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Content Warning



This book contains graphic sexual content, BDSM themes, and ethical non-monogamy. Not recommended for readers under 18 or those easily triggered by sexual content. All characters involved in sexual content are over 18. Safewords are in use at all times during BDSM scenes.


Chapter one
Waking to Reality


The smell of bacon and coffee crept under the bedroom door. Downstairs, metal pans clanged against stove grates and laughter bounced off the farmhouse walls. I blinked, disoriented. Nick's heavy arm no longer surrounded me. I was alone in his massive bed. On the chair by the window were two sets of workout clothes.

My body ached. Each movement reminded me of yesterday's wrestling training and Big Nick's use of us last night. That man fucked the shit out of us. I slid off the mattress, to where Chris lay curled under his blanket. I curled around him from behind, pressing my chest to his back, my lips near his ear.

"Baby?" I whispered. "You okay?"

He stiffened, then relaxed into me. "Maybe I was naive." His voice cracked. "I didn't think it would be... that rough."

My throat tightened. "We can leave. Right now. Just say the word."

He twisted to face me, his eyes searching mine in a way I'd never seen. "Is that what you want? To go?"

"Let's not do that." I traced his jaw with my thumb. "Don't make this about what the other wants. I'm fine with staying. It was rough, but—" The admission burned my tongue. "It turned me on. Being used like that. Watching you be used." I swallowed. "But I'm one hundred percent okay with leaving if you don't want to stay."

"I hardly slept." He exhaled, his breath warm against my face. "Kept thinking about it." His gaze dropped to my collarbone, then lifted again. "Are you sure—one hundred percent sure—you're not losing respect for me? That this won't... affect us?"

I smiled, though my heart hammered. "Baby, nothing could ever change how I feel about you." I let my hand slide down his chest, feeling his heartbeat quicken. "You could get fucked by a hundred men, and I'd still find you hot as hell."

His laugh was bitter. "My ass hurts like a motherfucker."

"I took his cock in my ass after our Christmas party." I leaned closer, our foreheads touching. "But he didn't fuck me like he fucked you. Maybe we should tell him your ass can't take any more."

Chris hesitated. A slow smile spread across his face, transforming his exhausted features. "I don't know if I want to go that far."

I slapped his ass. The crack echoed. He hissed, his eyes widening. "You really are an anal slut, aren't you?"

The blush crept up his neck. "Maybe."

I could see him thickening against his thigh, the blood rushing back despite last night's marathon. "Look at you. Ready to go even after last night."

"It's a new day." His grin turned sheepish.

Nick's voice boomed from below. "You two need to stop your yapping and get your cute little asses down here, before I come up there and fuck'em again!"

Laughter erupted from the kitchen.

We scrambled for the workout clothes. I yanked on black compression shorts that hugged my bruised thighs, a sports bra that pinched my tender nipples. Chris pulled on tight gray shorts, his erection obvious against the thin fabric. He caught me staring and shrugged, that same shy grin spreading across his face.

"Ready?" I whispered.

"Nope." He grabbed my hand, squeezing hard. "But let's go, anyway."

We moved toward the door, two collared pets answering their master's call.
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I slid onto the bench opposite Rafe.

“Morning, survivors,” he drawled, swirling coffee in a chipped mug. “Not everyone makes it to day two around here.”

“We’re stronger than we look,” I answered, loading my plate with bacon and eggs. I was starving.

Rafe’s eyes—black, flat, predator-calm—locked on mine. “Or just more deviant.”

“That, too,” I said, winking at him, before biting a piece of bacon cleanly in half.

The ink on his throat shifted when he swallowed. His pierced nipples protruded through the thin material of his shirt.

Kenji reached for Rafe's plate. “What would you like, Rafe?”

“Three pancakes, scrambled eggs. Don’t let ’em brown.”

Kenji bowed, retreating to the griddle, and I leaned forward.

“The tattoo on your dick,” I asked, “what’s it say?”

Rafe set his mug down. “Engasga. Portuguese for—” he smiled wickedly. “‘Choke on it.’ Like your husband did yesterday.”

Heat flooded me, equal parts anger and excitement. When Kenji slid the plate in front of Rafe, Rafe’s palm cracked across his ass, sharp enough to echo.

“Kenji here loves choking on it, don’t you?”

A flush crawled from Kenji’s collar to his hairline, but he nodded, eyes shining.

I noticed at the other end of the table, Darius’s knuckles tightened around his fork, the veins of his forearm roaring to life.

Big Nick’s voice cut through the awkward silence. “Enough.” He didn’t shout—he never had to. “Fuel up. Gym in fifteen.”

Rafe licked syrup from his thumb, never breaking eye contact with me. I knew he wanted me. Wanted to use me.


Chapter two
Ring Education


The barn smelled of sweat and old canvas, morning light slanting through the open doors as we gathered around the ring. My thighs ached from yesterday’s bruises. Darius stood in front of the heavy bag, arms folded, biceps twitching like he was already bored.

“Strikes,” he rumbled. “Forearms, shins, the parts that don’t break easy.” He snapped a forearm into the heavy bag; the thud travelled through the floorboards and straight between my legs. “You two—up.”

Chris stepped forward first. Darius tapped him twice, light, then cracked a forearm across Chris’s chest that spun him half a turn. Chris hissed but stayed up. I was next. Darius’s eyes softened for a heartbeat, then he whipped his arm into mine. Fire shot from elbow to shoulder. I yelped. He showed us how to follow through with our hips, how to make it look brutal, and still protect our partner.

Leg kicks came next. He lifted his shin, tapped my outer thigh twice—tap-tap—then snapped the third. I felt the meat of my leg ripple and went rigid so I wouldn’t crumble. Chris caught my eye: you okay? I nodded, biting the inside of my cheek until I tasted copper.

Rafe sauntered over when Nick barked his name. “Submissions,” Nick said. “Teach the rookies.”

Rafe’s grin was all teeth. “Arm-bar first.” He dropped to the mat, patted it. “Lie down, Skylar.”

I lowered myself onto my back. Rafe positioned himself between my legs, dropping to his knees. His fingers found the inside of my thigh, trailing upward—his thumb grazed directly against my sex through the thin material of my shorts. The contact was unmistakable, intentional. "Hook my hips," he said. "Control the distance."

He guided my leg across his torso, his movements fluid as he pivoted. In one smooth motion, he trapped my arm, creating the submission hold. Pressure bloomed in my elbow joint, building steadily. "Feel that?" He pulsed his weight forward incrementally; the hold tightened enough that I understood exactly where the threshold was. He released before I needed to tap out, but his hand lingered on my ribs, thumb stroking along the underside of my breast in a way that had nothing to do with his teaching. His voice dropped to a register meant only for me to hear, "Are you wet yet?"

We repeated the sequence four times, each repetition slower than the last, his hips grinding a fraction closer to my sex with every reset. By the fourth time, he leaned down so his lips brushed my ear, breath hot against my skin. "I'm going to fuck you till you can't stand," he murmured, quiet enough that only I could hear.

Boston crab came next: he flipped me onto my belly, planting his knee firmly between my thighs. The position spread me open so the entire room could see the damp fabric at my crotch. "Arch," he commanded, pulling my legs back until my spine screamed in protest. Through the searing stretch, I felt his hand graze deliberately across my ass, felt the unmistakable press of his erection nudge against my side when he leaned in to adjust the angle of my foot. He dipped his head close again, voice a whisper. "I can't wait to taste your pussy and choke you with my cock."

Ankle locks came next in the progression. I sat upright, one leg extended straight in front of me. He cradled my foot in his lap, positioning my heel so it pressed directly against his hard cock while he demonstrated how to properly torque the ankle joint. Every micro-adjustment pressed me more firmly against him. By the time we finished that particular hold, I was seriously contemplating kicking him square in the nuts.

Kenji was up next. “Counters,” he said, eyes glancing at the other wrestlers for help.

Darius rushed to the ring. Kenji showed us how to roll through a hip-toss, how to reverse a waist-lock. Darius assisted, hands polite on Kenji’s small frame, guiding instead of forcing. When Kenji executed a perfect switch, Darius beamed like a kid at Christmas. I caught Jade watching them, smiling knowingly.

During a training break, I pulled her aside. “Spill. Kenji, Rafe, Darius, what's the deal?”

Jade unscrewed her bottle, eyes never leaving the men. “You're very observant, writer-girl.” She took a sip. “Kenji’s submissive to his bones—and comes off as somewhat feminine. Rafe’s straight but lazy; a hole's a hole, a mouth's a mouth. Kenji’s the closest he’ll get to a girl out here, since he can't have me. So Rafe uses him when he’s horny and bored.” She nodded toward the big man, who was looking longingly at Kenji. “As you can probably tell, Darius is in love. Watches Kenji like a love-sick puppy, but Kenji’s too dazzled by Rafe’s bullshit to notice.”

I exhaled. “That’s brutal.”

“Life’s brutal,” Jade said. “Ready to chain?”

Chain wrestling felt like choreography—collar-and-elbow to hammer-lock to snap-mare to head-scissors, flowing one into the next without pause. Jade partnered with me first. She moved like music, each transition a drumbeat I struggled to keep pace with. Her body telegraphed every shift before it happened—a slight drop in her shoulder before she ducked under my arm, a pivot of her hips before she reversed my grip.

"Stop thinking," she snapped when I hesitated mid-sequence, thrown off by the fluidity of her counter. "Feel the story—set-up, payoff, escalation. You're telling a story with your body."

I tried again, letting instinct override analysis. When she grabbed my wrist, I didn't plan the reversal—I just twisted, feeling the natural give in her grip, and suddenly I had her arm cranked behind her back. She grinned over her shoulder. "There. That's it. Now sell it like it hurts."

We cycled through the chain three more times, each iteration smoother than the last, until I could anticipate her movements not by thinking but by reading the tension in her muscles, the weight shifts that preceded every move. By the end, I was breathing hard but smiling, the sequence branded into my muscle memory.

Nick announced that the lessons of the day were over.


Chapter three
Tables Turned


Nick's voice cut through the air like a whip crack. "Alright, listen up. We're doing something different today."

Jade's green eyes locked onto mine, anticipation humming between us. She expected another one-on-one match, another chance to brutalize me in the ring while everyone watched. I braced for it, my ego still sore from yesterday's defeat.

Nick's beard twitched with his smirk. "Jade and Skylar. You're teammates. You'll be fighting Rafe."

The words landed like a bomb. Jade's sculpted eyebrows shot up. Rafe leaned forward from his perch on the ring apron, suddenly interested.

"What's the prize?" Rafe's voice carried that familiar predatory edge.

"Same as yesterday," Nick said, arms crossed over his broad chest. "Winners get their way with the loser. Or losers."

Rafe's grin spread slow and dangerous across his face. "Oh, I'm going to love this."

Jade began to bounce, throwing practice punches, muscles rippling. Her laugh was sharp enough to draw blood. "I've been waiting for this day. Soon I'll have you on your knees taking my strap-on deep."

Rafe pushed off the apron. "Bring it. But it'll be you and Skylar on your knees."

The air between them was electric. I felt it on my skin—sparks were about to fly. It felt as if this was about more than winning. This was about something between these two. A tension that had been building for some time and was now about to come to its fruition.

Last night's dinner conversation replayed in my mind. Rafe wanted Jade badly—that much was obvious. But Jade's rule was non-negotiable: she fucked him first, or not at all. Rafe had thus far refused.

If he lost today, though? That choice disappeared.

But could we actually win? Two against one sounded favorable until you considered Rafe's size, his strength, his vicious aggression. Jade was imposing, sure—muscular and skilled—but could she match him pound for pound?

And me? Would I help or just get in her way? All he had to do was pin me for three seconds.

Guess we were about to find out.

Nick gestured toward the ring. "Let's get on with it, boys and girls."

The canvas felt different under my bare feet this time—I wanted to win for both Jade and I. Jade slipped between the ropes with grace, her six-foot frame casting a long shadow. Rafe vaulted the top rope, landing with a thud that vibrated through the floor. I followed, clumsier, my breath coming faster already.

"Standard rules," Nick said, leaning against the corner post. "Pin or tap out ends it. Rafe, you need to pin one of them or force a submission. Jade, Skylar—you need to pin him. Three count."

Jade rolled her shoulders, cracking her neck. "Got it. Not a problem."

Rafe bounced on his toes, energy coiled tight in his lean frame. "Oh, it'll be a problem."

The bell sounded—someone hitting a wrench against metal—and the world narrowed to that sixteen-foot square of canvas and rope.

"Baby, you got this," Chris called out.

Rafe charged at Jade first, clearly thinking her the bigger threat. They collided like titans, bodies slamming together with a sound that echoed through the barn. I scrambled back, pressing against the turnbuckles, grateful for being away from the action. My heart hammered against my ribs.

They moved so fast. Rafe's power against Jade's speed, a blur of limbs and impact that left me exhausted just watching. Rafe ducked under Jade's clothesline, caught her arm, twisted it behind her back. She slammed an elbow into his ribs—once, twice—breaking free.

I needed to do something. Anything. But my feet felt rooted to the canvas. What the fuck was I doing here, between these two forces of nature?

Rafe feinted left, then right, and caught Jade with a dropkick that sent her sprawling. He dropped for the pin, hooking her leg.

"One!"

Fuck this. I couldn't just watch.

I launched myself across the ring and wrapped my arm around Rafe's throat from behind. The chokehold was textbook—my forearm pressed against his windpipe, my other hand gripping my own wrist for leverage.

"Two!"

He bucked, trying to throw me off, but I clung like a burr. Jade rolled free, gasping, her hand clutching her ribs. She scrambled to her feet while Rafe clawed at my arm.

"Get off me, you little bitch—"

I squeezed harder. My biceps burned. He reached back, grabbed a fistful of my hair, yanked hard enough that tears sprang to my eyes. But I held on. Held on until Jade's fist connected with his jaw, snapping his head sideways. The impact jarred me loose, sent me staggering back.

Rafe spat blood onto the canvas, glaring at both of us.

That was when Jade caught my eye and nodded—a small, sharp gesture that said everything. Work together. Double team.

We circled him like wolves, Jade moving left, me right. Rafe's head swiveled between us, uncertain which threat to prioritize. Jade feinted forward; Rafe pivoted. I darted in from behind, landing a weak chop across his back that stung my palm more than it hurt him.

"Is that all you got?" he snarled, spinning.

But the distraction worked. Jade closed the distance, drove her shoulder into his gut, lifted him in a fireman's carry—and dropped him backward over her knee in a move that made the whole ring shudder. The air left his lungs in a satisfying whoomph.

I moved in for the pin, but his hand shot up.

He shoved me back, rose to his feet, grabbed Jade by her ponytail. He lifted her—Jesus Christ—and body-slammed her with a force that made my teeth rattle. She hit the canvas so hard the ropes quivered. Her breath exploded from her lungs in a gasp I heard across the ring.

No. Not like this.

I ran full speed, bouncing off the ropes for momentum, and launched myself at his back like a missile. My whole body weight collided with his shoulders.

It was like running into a brick wall. His body didn't budge. The impact reverberated through my bones, and I crumpled to the canvas, my ass hitting first, then my back. The world tilted sideways.

Rafe turned, laughing. "Cute."

He stalked toward me, grabbed the waistband of my training shorts, and ripped. The fabric tore like paper. He yanked my shirt over my head, leaving me naked and exposed while everyone watched. My skin prickled with humiliation and fury.

"Fuck you," I spat.

I kicked up, aiming for his balls. My heel connected. Not a direct hit—glancing, but enough. His eyes bulged. He doubled over, breath hissing between his teeth. The barn erupted in laughter—Jade's loudest of all.

"You bitch," he gasped.

He dropped to the canvas and swept my legs out from under me. I hit hard. He crawled on top of me, pinning my shoulders, his weight crushing. His hand grabbed my ankle, lifting my leg for the pin.

I saw them first—two powerful legs wrapping around Rafe's head from above. Jade's thighs, thick with muscle, locked around his throat. She flipped backward, using her momentum and core strength to send Rafe somersaulting through the air. He landed on his back with a crash that shook the ring.

My distraction had given her exactly enough time to recover.

He scrambled to his feet, and I saw my opening. I rushed him from behind, grabbed his loose training shorts, and yanked. The fabric caught at his knees. He tried to step forward, tripped, and fell. The barn howled with laughter.

I pulled them the rest of the way off, leaving him naked and furious.

Jade was already moving. She climbed the turnbuckles with ease, balanced on the top rope like a cat. As Rafe stood, she launched herself through the air in a beautiful arc. Her body collided with his, driving him back to the canvas. Her weight on top of him, then mine piling on.

"One!"

Rafe bucked beneath us, but we held tight.

"Two!"

His hips thrust upward, nearly throwing me off.

"Three!"

The bell clanged. Cheers erupted—Kenji clapping, Darius whooping, Nick nodding approval.

We'd won.

Rafe shoved us off, scrambling to his feet. His face burned crimson. "That was bullshit! You didn't fight fair!"

I stood, hands on my hips, not bothering to cover my nakedness. "Was it fair when you ripped my clothes off?"

"You ripped mine off!"

"You started it!"

"Children," Jade purred, stretching like a satisfied lioness. "Kenji, darling. I need my strap-on. Go fetch it from upstairs."

"Hey. I need one too," I said, staring at Rafe.

Jade's green eyes glittered. "And while you're up there, get the cane, nipple clamps, and a bottle of lube."

Kenji's dark eyes widened. He bowed his head, mumbled something in Japanese, and scampered off like an eager puppy.

Jade spread herself across the canvas, propping her head on one hand. "Rafe. Get over here. You've got work to do."

He stood naked, muscles coiled, cock thickening despite his obvious anger. "I'm not a lap dog."

Nick's voice came from the corner, soft and deadly. "If you'd won, it would be them servicing you right now." He paused. "And remember, safewords are always respected."

Rafe's body tensed. I saw the moment the truth of it hit him—the power dynamic reversed, the humiliation he'd intended for us now his to bear. His shoulders slumped, just a fraction. He dropped to his knees between Jade's thighs and pulled her shorts off.

Jade grabbed my wrist, pulling me down. "Get over here. Sit on my face."

My body moved before my brain could catch up. I straddled her head, facing Rafe, my knees planted on either side of her temples. Her hands gripped my hips, pulling me down.

Her tongue found my clit immediately. I gasped, hands flying to my own breasts. Rafe looked up at me, his eyes full of lust, his hand moving to stroke his hardening cock.

"Don't you want to make him pay for the comments he made earlier?" Jade's voice was muffled but clear.

Her tongue swirled around my nub, sending sparks up my spine. "I sure do."

"Then let's make it hurt."

Kenji returned and tossed the toys into the ring. Jade picked up the cane—a thin rattan rod that whistled through the air when she tested it. I grabbed the nipple clamps, the ones Nick had used on us last night.

"Stand up," Jade commanded.

Rafe rose, defiant. She didn't hesitate. The cane snapped across his ass with a crack that made him flinch. A red welt rose immediately. I attached a clamp to his left nipple, twisting the screw until he hissed. Then the right. Then I drove my knee up between his legs, not hard enough to injure, but enough that his breath caught.

"Fuck," he groaned, but his cock remained rock hard.

"On your hands and knees," Jade ordered, picking up the bottle of lube. "Time to find out what it feels like."

Rafe's eyes flickered with genuine fear. "I've never—"

"Exactly," Jade purred. "You've always done the fucking. Let's see how you like being the bitch."

He lowered himself slowly, muscular ass in the air. Jade squirted lube onto her fingers, then pressed one into his tight entrance. He tensed, groaning. I knelt beside her, added more lube to my own hand, and worked a second finger in alongside hers.

"Tell me," Jade said. "Is this what you wanted to do to us?"

"Yes," he admitted through gritted teeth. "Please—take it easy—"

"Would you have taken it easy on us?" She twisted her fingers.

He didn't answer. We all knew the truth.

She pulled her fingers free, grabbed the harness Kenji had brought. The dildo attached to it was mercifully modest—seven inches, but slim, maybe half an inch thick. The kind of thing that would stretch without causing too much pain. I watched her step into the straps, tighten them across her powerful hips.

While she adjusted, I took over. Three fingers now, scissoring them to open him up. Rafe's back arched, his cock leaking precum onto the canvas below him. He was enjoying this, whether he wanted to admit it or not. And he hadn't used his safeword, which would have stopped us.

"Ready, anal slut?" Jade positioned herself behind him, pressing the head of her cock against his entrance. "Are you ready to become my fuckboy?"

"Yes," he gasped. "God, yes. Please—"

She pushed forward. His ring stretched around the silicone, and the sight of it—Jesus, the sight made my own core clench with sympathy. Rafe's entire body shuddered as she slid deeper, filling him.

"How's it feel?" I asked, my voice breathy with arousal. "Being the one who gets fucked?"

He couldn't answer. Jade had begun to move, shallow thrusts that gradually deepened. I grabbed my own harness. Slightly bigger. Good. I wanted him to feel me when I used him.

His cock stiff between his legs, betraying his body's response to this violation of his masculinity.

Jade pulled out with a wet pop, stepping aside. "Your turn."

I didn't hesitate. I lubed up my bigger cock and pressed it against his already-gapping hole. The sound as the head breached him made us both groan. I watched his anus stretch around my girth, the pink rim clinging to the silicone as I drove deeper.

"Fuck. Your cock is huge," he whimpered, but pushed back against me.

We switched back and forth, taking turns claiming him.

"Flip over," Jade commanded. "I want to see your face while I fuck your ass."

He rolled onto his back, his cock slapping against his stomach. Jade lifted his legs, hooked them over her shoulders, and pushed back inside him. I moved to straddle his face, facing Jade, lowering my cunt to his mouth.

His tongue was surprisingly skilled. He lapped at my folds with a fervor that had me grinding on his mouth. Jade and I leaned toward each other, mouths meeting in a desperate kiss as she fucked him and I rode his face.

I reached down, twisting his clamped nipples until he moaned into my sex. Jade slapped his cock, squeezed his balls. The combined sensations—his tongue, Jade's kiss, the power coursing through me—built fast and hard.

I came first, convulsing on his face, my thighs clamping around his head. When the last shudder left me, I climbed off, breathless.

What happened next surprised us all.

Jade pulled out of him, unbuckled her harness, letting it fall to the canvas. She climbed onto his cock, positioning the swollen head at her entrance.

"I always said I'd fuck you," she purred, sinking down onto him. "But you had to submit to me first. You did, so now you can fuck me."

Rafe's eyes went wide with shock and joy. He thrust up, driving his massive dark shaft into her. She gasped, her enhanced breasts bouncing as she took him to the root.

The sight of them—two huge, muscular bodies colliding—was primal. It looked more like combat than lovemaking, all slapping flesh and grappling limbs. But the sounds they made, the guttural groans and sharp cries, told a different story.

Suddenly, Rafe sat up, his cock somehow still buried deep inside her, and flipped her. Her back slammed against the canvas. Her legs wrapped around him tight as he began hammering into her with renewed ferocity.

Jade slapped his face hard. He just smiled, took one of her breasts in his hand, squeezed hard enough to leave marks, then slapped it. She arched beneath him, a feral grin spreading across her face.

"Fuck yeah," she growled, reaching up to pull at his nipple clamps. "Fuck me harder."

He leaned in, and she raked her nails down his back. I saw the red trails they left, the welts rising on his skin. He yelled out, "You're the best fuck I've ever had!"

"You bet your ass I am."

She slapped him again, harder. He grabbed both her wrists and pinned them beside her head. Their bodies slammed together, sweat-slicked and desperate.

"I'm coming," he snarled.

"Me too, fuck, me too—"

He gave one last brutal thrust and collapsed, his full weight pressing her into the canvas. His body shuddered, while hers convulsed beneath him.

I thought it was over. Thought they'd both had enough.

But Jade pushed him off, rolled on top of him, and pinned his arms above his head. She leaned down and kissed him with a tenderness that shocked us all, after the rough sex we had just witnessed.

It was so intimate, so raw, that my hand drifted between my thighs without conscious thought. I was wet again, just from watching them. From seeing this powerful woman claim her prize and find an unexpected connection in the claiming.

From understanding that sometimes the line between dominance and submission blurred into something more complicated than power exchange. Sometimes it became a kind of warfare that left both parties surrendering, even in victory.

I scanned the barn. Everyone stood frozen, their mouths agape. Only Kenji looked unhappy. His face crumpled as his hope for a relationship with Rafe shattered, as there was clearly something between Rafe and Jade. He turned, shoulders slumping, and walked away with his head bowed.

I felt for him, truly. But he'd never stood a chance with Rafe, who'd made his preferences crystal clear. At least now Kenji could stop torturing himself. Maybe even open up to Darius, whose eyes tracked Kenji's retreat with tenderness.

I wanted to shout, "Go after him. Go claim your man." But it wasn't my place to meddle in their lives.


Chapter four
Still Waters


Nick's voice broke through the sexual tension. "Everyone, take a break. Fish fry by the lake in three hours. Don't be late."

The trainees dispersed, their energy shifting from primal to casual. Jade shot me a wink as she headed toward the showers, already unbuckling her harness. Rafe stalked off alone. Kenji had disappeared.

I found Chris near the ring apron. "Walk with me?" I asked.

We slipped out the barn's side door into the late-afternoon sunlight. The property sprawled before us—fifty acres of Georgia countryside that smelled of pine needles and red clay. Our feet crunched along a dirt path winding through oak trees draped in Spanish moss. Chris's hand found mine.

"How's your ass?" I asked quietly. "Nick gave it quite a workout last night."

"Yeah. And, as I remember, you helped," he said, smiling.

I squeezed his fingers. "Want to talk about it?"

He exhaled, the sound heavy with things unspoken.

The path opened onto a clearing where the lake spread out before us, reflecting a sky that had begun to turn purple at the edges. A wooden dock jutted into the water, its planks weathered to silver. We sat at the end, our legs dangling over dark brown water that lapped gentle against the pilings.

"I can't believe this weekend so far," Chris said finally, his voice quiet enough to get lost in the wind.

"Which part?"

"All of it. The fact that I let another man fuck me. That I came while he did it." He stared at his reflection in the water, distorted by ripples. "That I want it to happen again."

I watched a turtle surface near the dock, its head a periscope of ancient curiosity. "How does it feel? Finally submitting to a man. Being penetrated by him."

"Like an itch I never knew existed." He turned to meet my eyes, his expression stripped of the confidence he wore like armor. "Rafe in my mouth, then Nick in my ass. Two men inside me in twenty-four hours. If you'd asked me a year ago, I'd have punched you for the suggestion."

"Do you think you're bisexual now?"

He considered this, his jaw working. "Sexually? Probably. But not emotionally." His thumb traced circles on my knuckles, the gesture grounding. "I like their masculine energy dominating me. The way Nick commands without asking. Even Rafe's asshole aggression—it does something to me physically. But I don't want to kiss them. Don't want to hold them after. There's no tenderness, no..." He searched for the word. "No heart in it. Just physical lust and submission."

The honesty of it made my chest tighten. I leaned in, our foreheads touching. Our lips brushed—soft at first, testing. Then deeper, a proper claiming. I bit his lower lip, hard enough to make him inhale sharply. He responded by gripping my hair, pulling just enough to tilt my head back, exposing my throat to his mouth. The kiss turned hungry, desperate. We were two people who had seen each other stripped to our most vulnerable selves.

"Did you really like watching me get fucked?" he asked when we finally broke apart, our breath mingling in the cooling air. "Or are you just indulging me?"

I countered with my own question. "Do you like watching me with other men and women?"

"More than I thought possible."

"Then you have your answer." I pulled back to see his face clearly. "I don't know why it gets me off either. Watching you take Rafe's cock in your mouth, seeing your face when Nick—" My words stuttered as the memory flashed through me. "Maybe we're just freaks."

"Maybe," Chris said, his voice gravel against the quiet water. "But I wouldn't say freaks. Just... not average."

He ran his thumb along my jaw. "We might take it to an extreme, but I think more people want to experiment sexually than will admit it. Society builds these walls so fucking thick you can't even ask your own wife if she'd be into something without sounding like a pervert." His eyes sharpened, focused on mine. "That's what I love about you. With you, anything's possible. At least to discuss."

I kissed the corner of his mouth. "That's the only way a relationship like ours works. Total honesty and communication."

"I need you to hear one thing." His grip tightened, not painful but urgent. "You're it for me. Forever. This lifestyle—yeah, it's addictive. I love it. But if you woke up tomorrow and said 'we're done,' I'd hang it up without blinking. No question."

My vision blurred. Tears hit the dock planks between my thighs, dark spots on weathered wood. "I feel the same."

The words came out automatically, but underneath, something twisted. It would be hard to give this up after tasting it—that was the truth I couldn't say aloud. The way my body responded to Nick's cruelty, how watching Chris submit made me throb, the charge of strangers' hands on me at Club Paradise, the sex club we frequented.

But Chris's face held such absolute devotion. He wasn't going anywhere. That wasn't a choice I'd ever have to make.

Chris's thumb brushed my jaw again, but this time his hand drifted lower, tracing the neckline of my tank top. His touch sent a familiar current through me.

My own hand had wandered to his thigh, feeling the muscle tense beneath my palm. My fingers found the outline of his cock through the fabric of his pants, tracing its length.

"I want you. Right here. Right now." I whispered, tugging at the button of my shorts.

"Here on the dock?" He asked.

"Yep."

I shimmied out of my shorts. Goosebumps rose on my skin, which had nothing to do with the cold. Chris's hands worked his pants off, freeing his shaft. It sprang upward, thick and ready, the head already slick with pre-cum.

I straddled him on the dock, the rough wood planks digging into my knees. The water lapped beneath us. I lowered myself onto him slowly, feeling every inch stretch me. We both groaned when he bottomed out inside me, my pussy clenching around his hardness.

"Fuck, baby," he breathed against my neck. "You feel so good."

He filled me, my body responding to his familiar feel. I began to move, grinding my hips in slow circles, his fingers gripping my waist. I felt reassured that no matter what we experienced with other people, it could always feel like this between us. I could always return to his comfortable embrace.

"Tell me something," I panted, picking up speed. The dock creaked beneath us. "Last night—did you like my strap-on better? Or Nick's real cock?"

Chris's thrusts faltered for a beat, then intensified. "I loved both. Yours because it was you inside me. His because..." He groaned as I clenched deliberately. "Because his cock was softer, more natural. I loved you fucking me, because you care for me. I loved getting fucked by him because he was just using me."

The honesty of it made me ride him harder. "You want Rafe to fuck you too?"

"Yes." No hesitation. His hips bucked up to meet mine, driving deeper.

I leaned forward, my lips brushing his ear. "What about Darius? You want that big black cock to stretch your tight little ass?"

"God, yes." His voice cracked. His hands gripped my hips so hard I'd have bruises tomorrow—marks I'd wear proudly. His thrusting became frantic, uncontrolled.

I was close, so close. The thought of them all using him, using us, had been building since we arrived. "You want them all to cum on your face? Rafe, Darius, Nick—covering you while I watch?"

Chris's fingers dug into my hips. He let out a sound that was half-groan, half-scream, and I felt him pulse inside me. The hot rush of his release triggered my own orgasm, my body shaking violently on top of him. I came so hard the world tilted, the lake and sky swapping places behind my closed eyelids.

I collapsed against his chest, our sweat-slicked skin sticking together. His heart hammered against my cheek, matching the frantic rhythm of my own. For a long moment, only our ragged breathing and the water lapping at the dock pilings filled the silence.

Then Chris tilted my chin up, his eyes searching mine with almost painful sincerity. "Okay," he said softly. "Maybe we are just a couple of freaks."

The absurdity of it hit me—the two of us naked on a dock in rural Georgia, his cum leaking out of me, discussing our desire for gangbangs and submission. The laughter bubbled up from somewhere deep, uncontrollable and cleansing.

Chris joined in, his laugh mixing with mine, echoing across the still water. We lay there on the weathered planks, two people who'd found each other, both of us exactly as fucked up as the other.


Chapter five
An Audience of One


Chris and I walked back from the lake, his arm around my shoulder, my hand tucked into the back pocket of his jeans. The easy intimacy felt grounding after everything we'd been through in the last twenty-four hours.

As we approached the barn, Big Nick emerged carrying a stack of folding chairs like they weighed nothing. Darius followed, pulling a push lawn mower behind him.

"Chris!" Nick's voice carried across the yard. "Grab some more chairs from the barn. Meet us at the picnic area."

Chris squeezed my shoulder before jogging toward the barn. I turned to Nick. "Is there anything I can help with?"

"Check with Jade in the kitchen." Nick didn't break stride, already heading toward the tree line where I could just make out picnic tables through the pines.

I climbed the porch steps to the main house and found Jade in the kitchen, pulling foil-wrapped corn from the refrigerator. She looked amazing—skin glowing, wet hair pulled back in a loose braid. The shower hadn't washed away the satisfied expression she possessed since her encounter with Rafe.

"Need any help?" I asked.

Jade glanced up, her green eyes assessing me. "Got it covered. You should shower and rest a bit." She gestured toward the clock above the stove. "We're eating at seven."
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The barracks were eerily quiet when I pushed through the door. My suitcase still sat on the bunk Nick had assigned yesterday. I rummaged through neatly folded clothes until I found a light sweater. I held it up, considering whether the evening would get cool enough to need it.

"I love your style."

I spun around, heart hammering. Kenji lay on his bunk across the room, watching me with those dark, expressive eyes. How had I not noticed him?

"Sorry, honey. I didn't see you there."

"No problem." His English was precise, each word carefully chosen. "People rarely notice me."

I found that hard to believe—though maybe he was just having a pity party after watching Rafe with Jade. I held up the sweater. "Do you think this would be good for tonight?"

He nodded. "It would look great on you. Like everything does."

"Aren't you sweet?" I sat on the edge of my bunk, facing him. Maybe this was my chance to offer some perspective. "Honey, you seem really sweet. I can tell you like Rafe, but you know he's not going to ever give you what you want, right?"

Kenji's face shifted—resignation flickering across his features before denial hardened his expression. He didn't say anything. Just flipped over, facing the wall.

I should've stayed out of it.

The silence lingered uncomfortably. I grabbed my towel, soap, and shampoo, and headed for the showers, feeling the sticky residue of sweat from the training and sex from the dock clinging to my skin.
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The spray hammered my shoulders, hot water rolling down my spine. I worked shampoo through my hair, the floral scent cutting through the institutional smell of the barracks. My muscles ached with a deep, satisfying soreness from the day's training.

Footsteps echoed on the wet tile behind me. I turned, expecting to see Chris. The energy changed the moment I turned. Rafe stood there, unbuttoning his jeans.

My throat went dry. Water streamed into my eyes as I watched him strip with deliberate slowness, his tribal tattoos seeming to shift in the steam. His cock hung thick and heavy, already beginning to stir as he stepped under the showerhead opposite me. He didn't speak, just let the water cascade over his defined chest and abs, his hand drifting down to stroke himself. Growing harder. Readying itself for use.

"Where's Jade?" My voice came out steadier than I felt.

"Helping with dinner." He tilted his head back, water running through his dark hair. "Your husband's outside with Darius and Nick. Raking leaves. He'll be a while."

The words hung between us like a dare. Nick's command echoed in my skull—you are to obey everyone here. But obedience wasn't the same as consent, and I held the power of my safeword in my back pocket. Still, I didn't move. Rafe's erection stood fully erect now, curved slightly upward. His tribal tattoos snaked along his groin and onto his shaft, disappearing and reappearing as he stroked. Its thickness made me shiver. The idea of that huge thing pressing into me.

My nipples hardened under the spray. I should've turned away, should've finished rinsing and left. Instead, I stood rooted, watching the water bead on his skin, studying the lines of his ink.

He didn't approach me.

"Kenji," he called, his eyes locked on mine. "Come here."

Confusion splintered through my arousal. What game was he playing?

Kenji appeared in the doorway, his slight frame silhouetted against the brighter light of the barracks. His eyes darted between us—me naked and wet, Rafe hard and commanding. A smile broke across Kenji's face, hopeful and heartbreaking all at once. He thought he was being chosen. He thought this meant something.

Rafe's expression didn't change. "Take your clothes off. Suck my cock."

Kenji's fingers fumbled with his shirt, his movements eager, almost frantic. I watched the doubt I'd tried to plant in his mind evaporate. He stripped completely, revealing his compact, lean body—small shoulders, narrow waist. His body was completely hairless except for a small tuft of silky black pubic hair surrounding his cute, but petite cock, which was already stiff with anticipation.

Rafe didn't look at him. He kept his gaze fixed on me as Kenji dropped to his knees on the wet tile, water from Rafe's shower spattering his face. When Kenji took Rafe into his mouth, Rafe's cruel smile returned.

This wasn't about Kenji. This was a performance for my benefit. A demonstration of power. Rafe was fucking us both—using Kenji's body to send me a message.

I should've walked out. Should've denied him the audience. But my feet wouldn't move. My hand drifted down my stomach, past my navel, finding my folds slick and swollen. The sight of them together—Rafe's muscular frame towering over Kenji's diminutive form, the tattooed cock pistoning in and out of that eager mouth—triggered something primal in me. I hated Rafe for his cruelty. I hated myself more for being riveted.

Kenji's cheeks hollowed with each suck, his eyes watering as Rafe pushed deeper. He gagged but didn't pull away, his own cock hard. Rafe's hand rested on Kenji's head, not guiding, just possessing. Claiming.

"Bend over," Rafe said, his voice a low command that cut through the shower spray. "And spread those cheeks."

Kenji scrambled to comply, hands and knees on the slippery floor, ass presented. His cheeks were small and tight, two perfect half-moons that clenched with nervousness. Rafe delivered a hard slap that echoed off the tile, leaving a red handprint blooming on pale skin. Kenji whimpered but pushed back for more.

"You want me to fuck you?" Rafe's hand was on his cock again, stroking the length, positioning himself. "Say it."

"Yes." Kenji's voice cracked. "Please fuck me."

"Say please like you mean it."

"Please, Rafe. Please fuck me."

Rafe spat on his cock, the glob of saliva mixing with water and pre-cum. He pressed the head against Kenji's tight entrance, and I saw Kenji's body go rigid. Then Rafe pushed forward, one brutal thrust that buried him halfway. Kenji's cry bounced off the walls, pain and pleasure tangled together.

The tribal ink disappeared as Rafe sank deeper, then reappeared as he pulled back. He established a rhythm, slow and deliberate, each stroke making Kenji's entire body shudder. And through it all, Rafe stared at me. Not at the ass he was splitting open, not at the young man he was using—at me.

I leaned against the cold tile, one leg lifting involuntarily as my fingers circled my clit. The water had turned lukewarm, but I didn't care. Rafe's lips curved into a victorious smile.

He was winning. And I was letting him.

After a minute of steady pounding, Rafe pulled out with a wet sound. He grabbed Kenji's shoulders, spinning him around with casual strength. In one fluid motion, he lifted Kenji off the ground, Kenji's legs wrapping around Rafe's waist. Rafe held him there, suspended, and drove upward into him.

The sheer power of it stole my breath. Kenji's head lolled back, his hands gripping Rafe's shoulders for dear life. Rafe bounced him effortlessly, those thick thighs and core muscles showing no strain. Water cascaded over both their bodies, turning the scene into something mythic. A god using a mortal.

Kenji tried to make eye contact with Rafe, seeking some connection, some affection. Rafe's gaze never wavered from mine.

He wasn't fucking Kenji. He was showing me exactly what he wanted to do to me. Every thrust was a promise. Every slap was a warning. And my body understood perfectly—I was soaked, throbbing, my orgasm building with embarrassing speed.

My leg hitched higher as I rubbed myself frantically, the shower spray hitting my sensitive bud now. Rafe's brow narrowed, his own control fraying. He set Kenji down, nearly dropping him in his haste.

"On your knees," he grunted, shoving Kenji to the ground.

Kenji looked up with such pathetic hope, mouth open, tongue out like a begging dog. Rafe stroked himself twice, his balls drawing up tight, and then he erupted. The first thick rope splashed across Kenji's cheek, the second landing partially in his open mouth, the third and fourth coating his chin. It was obscene. Animalistic. Kenji sucked at the head like it was a straw, swallowing what he could catch. He stroked his own cock, and two small squirts shot out onto the tiled floor.

Rafe slapped Kenji in the face with his cock before pulling away. "Okay, we're done here."

He returned to his shower as if nothing had happened, soaping his chest. I turned the water off with shaking hands. Kenji remained on the floor, cum dripping down his face, his expression crumpling as reality caught up to fantasy.

I wrapped a towel around myself and followed him into the main barracks area. He sat on his bed, staring at his hands. I dried off mechanically, watching this broken boy piece himself back together.

"You don't really think he cares about you, do you?" I kept my voice gentle.

Kenji shook his head. No tears, just that terrible resignation.

"Then why?"

"I don't know. I like how it feels when he uses me." He turned to look at me. "But not so much after."

"You should enjoy both," I said. "Or it's no good."

His whole demeanor shifted suddenly. "I love how you do your makeup." He looked up, his dark eyes red-rimmed but clear. "Especially your eyeliner. Will you show me how?"

The abrupt change disoriented me. From degradation to beauty, from pain to excitement. I saw it then—he'd processed what I'd told him.

"Sure, honey." I touched his shoulder, feeling the slightness of his bones. "Let me get my makeup bag."


Chapter six
Transfixed: The Girl in the Mirror


My reflection in the mirror showed flushed cheeks, lips bitten raw. I looked like someone who'd seen too much and still wanted more.

Kenji now seemed like the spectacle I had witnessed just a few minutes ago had never happened. He sat on a stool beside me, watching my every move with the intensity of a student who'd just discovered his favorite subject.

"Do you want to just wear makeup," I asked, opening my makeup bag, "or are you trying to appear more feminine?"

He studied the brushes I laid out, his fingers hovering near a blush palette. "I want to look like woman," he said in a girlish Japanese accent.

I studied his face, eyeliner pencil in hand. "Okay. Let's see what we can do." I tilted his chin up, examining his bone structure. "You've got such delicate features. High cheekbones, soft jaw. I think we can do this."

I started with the basics, my hands moving on autopilot. "First, clean your face. Use warm water to get the pores open." Kenji mimicked my motions exactly, his technique improving with each correction. "Pat, don't rub. You're not drying a car."

The foundation came next. I dotted his face with my shade—slightly too dark, but workable. "Blend down, not up. You want it to disappear into your skin, not sit on top." His hands mimicked mine in the mirror. When he pressed too hard, I guided his fingers. "Lighter. Like you're petting a cat, not scrubbing a pan."

Concealer under the eyes hid his earlier crying. Powder set everything with a soft puff that smelled like roses. I moved through each step—contour, highlight, the architecture of a face—while Kenji absorbed everything like a sponge that had finally found water.

Then came the eyeliner. I uncapped my favorite felt-tip. "This is the magic, honey. The cat's eye." I demonstrated on my own lid first, pulling the skin taut. "My roommate in college taught me this. Latina women have been doing this for generations—it changes the whole shape of your face." The line started thin at the inner corner, thickening as it swept outward, the flick sharp enough to cut. "You don't draw it. You flick it, like you're snapping your fingers. See?" The wing angled upward, creating an almond shape that made my eyes look exotic, dangerous. "It says you're not here to play."

Kenji tried. The first attempt wobbled like a child's drawing. I wiped it clean with a cotton swab. "Again. Your hand's too tense." The second try improved. By the third, he'd created something respectable. "There. Hold still." I perfected it for him, the two of us breathing the same steamy air, our faces inches apart in the glass.

The lipstick came last. Not my usual red—too aggressive. I chose a soft rose that matched his natural lip color. "Press your lips together. Now blot." The result stopped my hands mid-air.

I couldn't believe the transformation. The delicate boy had vanished. In his place sat a pretty young woman with sculpted cheekbones, mysterious eyes, and thin lips. "Kenji—you're beautiful." The words came out as a whisper. "Honestly. If I saw you walking down the street, I'd ask, 'Who's that cute girl over there?'"

He blushed, the pink spreading across his cheeks. His hand flew to his face, covering his mouth in a gesture so instinctively feminine my heart ached.

"That blush is cute," I said, digging through my bag. "Let's make it permanent." I swirled a fluffy brush in peachy-pink pigment. "Smile for me. No, a real smile." When his lips curved, I swept the color across the apples of his cheeks, then blended upward toward his temples. "See? Now you look like you're always happy."

He stared at his reflection, his fingers hovering near but not quite touching his face. The wonder in his eyes, as if he were seeing his true self for the first time, made mine sting.

"Okay," I said, packing up my tools. "What are you going to wear?"

He took my hand, his smaller fingers pulling me into the sleeping area. The vertical locker beside his bed contained mostly wrestling gear—all folded with military precision—but there were a few other items as well. He pulled out a sundress. Mint green with tiny burgundy flowers, thin straps, modest neckline. It would hit him mid-thigh.

"But honey, you'll freeze in that."

He looked at me with those dark eyes, and I saw the same pleading I'd seen when he'd watched Rafe walk away. "I want to wear," he said.

I sighed, digging through my suitcase. My fingers found the backup pair I kept for emergencies—black thigh-high stockings. "Here. Try these." I rummaged further through my suitcase, finding a cream cardigan with pearl buttons. "And this. Put this over the dress to keep your shoulders warm."

He dressed with his back to me, the kind of modesty that seemed absurd after what I'd seen earlier. The dress slid over his narrow hips perfectly. The cardigan buttoned over his flat chest, the pearl buttons catching the light. When he turned around, I had to grip the bedpost.

He could almost pass. The slightness of his frame, the way the dress skimmed his body, the cardigan covering his lack of breasts—only his hands and his short hair gave him away.

"We need to fix those." I grabbed my nail polish, a deep burgundy that matched the flowers in his dress. "Give me your hand." He watched, transfixed, as I painted each small nail, blowing gently to dry them. "I'm not sure what to do with your hair. It's so short."

He smiled—a radiant smile—and reached into a bag in his locker, producing a wig. It was long, straight, and black as ink. Japanese hair, I realized. Not costume-shop plastic, but real human hair.

"Like my sister's," he said.

"Perfect." I helped him adjust the cap, tucking his natural hair underneath, arranging the glossy strands. When it slipped into place, the transformation completed itself.

I stepped back. The person before me wasn't Kenji anymore. Wasn't male. Wasn't even quite female—something in between, something both and neither. But why did we always feel like everyone had to fit neatly into one box or the other? Why couldn't there be a third box—or a fourth and fifth box? Why couldn't we all just be uniquely who we are?

The long black hair framed a face of such delicate beauty that my breath caught. The dress, the stockings, the makeup, the nails—it all worked because Kenji believed it worked.

A bell clanged outside, sharp and insistent. Kenji jumped, his hand flying to his throat.

"That's... that's the food bell." His voice had gone high and breathy. "Can I really go down there like this?"

I took his hand, feeling his tremble. "Nick said this was a place where people could be their true selves. I think you'll be fine." I squeezed. "And I'll walk with you."

He threw his arms around me, his wig tickling my neck. "Thank you."

"Okay, okay." I laughed, blinking fast. "Don't make me cry or my mascara will run."

Before we left, he told me he had one last change he wanted to make.


Chapter seven
Introducing


A path wound down from the barracks through a stand of pine trees. White globe lights hung from the branches like captured stars, swaying gently. Beyond the trees, a clearing opened up with a long wooden picnic table in the center. A portable speaker, balanced on a tree stump, pulsed with Dua Lipa's "Levitating," the bass thumping.

We'd discussed it before leaving. He wanted to be someone completely new. Not Kenji anymore, not the quiet boy who apologized for existing. He wanted to be his authentic self, someone who could exist without shame.

I clutched Keiko's hand tight. Her fingers trembled in mine, the burgundy polish covering them catching the light.

We could hear the sounds of the group around the next turn. Laughter. The clink of bottles. Jade's sharp voice rising above the rest, telling some story. Then silence fell like a curtain dropping. One voice cut off, then another, until only the music played to a frozen audience.

Everyone stood with their mouths agape. Jade's beer suspended mid-air, halfway to her lips. Darius's massive frame gone still. Rafe frozen against a tree. Even Nick, who'd been pouring whiskey, stopped, the bottle hovering over a red plastic cup.

My throat went dry. I'd imagined this moment, rehearsed the words. Now they caught in my throat. "I'd like all of you to meet Keiko."

The name hung in the air. For a heartbeat, no one moved or made a sound. Then Chris, my beautiful Chris, set down his cup and walked across the clearing, his movements purposeful. He offered his hand, the same hand that had held mine through every twist of our marriage, and said, "It's very nice to meet you, Keiko. You're a very lovely young woman."

Tears welled in my eyes. I saw the same glistening in Keiko's—the mascara I'd spent twenty minutes perfecting already threatening to run. I squeezed her hand hard. "Nope, no crying. You're not going to fuck up that makeup we took forever putting on."

She laughed, a high, breathy sound that wasn't Kenji's quiet chuckle at all. Then she threw his arms around Chris's neck, whispering "Thank you" against his ear. I watched my husband's hands find the small of her back, holding her with the same gentleness he'd shown me a thousand times, and something inside my chest cracked open.

Jade rushed over, her platinum ponytail swinging. "Oh my God, you're gorgeous." She cupped Keiko's face. "Look at that face. Girl, you're stunning." She pulled Keiko into a hug that lifted her off the ground, the sundress fluttering around her thighs, and whispered something that made Keiko's painted lips curve into a real smile.

Nick moved slowly, his heavy frame shifting through the group like a ship parting water. He pulled Keiko into a tight hug that swallowed her whole. "I am so proud that you are embracing who you really are." His voice rumbled against his hair. "And I want you to know that you are accepted as whoever you want to be here."

Oh fuck, now I'm going to cry, I thought. The first tear rolled down my cheek, but I didn't care.

Darius was next. He moved with caution. He looked Keiko up and down, his dark eyes lingering on her face, the dress, the stockings. I could see him searching, trying to find the old Kenji underneath the new skin. My stomach clenched. I began to worry. Was he only attracted to the masculine form, the quiet boy who'd trained beside him? Would this transformation kill his desire?

But regardless of whatever calculation ran behind those eyes, he opened his arms. "Come here." His hug was fierce, lifting Keiko off her feet. "You're beautiful," he murmured, and I couldn't tell if he meant it or was saying what he thought he should.

Only Rafe hadn't moved. He looked up from his plate, unimpressed. "So do I have to use different pronouns for you now?"

I hadn't even thought about that. I glanced at Keiko, who seemed equally taken aback, her painted lips parting. Then she straightened. "Yes. I want to use she/her from now on. I feel more alive than I ever have right now."

Nick raised his plastic cup. "Everyone, fix yourselves something to drink. Let's have a proper toast."

I poured whiskey for Chris and me, my hands steady only through sheer will. Nick filled his own cup, then raised it high. "To the newest member of our family. Keiko."

"To Keiko," everyone repeated. Even Rafe, though he muttered it into his cup.

Nick clapped his hands. "Let's eat."

The food covered a second table in glorious abundance—platters of cornmeal-crusted catfish still steaming, perch fried golden. Hushpuppies sat in mounds beside coleslaw with a creamy dressing. Collard greens steamed to something earthy and rich. Corn on the cob, butter melting into the grooves. It was the kind of meal that required paper towels instead of napkins.

Thirty minutes later, we were pushing away plates piled with fish bones and stripped corncobs. Nick leaned back, the bench groaning beneath his weight. "Keiko, I know this is all very new. But I can't help thinking this could be something unique."

Keiko looked interested.

"While there have been trans wrestlers like Gabbi Tuft and Nyla Rose, it's still unique. If we could find a good storyline..." Nick's eyes glittered mischievously. "Maybe having one of the other wrestlers here become a heel who harasses your character, only to fall in love with you over time. That could be something we could sell."

I frowned. "What's a heel?"

Nick turned to me. "A heel is the bad guy. The one who cheats, who the audience boos, who makes life miserable for the hero. But nothing is better than when a heel flips—becomes a good guy. We could have someone else beating up on Keiko, and suddenly our heel has a change of heart watching it. Steps in to defend her, declares his love. The crowd would eat it up."

Keiko set down her fork. "That sounds interesting. I've always needed a persona, a storyline." She paused, her voice dropping. "But I'm not doing this as a gimmick."

"Of course not." Nick's voice remained gentle. "You're sincere. But all wrestlers have stories that are somewhat made up. Your story could be enemies-to-lovers with the right partner."

Everyone looked at Rafe.

He stopped with his fork halfway to his mouth, a piece of perch dangling. "Oh hell no." He dropped the fork onto his plate. "I'm not gay, and I'm not going to play gay for anyone."

I looked at Keiko. She held herself together, her painted face a mask, but I could see her bottom lip trembling. The fragile confidence we'd built all evening shattered in that moment.

Then a voice spoke up. Darius. He'd been so quiet I'd almost forgotten he was there.

"I'll do it." He stood, his massive frame blocking the light from the nearest string. "I've never come out to my family, but I'm ready." He paused, and the silence stretched until it snapped. "And well..." Another long pause, his throat working. "I love Ken—I mean Keiko."

You could have heard a pin drop. The music had switched to something intense, Billie Eilish whispering about bad guys, but no one moved. All eyes turned to Keiko, whose bottom lip was shaking so hard I thought she'd bite through it.

Finally, she whispered, "Really? You love me?"

Darius looked at her, his face open and raw. "Haven't you noticed? I fell in love with you the moment I saw you. I don't know what it was, but damn." He gestured helplessly, his huge hands spreading wide. "And all you've ever done is fawn over this asshole." He jabbed a finger at Rafe, who was still eating, completely unbothered.

Rafe looked up. "Seriously, people, can I just eat without everyone looking at me?"

Keiko rose from her chair, the sundress swirling. She ran to Darius, her small feet silent on the grass, and began kissing his face—his cheeks, his forehead, his beard. She crawled into his lap as if his massive frame had been built specifically to hold her, and he caught her, returning her kisses.

My eyes watered again, blurring the lights into smeared halos.

While the rest of us watched, a love story unfolded that none of us had written, but all of us found ourselves characters in.


Chapter eight
A Symphony of Bodies in Motion


Jade rose from the picnic table and snatched the Bluetooth speaker from the grass, her fingers swiping through Nick's phone with the confidence of someone who'd clearly done this before. A bass-heavy track pulsed through the night air—Bad Bunny's "Tití Me Preguntó," with a rhythm that made my hips move.

"About time," Darius growled, pushing back his chair and standing. He offered Keiko his hand—Keiko's tentative smile blooming as she accepted. They moved to the small clearing where Darius spun her, the sundress flaring around her. The contrast was striking—his massive frame and her delicate one, his dark skin and her pale, porcelain-like skin.

Rafe swaggered over to Jade. He didn't ask, just slid a hand around her waist and pulled her flush against him. Jade laughed, a sharp, delighted sound, and ground against him. Her hips moved, challenging him to tame her.

Chris's hand found the small of my back. "Dance with me."

We joined the others, the six of us forming an uneven circle. The whiskey from dinner burned in all of us, loosening our already deviant personalities. Nick watched from the picnic table, his massive frame silhouetted against the lights, nursing a bourbon. His presence was the gravitational force we all orbited.

The music shifted to something slower, sultry. Jade pressed closer to Rafe, her hands sliding up his arms to his well-defined shoulders. Darius lifted Keiko effortlessly, spinning her until she laughed in joy. Chris pulled me tight, his hands sliding down to cup my ass through my pants. I ground against him, feeling him harden, and whispered in his ear, "Someone's enjoying himself."

"Someone's not the only one," he murmured back, his fingers finding the waistband of my pants.

Nick stood and approached our cluster, his gait deliberate, and I felt Chris stiffen—not with fear, but anticipation. Nick's hand landed on Chris's hips, heavy and possessive.

The song changed again—something with a driving beat that made my hips roll. Clothes began to peel away like shed skins. Rafe's tank top came off first, his chest tattoos stark against his skin. Jade followed, her sports bra hitting the ground, her enhanced breasts defying gravity as she pressed them against Rafe's chest. They moved toward a tree at the clearing's edge, and I watched, voyeuristically, as Rafe pinned her against the rough bark, her legs wrapping around his waist.

Darius set Keiko on the edge of the picnic table, his hands disappearing under her sundress. Keiko's head fell back, mouth open in a silent gasp. Darius's bicep flexing with each stroke—up, down, up. Then he lifted the dress completely, and I saw Keiko's small, hard cock, the head slick with pre-cum, darker than the rest of her pale skin.

Darius dropped to his knees, his mouth opening wide, and took all of her—cock and balls—into his mouth at once. Keiko's hands flew to his shaved head, as her hips bucked. The sight burned into me—this gentle giant worshipping her with such devotion, his cheeks hollowing as he sucked, his eyes closed in reverence.

I hoped, desperately, that Keiko's fascination with Rafe had finally been extinguished.

A sharp crack snapped my attention right. Nick had Chris bent over, pants around his ankles, his reddening ass exposed. Nick's hand came down again, the sound carrying over the music—a wet, heavy slap that made me flinch. Chris's back arched, but he didn't pull away. Another crack, then another, Nick's massive palm leaving perfect red prints on Chris's skin.

"Spread your cheeks," Nick commanded.

"Yes, sir." Chris obeyed, and Nick kneeled down and began to eat his ass.

I turned back, my own arousal slick between my thighs, and found Keiko on her knees in front of Darius. She fumbled with his belt, her small hands struggling with the leather. When it finally yielded, she yanked his pants down, and his cock sprang free, heavy and thick, landing against her face. It was monstrous—veins thick, throbbing along its length, the head broad and dark.

Keiko giggled, the sound high and delighted, as Darius slapped her face with it. She opened her mouth, stretching impossibly wide, managing to get the head inside before pulling back. She spat on the shaft. Her hands, both of them, couldn't fully circle his girth. She pushed his cock up against his stomach and began sucking his balls, one at a time, pulling them into her mouth while stroking him with both hands.

Darius looked down at her, his expression so tender it made my chest ache.

Jade's voice brought me back to reality. "Skylar. Get over here."

She lay on the picnic table now, Rafe hovering over her, her legs spread wide. Her pussy glistened, shaved bare, the inner lips peeking out. She lay there completely nude. She crooked a finger at me.

"I want you to eat me while Rafe fucks you."

Rafe's eyes met mine, dark with lust. I'd avoided him all weekend, sensing his predatory nature, but my body betrayed me—my pussy clenched at the thought of that tattooed cock. I looked back at Chris. He was on his knees now, Nick's cock in his mouth, his own erection jutting out, untouched but the tip wet.

He seemed fine. More than fine.

I approached Jade and Rafe cautiously. Rafe grabbed my wrist, pulling me close, his cock hot against my hip. "You want this cock, don't you, writer girl?"

I didn't answer, just reached down and stroked him. He was heavy and long, the skin hot and smooth over the hardness beneath. I leaned forward, my mouth finding Jade's thigh, kissing up the soft skin to where her scent filled my senses. My tongue found her clit, swollen and eager, as her hands tangled in my hair.

Rafe positioned himself behind me, the head of his cock rubbing my folds, spreading my wetness. Without warning, he rammed inside with one brutal thrust, bottoming out so hard I saw stars. My moan vibrated against Jade's pussy, but I kept licking, circling her clit, sliding two fingers inside her. She was tight, gripping my fingers as Rafe pounded into me from behind, his hips slapping against my ass with each thrust.

Jade's hands guided my head, pressing me closer. "Right there. Fuck, yes."

I glanced left. Nick had guided Chris to the table, lying him down on his back. Nick crawled on top, his massive frame dwarfing my husband, and lowered his mouth to Chris's cock. The sixty-nine position gave me a perfect view—Chris's shaft disappearing into Nick's beard, Nick's own cock sliding down Chris's throat. The sounds filled the clearing—wet gagging, sloppy sucking, Keiko's high-pitched whines as she continued working Darius.

I hadn't known Nick sucked cock. The revelation shouldn't have surprised me, but it did.

Darius lifted Keiko, flipping her like she weighed nothing, positioning her to lean on the opposite side of the table, facing me. He retrieved a bottle of lube from his bag, squeezed a generous amount onto his cock, then worked some into Keiko's ass, his thick fingers disappearing inside her. He set the bottle in the middle of the table, within reach of everyone.

Keiko's eyes met mine—dark and wide, her painted face a mask of anticipation and fear. Her expression contorted, mouth opening in a silent scream as Darius pushed inside. He went slow, gripped her tiny hips, and eased forward. Her small body miraculously took him all the way in.

Holy fuck, that has to hurt. She was so small, and he was so large. It had to be splitting her in two.

Nick followed Darius's lead, pulling Chris up and turning him around. Chris leaned over the table, arms stretched out in front, his face level with my own. Nick grabbed the lube, slicked himself, and pushed into my husband in one smooth motion. Chris's face crunched up, his mouth opening in a soundless gasp, but he pushed back against Nick, taking him deeper.

The rhythm established itself naturally—Rafe pounding into me, Darius slamming into Keiko, Nick driving into Chris. Three men, three different bodies, but their thrusts synced until the clearing filled with the symphony of flesh slapping flesh, grunts and moans, and the creak of the wooden picnic table. My pussy clenched around Rafe, grateful it was only my pussy being used.

Rafe pulled out abruptly. "Suck it, bitch."

I turned to see his cock glistening with my juices.

The word "bitch" sparked anger, but as his hand pushed my head down, I opened, eager despite myself. He fucked my face with the same ferocity he had used to fuck my pussy. He fucked my mouth until saliva ran down my chin, until my jaw ached. Then he pulled out, flipped Jade over, and entered her. She arched off the table, her breasts bouncing.

I reached out, cupping her two swaying mounds. They were harder than natural ones, but for some reason, I liked how they felt.

A few minutes later, Nick's voice cut through the sounds of fucking. "Switch."

My stomach dropped. He grabbed the lube bottle, and I knew. Oh shit, he's going after my ass.

But Nick moved past me, positioning himself behind Jade.

Rafe grinned that predatory grin and moved to Keiko, who was still taking Darius's relentless pounding. Darius, in turn, pulled out of Keiko and moved behind Chris.

Rafe looked down and said, "Damn girl, I've never seen your ass gape so wide before."

From my angle, I watched Darius line up, watched my husband's face as the largest cock here entered him. Chris's mouth opened in a silent scream, his hands clenching. Darius paused, giving him time to adjust to his girth.

Rafe entered Keiko, and she screamed—a high, piercing sound that dissolved into giggles as he found a rhythm.

Nick had Jade bent over the table now, his cock disappearing between her muscular cheeks. She took him with ease, pushing back against each thrust. But after a few minutes, she yelled, "Red."

Nick stopped immediately, pulling out. "You okay?"

"Yeah, just—my ass can't take that monster tonight."

He helped her up, then climbed onto the table himself, lying on his back. "Skylar. Mount me."

I straddled him, guiding his massive cock into my pussy.

"I love how you stretch my pussy," I said.

"Rafe. Get over here and fuck her ass."

Oh shit. I should have known my ass wouldn't escape this weekend unmolested.

Rafe pulled out of Keiko, his cock wet with lube, and moved behind me. The pressure was immense—two huge cocks fighting for space inside me, separated only by a thin membrane. I felt split open, impaled, and it was almost too much to take simultaneously.

"Holy fuck," Jade breathed beside me. "Goddamn, girl."

The words that came out of my mouth next surprised even me. "Chris. Get over here and fuck my mouth."

Triple penetration. Every hole filled. Chris's familiar cock sliding past my lips, the taste of him flooding my senses while two men stretched my other openings. It was chaos, sensory overload, and I came hard—my pussy clenching Nick, my ass milking Rafe, my mouth clamping down on Chris.

Rafe pulled out first, moving back to Jade. Darius had already returned to Keiko, who now lay on her back, legs in the air, her little cock bouncing with each thrust as she made a high-pitched whining sound.

Nick told me to lean against the table again. Then he positioned Chris behind me. "Fuck your wife, while I fuck you."

Chris entered my pussy—mercifully, not my ass. Nick moved behind Chris, and I felt his invasion of Chris's body—the moment Nick pushed inside him. Chris's cock in me and Nick's in him, created a chain reaction of pleasure. I turned my head to see Nick's face, his eyes closed in concentration, his hips working diligently.

The climaxes began like dominos falling. Keiko first—her tiny cock spurting onto her stomach and chest, then Darius pulling out and painting her cock with thick ropes of cum. Jade came next, telling Rafe to fuck her harder, then flipping to take him in her mouth, sucking him dry as he groaned.

"I’m cumming," I announced, and Chris held tight against my hips, his own release pulsing inside me. I pulled away from Chris and stood next to Nick, watching his cock pistoning in and out of my husband's ass.

Nick was last, his massive frame leaning back as he found his release. I imagined it—cum shooting from his cock into my husband's ass, marking him internally.

As Nick pulled out, I was shocked to see Chris's abused hole. It gaped open, purple and swollen, the muscles still twitching, slowly beginning to tighten but clearly used beyond anything he'd experienced before. A trickle of Nick's cum, or lube, or both ran down his thigh.

We all collapsed where we stood or leaned. Jade sat on the table, her muscular legs splayed. Rafe leaned against her, chest heaving. Darius cradled Keiko in his lap, murmuring soft words in her ear. Nick stood tall, barely winded, his gentle demeanor settling back over him like a cloak.

Chris pulled me to him, on top of the table, his heartbeat hammering against my cheek.

No one spoke. The music had stopped at some point, and the only sounds were crickets and our collective breathing, the occasional rustle of clothing being retrieved from the grass. Someone laughed—Keiko, I thought—and the sound was so pure, so joyful, that we all joined in.

This was the moment I always wrote about but never truly understood—the awkward, tender aftermath where bodies were sore, and boundaries had been obliterated, where eye contact held volumes of unspoken understanding. It was weird and sweet and perfect in its own fucked-up way.


Chapter nine
Selling the Story


I woke in Nick's bed, my body a map of bruises and aches that pulsed with each movement. Chris lay beside me, his breathing steady.

The smell of coffee and bacon drew us to the kitchen, where everyone gathered around the long pine table. Kenji—no, she preferred Keiko now—wore a beautiful sundress, her makeup more subtle than last night but perfect. Darius's hand rested on her lower back, a gentle claim.

"We're heading out after breakfast," I announced, accepting a plate from Jade. "Got a long drive back to Alpharetta."

A chorus of protests rose. Rafe slammed his coffee mug down. "You can't leave yet. We just broke you in proper."

Nick leaned back in his chair, that Santa beard running down his chest. His voice carried a gentle authority. "You're both welcome back anytime. You're part of our little family now."

Chris's hand found mine under the table. "And all of you have a place to stay, if you ever want to visit Alpharetta."

After breakfast, Nick raised his hand for everyone to be quiet.

"Skylar, since you're a writer." He leaned forward, forearms on the table. "I've got a proposition. Keiko and Darius need a storyline. Enemies-to-lovers, classic arc, but I want it done right. I want you to help us write it."

My pulse quickened. I wasn't expecting that. "I've never written wrestling stories. I write erotic romance."

"That's exactly why I want you. Wrestling is a soap opera for people who won't admit they like soap operas. You understand pacing, character arc, sexual tension. I need that."

"But, I've never even been to a wrestling match," I said.

The room erupted in boos. Napkins flew. Rafe threw a biscuit that bounced off my forehead. Jade's voice cut through the noise. "You've never watched a real show? Not even WWE?"

"Sorry." I held up my hands, laughing. "My husband's fandom counts for both of us, right?"

"Absolutely not." Darius's voice dripped with mock disgust. "You're dead to me."

Nick raised a hand, and silence fell. "Next live event one of us works, you two are there. Front row. You'll see the art form in person."

"Okay, that sounds like fun," I said. "So, how does it work?"

"Weekly segments. Interviews, matches, little backstage moments. Each week adds a layer. It builds for months, and then culminates in one big year-end event."

He stood, crossing to a cabinet. The doors opened to reveal neat rows of VHS tapes, each labeled in sharpie: Hart vs. Michaels, Flair vs. Steamboat, Misawa vs. Kawada.

He laid three on the desk between us like artifacts. "Watch these in order. See how the story unfolds over a season. The little moments that pay off months later."

I stared at the plastic cartridges. "Nick, I don't own anything that plays these."

Chris's hand rested on mine. "We'll stop by a pawn shop on the way home. I'll find a VCR. Not a problem."

Nick grinned, that Santa twinkle in his eye. "Smart man you married."

I smiled, saying, "Well, apparently, I'm writing wrestling storylines now."

[image: ]

We loaded our bags into the BMW, the X5's trunk swallowing our suitcases, and now—a cardboard box of VHS tapes.

Keiko approached, her steps tentative in her pretty little sundress. She touched my arm, her fingers cool against my sun-warmed skin.

"Skylar-san." Her voice held that formal politeness, but her eyes blazed with new hope. "You changed my life."

"Oh, Keiko." I brushed a stray wig hair from her forehead. "I can't take credit for that. I gave you makeup tips. You did the rest."

"You don't understand." She glanced back at Darius, who hovered nearby, protective and smitten. "I was stuck. So stuck. And you—" Her voice broke. "You made me see I could be Keiko. Not just in secret, but here. With everyone."

Darius's massive hand settled on her shoulder. "She's saying thank you, Skylar. Let her."

I pulled her into a hug, feeling her slight frame tremble against me. "This is going to be a great year for you. Both of you. And next time I come, we'll have to have a girls' shopping trip."

"Will we see you soon?" She asked.

"Just try and keep us away."

As we pulled down the long dirt driveway, I watched them in the rearview—Keiko tucked under Darius's arm, Jade and Rafe arguing about something that made them both smile, Nick standing tall among them all.

Chris reached across the console, his hand finding my thigh. "So. VCR hunting, then home?"

"Then home." I laced my fingers through his, feeling the weekend's marks on my skin, the collar's ghost around my throat.

The tapes sat in the back, ancient relics promising a new kind of education. Not just about wrestling, but about storytelling, tension, the slow reveal of desire masked as hate. I could already see the shape of Keiko and Darius's story—that moment when a glance across the ring would betray everything they'd been pretending.

My laptop waited at home, a blank document ready for this new kind of fiction. A love story told through body slams and submission holds, where the real submission happened backstage, in the quiet moments between matches.

The End
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