stayed locked on me. His tone stayed calm, polite even, but his hand would sometimes rest on my thigh and squeeze just enough to remind me who was in control. I hurried through it, keen to see what would happen next.

When we were finished, he stood and helped me to my feet. He moved behind me, carefully removing my costume until I was standing completely naked in the middle of the room.

“Have you been a good girl?” he asked, his voice low. I felt my stomach flip, and my pussy get even wetter.

“No,” I whispered. “I’ve been a slut.”

“Then you’ll need to be punished.”

He guided me to the bench and bent me over it, face down. He strapped my ankles into the restraints at the bottom. I turned my head and watched him from the side as he walked casually to the wall. There were a number of different whips and paddles hanging in a line. He touched each one, running his fingers over them and taking his turn to choose. Finally, he selected one, a flexible black leather paddle with holes in it. I felt my stomach lurch again.

“Your safe words are yellow and red,” he said, walking back to stand behind me. “If you say yellow, then you’re okay, but on your limits. I will continue, but I won’t push you further. If you say red, I stop immediately. Do you understand?”

“Yes,” I whispered.

He pressed the cold leather of the paddle against my ass. I tensed, the anticipation making me so aroused that I could feel my juices leaking from my cunt. The whirr of the camera above me reminded me that I was being watched.

He lifted back the paddle and then slapped it hard against my ass cheek. I let out a loud cry as the pain shot through me. But the pain quickly turned to heat and pleasure.

“What do you say?” said Richard.

“Thank you,” I whispered.

He spanked me hard again. “Thank you, sir.”

“Thank you, sir,” I gasped.

He moved to the other cheek, resting the paddle against my skin for a second before spanking me hard.

“Thank you, sir,” I moaned, as the sharp pain quickly turned to pleasure. Both my ass cheeks were burning now, the delicious tingle spreading through my body.

Richard spread my pussy open with his hands and pushed a finger into my hot, wet cunt.

“You’re fucking dripping,” he said. My cunt was physically aching with need now.

“Please…” I panted. “Fuck me.”

There was an amused tone in his voice. “No.”

He walked around to the front of the bench until the bulge in his trousers was right in my face. He slowly unzipped himself and pulled his cock out through the fly. He was thick and long, his dick throbbing and already leaking precum. He opened my mouth with his fingers and slid his cock deep into my throat.

I almost gagged, his cock feeling heavy and fat on my tongue. I forced myself to relax as he started to thrust into me, fucking my mouth as he held my face in one hand.

“If you please me, I might let you come,” he said.

I locked my eyes onto his, even though they were streaming now. I couldn’t speak, but I started sucking his big cock as he fucked my mouth with it.

“Mmm, fuck, that’s good,” he groaned.

He fucked my face harder. I could feel what a mess my pussy was; it was running down my thighs. I worked harder, hoping to earn his approval so he’d touch me and give me release.

Suddenly, he pulled out, spit joining my mouth to his cock in long strands.

“Good girl,” he smirked. “You almost made me come.”

“Thank you, sir,” I said, feeling a rush of pleasure at his approval.

He unfastened the restraints and helped me stand. Then he selected a rope that was hanging on the wall. He wrapped it tight around my wrists, winding it back and forth until I was wearing rope cuffs. The other end, he looped up through a metal ring in the ceiling. He pulled on the rope, and my arms were pulled upwards. Higher, and tighter, until I had to stand just on tiptoes.

Richard circled me slowly, the way a predator sizes up prey, examining my stretched, naked body from every angle. He moved out of view, and something buzzed to life behind me. The hum made my stomach drop and my clit throb instantly.

He stepped in close, pressing his chest to my back. One arm snaked around my waist while the other brought the wand between my legs. The moment it touched my clit, my knees buckled, and the rope bit into my wrists as it held me up.

“Stay still,” he ordered, pushing the head of the wand harder against me. The vibration shot through me like lightning, and within seconds, my whole body was twitching. My cries turned to desperate moans, my thighs shaking violently. His cock, thick and hot, was pressed against my ass now, grinding against me with each of my shudders.

“Come for me,” he whispered in my ear.

My head tipped back against his shoulder as the first orgasm tore through me. I gasped, my body jolting in the ropes, but he didn’t ease off. The wand stayed firm on my clit, overstimulating me and dragging me towards another before I’d even caught my breath.

“Good girl,” he murmured. “Again.”

I couldn’t hold still, my hips bucked involuntarily, my thighs clenched, my cunt was so wet I could feel it dripping down the inside of my legs. My wrists ached from straining against the rope, but the mix of pleasure and helplessness only pushed me closer.

And then he slid his thick cock into my cunt from behind, stretching my walls as he thrust it right up inside me. His free hand clamped on my hip, holding me still as he started to fuck me relentlessly. Each thrust pulled me against the rope, my toes barely reaching the ground, my body completely at his mercy.

I came again, my legs shaking violently, my chest heaving. I closed my eyes, the waves of pleasure flooding my whole body.

“Good girl,” he growled again, fucking me harder. The wand was still pressed against my clit, not giving me a moment's respite.

I shattered again, screaming as another orgasm tore through me, clenching so hard around him that he groaned.

“Fuck… you’re so wet,” he growled, pounding harder. I realized I had squirted, the clear liquid running down my legs and forming a puddle on the floor. I could barely breathe, every muscle in my body trembling. My mind was a haze of pleasure and exhaustion. I didn’t want it to stop, but…

“Yellow,” I gasped, the word tumbling out between ragged breaths.

Richard immediately eased the pressure with the wand slightly, though he didn’t stop moving inside me. His pace slowed, his cock still deep, rolling his hips to keep me full, to keep that maddening pressure inside. I realized I was drenched with sweat, but he still held me tightly.

“Good girl,” he murmured, kissing the side of my neck. “Breathe.”

I tried, but my pulse was still hammering, my wrists straining against the rope with each slow thrust. My head lolled forward, hair falling in my face.

“One more,” I whispered, my voice hoarse.

The pressure from the wand returned without warning, pressing hard against my clit as his cock filled me again and again. I cried out, my whole body jolting, my wrists sore. The orgasm built so fast it felt like my body couldn’t contain it.

When it hit, it was brutal; my vision went black, my knees gave out, and I would’ve collapsed if not for the rope. The word red screamed in my mind, but I bit it back, riding the waves of ecstasy.

Richard groaned, throwing away the wand and holding me tight as my walls clamped around him in pulsing aftershocks. He thrust hard one more time, and I felt him come inside me. Warmth flooded me, and he stayed there, buried to the hilt, his arms wrapped around me.

“Thank you, sir,” I whispered.

My arms ached as the tension on the rope finally loosened. Richard’s hands were careful, untying each knot gently, rubbing my wrists once they were free. The marks were red, but his touch was soft.

“Easy,” he said, steadying me when my knees wobbled.

I let out a shaky laugh. “I can barely stand.”

“You don’t need to.” He scooped me up like I weighed nothing and carried me across the room to a leather sofa. He grabbed a blanket from a hook on the wall and draped it over us, cuddling up next to me. For a long moment, we didn’t speak. My head rested against his chest, listening to the slow, heavy thud of his heart.

“You did so well,” he murmured, stroking my hair. “You pushed yourself, but you knew your limits. I’m proud of you.”

“Thank you… sir,” I whispered.

His fingers traced lazy circles on my thigh under the blanket. “Rest for a bit. I’ll get you some water. Then I’ll take you upstairs and run you a bath.”

I closed my eyes, letting myself sink into him, my body still buzzing.


Chapter 13

Day five. I woke up the next morning, tired and aching. My wrists were still sore, but I had a feeling of satisfaction deep inside me. Bonnie was asleep next to me. The covers had slipped off her, and I could see her small, pink nipples rise and fall as she slept.

I’d barely opened my eyes when they called me to the confession room. I wrapped a robe around me and padded downstairs. I sank into the armchair, tucking my legs underneath me, still feeling the ache in my shoulders and thighs from last night.

The voice came through the speakers, smooth and clinical. “Good morning, Jenna. How are you feeling after your date with Richard?”

I gave a tired little smile. “Sore. In a good way. I don’t think I’ve ever been… pushed like that before.”

“And how does he compare to the others?”

I hesitated, biting my lip. “Richard knows exactly what he’s doing. He’s… confident and dominant. Last night I felt completely at his mercy, and somehow completely safe at the same time.”

“Would you say he’s your favourite so far?”

A flush crept up my neck. “I like all of them in different ways. Zeke’s raw and physical. Isaac was gentle and submissive. And Mason was great too… purely on looks, he’s the hottest.”

There was a pause, as if they were letting my answer sink in. Then: “Interesting. And where does Bonnie fit into all this?”

That made me laugh. “Bonnie’s… Bonnie. She’s not competing with them. She’s just… already mine.”

The robot voice hummed in approval. “Very well. Tonight you’ll be going on a date with the last two contestants: Scott and Blake.”

“Two dates?” I said, confused.

“No, one date, two men. We’re calling it Pyjamas and Popcorn. You’ll be having a pyjama party and movie night in the yurt.”

I felt my stomach twist with excitement.

Most of the day was taken up with interviews and set pieces filmed with the production team. But finally, we were done. As the sun started to go down, I changed into the silk pyjamas they provided and headed to the yurt, my heart thumping with anticipation. Scott and Blake were already there, sprawled across the giant bed in matching flannel pyjamas, pillows scattered everywhere.

“Evening,” Scott said, flashing me his grin. “Hope you like popcorn.”

Blake was practically bouncing as usual. “We’ve got snacks, blankets, and a sexy horror movie queued. Why don’t you join us, Jenna?”

I laughed, slipping off my shoes and climbing onto the bed between them. A huge TV screen had been set up at the foot of the bed. Scott handed me a bowl of popcorn, his fingers brushing mine, while Blake moved closer on my other side.

“So… you two,” I said, keeping my voice casual, “what’s actually going on? You seem… close.”

Blake smirked immediately, shooting Scott a look. “Oh, honey, we’ve been more than close.”

My eyebrows shot up. “Wait… you mean?”

Scott laughed. “We’ve hooked up a couple of times in the house. Nothing serious… but, you know, we’re both open to men as well as women. And you’ve been too busy to pay us much attention.”

“I know, I’m sorry,” I said, putting my hand on his leg. “I like you both just as much as the others, but there are so many… men. And I haven’t had a chance to spend time with you both yet.”

“We understand,” said Scott. “But we’ve got you to ourselves tonight. No distractions.”

“So, what’s the movie?” I asked.

“It’s a pornographic zombie film called Night of the Giving Head,” laughed Blake.

I rolled my eyes, but it sounded perfect for the vibe.

The opening credits rolled with a ridiculous moaning-and-groaning soundtrack, and the three of us settled under the blankets. The film was equal parts absurd and filthy; one moment, a zombie was chasing some naked, screaming girl through a graveyard, the next she was bent over a tombstone getting railed by him.

Whenever a jump scare hit, I buried my face in Scott’s chest or clutched at Blake’s arm, feeling their warmth. They each draped an arm around me, holding me close. Scott’s hand would brush the side of my breast, or Blake’s fingers would linger on my thigh for just a moment longer than necessary.

The sex scenes were almost comically over the top, slow-motion shots of group sex, bodies grinding together, fake blood smeared all over them. Soon, I wasn’t hiding my face from the gore anymore; I was hiding how flushed I felt. My thighs pressed together, the warmth between them growing every time one of them shifted against me.

During a particularly graphic blowjob scene, Scott’s arm tightened around my shoulders, pulling me just a little closer until my head was resting against his chest. His fingertips traced slow patterns on my upper arm, then wandered down, brushing the side of my breast again, only this time, he didn’t move away. I felt his thumb graze my nipple through the thin silk, and my breath caught.

On my other side, Blake’s hand was still resting on my thigh, but now it crept higher, inch by inch, until his palm was warm against the inside of my leg. He glanced at me with that cheeky grin, like he knew exactly what he was doing, and gave a slow squeeze. I was so turned on, caught between these two gorgeous men, that I could barely breathe.

The movie kept playing, but none of us were really watching now. My pulse was thudding in my ears. Scott’s hand slipped inside the loose neckline of my pyjama top, his fingers finding bare skin, circling my nipple until it hardened under his touch. I let out a quiet, involuntary moan.

Blake’s hand slid into the waistband of my bottoms, fingertips brushing the soft skin between my thigh and my mound, so close to my pussy that I could feel my body aching for him to touch me properly. I shifted slightly between them, opening my legs slightly. That was all the invitation they needed. Scott’s lips found mine, his tongue gently brushing over mine. Blake’s fingers finally slid between my legs, parting me under the thin cotton. I was absolutely soaking, and he dipped his fingers in my cunt, collecting my arousal before rubbing it into my clit.

My breath caught, the faint sounds of the porno zombies moaning and groaning in the background making the whole thing feel even filthier. And I’d completely forgotten that the whole thing was being filmed from every angle.

Scott unbuttoned my top, letting it open up and my ample breasts spill out. He bent to suck on one nipple while teasing the other with his fingers. Blake moved onto his knees and tugged down my pyjama bottoms. When I was naked, he bent between my legs, his tongue tasting me, exploring my opening before focusing on my clit.

I felt so warm and horny, safe and cherished. It was so different from yesterday with Richard, so different from all the other guys. Different again from what I had with Bonnie in my bed every night. And yet equally as sexy, equally as hot. How was I ever going to decide just one of them?

Blake did… something… with his tongue that had me squirming with pleasure. I felt the pressure building rapidly inside me. He slid two fingers into my cunt, spreading me open and curling them up to stroke that perfect spot. His tongue continued to work its magic, and when he added a third finger, I came hard, twisting and writhing on the bed as Scott pulled and sucked on my nipples.

Panting from the release, I twisted around until I was on my knees. I looked at my two hot men.

“I want your dicks,” I purred.

They smirked, and both pulled their pyjamas down. Two thick, hard cocks sprang free. I took one in each hand, giving them long, firm strokes, enjoying the heat and hardness in my palms. They knelt facing each other and kissed. I felt a rush of arousal at seeing that, drawing them closer to each other by tugging on their cocks. Soon, I had their dicks pressed against each other, my hands running over them together, up and down the lengths.

While Scott and Blake continued to make out, I bent over and ran my tongue up and down both cocks. I don’t know why, but seeing the two men with their tongues in each other’s mouths was sending me wild with lust. I licked slowly, savouring the way they twitched against my tongue, the taste of precum from both mixing on my lips. My hand wrapped around them together, squeezing as I slid my mouth over the heads one at a time, then both at once as far as I could manage.

Blake groaned into Scott’s mouth, breaking their kiss to watch me, his eyes heavy with lust. “Fuck, Jenna… that’s so hot,” he breathed.

Scott’s hand tangled in my hair, not forcing, just guiding me as I alternated between sucking them and licking along their shafts. Their cocks throbbed under my tongue, and I could feel their hips moving in tiny thrusts, each trying not to lose control too soon.

Blake reached down, cupping my chin, tilting my face up. “Lie back,” he said. “I need to fuck you now.”

I obeyed, sliding onto my back in the middle of the bed. Scott guided his cock to my mouth, gently parting my lips with his fingers and feeding me his dick, slow and deep into my throat. Blake knelt between my legs, rubbing the tip of his cock against my soaking folds, teasing me with it.

Blake pinned my thighs back as he pushed in slowly, stretching me open inch by inch until I could feel every thick, hard vein inside me. A shudder ran through me, muffled around Scott’s cock as he slid deeper into my throat.

Blake gave a low groan. “Fuck, you’re so wet for us.” He started to move, long, steady thrusts that made my whole body rock. Scott’s hand cupped my jaw, guiding my head in time with his hips, filling my mouth until my lips brushed his base.

The bed creaked under us, the rhythm building, Blake pounding into me harder now, his hips slapping against my thighs, Scott groaning above as my tongue worked his shaft. Every thrust from Blake hit deep, making me moan around Scott’s cock, my sounds vibrating through him.

They switched around, Blake sliding his cock from me with a wet sound and moving to my head, while Scott pulled out of my mouth and replaced Blake between my legs. Blake took his cock in hand and pressed it to my lips. I opened eagerly, tasting my own sticky release on him as he slid past my tongue.

Scott started to fuck me hard. He was faster than Blake, more desperate to bury himself all the way inside. His deep, powerful strokes had me arching my back off the bed. I could feel them everywhere, four hands touching me, two cocks inside me. It was magical. Then Scott’s thumb found my clit and I came so hard that I saw stars. The combination was overwhelming; my cunt tightened around Scott, my throat relaxing for Blake as I came and came.

They pulled back and gave me a brief respite, letting me get my breathing under control.

“So, darling, do you think you can take both of us at the same time?” asked Blake.

“I don’t know,” I said, still struggling to speak, “But I’m going to fucking try.”

Blake laughed and pulled me on top of him, guiding my hips until I was sliding down his cock. I rocked on him a few times, feeling him fill me completely. Scott moved behind me, and I assumed he was going to fuck my ass, but instead, he pressed his cock against Blake’s and pushed at my lips where they stretched around Blake’s shaft.

Blake pulled out, until just the head was in me. Then Scott pushed forward, opening me up and stretching me more than I had ever been before. They moved together, sliding both cocks into my cunt at once.

I cried out at the sheer fullness, my walls straining to take them both. The stretch was intense, almost too much, but then my body adjusted, and it turned into this deep, overwhelming pleasure that made my toes curl.  I can’t believe I’m able to take them both.

Scott and Blake gripped my hips, guiding me as they thrust in unison, their cocks rubbing together inside me, every movement sending a hot, dizzy rush straight to my core. I was gasping, my nails digging into Blake’s chest for balance.

“Fuck, this feels so good,” Scott groaned behind me.

Blake’s eyes locked on mine. “You’re taking us so well, Jenna. Such a good girl. Such a good little slut, getting fucked by two dicks at once.”

I hadn’t expected the jokey Blake to dirty-talk me like that, and it sent another rush of arousal through my whole body. I couldn’t even speak; every nerve in my body was on fire. The friction of them both sliding in and out, the pressure, and the stretch. It was almost unbearable.

My climax came quickly, my cunt spasming and clenching their cocks as the waves washed over me. I threw my head back and screamed, letting myself go completely.

But they hadn’t finished with me yet. Scott pulled out and pressed his cock against my rear entrance. His dick was soaked in my release, and with one firm push, he slid easily into my ass. Blake gripped my hips harder, keeping me steady as Scott began to thrust into my ass, slow at first, then deeper, each stroke pushing me further down onto Blake’s cock.

This felt different, but somehow even fuller. I could feel their cocks rubbing against each other with just my thin walls between them. The feeling was incredible, the stretch in both holes making my thighs shake.

They found a rhythm together; when one pushed in, the other pulled back. Every movement had me trapped between them, my body their plaything, and I loved it.

The pressure was soon unbearable, the sensation too much, but I couldn’t stop it. My orgasm crashed over me like a wave, my whole body seizing around them both. I could feel my ass tightly gripping Scott’s shaft as my cunt contracted around Blake’s.

Scott groaned loudly, his thrusts turning rougher, and then I felt the sudden warmth of him spilling in my ass. Blake followed moments later, his cock twitching as he filled me deep, pumping load after load of thick cum into my cunt. I collapsed forward, my face buried in Blake’s chest, trembling and breathless, still pinned between them and feeling every pulse of their cocks inside me.

The credits for the film scrolled past on the screen. We’d missed the ending.

Eventually, they both pulled out, leaving me leaking cum from both holes. I collapsed onto the bed between them, my limbs heavy, and my skin still tingling. They pulled the blankets over me, cocooning me in warmth. Blake wrapped himself around my front, Scott curled up behind me, their bodies pressing against mine like I was the centre of their little world.

“You okay?” Scott asked quietly.

I smiled faintly, eyes heavy. “More than okay.”

I drifted off in that tangle of arms and legs, my body sore but feeling satisfied. We slept like that all night, until I stumbled back to my room as the first light of dawn broke. I’d now slept with everyone in the house. All of them so different, so hot in their own way. They’d all made me feel wanted and cared for. Today was our last day in the house. How the hell was I supposed to pick just one?


Chapter 14

Day six. Breakfast felt light and easy, like we’d all woken up in some sort of bliss bubble. Everyone was laughing, trading stories, and taking the piss out of each other. It didn’t feel like a competition anymore; just friends sharing breakfast after a really good night. Halfway through my second coffee, the robot voice boomed from the ceiling.

“Jenna, please come to the confession room.”

My cup froze halfway to my mouth. The boys gave me mock-dramatic looks, like I was in trouble. I rolled my eyes, put my cup down, and got up, wondering what they had in store for me this time.

I slipped into the confession room, shut the door behind me, and sank into the chair.

“Jenna,” the voice said, as robotic and calm as ever, “Today you will have three challenges. If you complete them all, you will win a party this evening for the whole group.”

“Ooh,” I said. “Exciting.”

“The first challenge,” the voice continued, “has been voted for by the public. You will be given a secret task.”

My eyes widened. “Secret task?”

“Yes. In the next hour, you must give one of the other contestants a blowjob without anyone else knowing. The public has already chosen who.”

“Oh, bloody hell. Who?”

There was the tiniest pause before the voice said: “By a huge margin, they voted for Isaac.”

I bit my lip, a rush of nerves and heat sparking all at once. Isaac. The first one I had slept with. Quiet and geeky but… so sexy, the thought of pleasuring him already had me squirming in my seat.

“You must complete the task without any other contestant seeing or knowing,” the voice continued. “You have one hour. Good luck.”

I slipped out of the confession room and straight into the kitchen, scanning for Isaac.

He was at the counter making tea. Easy target, I thought. I strolled over, leaning casually against the counter.

“Hey,” I said, lowering my voice. “Wanna come help me… uh… check something in the pantry?”

He looked at me suspiciously. “The pantry?”

“Yeah,” I murmured, stepping closer. “Just for a minute.”

Before he could answer, Bonnie appeared.

“Oh! Are you two making tea? Make me one too, will you?” she said, utterly oblivious.

“Of course,” said Isaac, reaching for another mug.

Five minutes later, I caught him in the hallway. Perfect, no one around. I was just about to suggest somewhere more private when Scott appeared from the bathroom.

“How about that game of chess?” he said to Isaac.

“Sure,” he replied. “But I’m white this time.”

“You coming to watch?” said Scott, turning to me.

“Wouldn’t miss it,” I growled, giving the back of his head a scowl as he walked away.

I sat through the bloody game, pretending to care about their pieces and pawns while the clock in my head screamed louder and louder. Isaac was leaning over the board, focused, muscles tensing every time he made a move. Scott was chatting and grinning, completely unaware that he was ruining my mission.

Finally, after what felt like an eternity, Isaac captured Scott’s queen, and the game wrapped up. I glanced at the wall clock. Five minutes left. My pulse quickened.

“Good game,” Isaac said, shaking Scott’s hand.

I pounced the second Scott stood and moved away. “Isaac. Come. Now.”

He raised an eyebrow but didn’t resist when I grabbed his wrist and pulled him down the hall. We slipped into the laundry room, shutting the door behind us.

“What’s going on?” he asked.

“No time to explain,” I hissed, already dropping to my knees in front of him. “Just shut up and let me suck your dick.”

Isaac’s grin widened. He leaned back against the dryer, watching me through his eyelids as I undid his belt with shaky, urgent fingers. The second I freed him, my breath caught, fuck, I’d forgotten just how big he was, I think he was the biggest amongst them all, which was saying something with this group of freaks.

His cock was thick and heavy, already starting to get hard. I wrapped my hand around the base, barely managing to get my fingers to touch, and gave him a slow stroke, feeling the heat of him.

“Jesus, Jenna,” he muttered, head tipping back as my tongue traced over the sensitive ridge of his tip. I opened my mouth wide and slid down over him, my lips stretching, the weight of him filling my mouth in a way that made my jaw ache instantly. He groaned, a deep, low sound, and his hand came to rest on the back of my head.

I set a steady rhythm, one hand pumping his shaft while the other cupped and stroked his balls. Every so often, I’d pull back to swirl my tongue over the head, tasting the faint saltiness of him before plunging down again to take him in my throat.

“Fuck… keep going,” he growled, breath coming harder. I hollowed my cheeks and took him deeper, fighting my gag reflex as he hit the back of my throat. His fingers tightened slightly in my hair, his voice breaking into a gasp.

“Jenna…” That was all the warning I got before his cock throbbed hard and he came.

The first thick pulse hit my tongue, hot and heavy, but the sheer force of him was too much to swallow all at once. I instinctively pulled back, and the next release splattered across my face, landing across my cheek and chin, dripping down onto my chest.

I swallowed quickly, milking him with my hand as load after load spurted out, in my hair, in my eyes… everywhere. I blinked, feeling it sticky on my eyelashes.

“Fuck, Jenna, I’m so sorry,” he said, his cock still throbbing out cum onto the floor.

I laughed. “Don’t be, that was… insane… but I loved it.”

I stood up, glancing at the camera high up in the corner of the room, capturing every messy second.

Isaac handed me a towel from a pile on the shelf, and I wiped myself clean.

As soon as I’d made myself presentable again, I was called to the confession room.

“Well done, Jenna,” said the voice. “You completed the task with thirty seconds to spare.”

“Yes!” I said, clenching my fist in celebration.

“Are you ready for your next challenge?”

“I’m ready for anything,” I said, feeling all-powerful.

“Your next challenge is to make three of the male contestants hard in a public place, without them realising you are doing it on purpose. You must not touch them. You must not get naked.”

“Fuck,” I said. “How?”

“That is up to you.” The red light on the camera blinked out.

“Hmm,” I murmured to myself as I left the room. Suddenly, I had an idea. I went upstairs to my room and flicked through the clothes in the wardrobe. I settled on a ridiculously short denim skirt, a white thong that was practically just a bit of string at the back, and a crop top, with no bra.

Feeling slutty and sexy, I headed to the pool area. The sun was blazing, the pool glittering in front of me. On three loungers by the far side sat Zeke, Mason, and Richard, sunglasses on, chatting lazily.

I strolled over and took a lounger opposite them, deliberately crossing my legs slowly so the hem of my skirt rode up. I could see all three pairs of eyes flick down, even through the shades. I leaned back, letting the sunlight warm my bare stomach, then casually shifted until my knees parted just enough for them to catch a flash of white knickers.

“So… hot today,” I murmured, running my fingers up my stomach and lifting my top just high enough to show off a bit of underboob. My nipples were already hard, clearly visible through the thin fabric of the top. I accidentally brushed over them, letting out a soft sigh and feeling them stiffen even more.

“The heat makes me so horny…” I purred.

Richard sat up slightly, trying to look casual but failing. Zeke adjusted his shorts. Mason kept grinning, as if daring me to go further.

I did. My hand drifted lower, skimming my skirt until it rested on my thigh, lifting my skirt slightly. I let my eyes close, biting my lip as I arched my back slightly.

“I think I’ll be more comfortable on my front,” I said, rolling over.

I parted my legs slightly, giving them a perfect view of my ass. I knew they could see the soft, darker skin around my tight little hole, the fabric of the thong so thin it left little to the imagination. Only the very centre of my asshole was hidden, the rest of me shamelessly on display.

I glanced over my shoulder, feigning innocence. All three of them had large erections, tenting their swim shorts. Zeke tried to hide it, but Richard seemed proud of his bulge. Mason just smirked at me, flopping his cock out and openly stroking it.

“Can Jenna come to the confession room.” the voice announced.

Mason groaned in disappointment. I laughed and made my way inside.

“Congratulations, Jenna,” said the voice when I flopped into the chair. “You have completed two of the three challenges.”

“Oh yeah, party, here we come,” I said smugly. “Bring on the final challenge.”

“On the table next to you is a remote control vibrator. Your challenge is to make yourself climax during lunch, without any of your housemates noticing.”

My mouth dropped open; that actually sounded hard. I was not someone who held things in while climaxing; I tended to be very… vocal. I picked up the vibrator from the table. It was pink and egg-shaped, with a long, curved bit that bent back on itself. I assumed the egg part went inside my vagina, and the curved bit held it in place against my clit. There was a separate remote control.

“Okay…” I said nervously. “I’ll give it a go.”

Back in my room, I lowered my knickers to my knees and squeezed the egg part inside me. It stretched me pleasantly, and my opening held it in place. The curved part stuck out, and I adjusted it so that it pressed against my clit. It was a clever design, and I was able to walk without it coming out. I pulled my knickers back up, hiding it away.

Next, I turned my attention to the remote. It only had three buttons: an on/off button, an up arrow, and a down arrow. I pressed the on button. The vibrator buzzed to life inside, sending a shockwave of pleasure through my body. The vibrations against my clit were subtle, but already making my whole body tingle with arousal.

“Mmm, fuck,” I whispered to myself. “That feels good.”

I sat on the bed, leaning back on my hands, letting the first gentle pulses warm me up. My hips twitched without me meaning to, the little egg pressing perfectly against that spot inside while the curve rubbed my clit.

I tapped the up button.

“Ohhh, fuck…” I groaned, biting my lip. My thighs pressed together instinctively, grinding against the pressure. It was already intense, too intense to hide it. But I wasn’t ready to stop.

Another tap on the up button.

The sudden increase in power made me gasp and arch my back. My breathing went ragged, my free hand clutching the bedsheet. “God, I’m gonna…”

The orgasm hit fast and hard, my cunt clenching deep around the toy, thighs trembling as the waves tore through me. I pressed the curved part harder into my clit, dragging it out until I was a panting and shaking mess. I kept it there as long as I could, until my swollen clit couldn’t take it anymore.

I hit the off button and collapsed back on the bed, arms spread out like a starfish. My knickers were completely soaked through. How the fuck am I going to do that without anyone suspecting?


Chapter 15

For lunch, they served us a buffet of cold meats, salad, smoked fish, and other treats straight from the deli counter. I had to say this for the producers of the show - they certainly fed us well. With the inert vibrator stuffed in my vagina, I stacked up my plate and took a place on the bench between Mason and Bonnie.

I poured myself a glass of sparkling water, keeping my movements casual, then slid my hand under the table, into my bag, and clicked the on button.

The little buzz started inside me, subtle enough that no one would notice

I took a bite of smoked salmon and tried to keep my face neutral. Mason was talking about an electrician who had pissed him off on a building site, waving his fork around, completely unaware that my pulse had just doubled.

The vibrations started to push my arousal to new limits, stroking inside me with each shift of my hips. I had to grip my fork tighter, my other hand curling into a fist in my lap. Bonnie laughed at something Mason said, and I forced myself to smile along, even though my clit was throbbing under the curved tip of the toy. It was hard to concentrate on anything. I forced myself to shovel a forkful of food into my mouth.

I crossed one leg over the other, squeezing, which only pushed the egg harder against my G-spot. My breath caught, and I coughed to cover it. It felt good, but I was going to have to turn it up if I wanted to come. I pressed the button again.

Fuck.

The jump in intensity nearly made me drop my fork. I shifted in my seat like I was just getting comfy. Inside, though, my cunt was pulsing around the toy, every movement sending a hot rush through me.

Bonnie leaned over to steal an olive off my plate, her arm brushing against my chest. I nearly gasped out loud. I tried to spear a tomato with my fork, but my hands were shaking so much it rolled right off the plate. My breathing got heavier, so I grabbed my glass of water and took a long sip to hide it, swallowing down a gasp. The toy kept buzzing against my clit, each pulse making it harder to sit still, and I could feel my climax building rapidly. I was right at the edge now, seconds away, and I knew if anyone asked me a direct question, I’d be totally fucked.

Bonnie turned to me, grinning. “So, Jenna… if you had to pick right now, who would you say’s your favourite?”

Her eyes locked on mine, and that was it. My cunt clenched hard around the toy, and the orgasm slammed into me so suddenly I nearly choked. I gripped the edge of the bench under the table, forcing a smile as my thighs trembled and my toes curled in my shoes.

“Uh…” I tried to answer, but my voice came out too high-pitched.  “Oh… god… that’s… that’s a tough one…”

I felt a bead of perspiration run down my forehead as the waves of pleasure washed over me.

Bonnie laughed, thinking I was just being dramatic. I let my head drop for a second, biting my lip to smother the moan threatening to escape, and flicked the vibrator off.

My legs were jelly, my cheeks flushed, and I prayed no one noticed the way I was still breathing much too fast. My knickers were soaked through, my release leaking onto the chair, and my swollen clit throbbed.

Issac leaned forward. “You alright, Jenna? You’ve gone a bit red.”

“Just… hot,” I said quickly, taking another sip of water. I smiled smugly to myself. Mission accomplished.

The speakers crackled to life, and the voice said, “Congratulations, Jenna, you have completed the three secret challenges.”

“Wait, what secret challenges?” said Scott, looking confused.

The voice continued. “Your reward is a party this evening for the whole house.”

My friends all started celebrating, clapping, and whooping.

“Oh, my god,” said Blake, putting his hand over his mouth, “What am I going to wear?”

But the voice wasn’t finished. “Jenna, this is your last chance to hook up with any or all of your housemates before you make your final decision first thing tomorrow.”

The production team had decorated the patio area by the pool with long chains of lights and flowers. Two huge stacks of speakers loomed at either end of the patio, pumping out disco tracks so loud the bass seemed to thump right through my ribs. The air had that thick, electric buzz you get before a really good night kicks off, humid, a little heady, and charged with the scent of cocktails and anticipation.

I caught sight of my reflection in the sliding glass doors and had to admit, I looked hot tonight. Blake had insisted on doing my hair and makeup earlier; apparently, he “couldn’t bear” to let me turn up looking anything less than a ten. He’d swept my hair up into a loose, high twist, with a few wisps framing my face just so, and worked some kind of sorcery with eyeliner that made my eyes pop.

I was wearing a short, glittery wrap dress in deep emerald green, the kind that clung to my curves and dipped scandalously low at the neckline. A delicate gold choker rested against my neck, catching the light whenever I moved. On my feet were strappy heels that made my legs look about a mile long, and I’d gone bare-legged to really show them off.

Bonnie looked even more beautiful than ever, her short, dark hair pinned back with her trademark Alice band. She had a short, white dress that shone under the lights, showing off her perfect, petite figure.

The guys started coming down from their own rooms, each clearly having made an effort. Mason strolled out first in a tight white shirt that showed off his tan and shoulders, sleeves rolled up to his forearms. Zeke followed in black jeans and a patterned short-sleeve shirt, the buttons undone low enough to flash his chest. Richard turned up in a pale linen shirt and chinos, and when I noticed that he had a pair of handcuffs clipped to his belt, I almost came right then.

Blake made a big entrance, naturally, leather jacket hanging open to show that he was bare-chested underneath. His tight, leather shorts made him look even more camp than usual. Scott was the only one in a tie; he wouldn’t have looked out of place at a wedding. And Isaac… well, Isaac was as low-key as ever, in a t-shirt and jeans, but somehow he just looked… fucking hot.

The bass from the speakers thumped through the air, glasses clinked as the first drinks got poured, and for a moment it almost felt like a normal party, if you ignored the cameras tucked discreetly behind the palm trees and the knowledge that half the country might be watching.

The music lowered for a second. “Could Jenna come to the confession room.” Then the bass came thumping back.

“Hope I’m not in trouble,” I joked to Bonnie.

The sound of the music was muffled inside the confession room, but I could still feel the bass.

“Hello,” I said to the blinking light.

“Hello Jenna,” came the voice. “How are you feeling about your party?”

“Excited. But also a bit sad that this is the end. I’ve made such great friends here, and we all get on so well. I… don’t really want to go back to my life outside.”

“That is understandable,” the voice replied. “Which is why we want you to… take what you want tonight.”

“What do you mean?”

“Jenna, we’re giving you permission to take exactly what you want tonight. This party is about you. You can be as greedy and needy as you want. It’s your last chance to try out all your housemates.”

I felt my stomach twist. “Are you saying I should turn it into a…”

“An orgy. Yes.” The voice spoke dispassionately, like it was discussing the weather.

“Wow… I… I don’t know…” I felt a stab of arousal, right between my legs. It seemed this was what my pussy wanted, I just wasn’t sure the rest of me was quite as brave.

“It’s up to you, Jenna. Now go and enjoy your party.”


Chapter 16

Back outside, the music thumped harder now, lights flashing across the patio and the glimmering surface of the pool. Everyone was laughing, drinking, and dancing. For a moment, I just stood there, my heart racing, watching them; my friends, my lovers.

I danced with each one in turn, letting my body press a little closer than necessary.

With Zeke, I slid my hands inside his open shirt, running my palms over his chest. He bent down, our lips brushing for just a second before I turned away, teasing him with a smirk. Mason pulled me in by the hips, and I let my hand trail down his side until my fingers skimmed over his bulge. He leaned in, kissing me just below my ear. Scott grabbed my waist, grinding against me to the music. I turned in his arms, cupping his jaw and kissing him hard, before breaking away.

Richard was next. His hands moved to my wrists, and he spun me around, holding my arms firmly behind my back as he danced with me. The message was clear that he was in control, and it made me gasp with desire.

By the time I got to Bonnie, I was so horny that I grabbed her roughly by the ass and squashed my breasts against hers. I pushed my tongue into her mouth, feeling her return the kiss just as passionately. Then I pulled away.

“Who wants to get in the pool?” I shouted.

“I’ll go and get my costume on,” said Bonnie.

I shook my head and reached down, grabbing the hem of my dress and lifting it off over my head.

Bonnie’s eyes lit up, and she shrugged herself out of her own dress, letting it pool at her feet. The guys were laughing, already stripping off.

I unhooked my bra and peeled down my knickers, feeling the cool night air on my naked body. Mason was first in the pool, jumping in with a deliberate splash that soaked the rest of us standing by the poolside. Soon, everyone was naked and splashing about, laughing in the pool. The water felt cool against my skin, but every brush of a body against mine sent heat rushing back through me.

Mason swam up behind me and kissed my neck. I could feel his cock against my naked bottom as it began to stiffen.

“I’m going to give you such a fucking, babe,” he murmured in my ear.

Blake moved in front of me, his hands sliding up my sides to cup my breasts. He kissed me, and I let out a little moan. My hand went under the water, finding his dick already hard. Scott moved behind him, reaching around and stroking Blake’s cock with me.

To the side, I watched as Zeke pinned Bonnie up against the side of the pool. Her legs lifted up to wrap around him, and her head went back in ecstasy as he entered her. By now, everyone was pressing in closer, laughter breaking into low murmurs and breathless gasps.

I spotted Isaac, alone and watching. I spun away from the others and pulled him to me.

I stroked his face. “I want you to join in too,” I whispered.

Isaac gave me a sheepish grin, like he couldn’t quite believe this was happening, but the way his cock swelled in my hand told me he was more than ready. I kissed him hard, water splashing around us as I wrapped my legs about his waist and let him push inside me.

The noise in the pool had shifted now; moans, groans, and the slap of wet skin. I was the centre of attention, and hands were all over me. Isaac fucked me for a minute, but then Mason pulled me off him and pushed me against the side of the pool and took his place. Scott was pressed up against the side next to me, with Blake behind him, fucking him in the ass. Zeke and Bonnie had made it to a sun lounger, with Zeke’s thick black cock splitting her open. But the rest of them were kissing me, groping me, squeezing my ass. I was in heaven.

Mason pulled away. “Come on,” he panted, dripping as he hauled himself out of the pool. “Let’s take this inside. Somewhere softer. Somewhere we can really go at it.”

It didn’t take much convincing. One by one, we scrambled out, grabbing towels, bodies glistening in the warm night air. Laughing, shoving, kissing as we went, we stumbled through the patio doors and into the living room.

The music was quieter here, just a thump through the walls, and the lights were lower. Towels were discarded almost immediately, left in heaps on the floor. Bonnie flopped onto the big corner sofa, still panting, her legs wide open in invitation. I dived in, tasting her cunt that was already swollen from being fucked.

My ass was in the air, and Richard moved behind me. He grabbed my arms, twisted them behind my back, and held them there as he entered me. I moaned into Bonnie’s pussy, letting myself go completely.

Richard slammed into me, hard and rough, his grip on my arms keeping me pinned as I licked and sucked at Bonnie’s soaked pussy. Her thighs clamped around my head, muffling my cries as I came with his cock pounding deep inside me.

After that, everything blurred into a frenzy. It stopped being neat little pairs or trios and just became one filthy heap of hands, mouths, and cocks. I lost count of how many times I was bent over, rolled onto my back, pulled onto someone’s lap. One moment, Mason was fucking me while Blake fed me his cock, the next I was straddling Zeke’s face while Scott fingered me from behind. Bonnie was everywhere too; sometimes beneath me, sometimes riding one of the guys while her tongue slid into my mouth.

Sweat and sex filled the room. The music thumped faintly through the walls but all I could hear was moaning, panting, the slap of skin, the wet suck of mouths on cocks and pussies. Isaac’s cock split me open again and again, huge and relentless, until I was shuddering apart around him.

Zeke came in my mouth, but it didn’t stop him from being hard. Then they started to take Bonnie and me two at a time. Having a cock in my ass and one in my pussy at the same time took me to new levels of ecstasy. Sometimes, there was one in my mouth too.

I came over and over. We went for hours, shifting, swapping, writhing on the sofa, the carpet, even against the wall. Every time I thought we must be finished, someone else would pull me into their arms, hard and ready again, and I’d give myself over to it again.

By the time we collapsed in a tangle of limbs, the sun was already rising faintly at the edges of the blinds, and my body was trembling, sore and satisfied, used and happy. I curled into Bonnie’s side, cum drying on my skin, laughter still drifting around the room as exhaustion finally caught up with us.


Chapter 17

We slept for a few hours, tangled together in one heavy, sweaty pile on the living room floor. Naked arms and legs were thrown over one another, bodies clinging for warmth and comfort long after the last waves of lust had burned themselves out.

We all showered together in my giant shower. I remember thinking on the first day that we’d all fit inside. The hot water felt like heaven, washing away the stickiness of the night, though every brush of skin under the spray sent little sparks of memory racing back. We washed each other and kissed, but it was softer now; we had no energy left for having sex.

By the time we’d dressed and drifted back into the living room, the place had been immaculately cleaned by the production team. We collapsed onto the sofa and armchairs, tired and content, sipping water and trying not to think too hard about the cameras that had probably caught every second of our outrageous sex party.

Then the big TV on the far wall crackled to life. The screen glowed, and the familiar image of the confession room chair filled the room. All of us fell silent at once, the low murmur of conversation cut off like a tap. The sudden seriousness of it sent a shiver up my spine.

“Could Jenna come to the confession room,” said the voice. It seemed like I was going to be confessing in front of my housemates this time. Everyone went completely silent. I stood up, tugging my shorts down nervously. The others looked just as uneasy, half sprawled on the sofa. Bonnie hugged a cushion to her chest.

Slowly, I walked to the room, feeling everyone’s eyes on me. Inside, I closed the door and settled nervously into the chair.

“Jenna. You’ve had your fun. But now comes the choice. You must decide who you want to start dating.”

“Right now?”

“Right now.”

“Fuck,” I muttered under my breath. “You’re actually serious, aren’t you?”

“Very serious,” the voice said.

“How the hell am I supposed to pick?” I laughed nervously. “They’re all… I mean, they’ve all been amazing.”

I let out a shaky laugh. “Okay… Mason’s hot, cocky, and makes me feel like a slut in the best way. Blake’s so full of energy. Isaac’s… fuck, Isaac’s just the cutest, and I love how safe and dirty he makes me feel. Zeke’s cheeky, funny, and I can’t stop grinning when I’m with him, and that gym bod… Richard’s calm and dominant, like he can read me better than I read myself. If I dated him, I think I’d actually learn more about my body. Scott’s got that intellectual attraction; we could talk for days. And Bonnie… Bonnie’s gorgeous, confident, soft, and wild at the same time. She’s like my slutty bestie…”

I paused, running them all through my mind. I sat back, sighing. “How the fuck am I supposed to choose just one of them? I don’t want to.”

The red light blinked. “You must choose.”

I stared at the floor. My chest tightened. Every name ran through my head. Every kiss, every fuck, every look. They were all tangled together inside me now.

Finally, I raised my head. “Then I’m choosing all of them. I don’t care if that’s not what you want to hear. I don’t want just one. I want them all. Every single one. I’m going to date them all in one big polycule, if they’ll have me. And I’m not sorry about it.”

The light paused. Time seemed to stretch forever. Then the voice said, calm as ever: “So be it. You have chosen a group relationship. Your confession is complete.”

I slumped back in the chair, shaking but grinning. “Fuck… I actually did it.”

When I walked back into the living room, the massive TV was still showing the empty chair. But I knew they’d seen it all.

For a second, no one moved. Then Bonnie burst out laughing, Mason whooped, and suddenly I was swallowed in a pile of arms and bodies, everyone hugging me at once. The air was electric, euphoric, like the whole room had just decided to ignore the rules together. I was theirs, and they were mine, and none of us gave a fuck who was watching.


Epilogue

Six months later.

The kitchen smelled of cake and champagne, and there was a ridiculous number of balloons taped to the cabinets. Bonnie was fussing with a tray of canapés, Blake was opening another bottle of prosecco, and Isaac had his head halfway in the fridge, muttering about how there was never enough cheese. Scott was sitting at the breakfast bar, still working on the playlist for the party.

Richard stood at the big marble island, looking calm as ever. This had been his house. It turned out he was a lonely millionaire, living alone in this mansion in the London suburbs. But he had opened it up to our polycule. The place had ten bedrooms, more bathrooms than I could keep track of, and a fucking sex dungeon in the basement. It still amazed me sometimes that this was my life now.

He’d lived here alone before the show, apparently, rattling around in all that space except for a succession of submissive girlfriends. Now it was full of laughter, noise, and far too much sex. Everyone had their own room, officially, but I rarely spent a full night in mine. It had become a sort of running joke – I rotated like clockwork, keeping it fair, though Bonnie liked to tease me that I always spent an extra hour with her.

I heard a key in the front door, and Mason’s booming voice echoed down the hall before he even made it into the kitchen. “Where’s the birthday babe then?”

He swept me up in a bear hug when he spotted me, nearly spilling the prosecco from my glass. Zeke followed behind, grinning and carrying a badly wrapped present under one arm. They still lived up north, but whenever there was a party, or any excuse really, they came down and made themselves at home.

“About time you two showed up,” Blake said, smirking.

“Trains, mate,” Zeke shrugged, before handing me the parcel. “Happy birthday, Jenna.”

I kissed his cheek, then Mason’s, feeling that warm, stupid rush of happiness swell in my chest. Here they all were; my strange, filthy, wonderful family. None of us had expected it to last beyond the show, not really, but somehow it had. We’d made it work. We were making it work.

I ripped open the wrapping on the present Zeke had given me. Inside was a video camera, small but a really good model.

“It’s to help you remember your time on the show,” he said.

“Thank you Zeke!” I said, giving him a huge hug. “That’s just given me a really dirty idea.”

Bonnie popped another cork, the foam spraying across the island. Richard rolled his eyes but didn’t complain.

I just stood there in the middle of it all with my housemates, my lovers. Happy ever after? Yeah. I’d say so.

THE END
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