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Taboo Story of Candy the Office Tease

By Emma Sluttily


Disclaimer

This is a work of fiction intended for adults only. All characters depicted are 18 years of age or older. The events, names, and settings are products of the author’s imagination and are not based on any real persons, places, or situations.

This book contains explicit sexual content, graphic language, and taboo scenarios. It is written for readers who actively seek out and enjoy such material. If you are offended by themes of power exchange, humiliation, multiple partners, or interracial sex, this book is not for you.

By continuing, you confirm that you are legally permitted to read and purchase erotic material in your region.

Content Note

This novel explores:

	Humiliation, spanking, and group use 

	Multiple partners, including airtight (triple penetration) 

	Rough sex, messy creampies, and cum play 

	Interracial themes 

	Consensual but extreme BDSM-style dynamics 



⚠️ All sexual activity is consensual fantasy roleplay. Though the characters may appear reluctant at times, they explicitly choose to participate and enjoy their submission.

Reader discretion is strongly advised.


Chapter One

Gianna Moretti sprawled across the sun-lounger like a cat in heat, her skin glowing under the relentless July sun. The garden was silent except for the soft buzz of bees and the occasional hum of a lawnmower further down the street. Her bikini, the tiniest one she owned, bright red with triangles of fabric that barely contained her breasts, cut sharp lines into her golden olive skin.

She arched her back, lifting her arms above her head, and let out a long, lazy sigh. The stretch made her breasts push against the thin strings until she thought one might spill free, and her hips shifted so the thin strip of her bottoms slid deeper between her cheeks. She smiled to herself; eyes closed behind her sunglasses. She knew exactly how she looked.

Both her sisters were off somewhere exotic, Mykonos, maybe, or Barcelona. Their group chats were full of selfies with cocktails and bronzed boys. Her parents were working double shifts, coming home late and too tired to care what she did. Which left Gianna alone, bored, and restless in the house. All her friends had long summer vacations. She had only the garden and the sun.

Well, the garden, the sun… and whoever might happen to look.

Her neighbour on the left was in his forties, a married man with two small kids. The hedge wasn’t tall enough to hide her completely, not if he happened to pass by his kitchen window. The older couple on the right had adult grandsons who visited sometimes, she’d noticed one of them, maybe twenty-one, staring a little too long when she’d gone out to put the bins away last week in nothing but a tank top and shorts.

Gianna licked her lips, feeling the dry heat, but part of her liked imagining someone’s eyes on her. Liked the idea that while her sisters were flaunting themselves on beaches abroad, she could cause just as much of a stir right here in her own back garden.

She rolled onto her stomach, propping herself up on her elbows, breasts pressing into the lounger as her ass arched up. The bikini bottoms rode higher, revealing the full round curve of her ass cheeks. She pulled her curls over one shoulder, letting them cascade like a dark waterfall down her side.

Out of the corner of her eye, she thought she saw a flicker of movement, a curtain twitch, the shadow of someone at a window.

Her lips curved in a slow smile.

Let them look.

Gianna let herself sink into the heat, half-drifting, when the faint sound of a bell cut through the quiet. She didn’t stir. Her parents had warned her often enough about ignoring deliveries, but it was far too hot to move.

The ringing stopped, then started again. Still, she didn’t shift. Eventually it went silent. She smiled, smug in her little rebellion, until the crunch of footsteps on the gravel path made her lift her head.

A man’s voice, deep and unfamiliar, called, “Hello? Anyone in?”

Gianna slid her sunglasses down her nose and turned toward the garden gate. A tall black man stood there, maybe late twenties, broad-shouldered in his courier polo shirt, the sun glinting off the beads of sweat along his temples.

“Oh,” she said lazily, stretching her arms over her head before standing. The bikini top strained as she arched, her breasts rising, her belly taut. She knew exactly what the movement did.

The man’s eyes flicked down before he caught himself, but not quickly enough.

Gianna padded barefoot across the grass, hips swaying. She didn’t even think about grabbing a towel; why should she? Unlocking the gate, she let it swing open and stood there in nothing but little red scraps of fabric barely covering anything.

The courier’s gaze faltered, then roamed, sliding over the swell of her breasts, the curve of her hips, the generous roundness of her ass outlined perfectly by the thin strap of her bottoms. Behind her sunglasses, Gianna’s eyes sparkled.

“Delivery for Moretti?” he asked, his voice suddenly rough.

She nodded and held out her hand. He placed the small cardboard packet in her palm, his knuckles brushing her skin.

Gianna tilted her head, turned the box over, and with a sly little smile said, “Ooh! Must be the extra tiny bikini I ordered.”

She looked up then, straight through the dark lenses of her shades, waiting to see if he would flinch, blush, or grin.

The courier froze for a second, the corner of his mouth twitching as if he couldn’t decide whether to laugh or stare harder. Gianna held his gaze, deliberately tilting her hips, letting the sun catch the smooth curve of her thigh.

“Enjoy the rest of your day,” he muttered, stepping back a little too quickly, eyes betraying him one last time before he turned down the path.

Gianna smirked as she pushed the gate closed. She carried the packet inside, bare feet slapping against the kitchen tiles, then bounded up the stairs two at a time.

In her bedroom she tore the cardboard strip and tipped the contents onto her bed. Out spilled a wisp of fabric so tiny she laughed out loud. A bikini, if it could be called that, no more than thin strings and scraps of glossy black material. The triangle cups looked barely big enough to cover her nipples, and the bottoms were nothing, but a strip of fabric designed to disappear between her cheeks.

Her lips parted, heat rising in her belly. She held the pieces up against herself in the mirror, imagining the looks they would get in the garden, at the pool, in front of the neighbours.

She set them on her dresser, running her fingertips over the soft fabric. First things first. She wanted to feel fresh, glowing, perfect when she tried this on.

With that thought she tugged the straps of her red bikini down, letting it slide to the floor. Naked, curvy, her breasts swaying as she walked, Gianna padded toward the bathroom, already grinning at the thought of slipping into the smallest bikini she had ever owned.

Steam curled through the bathroom as Gianna twisted the shower knob. She stepped beneath the spray, closing her eyes as the hot water rolled over her olive skin, tracing every curve, every dip and swell of her body. Her curls darkened, clinging in wet spirals down her back. She soaped her breasts slowly, cupping them in her palms, lifting and squeezing until suds spilled down her belly and over her hips.

She turned, letting the water stream over her ass. Even she had to admit, she loved her shape. Full, heart-shaped, firm enough to bounce, wide enough to catch stares. She gave one cheek a playful slap, laughing to herself as the sound echoed in the tiles.

Rinsing off, she stepped out, droplets racing down the lines of her thighs as she reached for a towel. She didn’t bother drying fully, just rubbed her hair roughly and left her skin glistening, knowing it would make the bikini cling even tighter.

Back in her bedroom, she picked up the black scraps from her dresser. The top was barely there, two triangles of fabric joined by thin strings. She slipped it on, the cups straining, the undersides of her breasts spilling free, so every deep breath threatened to show more. She tied it tight behind her neck, feeling the pull lift her cleavage high and round.

Then the bottoms, if they could be called that. Surely, bottoms, should cover a bottom, she smiled to herself, these don’t. She slid the strip of fabric up over her thighs, tugging the string around her hips. The front barely covered her nether lips, little more than a whisper, the back nothing but a thin strap disappearing into the divide of her round ass cheeks.

She turned in the mirror, biting her lip. The bikini didn’t just reveal her body, it announced it. The swell of her breasts, the curve of her hips, the perfect bounce of her ass, all on display.

Gianna tilted her sunglasses back onto her face, even though she was indoors, and smiled at her reflection.

Tomorrow, she thought, stretching her arms above her head so her breasts threatened to slip free, she’d give the neighbourhood a show they would never forget.

Gianna turned one last time in the mirror, admiring the scandalous little bikini clinging to her curves, then sighed. A glance at her phone made her groan; 5:15. She’d promised to babysit at six.

Her lips curled in a wicked smile. The dad she was babysitting for was hot. Broad shoulders, easy smile, the kind of man who looked like he could lift her with one hand if he wanted to. Tonight, she decided, she’d give him a reason to remember her.

She rifled through her drawer and found the bright red thong she kept for “special occasions.” Tugging it on, she let the thin waistband ride high over her hips, knowing full well the straps would peek above whatever shorts she wore. Next came the tiniest cut-off denim shorts in her wardrobe, frayed at the bottom, riding so low she had to shimmy them into place over her ass. Half a cheek peeked out each time she moved. Perfect.

For her top, she chose a white T-shirt so tight it clung to every curve of her breasts. She didn’t bother with a bra. The cool cotton dragged across her nipples as she pulled it down, the faint outlines visible if anyone looked closely enough.

Satisfied, Gianna slipped on her trainers, tousled her curls around her shoulders, and swiped on a little lip gloss. She looked one more time in the mirror, a sweet babysitter at first glance, but anyone with eyes would see more.

By six sharp she was knocking on the Johnsons’ door.

Marcus opened it. He filled the frame, tall and solid in a black shirt and slacks, his skin gleaming as if he’d just showered. His wife, Marcia, appeared behind him, elegant in a dark dress, fastening an earring as she smiled.

“Gianna, thanks so much for coming on short notice,” Marcia said warmly. “The twins are in their pyjamas already, story time’s at eight. We’ll be back before ten.”

Gianna stepped inside, her hips swaying, the waistband of her thong flashing red above her shorts as she bent to unlace her trainers. Through her sunglasses, she caught the subtle flick of Marcus’s eyes, quick, almost hidden, but there.

She straightened, her breasts pressing against the thin cotton of her T-shirt and gave him her sweetest smile.

“Don’t worry,” she said. “I’ll take good care of them.”

By nine-thirty the twins were tucked up and snoring, their bedroom light switched off, the night-light humming softly in the corner. Gianna padded back to the living room and collapsed onto the Johnsons’ big sofa. She flicked aimlessly through channels until she landed on some trashy reality dating show, not really watching, more enjoying the excuse to stretch out and sink into the cushions.

She lay on her stomach, propped on her elbows, the remote dangling from her hand. The cut-off shorts rode up higher and higher until most of her ass cheeks peeked free, the thin red straps of her thong arched above the denim. Every time she shifted, the fabric tugged deeper between her cheeks.

When the front door clicked open just before ten, she stayed where she was, feigning focus on the glowing screen.

Marcia’s heels clicked on the hardwood first, then Marcus’s heavier steps followed behind. “Thanks again, Gianna, you’re a lifesaver,” Marcia said warmly, setting her bag down on the table.

“No problem,” Gianna murmured, glancing back with a smile. She shifted, deliberately arching her hips as she pushed herself up, knowing full well Marcus had the perfect angle from where he stood.

He gave a small nod, voice steady. “We’ll walk you back across.”

Gianna tilted her head. “Oh, you don’t have to. It’s literally across the road. This neighbourhood’s safe.”

“Still,” Marcus said firmly, picking up his keys. “I’ll see you to your door.”

She bit back a smile, slipping her feet into her trainers again. As they stepped out into the warm night air, she stole a sideways glance at him. Tall, solid, his presence filled the quiet street.

At her doorstep, she turned, lips glossy in the porch light. “Thanks, Mr. Johnson.”

His eyes flicked, just once, to the flash of her thong as she shifted her weight on the step. Then he cleared his throat. “Goodnight, Gianna.”

She slipped inside, closing the door softly behind her, her heart beating faster than she wanted to admit.


Chapter Two

Gianna checked herself in the mirror before heading out. White crop top, thin enough that the outline of her breasts showed when the light hit just right. Denim shorts, frayed at the hem, riding high. No bra. A little gloss, a spritz of perfume at her throat. She tugged the red thong higher, so the straps flashed above the waistband. Perfect.

The Johnsons’ twins were waiting in the doorway, all giggles and energy until Marcia herded them back inside. “Thanks again, Gianna,” she said warmly, fastening her earrings. “We won’t be late.”

Marcus appeared behind her, tall in a dark shirt, that same presence he carried without trying. His eyes met Gianna’s just long enough to make her stomach dip before he looked away. “They’re already fed,” he said simply. “Bedtime by eight.”

“Yes, Mr. Johnson,” Gianna said, sweetly, like butter wouldn’t melt.

By nine, the house was quiet. The twins asleep, the night settled. Gianna curled onto the sofa, flicking through channels, arching her back just enough to feel the denim shorts tug high. Her crop top had ridden up, a strip of belly showing, the curve of one breast almost slipping free. She didn’t fix it.

At ten sharp the door opened. Marcia’s laughter drifted in first, then Marcus’s lower tone. Gianna stayed where she was, stretched on her stomach, head propped in her hand, the TV washing her in soft light.

“Thanks again,” Marcia said, sweeping into the hall. “We had a lovely evening.” She disappeared upstairs, heels tapping away.

Marcus came into the living room. For a moment, the only sound was the show murmuring on-screen. Gianna shifted deliberately, hiking her hips, the red thong straps flashing above her shorts.

“Everything alright?” he asked at last, voice steady, unreadable.

“Perfect,” she murmured, glancing up through her lashes. “They’re angels.”

He nodded. No lingering stare, no nervous laugh, none of the flustered weakness she’d come to expect. He just looked at her, once, fully, like he was taking in her whole body and filing it away, and then reached for his keys.

“I’ll walk you across,” he said.

“It’s just over the road.” Her smile curled, testing.

“Still.” His tone left no room for argument.

She followed him out into the warm night, the street quiet, lamps buzzing softly. At her door, she turned, biting her lip, letting her top slip a fraction lower. “Goodnight, Mr. Johnson.”

His eyes flicked once, deliberately this time, over the line of her shorts, the gleam of her thighs. Then he met her gaze, steady as stone. “Goodnight, Gianna.”

She followed him out into the warm night, the street quiet, lamps buzzing softly. At her door, she turned, biting her lip, letting her top slip a fraction lower.

“Goodnight, Mr. Johnson.”

Then, with a little laugh like she’d just remembered something, she stepped back, turned half away, and bent at the waist to undo the laces of her trainers. The denim shorts rode up immediately, cutting high, baring the swell of her full, round cheeks. The thin red straps of her thong arched above the waistband, flashing under the porch light. She tugged at one knot, then the other, moving slowly, deliberately, as though tying a shoe required concentration.

The silence behind her felt heavy. She could almost feel his eyes on her. Her pulse raced, heat blooming low in her belly, even as she fought to keep her movements casual.

Straightening at last, she slipped off the trainers, scooped them up, and turned back toward him. “Thanks again for walking me over,” she said, voice soft, lips curved in a knowing smile.

Marcus’s gaze met hers, calm, steady, unreadable. He gave the smallest nod. “Goodnight, Gianna.”

And then he was gone, striding back across the street, leaving her standing in her doorway barefoot, breath shallow, heart pounding with frustration and something far more dangerous: want.


Chapter Three

Gianna had always pegged Mr. Harris as the cocky type. Mid-forties, sharp jawline, the kind of man who lived at the gym and knew every angle of his body under a vest. He’d flash that winning grin at the school gates, roll up in his SUV with the music a little too loud, always laughing, always sure of himself. Married, of course. They all were.

It was a blistering Saturday when she saw him unloading crates from the back of his car. Sweat gleamed along his biceps, vest clinging to his chest. He didn’t notice her at first, standing barefoot in her driveway in cut-off denim shorts and a cropped yellow tee tied high under her breasts. She tugged the knot tighter, smoothed her curls over her shoulders, and padded across the street.

“Need a hand?” she called, pitching her voice light, teasing.

His head came up. For half a second his eyes ran over her legs, the strip of belly, the swell of her breasts beneath the thin cotton. Then the grin appeared, confident and easy. “You don’t want to haul this stuff,” he said, flexing as he hefted a crate of sparkling water like it was nothing. “You’ll break a nail.”

Gianna laughed, low and warm. “Try me.” She reached straight for another crate, squatting low. The shorts rode up, thong straps flashing scarlet against her tanned skin. She caught the flicker in his eyes before he looked away. She lifted the crate smoothly, setting it on her hip. “See? Easy.”

Inside, she set it on the counter and leaned back against it, brushing a curl from her damp forehead. Harris followed, dropping his own crate with a thud. “Guess I underestimated you,” he said, grin widening.

“You’d be surprised,” Gianna murmured, tugging open a bottle of water from the pack, taking a long sip before pressing the chilled plastic to her throat with a sigh.

He chuckled, leaning one arm on the counter, body angled toward hers. “Your parents know you’re this helpful?” His eyes lingered, not bothering to hide it now.

“Probably not,” she said, tilting her head, lips curving.

Another trip out, another excuse to bend into the boot. She stretched further than she needed to, denim cutting tight against her curves. When she straightened with a sack of oranges in her arms, Harris was already watching. He cleared his throat, tried for casual. “So, what are you doing this summer?”

“Babysitting. Sunbathing.” She smiled, letting her eyes flick briefly down his chest before back to his face. “Keeping busy.”

He laughed, a short confident sound. “Looks like it.”

Back in the kitchen, she dropped onto a stool, crossing her legs slowly, shorts pulling higher. He set down the last bag, then came to lean on the counter beside her. His arm brushed hers, deliberate this time. His hand dropped lightly to her thigh, a casual touch that wasn’t casual at all.

Gianna stilled. For a moment she let him feel the warm firmness of her skin under his palm. His thumb flexed, just once, pressing lightly into the muscle.

She turned her head toward him, smile lingering but her eyes sharper now. Slowly, deliberately, she slid his hand back down until it rested on the wooden seat instead. “Careful,” she murmured, sweet as sugar.

Harris held her gaze, his grin still there, though tighter now. “You like to play dangerous, huh?”

Gianna’s lips curved. “Maybe.”

He chuckled again, but this time it came out a little rough. He pushed away from the counter, busying himself with unpacking the oranges. His shoulders were still squared, but she could tell, she’d gotten under his skin.

Another little victory. Another man tilted off balance. And all she’d had to do was let him touch, then remind him who was really in control.

The last of the groceries were stacked away, the kitchen still warm from the heat outside. Harris leaned against the counter, arms folded, that grin playing at his lips. “I’ll give it to you, Gianna. You carried that crate easy. Do you work out?”

She shrugged, twisting the cap off a bottle of water. “I keep fit.” She took a sip, eyes on him over the rim.

“Yeah?” His grin widened. “Bet you can’t match me in a press-up challenge.”

Gianna tilted her head, feigning innocence. “Press-ups?”

“Push-ups. Come on, let’s see what you’ve got.” He clapped his hands once, then peeled his vest over his head in a single smooth motion. His chest and shoulders gleamed under the kitchen light, muscles cut from years of gym hours, veins tracing his arms. He dropped to the floor easily, smirking at her.

“Count them,” he said.

Gianna slid onto a stool, crossing her legs, pretending to look bored. “Alright.”

He pumped them out fast, smooth and practiced, his body a machine. “Forty-five… forty-six…” she counted, letting her voice dip low. “Forty-seven… forty-eight… forty-nine… fifty.”

He popped back up, barely winded, chest heaving just enough to show off. “Your turn.”

Gianna pushed away from the stool, stretching her arms overhead so her crop tee rode higher and higher. For a second, the underside of her breasts came into view, taut against the thin cotton. She tugged it up an inch more, teasing, watching his eyes snap down to follow. Then she dropped it quickly, lips curving. “Probably best not. Not yet anyway.”

She dropped to her hands and knees on the tiles, arching her back deliberately before straightening her spine. “But I’ll give you twenty.”

And she did. Quick, clean, perfect form, though on her knees, the sway of her hips and the bounce of her chest made it look anything but modest. She paused at twenty, panting just enough to draw attention. “Guess you win.” She sat back on her heels, brushing hair from her damp forehead. “Shame we didn’t agree a prize.”

Harris leaned on the counter, watching her with that same grin, though it looked tighter now, less sure.

Gianna winked, rising smoothly to her feet. “Next time.”

She padded toward the door, hips swaying under the frayed hem of her shorts. Crossing the street back to her house, she didn’t look back but she knew he was watching, every step.

Another little thrill. Another notch in her summer game.

But in the back of her mind, one thought lingered: Marcus Johnson wouldn’t grin and stammer. He wouldn’t let her win.

And that thought made her pulse quicken in a way even the cocky Mr. Harris couldn’t touch.


Chapter Four

The Davies’ house always felt like a library. Quiet, cool, everything in its proper place. Mr. Davies, fifty and a little greying at the temples, had the kind of presence that came from years of keeping things steady. Gianna knew his wife was at book club that evening. He’d greeted her politely, thanked her for coming, and then disappeared into his study with the promise of “just a few emails.”

By eight, the children were asleep. By half-past, Gianna had claimed the sofa, curling up in one of her favourite oversized shirts, the kind that fell low on one shoulder and skimmed her thighs, hiding her tiny shorts beneath. She flipped idly through channels, stretching her legs across the cushions until her toes pointed toward the armrest.

Keys clacked from the study. Then silence. Then the quiet clink of glass. When Mr. Davies appeared in the doorway, a glass of wine in hand, his eyes paused a little too long on the sight of her sprawled across the sofa. He cleared his throat. “Everything alright?”

“Perfect,” Gianna said sweetly, tucking her hair behind one ear. The shirt slipped lower at the collarbone, exposing a smooth line of skin. She tugged it back into place, pretending to be shy.

He hovered in the doorway, polite to a fault. “Would you like…?” He lifted the glass, then shook his head. “Never mind.”

Gianna smiled, tilting her head. “I’m fine. But thank you.”

He lingered a moment, then nodded and moved to sit at the armchair across from her. He tried to focus on the TV, sipping his wine slowly, but every few moments his gaze flicked, at the curve of her calves, at the bare skin of her shoulder, at the hem of the shirt that had ridden just high enough to reveal the line of her shorts beneath.

Gianna shifted deliberately, stretching her arms above her head until the shirt lifted, the underside of her breasts pressing against the thin fabric. She let out a long, lazy sigh, feigning a yawn.

When she glanced back, Mr. Davies was staring into his glass as if it held all the answers in the world.

“You’re very quiet tonight,” she teased gently.

He looked up, startled, then offered a tight smile. “Just tired. Long day.”

Gianna curled her legs beneath her, turning toward him so the shirt slipped off her shoulder again. She held his gaze for a beat too long, then let the smile soften. “Well, you should relax.”

He nodded, shifting in his chair. “Yes. Of course.”

The rest of the evening passed in polite silence. But Gianna saw the way his eyes kept flicking, the faint flush on his cheeks when she adjusted her shirt, the careful way he excused himself at nine-thirty, muttering something about checking on his emails again.

She smirked to herself as the door to his study clicked shut. Another little victory. The quiet ones were always the easiest to rattle.


Chapter Five

The sun was merciless that afternoon, a heavy golden blanket draped over the quiet street. Gianna sprawled on her lounger in the back garden, glistening with tanning oil. Today she’d chosen the micro bikini, glossy black, two triangles straining to cover her nipples, strings biting into her hips. The bottoms were barely a strip of fabric vanishing between her cheeks. Every breath, every stretch threatened to make the whole thing indecent.

She loved it. Loved the way her breasts spilled over the edges of the tiny cups, that didn’t even cover the underside of her full breasts, loved the glimpse of thong strap biting high on her waist, loved the glow of her olive skin against the dark fabric. She lay back, curls spilling over the cushion, sunglasses shading her eyes, listening to the lazy hum of bees.

Then came the thud of a ball against turf. Laughter. Voices — male, young.

The grandsons.

Gianna sat up, curious. She could just see over the hedge, the two of them kicking a football back and forth in their grandparents’ garden. Both early twenties, home from uni for the weekend. One tall and lean, the other more compact but broad across the chest.

Boredom sparked into mischief. She stood, tugged her bikini top higher across her breasts, and leaned on the hedge. “Mind if I join in?” she called, voice lilting, playful.

They both froze, the ball rolling past unnoticed. Their eyes locked on her, on the tiny black triangles straining across her chest. One of them stammered, “Uh….sure, yeah…..of course.”

Gianna grinned, biting back a laugh. She reached for the tiny denim booty shorts she’d tossed beside the lounger, wriggling into them. They were a size too small, cut so high they barely covered the lower curve of her ass. Perfect. She slipped into her flip-flops and wandered around to their gate, hips swaying with every step.

On the lawn, she bounced the ball off her thigh, laughing when it skittered away. “Haven’t played in ages,” she said, hair sticking to the sweat at her temples.

“Here….like this,” the taller one said, showing her a simple dribble. She mimicked him, shorts tugging tighter, breasts bouncing in the tiny top. Both boys laughed nervously, glancing at each other as if unsure how to deal with her presence.

The ball rolled free, and she darted after it. One of them tackled gently, reaching out to block. Gianna stumbled, losing her footing, and fell backward onto the grass with a soft thud.

She laughed, propping herself up on her elbows, until she noticed their faces. Both of them had gone still, eyes locked, mouths parted.

Gianna frowned, confused, then followed their gaze down.

Her bikini top had slipped completely, the tiny triangles askew, both breasts spilled free under the blazing sun.

Heat flooded her cheeks, but she didn’t rush. Slowly, deliberately, she pulled the flimsy fabric back into place, tugging the strings tight across her chest.

When she looked up again, both young men were still staring, but not at her face. Their shorts left little to the imagination. The outlines were clear, the effect undeniable.

Gianna’s lips parted in a slow smile. “Probably not the best top for football,” she teased, her voice soft but carrying.

The taller one cleared his throat, muttered something about a drink, and jogged toward the house. The shorter one stayed rooted, eyes wide, unable to look away.

Gianna rose gracefully, brushing grass from her thighs. “Thanks for the game, boys,” she said, winking as she sauntered back toward the gate. Her hips swayed, the booty shorts cutting high, her top still precarious over her breasts.

Back in her garden, she collapsed onto her lounger, laughing breathlessly. The thrill hummed through her. She hadn’t meant to expose herself like that. Not really.

But now she knew exactly what even a glimpse of her body could do.


Chapter Six

Gianna drifted back into her house still buzzing, skin prickling as if the sun hadn’t been enough. Her heart hadn’t quite slowed. She could still see it, the way both boys had frozen, eyes wide, mouths parted, staring openly at her breasts. The heat in their faces. The undeniable bulge in their shorts.

It had been an accident, a slip of her tiny top, but the memory of it made her thighs press together as she climbed the stairs. She closed her bedroom door, peeled the denim shorts down her hips, tossed the bikini top aside. Naked, flushed, she padded to the bathroom.

The shower hissed to life, steam rising. She stepped beneath the spray, tilting her face up to the hot rush, letting it cascade over her shoulders, down her breasts, along the curve of her stomach. Water streamed between her thighs; over the smooth mound she always kept shaved.

Her hand followed the path, fingers parting her folds easily. She pressed her palm flat against herself, a gasp spilling from her lips as her hips rocked forward. The image came back instantly: the shock on their faces, their shorts straining tight, their hungry eyes glued to her chest.

Gianna bit her lip, rubbing small circles with her fingers, arching under the water. The thrill built quickly, a coil winding tighter in her belly. She imagined their eyes on her now, imagined what they were thinking, what they wanted to do but didn’t dare.

Her knees bent, back pressing to the cool tile, hand moving faster. The heat spread, rushed, broke. She came with a shiver, a soft cry muffled under the hiss of the water.

Breathless, she leaned her head back, water pouring over her flushed skin, her hand slipping away. A laugh bubbled out of her chest, low, satisfied, incredulous at herself.

It was the first time she’d gone this far, the first time the teasing had gone tot eh point of her showing her breasts She felt both guilty and giddy, clean and dirty all at once.

Wrapping herself in a towel, Gianna padded back to her bedroom, collapsing onto the bed still damp, her pulse finally easing. She’d only meant to play a game.

But the boys had stared like she was something more. And she liked it. Too much.


Chapter Seven

Gianna sprawled across her bed; the damp towel spread beneath her. Drops of water still clung to her skin, catching in the curls between her breasts, sliding down her thighs. She lay naked, curls damp around her face, her body warm and restless.

She closed her eyes. Images flickered, one after another.

Mr. Clark, hovering awkwardly in the kitchen doorway, stealing glances he thought she didn’t notice. His hand trembling around the glass, his polite voice fraying. There was something about making a serious man stumble that thrilled her.

Then Harris, cocky, broad, stripping his shirt off with that easy arrogance. His grin, his hand bold on her thigh, the heat of his palm before she slid it away. She imagined not moving it this time, imagined his strength pressing her down.

Mr. Davies came next. Older, careful, his eyes betraying what his mouth refused. She remembered the way he stared into his wineglass, cheeks flushed, trying to pretend he wasn’t looking. She imagined coaxing him out of that control, peeling back the calm until he couldn’t hold it anymore.

And then the grandsons. Young, flustered, the shock on their faces when her breasts spilled free. The straining bulges in their shorts, proof of exactly what they’d felt. She imagined them frozen again, but this time stepping closer, too close.

This time, in her mind, they didn’t just stare.

They stepped closer, fumbling at their waistbands, the sound of zippers rasping loud in her ears. Shorts tugged down, boxers shoved aside, and then they were bared for her; two thick, eager cocks springing free, flushed and stiff, veins pulsing as they jutted toward her face. Slick at the tips already, heavy balls swinging beneath, the kind of cocks that looked desperate to be touched, to be sucked.

Her pussy clenched hard around her fingers.

She pictured herself leaning up on her elbows, hair spilling down, breasts bouncing with the movement. She’d gasp, pretend to be shocked, maybe even cover her mouth with a hand, but her eyes would give her away, wide and hungry as they flicked from one cock to the other.

And then, slowly, she’d reach out. One hand for each shaft. The heat, the weight of them in her palms, the way both grandsons would groan at once as her fingers curled around their lengths.

She moaned aloud, circling her clit faster.

In her fantasy, she slid off the lounger to her knees, her tits jiggling, lips parting as the two swollen heads brushed against her cheeks. She’d tease them first, kissing one tip, then the other, smearing pre-cum across her lips until she looked a mess. And then she’d open wide, taking one thick cock into her mouth, sucking, drooling, while the other slapped against her cheek, impatient for its turn.

The thought of it, of kneeling between them, full of their cocks, their hands in her hair, their groans above her, sent her tumbling.

Next time she caught the grandsons staring… she wasn’t so sure she’d bother covering herself at all.

Gianna’s fingers slid lower, teasing through her folds, already slick with want. She gasped softly, circling her clit before pressing deeper, sinking two fingers inside. Her hips rocked against her hand, thighs parting wider.

She thought of Marcus last, tall, composed, unmoved while every other man had stumbled. His calm eyes, his deep voice, the way he insisted on walking her home. She imagined him finally breaking, gripping her hips, taking what she’d been dangling in front of him.

The heat surged, her fingers pumping faster, thumb rubbing tight circles. Fantasies tangled and blurred: Clark’s nerves, Harris’s confidence, Davies’s restraint, the boys’ raw arousal, Marcus’s power. She imagined them all, one after another, touching her, taking her, using her.

The coil snapped. Pleasure tore through her, fierce and unstoppable. She arched against the towel, legs trembling, a cry escaping her lips as the orgasm rolled over her in waves.

Panting, she fell back against the sheets, fingers slipping free. Her body hummed, chest heaving, thighs sticky. She laughed softly, shaking her head. She’d only meant to tease. That was the game.

But the fantasies were too strong now. She didn’t just want to be looked at anymore.

She wanted to be taken.


Chapter Eight

Gianna had thought long about what to wear tonight. Not the casual shorts or oversized shirt she’d worn for others. Not the flimsy summer dress that could be excused as comfort. Tonight was a test. Tonight, she wanted to see if Marcus Johnson would finally crack.

She chose her favourite red thong, the one with thin straps that cut high over her hips. Over it, a pleated black mini skirt so short it barely skimmed the crease of her ass when she stood. On top, just a plain white T-shirt, tight enough to hug the swell of her breasts, thin enough to leave nothing to the imagination and of course, no bra.

By nine, the twins were asleep. By ten, the show she’d put on for herself was arranged perfectly: Gianna sprawled face down on the Johnsons’ sofa, cheek on her folded arms, TV humming quietly in the background. The skirt had ridden up with her position, baring half of her full, round ass. Her thighs rested slightly apart, the scarlet thong stretching taut across the soft lips of her pussy, leaving a swollen outline beneath the thin fabric.

The front door clicked open. Footsteps.

“Evening,” Marcus’s voice rumbled from the hall. Calm. Deep.

Gianna didn’t stir. She turned her head lazily, curls spilling across her cheek, and gave him a bright, cheery smile over her shoulder. “Hi, Mr. Johnson.”

For a moment, the silence pressed. She felt his gaze, heavy, deliberate, sliding over her body, not nervous, not rushed, but seeing everything. Her pulse kicked, her skin tingling with the delicious risk of it.

Still, he didn’t step closer. Didn’t clear his throat, didn’t fumble like the others.

“Everything go alright with the twins?” he asked finally, his voice steady.

“Perfect angels,” she said sweetly, lips curving. She stretched her arms above her head, the movement pushing her breasts against the thin cotton of her tee, the skirt riding higher, the red thong taut.

His silence stretched again. She swore she felt the heat of his eyes burning over her ass, her thighs, the teasing glimpse of red fabric taut against the lips of her bald pussy.

And yet when he spoke, his voice was calm as stone. “Alright. I’ll walk you across when you’re ready.”

Gianna bit her lip, hiding her grin in the cushion. He’d seen. He couldn’t not have seen. But still he held the line. Still, he wouldn’t play.

And that only made her want him more.

Marcus didn’t move at first. Gianna heard the quiet shuffle of him setting down his keys, the faint click of the front door being locked behind him. Then silence.

She lay perfectly still, heart hammering, the TV forgotten. She felt him there in the room, not looking away, not rushing to fill the quiet. The other men would have babbled, fumbled, excused themselves. Marcus did none of that.

Finally, she heard his steps, slow, deliberate, crossing the hardwood until he stood just behind the sofa. Close enough that she felt his shadow fall over her bare legs.

Her thighs tingled with awareness. She shifted minutely, letting the skirt ride another inch, the red strap of her thong pulling tight between the cheeks of her round ass.

He didn’t speak. Didn’t move. Just stood there, the weight of his presence pressing down on her like a hand at her back.

Gianna’s breath came shallow. She forced herself to look up over her shoulder again, giving him that same bright, cheery smile, though it trembled at the edges now. “Long night?” she asked, voice softer than she intended.

“Not as long as yours,” he said evenly. “Lying here all evening. Comfortable?”

The words sent a jolt through her. Simple. Harmless on the surface. But his tone made her squirm, made her press her thighs together.

“Mm-hm.” She stretched again, letting her breasts flatten against the cushion, the thong tug tighter between her lips. “Very comfortable.”

For a long moment, he simply looked. Gianna could feel it, the deliberate way his gaze moved over her, taking in everything, leaving her raw under the weight of it.

Then, at last, he stepped back. The air seemed to release with him.

“Come on,” he said, voice calm, clipped. “I’ll walk you over.”

Gianna pushed herself up slowly, tugging her skirt down just enough to look innocent, though her cheeks still glowed. She slipped on her shoes, heart racing, and followed him out into the night.

At her door he paused, waiting as she dug for her keys. She could feel him behind her again, close, steady, immovable.

“Goodnight, Gianna,” he said when she turned, his eyes holding hers with a weight that made her breath hitch.

“Goodnight, Mr. Johnson,” she whispered, softer than she meant to.

She slipped inside, closing the door with trembling fingers.

This time she knew it: he’d seen everything. He’d lingered, watched, measured. And the restraint only made her want him more.


Chapter Nine

It was Friday evening, and Gianna had agreed to sit for the Harris kids. They were easy, a movie, some popcorn, bed by nine. By ten, the house was quiet, and Gianna was stretched across their sofa scrolling her phone, bare legs kicking idly in the air. Tonight, she’d chosen a soft grey mini skirt and a cropped black vest, thin enough to make the swell of her breasts obvious with every breath.

The door opened at half past, Harris stepping inside in his gym gear, still flushed from a late session. He grinned when he saw her. “Evening, champ,” he teased, tossing his keys onto the counter. “Behaved yourself?”

“Always,” Gianna said sweetly, tilting her head.

He grabbed a bottle of water from the fridge, downing half in a single pull, then leaned against the counter with that same easy swagger. “You know, I’ve been thinking about our little challenge last time.”

“Push-up rematch?”

Gianna arched a brow, sliding her phone aside. “You’re that desperate to lose again?”

She perched cross-legged on the sofa, chin propped in her hand, watching as he kicked off his sneakers, tugged his shirt over his head, and tossed it aside. His torso gleamed in the lamplight, every muscle cut and flexed. Then he dropped to the carpet and banged out push-ups like a machine. At fifty he popped up, chest heaving, flashing her that grin again. “Beat that.”

Her gaze drifted over him, the taut flex of his shoulders, the sheen of sweat across his chest, the way every muscle rippled as though cut from stone. He really was hot, hotter than she wanted to admit. But what thrilled her most was how often his eyes darted back to her. She wanted that attention, wanted to be the reason his grin slipped, the reason his cocky bravado cracked.

She shifted slightly, tugging her skirt down as she crossed her legs higher, knowing the hem barely covered her thighs. If he looked close enough, he’d catch a glimpse of the silky edge of her panties. Her cheeks warmed at the thought, but she kept her smirk.

“Not bad,” she drawled, tilting her head. “But don’t get cocky. I could beat you easy.”

Her hand slid to the hem of her vest, tugging at it with a cheeky smile. “Maybe I should strip mine off too,” she teased.

Harris’s grin faltered, his eyes fixed on her hands, his breath catching.

Gianna loved it, loved watching his swagger crack. She tugged the vest just high enough to flash the underside of her breasts, then let it drop back with a laugh, curling her legs tighter under her skirt. “Not tonight.”

He smirked, shaking his head as if unfazed. “Thought so. Big talk, but you’d chicken out.”

Gianna’s smile sharpened. “Chicken out? Please.” She rose to her feet, her skirt riding high over her thighs. “You want equal footing? Fine. You went shirtless. I’m in bikini panties under here.” She hooked her thumb at the waistband, cocking a brow. “So, I’ll take this off for my set.”

Harris’s eyes widened as she unzipped the side. The soft grey skirt slid down her legs and pooled at her ankles, baring the tiniest strip of red panties clinging to her hips, riding deep between the cheeks of her ass.

She stepped free and dropped smoothly to the carpet. “Count ’em,” she said brightly, bracing on her hands.

Her ass arched high, her panties pulling tight with every push-up, the thin strip disappearing between her cheeks. Her breasts swayed under the cropped vest, nipples pressing against the thin fabric. Harris tried to look relaxed, arms folded but his eyes never left her.

Gianna finished her set, pushed up with a flip of her curls, and smirked. “See? Not a chicken. Just better motivation than you.”

Harris chuckled, covering the hunger in his eyes with a cocky grin. “Not bad. But usually, the loser gives up a prize. Don’t I get something for letting you show off?”

Gianna sat back on her heels, glanced down at her little red panties, and gave him a sly smile. “I think you already got a pretty good prize,” she said sweetly. “Front-row view of my ass in these.”

His jaw tightened.

She bent, scooped up her skirt, and tugged it back up over her hips with a deliberate wiggle, zipping it back into place. “But that’s all you’re getting tonight.”

The frustration in his eyes was exactly the reaction she’d wanted.

She padded back to the sofa, curling cross-legged again, smoothing her skirt across her thighs. Harris muttered something under his breath and reached for his water, pretending not to stare.

Gianna hid her grin. God, she loved it. Loved knowing she could crack his cocky shell. Loved knowing she could make him hungry, then deny him.

But as she leaned back, thighs pressed tight under the skirt, her belly fluttered. She wondered, just for a wicked second, what it would feel like if she’d actually given him the prize he wanted.


Chapter Ten

The sun was blazing, and Gianna had chosen her tiniest bikini for the afternoon, if it could be called that. The glossy scraps were little more than triangles and strings: two small pieces barely covering her nipples, which were two hard points, another vanishing between her cheeks. She’d untied the back straps, lying face down on her lounger, letting the sun bronze every inch of her skin.

From over the hedge came laughter, the thud of a ball against grass. The grandsons, early twenties, home from uni for the weekend, were messing around in their grandparents’ garden. Gianna smirked, propping her chin on her hand.

She raised her voice just enough to carry. “Hey, boys, do me a favour? Can one of you come and put some sunscreen on my back? Can’t reach it myself.”

The garden went silent, then a scramble. The gate clicked, footsteps quick on the gravel. Both appeared, slightly breathless, jostling each other like eager schoolboys.

“I’ll do it,” the taller one said quickly.

“No way, I’m better at this,” the other shot back.

Gianna laughed, delighted at their eagerness. She rolled onto her side, letting the bikini shift dangerously, one breast almost spilling free before she adjusted it lazily. “Tell you what, one of you take my left side, the other my right. Problem solved.”

They exchanged a look, then both crouched one on either side. She stretched back onto her lounger, resting her head on her folded arms, back bare and glistening.

The first touch made her shiver, cool lotion, warm hands, tentative strokes down her shoulders. Their fingers trembled, skimming along the smooth line of her spine. “Relax,” Gianna teased, her voice muffled in the cushion. “You’re not going to break me. Go a little firmer to make sure you really smooth the cream in.”

She reached back, caught one wrist, and pressed it firmer against her skin. “Like this. Properly.”

The boy swallowed hard, obeying, his hand sliding more deliberately across her back. The other mirrored him, working down over her ribs, fingertips grazing the edge of her bikini.

“Mmm, much better,” Gianna murmured.

When they finished her back, she wriggled a little, parting her thighs just enough as she glanced back over her shoulder with a sly smile. “Don’t stop now. Do my legs.”

As their hands worked higher, massaging the lotion into the soft flesh of her upper thighs, their fingers skimmed dangerously close to the tiny strip of fabric clinging to her mound. Gianna’s breath caught, could they feel the heat there, the wet ache building just beneath the bikini’s tight stretch over her bald little pussy? She swore her own arousal was radiating out to meet their touch.

Then it happened, one of them, bolder than the other, let his finger graze the edge of the fabric “by mistake.” The light brush sent a sharp shiver up her spine. Her thighs clenched, but she didn’t close them. She let out a little sigh, burying her smile against her arm, as though she hadn’t noticed.

The boys froze, their hands hovering, the silence thick with what they’d just done.

“Keep going,” Gianna murmured lazily, tilting her hips just a fraction as if to settle more comfortably on the lounger. “Don’t stop now.”

Their palms slid again, hesitant but firmer, lotion glistening under the sun. Both of them were breathing harder, their movements stilted, almost trembling.

Gianna’s heart fluttered with wicked delight. She’d felt the slip of a finger on her bikini; knew they were desperate to touch more. And God help her; she wanted it too; the heat pooling between her legs made it almost unbearable.

The boys’ hands slowed, hovering close to the tiny strip of fabric, their fingers trembling with the nearness. Gianna could feel them holding their breath, afraid to go further but desperate not to stop.

She let the silence stretch, lips curving in a secret smile behind her sunglasses. Then she broke it with a lazy murmur, voice lilting and playful:

“Alright, that’s enough there… do my bum.”

Both boys startled, then glanced at each other, their faces flushing hot. Gianna wiggled her hips slightly, the little triangles of her bikini straining, her round ass gleaming under the sun.

Hesitantly, their palms slid lower, smoothing over the soft curves of her cheeks, rubbing the lotion across skin already glowing. She sighed contentedly, arching just a little, as though she were giving them easier access.

Their hands moved in slow circles, growing firmer, bolder, as they worked the lotion in. Fingers pressed, spread, kneaded. Gianna bit her lip, her body alive with the heat of their touch, her pussy throbbing where the thin fabric disappeared between her cheeks.

She thought of their faces when her breasts had spilled free the other day, of the strain in their shorts. If their bulges had been that obvious then, what would they look like now, with their hands rubbing her ass in the sun?

Gianna exhaled a soft, teasing sigh, and let them keep going. “You boys are very thorough,” she teased, her voice low. “Thanks for helping out.”

When she finally sat up, she didn’t rush. Her fingers fussed lazily with the thin strings, taking just a little longer than she needed. For the briefest moment, the tiny triangles slipped, her nipples flashing bare before she tugged the cups back into place. Then she pulled the strings tight, tying them firmly behind her neck.

“Everything tied up nice and tight now,” she said sweetly, a sly smile curving her lips. “Shame, huh?”

The boys froze, eyes darting anywhere but her chest, but Gianna followed their gaze, deliberately letting her eyes drop to the front of their shorts. Both were straining, the heavy outlines of their cocks all too obvious.

She lingered there just long enough to make it clear she’d noticed, then slowly looked back up. Their faces were flushed crimson, their mouths opening as if to speak but no words coming out.

Gianna gave them a big, knowing smile, the kind that made her sunglasses seem almost unnecessary. “Mm,” she hummed softly, as if pleased with herself.

They looked utterly undone, and exactly how she liked them.

Gianna slid her sunglasses up into her curls and stretched like a cat, breasts pushing against the tiny triangles. Then she rose to her feet with a lazy grace, tugging the grey towel off her lounger and draping it over her arm.

“Thanks, boys,” she said lightly, as if they’d only done her the smallest of favours.

She turned toward her open patio doors, hips swaying, her ass undulating with each step. The thin strip of fabric between her cheeks did little to hide her curves, and she could feel their eyes burning holes into her skin.

At the threshold she paused, glancing back over her shoulder with a wicked smile. “Maybe tomorrow,” she murmured, voice teasing, “if the sun’s just as hot.”

Their jaws practically dropped.

And then she was gone, slipping through the doors and padding toward the stairs, already picturing the shower, the water cascading down her flushed skin, her fingers working the ache between her thighs that the boys’ hands and stares had stoked into a fire.


Chapter Eleven

The hot spray beat down on her shoulders, rinsing away the lotion, but it did nothing to cool her. Gianna braced her hands against the tiles, water streaming down her curves, her skin still tingling where their hands had lingered.

She closed her eyes, remembering the way their fingers had skimmed the edge of her bikini, the hesitant press of lotion high on her thighs, the accidental brush that had made her shiver. The look on their faces when her nipples had flashed, the way their shorts had bulged so obviously, she could still see it, still feel it.

Her hand drifted lower, circling the aching heat between her legs.

She wondered if they were back in their grandparents’ bathroom right now, just as desperate, stroking themselves to the thought of her. She pictured them standing side by side, cocks hard and swollen in their fists, their eyes squeezed shut as they replayed every curve of her ass, every glimpse of her breasts.

The image made her gasp, her hips rocking against her fingers. What would it be like to watch that, to see their strong hands pumping, hear the groans she’d caused spilling from their lips? To know that it was her body, her teasing, driving them to it?

Her pussy clenched hard around her fingers, her breath coming quicker. She moaned into the steam, tilting her hips, imagining one of them spilling across her breasts, the other thick and throbbing against her lips.

The orgasm hit sharp and fast, her body bucking, thighs trembling under the spray. She bit down on a whimper, shuddering as her juices mixed with the hot water.

When it passed, she slumped against the tiles, panting, her skin flushed and sensitive. Slowly, she rinsed herself clean, but the ache in her belly remained.

Even when she slipped into bed, towel-dry and naked, she couldn’t shake the thought of the boys, and what it might be like to catch them in the act next time.




Chapter Twelve

Friday afternoon, the sun was high, and the street dozed in its summer haze. Gianna was sprawled on her lounger in the back garden, oil glistening on her skin, her black micro bikini nothing but strings and triangles. She lay on her stomach, straps untied, the swell of her ass golden and bare.

The creak of the gate caught her attention. She looked up, and there was Marcus Johnson, tall and solid in a dark polo shirt, his shadow long across the grass.

“Afternoon, Gianna,” he said, voice calm as ever.

She reached behind to tie the strings of her little bikini, rolled onto her side, breasts straining against the thin fabric, curls spilling over her shoulder. “Hi, Mr. Johnson.”

He didn’t comment on her outfit. Didn’t look away, either. “I’m having a few of the guys over tomorrow night. Poker night. My wife’s taken the kids to her parents for the weekend.”

Gianna pushed her sunglasses down her nose, smiling. “Poker night, huh?”

“Yeah. We’ll need someone to serve drinks, keep the table clear so we can focus on the game. Thought you might be interested. Earn a bob or two?”

Gianna propped herself up on one elbow, legs crossed at the ankle, her thong slipping deeper between her cheeks. A room full of men, all eyes on her? She bit her lip, feigning hesitation, though she was already tingling. “Sounds fun. When should I come over?”

“Eight,” Marcus said. His eyes held hers, steady, unreadable. “Be ready.”

He turned and left without another word, the gate clicking softly behind him.

Gianna lay back, heart racing, a grin curving her lips. A poker night. A house full of middle-aged men. What better stage for her teasing than that?


Chapter Thirteen

Saturday afternoon, Gianna stood in front of her mirror, wardrobe flung open, the floor littered with options. She’d been buzzing since Marcus’s visit, imagining the men gathered around the table, stiff and serious with their cards, while she floated between them, bending, reaching, teasing.

She tugged a red thong from her drawer, slipping it up her hips, the straps cutting high to show off every curve. Over it she tried on her shortest skirt, black, pleated, barely grazing the crease of her ass. Perfect for when she bent over the table.

Then a top. She pulled on a white cropped tee, tight enough to cling to the swell of her breasts, thin enough to leave the outline of her nipples clear without a bra. She turned in the mirror, tugged it higher, then lower, grinning at her reflection.

She pictured Harris’s cocky grin slipping, Davies’s quiet composure cracking, the other men shifting in their chairs. And Marcus, watching it all, calm, steady, the one she wanted most to break.

Gianna spun once, the skirt flaring, her breasts bouncing under the thin cotton. She laughed, settling her curls over her shoulders.

Then she turned her back to the mirror, prancing a little, giving a playful wiggle of her hips before bending forward. She craned her neck to check the reflection, her cheeks warming at the sight.

“Oooo! Most of my ass on show,” she giggled, swatting at the hem as it rode high. “OMG! I’ll be flashing these men so much.” She bent lower, eyes widening at the view. “I can even see the tight little thong over my bald pussy, peeking! Ha ha! They’ll be having heart attacks!”

She gave her ass a cheeky shake, laughing at herself, but the heat in her belly made her linger, eyes roaming her own reflection with wicked delight. Reaching back, she gave one rounded cheek a playful smack, the sharp sting making her squeal softly.

“Maybe Marcus will spank me for being so naughty!” she sang under her breath, grinning at her reflection, her curls bouncing as she wiggled again.

“Oh, they’re not going to know what hit them,” she murmured to herself, licking a smear of gloss over her lips.


Chapter Fourteen

At exactly eight o’clock Gianna crossed the road, her skirt swishing around her thighs, her cropped white tee clinging to her curves. Her red thong straps flashed every time she moved, her lip gloss catching the porch light as she rang the bell.

The door opened almost immediately. Marcus stood there, tall, broad, filling the frame. He looked her up and down once, his expression unreadable, then gave the smallest nod. “Perfect.”

“Of course,” Gianna said brightly, stepping inside, her hips swaying with every step. She felt the heat of his gaze at her back as he closed the door.

The house smelled of aftershave and cigars. From the dining room came low laughter, the clink of glasses, the shuffle of cards. Marcus led her through, his hand firm at the small of her back.

The room was warm, lit by a low pendant lamp over the poker table. Five men sat around it, cards in hand, tumblers of whiskey sweating on the wood. Every head turned as Gianna entered, every eye catching on her bare legs, her breasts straining against her tight tee.

Marcus’s voice was steady, commanding as always. “Gentlemen, I know you all know our lovely Gianna. She’s kindly agreed to help out tonight.”

Harris leaned back in his chair, his grin immediate, eyes roaming her body without shame. “Well, aren’t we lucky.”

Davies cleared his throat, sitting straighter, his gaze flicking away too quickly, though not before Gianna caught it.

Mr. Clark offered her a nervous smile, trying for polite, though his knuckles were white around his cards.

Then Marcus gestured to two other men. “You know Peter Lawson,” he said, nodding to a stocky man in his late forties, sleeves rolled to his elbows, a gold watch glinting on his wrist. Peter gave her a slow once-over, lips twitching into a smirk.

“And David Shaw,” Marcus continued, indicating the leaner man beside him, early fifties, salt-and-pepper hair slicked back. David tipped his glass in her direction, his eyes sharp and amused.

“Almost all the neighbours,” Gianna said sweetly, flashing them all her brightest smile. She let her gaze linger a moment on each, enjoying how they shifted in their seats, how their expressions betrayed them.

Marcus pulled out a chair at the side of the room. “You can leave your bag here. There’s a tray for drinks by the sideboard. Just keep us topped up.”

Gianna set her small clutch down, tugged her skirt a little higher, and crossed to the sideboard. She poured fresh drinks, the hem riding high as she reached across, knowing every man at the table was watching.

This was exactly what she’d wanted: a room full of middle-aged men, all ripe for her games. She could already feel their eyes crawling over her, hear the quiet coughs, the muttered “thanks” as she handed out glasses.

This is perfect, Gianna thought, her lips twitching in a secret smile. A group of pervy middle-aged men I can tease with my hot eighteen-year-old body and twist them round my little finger. This will be such a fun evening!

Gianna smiled to herself. Tonight was going to be fun.


Chapter Fifteen

Gianna leaned across the table to pour Harris another whiskey, her skirt riding up scandalously high. She arched just a little too far, her round ass practically in his lap, the red thong cutting sharp across her cheeks.

The room went silent for a beat. Then crack.

Harris’s hand landed square on her ass with a loud, stinging slap.

Gianna squealed, stumbling forward, her eyes wide with shock. Her cheeks flushed crimson, half in embarrassment, half in anger. “Mr. Harris! You have no right……”

“Bout time someone did it,” Shaw muttered, shaking his head.

“Damn right,” Lawson said, smirking. “She’s been winding us up for weeks.”

Almost in unison, the men’s voices overlapped:
“Give her a good spanking, Harris.”
“Make her learn.”
“Teach the little tease a lesson.”

Gianna spun to face Harris, lips parted to scold him, but before she could speak, he grabbed her wrist and pulled her down over his lap. The table erupted in laughter and cheers as her skirt rucked up, exposing the full, ripe curve of her ass cheeks.

“Hey! Stop it! This is ridiculous!” she protested, kicking her legs, but Harris only pinned her tighter.

“You’ve been begging for this all summer,” Harris growled, his hand cracking down again. The sharp sound filled the room, Gianna crying out as heat bloomed across her skin.

“Harder!” Lawson called.
“Redden her up proper!” Shaw laughed.

Harris obliged, spanking her again and again until her cheeks glowed bright, Gianna squirming helplessly across his lap, her protests melting into breathless gasps.

Finally, he yanked at her skirt, sliding it off her hips in one rough motion, tossing it onto the floor. Gianna froze, humiliated, now clad only in her tiny red thong and her tight T in front of all of them.

“Your turn, Davies,” Harris said, delivering one last slap before shoving her upright and giving her a push toward the older man.

Gianna stumbled, then paused, breathing hard. All eyes were on her. Slowly, deliberately, she straightened, giving a playful little wiggle of her reddened ass as she walked across the room. The men roared with laughter, realising she was enjoying the attention far more than they’d expected.

When she reached Davies, she didn’t wait to be pulled. She leaned forward, lowering herself willingly over his lap, presenting her bare curves for her next spanking.

Davies hesitated only a moment before lifting his hand, the room erupting in cheers as the lesson continued.

Davies hesitated, face flushed, but the men jeered until he grabbed her arm and tugged her over his knees. Gianna whimpered as his palm came down, slower but firmer, each smack making her ass bounce, her skin burning hotter with every strike.

By the time Shaw and Lawson had taken their turns, her ass was scarlet, throbbing, the thin thong cutting into her tender skin. She was panting, hair wild, her face as red as her backside.

And then it was Marcus’s turn.

The big black man didn’t speak. He simply stood, took her wrist, and pulled her effortlessly over his lap. His hand was heavier than the rest, his strikes sharper, more controlled. Each crack made her squeal, her thighs trembling, her body betraying her.

When he paused, the room was quiet. Then Gianna stiffened as she felt his hand slip lower, cupping the heat between her thighs. His fingers pressed firmly against the thin fabric of her thong.

Marcus let out a low hum. “Well, gentlemen… looks like our little tease has been enjoying her lesson a little too much.”

Her breath caught, horror and arousal flooding her at once. She tried to twist away, but Marcus’s grip was iron. He hooked his finger under the thong and yanked it down in one swift motion, baring her completely to the table.

Gasps and laughter erupted around her.

Marcus dragged a thick finger through her folds, wetness slicking his touch. Gianna cried out, more from the shock of exposure than the sensation. He lifted his hand, holding it up for them all to see, his finger glistening.

“See?” His voice was calm, steady. “She loves it. She’s been showing off all summer, and now you know why.”

The men roared their approval, some laughing, some shaking their heads. Gianna buried her face in her hands, humiliated beyond belief, her bare ass blazing, her pussy wet and exposed to every eye in the room.

Marcus gave her one last stinging slap, then shoved her upright. “From now on, Gianna, you serve us like this. No skirt. No thong. You love to show it all off? Then show us properly.”

The room erupted in cheers, the men clapping and hooting as Gianna stood trembling, half-naked, her thighs glistening, her ass raw and red.

Her lip trembled, her body burned, and yet deep in her belly a hot, dangerous thrill curled tighter.

She picked up the tray with shaking hands. She straightened, turned to the table, and with only a little shake in her voice, “Gentlemen, another round of drinks?”




Chapter Sixteen

The room still buzzed with laughter and whiskey when Marcus pushed her upright, thong discarded on the floor. Gianna’s ass burned, her skin crimson and stinging, every inch of her body alive with humiliation. Her thighs glistened, wetness betraying her.

“From now on, you serve like this,” Marcus said evenly, his deep voice carrying over the table. “No skirt. No panties. You wanted attention? You’ve got it.”

The men jeered their approval, chips clattering as the next hand was dealt.

Gianna swallowed hard, cheeks flaming, but she bent to pick up the tray. The motion made her ass part, every inch of her bared to their stares. She heard Harris chuckle, Lawson mutter something under his breath.

She crossed to the sideboard, feeling the air on her bare skin, the sticky heat between her thighs. Pouring drinks was agony, every reach, every bend sent the men into fits, their eyes glued to the sway of her crimson ass and the glisten of her folds.

“Bring that whiskey here, sweetheart,” Shaw called, slapping his thigh as if she were a waitress in some smoky backroom.

Gianna obeyed, cheeks burning. As she leaned to set the glass down, his hand landed square on her ass, fingers squeezing. She gasped, more in shock than protest, but didn’t pull away.

“Good girl,” Shaw smirked, sliding the tumbler from her tray.

Around the table, the others laughed. Harris reached next, letting his hand drift up her thigh as she placed his drink, fingertips grazing the slick heat between her legs. Gianna squeaked, knees buckling, but she held the tray steady.

“You’re dripping, aren’t you?” Harris murmured low enough for only her to hear, grinning when her eyes darted away.

By the third round she’d stopped trying to hide it. She bent willingly, presenting herself, the sting of her spanked flesh mixing with the heat flooding her core. Every touch made her wetter, every squeeze sent sparks racing through her. She might have been humiliated, bent, spanked, groped in full view of men who are her neighbours, but she was also more alive than she’d ever felt.

Gianna realised the truth in that moment: if she wanted their attention, not just their stolen glances, but their hands, their heat, their use of her, she’d have to give herself the way they demanded. Not as the bratty little tease, but as their plaything, bare and obedient.

Marcus caught her eye as she placed a glass by his elbow. His gaze was steady, unreadable, the weight of it making her tremble. He didn’t touch her yet. He didn’t need to. She knew he was the one who’d decide how far her lesson went.

The men dealt the next hand, laughter filling the room again, Gianna padding barefoot between them, her ass scarlet, her pussy wet, her tray shaking in her hands.

She’d never wanted anything more.


Chapter Seventeen

The poker game was rolling along, chips clinking, the air thick with smoke and whiskey. Gianna padded between the chairs, bare from the waist down, ass still glowing red, breasts straining against her thin white tee. Every time she leaned, she heard the mutters, the low laughter, the scrape of chairs as men shifted uncomfortably in their trousers.

It was Harris who broke the lull. He slapped his palm on the table, grinning that cocky grin of his. “You know what? I reckon our little helper here owes me a rematch.”

Gianna tilted her head; tray balanced on one hand. “Rematch?”

“Press-ups,” Harris said, already pushing back his chair. “You remember last time. Fifty easy for me. You only managed twenty on your knees.”

The men chuckled, egging him on. “Go on, Harris.” “Let’s see it.”

Gianna laughed, tossing her curls. “Really? Right now?”

“Right now,” Harris said, stripping off his shirt, muscles flexing under the low light. “Winner takes bragging rights.”

The table cheered as he dropped to the floor, banging out push-up after push-up with practiced ease. Gianna crouched beside him, clapping mockingly. “Show-off.”

At fifty he popped back up, barely breaking a sweat. “Your turn.”

Gianna dropped to her knees, palms flat on the carpet. The cropped vest rode up with the movement, she was totally bare below. As she lowered herself into the first push-up, her full round ass lifted high, thighs spreading just enough to reveal the glistening pink of her pussy to every man watching.

They leaned forward, groaning softly, soaking in the sight of her curves swaying with every repetition. One of them even slipped his phone out under the table, filming the way her bare hips rocked, and her pussy winked wetly with each press of her arms.

She managed ten before her arms trembled, fifteen before she started to sag, and twenty before she collapsed onto the floor with a breathless laugh, hair spilling across her face. “Okay, okay — you win.” The room erupted in cheers and laughter. Harris stood over her, smirking down at her flushed face. “And what’s the forfeit, sweetheart?”

The men roared: “Strip her!” “She owes you now!” “Top off!”

Gianna sat back on her heels, cheeks blazing, hair falling in damp curls across her face. For a moment she looked shy, lips parted as if to protest. Then she smiled, slow, wicked, and crossed her arms over her chest.

“Well,” she said softly, “a deal’s a deal.”

With a flick of her wrists, she peeled the tight white tee up and over her head, baring her breasts completely, nipples taut under the warm light. The table fell silent for half a heartbeat, the beautiful girl now totally naked, then broke into whistles and applause.

Gianna laughed nervously, arms folding across herself for a second before dropping them again, letting every man drink her in. “Happy now?”

Harris grinned, sitting back down in his chair. “Not quite. A winner deserves more than just a look.”

The men jeered their agreement. “That’s right.” “Pay up proper.” “Show him.”

Gianna’s heart raced. She looked around the table at their hungry eyes, at Marcus watching her steadily from the far side, at Harris’s cocky grin. Her cheeks burned, but the heat between her thighs was fiercer still.

She crawled forward on her hands and knees, breasts swaying, until she knelt between Harris’s legs. She looked up at him through her lashes, lip caught between her teeth.

“Alright,” she whispered, voice trembling with a mix of humiliation and arousal. “I’ll pay up.”

The room erupted again as she leaned in, her hair falling forward, and took him in her mouth while every man at the table watched. Her hands reached up, fingers finding his belt buckle. The room went silent. The metallic clink as she popped it open was deafening.

She tugged his trousers down to his thighs. The bulge straining at his boxers made her blink, lips parting. She hooked her thumbs in the waistband and dragged them lower.

Gasps and laughter rang out around the table. Harris’s cock sprang free, thick, heavy, the head swollen and glistening. Gianna’s eyes widened. “Jesus,” she whispered, half to herself. She hadn’t expected him to be this big.

The men jeered. “Too much for you, sweetheart?”
“Get your mouth around it!”

Harris leaned back in his chair, smirk wider than ever, one hand resting on her damp curls. “Go on, Gianna. Pay up.”

Her cheeks burned, humiliation clawing through her, but her pussy clenched hot and wet. She licked her lips, bent low, and wrapped her mouth around the bulbous head.

The table erupted, chairs scraping, glasses thumping the wood as the men cheered her on.

Harris groaned, head falling back, his cock swelling even harder as Gianna’s lips sealed tight around him. She slid lower, tongue swirling, the thick weight of him filling her mouth, stretching her jaw.

Her humiliation was complete: kneeling naked, breasts bare, ass stinging, her mouth stretched around a neighbour’s cock while every other man watched. And yet her body betrayed her, her thighs slick, her pussy dripping onto the carpet, her clit throbbing with every cheer, every groan, every sharp tug of Harris’s fingers in her hair.

Gianna moaned softly around him, and the men howled with laughter.

She was the neighbourhood tease no longer. She was their plaything, and loving every second of it.


Chapter Eighteen

The room was alive with noise, the men whistling, jeering, egging her on. Harris sat back in his chair like a king, thighs spread wide, one hand in Gianna’s curls as she worked his cock with her mouth.

She gagged softly as the thick shaft pushed deeper, saliva slicking her lips, strings of drool dripping down her chin. The cheers only grew louder.

“Look at her go!”
“She’s loving it!”
“Bet she’s wetter than he is!”

Harris groaned, eyes rolling back. “Fuck, she’s good. Take it deeper, sweetheart.” His hips flexed, pushing the heavy length further between her lips.

Gianna moaned around him, the vibration making him grunt. Her mascara smudged, her face flushed, her breasts bouncing as she bobbed her head. Humiliation burned hotter than ever, but so did her arousal, her pussy dripping, thighs slick, clit throbbing with every thrust into her mouth.

The men leaned in, watching, their drinks forgotten, cards scattered. Every eye was on her, Marcus’s steady gaze, Davies’s flushed cheeks, Lawson’s smirk, Shaw’s sharp grin.

“Here it comes!” Harris growled, gripping her hair tight. His cock swelled, pulsing against her tongue. Gianna braced, eyes wide, and then he groaned, jerking hard into her mouth.

Hot, thick spurts of cum flooded her throat. She choked, gagging, some spilling down her chin, dripping onto her bare breasts. The table erupted in cheers, pounding fists on wood, laughter filling the air.

“Swallow it!” Shaw shouted.
“Clean him up, girl!” Lawson barked.

Gianna gasped, swallowing convulsively, the taste salty and musky on her tongue. She pulled back at last, lips shiny, chin wet, her face a picture of debauched humiliation.

Harris sat back with a satisfied groan, trousers still at his thighs, cock softening as Gianna wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, her breasts rising and falling with every heavy breath.

Her ass still burned red, her pussy slick between her thighs, and now her mouth was stained with the evidence of her “forfeit.” She had never been so exposed, so degraded, or so achingly aroused.

Marcus’s voice cut through the noise, calm and even. “She’s only just started paying her debts, gentlemen.”

The men laughed, cards forgotten. Gianna shivered, knowing he was right.




Chapter Nineteen

Gianna knelt there for a moment, chest heaving, cum sliding warm down her chin and dripping onto the swell of her bare breasts. The men were still laughing, glasses clinking, voices overlapping in crude praise. Harris sat back smug, trousers open, his cock softening in the cool air.

She wiped at her mouth with trembling fingers, but all she managed was to smear the spunk across her lips and cheek. The taste clung thick to her tongue, bitter and salty. Her face burned hot with shame.

She should have hated it. She should have stormed out, slammed the door behind her, cursed them all. But her thighs were sticky with her own arousal, the heat between her legs unbearable. Her ass still stung from the spanking; her nipples hardened to sharp points in the cool air. The humiliation didn’t just shame her, it thrilled her.

When she risked a glance up, she found Marcus watching her steadily from across the table, eyes dark, unreadable. It made her shiver. He hadn’t touched her yet, hadn’t said much at all, but she felt his presence heavier than any of the others.

“Back to work, Gianna,” he said finally, his voice calm, quiet, impossible to disobey.

The room laughed, the command sinking in.

Her body moved before her mind could catch up. She rose shakily to her feet, the sting of her spanked ass forcing her thighs apart as she straightened. Cum glistened at the corner of her lips, drying tacky on her chin, and she didn’t wipe it away. She reached for the tray, now totally naked, breasts jiggling as she lifted it.

She turned toward the sideboard, her ass swaying, red and raw, her pussy exposed to every eye. She poured whiskey, topped up tumblers, leaned across the table so her breasts hung, and her hair brushed the cards.

The men jeered again, hands grazing her as she passed behind chairs. She felt every touch, a squeeze on her hip, a palm on her bruised ass, a brush of fingers against her slick folds, and each one made her wetter, needier, hungrier.

She caught her reflection in the glass of the sideboard, lips shiny with cum, cheeks flushed, eyes wide and glazed. Humiliated. Used. Bared.

And craving more.


Chapter Twenty

Gianna circled the table with her tray, completely naked, the sting of her spanked ass still raw, her pussy glistening in the low light. She leaned across Shaw’s shoulder to set down his drink, her breasts swaying, hair brushing his cheek.

He caught her wrist as she straightened, his smirk curling. “Boys,” he said, loud enough for all to hear, “I’ve got an idea. Why don’t we make our little neighbour here the prize for the next hand?”

The table roared in approval. Harris slapped the felt, Davies coughed into his glass, Lawson grinned like a shark.

Gianna froze; tray clutched against her chest. “The… prize?”

“Yeah,” Harris laughed. “Winner takes you. Right here, right now, the rest of us watching.”

Her heart raced, blood rushing hot in her cheeks, between her thighs. She stared at them all, her lips parted, pulse hammering. “Do I… have to? Here? With everyone watching?”

“Of course,” Shaw drawled, tugging her closer. “That’s half the fun.”

The men jeered and laughed, egging her on. Gianna’s stomach twisted, shame, fear, and a deeper hunger than she’d ever felt. Her pussy clenched, her clit throbbing, her body betraying her.

Marcus’s voice cut through the noise, calm and heavy. “Enough.” The room stilled. He fixed Gianna with that steady gaze, dark and unreadable. “Gianna. Don’t answer them. Answer me.”

She swallowed hard, throat dry.

“You’ve been teasing all summer. Tonight, you’ve been spanked, stripped, groped. You got on your knees and took Harris in your mouth with everyone watching. Now… are you willing to give yourself to the winner?”

Her breath caught. She looked around the table, Harris’s cocky grin, Shaw’s sharp smirk, Lawson’s hungry eyes, Davies’s flushed cheeks, Marcus’s steady gaze. Not all of them were handsome. Not all of them made her throb like Marcus did. But they all wanted her. And after everything that had happened tonight, she wanted to be wanted.

She licked her lips, thighs pressing together. “Yes,” she whispered. “I want to.”

The table erupted again, but Marcus lifted a hand, and the noise cut off. “Understand this. The winner decides how he takes you. Your mouth. Your pussy. Or your ass.”

Gianna gasped softly, her eyes wide. She hesitated, a flush creeping down her neck. “I… I’ve never done it there before,” she admitted, voice trembling. “So, if they want… that… they have to go slow.”

The silence lasted a beat, then the men groaned, laughed, muttered curses under their breath. The air changed, thicker, charged, every man at the table suddenly desperate to win, to be the first to claim what she’d never given anyone.

Gianna’s clit throbbed at the thought, her belly twisting hot. Her humiliation deepened, but so did her arousal. She bit her lip, eyes shining as she looked at Marcus.

“I’ll do it,” she whispered. “I want to be the prize.”

Marcus leaned back, expression unreadable, then nodded once. “Then deal.”

The cards slapped the table. The stakes had never been higher.


Chapter Twenty-One

Marcus shuffled the deck slowly, his big hands calm while the other men shifted, restless, eyes bright with hunger. The scrape of cards against felt filled the silence. Gianna stood barefoot beside the table, tray clutched to her chest, nipples taut, thighs slick.

This wasn’t just another round. This was the round, the one where the winner would take her ass. Her first time. Every man at the table knew it, and every man wanted it.

The opening hands went fast. Lawson cursed and threw his cards down early, glaring at the table as he reached for his drink. “Fuck. Out already.”

Marcus followed not long after, muttering under his breath, frustration plain on his face.

That left Davies, Harris, and Shaw still in. Each bet higher than the last, chips piling in the centre, the tension ratcheting up with every slap of the cards.

Gianna circled the table, setting tumblers down with shaking hands. Her heart hammered, her pussy dripping, her ass still sore from spanking, her belly twisting with fear and anticipation.

As she leaned to place a glass, Harris suddenly caught her wrist. She gasped, the tray clattering against the felt as he yanked her around and bent her forward over the table edge.

“Fuck, look at this,” Harris growled, his big hands seizing her cheeks and spreading them wide. Her full round ass parted under his grip, baring her glistening folds, and the tight, untouched knot of her little hole.

The room roared in approval.

“Jesus Christ…”

“Look at that! Tight as a fist.”

“God, one of us is going to be the first to stretch her out.”

Gianna whimpered, cheeks flaming as cool air kissed the most private part of her body. She felt the men’s eyes on her hole, heard the hungry mutters, the crude laughter. Her shame was total, and yet the heat between her thighs only grew.

Marcus’s calm voice cut through the noise. “Cards on the table, gentlemen. Only one of you gets to be first.”

“All in,” Harris declared the moment the first round of betting opened, his cocky grin back in place. “That sweet little ass is mine.”

“Not so fast,” Shaw shot back, slamming a stack of chips forward. His eyes crawled over Gianna’s bare curves. “I’ve been waiting weeks for this.”

Davies licked his lips nervously, fingers trembling as he matched the bet. Shaw only smirked, his eyes sharp, pushing his pile forward with deliberate ease.

Gianna’s breath came quick, her eyes darting between them. Each man wanted her — badly. Her humiliation burned hotter. Her pussy clenched tighter.

Marcus dealt the flop. Hearts, diamonds, spades. The men leaned forward, knuckles white around their cards.

“Raise,” Shaw said smoothly, chips clattering.

“Call,” Harris barked.

“Me too,” Davies whispered hoarsely, sweat beading his temple.

The turn card slapped down. Groans, curses, mutters. Gianna’s skin tingled. She pressed her thighs together, but it only made her wetter.

The river card hit. The tension broke in a chorus of shouts.

“I’ve got two pair!” Harris crowed, slapping his cards down.
“Full house!” Davies stated, his grin confident.
“Straight flush,” Shaw said calmly, laying his hand open with a satisfied smirk.

The table erupted in cheers and curses. Chips scattered, glasses rattled. Gianna froze, her tray slipping from her hands, the wood echoing as it hit the floor.

Shaw leaned back in his chair, his eyes locking onto her bare, flushed body. “Looks like you’re mine, sweetheart.”

The men laughed, some groaning at their loss, others slapping Shaw on the back.

Gianna’s stomach twisted, her pussy dripping, her ass still sore and crimson. She was humiliated, terrified, and so desperately turned on she thought she might faint.

Marcus’s voice cut through the chaos. Calm. Steady. Commanding. “Gianna. You agreed. Whatever the winner wants.”

Her lips trembled. She looked at Marcus, then at Shaw, then around the table at the eager faces of the men she’d teased all summer. Her chest heaved.

“Yes,” she whispered. “I’ll do it.”

The room exploded in cheers.

Shaw’s grin widened. “On your knees, girl.”


Chapter Twenty-Two

The table still buzzed from Shaw’s winning hand, the men pounding the felt, shouting over each other. Gianna stood frozen beside the sideboard, naked, her whole body on show to the men, thighs glistening, lips shiny with Harris’s spunk.

“On your knees, girl,” Shaw repeated, his voice sharp, hungry.

She swallowed hard, her whole body trembling. She looked to Marcus, her last hope for reprieve. But his steady eyes only met hers. “Gianna,” he said, calm, commanding. “You agreed. However the winner wants. Are you willing?”

Her lips parted, her breath ragged. She looked at Shaw’s sharp grin, at the other men’s eager faces, at Harris smirking smugly. She felt the sting of her spanked ass, the ache in her jaw, the slick heat dripping down her thighs. She bit her lip, her chest heaving.

“Yes,” she whispered. “I want to.”

The table roared its approval.

Shaw leaned back in his chair, patting his thigh. “Then bend over for me, sweetheart. Let’s see that little ass of yours properly.”

Gianna’s face burned crimson, but she stepped forward, turned, and braced her hands on the edge of the table. Her round ass arched high, red from her spanking, her pussy glistening, the tight knot of her untouched hole winking under the lamplight.

The men groaned, muttering jealousy, shifting in their seats.

Shaw spread her cheeks with his hands, whistling low. “Tighter than a fist. This is going to be fun.”

Gianna gasped as his thumb pressed against her little star, the pressure hot and alien. She clenched instinctively, biting down on her lip.

“Relax,” Shaw growled. “You said you’d give it to me. Let me in.”

Gianna whimpered, her fingers gripping the table edge, then forced herself to breathe, to let the pressure in. The ring stretched, burning, and then, pop. His thumb sank past the tight rim.

She cried out, muffled into her own arm, her face flaming, ass twitching against him.

The men erupted in laughter and cheers.
“Look at her take it!”
“First time for that little hole!”

Shaw worked his thumb slowly, pulling out, pushing back in, loosening her up. Gianna panted, shuddering with each stretch. It hurt, a hot, searing ache but the shame of it, the jeers, the men’s eyes on her made her pussy throb, made her juices drip down her thighs.

“Two fingers,” Shaw announced, sliding his thumb free. He spat into his hand, slicked her, then pushed two thick fingers into her ass. Gianna squealed, her knees buckling, but she stayed bent, stayed open for him.

Open that little arse for me,” Shaw growled.

Gianna whimpered, then obeyed. She reached back, a hand on each cheek, and pulled herself wider, baring everything to him and the watching men. The tight ring of her hole winked helplessly around his fingers, stretched and glistening, her shame complete.

The men groaned in unison, the sound thick with hunger.

“Oh God…” she whimpered, biting her lip as he pumped his fingers, stretching her, the burn giving way to a strange, aching fullness. Her hips began to rock back, squirming against him without her meaning to.

“She’s loving it,” Harris laughed. “Look at her wriggle.”

When Shaw finally pulled his fingers free, her hole winked wet and gaping. Gianna shivered, panting, her ass raw, her pussy dripping.

Shaw stood, his chair scraping back. He shoved his trousers down, his cock springing free, thick and veined, the head already slick with pre-cum. Gianna’s eyes widened when she glanced back, her stomach flipping.

“Please,” she whispered, voice shaking. “Go slow. It’s my first…”

Shaw grinned, one hand gripping her hip, the other guiding himself to her tiny star. “Don’t worry, sweetheart. I’ll break you in.”

The pressure was intense, almost unbearable. Gianna kept a firm grip, spreading her cheeks for him, her teeth sinking into her lip as he pushed harder. Her body resisted, clenched, then stretched, painfully, burning, until with a sudden give, the head popped inside.

Gianna screamed into her arm, her whole body jerking. The men howled in triumph.

Shaw groaned, gripping her hips tight, holding her steady. “Tightest ass I’ve ever had.”

He worked deeper, inch by inch, the thick shaft stretching her virgin hole wider and wider. Gianna sobbed, the pain sharp, raw, but beneath it throbbed a deeper heat, shame and arousal twisted together until she couldn’t tell them apart. Her pussy dripped down her thighs, soaking her inner legs, proof she was loving the very thing that hurt.

When Shaw began to thrust, the room filled with the wet slap of his hips against her ass, the men’s jeers, Gianna’s muffled cries. Each stroke pushed him deeper, bottoming her out, his cock thick inside her bowels.

Her body betrayed her again. She pushed back. She squirmed. She moaned.

“Oh God… oh God…” she gasped, face wet with tears and sweat. “It’s so much… but…”

Marcus’s voice cut across the room, steady. “But you love it, don’t you, Gianna?”

She sobbed, nodding desperately. “Yes!”

The men roared, their cheers echoing through the room. Shaw slammed into her harder, his cock driving deep, her little hole stretched wide around him. The burn had become something else now, a hot, unbearable fullness that made her whole body tremble.

And then it hit.

Gianna’s eyes flew wide, her mouth dropping open in a ragged scream as her pussy gushed over the table. Her body convulsed, clenching around nothing while her ass milked Shaw’s thick shaft. The orgasm tore through her, raw and unstoppable, her shame doubled by the knowledge of how it had come.

“Oh my God…” she cried, voice breaking, drool spilling down her chin. “I’m cumming—! From my ass!”

The room erupted in laughter and jeers, the men pounding the table.

“Christ, she loves it!”

“Look at the slut squirt from her arse!”

“First time and she’s hooked already!”

Gianna collapsed against the felt, trembling, her thighs soaked, her ass still bouncing back to meet Shaw’s thrusts. She couldn’t stop shaking, couldn’t stop moaning, every nerve on fire as her body surrendered completely.

Shaw grunted, hips slamming faster, harder, until with a guttural moan he buried himself deep and spilled hot into her bowels. Gianna shuddered, her eyes rolling back, her pussy clenching around nothing as another orgasm ripped through her.

When Shaw finally pulled free, his cum leaked from her stretched little hole, dripping down over her sodden pussy and thighs.

Gianna collapsed against the table, trembling, humiliated, dripping — and utterly, impossibly satisfied.


Chapter Twenty-Three

The table was still buzzing with laughter, chairs scraping, glasses clinking. Shaw slumped back in his seat, trousers open, chest heaving, a grin plastered across his face. Gianna lay trembling against the felt, her ass red and raw, her little hole still gaping, a milky trickle slipping down her thighs.

“Drinks all round,” Marcus said, his voice cutting through the noise, calm and commanding. He slapped the table once for silence. Then his eyes fixed on Gianna. “Come on, girl. Back on your feet. You’ve still got work to do.”

Gianna’s body shook, humiliated beyond words, her thighs sticky, her belly fluttering with aftershocks. But the weight in Marcus’s voice left no room to argue. She pushed herself upright, legs trembling, and bent to pick up the tray. The men hooted and jeered as she straightened, Shaw’s spunk dribbling openly down the crack of her ass.

“Good girl,” Marcus said evenly, dealing out the next hand as if nothing had happened.

Gianna padded to the sideboard, her breasts swaying, her pussy dripping, her ass exposed and leaking. She poured fresh whiskey, the ice clattering loudly in the quiet. Every step made her wince, every brush of air across her sore skin a reminder of what had just been taken.

She carried the tray back to the table, hips swaying instinctively, humiliation and heat tangled into one. As she leaned across Harris to place his glass, his hand landed firmly on her ass, smearing her with Shaw’s cum. He laughed, grabbing the tumbler.

“That was fun,” Harris said, cocky grin wide. He raised his glass to the others. “Next round let’s make it interesting. Winner gets one of Gianna’s holes.”

The table erupted in cheers, laughter, crude shouts of agreement.

Gianna froze, her heart pounding, her skin hot. Her face flamed as every eye turned to her, her tray shaking in her hands.

Marcus’s gaze found hers again, steady, unreadable. “You heard him, Gianna. You’re the prize again.”

Gianna swallowed, thighs pressing together. Her ass throbbed, her pussy leaked, her body hummed with need. She licked her lips, trembling.

“Yes, Mr. Johnson,” she whispered. “I’ll do it.”

The men roared, chips slammed onto the felt, the next hand dealt.

This time, they weren’t just playing for a thrill. They were playing for her holes.


Chapter Twenty-Four

Cards slapped against felt, chips clattered into the pot. The men leaned forward, eyes sharp, every one of them hungry now. The air was thick with smoke and sweat, the scent of whiskey and Gianna’s arousal heavy between them.

She moved around the table with her tray, naked, her breasts swaying heavily with each step, nipples taut and glossy in the lamplight. Her ass was still red and raw, Shaw’s cum dribbling faintly down her thighs, her pussy glistening with her own need. Every man’s eyes followed her, watching the bounce of her breasts, the sway of her hips, the jiggle of her luscious ass as she bent to refill glasses.

“Careful, boys,” Marcus said evenly, shuffling the deck. “Don’t take what you haven’t won.”

The men laughed, but their hunger showed.

The hand went quick and brutal, bets rising fast, curses spilling as cards were flipped. Gianna stood by the sideboard, tray trembling against her bare stomach, her breasts rising and falling with every breath. Her thighs pressed together but it did nothing to stop the slick drip between them.

Then it was over.

“I’ve got her,” Lawson barked, slamming his cards down, three kings spread wide. “She’s mine.”

Groans, curses, laughter. Shaw clapped him on the back. Harris drained his glass. Davies flushed crimson.

Lawson pushed back his chair, eyes roaming Gianna’s naked body. “Come here, sweetheart. Time, I had a taste of that sweet little pussy.”

Her lips parted, her breath hitching, but her feet carried her forward. Her breasts bounced gently with each step, her tray forgotten on the floor. She stopped in front of him, her cheeks burning. “Do I… really have to?” she whispered, her nipples hard, her thighs slick.

Marcus’s eyes held hers, steady, unyielding. “No, Gianna, you don’t have to.”

Her gaze flicked to Lawson, then around the table at the hungry faces, before dropping to the floor. Her pussy ached between her thighs, wet and swollen. She didn’t have to… but God, she needed to.

She lifted her chin, cheeks scarlet. “No,” she whispered, voice trembling but certain. “I want to.”

Marcus leaned in, his tone like steel. “Tell him. Tell Lawson what you want.”

Gianna’s eyes found Lawson’s, his grin widening as she stammered, “Please… I want you to put it in.”

Lawson chuckled, tilting his head. “You want me to put it in?” he mimicked cruelly. “Is that all you want?”

Her thighs pressed together, her voice breaking. “Please… fuck me. I want you to fuck me. I need you to fuck me.”

The table erupted in cheers, the men pounding the felt.

Lawson stood, shoving his chair back, his cock already thick in his hand. “That’s more like it.”

She trembled, her body screaming with need, her pussy aching to be filled. “Yes, please, fuck me,” she whispered.

The men cheered, their voices echoing off the walls.

Lawson stood, caught her wrist, and tugged her up onto the table. Cards and chips scattered to the floor as he laid her out flat. Her breasts jiggled with the motion, her nipples brushing the felt, her pussy glistening and open between her thighs.

“God damn,” Harris muttered, leaning in. “She’s soaked.”

“Hungry little slut,” Shaw laughed.

Lawson shoved his trousers down, his cock thick and veined as he gripped it in his fist. Gianna’s eyes widened, her breath catching, her breasts trembling as she propped herself on her elbows.

“Please… go slow,” she begged, cheeks flaming.

Lawson smirked, lining himself up. “I’ll give you exactly what you need.”

The swollen head pressed to her slick folds, sliding through the wetness. Gianna moaned, her back arching, her breasts lifting and bouncing as he pressed harder. Then, with a groan, he pushed inside.

She gasped, her fingers clawing the felt, her breasts shaking wildly as her pussy stretched to take him. The table erupted in noise, men cheering, laughing, groaning as Lawson buried himself deeper and deeper.

“Christ, she’s tight,” he grunted, slamming his hips flush against her.

Gianna cried out, her breasts bouncing with every thrust, sweat beading on her chest. The sting of the stretch gave way to raw heat, and soon her hips were lifting to meet him, her pussy clenching, milking his cock.

The men shouted encouragement.
“Fuck her harder!”
“Bounce those tits!”
“Make her scream!”

Lawson pounded into her, each stroke making her breasts jiggle, her nipples flicking under the lamplight. She sobbed, humiliated and exposed, but her moans rang louder, wetter, needier.

When Lawson groaned, jerking hard inside her, his cum spilling deep, Gianna screamed, her orgasm tearing through her body. Her breasts shook, her thighs quivered, and her juices splattered the felt beneath her.

The men erupted in laughter and crude cheers.

“Christ, look how hard she cums!”

“Her pussy’s squirting all over the table!”

“Needy little slut — she loves cock too much to hide it!”

Gianna’s cheeks burned scarlet, but her body only writhed harder, soaking in their jeers, her pussy still fluttering helplessly around Lawson’s cock as he sagged against her.

The men erupted in cheers, glasses slamming, fists pounding the table.

Lawson pulled free, her pussy leaking, dripping down onto the green cloth. Gianna lay sprawled, naked and wrecked, her breasts heaving, her skin glistening, her body utterly claimed.

The men leaned forward, jeering.

“Look at that cunt gape, wide open and dripping.”

“Christ, she’s leaking all over the cards.”

“Someone’s gonna have sloppy seconds in that little pussy… or maybe her ass.”

“Doesn’t matter which hole, she’s wet and ready for another cock either way.”

Gianna whimpered, her face burning as she squirmed against the felt, her pussy still fluttering open, cum spilling down her thighs for them all to see.

Marcus’s voice cut through the chaos again, calm and steady. “Drinks all round. And deal the next hand.”


Chapter Twenty-Five

The next hand dragged on, chips clattering, cards flipping. Marcus, Harris, and Davies stayed in, none of them willing to fold, each hungry for another claim on Gianna’s body. She stood naked at the sideboard, breasts swaying with every nervous breath, thighs slick, her pussy still dripping from Lawson’s use. Her ass still stung red, Shaw’s cum faintly leaking from her little star.

The tension was thick, the men restless.

Finally, Harris slammed his cards down. “Sod this. I can’t wait all night for another go at our neighbourhood tease. Let’s call it a draw, and make the slut airtight.”

The table erupted in cheers and laughter.

Gianna froze, her face flaming, her tray clutched to her bare chest. Her pussy clenched at the crude words, her nipples hard, but shame coursed hot through her veins.

Airtight… what does that mean? she wondered, her heart racing, the word rolling in her head even as the men laughed and shuffled their cards.

Marcus lifted a hand, silencing the noise. His eyes fixed on her, steady, dark, unreadable. “Gianna,” he said. “You’ve given yourself hole by hole tonight. Now they want all three at once. The mouth, the pussy, the ass. Airtight. Is that what you want?”

Her breath caught. Every eye was on her. Her chest heaved, her breasts bouncing, cum drying on her chin from Harris, on her thighs from Lawson, on her ass from Shaw. She was wrecked, humiliated, trembling, and wetter than she’d ever been in her life.

She bit her lip, her voice barely a whisper. “Yes.”

“Say it clearly,” Marcus pressed.

Gianna swallowed, her pussy dripping down her thighs. “Yes. I want it. I want you all fucking me at once. I’m your whore tonight.”

The table roared, glasses thumping, chairs scraping.

“On the table,” Marcus ordered.

Gianna climbed up, her breasts swaying, her hair wild, her skin glowing with sweat and lust. She spread her thighs wide, baring her glistening sodden slit, her reddened ass, her trembling tripping little star.

Marcus stripped off without a word, his shirt and trousers falling away until his dark, powerful body gleamed in the lamplight. He climbed onto the table and stretched out on his back, his big black cock standing hard and proud, thick and heavy against his stomach.

“Mount me,” he ordered, his voice calm but absolute.

Gianna’s breath hitched. She had never seen a cock the size of Marcus’s. Thick, veined, the head swollen and impossibly wide, it looked almost unreal, frightening and irresistible all at once.

Her thighs trembled as she straddled him, her pussy dripping onto his shaft before she even touched it. She squatted low, the head nudging against her folds, and with a deep, guttural moan she began to sink down. Her cunt stretched, her body straining to take him, inch by inch swallowing his cock until her ass pressed against his hips.

“Good girl,” Marcus growled, his hands gripping round her full hips.

Behind her, Harris moved into position. He spat into his palm, slicking himself, then pressed the bulbous head of his cock against her tight little star. Gianna whimpered at the pressure, her ass twitching, still sore, still raw from Shaw’s taking her anal virginity.

At the same time Davies stepped alongside the table, his cock hard in his hand. He caught her chin, turned her face up toward him, and guided her lips to the swollen tip.

“Open up, slut,” he murmured, pressing at her mouth until her lips parted.

Gianna was surrounded now, filled, stretched, and about to be taken completely, now she was airtight, just as the men had promised. “Ready, girl?” Marcus asked one last time.

Gianna nodded, eyes wild, she nodded with her lips wrapped around Davies’s cock.

The first thrusts came together.

Marcus drove deep into her pussy, her wet folds clenching greedily. Gianna screamed, her breasts bouncing as her body arched. Harris pushed against her ass, forcing the swollen head past her raw, stretched ring. She sobbed at the burn, the stretch, the searing fullness. Davies slid into her mouth, muffling her cries, his cock stretching her lips wide.

The room exploded with cheers.

“Look at her!”
“Every hole filled!”
“She’s loving it!”

Gianna was lost to it, stuffed, stretched, completely used. Marcus slammed into her pussy, Harris pounded her ass, Davies thrust into her throat. Her body writhed between them, tears streaming, drool spilling, cum leaking, and yet her pussy gushed, her clit throbbing, her body convulsing with orgasm after orgasm.

She was airtight, sealed, their slut, their prize.

When Marcus groaned, spilling deep into her pussy, Harris followed, jerking hard as he pumped her ass full, and Davies dragged her face tight to his lap, flooding her throat, Gianna came harder than she ever had in her life, her scream muffled around cock, her body convulsing, juices soaking down onto Marcus.

The men roared, pounding the table, laughing, shouting.

When they pulled free, she collapsed back onto the cards and chips, cum leaking from her pussy, from her ass, dripping from her chin. Her breasts heaved, her body trembling, her eyes glazed.

She had never been so humiliated. So, filled. So, satisfied.

And the night was far from over.


Epilogue

The men laughed and cursed as they dragged their trousers back up, slumping into their chairs around the table. Cards were gathered, chips clattered. The room smelled of whiskey, sweat, and sex.

Gianna stayed where Marcus told her, on her knees, dripping with cum, her face streaked, her thighs sticky, her ass raw and bruised.

Then Marcus’s voice cut through the noise, calm as always. “One last round, Gianna. Drinks all round.”

She rose shakily, breasts swaying, her body a sticky mess, spunk still leaking from her pussy and ass. She carried the tray, topping up tumblers, leaning over them with her skin glistening and her hair damp with sweat and semen. The men jeered and chuckled, not even trying to hide their hungry eyes as they watched her work.

When the last glass was placed, Marcus nodded once. “That’ll do. You can get dressed.”

Gianna padded to where her clothes lay in a heap, skirt discarded, thong ruined, her white tee still twisted on the floor from when she’d pulled it off. She picked them up, pulling the soft cotton over her breasts, sliding her skirt up over her sore, swollen ass. It clung damp to her skin, sticking where cum leaked from her holes. She flushed scarlet under their gaze, the laughter following her.

Marcus stood. “I’ll walk you home.” He walked over to the abused young woman, and pressed some notes into her hand, “you earnt it tonight, girl.”

The other men roared their approval, slapping the table, raising glasses as he led her to the door.

The night air was cool against her sticky thighs as she crossed the street beside him. Neither of them spoke. When they reached her gate, Marcus only gave her a long, unreadable look, then turned back to his house without a word.

Inside, the house was silent. Her parents asleep. She crept upstairs, heart still racing, and shut her bedroom door.

In the mirror she saw herself properly: hair tangled, lips swollen, makeup smeared. Her breasts streaked, her stomach spattered, her thighs glossy. Her skirt clung damply, her ass crimson with the marks of spanking, mottled with the first hints of purple bruising. She peeled the sodden fabric off slowly, letting it fall to the floor, and stood naked under the soft glow of her lamp.

Her whole body bore their marks. Claimed. Used. Fucked.

And she had never been so aroused.

She lay back on her bed, naked on the covers, her fingers sliding into her sloppy, leaking pussy. She whimpered, her hips lifting, her clit throbbing as she replayed every moment, the spankings, the blowjob, Shaw stretching her ass, Lawson filling her pussy, the airtight pounding, the circle of cocks around her face.

Her body convulsed, her orgasm tearing through her again, cum and juices soaking the sheets. She shuddered, panting, her body finally too exhausted to go on.

Sleep took her at last, naked and messy, her skin marked, her holes leaking, her lips curved into the faintest smile.


Book Two Teaser: Gianna: Neighbourhood Slut

Gianna thought it was just one night. One poker game. One punishment for a summer of teasing the dads next door.

But word spreads fast on a quiet suburban street.

Now the men know exactly what she is: their slut. They’ve spanked her, stretched her, filled every hole. They’ve watched her crawl naked across the floor, dripping, begging. And they’re not about to give her back her innocence.

Next time, there won’t just be five men at Marcus Johnson’s house. There’ll be more. Old friends. Work colleagues. Hungry strangers who’ve heard the stories about the Italian girl with the perfect tits and the heart-shaped ass.

Gianna swore she wouldn’t tease anymore, but she didn’t expect to be shared, used, and passed around like a toy. She didn’t expect to find herself craving it.

And she didn’t expect to love it when Marcus tells her:

“From now on, you’re not the neighbourhood tease.
You’re the neighbourhood whore.”

If you enjoyed ‘Taboo: From Neighbourhood Tease to Slut!’ you will probably thoroughly appreciate:
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Taboo Story of Candy the Office Tease

By Emma Sluttily

Candy knew what she was doing.

From her very first day as an intern, she dressed to be noticed, smiled to be remembered, and teased her way into conversations she wasn’t supposed to be part of. Tight skirts. Lingering glances. Just enough flirtation to keep power interested, but never enough to feel dangerous.

She told herself it was harmless.

She told herself she was in control.

But teasing is a promise, whether you mean it to be or not.

As Candy rises faster than the other interns, her reputation begins to work against her. Senior men don’t see charm, they see availability. Ambition isn’t admired; it’s evaluated. And the attention she once enjoyed starts to come with expectations she never agreed to but can’t easily refuse.

Daniel believes she knew exactly what she was doing.

Marcus believes she’s been advertising herself all along.

And Candy is forced to face the most unsettling truth of all, she got exactly what she asked for, just not in the way she imagined, and not on terms she ever expected.

Now the question isn’t whether the office will take advantage of her.

It already has.

The real question is how far they’ll take Candy.

How far she’ll let it go.

And how much she’s willing to trade before ambition, fear, and desire become impossible to tell apart.

A dark, provocative erotic novel about power, reputation, and what happens when teasing finally gets taken seriously.

Kinky erotica, oral sex, multiple partners, spanking, anal, DPs, group sex and first-time lesbian experiences. Humiliation and exhibitionism.

Now there’s no going back. Lily has fallen. She isn’t just Chloe’s flatmate anymore… she’s their slut. Their toy. Their plaything to use, share, and train.


Discover more by Emma Sluttily

Dark, taboo erotic fiction exploring power dynamics, psychological control, shame, desire, and surrender across interconnected worlds.

Browse the full catalogue on Amazon:

https://www.amazon.com/stores/Emma-Sluttily/author/B0F223TDNL

If you enjoy stories where control slips, boundaries blur, and surrender feels as intoxicating as it is forbidden, you’re exactly where you should be.
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