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Prologue

Natalia woke to the deep quiet of her London flat in the small, dark hours. The first thing she felt was the solid, warm weight of Kane’s arm draped possessively over her waist, his palm splayed flat against her bare stomach. The second was the delicious, tender ache between her legs, a lingering echo of the night before. She lay still, her long brunette hair fanned across the pillow, her body humming with a deep, sated exhaustion.

She was on her side, facing away from him, her full, heavy breasts pressed together, the nipples still sensitive. The curve of her hip fit perfectly against the cradle of his pelvis. She could feel him, even in sleep—the hard, lean line of his body against her softer one, the slow, steady rhythm of his breath stirring the fine hairs at her nape.

Her mind, usually a whirlwind of analysis and control, was preternaturally still. There was no room for professional anxiety, no space for the shame that had once felt like a second skin. There was only this: the warmth of his skin, the scent of him—clean cotton and male sweat and something uniquely Kane—and the profound, unsettling peace of total surrender.

She felt him stir. Not a sleepy awakening, but a deliberate shift into consciousness. His arm tightened infinitesimally, his fingers pressing into the soft flesh of her belly. A silent I’m here. You’re mine.

“You’re awake,” his voice murmured into the dark, a low rumble she felt through her spine.

“Yes,” she whispered back.

His hand began to move, a slow, sweeping caress from her navel up over the gentle swell of her stomach, tracing the underside of her breast. His touch was not demanding. It was proprietary. He knew her body now, better than she had ever known it herself. He knew that a feather-light stroke along her inner arm made her shiver. He knew that a firm grip on the generous curve of her hip steadied her. He knew that circling the dark, pebbled peak of her nipple with just the pad of his thumb would make her breath catch and her sex clench, even now, sore and spent as she was.

He did that now. His thumb brushed over her nipple, and a sharp, sweet jolt of sensation went straight to her core. A soft sigh escaped her parted lips.

“Turn over,” he said, his voice still quiet, but layered with that unshakeable authority.

She obeyed, rolling onto her back. The duvet slipped down to her waist, baring her torso to the faint blue light filtering through the blinds. Her 36D breasts settled against her chest, full and heavy, the nipples taut and dark. He propped himself up on one elbow beside her, his gaze a physical weight as it traveled over her. He didn’t speak. He just looked, his eyes tracing the line of her throat, the slope of her shoulders, the pronounced rise and fall of her chest.

Then he leaned down and kissed her. It wasn’t a kiss of passion, but of reconnection. Slow, deep, unhurried. His tongue explored her mouth with the same calm precision he used to explore her body. She melted into it, her hands coming up to frame his face, her fingers sliding into the short, soft hair at his temples. This was different. This wasn’t the frantic, degrading coupling over the dining table. This was intimacy. Claiming. And it terrified her with its power.

When he broke the kiss, he trailed his lips down her jaw, her throat, to the frantic pulse at its base. He nuzzled the sensitive hollow there, then continued his descent. He took his time, worshipping the slope of one breast before finally closing his lips over her nipple. He sucked, not hard, but with a firm, relentless pressure that pulled a low, ragged moan from her throat. His tongue flicked the rigid peak, and her back arched off the mattress, pushing more of her flesh into his mouth.

“Kane…” she breathed, the word a plea and an acknowledgment.

He switched to the other breast, giving it the same devoted attention, his free hand coming up to knead and shape the soft, heavy weight of the first. The dual sensations—the wet, hot pull of his mouth and the firm, knowing squeeze of his hand—coiled a tight, hot wire of need low in her belly. Her hips shifted restlessly against the sheets. She was getting wet again, the slick heat gathering between her thighs a betrayal of her exhausted body. He did this. With a look, a touch, a command. He owned her responses.

He released her breast with a soft, wet sound and moved down her body. He kissed the soft plane of her stomach, his tongue dipping into her navel. He pushed the duvet completely away, baring her wide hips, the thatch of dark curls, her long, shapely legs splayed open for him. He didn’t dive between them. He knelt between her thighs and just looked, his gaze burning over her most intimate flesh.

“Look at you,” he said, his voice a husky whisper. “So open. So ready. Even now.”

Her face flushed with heat. She was ready. Her folds were swollen, glistening. The evidence of her arousal was plain for him to see. The humiliation was a faint, distant echo. Now, it was mostly a fierce, shocking pride. She did this to him. Her body held his focus so completely.

He leaned forward then, but not to use his mouth. He pressed two fingers against her entrance, gathering her wetness, then slowly, so slowly, pushed one thick finger inside her. She was exquisitely sensitive, and she gasped, her inner muscles fluttering around the intrusion. He worked the finger in and out, a shallow, teasing rhythm, his eyes locked on her face, watching every flicker of reaction.

“You’ve changed,” he stated, curling his finger inside her, finding a spot that made her jolt. “You don’t fight it anymore. You anticipate it.”

It was true. She nodded, unable to speak, her breath coming in short pants. She anticipated his whims, his touches, his degradation. She craved the loss of choice. It had become her freedom.

He added a second finger, stretching her, the slight burn a perfect counterpoint to the pleasure. He scissored them gently, opening her up. “You belong to me. Completely. You understand that.”

“Yes,” she choked out. “I belong to you.”

He withdrew his fingers, glistening with her, and brought them to his mouth, tasting her without breaking eye contact. The act was so profoundly dominant, so utterly carnal, that another flood of wetness soaked her sheets.

He moved over her then, aligning his body with hers. His cock, long and thick, with that broad, blunt head she knew so well, nudged against her soaked opening. He didn’t thrust. He just pressed forward, an inexorable, slow invasion that stretched her, filled her, until she was panting, her nails digging into his shoulders. He seated himself fully, buried to the hilt, and stopped.

They were joined, utterly. He held himself there, his weight a delicious pressure, his breathing steady against her ear. “This is where you’re meant to be,” he whispered. “My good girl.”

Tears pricked her eyes. Good girl. The words were a balm and a chain. She wrapped her legs around his lean hips, locking her ankles at the small of his back, holding him inside. He began to move then, a slow, deep, rolling rhythm that was less about friction and more about connection. Each stroke was a reaffirmation. Each withdrawal a sweet torture. He kissed her again, swallowing her soft cries, his pace never increasing, maintaining that maddening, perfect control.

Her orgasm built not as a crashing wave, but as a deep, rising tide. It started in her core, a warmth that spread outwards, coiling tighter with each measured thrust. He felt it. His rhythm became even more precise, angling his hips to grind against her clit on every deep push. “Come for me, Natalia,” he murmured against her lips. “Let me feel you.”

The command was the final key. The tide broke, flooding through her in a series of deep, pulsing contractions that clenched around his buried length. She cried out, a raw, unfiltered sound of release, her body bowing under his. Only then did his control fracture. With a low, guttural groan, he drove into her one last, hard time, and she felt the hot rush of his release, pulsing deep inside her, mixing with her own.

He collapsed onto her, his weight a welcome anchor. They lay tangled, sweaty, hearts hammering in unison. In the warm, spent silence, his voice was calm again.

“Friday night, we’re having dinner,” he said, his lips moving against her damp temple. “With Marcus. And another man.”

The words took a second to penetrate the blissful haze. Marcus. Professor Adeyemi. Her boss. The man who had spanked her and used her mouth. Kane knew. He’d always known.

“He knows about us,” Kane continued, as if reading the panic in her rigid muscles. “He’s known. The dinner is an introduction.”

An introduction. Not to hide. To show. The realization was an ice-cold splash, followed immediately by another treacherous, molten rush of heat. She was no longer just Kane’s secret. She was something he intended to show.


Chapter One

The lecture theatre felt different today.

Not physically. The same rows of worn wooden seats, the same pale projection screen, the same faint hum from the lighting rigs above. But to Natalia, standing at the lectern, everything carried a new weight.

She arranged her notes slowly, deliberately, buying herself a few seconds before the room filled. Outside the tall windows the London morning was grey and soft with drizzle, the campus paths already busy with students crossing between buildings.

Her body still carried the memory of the night before.

Not just the pleasure, though that lingered too, a low warmth deep in her muscles. It was the intimacy of it that stayed with her. The slow way Kane had touched her. The quiet certainty in his voice. The calm authority that had wrapped itself around her like a second skin.

You belong to me.

The words had not sounded like possession in the crude sense she might once have imagined.

They had sounded like fact.

She shifted slightly, drawing in a slow breath as the lecture theatre door opened and the first group of students filtered in. Conversation rose, backpacks dropped into seats, laptops appeared.

Routine.

Normality.

Yet inside her head there was nothing routine about today.

Friday night.

Dinner with Marcus.

And another man.

She had tried not to think about it when she woke that morning, lying tangled in Kane’s arms while the faint blue light crept through the blinds. But the moment she stepped into the shower the thoughts had returned, insistent and impossible to ignore.

Marcus already knew.

That was the part she still struggled to absorb.

The memory of his office rose in her mind unbidden; the polished mahogany desk, the quiet authority in his voice, the controlled way he had looked at her when she made that impossible offer.

And now he would sit across a table from her.

Not as her professor. Not as the respected head of department whose approval had once mattered so much to her career. But as a man who knew the truth about her. A man who had seen her stripped of authority and composure alike. A man who understood exactly what she had become.

Kane’s. Kane’s slut.

The thought moved through her with a quiet, unsettling heat.

Natalia straightened slightly behind the lectern, drawing her shoulders back as more students began filtering into the lecture theatre. The familiar low murmur of conversation filled the room as bags were dropped onto desks and laptops flicked open. She recognised the usual mix of faces; the diligent ones already preparing to take notes, the distracted ones whispering to friends, the quietly competitive students who always seemed determined to transcribe every word she spoke.

Then she saw him.

Kane entered the room with the same calm, self-contained confidence he always carried, moving through the rows without hurry, as if the space belonged to him as much as it did to anyone else. He slipped into his usual seat in the second row.

Close enough that she could see him clearly.

Their eyes met only for a moment.

But the moment was enough.

It was not a smile, not even the hint of one. No flirtation, no acknowledgement that would mean anything to an outside observer. Just a brief, steady look that passed between them like a silent confirmation of something no one else in the room could possibly understand.

Her pulse jumped once, sharply.

To anyone watching, Kane looked exactly as he always did in her lectures: relaxed posture, one arm resting casually on the desk, expression attentive and composed. A student among students.

Ordinary.

Unremarkable.

Only Natalia knew the truth.

Only she understood what it meant that he was sitting there watching her.

That only hours earlier he had left her body trembling in the darkness of her flat. That over breakfast he had spoken calmly about the dinner waiting for them at the end of the week, as though it were the most natural thing in the world.

And that she had remained naked in the kitchen while she made coffee and toast for him.

Kane liked to watch her as she moved about the flat. He said very little, simply sitting at the small table with that same calm, attentive gaze while she crossed the room, opened cupboards, reached for plates, and leaned slightly over the counter to pour the coffee. It was not crude or hurried attention. It was slower than that, more deliberate. Observing. Appreciating.

At first, weeks ago, the awareness of his eyes on her body had made her flush with embarrassment. Now it stirred something quieter and more complicated inside her; a mixture of vulnerability and a strange, dangerous satisfaction. As if the simple act of moving through her own kitchen had become another small performance meant only for him.

She had felt his gaze follow her the entire time.

Dinner with Marcus.

And another man.

The thought tightened something low in her stomach again.

The mystery man.

Kane had said almost nothing about him. Only that Marcus trusted him. Only that he was someone, in Kane’s words, who understood power.

What exactly did that mean?

Her mind drifted through possibilities she could not quite control. Another academic perhaps, older and well established, the kind of man used to command rooms and shaping reputations. Or someone outside the university entirely; a businessman, a patron, someone accustomed to influence in very different ways.

The possibilities moved through her thoughts with a strange mixture of unease and anticipation.

Because the deeper truth was becoming impossible to ignore.

This dinner was not social.

It was not even really about Marcus.

It was about Kane.

About what he intended to do with her next.

Natalia forced her attention back to the lecture theatre and clicked the remote in her hand. The projector hummed softly to life and the first slide appeared behind her.

Cognitive Dissonance and Behavioural Alignment.

The title glowed across the screen.

For a moment she almost laughed.

Cognitive dissonance. The tension between belief and behaviour. The quiet psychological friction that appears when a person’s actions begin to drift away from the identity they once believed they possessed.

No one in the room could possibly appreciate the irony of that title today.

She began the lecture.

Her voice came easily, settling into the familiar rhythm of teaching, the cadence that had always come naturally to her. It wrapped around her like armour as she spoke about internal conflict, about the ways people reconcile contradictions within themselves. About how behaviour often changes first, and how belief slowly reshapes itself afterwards to accommodate the new reality.

Yet even as she explained the theory, another part of her mind remained somewhere else entirely.

Friday night.

A private table.

Marcus watching her again.

And the unknown man sitting beside him.

A faint ripple of heat moved through her chest.

The dinner would not be comfortable. She understood that already. It would be something else entirely.

A test.

Another step.

Another moment in which Kane expected her to prove that she understood exactly what she had become.

Her gaze drifted once more toward the second row.

Kane sat exactly as before, listening calmly, watching her with that same composed attention.

As though he already knew precisely how the evening would unfold.

And somehow that certainty, the quiet, unshakeable confidence in his expression, made her pulse quicken all over again.

Because deep down she suspected something else as well.

This dinner was not the end of anything.

It was only the beginning of something far more dangerous.


Chapter Two

The rest of the week settled into a rhythm that, on the surface, looked entirely normal.

Natalia continued her lectures as she always had, standing before crowded rooms of students and speaking with the calm authority that had earned her reputation in the department. The routine of teaching anchored her days; slides, questions, the quiet hum of academic discussion. To anyone watching, nothing about her life appeared out of place.

But the evenings belonged to Kane.

He would arrive at her flat with the same quiet confidence, and the hours that followed dissolved into a private world of their sex, that felt completely separate from the university and the careful professional persona she maintained there. By the time they finally slept, her mind would be quiet, her body loose with the familiar warmth of his presence beside her.

The mornings had become their own ritual.

Natalia would rise before him, padding barefoot into the small kitchen while the pale London light crept through the blinds. She never reached for a robe anymore. Kane had made it clear, early on, that he preferred her that way.

Naked.

At first the awareness of it had made her self-conscious, almost shy as she moved around the small space preparing coffee and breakfast. But the days had softened that hesitation. Now it simply made her more aware of herself; the gentle sway of her hips as she crossed the kitchen, the weight of her breasts shifting naturally with each movement, the way her body stretched and reached as she leaned toward the cupboards or bent slightly over the counter.

And always she could feel his eyes on her.

Kane rarely spoke much during those mornings. He would sit at the small table, watching quietly as she moved about the room, a faint, thoughtful focus in his gaze that made the simplest actions feel strangely deliberate.

Pouring the coffee.

Slicing bread.

Crossing the kitchen to place a plate before him.

Each movement carried an awareness she had never quite experienced before, as though her body itself had become something observed and understood in a new way. Very aware of how her breasts would jiggle with each movement, the sway of her hips the motions of her ass.

Yet beneath the ordinary rhythm of the week, one thought returned again and again.

Friday night.

The dinner.

She found herself thinking about it at odd moments; while walking between lecture halls, while waiting for the kettle to boil, even in the quiet minutes just before she fell asleep beside Kane.

Marcus would be there.

That much she knew.

But the other man remained an uncertainty she could not quite shake from her mind. Kane had said almost nothing about him, only that Marcus trusted him, only that he was someone who understood power.

The phrase lingered in her thoughts in ways she could not fully explain.

Every day that passed brought Friday closer, tightening the quiet tension coiled somewhere beneath her calm exterior.

By Thursday evening she understood something with perfect clarity.

The dinner was not simply an evening out.

It was another step.

And whatever waited for her there would push her further into the life Kane was quietly, steadily shaping around her.


Chapter Three

The message arrived as Natalia was finishing her lunch alone in her office, a simple salad she’d barely touched. Her phone chimed, a single, stark notification on the screen. Kane’s name. No preamble.

Lecture Hall B annex. Men’s restroom. Now.

Her breath caught. The annex was near the student café, a bustling hub during the lunch break. The men’s restroom. A public, crowded space. Her pulse kicked into a frantic rhythm, a mixture of dread and that now-familiar, sickening thrill. Friday’s dinner with Marcus and the unknown man loomed, and Kane’s tests were escalating. This was another step into the abyss.

She stood, smoothing her pencil skirt, a professional, knee-length grey wool, and her cream silk blouse. Her reflection in the office window showed a composed lecturer, her large hazel eyes calm, her full lips set in a neutral line. Inside, her stomach was a knot of anxiety. She tucked her phone away and walked out, her heels clicking a steady, deliberate rhythm on the polished floors.

The atrium was busy. Students flowed in and out of the café, laughing, chatting, holding trays. She moved through them like a ghost, her gaze fixed ahead, avoiding recognition. Her body, however, betrayed her. The silk blouse felt too thin, too clingy against her 36D breasts. The skirt hugged the pronounced curve of her hips. She was a walking contradiction: professional attire wrapped around a woman whose core was already softening, preparing for submission.

She found the annex door, a nondescript entrance off the main hall. Pushing it open, she stepped into a quieter corridor. The door to the men’s restroom was just ahead. Her hand trembled as she reached for it.

He was waiting just inside, leaning against the wall near the sinks, looking utterly casual. Kane wore dark jeans and a simple black t-shirt, his lean, muscular frame a stark contrast to the youthful chatter around them. He saw her, and a faint, knowing smile touched his lips. Without a word, he reached out and took her hand.

His grip was firm, warm. He didn’t pull her; he simply led, turning and walking quickly past the row of sinks toward the cubicles at the back. Natalia’s head snapped down, her eyes locking on the floor tiles. Don’t look. Don’t see.

But she heard them. She smelled the faint, sharp scent of cleaning products mixed with male cologne. And she saw them, the shapes at the urinals, the backs of young men, the sound of running water.

A couple of them glanced over as Kane walked her past. Their eyes widened in surprise, then confusion. They recognized her. Dr. Greco. The psychology lecturer. One of them, a tall boy with a football jacket, actually turned his head fully, his gaze tracking her as Kane led her to the last cubicle. The humiliation was instant, icy. It washed over her skin, prickling at her neck, tightening her chest.

Kane opened the cubicle door and ushered her inside. The space was small, clean, impersonal. He closed the door behind them, the click of the lock a final, decisive sound. The world outside muted. But the risk was still there, palpable, vibrating in the air.

He turned to her. His calm eyes held hers. “Tits out, my slut.”

The command, delivered in that quiet, uninflected tone, was a shockwave in the tiny space. Her professional clothes, the public setting, the boys outside, all collided with the crude, direct order. Her fingers, cold and clumsy, moved to the buttons of her cream silk blouse. Each pop of a button felt like a surrender. The soft fabric parted, revealing the white lace of her bra, the creamy swell of her breasts straining against it.

She reached behind, unhooked the clasp. The bra loosened, and she let it fall forward, then off. Her breasts dropped free, heavy and full, the weight immediate and undeniable. The cool air of the cubicle pebbled her dark nipples into tight, sensitive points. She stood there, blouse open, breasts bare, in a university men’s restroom. The reality was so absurd, so degrading, it made her head spin.

Kane looked, his gaze a clinical appraisal. “Good.”

His hands reached forward, and he fondled her large, beautiful natural breasts, squeezing and pulling on her large nipples. The sensation was sharp and electric, sending a jolt of both pain and pleasure through her body. His touch was firm, almost clinical, as if he were testing her limits, her durability. She gasped, her lips parting involuntarily, but she made no sound beyond that. Her breasts were heavy in his hands, the weight of them yielding to his grip, her nipples hardening further under his rough attention.

Kane’s eyes never left her face, watching her reactions with a detached curiosity. He twisted her nipples, applying just enough pressure to make her wince, but not enough to cry out. The humiliation of her breasts exposed and vulnerable, was almost unbearable. Yet, her body betrayed her, a slow, insistent heat pooling between her thighs. Her nipples ached, sensitive and throbbing from his touch, and she fought the urge to arch into his hands, to seek more of that bitter-sweet torment.

He released her breasts abruptly, leaving them feeling swollen and tender, the cold air of the cubicle biting against her flushed skin. Her submission was complete, her body responding to his dominance in ways she couldn’t control. Kane stepped back, his expression unreadable, as if he had merely been assessing a piece of equipment.

Then his hands were on her shoulders, applying gentle, inexorable pressure. “Down.”

She sank to her knees on the cold, hard tile floor. The position was painfully submissive, her face now level with his hips. He unbuttoned his jeans, drew them down just enough, and freed his cock. It was already hard, thick, a familiar and commanding presence.

He didn’t guide her head. He simply held himself, looking down at her. “Take me in. All of it.”

Natalia leaned forward, opening her mouth. The first touch of his skin against her lips was a jolt. She took the head, then pushed forward, letting him fill her. The stretch was familiar, a deep, overwhelming fullness that made her jaw ache. She closed her lips around the shaft, her tongue flattening against him, and began to move.

The sounds were obscene in the silent cubicle, the wet, sucking noise of her mouth working him, her own soft, muffled grunts of effort. Outside, she could hear the faint echo of voices, the flush of a urinal, the running of a sink tap. Every sound was a reminder of their exposure. Someone could walk in. Someone could hear. The boy with the football jacket knew she was here.

The fear coiled tightly with the arousal, creating a potent, dangerous cocktail. Her pussy, ignored and untouched, clenched wildly, growing slick and hot. She was servicing her student in a public toilet, her breasts bare, her mouth stuffed, and her body was thrilling to it. The humiliation was a live wire, sparking through her veins.

He had her here to pleasure him, his slut. This was not about her pleasure. His cock filled her mouth, stretching her jaw, pressing down her tongue, and she obeyed, because that was all she was now. A tool. A toy. Her trembling hands gripped the hem of her skirt, clutching at the fabric as if it could ground her, but there was no escape. The ache between her legs was irrelevant; her arousal was a cruel irony, her body betraying her mind.

His thrusts were deliberate, commanding, forcing her to take him deeper with each movement. Her lips stretched around his girth, her throat flexing as he pushed into her, her breath hitching through her nose. Tears welled in her eyes, blurring her vision, but she didn’t stop. She couldn’t. She was his to use, here in this public space. Her breasts hung exposed, heavy and vulnerable, swaying slightly with the rhythm of her movements. The cold air of the restroom brushed her nipples, making them tighten painfully, but she ignored the sensation.

Outside, the sounds of the restroom reminded her of the risk, the footsteps, the flush of a urinal, the murmur of voices. Someone could walk in. Someone could see. The humiliation burned brighter with every passing second, coiling tightly in her chest, mingling with the sickening thrill of her submission. She was Dr. Greco, a respected lecturer, kneeling on the dirty floor of a men’s restroom with her student’s cock down her throat.

Her mouth worked mechanically, her tongue flattening against him, her lips sealing around his shaft as she sucked him deeper. The taste of him was bitter and salty, a reminder of her degradation. She focused on his cock, on serving him, on swallowing every inch of him. Her pussy clenched, hot and slick, but she ignored it. This wasn’t for her. This was for him, his pleasure, his dominance. She was nothing more than his slut, and she knew it.

Kane’s hand tightened in her hair, pulling her forward slightly, forcing her to take him deeper. She gagged, her throat spasming around him, but she didn’t pull away. She stayed there, her body trembling, her eyes downcast, her submission complete. She was his, and he was reminding her of it with every thrust.

Kane’s breathing changed, becoming deeper, more controlled. His hand came to rest on the back of her head, not forcing, but directing. He set a rhythm, pushing deeper with each thrust, his hips moving slightly to meet her mouth. She focused on the technique, on taking him as deep as she could, on swallowing when he pressed into her throat. She was a tool for his pleasure, a secret, shameful act performed under the noses of her own students.

“Look at me,” he said, his voice a low rasp.

She dragged her eyes up, meeting his gaze. He looked down at her with a cool, focused intensity. Seeing her like this, kneeling, used, exposed, was clearly a profound satisfaction for him. It wasn’t lust in his eyes. It was ownership.

His rhythm became more urgent. His thrusts shortened, sharper. The hand on her head held her firmly. “I’m going to come in your mouth,” he stated, as if announcing a fact. “You’re going to swallow it. Every drop.”

She nodded, her eyes pleading, locked on his. She couldn’t speak. She could only obey.

With a final, deep groan that he didn’t try to quiet, he shoved himself to the hilt, his cock pulsing violently against her tongue. The first hot, salty jet hit the back of her throat. She swallowed convulsively, the bitter, musky flavour flooding her senses. He kept coming, pulse after pulse, and she kept swallowing, her throat working desperately. Some escaped, overflowing her stretched lips, dribbling down her chin and onto her bare, hanging breasts. A warm, sticky trickle traced a path over one nipple.

He held himself there for a long moment, then slowly pulled out. Her lips, red and swollen, released him with a soft, wet pop. She knelt on the cold floor, panting, her chin and chest glistening with his spend, the taste of him coating her mouth.

Kane tucked himself back into his jeans, fastened them. He looked at her, a final, assessing glance. Then, without a word, he turned, unlocked the cubicle door, and stepped out.

He didn’t wait. He didn’t look back. He was already walking away, past the sinks, past the urinals, where the football boy was still standing, now openly staring, and out the door.

Natalia remained on the floor, the chill of the tiles seeping into her knees. The sounds of the restroom resumed around her: another flush, a cough, the rustle of paper towels. She had to move. She had to get out.

With trembling, hurried hands, she grabbed her bra from the floor. She tried to fasten it, but her fingers were slick, clumsy. The lace caught on the sticky wetness on her breasts. She managed to clip it, but it felt wrong, misaligned. She buttoned her blouse frantically, the silk now stained in a small, damp patch where his cum had seeped through. She stood, her legs shaky, and wiped her chin with the back of her hand.

She opened the cubicle door. The football boy was still there, leaning against the sink now, his eyes wide with a mixture of shock and something else, a dawning, crude understanding. She avoided his gaze, walked quickly to the sink, splashed water on her face, and dried it with a rough paper towel. She didn’t look at herself in the mirror.

She walked out, back into the corridor, then the atrium. The lunch crowd was still there, oblivious. She moved through them, a ghost again, but now marked, claimed. The risks were increasing. Friday night was coming. And she was walking back to her office with her student’s semen drying on her skin.


Chapter Four

The walk back to the lecture theatre was a blur of polished floors and muffled student chatter. Natalia moved on autopilot, her heels clicking a rhythm that felt disconnected from the frantic beat of her heart. Every nerve ending was a live wire. The silk of her blouse, now buttoned hastily over her bra, felt abrasive against her nipples, which were still tight, sensitive peaks from his rough handling. The damp patch where his spend had seeped through the fabric was a cold, clinging secret against her skin.

Worst was the deep, aching emptiness between her legs. Her pussy was swollen, slick, a throbbing knot of unmet need that clenched with every step. The memory of kneeling on the cold tile, her mouth stretched wide, her breasts bare and swinging, sent fresh waves of humiliation, and that treacherous, molten arousal, coursing through her. She could still taste him, bitter and salty, at the back of her throat.

She pushed open the heavy door to Lecture Hall B. A wave of warm, slightly stale air hit her, carrying the scent of dust and teenage apathy. About forty students were scattered across the tiered seats, some typing on laptops, others staring blankly at their phones. Her tutorial had begun five minutes ago.

“My apologies for the delay,” she said, her voice miraculously clear and steady as she walked to the lectern at the front. She placed her folder down, the movement deliberate. Professional. Composed. You are Dr. Greco.

But her body screamed otherwise. As she leaned slightly forward to switch on the microphone, the denim of her pencil skirt pulled tight across the full, round curve of her ass. The fabric rasped against her bare, damp folds beneath. She hadn’t worn any underwear. Kane’s command from the morning echoed. None. The simple act of standing sent a jolt of sensation straight to her core. She was hyper-aware of every male gaze in the room, real or imagined. Did they see the flush on her neck? The slight tremor in her hands as she adjusted her notes.

Her eyes, against her will, flicked up to the second row.

He was there. Kane. He sat with one ankle resting on the opposite knee, his posture relaxed, almost bored. He wore a dark grey hoodie now, the fabric doing nothing to hide the lean strength of his frame. His gaze met hers. Not a smirk, not a leer. Just a calm, observant look, as if he were watching a particularly interesting specimen under a microscope. He’d just used her mouth in a public toilet, marked her skin with his release, and now he sat in her class, utterly at ease. The power imbalance was a physical weight, pressing her down into the floor.

“Today, we continue with the socio-cultural frameworks of intimate bonding,” she began, clicking to a slide. Her voice was a lecturer’s voice, measured, knowledgeable, dry. Inside, her mind was a riot. He saw me. The football boy. He turned and stared. He knows what I did. What I am.

She tried to focus on the text on the screen, but the words swam. All she could feel was the phantom pressure of Kane’s cock pushing deep into her throat. The wet, sucking sounds that must have been audible. The cold air on her exposed breasts. Her own helpless, willing submission. A fresh surge of wetness soaked her inner thighs, making the denim cling even more intimately. She shifted her weight subtly, trying to alleviate the sweet, frustrating ache.

A hand went up in the fourth row. A young man with floppy hair. “Dr. Greco, could you elaborate on the ‘performance of normality’ in partnered relationships?”

She nodded, grasping for the thread of her expertise. “Yes, of course. It’s the idea that we consciously or unconsciously enact socially scripted roles….” As she spoke, her gaze swept the room. Several of the male students were looking at her, not at the slide, but at her. At the way her cream blouse strained across the full, heavy swell of her 36D breasts with each breath. At the way the grey skirt showcased her wide hips and long, shapely legs. It was attention she was used to, attention she’d always coolly catalogued and dismissed. But now it felt different. It felt knowing. Did they sense her disarray? Could they smell the sex on her? The shame?

Her eyes darted back to Kane. He hadn’t moved. He was just watching. Watching her perform. The lecture was a performance. Her professionalism was a costume. And he saw through it all, because he was the one who had undressed her, who had reduced her to a kneeling, sucking thing. The humiliation burned, but beneath it, coiling tighter, was that dark, addictive thrill. He had done this. He had made her this exposed, this needy, even in front of her own students.

She continued talking, her sentences flowing on trained autopilot, but her consciousness was split. One part recited theories of intimacy. The other part was a raw, visceral feed of sensation: the persistent throb between her legs, the sensitive weight of her breasts, the ghost of his hands twisting her nipples, the terrifying, exhilarating sense that at any moment, everything could shatter.

The fifty-minute lecture felt like an eternity. Each minute was a test of endurance. When she finally concluded, “We’ll pick up with the critique of attachment theory next week,” her voice was hoarse with tension she hoped they’d mistake for intellectual passion.

A rustle of bags, the scrape of chairs. Students began to filter out. She busied herself with shutting down the laptop, her movements stiff. She couldn’t look up. She felt him before she saw him. Kane had drifted down to the front, stopping a few feet from the lectern. He didn’t say anything. He just waited until the last student had left, the door swinging shut with a soft thud.

The silence in the empty hall was deafening.

She forced herself to meet his eyes. They were dark, unreadable pools.

“Your point on performative vulnerability was shallow,” he said, his tone conversational, academic. “You missed the key paradox: the vulnerability is only authentic when it serves the power dynamic, not when it challenges it.”

It was a critique of her lecture. Delivered calmly, by the student who had just come down her throat. The cognitive dissonance made her sway slightly on her heels.

He took a single step closer. She could smell the faint, clean scent of his soap, overlaying something muskier, more primal. His gaze dipped, just for a second, to the front of her blouse, to the barely-there damp patch she knew was there. A fresh, hot rush of slickness seeped from her, a blatant, physical betrayal.

“You’re distracted,” he stated, not a question. “Your body is here, but your mind is back in that cubicle. On your knees.”

She couldn’t speak. Her throat closed.

He leaned in, his voice dropping to a murmur meant only for her. “Good. Stay there in your head. And be ready for Friday. Marcus is expecting a show.” He reached out and, with a casualness that stole her breath, traced a single finger down the column of her throat, over the pounding flutter of her pulse. “I expect you to be the best thing on the menu.”

Then he turned and walked out, leaving her alone in the vast, silent theatre.

Natalia didn’t move. Her legs felt like water. The ache in her pussy was a deep, hollow demand. She was wet, messy, starving. She had just delivered a coherent lecture while drowning in the memory of her own degradation. The line between Dr. Greco and Kane’s slut had not just blurred; it had been obliterated. And Friday… Friday would go further. It would be a dinner, an introduction. A show. The risk was no longer a possibility; it was a promise. And as the last of the adrenaline faded, leaving only the raw, throbbing need between her thighs, she realized with a shock of pure terror that she was already, desperately, looking forward to it.


Chapter Five

Friday late afternoon, Natalia arrives back from the university after a day of lectures. She pushed open the door to her bedroom, seeking the simple ritual of undressing, of shedding the professional costume. But the sight on her bed stopped her cold.

It wasn’t her usual choice of clothes laid out. It was his choice.

A dress. A short, sleeveless cocktail dress in a deep, emerald, green silk. She recognized it instantly. It was from her final year of undergraduate study; bought for a party she’d long forgotten. She hadn’t worn it since. It belonged to a younger, less guarded self, a woman who hadn’t yet crafted the armour of a PhD and a lecturer’s title.

She approached the bed as if the fabric might bite. It was laid out with deliberate care. The silk shimmered under the soft light. It was very short. The hem would barely cover the tops of her thighs. It was very tight, a sheath dress with no stretch. And the neckline… it plunged in a deep V, destined to expose the inner curves of her full natural 36D breasts with every movement.

Her breath hitched. It may barely fit. Her body had changed since those undergraduate days. Her hips were wider, her breasts fuller, her ass more pronounced. This dress wasn’t designed for her current curves. It was designed for a fantasy. For exposure.

She understood, with a sinking, thrilling clarity. This was not about looking beautiful. This was about being presented. It was a costume chosen by Kane to erase Dr. Greco and showcase the woman underneath, the one he had claimed, the one who knelt in public restrooms. The shock was a cold splash, then it warmed into a reluctant, pooling acceptance. He had chosen. She would wear it.

With a sigh that felt like a surrender, she began to undress. The grey pencil skirt, the silk blouse, the bra, she removed them all, letting them fall to the floor. Standing naked in the quiet room, she felt the day’s tension still etched into her muscles. The bath called to her.

She filled the tub with hot water, pouring in a generous amount of lavender-scented bubbles. The steam rose, fogging the mirror. She sank into the warmth, the water enveloping her, a temporary solace. Her body floated, weightless. The lavender scent was supposed to calm, but it only seemed to heighten her senses. The heat seeped into her sore muscles, but it also seemed to seep into her core, stirring something restless and needy.

Lying there, the bubbles covering her breasts and hips, she let her thoughts drift. Marcus. His distinguished face, his broad shoulders, the strong, commanding hands that had spanked her, that had held her head as she… served him. His interest was a warm, familiar current. Safe, in its way. Sanctioned. A power she understood, even if it had turned fierce and intimate.

Then Kane. His lean, muscular build, his intense, piercing gaze that made her feel exposed even now, in the safety of her own bath. His calm, his control, his patient, precise dismantling of her authority. He didn’t offer safety. He offered truth. A brutal, exhilarating truth about her own desires.

Her hand, drifting through the warm water, found its way to her stomach. The smooth skin was warm. Her fingers trailed lower, through the foam, until they brushed the swell of her pubic mound. A jolt, sharp and electric, shot through her. She wasn’t just tired. She was aroused. The memory of the day, the humiliation, the risk, had left her body in a state of heightened, frustrated sensitivity.

She let her fingers explore. A gentle touch along her inner thigh. A firmer press against her mound. The water made everything soft, slippery. Her breath deepened. She thought of Marcus’s office, his desk, the sting of the spanking mixing with the deep, throbbing pleasure it had sparked. She thought of Kane in the cubicle, his quiet command, the fullness in her mouth, the utter loss of control.

Her fingers slipped between her folds. They were already slick, not just from the bath. The ache she’d carried all afternoon blossomed into a sharp, urgent pulse. She traced her opening, then circled the swollen, sensitive bud of her clit. A soft gasp escaped her lips, lost in the steam.

She closed her eyes. The fantasies weren’t separate anymore. They blurred, overlapped. Marcus’s mature authority, his hands gripping her hips. Kane’s youthful confidence, his calm voice telling her what to do. Her hips shifted in the water, her fingers moving faster, pressing harder. She imagined Marcus watching from a chair, his eyes dark with approval, while Kane… while Kane directed her. Telling her how to move, how to touch herself, for their viewing.

The image was shocking, a bolt of lightning in her mind. Both of them. Together. With her. It was a fantasy she had entertained, even glimpsed in the depths of her own mind. A threesome. Power and submission layered, compounded. The professor and the student. The established authority and the quiet revolutionary. And her, the centrepiece, the object of their shared… attention.

Her fingers plunged inside herself, two of them, curling upwards. The stretch was delicious, a mimicry of a deeper fullness. Her other hand rubbed her clit in frantic circles. The water sloshed around her. She was no longer relaxing. She was chasing. The fantasy took hold, vivid and depraved. Marcus’s thick cock in her mouth, Kane’s fingers working her pussy, both of them talking about her, using her, sharing her. The thought was so profoundly kinky, so far outside the woman she believed herself to be, that it fuelled her arousal into a white-hot frenzy.

She was panting now, her breasts rising and falling above the bubbles, her nipples hard and pebbled. Her legs splayed wider in the tub, her hips pumping against her own hand. The sensations built, a tidal wave gathering force. The humiliation of the other day, the fear of the dinner, the shocking new fantasy, all coalesced into a single, desperate need for release.

She rocked her hips, driving her fingers deeper, rubbing her clit harder. The pleasure was almost painful, a bright, sharp tension coiling at her core. “Look at me,” she imagined Kane saying. “Come for us,” Marcus would command. Her back arched, her head pressed back against the tub’s edge. A cry tore from her throat, ragged and unrestrained. The orgasm crashed over her, a convulsive, full-body wave that made her thighs tremble and her toes curl. It was intense, blinding, a surrender so complete it left her shuddering in the aftermath, the water cooling around her.

Slowly, she pulled her fingers out. She lay there, breathless, spent. The fantasy lingered, a ghost in the steam. She had never thought of herself as this. A woman who could be so aroused by such a taboo, such a power-play. The realization was both terrifying and exhilarating.

She climbed out of the bath, water sluicing off her body. She dried herself with a large, soft towel, her skin glowing pink from the heat and her exertion. The dress still lay on the bed, a silent command.

She picked up her phone. One new message. From Kane.

It contained only two words: “No underwear.”

The simplicity was a hammer blow. It wasn’t a suggestion. It was an expectation. A final, deliberate stripping of her last layer of private modesty. She would be wearing that short, tight, plunging dress. And underneath it, nothing. She would be utterly exposed, accessible. Presented.

Her heart thudded against her ribs. The arousal, momentarily sated by her own hand, flickered back to life, a low, insistent heat. She walked to the bed and picked up the dress.

It was a struggle to get into it. The silk was unforgiving. She had to shimmy and pull, the fabric clinging to every curve. It zipped up the back with a tight, final sound. She stood before her full-length mirror.

The reflection was a shock. The dress barely fit. It strained across her full breasts, the deep V neckline exposing a dramatic shadow of cleavage. The hem stopped a breath above mid-thigh, showcasing the long, shapely length of her legs. The silk hugged the swell of her hips and the round, heart-shaped curve of her ass, leaving nothing to imagination. She looked… available. Luxurious, but fundamentally revealed.

She ran her hands over her hips, feeling the smooth silk. Without underwear, the dress felt dangerously intimate. Every movement would be a direct slide of fabric against her skin. Against her most sensitive parts. She was not just dressed. She was prepared. Her body was the offering.

She looked at herself in the mirror, her large hazel eyes wide, her full lips parted slightly. The woman staring back was not Dr. Greco. She was Natalia, unveiled. Her psychology, her theory, her control, all were distant concepts now. What remained was the pulse of her own need, the acceptance of obedience, and the terrifying, thrilling anticipation of the night to come.


Chapter Six

The taxi was already waiting when Natalia stepped out onto the pavement in front of her building. The early evening air was cool against her bare legs, the city beginning to glow in the soft gold of streetlights and office windows. London at that hour always felt like a place where important things happened behind quiet doors.

Kane stepped out of the taxi when he saw her, closing the distance between them in a few easy strides. His eyes moved over her once, slowly, deliberately, taking in the dress, the way it fitted her body, the way she carried herself in it. He didn’t compliment her. He didn’t need to. The look itself was enough.

“You’re ready,” he said simply, opening the taxi door for her.

She slid into the back seat, smoothing the short dress over her thighs, acutely aware of how little it covered when she sat down. Kane followed, closing the door behind him, and gave the driver an address in the City.

As the taxi pulled away into the evening traffic, Natalia watched the streets pass by through the window. People moved along pavements, couples outside restaurants, office workers heading for trains and buses. Ordinary lives. Ordinary evenings. She felt strangely detached from it all, as if she were already somewhere else entirely.

Kane sat beside her, relaxed, one arm resting along the back of the seat behind her shoulders, not touching her, but close enough that she could feel his presence like a physical pressure.

“You’re nervous,” he said after a few minutes.

She didn’t look at him. “I don’t know what to expect.”

“That’s the point,” he replied calmly.

She turned her head slightly then, looking at him. His expression was relaxed, composed, as if he were taking her to a normal dinner, as if there was nothing unusual about any of this.

“Marcus will be there,” he continued. “And Joseph. He’s an old friend of Marcus’s. Very successful man. Very perceptive. He notices things.”

Natalia’s stomach tightened slightly at that. “Notices things?”

Kane glanced at her, a faint, unreadable smile touching his mouth. “People. Dynamics. Power. He understands how people work.”

She didn’t reply. She looked back out of the window, watching the buildings change as they moved further into central London, the streets becoming wider, the buildings taller, glass and steel and old stone side by side.

The taxi eventually turned into a quieter street lined with expensive restaurants and discreet doorways. The driver pulled up outside a place that looked understated from the outside, but clearly very expensive; soft lighting behind large windows, white tablecloths, people in suits and elegant dresses moving inside.

Kane paid the driver and stepped out, then offered his hand to Natalia as she climbed out after him. She took it automatically, steadying herself on the pavement. He didn’t let go straight away. Instead, as they turned toward the restaurant, his hand slid lower, settling briefly over the curve of her backside, giving it a slow, playful squeeze that was unmistakably possessive.

The gesture was hidden from anyone walking past, shielded by his body, but to Natalia it felt shockingly intimate in the middle of a London street. Her breath caught slightly, and she glanced up at him, but his expression remained calm, composed, as if nothing unusual had happened at all.

His hand moved back to the small of her back then, guiding her toward the entrance, but the message had already been delivered clearly enough.

She was not arriving alone.
She was arriving with him.
And she belonged at his side.

Inside, the restaurant was warm and softly lit, the air filled with low conversation and the quiet clink of glasses and cutlery. It was the kind of place where nobody spoke loudly, where the staff moved silently, and where everyone looked like they belonged to a world of money, influence, and quiet power.

A maître d’ greeted Kane by name and led them through the restaurant toward a table near the back. Natalia was aware of the room as they walked; the subtle glances, the quick looks people gave them as they passed. She was very aware of how she must look; a young, very attractive woman in a short cocktail dress, walking beside a calm, confident young man through a room full of older, powerful people.

She could feel eyes on her legs, on her hips, on the curve of her back. She kept her posture straight, her expression calm, but inside she felt exposed in a way that had nothing to do with how little she was wearing.

Then she saw them.

Marcus Adeyemi was already seated, upright, composed, looking exactly as he always did at the university; controlled, authoritative, quietly confident. Beside him sat another man Natalia immediately recognised must be Joseph.

Joseph Okonkwo was a tall, broad, distinguished man in his late forties with dark skin and greying hair at the temples. He wore an expensive, understated suit and carried himself with the quiet confidence of a man used to power, money, and being listened to without ever needing to raise his voice. His movements were slow and deliberate, and when his eyes lifted and settled on Natalia, she felt immediately as if she were being carefully evaluated.

Marcus stood first, smiling slightly. “Natalia. You look wonderful.”

Joseph stood more slowly, his gaze already on her before she had fully reached the table. It was not a casual glance, not the polite, brief look most men would give. He looked at her properly, openly, taking in the whole picture without embarrassment or apology.

His eyes moved once, slowly, from her face down over the line of her dress, the way the fabric followed the curve of her waist, the fullness of her hips, the long line of her legs. It was not a leering look, not crude. It was calm, deliberate, assessing. The look of a man who was used to observing people and understanding what he was seeing.

He extended his hand.
“Joseph Okonkwo. I’ve heard a lot about you.”

His voice was deep and calm, the voice of a man used to being listened to.

She placed her hand in his. His grip was firm, warm, controlled, and he held it for just a fraction longer than strictly necessary, his eyes still on hers, as if weighing something, confirming something he had already been told.

There was no mistaking it.
He knew exactly who she was.
And more importantly, why she was there.

Not a colleague.
Not a partner in the normal sense.
Not just a guest.

She felt suddenly, acutely aware of her body; of the dress, of her legs, of the way the fabric clung to her waist and hips, and of how little it did to conceal the full, heavy curve of her breasts. The neckline was low enough that the soft swell of her 36D chest was almost on display, the fabric stretched slightly across the fullness of her figure, leaving very little to the imagination.

Standing there between the three men, she became intensely conscious of how she must look; young, feminine, visibly curvy, dressed in a way that showed her body rather than hid it. She could still feel Joseph’s earlier gaze in her memory, the calm, thorough way he had taken in every detail, and it made warmth rise slowly up her neck.

But it wasn’t only that.
It was the picture they made together.

She was suddenly very aware of it; a young white woman standing beside a confident young man, seated with two older, powerful black men in an expensive City restaurant. She could feel, without even looking properly, that people in the room had noticed them. Not staring openly, not rudely, but noticing in that quiet way people do when something unusual or striking catches their attention.

What do they think we are? she wondered suddenly.
Colleagues? Friends? Something else entirely?

She felt a strange mixture of embarrassment and something else she didn’t want to name; a heightened awareness of herself, of her body, of the role she was clearly playing in the scene whether anyone else fully understood it or not.

Because the truth was, the four of them did not look like a normal dinner party.

They looked like a situation.

Joseph released her hand slowly and gestured to the chair beside Kane.
“Please,” he said.

She sat, smoothing her dress automatically, crossing her legs, aware as she did so that Joseph’s eyes flicked briefly downward again before returning to the table, the smallest hint of a knowing expression touching his face.

Marcus watched the exchange quietly, saying nothing, but Natalia noticed the faintest smile at the corner of his mouth.

Kane, beside her, said nothing at all. He simply rested his hand lightly on her thigh under the table, calm, relaxed, completely at ease.

And in that moment, Natalia understood something very clearly.

This dinner was not an introduction in the normal sense.
They were not meeting her.

They were assessing her.

“Please,” Marcus said, gesturing to the table. “Sit.”


Chapter Seven

Dinner unfolded slowly, deliberately, as if none of the three men had anywhere else to be that evening.

The restaurant moved around them in a quiet rhythm of soft voices, polished glasses, and discreet staff who appeared and disappeared without ever interrupting the flow of conversation. A bottle of expensive red wine was opened and left breathing on the table. Courses arrived unhurried; beautifully presented, carefully explained, and then left for them to enjoy at their own pace.

No one rushed.
No one checked a watch.
No one mentioned leaving.

Natalia realised after a while that this was intentional.
This evening was not simply dinner.
It was time being spent.
Time being taken to observe her, talk to her, understand her.

Marcus led much of the early conversation, talking about the university, funding battles, politics within academia, stories about students and committees and the slow machinery of institutions. Kane spoke occasionally, calm and thoughtful when he did, but mostly he listened, comfortable in the company of the two older men.

Joseph, however, seemed most interested in Natalia.

Not in an obvious way, not interrogating her, not making her uncomfortable, but guiding the conversation toward her again and again; her research, why she chose psychology, how she found teaching, whether she preferred lectures or tutorials, what she thought about ambition, about success, about people and what motivated them.

He asked questions in a way that made her feel interesting rather than examined, and she found herself relaxing despite the underlying tension she still felt about the evening.

“You must enjoy teaching,” Joseph said at one point, swirling the wine slowly in his glass before taking a sip. “You don’t strike me as someone who would tolerate boredom for very long.”

She smiled slightly. “I do enjoy it. I like watching people change over time. Watching students grow into themselves.”

Joseph nodded slowly, as if that answer confirmed something he already suspected. “Yes. Watching people change can be very interesting.”

There was something in the way he said it that made Natalia glance at him more carefully, but his expression remained calm, thoughtful, almost amused.

She found him easy to talk to. He was intelligent without needing to prove it, confident without arrogance, and he spoke slowly, thoughtfully, as if he chose his words carefully. He listened properly when she spoke, not waiting to talk, but actually listening. It was a rare quality, and she found herself liking him more than she had expected to.

Marcus watched most of the evening with quiet amusement, occasionally steering the conversation, occasionally letting Joseph and Natalia talk while he and Kane discussed business, property, investments, and things Natalia realised she knew very little about.

She became aware after a while that Kane had not touched her since they sat down, but she could feel his presence beside her constantly; the occasional brush of his arm, the warmth of his leg close to hers under the table, the quiet confidence with which he occupied the space.

At one point, as she reached for her glass, his hand rested briefly on her knee under the table, just for a moment, a small, private reminder that he was there, that she was there with him.

She did not move his hand away.

By the time dessert arrived, Natalia realised she had relaxed more than she expected to. She had laughed, told stories about students, talked about her research, listened to Marcus and Joseph tell stories about London in the eighties and nineties, about business deals, about travel, about people they had known.

It felt almost normal.

Almost.

But underneath everything, there was still a quiet awareness in her mind, a steady, persistent thought that never quite went away.

This evening had not happened by accident.
These men had not met her by chance.
And the night was not over yet.

When coffee arrived and the plates were cleared away, Joseph leaned back slightly in his chair and looked around the table, his gaze moving from Marcus, to Kane, and finally to Natalia.

A small, thoughtful smile touched his face.

“It’s still early,” he said calmly. “We shouldn’t end the evening yet.”

He picked up his glass, finished the last of the wine, and set it down again.

“My apartment is only a few minutes from here,” he continued. “Why don’t we continue the evening there?”

He didn’t ask the question in the way most people ask invitations.
He said it as if the evening already had a next step.

Marcus nodded slowly.
Kane did not look surprised.
And Natalia realised, as she sat there between them, that this had always been part of the plan.

The dinner had never been the destination.

It had only been the beginning of the evening.


Chapter Eight

The meal ended slowly, the plates cleared away, the last of the wine finished, coffee cups emptied and taken away without fuss. The restaurant around them continued its quiet evening rhythm, but at their table the evening had clearly reached a turning point.

Marcus set his napkin down beside his plate and looked across at Natalia with a calm, almost reassuring expression.

“Joseph owns a very smart bachelor’s loft apartment a few streets from here,” he said casually. “Overlooking the river. We will walk.”

It was not phrased as an invitation.
It was not even really phrased as a suggestion.

We will walk.

Natalia felt the words settle somewhere deep in her stomach. She nodded slightly before she even realised, she had done so. No one asked if she wanted to go. No one asked if she was tired. The evening was simply continuing somewhere else.

They stood, collected coats, and stepped out into the cool London night. The streets were quieter now, the City transformed from busy financial district into something calmer, more private, glass buildings glowing above mostly empty pavements.

They walked together, the four of them, Kane slightly ahead with Marcus, Joseph beside Natalia for a moment before falling into step just behind them. She could hear the quiet sound of their shoes on the pavement, the distant hum of traffic, the river somewhere ahead in the darkness.

No one rushed.
No one spoke very much.
It felt less like walking to another drink and more like being escorted somewhere.

After a few minutes Joseph stopped outside a modern building of glass and steel with a discreet entrance and a quiet, well-lit lobby. He spoke briefly to the concierge, who greeted him by name, and then they took a lift to the top floor.

When the lift doors opened, Joseph unlocked a large, heavy door and stepped aside slightly to let Natalia enter first.

The apartment was impressive immediately.
Large, open-plan, quiet, and clearly very expensive.

The first thing she noticed were the windows; floor-to-ceiling glass running the entire length of the far wall, looking out across the Thames. The river reflected the lights of the city, dark water broken by gold and white reflections, bridges lit in the distance, boats moving slowly through the night.

The room itself was sparsely furnished but everything in it was clearly expensive, polished wooden floors, large abstract artwork on the walls, low lighting, a huge rug in the centre of the room. In front of the windows were two large two-seater leather sofas facing each other with a low glass table between them.

It was a bachelor’s apartment, but not in a careless way.
In a deliberate way.
Everything chosen, everything positioned, everything controlled.

“Make yourselves comfortable,” Joseph said, moving toward a sideboard where several bottles and crystal glasses were arranged.

He poured four whiskies without asking what anyone wanted, handing the glasses out one by one; first Marcus, then Kane, then Natalia, keeping the last for himself.

Natalia stood for a moment near the windows, looking out over the river, the glass cool near her arm, the city spread out below her. She could feel the three men behind her in the room, their quiet conversation, the low murmur of voices, the clink of ice in the glasses.

She turned back slowly from the window, the lights of the river still reflected faintly in the glass behind her. For a moment she wasn’t sure where to position herself in the large open room.

Marcus moved first, sitting down comfortably on one of the leather sofas, crossing one leg over the other as if he had been there many times before. Kane sat on the other sofa, relaxed, leaning back slightly, one arm stretched along the back of the leather. Joseph did not sit immediately; he remained standing near the windows for a moment, finishing the pour of the whisky before finally walking over and sitting beside Marcus.

And Natalia realised, a second too late, that all three of them were now seated.

And she was still standing.

No one told her to sit.
No one moved to make space for her.
No one seemed in any hurry to resolve the situation.

She stood there with her glass in her hand, suddenly very aware of herself again; of her dress, of her legs, of the way the soft light from the windows behind her outlined her figure as she stood in the middle of the room while the three men sat comfortably watching her.

It was not an accident.
She understood that immediately.

They had not forgotten her.
They were looking at her.

Joseph took a slow sip of his whisky, his eyes moving calmly over her as if he were studying a painting or a sculpture placed in the centre of the room. Marcus watched with quiet interest, one hand resting on the arm of the sofa. Kane said nothing at all, but his eyes never left her.

The room was very quiet.

Natalia felt her heart beating a little faster, but she did not move immediately. Something inside her told her that this was another moment, another silent test, another situation where she was expected to understand what her place in the room was without being told.

So, she remained standing, holding the glass carefully, feeling the weight of their attention on her body, on her posture, on the way she carried herself.

And slowly, she began to understand that the evening had entered a new phase.

The dinner had been conversation.
The walk had been transition.
The apartment was something else entirely.

The room was quiet for a moment.
Comfortable but not relaxed.
There was a sense of something about to happen, though no one had said what.

Natalia held her glass in both hands, feeling the weight of it, the warmth of the whisky, and became very aware again that she was alone in a large apartment late at night with three men who all knew each other very well.

And she realised something else as well.

Everything that had happened that evening had been planned.
The dinner.
The walk.
The apartment.

She had not been invited along step by step.

She had been brought here.


Chapter Nine

The whisky glass was cool against her palm, a small, heavy anchor in the swirling silence of the loft. Natalia stood, caught in the space between the two leather sofas, the city lights painting a glittering tapestry behind her through the floor-to-ceiling windows. The three men, Marcus, Kane, Joseph, sat, watching. Their conversation had drifted from finance to philosophy, but the real subject, she knew, was her. The air was thick with a calm, deliberate authority that made her skin feel tight and her breaths shallow.

Marcus’s voice, smooth and resonant, filled the space. “Control,” he said, looking at Joseph but meaning her, “isn’t about force. It’s about understanding the system. About trust in the hierarchy.”

Joseph nodded slowly, his intelligent eyes assessing Natalia. “Trust is the currency. Without it, power is just noise.”

Kane, quiet on the opposite sofa, sipped his whisky. His gaze was a physical weight on her, pinning her in place. He didn’t need to speak. His presence was the thesis; the conclusion they were all circling toward.

Then Marcus stood. The movement was unhurried, elegant. He walked toward her, his tailored suit a dark silhouette against the glowing cityscape. Natalia’s heart hammered against her ribs. She could feel the emerald silk of the dress clinging to every curve, the absence of underwear beneath making her hyper-aware of the fabric’s whisper against her skin. The dress was too short, too tight, the deep V neckline exposing the inner swell of her full breasts with every breath. She was dressed as an offering, and now the ritual began.

He stopped before her, close enough that she could smell his cologne, a blend of spice and wood. His expression was not stern, not angry. It was composed, utterly certain. “Natalia,” he said, his tone a low, calm command. “Put the glass down.”

Her fingers tightened reflexively around the crystal. The simple instruction felt monumental. Putting it down meant relinquishing the last semblance of a social gesture, of a guest enjoying a drink. It meant becoming solely an object of their attention. She obeyed. With a slow, deliberate movement, she bent and placed the whisky glass on the polished floor beside her. The soft clink sounded final.

Marcus watched her, his dark eyes holding hers. “Now,” he continued, his voice never rising, “remove your dress.”

A cold shock, then a flood of heat, surged through her. Her cheeks burned. Her palms dampened. She was standing directly before the vast windows. Removing the dress meant stripping herself naked against that backdrop of the entire city, silhouetted for their view. It was exposure on a scale she hadn’t imagined. It was display. It was presentation.

Her gaze flickered to Kane. He gave a single, almost imperceptible nod. It was permission. It was expectation. This was his plan, executed through Marcus’s sanctioned authority. Joseph remained silent on the sofa, his observant eyes fixed on her, studying her reaction as intently as he would study a financial report.

Natalia’s hands trembled as they rose to her shoulders. The silk was smooth, expensive. She found the small zip at the back of her neck. Her fingers fumbled for a moment, then caught the tag. She pulled it down. The sound of the zip parting was loud in the quiet room.

She hooked her fingers into the shoulders of the dress and began to peel it down her body. The silk slid over her arms first, then her chest. The cool air of the loft kissed her skin as the fabric retreated. Her breasts, heavy and natural, were freed first. They swayed slightly as the dress passed over them, the large, soft curves fully exposed, her nipples hardening instantly in the open air. She felt a thousand eyes, though there were only three, locking onto them.

She pushed the dress down over her waist, over the flare of her hips. It slid over the round, firm curve of her heart-shaped ass, then down her long, shapely legs. She had to bend slightly to pull it past her ankles, a movement that arched her back and pushed her breasts forward. Finally, she stepped out of it, leaving the green pool of silk on the floor beside the whisky glass.

She was naked.

The city lights glowed behind her, outlining her form in a silhouette of dark curves against a galaxy of gold. Her body was fully, utterly visible to the three men seated before her. The narrow waist, the full hips, the long legs, the heavy breasts, every detail was laid bare. She stood, her arms hanging slightly at her sides, not covering herself. The instruction hadn’t included modesty. She was to be seen.

Marcus took a step back, his eyes traveling over her from head to toe, a slow, appreciative appraisal. “Beautiful,” he murmured, the word not a compliment but a verification.

On the sofa, Joseph leaned forward slightly, his gaze analytical, missing nothing. Kane simply watched, his expression unchanged, but his eyes held a satisfied, possessive glint. She belonged to him, and he was presenting her.

The atmosphere was heavy, charged, but not chaotic. It was controlled. Deliberate. Every second was measured. Natalia felt the cool air on her skin, the warmth of their collective gaze. Her nerves were a live wire, but beneath them, a deep, unsettling excitement pulsed. This was another step she could not undo. She was no longer Dr. Greco in a cocktail dress. She was Natalia, naked and displayed, the centrepiece in a room of power.

Marcus circled her slowly, his footsteps soft on the polished floor. He stopped behind her, looking at her back, the curve of her spine, the swell of her ass outlined by the city lights. “Turn around,” he said softly. “Face them.”

She obeyed, rotating slowly until she was facing the two sofas. Kane and Joseph were now looking directly at her front. Her nakedness was complete, unabashed. Her large hazel eyes were wide, her full lips parted slightly. She could feel her own arousal, a slick, warm pulse between her thighs, betraying her even in this moment of exposed vulnerability.

Joseph spoke, his voice thoughtful. “The psychology of exhibitionism,” he said, as if commenting on a case study. “It’s not merely about being seen. It’s about the transfer of agency. The viewer holds the power of assessment; the subject holds the power of… availability.”

Kane finally spoke, his tone quiet but clear. “She understands the transfer.” He wasn’t looking at Joseph or Marcus. He was looking at her. “She’s not just available. She’s presented. For evaluation. For use.”

The words sent a shockwave through her. For use. Her breath hitched. Her nipples, already hard, seemed to tighten further, a physical echo of her internal submission.

Marcus returned to stand beside her, his hand coming to rest lightly on her shoulder, a gesture of ownership, of guidance. “The evaluation is complete,” he stated. “The trust is established.” His hand moved down, tracing a path over her collarbone, then drifting lower, toward the swell of her breast. Natalia’s entire body tensed, waiting. The touch wasn’t rough. It was sure, authoritative. His fingertips brushed the outer curve of her breast, a slow, deliberate caress that made her stomach clench and her pussy weep with fresh, hot slickness.

She stood there, naked and silhouetted against the vast window, as Marcus’s hand explored her body with calm possession, and the two other men watched, their eyes dark with approval and intent.


Chapter Ten

Marcus turned to Joseph, his voice a low, smooth note of authority in the quiet loft. “You’ve not had the pleasure yet.” He looked at Natalia, his gaze steady and commanding. “Time to suck my friend’s cock, slut.”

A fresh, sharp jolt of anticipation shot through Natalia’s core. Her mind, still dazed from Marcus’s possessive touch, scrambled to process the new directive. This was a continuation, a progression of the display. She was to serve them sequentially, a testament to their shared control.

Joseph shifted on the sofa, his lean, composed frame settling into a more open posture. His sharp, intelligent eyes held a calm, assessing look. “Come here, slut,” he said, his voice quieter than Marcus’s but carrying the same unshakeable certainty. “Kneel between my legs. Time to worship a black cock.”

The phrase was blunt, crude. It stripped away any remaining veneer of intellectual or social pretext. This was pure, raw sexual command. Natalia’s large hazel eyes flickered from Marcus to Kane, who watched with a faint, approving smile, then to Joseph. Her body moved before her mind fully consented. She took a step forward, her naked form moving through the space between the sofas. The city lights behind her still painted her silhouette, but now she was moving into their space, into their immediate circle.

As she passed Marcus, his hand shot out with casual, possessive familiarity. It landed on her bare ass, a firm, stinging slap that made her yelp, a sharp sound that echoed in the quiet room. The impact was a shock of pain and pleasure, a reminder of her place, of his ongoing claim even as she moved to serve another. The sound of her own cry, so vulnerable, sent a fresh pulse of wetness between her thighs.

Joseph watched her approach, his gaze appreciative, analytical. He enjoyed the sight, her full, large breasts swaying gently with each step, the heavy, soft curves jiggling slightly from the slap’s aftershock, the long, shapely legs carrying her toward him. She knelt between his muscular thighs on the polished floor, the cool surface against her knees a stark contrast to the heat building inside her.

Her hands trembled, but she reached up. She unbuckled his trousers, her fingers working the clasp with a clumsy, eager haste. He helped, shifting slightly to allow her to shimmy the fabric down his thighs. Next came his tight cotton boxers. As she pulled them down, his thick, long, erect black cock sprang free. It was a formidable sight, at least as big as Marcus’s, a heavy, veined length of flesh that stood proud and demanding. The blunt head was dark, a contrast to the lighter skin of his thighs.

Her heart hammered. She wrapped her little hand around the base. Her fingers didn’t meet; the girth was too substantial. The heat of it, the firmness, the sheer presence of it in her hand made her breath catch. She leaned forward, her long brunette hair falling around her shoulders. She kissed the big, blunt head first, a soft, reverent press of her full lips against the smooth skin. The taste was clean, masculine. Then, she opened her mouth and took him in.

The act was familiar now, yet each man was different. Joseph’s cock felt… intellectual. It was an instrument of power, of analysis. She slid her lips down the shaft, taking him deeper, her tongue flattening against the underside. She began to suck, a slow, rhythmic motion, her head bobbing, her hand working the base. The room was silent except for the soft, wet sounds of her efforts.

Marcus and Kane began to comment, their voices a backdrop to her worship.

“Look at that,” Marcus said, his tone rich with approval. “She knows how to use her mouth. A natural talent.”

Kane’s voice was quieter, more observant. “She loves it. Look at her eyes. She’s lost in the act. A proper slut for cock.”

Then Marcus added, crueller, more specific. “A real black cock little whore. Born to serve it.”

The words washed over her, degrading and thrilling. They framed her, defined her. She was a slut, a whore, a woman whose purpose in this moment was to worship this thick, black cock with her mouth. Her arousal deepened, a hot, slick flood that coated her inner thighs. Her nipples, already hard, tingled with each crude comment. She sucked harder, her movements becoming more eager, more desperate to please. She wanted to prove their words true.

Joseph’s hands came to rest on her shoulders, not guiding, just holding, a light touch of ownership. He watched her work, his intelligent gaze fixed on her face, on the way her lips stretched around him, on the devotion in her movements. After about ten minutes of this, her world reduced to the rhythm of her mouth, the taste, the weight, the commentary, his voice cut through her focus.

“Stand up,” he commanded, his voice still calm.

She pulled back, her lips leaving his cock with a soft, wet pop. She obeyed, rising to her feet on shaky legs. Her mouth felt used, stretched. Her body was humming, every nerve alive.

Joseph stood. He stripped his clothes off with efficient, unselfconscious movements, the trousers, the boxers, his shirt. His body was lean, toned, a contrast to Marcus’s broader build. He sat back down on the sofa, now completely nude. His cock, still thick and hard, lay against his stomach.

“Straddle me,” he said, his eyes locking with hers. “Take it into your slutty little pussy.”

The instruction was clear, brutal. She was to mount him, to take his cock inside her, here, in front of the others. She moved, her legs carrying her to the sofa. She positioned herself, one knee on the cushion beside his hip, then the other. She was above him, looking down at his face, at his cock waiting between them. She lowered herself slowly, her hands braced on his shoulders for balance.

Her pussy was tight, albeit very wet, slick from her own arousal and the anticipation. She guided his cock to her entrance, the blunt head pressing against her swollen folds. She eased herself down, taking him inside her. The stretch was immediate, intense. He was thick, long, filling her in a way that made her gasp. Her inner muscles clenched around him, a reflexive, welcoming grip.

“Look at that,” Marcus murmured, his voice a dark thrill. “The cock is splitting her open. Stretching that tight little cunt wide.”

Kane leaned forward, watching intently. “She’s so wet for it. So eager. A perfect little vessel.”

Natalia’s breath came in ragged pants as she sank fully onto him, his entire length buried inside her. The feeling was overwhelming—a deep, penetrating fullness that touched places inside her that felt untouched before. She was impaled, claimed by a second man in the same hour, while the first watched, commenting, approving. The whole situation—the exposure, the crude talk, the shared possession—was a furnace of humiliation and desire, and it really turned her on. Her hips began to move, a slow, rocking rhythm, grinding herself against him, feeling every inch of his cock moving within her.


Chapter Eleven

Marcus’s voice cut through the rhythmic, wet sounds of her riding. “Turn her around, Joseph. We want to watch her big tits bounce as you fuck the slut.”

The command was a cold, thrilling shock. Natalia’s hips stuttered. Joseph’s hands, which had been resting on her thighs, tightened. “You heard him,” he said, his voice a low rumble beneath her. “Lift up. Slowly.”

Natalia, her mind fogged with the deep, stretching fullness of him, obeyed. She braced her hands on his shoulders and pushed herself up, his thick cock sliding almost entirely out of her slick, clutching heat. The sudden emptiness was a sharp ache. She whimpered.

“Easy,” Joseph murmured, his strong hands gripping her hips. “Now, swivel. One leg at a time.”

It was an awkward, intimate manoeuvre. She lifted her right leg, swinging it over his lap, her body twisting. For a moment, she was crouched sideways on the sofa, one knee bent, the other foot on the floor, Joseph’s cock pressed against her inner thigh. She felt utterly exposed, the cool air of the loft kissing her wet, spread pussy lips. Then she lifted her other leg, completing the turn, and lowered herself back down, guiding him inside her from behind.

The re-entry was a different, deeper shock. This angle was more profound, more invasive. She gasped as she sank onto him, her back now to his chest, her ass settling fully into his lap. His arms wrapped around her waist, holding her firmly against him. His cock was buried to the hilt, stretching her open, the base of his shaft pressing firmly against the sensitive rim of her entrance.

And now, she was facing Kane and Marcus.

The view they had was obscene, perfect. Her long, shapely legs were splayed wide over Joseph’s muscular thighs. Her full, round, heart-shaped ass was pressed against his stomach, the cheeks spread slightly by his presence within her. And below, between her spread legs, they had a clear, uninterrupted view of where their friend’s thick, black cock disappeared into her little pink pussy, stretching the delicate lips wide around the impressive girth.

But the main event, as Marcus had ordered, was higher up.

With her back arched against Joseph’s chest, her large, natural 36D breasts were thrust forward, unsupported, heavy and full. They swayed with her every slight movement, the soft, pale curves capped with hard, dusky pink nipples.

Joseph began to move.

He didn’t thrust up wildly. He used his grip on her hips to lift her almost all the way off his cock, then pulled her back down, controlling the pace, the depth. It was a steady, piston-like rhythm.

And her breasts… they bounced.

With each downward plunge, the soft, heavy weight of them jolted upward, then fell with a soft, lewd wobble. They bounced and swayed, a hypnotic, erotic display of flesh in motion. The sight was raw, deeply carnal. The bounce was accentuated by the sheer size and weight of them, they weren’t pert; they were lush, real, and their movement was a blatant testament to the force of the fucking.

“Fuck,” Kane breathed, his calm finally cracking into pure, hungry arousal. He leaned forward; his intense gaze locked on her chest. “Look at that. They’re fucking incredible.”

Marcus, still seated with regal composure, nodded slowly, his dark eyes drinking in the sight. “Just as I said. A perfect view. Watch how they move, Joseph. Every time you bottom out inside her, they jump. She’s built for this.”

The commentary, paired with the brutal, physical reality of Joseph’s cock spearing her from behind, ignited Natalia’s arousal into a wildfire. She was a spectacle. Her body was a show. The humiliation was acute, scalding, but it fused seamlessly with a pleasure so deep it felt like coming apart. Her head fell back against Joseph’s shoulder, her long brunette hair spilling over his skin. Her mouth fell open, gasps and soft, choked moans escaping her full lips with every drive of his hips.

“You like that, slut?” Joseph growled in her ear, his breath hot. “You like them watching your tits bounce while I fill your cunt?”

“Yes,” she hissed, the word torn from her. “God, yes.”

“Then bounce for them,” he commanded, and his hands on her hips became more forceful. He increased the pace, lifting her higher, slamming her down harder. The sounds of their bodies meeting, the wet slap of her ass against his thighs, the slick, rhythmic squelch of her soaked pussy taking him, filled the room.

Her breasts became a frantic, jiggling blur. They bounced and flopped with every powerful downward stroke, the soft flesh quivering with the impact. Natalia’s eyes rolled back, her vision blurring as she focused on the sensations: the deep, grinding fullness inside her, the rough grip of his hands, the cool air on her bouncing, exposed skin, and the searing heat of the two men’s gazes feasting on her display.

“She’s so wet,” Kane observed, his voice tight. “You can hear it. She’s dripping all over your cock, Joseph.”

“She’s a messy little whore,” Marcus agreed, a dark smile in his voice. “Made to be used. Look at her face. She’s completely gone.”

Natalia was. The world had narrowed to the cock in her pussy, the hands on her hips, and the eyes on her tits. Her own hands came up, not to cover herself, but to cup the undersides of her heavy breasts, lifting them, offering them more fully to the viewers. The action drew a low, approving groan from Marcus.

“Good girl,” he purred. “Present them.”

The praise, in the midst of the degradation, was the final key. It unlocked something deep in her core. The pleasure had been coiling, tight and hot, but now it surged, unstoppable. Her internal muscles began to flutter and clench wildly around Joseph’s driving length. A high, desperate whine built in her throat.

“I’m… I’m gonna…” she choked out.

“Come,” Joseph ordered, his own rhythm becoming ragged. “Come all over this cock while they watch you shake.”

The command shattered her. The orgasm exploded through her, a violent, convulsive wave that ripped a scream from her lungs. Her body bowed against Joseph’s, her back arching sharply. Her thighs trembled violently, her toes curling against the floor. Her eyes squeezed shut, then flew open, unseeing, as the relentless pulses of pleasure wracked her. Through it all, Joseph kept fucking her, his cock milking the climax, prolonging the exquisite torture until her screams dissolved into sobbing, broken gasps.

Finally, he stilled, buried deep inside her, holding her as she shuddered through the last aftershocks. Her breasts, now sheened with a light sweat, still heaved with her ragged breaths.

She hung there, impaled and utterly spent, her body humming with sated sensation yet feeling hollow, needy in a deeper, more profound way. The proper attention from a man, from men, had been given, but it had only stoked a more desperate hunger.

As Joseph withdrew, a thick strand of creamy white arousal oozed from Natalia's stretched, swollen lips, clinging to his cock before dripping onto his thighs. Her pussy glistened, a testament to the intensity of her orgasm, the slickness pooling around her sensitive flesh. The sight of her creamy release only heightened the raw, primal energy in the room, drawing a low, appreciative sound from Marcus.

“Look at that,” Marcus murmured, his gaze trained on where Natalia’s essence dripped down Joseph’s shaft. “She’s milking him even now.”

Kane leaned forward, his eyes dark with hunger. “She’s soaked. That little cunt’s overflowing.”

Natalia trembled, the words igniting a fresh wave of heat between her legs. She felt exposed, utterly debauched, yet she couldn’t deny the thrill that coursed through her at their praise and observation. Her hips twitched involuntarily, craving more, more attention, more pleasure, more of their commanding presence.

Joseph’s hands tightened on her hips, holding her steady as he withdrew completely, leaving her quivering and empty. The loss was acute, a sharp ache that made her whimper softly. But she didn’t have time to dwell on it. Marcus’s voice cut through the haze of her arousal, commanding and cool.

“Clean him up, Natalia. Show us how much you appreciate his cock.”

Her eyes flicked to Joseph’s erection, still glistening with her release. Without hesitation, she leaned forward, her lips closing around the head of his cock. The taste of herself mingled with his musk, a heady combination that sent a fresh jolt of desire through her. She sucked gently, her tongue swirling around the sensitive tip before moving down his length, licking away every trace of her creamy arousal.

Joseph groaned, his fingers tangling in her hair as she worshipped him, her movements slow and deliberate. Above her, Marcus and Kane watched intently, their gazes searing into her skin. The air was thick with anticipation, the tension palpable as Natalia’s desperation grew, her body craving more than just the aftermath of her orgasm.

“Good girl,” Marcus purred, his voice dripping with dark approval. “Now let’s see how much more she can take.”


Chapter Twelve

Natalia’s lips were still busy, her tongue lapping at the underside of Joseph’s thick, glistening cock, when the conversation behind her cut through the wet, rhythmic sounds. She heard the rustle of clothing, the soft thud of discarded fabric. Her heart hammered against her ribs, a frantic drumbeat of dread and desperate anticipation.

Marcus’s voice, calm and conversational, asked the question. “Have you taken the slut’s arse yet.”

Kane’s reply was immediate, respectful. “No. Sir, I thought you would want her virgin tight little hole.”

The words landed like physical blows, each one a branding iron. Slut. Arse. Virgin tight little hole. She was a thing, a collection of entries to be claimed and used. A fresh wave of humiliation washed over her, hot and prickling, but beneath it, a deep, treacherous current of arousal surged. This is what you are to them, a voice inside her whispered. It’s what you’ve become. And you love it. Her pussy, already slick and swollen from her recent orgasm, gave a fresh, aching throb.

Joseph’s hand in her hair tightened, not painfully, but possessively, keeping her mouth on him as the transaction happened behind her.

“Did you bring some lube?” Marcus asked.

A small, plastic click. A bottle being passed. Natalia’s breath hitched, her mouth going slack around Joseph’s shaft for a second before she resumed her diligent, slurping cleaning. The reality of what was coming settled over her, cold and heavy.

Marcus’s hands, those strong, commanding hands, settled on the full, round cheeks of her ass. His grip was firm, unyielding. He didn’t caress. He took hold, as if assessing the fruit he was about to consume. Then, he pulled her cheeks apart.

The cool air of the loft kissed a place that had never been exposed like this. She felt utterly open, vulnerable in a way that made her previous nudity seem tame. This was a different kind of stripping. This was presentation of her most forbidden, private place.

She heard the squirt of the bottle, then felt it, a shock of cool, slippery liquid being applied directly to her tight, puckered star. She flinched, a small gasp escaping her as the sensation registered. It was clinical and invasive.

“Please, Marcus,” she whimpered, the words muffled against Joseph’s skin. She lifted her mouth just enough to speak, her voice a broken, pathetic thing. “I’ve never done anal.”

The response was instant. A sharp, stinging crack exploded across her right ass cheek. Pain, bright and hot, bloomed on her skin. She cried out, her body jerking forward. Before the echo of the first slap faded, a second landed on the same spot, then a third. Each blow was measured, deliberate, lighting up her nerve endings with a mix of searing pain and shocking, shameful pleasure.

“You’re our slut to use,” Marcus stated, his voice devoid of anger, only absolute authority. “You call each of us, Sir, at all times. Do you understand?”

Tears of pain and humiliation welled in her large hazel eyes. She sobbed, the sound ragged. “Yes, Sir.”

Joseph’s hand, which had been in her hair, came up to cup her cheek. His thumb brushed away a tear with a tenderness that was cruel in its contrast. He gently but firmly guided her mouth back to his cock. “Back to work, slut. Show your Sir you know your place.”

She obeyed, her lips closing over him once more, the taste of her own arousal salty on her tongue. Her mind was a storm. The pain in her ass was a vivid, throbbing brand. The humiliation of being corrected, of being reduced to a use a title, Sir, was a yoke around her neck. And yet, her body betrayed her completely. Her nipples were diamond-hard points, aching for touch. Her pussy was dripping, a hot, slick mess that she could feel coating her inner thighs. The submission was not just mental; it was a physical, chemical reaction.

Behind her, Marcus worked. She felt the blunt, insistent pressure of a single, lubed finger against her tight ring. She tensed, her whole body going rigid. “Breathe, Natalia,” Marcus commanded, his voice low right by her ear. “And relax. This is happening.”

She tried. She forced a shaky breath out, and as she did, he pushed. The finger breached her, a slow, inexorable invasion. The sensation was bizarre, unfamiliar, a stretching, burning fullness in a place never meant for it. He worked it in to the knuckle, then began to move it, curling and twisting gently inside her. The burn was intense, but as he scissored his finger, adding a second alongside the first, the stretch began to morph. The sharp pain mellowed into a deep, aching pressure. Her body, traitorously, began to adjust. To accept.

He pumped his fingers slowly, the slick sounds obscene in the quiet room. He was opening her, preparing her, with a methodical patience that was more intimidating than violence. Her asshole clenched and fluttered around the intruding digits, a reflexive spasm that drew a low, approving hum from Marcus.

“Good girl,” he murmured. “Taking my fingers so well. Such a tight little hole. It’s going to feel incredible around my cock.”

The crude promise, spoken in that cultured, authoritative tone, made her moan around Joseph’s shaft. Her hips gave a tiny, involuntary jerk, pushing back against Marcus’s hand. The movement was subtle, but he felt it.

“See?” he said, likely to Kane and Joseph. “She’s eager. Her body knows what it needs.”

He withdrew his fingers, leaving her feeling strangely empty and stretched. For a moment, there was only the sound of her sucking and the heavy anticipation. Then she felt it.

Not a finger this time. Something larger. Blunter. Infinitely more formidable.

The broad, slick head of Marcus’s cock pressed against her loosened, weeping entrance.

It was a different heat, a different density. It was the final, irrevocable threshold. Her breath froze in her lungs. Every muscle in her body clenched in instinctive, primal denial.

Marcus’s hands returned to her hips, his grip iron. “This is it, Natalia,” he said, his voice a dark, thrilling whisper. “You give this to me. You give me your virgin ass. Now, push back. Take the head.”

Tears streamed down her face, lost in the dark hair splayed across Joseph’s stomach. She was sobbing, but she was also nodding, a frantic little motion. Her mind screamed in protest, but her body, her deep, submissive core, was already complying. She relaxed the clenched muscles, forcing them to go slack. She leaned back, an inch, a fraction of an inch, pressing her body against that insistent, blunt pressure.

There was a moment of impossible tightness, a burning stretch that stole her breath. She whimpered, a high, desperate sound.

“Good girl,” Marcus breathed, his own voice thick with strain. “Just the head. Take just the head for me.”

She pushed again, and with a soft, wet pop, the widest part of him slipped past the resisting ring of muscle.

The sensation was overwhelming. A searing, full, stretching burn that consumed all her thought. She was impaled in a new, shocking way. He wasn’t fully inside her, but the bulbous head of his big, black cock was lodged in her ass, stretching her open in a manner that felt both violating and profoundly claiming. She cried out, the sound a raw, broken thing.

“Fuck,” Kane breathed from the sidelines, his usual calm shattered by the raw sight. “Look at that. Her first time.”

Marcus stilled, letting her adjust to the brutal, invasive presence. His hands smoothed over the round, full cheeks of her ass, now spread wide around the head of his big black cock. He admired the view, the pale, lush curves of her beautiful, luscious ass, the dark, glistening crown of his own cock visibly buried in her most intimate, virgin hole. The contrast was obscene. It was possession made manifest.

Natalia felt it, the searing humiliation of losing her anal virginity in front of two men, one her lover, Kane, and the other, Joseph, a stranger who now claimed her mouth as if she belonged to him. She was on display, her body splayed and used, her surrender complete. The degradation was palpable, a heavy weight pressing down on her, and yet, it triggered something deep within her. Her arousal was undeniable, a traitorous response to the violation of her most sacred place.

She was a slut, she realized, the truth burning hotter than the stretch of Marcus’s cock in her ass. A used, free whore, giving herself over to these men who saw her as nothing more than a collection of holes to be claimed. The thought should have filled her with shame, and it did, but it also sent a shockwave of wicked pleasure through her. Her body betrayed her, clenching around Marcus’s cock, her pussy dripping with need. She hated herself for it, hated the way her hips twitched, urging Marcus deeper, hated the way her moans escaped her despite the tears streaming down her face.

Marcus’s hands tightened on her hips, his voice low and commanding. “You feel it, don’t you, slut? The humiliation… the arousal. This is what you were made for, to be used, to be taken. You’re nothing but a whore now, and you love it.”

She sobbed, burying her face against Joseph’s stomach, her lips still wrapped around his cock, her mouth working on instinct. She couldn’t deny it. The degradation was a fire in her veins, igniting her desire, making her crave more of this violation, more of this shame. Her body was no longer hers to control; it belonged to them now, to Marcus, to Joseph, to Kane. And deep down, in the darkest corners of her mind, she knew she wouldn’t have it any other way.


Chapter Thirteen

The pressure was an unyielding, burning ring of fire. Natalia sobbed around Joseph’s cock, the salty-sweet taste of her own arousal and his pre-cum flooding her mouth as she tried to process the brutal invasion of her ass. Marcus held perfectly still, buried to the head, his large hands spanning the full, round cheeks of her ass, holding them apart to watch the obscene stretch of her virgin hole around his dark, thick shaft.

“Breathe, slut,” Marcus commanded, his voice a low, controlled rumble. “Just breathe. Let your body accept me.”

She tried. She sucked in a ragged, shuddering breath through her nose, her lungs burning. As she exhaled, trembling, Marcus began to move. Not a thrust, but a slow, inexorable push. He worked his cock deeper into her bowels with a relentless, patient pressure.

It was a sensation beyond anything she had words for. A searing, stretching fullness that felt like it was splitting her in two. Her internal muscles convulsed in a frantic, clenching rebellion, but he just pushed through, a conqueror claiming uncharted territory. She felt every inch, every ridge of him as he sank deeper, the burn a constant, white-hot accompaniment.

Then, with a final, deep grind, he was fully seated. His hips met the full, lush curves of her ass with a soft, definitive slap. His large, heavy balls pressed snugly against her soaked, swollen pussy lips, a dual sensation of violation and crude intimacy. He was buried to the hilt in her tightest channel, his cock a thick, branding iron in her bowels.

Natalia whimpered, a high, broken sound muffled by Joseph’s flesh. Tears streamed down her face.

“Good girl,” Marcus purred, his thumbs stroking the heated skin of her ass where he’d spanked her. “You took it all. Every last inch. Your virgin ass is mine now.”

The claim, spoken with such possessive certainty, sent a shocking bolt of pure, dark arousal straight to her already-dripping cunt. She was impaled in both ends, used utterly, and the degradation of it was a narcotic.

“Now,” Marcus said, his tone shifting to one of dark promise. “Let’s see if we can make this tight little arse come.”

He pulled back, a slow, dragging withdrawal that made her gasp at the strange, full sensation of his cock moving inside her. Then he pushed forward again, a smooth, deep stroke that rubbed against something deep inside her that made her eyes fly wide open.

Oh God.

He began to fuck her. A steady, rhythmic piston of his hips. Each stroke was a deliberate conquest, a deep, grinding penetration that pushed the air from her lungs. The initial burn began to transmute, melting into a deep, aching pressure that blossomed into something else, a raw, primal stimulation that echoed through her entire pelvis. The slap of his balls against her wet pussy lips was a lewd, wet counter-rhythm to the thrusts.

“Force her mouth down, Joseph,” Marcus grunted, his composure fraying into raw, dominant hunger. “Make her take you deep while I ruin her ass.”

Joseph’s hands, which had been gently guiding her head, fisted in her long brunette hair. He pulled her down firmly, forcing his thick, black cock deeper into her throat. She gagged, tears springing anew, her throat working convulsively around him as Marcus drove into her from behind. The dual penetration was overwhelming, a total sensory overload. She was a vessel, being filled and used in every possible way.

The sounds were filthy. The wet, rhythmic slap of skin on skin from behind. The choked, guttural gagging from her mouth. The slick, squelching sounds of her well-fucked pussy, so close to the action. Kane’s low, appreciative curses from the sidelines.

“Look at her take it,” Kane breathed, his voice thick with arousal. “Her ass is swallowing you, Marcus. And her throat… fuck, she’s trying to deepthroat him.”

Marcus’s pace increased. His thrusts became harder, deeper, each one jolting her entire body forward onto Joseph’s cock. The deep, grinding friction inside her rectum was lighting up nerves she never knew existed. A strange, coiling tension began to build low in her belly, different from a clitoral orgasm, deeper, more diffuse, more dangerous.

“She’s tightening up,” Marcus growled, his voice strained with effort. “Her little asshole is clutching my cock like a vice. I think she’s close.”

The words ignited her. The humiliation of being analysed, of her body’s traitorous responses being broadcast, fused with the brutal, penetrating pleasure. The coil tightened, a spring wound to its breaking point. Her moans were continuous now, a desperate, muffled litany against Joseph’s shaft. Her hips began to move, meeting Marcus’s thrusts with a weak, eager push back, wanting more of that devastating friction.

“That’s it,” Joseph encouraged, his own hips bucking gently up into her mouth. “Take it, you anal whore. Come on your Sir’s cock.”

The crude permission shattered her last resistance. The orgasm didn’t crest; it erupted from that deep, violated place. It was a convulsive, full-body explosion that had nothing to do with her clit and everything to do with the thick cock pistoning in her ass. Her rectum clenched and fluttered wildly around Marcus’s length, a rapid, milking spasm that drew a roar from him. Her back arched violently, her body bowing between the two men. A raw, screaming sob was torn from her throat around Joseph’s flesh as waves of intense, shocking pleasure-radiating-from-pain racked her. Her vision whited out. Her cunt gushed, a hot flood of arousal soaking her thighs and Marcus’s balls.

Marcus drove into her through the climax, prolonging the convulsions until she was a shuddering, sobbing wreck, held up only by Joseph’s cock in her mouth and Marcus’s hands on her hips.

He finally stilled, buried deep, both of them panting. Slowly, he withdrew from her ass, the slick, stretched feeling of emptiness almost as shocking as the penetration had been. She collapsed forward, her face falling into Joseph’s lap, her body trembling uncontrollably.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of heavy breathing. Then, Marcus’s voice, calm and satisfied once more, cut through the haze.

“Excellent,” he said. She heard the soft sound of him stepping back. Then, his words, spoken to the other men, dark and full of intent.

“Let’s make this slut air tight.”


Chapter Fourteen

Marcus’s hands were large and sure beneath her, scooping under her trembling thighs and around her back. He lifted her from the floor with an effortless, possessive strength that made her feel both tiny and utterly precious. Her body was a limp, compliant weight, still shuddering with the aftershocks of her anal climax, her mind a foggy, submissive haze. The cool air brushed her skin as he carried her the few feet to where Joseph now lay on his back on the polished floor.

He lowered her, a careful, deliberate descent, until her soaked, swollen pussy lips hovered just above Joseph’s rigid, waiting cock. Joseph’s hands came up to grasp her hips, his fingers digging into the soft, lush flesh. His gaze was dark, hungry, utterly focused on her face.

“Now, my brother,” Marcus said, his voice a rich, commanding baritone that vibrated through Natalia’s very bones. “You get to fuck this slut’s tight little pussy.”

Slowly, with Marcus guiding her, Natalia slid her pussy down.

The sensation was a revelation. After the searing, stretching violation of her ass, this was a familiar, welcoming heat, but magnified a thousandfold by her heightened, oversensitive state. Joseph’s cock was long and thick, a demanding presence that filled her in a way that felt shockingly right. She was so wet, so open, that she took him in one smooth, slick glide until her ass rested on his hips, his full length buried inside her. A ragged, blissful sigh escaped her lips.

She was boneless. Weightless. A vessel of pure sensation. Her large, heavy breasts swayed with the motion, her nipples hard, aching pebbles. Her head lolled back, her long brunette hair trailing down her spine. She was full, exquisitely, perfectly full in her cunt, the deep throb of her freshly used ass a lewd, contrasting echo.

Then she felt him.

Kane. Moving behind her with that silent, predatory grace. She felt his hands, younger, leaner than Marcus’s, slide over the full, rounded cheeks of her ass. One hand smoothed over the hot, stretched skin of her anus, still slick with lube and her own juices. He positioned himself, the blunt, insistent head of his cock pressing against that same tender, gaping entrance.

“Oh, God,” she whimpered, the words a breathy plea.

With a single, relentless push, Kane sheathed himself in her ass.

The cry that tore from her throat was one of pure, overwhelmed ecstasy. She was stuffed. Stretched to an impossible degree. Joseph’s thick cock filled her pussy, a deep, grinding presence. Kane’s, slightly thinner but no less demanding, reclaimed her rectum, the burning stretch now a familiar, brutal fullness that sparked lightning through her nerves. She was pinned between them, a beautiful, trembling sandwich of flesh and need.

Marcus’s hands, which had been supporting her, now framed her face. He tilted her head up. Her large hazel eyes, glazed with tears and pleasure, met his. He placed the broad, plum-shaped head against her parted, panting lips.

“Open,” he commanded, and it was the easiest thing she had ever done.

She took him into her mouth, the weight and taste of him another layer of violation and completion. He wasn’t thrusting. He was letting her worship, letting her tongue lap at his slit, tasting the salt of his pre-cum as the other two men began to move.

It started slowly. A deep, rolling grind from Joseph beneath her, pushing up into her slick, clutching channel. A counterthrust from Kane behind, burying himself to the hilt in her tight, hot ass. The rhythm was uncoordinated at first, then fell into a devastating, synchronous harmony. They fucked her in opposite directions, a perfect, piston-like machine of which she was the central, moaning component.

Joseph’s cock dragged against her G-spot with every upward surge, sending shocks of pleasure so intense they bordered on pain. Kane’s strokes were shorter, harder, rubbing against the sensitive, swollen flesh of her rectal walls, the sensation a raw, primal echo of her first anal orgasm. And all the while, Marcus’s cock rested heavy on her tongue, her lips stretched around his girth, her throat working as she sucked and licked, desperate to please.

The sounds were obscene. The wet, rhythmic slap of skin on skin, the choked, guttural sounds she made around Marcus’s shaft, the low, approving grunts from the men. Her world narrowed to the three points of intense, penetrating sensation. Her hips moved of their own accord, meeting Joseph’s thrusts and pushing back onto Kane’s, trying to take them both deeper, harder.

“Look at her,” Marcus murmured, his hand stroking her hair. “Our perfect little slut. Taking two cocks like she was made for it. Her pussy’s dripping all over you, Joseph.”

“She’s clenching like a vice,” Joseph groaned, his hips snapping up harder. “Fuck, I’m not going to last.”

“Neither am I,” Kane gritted out, his pace increasing, his fingers digging into the soft flesh of her hips. “Her ass is too good. It’s milking me.”

The words, the crude commentary, pushed her higher. The coil in her belly, which had never fully unwound, wound itself tighter, tighter, a spring of pure, desperate need. Her moans became a continuous, vibrating hum around Marcus’s cock. Her body was no longer hers; it was a thing of pure function, designed to be fucked, to be used, to come.

It hit her suddenly, a cataclysm that erupted from the dual points of penetration and radiated out in blinding, white-hot waves. Her back arched violently, a strangled scream trapped in her throat by Marcus’s flesh. Her pussy convulsed around Joseph’s cock in rapid, fluttering spasms, a hot gush of fluid sealing around him.

That was all it took.

“Fucking Slut!” Joseph roared, his body locking as he drove up into her one final time. She felt the hot, pulsing jets of his cum erupting deep inside her womb, spurt after thick spurt filling her, claiming her. The sensation triggered Kane’s release. He slammed into her ass, buried himself to the root, and she felt the distinct, separate flood of his seed filling her bowels, a shocking, intimate heat.

The dual internal flooding pushed her orgasm into a second, even more violent peak. She thrashed between them, sobbing around Marcus’s cock.

Marcus watched her, his expression one of dark, profound satisfaction. He saw her eyes roll back, felt her throat constrict wildly. He pulled his cock from her mouth, gripping the base.

“Look at me, slut,” he ordered, his voice rough.

Her bleary, pleasure-destroyed eyes managed to focus on him. He stroked himself twice, his gaze locked with hers, and then a thick, pearly rope of his cum shot across her face, landing on her cheek and her parted, panting lips. Another followed, and another, painting her with his possession.

She didn’t move. Couldn’t move. Joseph’s cock, still semi-hard, was still buried in her well-fucked pussy, pulsing occasionally. Kane’s softened length was still seated in her sore, stretched, cum-filled ass. She was a used, spent, utterly claimed thing.

Marcus knelt before her. He gently used his thumb to gather his cum from her cheek and brought it to her lips. Obediently, instinctively, she opened her mouth and sucked his thumb clean, her tongue swirling around it.

“Good girl,” he whispered. “Now, clean me.”

He brought his softening cock to her lips again. Still impaled on the two other men, their seed leaking from her, Natalia leaned forward and began to lick him clean with slow, worshipful strokes of her tongue, tasting the salty, musky proof of her complete and total submission.


Chapter Fifteen

Marcus stepped back, a satisfied king surveying his thoroughly conquered kingdom. His voice, rich and authoritative, cut through the humid, sex-scented air. “Now clean my friend and your lover. Lick up every drop of their cum.”

Natalia felt Kane’s softening cock slip from her abused, reddened rear hole with a wet, sucking sound. The sudden emptiness was shocking, a void where there had been a brutal, claiming fullness. Before she could process it, she felt the warm, viscous flow. Kane’s seed, released deep in her bowels just moments before, now poured out of her, a thick, milky cascade that ran over her swollen pussy lips and dripped onto Joseph’s balls and groin below her. The sensation was one of ultimate degradation, her body was so thoroughly used it could not even contain their spendings. She heard Kane’s soft, approving hum as he watched his own cum mark his territory on the other man.

Her body moved on autopilot, guided by the deep, submissive wiring that had been hammered into her over the course of the evening. With trembling arms, she slowly, carefully lifted herself from Joseph’s softening cock. It slid from her well-fucked pussy with a lewd, slick noise, leaving her feeling hollow and used. She lowered herself down the length of his body, her large, heavy breasts brushing his stomach, until her face was level with his groin.

The sight was obscene. Joseph’s thick, heavy black cock, now soft, was glistening with a mixture of her juices and his own cum. His balls and the coarse hair of his groin were streaked and pooled with the evidence of both men’s possession, Kane’s cum from her ass, Joseph’s from her pussy. The musky, salty scent was overwhelming. It was the perfume of her complete surrender.

Her full, sexy lips parted. Her tongue, pink and agile, emerged. She began to clean.

She started with the head of his cock, licking it with long, languid strokes, like a cat grooming itself. She swirled her tongue around the broad crown, collecting the salty-sweet essence. She took the soft, heavy weight into her mouth, not to suckle, but to bathe it, her cheeks hollowing slightly as she worked her tongue along the underside. Every taste, every texture, was a brand on her psyche. This is what you are, the act screamed. A cum rag. A cleanup slut.

She moved lower, her nose nuzzling into his groin. She licked his balls clean, one at a time, taking each into the warm heat of her mouth briefly to soothe them with her tongue. She cleaned the crease of his thigh, the coarse hair, lapping up every sticky, cooling drop. She was meticulous, worshipful in her debasement. A soft, broken moan escaped her as she worked, a sound of shame, of exhaustion, but also of a dark, twisted pride. She was fulfilling her function perfectly.

When Joseph was clean, a hand, familiar and possessive, cupped her chin. Kane. He gently lifted her face. His own cock, now soft, was slick and glistening from its time inside her. He guided her mouth to it.

“Clean your me, Natalia,” he said softly, but the command was absolute.

She obeyed. She licked him clean with the same devoted attention, her tongue tracing the veins of his shaft, collecting the mixed fluids there. She tasted herself, and Joseph, and him. It was a cocktail of her night’s service. When she finished, she rested her forehead against his thigh, panting softly, utterly spent.

Marcus’s laugh was a dark, rich sound of pure amusement. “Look at the slut,” he said, his voice carrying to the other men. “Even after this evening’s luxurious meal, the slut is still eager to lick up every drop of cum.” He turned to Kane, clapping a hand on his shoulder. “Total slut! You’ve trained her so well.”

The praise, directed at Kane for her debasement, sent a final, weak thrill through her exhausted body. She was a well-trained pet. A successful project. The humiliation was a warm blanket, smothering the last embers of the woman she used to be.

She didn’t move from the floor. She couldn’t. Her limbs were liquid, her muscles spent. She heard the clink of glass as Joseph, now refreshed, poured out another three fingers of amber whiskey for Marcus, for Kane, and for himself. The sounds of civilized men, resuming their conversation as if they hadn’t just shared and destroyed a woman between them.

Natalia lay on the thick pile rug, a discarded, beautiful toy. The cool wool was a rough contrast to her overheated skin. Her legs splayed open, utterly unconcerned with modesty. From between her thighs, a slow, steady trickle of cum leaked onto the rug, Joseph’s from her pussy, Kane’s from her ass, a mingled proof of her “air-tight” use. Her full, round ass was sore, the skin of her cheeks still warm from spanking and the relentless grip of hands. Her breasts ached, her nipples tender peaks. Her mind was a blissful, submissive blank.

She was sated. Physically, she was wrecked, filled and emptied and used in every conceivable way. The brutal, penetrating pleasure had been answered, leaving behind a deep, bone-melting exhaustion.

But as she lay there, listening to the low murmur of male voices and the clink of ice in glass, a different need began to whisper. It was a quiet, hollow ache beneath the physical satisfaction. The attention, the relentless focus, the purpose of the last hour was gone. She was an object that had served its function and was now set aside. The silence around her was a void. Her body, so thoroughly attended to, now felt… unattended. The deep, claiming fullness was replaced by a different kind of emptiness—one that yearned not for cock, but for command. For the structure of obedience. For the certainty of being owned and used.

After the meal, Joseph had been attentive, charming, genuinely interested in her thoughts and her work, asking questions and listening carefully to her answers. But now the dynamic had shifted again. The three men spoke to each other in low, relaxed voices, discussing business, property, people she had never heard of, decisions and opportunities that seemed to exist in a world far removed from lecture theatres and university committees. She lay quietly, aware that the attention had moved away from her for the moment. No one ignored her deliberately, but she was no longer the focus of conversation; she was simply there, part of the room, part of the evening, part of the arrangement. She realised slowly that this, too, was part of the experience; she was now just a naked body to be viewed like a beautiful sculpture.. And strangely, that quiet understanding settled over her more deeply than any direct command had done.

She was sated, but she was not complete. She rested, but she was waiting. The proper attention from a man, it seemed, was not a finite thing. It was a state of being. And as she lay leaking their cum on the rug, she realized with a shock of clarity that she was already craving its return.


Epilogue

Monday morning arrived with a strange sense of unreality.

Natalia stood behind the lectern, the familiar wood beneath her hands, the projection screen glowing softly behind her, rows of students sitting in front of her with notebooks open and laptops humming quietly. The lecture theatre smelled faintly of coffee and damp coats, the ordinary scent of university life, and for a moment it felt impossible that only two days earlier she had been somewhere else entirely, in a different world, living a different version of herself.

She spoke clearly, calmly, her voice measured and professional as she explained the morning’s topic, moving through the slides with practiced ease. To anyone watching, she was exactly what she had always been; Dr. Natalia Greco, lecturer in psychology, intelligent, composed, confident, completely in control of her classroom.

But inside, her thoughts were elsewhere.

They drifted back to the restaurant, the long slow dinner, the way Joseph had watched her across the table, the way Marcus had spoken as if everything had already been decided, the way Kane had sat beside her, calm and confident, as if presenting her to a world she had never known existed.

Then the apartment.
The lights of the river.
The leather sofas.
The whisky glasses.
The way she had stood while the three men sat and looked at her.

And then everything that had followed.

What stayed with her most was not even the intensity of the night itself, but what had happened afterwards. The way they had simply gone back to talking, to business, to their lives, while she lay there on the rug, exhausted and silent and no longer the centre of anything. She had been the focus of their attention, their desire, their control, and then she had been… set aside. No longer needed. No longer required.

Used.
And then ignored.

She should have felt angry.
She should have felt humiliated.
She should have felt ashamed.

Instead, she had felt something else entirely.

She had felt empty.
And she had realised, lying there listening to them talk, that she did not want to be ignored. She did not want to be left on the floor while they discussed business and property and deals and decisions.

She wanted their attention back.
She wanted their approval.
She wanted to be called, told, used again.

The realisation had frightened her at the time, but standing now at the lectern, looking out across the room, she could no longer pretend she didn’t understand what was happening to her.

Her eyes moved across the students automatically as she spoke, and then she saw him.

Second row.
Exactly where he always sat.

Kane.

He looked up at her, calm, attentive, relaxed, as if he were simply another student listening to a lecture. Anyone watching would see nothing unusual. Just a student and a lecturer. Nothing more.

But when their eyes met, even for a second, she felt it immediately; a small, electric reminder of everything that existed outside this room.

He knew what she had done that weekend.
He knew where she had been.
He knew what she had become.

And more importantly, she knew that he knew she wanted more.

Her voice never faltered as she continued the lecture, explaining theory, giving examples, answering a question from a student in the front row. Outwardly, she was composed, professional, controlled.

Inside, however, her thoughts were already drifting forward.

To Kane.
To Marcus.
To Joseph.
To the next dinner.
To the next instruction.
To the next time she would be called and expected to go.

She realised, standing there in front of her students, that something fundamental had shifted inside her.

She no longer feared what they were doing to her.
She no longer told herself it would stop.
She no longer pretended she was still in control.

She understood now.

She had been taken into their world.
She had been used.
She had been set aside.
And instead of running from it, she had spent the entire weekend wanting to go back.

She looked down briefly at her notes, then back up at the room, continuing the lecture in the same calm, confident voice.

But deep down, beneath the lecturer, beneath the professional woman, beneath the life she had built for herself, another truth had settled quietly into place.

She did not belong entirely to herself anymore.

And the most dangerous part of all was this:

She wasn’t sure she wanted to.


Book Four Teaser

One night changed everything.
But it was never going to stop there.

Natalia had crossed too many lines now to pretend she could go back to the woman she had been before Kane followed her home that first night. Each step had felt like an accident at the time, a moment, a decision, a weakness, a curiosity. But now, looking back, she could see the pattern clearly.

Kane had never rushed her.
Marcus had never forced her.
Joseph had never demanded anything she had not ultimately agreed to give.

That was the most frightening part of all.

Everything had happened because she had said yes.
Or because she had not said no.
Or because she had wanted to see what would happen next.

And now there was always a next.

She had been dominated.
She had been exposed.
She had been humiliated.
She had been shared.
She had been used.
She had been ignored.

And instead of breaking her, it had changed her.

Because the truth was no longer something she could hide from herself; the humiliation excited her, the loss of control excited her, the feeling of being watched, judged, positioned, and used excited her in a way that her old life never had.

But Kane and Marcus were not finished with her.
Not even close.

They had tested her in private.
They had tested her in public.
They had tested her with risk, with exposure, with obedience, with shame, with pleasure and with power.

Book Four would not be about whether she would submit.

That question had already been answered.

The question now was how far they would take her.
How far she would allow herself to go.
How much of her old life she was willing to risk.
How much of her identity she was willing to surrender.
How deeply she was willing to belong to them.

Because Kane did not want a secret lover anymore.
Marcus did not want a hidden affair.
And the world they were slowly bringing her into was not one where things were hidden.

It was a world where power was displayed.
Where control was understood without being spoken.
Where people were positioned, used, rewarded, and discarded.

And Natalia was beginning to understand what her place in that world might be.

She had already been their secret.
Then she had been their toy.
Then she had been their shared possession.

But in Book Four, she would discover something far more dangerous than humiliation or exposure.

She would discover what it meant to belong to powerful men who did not share power with anyone.

And by the time she understood how far they intended to take her, she might already be too deep to walk away.

Because the most dangerous part of Natalia’s story was never what they made her do.

It was that, somewhere along the way, she had started to want it.
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