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Intro — The Rarest of All

The examination room was bright and quiet, the faint scent of antiseptic clinging to the air. Serena sat on the padded table, one leg draped over the other, the loose white gown slipping open just enough at the thigh to draw the eye. She’d been through this routine all her life, but the curiosity in her consultant’s gaze never faded.

Dr. Patel closed the folder in her hands and looked at her over the rim of her glasses. “You realise, Serena, that your case is unique. True hermaphroditism is already extraordinarily rare… but you’re the only living person on record with fully functional male and female reproductive anatomy.”

Serena gave a small, knowing smile. “Yes, you’ve told me before.”

The doctor leaned forward slightly, her tone shifting from formal to fascinated. “Forgive me, but… you can still achieve and maintain a full erection?”

Serena’s lips curved into a more wicked smile. “Of course. Just like any man. And I can take as much pleasure in that as I do in receiving.” She paused, letting the words hang between them. “I enjoy both kinds of sex, Doctor — giving and taking. Why settle for one when I can have it all?”

Dr. Patel’s professional composure flickered for the briefest moment before she recovered. “It’s remarkable. Most intersex cases present with partial development, or non-functional anatomy. But you have complete, working systems. Fully capable of conceiving… and of fathering a child.”

Serena slid off the table, the gown whispering against her skin as she reached for her clothes. “I’ve always liked being complete,” she said, fastening her dress with practiced elegance. “It gives me… options.”

The doctor smiled faintly, shaking her head. “Options most people couldn’t even imagine.”

Serena adjusted her hair in the mirror, the words lingering in the air. Options, yes — but also opportunities. In the right hands, her uniqueness was more than biology. It was power.

And tonight, she intended to use it.



Back in her apartment, the city hum muffled by the thick glass, Serena moved unhurriedly toward her bedroom. The doctor’s voice still played in her mind — the only one in the world. That truth didn’t make her self-conscious. It made her dangerous.

She let the loose gown fall from her shoulders and stepped out of it, standing naked before the tall mirror. The curves of her body drew her own gaze — the graceful sweep of her waist into the flare of her hips, the firm, heart-shaped roundness of her round ass Her breasts were full 34Cs, high and firm, her nipples a deep rose and already tightening under the cool air.

She reached for a pair of skimpy black bikini panties, the satin whispering between her fingers. Sliding them up her thighs, she paused to adjust herself, tucking the fullness of her male anatomy discreetly inside. In the mirror, the bulge was small, indiscreet, barely noticeable and would have fooled anyone — no other woman with a vagina could have such a hidden secret. The thought brought a slow, private smile to her lips.

Turning sideways, she admired the way the panties hugged her ass, lifting and framing it like a promise. She pivoted back to face herself, running her hands lightly over the curve of her hips and the line of her waist. This was the body she would use to bait her prey tonight — lushly, unmistakably feminine, with a truth beneath that would only be revealed once she chose to show it.

She dressed with care: a short black leather skirt that clung to her hips, ending high on her thighs, she had great shapely tones legs, and a silk blouse in deep wine red, the fabric floating over her skin and buttoned low enough to show the swell of her breasts. No bra — she liked the subtle movement, the teasing sway that would make a young man’s eyes linger.

Stiletto heels gave her the extra height to command any room she entered, each step a roll of her hips that felt both natural and predatory. She fastened a delicate gold chain around her throat, dabbed perfume at her wrists and behind her ears, and gave herself one final, appraising look in the mirror.

Perfect. Feminine enough to make him want her, confident enough to make him follow, and with a secret he would never see coming until it was far too late.

Tonight, she would walk into that pub not to meet someone — but to capture him. And once which ever young man she chose was hers, she would decide exactly how to use every inch of herself to make sure he never forgot who owned him.


Chapter One — First Hunt

The bar was just dim enough to be forgiving, and just bright enough to be dangerous.

Serena Vale sat at the counter with one leg crossed over the other, the low light catching the silken shine of her thighs. Her skirt — black, simple, but scandalously short — wasn’t an accident. Neither was the way her hair fell in a smooth cascade over silk blouse, buttoned low and showing a lot of cleavage. She had been watching him for twenty minutes.

He was exquisite in a way most men never were. Fine-boned face, long lashes, lips with the softness of a promise. A boy who wore his vulnerability without knowing it was a weapon. She guessed he was nineteen, maybe twenty. An art student, she thought — the paint on his knuckles looked accidental, but no one wore stains that well without meaning to.

She smiled when he glanced at her, slow enough to feel like a trap.

Serena had learned a long time ago that beauty was the first key. Her second key was silence. Let them come to her. Let them think they were making the move.

He did. Eventually.

“Hi,” he said, his voice a shy sort of music. “I don’t think I’ve seen you here before.”

Serena turned towards him, letting the skirt shift against her thighs, watching his eyes try not to follow. “That’s because I haven’t been here before.” Her tone was warm, but her gaze was deliberate — studying the curve of his jaw, the way his fingers curled around his glass as if he didn’t want to leave prints.

It had been months since she’d allowed herself this game. Months since she’d felt the thrum of risk in her blood. Dating was dangerous. More dangerous for her than most. The wrong person, the wrong moment, the wrong confession — all could unravel her in seconds.

But tonight, she wasn’t thinking about danger. Tonight, she was thinking about how it would feel to have this perfect, porcelain-featured boy under her hand, looking up at her with that same shy-lipped uncertainty while she taught him things he’d never forget.

“Buy me a drink?” she asked.
He nodded too quickly, a blush blooming at the base of his neck.

Serena’s smile deepened. Oh yes, she thought. This one was going to be fun.


Chapter Two — Testing Him

They sat together in a corner booth, away from the music’s pulse. The boy’s name was Adrian, and the name suited him — delicate, almost aristocratic, the kind of name you whispered, not shouted.

He talked about his classes, his sketches, the way he’d been trying to capture “the exact light you get just before dawn.” Serena listened with her chin resting in her palm, letting her gaze linger on his mouth as though every word tasted better than the last.

“You draw people?” she asked.
“Sometimes,” he said. “But… they have to be interesting.”

Serena tilted her head, smiling faintly. “And am I interesting?”

He flushed again — that faint pink that crept from his neck to his cheekbones, making him look even younger. “Yes,” he admitted. “Very.”

She leaned in, close enough that her perfume —deep and warm with a shadow of spice — wrapped around him. “Then maybe you should sketch me,” she murmured. “But I warn you… I don’t like sitting still.”

The way his eyes widened, the way his breath caught — she could feel the current shifting already.

Serena reached for his hand without asking, turning it palm-up on the table. She traced her nail along the centre line, slow and deliberate, as though she could read his pulse through skin alone. He didn’t pull away.

“You’re not used to women touching you like this,” she said softly. It wasn’t a question.

“I—” he started, then faltered. “No.”

Her lips curved. “Good. I like first times.”

For a moment, the air between them was too charged, too still. Serena felt the sharp thrum of excitement in her blood — not just from wanting him, but from knowing she could take control of him completely if she wanted to.

And yet, there was that quiet warning bell in her mind. The part of her that remembered what came after, the moment in every intimacy when truth was no longer avoidable. When the beauty of her body and the heat of her mouth couldn’t distract from what she was.

Not tonight, she told herself. Tonight, there would be no truth. Only the game.

She slid out of the booth, her hand still holding his. “Come,” she said, and the way the single word made his breath hitch told her exactly how the night would go.


Chapter Three — Strings in Her Hands

Her apartment smelled faintly of jasmine and warm candle wax. The blinds were half-drawn, the city a blurred scatter of lights beyond.

Adrian lingered by the door, shoulders tight, eyes tracing her silhouette like a man trying not to stare but failing badly. Serena locked the door with a quiet click.

“Come here,” she said — the low, unhurried tone of a woman who expected obedience.

He came.

She stopped him in the centre of the room, close enough that she could feel his body heat, and slid her hands beneath the edges of his shirt. Her palms smoothed up his torso, slow enough to make him shiver. The heat of his skin against her fingers made her lips curl.

“Soft,” she murmured, almost to herself, and pushed the shirt from his shoulders.

He tried to touch her, but she caught his wrists and pinned them lightly to his sides. “No,” she said, her voice silk sharp. “Not yet.”

Her mouth found his throat, brushing up the line of his jaw. She felt the pulse jump under her lips, tasted the faint salt of his skin. He made a sound — not quite a moan, more a breath catching on the edge of it.

“Sit.” She pushed him back until the couch caught the backs of his knees, and he dropped into it without hesitation.

Serena stepped between his legs, letting the hem of her skirt skim his knees as she leaned down to kiss him. This time her tongue slid against his, coaxing, teasing, then retreating to make him chase the contact. Every time he tried to deepen it, she pulled back just enough to remind him who was in control.

Her hands wandered lower, fingers tracing over his belt, the ridge of his zipper. She didn’t unfasten it yet — instead, she rested her palm there, feeling the hard shape beneath. He wasn’t big, probably average, but to Serena that wasn’t important, not with him. Adrian’s breath stuttered, his eyes glazed.

“You want me to touch you?” she asked, the ghost of a smile on her lips.

“Yes,” he breathed.

She leaned close to his ear. “Then you’ll wait. Because when I do, I want you desperate.”

Her nails grazed his inner thigh through the denim, just enough pressure to make him twitch. She straightened, watching him — the slight tremor in his hands, the way his chest rose and fell faster than before.

“Good boy,” she said softly, as though rewarding a well-trained pet.

Serena knew exactly what she was doing. She was winding him tighter, feeding the ache until it wasn’t just physical — until it was need, raw and deep enough that when she finally undid the zipper, he’d let her take him anywhere she wanted.

And in the back of her mind, the thought whispered: If only he knew where “anywhere” really meant.


Chapter Four — Almost

Adrian’s breath was shaky as Serena pulled him to his feet.
“Bedroom,” she said, voice low but leaving no room for hesitation.

Her hand hooked into his belt as she led him down the hallway, tugging him forward with the quiet confidence of someone who knew exactly how the night would go.

The bedroom was lit only by a single lamp, a pool of warm gold spilling over the bed. She turned and pushed him, so he sat on the edge, standing between his knees as her fingers found his belt buckle. The metallic click seemed louder in the hush, his eyes never leaving hers.

She dragged the zipper down with agonising slowness. “Stay still,” she murmured, one hand sliding into his jeans to cup him over the thin cotton of his briefs. He was already hard — hot and twitching under her palm.

He groaned, his hips instinctively pushing forward, but her other hand pressed firmly against his chest, keeping him in place. “No,” she whispered, lips curling. “I move. You don’t.”

When she finally slipped her hand inside, skin to skin, his head tipped back, and a sharp, helpless sound tore from his throat. She stroked him with deliberate precision, changing the rhythm just when he was about to lose control, watching the tension ripple through him.

“Good boy,” she breathed against his ear.

She pulled her hand away suddenly, and his eyes snapped open in frustration. “Off,” she ordered, nodding at his jeans. He stripped them away quickly, leaving only the briefs — and she made him wait there, her gaze roaming over the length of him.

Leaning in, she traced her nails lightly up his inner thigh, watching the muscles jump beneath her touch. When she brushed over him again, his entire body seemed to jolt.

Her mouth was on his next — deep, claiming kisses as her hand returned to its slow torment. She ground her hips against his thigh, letting him feel the heat and pressure of her body, but never giving him enough to satisfy.

“You’re so easy to wind up,” she murmured against his lips. “And I’m not done yet.”

When his breathing turned ragged, she stopped again, moving up to straddle him fully. Her dress slid high on her thighs, the hem brushing his hips as she rolled them once, making him moan into her mouth.

“You’ll think about this later,” she promised. “When you’re alone. When you can’t stop yourself.”

She kissed him one last time, slow and hungry, before sliding off his lap and leaving him sitting there — hard, aching, desperate — exactly where she wanted him.

And all the while, she kept her secret locked away, knowing that when she finally revealed it, he’d already be far, too deep to walk away.


Chapter Five — No Turning Back

Adrian stood at the foot of her bed, stripped bare now, chest rising and falling as though he’d run here. Serena lounged back against the pillows, her gaze slow and appraising, the faintest smile tugging her lips. His slender average dick standing hard and erect pointing straight out at her, as if aimed at her. A light fuzz of wispy blonder hair above and on his small round firm balls. His bellend very red, the skin seemed stretched about to pop. A small drip of precum at the tip.

“Come here,” she said, curling one finger.

He climbed onto the bed, moving between her knees. His hands landed lightly on her hips, but she caught them, guiding them up over her waist, the curve of her breasts, before pinning them at his sides.

“You’ve been thinking about this all night,” she murmured.
“Yes,” he said, voice tight.

In a sudden, fluid motion, she rolled him onto his back, straddling him so her knees pressed into his ribs. Her palms flattened against his chest, holding him down as she rocked her hips against him, slow enough to make his breath hitch.

“My rules,” she said softly. “You move when I say.”

She slid her hand between them, wrapping around him, stroking with deliberate precision. Just when his hips began to lift, she stopped. “Turn over,” she ordered.

He hesitated — only for a heartbeat — before obeying.

“Up on your knees.”

When he was in position, she ran her hand over the curve of his ass, almost gentle. Then, with a sharp snap of her wrist, the first smack landed — a crisp, echoing sound in the stillness. His gasp was instant, the shock flashing across his face even though she couldn’t see it.

The second followed harder. Then the third. She watched the skin bloom pink beneath her palm, her touch hot and deliberate. He had a nicely shaped round bottom for a boy and only wispy blonde hair. The pale skin reddened easily.

“Count them,” she said.

He swallowed. “One… two…” The third smack made him falter mid-word.

“Louder.”

By the time she reached six, his skin was flushed, the heat radiating against her hand. She smoothed her palm over the redness, then gave him another, harder slap that made him jolt forward.

“Seven,” he said, voice tight, the sound half pain, half something else entirely.

“Good boy,” she murmured. “But I’m not finished.”

She delivered three more, each one firm and precise, each one making his body twitch beneath her. When she finally stopped, his ass was a deep, stinging red, the heat still pulsing under her hand.


Chapter Six — Ten Thank-Yous

“Count for me again,” she said softly.

He blinked, dazed. “What…?”

“The smacks,” she clarified, her tone calm but edged with steel. “Ten of them. And you’re going to thank me for each one.”

‘More,’ he thought, ‘this is really going to sting now.’

His throat worked as he swallowed, but he obeyed. “SMACK!” “One… thank you.”

Her smile was slow. “Good boy. Keep going.”

By “SMACK!” “five… thank you,” his voice had lost the hesitation and taken on a low, almost needy warmth. By “SMACK!” “ten… thank you,” the shift was complete — the thanks no longer an obligation, but part of his surrender.

She leaned down, lips brushing his ear. “And now,” she murmured, “I’m going to show you exactly what belonging to me feels like.”

Only then did she push him back onto his back, straddling him again. His pupils were blown wide, his breathing ragged — the flush on his face almost as bright as the one she’d left on his skin.

Serena still on top of him, her palms pressing into his chest. “Now,” she said, voice low and certain, “you know exactly who you belong to.”

Her mouth claimed his — deep, hot, unyielding — as her hips rolled over him, she reached down between her thighs and pulled her little panties to one side and took the hardness of him into her. She shifted, guiding him with deliberate slowness until he was exactly where she wanted him.

When she took him inside her, she didn’t rush. She sank down in one long, controlled motion, watching his face the whole time, savouring the moment he lost his breath entirely.

Her hands slid to his wrists, pinning them above his head again as she began to move — slow, grinding strokes that let him feel every inch of her control. When he tried to thrust upward, she pressed her palms harder into his wrists, keeping him pinned.

“No,” she whispered, her voice velvet and command in equal measure. “You don’t set the pace. I do.”

She rode him in a rhythm that kept him on the edge, shifting speed and depth until his head was tipped back and his muscles strained under her. Every movement was deliberate — not just for her own pleasure, but to remind him that his belonged to her now. She knew he must be beyond aching for release.

When she finally let him push back against her, it was only because she could feel the way his body was trembling, the surrender total. She leaned in, teeth grazing his throat. “Give it to me,” she breathed. “Now.”

He broke with a ragged sound, shuddering under her as she took every last bit of him, she felt the heat and extra wetness as he fired deep into her, her own climax washing over her with a low, satisfied moan.

For a long moment, she stayed on top of him, feeling the thud of his heart beneath her palms, letting the weight of her body remind him who had just claimed him completely.

When she finally eased off, she rested a hand low on his stomach, feeling the aftershocks still rippling through him. “You’ll remember that” She said, her voice almost a purr. “That you finished because I let you. Because I took you.”

“Yes,” he murmured, the word heavy with surrender.

Serena shifted onto her side beside him, propping her head on her hand, still watching him like a cat deciding whether to play with its prey or let it rest. She reached down, her hand resting low on his stomach, making him twitch.

“You can sleep here tonight,” she said at last, her voice warm but with that unmistakable thread of command, “but in the morning, you’re making me coffee before you even think about putting your clothes on.”

Adrian gave a small, exhausted laugh — the kind that came when resistance was pointless. “Yes.”

She smiled, satisfied, and lay back, pulling the sheet loosely over them. His breathing slowed, his body sinking into the bed. Serena kept her eyes open a little longer, her hand resting lazily on his hip, knowing that even in his dreams, he’d still feel her there — a reminder of who owned him now.


Chapter Seven — Morning View

The smell of fresh coffee drifted through the apartment before Serena even opened her eyes. She stretched lazily, the sheet sliding down her bare skin, and turned her head toward the soft sounds coming from the adjoining kitchen.

Adrian was exactly where she’d told him to be — standing barefoot at the counter, wearing nothing but his skin and the faint marks she’d left on him last night. The morning light spilled across him, pale gold catching on the line of his shoulders, the subtle taper of his waist.

She propped herself up on one elbow, watching him work. There was a quiet grace to the way he moved — the roll of muscle under smooth skin, the slight sway of his hips when he reached for the cups. His body was unmistakably male, the definition along his back and arms a testament to youth and some measure of discipline.

And yet… there was that softness too. The long lines of his legs, the delicate curve of his lower back, the perfectly rounded shape of his ass — still faintly flushed from her hand. That roundness made her smile to herself. Feminine in outline, but on a man’s frame, it was an irresistible contradiction.

He bent slightly to take something from a lower cupboard, and she drank in the view — the tension in the backs of his thighs, the curve of him framed by the light, the quiet reminder of last night’s lesson in every step he took.

She didn’t call out. She wanted him to think she might still be asleep. There was something delicious about watching him follow her orders without the need for her voice — the obedience written in his actions alone.

When he finally turned toward the bedroom, holding two steaming mugs, she let her gaze sweep him openly, slow and deliberate, making sure he saw the way she looked at him.

“Good morning,” she said, her voice low with that same undercurrent of command as last night.

“Morning,” he replied, setting her coffee down on the nightstand.

She took it without breaking eye contact. “You look even better in daylight,” she said simply, letting the words hang there, heavy with meaning.

Adrian smiled faintly, uncertain whether to thank her or just absorb the compliment. He sat on the edge of the bed, reaching for his own mug, but she slid her hand to his thigh, her thumb stroking idly over his skin.

“You’re not rushing off anywhere, are you?” she asked.

He hesitated. “I… was going to head home later.”

Serena shook her head slowly. “No. Not yet.” She sipped her coffee, her hand still on his thigh. “I’m not finished with you.”

The words weren’t loud, but they carried weight. She saw it in his posture — the way he relaxed just enough to let her decide for him.

“Stay,” she said. “A while. Make yourself useful. I might have more for you to do before you go.”

Adrian gave a small nod, his voice quiet. “Alright.”

Serena smiled into her coffee, satisfied. He might have thought last night was the only lesson — but she was already teaching him that her control didn’t end when the lights went out. It lingered, quiet and constant, in the way she could make him rearrange his morning with a few soft words.

Serena finished the last sip of her coffee, setting the cup down on the nightstand with a soft clink. Adrian was still sitting on the edge of the bed, one hand wrapped around his mug, watching the steam curl into the morning air.

“Come here,” she said, her tone casual but carrying that same edge that made her orders impossible to ignore.

He set his coffee aside and stood, moving to where she sat back against the pillows. She patted the space in front of her, and he stepped closer until she could reach him without leaning forward.

“Stand straight,” she murmured. Her eyes roamed him openly — from the tousled hair still flattened in places from the pillow, down over the smooth lines of his chest, the flat plane of his stomach, to the lingering pink flush over the curve of his ass.

She let her fingers trail along his hip, light enough to make him shift his weight from one foot to the other. “You’re still warm here,” she said softly, her palm smoothing over the spot she’d painted red last night. She gave it a slow, deliberate squeeze, watching the way his breath caught.

“I like knowing you’ll feel it when you sit down today,” she added, her voice dropping lower. “A reminder of exactly where you were, and who put you there.”

Her hand wandered forward, resting low on his abdomen, just above where he was starting to harden again. She didn’t move any further — not yet — instead looking up at him with a calm, measuring gaze.

“You see,” she said, “this is the difference between you and me. You wake up thinking about me. I wake up knowing I own you.”

Adrian’s lips parted, but no answer came. He didn’t need to give one. She could see it in the way his shoulders softened, in the way his hips subtly tilted toward her touch.

She released him with a faint smile. “Go top up my coffee,” she said. “Then come back here. I’m not done with you yet.”

And as he turned toward the kitchen again, she watched the flex of his back, the soft, round curve of his still-sensitive ass, knowing he was already too far under her control to even think about saying no.


Chapter Eight — Lesson Two

Adrian returned with her coffee, the steam curling up into the soft light spilling through the window. Serena took it without a word; her eyes fixed on him over the rim of the mug as she drank.

“Close the door,” she said, nodding toward the bedroom.

He obeyed.

“Now come here.”

He moved to stand beside the bed, but she shook her head. “No. In front of me. Closer.”

When he was within reach, she set the mug aside and took his hand, guiding him to stand between her knees. She let her palms rest lightly on his hips, her thumbs brushing just above the sensitive curve where his thighs met his torso.

“You’re already hard,” she observed, her voice almost amused. “You’re still thinking about last night.”

His throat tightened as he swallowed. “Yes.”

She leaned back slightly, studying him the way an artist studies a model — not just looking, but seeing. “Good. I want you to remember that I can make you feel like that… or keep you on the edge until you can’t think straight.”

Her fingers slid to the back of his thighs, then up, cupping the faintly pink curves of his ass. The heat still lingered from the spanking, and her thumbs stroked slow circles into it, making him shift under her touch.

“Lesson two,” she murmured. “Submission isn’t just about what I take from you. It’s about how long I make you wait for it.”

She leaned in, kissing low on his stomach, just above where he was straining for her. Her lips were soft, slow, and deliberate — and then she pulled back, leaving him aching for more.

Her hands smoothed down the backs of his legs, her nails grazing just enough to make him shiver, before she drew him gently down onto the bed beside her.

“I’m going to touch you,” she said, “but you won’t cum until I say. If you do… you’ll earn every mark, I give you after.”

The warning and promise were wrapped in the same low, measured tone.

She started with his chest, her nails dragging lightly over the lines of muscle, her mouth following in slow, teasing kisses. Down over his ribs, the flat of his stomach, until she reached the sharp line of his hip. She stayed there, breathing against his skin, feeling the tension gather in every part of him.

When she finally closed her hand around him, it was gentle, almost languid — not enough to push him over, just enough to keep him wanting. She alternated between letting him throb in her palm and pulling away entirely, making him ache in the absence.

Minutes stretched, and his breathing turned ragged. “Please,” he murmured.

“Not yet,” she said simply, her thumb stroking once, slow and deliberate. “You’re learning patience. This is my pace. My timing. My rules.”

And she kept him there — floating at the edge, utterly in her control — until she decided the lesson was over.


Chapter Eight — Lesson Two (Complete)

Adrian’s body was trembling now, the muscles in his stomach tightening every time her hand returned to him. She could feel the pulse of him in her palm, hot and insistent, every part of him begging for her without a single word.

“Please,” he said again, the sound low, rough, almost breaking.

Serena’s lips curved. “You’ve waited this long. You can wait longer.”

She shifted, straddling his hips, her knees pressing into the mattress on either side of him. One hand kept a slow, deliberate rhythm on him while the other pinned his wrists above his head. She leaned forward until her hair brushed his cheek, her mouth at his ear.

“You need to understand,” she whispered, her voice like warm silk, “that your pleasure belongs to me. You don’t take it. I give it to you. And only when I’m ready.”

He nodded quickly, eyes shut tight, the tension in his body coiling tighter with every stroke.

“Look at me,” she said.

His eyes opened — wide, dark, and desperate.

“Now,” she said, her hand working him harder, faster, still keeping his wrists trapped. “Now you can have it. Give it to me.”

The permission broke him. His hips surged up against her grip, his head tipping back with a deep, raw sound as his release hit — hard and shuddering, every pulse of it drawn out by the way she held him through it.

Serena didn’t look away. She stayed there, watching him until the last tremor left his body, until his chest was rising and falling in uneven bursts. Only then did she loosen her hold on his wrists and smooth her hand slowly down his arm.

“Good boy,” she murmured, leaning down to press a lingering kiss to his jaw. “That’s how it’s going to be from now on. You earn it. You wait for it. And when I let you have it, you remember exactly who gave it to you.”

Adrian’s lips parted, but no words came. He just nodded, still catching his breath, his body slack under her in the quiet aftermath.

Serena ran her fingers into the sticky mess pooling on his flat stomach and scooped up some of the goo. She took her fingers to his lips. He looked worried and was about to turn his head away, but she said sharply, “No! You make a mess you must clean up your mess.”

Reluctantly, he parted his lips enough to allow Serena to push her sticky finger in, “Lick it clean, Adrian.” He made a little bit of a screwed-up face but complied. She then took her fingers back to the pools of his gooey spunk and scooped up more of the mess and fed him again. She repeated this six times in all till there was hardly anything else left.

Serena smiled to herself. He was learning fast — and she was only just getting started.


Chapter Nine — Public Property

The café was busy enough to hide in, but not so loud that Serena couldn’t make herself heard. She sat in the corner booth, one leg crossed over the other, her eyes tracking Adrian as he returned from the counter with their drinks.

He slid her cup toward her and took his seat opposite. She didn’t thank him — she just sipped her coffee, holding his gaze over the rim.

“Sit next to me,” she said suddenly.

He hesitated for a fraction of a second — then obeyed, sliding around the booth until he was pressed beside her. She shifted closer, her thigh against his, the warmth of her body seeping through his jeans.

Her hand settled on his knee, then began a slow ascent up his thigh, her nails tracing faint lines that made his breath catch. No one else could see exactly where her hand was — but he knew, and that was enough to keep him rigidly still.

“You’re thinking about last night,” she murmured, leaning in so her lips brushed the edge of his ear. “And about how sore you still are.”

His jaw tightened, a faint colour rising in his cheeks.

“Good,” she said softly, her hand still inching higher. “Every time you feel it, you remember who did it to you.”

She pressed her palm over his inner thigh now, just shy of the heat growing there, and squeezed. He made a quiet, involuntary sound that earned him a small, knowing smile from her.

“Eyes on me,” she said.

He looked at her — and she held his gaze, her hand giving one last slow, deliberate stroke before retreating entirely. She picked up her coffee as if nothing had happened, sipping it leisurely while his breathing fought to return to normal.

When the waitress came to clear a nearby table, Serena spoke just loud enough for Adrian to hear but quiet enough that it was only for him.

“When we get home,” she said, “you’re going to take off every stitch of clothing the moment we walk through the door and kneel for me. No hesitation. No questions.”

He swallowed hard. “Yes.”

Serena’s smile was small but sharp. She liked knowing that from the outside, they looked like any other couple having coffee — while inside, he was already hers, body and mind, before they’d even left the café.


Chapter Ten — On Your Knees

The apartment door clicked shut behind them.
Serena didn’t even take off her coat. She just turned, leaned her back against the door, and looked at him.

“Well?” she said.

Adrian’s breath caught. He remembered her words in the café — the low command, the unshakable certainty in her tone. Without a word, he began stripping. Shirt first, then jeans, then underwear, until he was bare under the apartment’s warm light.

“Kneel.”

He dropped to the floor, knees spread, hands resting on his thighs. She noticed the faint pink still colouring his ass from the night before — proof of her hand.

Serena moved slowly, unbuttoning her coat and letting it fall, then stepping out of her boots. She circled him once, fingertips grazing his shoulders, the back of his neck, down the centre of his spine. He shivered under her touch.

“You know why you’re here,” she murmured from behind him.

“Yes.” His voice was quiet, but certain.

“Say it.”

“I’m yours.”

She smiled, stepping in front of him, her fingers under his chin to lift his gaze to hers. “And what does that mean?”

“That I do what you tell me,” he said, a little rough.

“Exactly.”

Her hand slid into his hair, gripping firmly, tilting his head back. The sharp pull made him gasp, his eyes widening as she leaned down to kiss him — not soft, but claiming, her tongue sweeping into his mouth with absolute authority.

She released him only to pull him to his feet and guide him toward the bedroom, her hand never leaving his hair.

Once there, she pushed him face-down on the bed. “Up on your knees again.”

He obeyed, the position exposing the still-warm skin of his ass. She ran her palm over it once, almost gentle — then brought it down in a firm, stinging smack.

He made a low sound, half pain, half something darker.

“Last night was lesson one,” she said, her hand coming down again. “Tonight, you’ll learn how deep this goes.”

The next few smacks came harder, each one leaving his skin hotter, redder, until he was shifting under her, his breath quick and shallow. She reached around then, her fingers finding him — already hard, straining.

“You’re getting hard for me even as I mark you,” she said with quiet satisfaction.

Another hard smack and then she took a firm hold of his round ass cheeks, pulling them apart she spat onto his little puckered star. She gave him two more hard smacks one on each round cheek. Then she pushed her forefinger into his tight little hole. He caught his breath at the sudden intrusion and moaned delightfully. Oh, how she loved his little moan of submission. Quickly she had her finger into the knuckle, added some more spit she pulled her finger out and then pushed two fingers in deep. Another delightful moan.

Lifting her short elegant dress, pulling her little panties to one side she lined up her six inches of hard cock and pressed it against his tight little hole.

When she finally took him, it wasn’t slow — it was with the deliberate force of someone claiming what was already theirs. Her pace was firm, unrelenting, keeping him pinned where she wanted him, her hands gripping his hips like she owned every inch of him.

Every thrust, every sound he made, every twitch of his muscles told her the same thing: he was hers — and he knew it.

“Come for me,” she ordered when she felt him on the edge.

He did — hard, shuddering, his body buckling under the force of it. And she didn’t stop until she’d wrung every last pulse of pleasure from him, holding him steady, keeping control to the very end. She knew he had soaked the sheet beneath him. But she didn’t stop thrusting into his, his previously virgin tight little arse until she reached her own climax, filling his bowels with her one thick spunk.

When she finally let him collapse forward onto the bed, she smoothed her palm over the heat of his marked skin. “Good boy,” she murmured. “Now you’re starting to understand.”


Chapter Eleven — Leash in Public

The morning sun was already bright when Serena stepped out of the bedroom, her hair loosely tied back, a travel mug of coffee in one hand. Adrian was waiting just inside the door, still bare from the night before, watching her for direction.

She smiled faintly. “Good. You’re learning to wait for me.”

From the pocket of her coat, she drew out something black and coiled — smooth leather that unrolled into a collar with a small silver ring at the front. His eyes flicked to it, then back to her, a muscle in his jaw tightening.

“Up,” she said.

He rose, and she stepped close, buckling the collar snugly around his neck. She adjusted it with a careful tug, her fingers brushing his throat, before clipping on a thin, matching lead.

“You’ll wear this under your shirt,” she said, handing him his clothes. “No one needs to see it. But you’ll know it’s there. And I’ll know it’s there.”

He dressed quickly, the thin leather lying cool and firm against his skin, the small weight of the ring pressing just beneath his collarbone. She left the lead tucked under the hem of his jacket, the length of it still coiled in her palm.

They left the apartment together, and every step down the street carried the silent tension of the secret between them. To anyone else, they looked like a couple on their way to brunch. But Adrian could feel the collar with every movement, could feel her control in the faint, deliberate tugs on the lead she kept hidden in her hand.

When they reached the small, stylish bar Serena had chosen, she led him to a corner table. The lead remained in her palm under the tablecloth, a constant reminder.

“Sit up straight,” she said softly as he slid into his seat.

He obeyed instantly.

She sipped her drink and leaned in slightly. “If I pull,” she murmured, “you stop whatever you’re doing. And you wait. No matter what.”

The threat — or promise — in her tone made his pulse thud. Every sound in the bar seemed sharper now, every glance from a stranger tinged with the possibility that they might notice.

Serena, of course, looked entirely relaxed, smiling faintly over the rim of her glass, knowing that she didn’t need anyone else to see to make the point. He was collared. He was leashed. And she could make him feel it whenever she wanted.


Chapter Eleven — Branded

Serena let him finish his drink without rushing him, but the leash remained coiled in her palm under the table, her thumb idly stroking the leather as if reminding herself — and him — that it was there.

When they left the café, she didn’t turn toward home. She led him two blocks down and into a narrow side street lined with shuttered shopfronts and faded graffiti. At the far end, a blacked-out window with gold lettering read: Ink & Iron.

Adrian glanced at her. “A tattoo shop?”

“Mm-hm.” Her tone was casual, but her smile was not. “Today you get marked properly. Permanently.”

Inside, the air was warm and faintly metallic with the smell of antiseptic. The artist — a tall black woman with intricate ink winding up her neck — greeted Serena with a familiarity that said this wasn’t her first visit.

“This the one?” the artist asked, glancing at Adrian.

Serena’s fingers tightened subtly on the lead. “Yes. He’s ready.”

They were shown into a private back room. A wide padded table dominated the space, surgical lamps poised overhead. Serena turned to him, her eyes direct. “Clothes off.”

He hesitated only a second, glancing toward the other woman, slightly embarrassed, but then quickly obeying, stripping down under her gaze until he stood naked before her. She hung his jacket neatly over the back of a chair, the leash still attached to his collar.

Then she stepped closer, her hand resting low on his stomach. “We’ll need the canvas prepped,” she told the artist.

The artist nodded, pulling on gloves. A warm buzzing filled the room as clippers came to life. Adrian’s pulse kicked as Serena stepped aside, watching while the artist knelt between his legs and began shaving him smooth — every strand of hair from his groin gone until his skin was bare and soft.

Serena’s gaze never left him, her smile slow and sure. “I like you this way,” she murmured. “Clean. Exposed. Ready for me. You will have to maintain this. Clean, shaved and smooth there every day. And tonight, I want all the hair here, balls and ass crack as well, gone. I’ll decide later about your legs.”

Adrian looked at Serena, “Yes.”

When the shaving was done, the artist sketched the design — Serena’s initials, entwined with fine, elegant flourishes, the lines sweeping outward in decorative arcs. The placement was deliberate: just above the base of him, where no one would see unless he was naked, unless she wanted them to.

“Lie back,” Serena said, her hand pressing lightly to his chest.

The needle began its steady buzz, sharp heat sinking into tender skin. Adrian’s breath hitched with each stroke, his hands curling into fists at his sides. Serena moved to his head, bending to kiss his temple.

“Stay still,” she whispered. “Every line is mine. Every sting is a reminder.”

The work took time — slow, meticulous. Serena watched as her mark became part of him, the ink settling into his skin like a signature on a finished masterpiece. He had quickly risen to full hardness under the gaze of the two women. His slender dick standing erect below the ink.

When it was done, the artist wiped away the last trace of ink and ointment. The initials gleamed against his skin, still red from the needle, the design beautiful and utterly personal.

Serena reached down, tracing the fresh tattoo with the lightest touch of her fingertip. Adrian shivered.

“Now,” she said softly, “even without the collar, everyone will know you belong to me… at least anyone I choose to show.” She wrapped her fingers around the slender shaft.

His answer was a quiet, certain, “Yes.”


Chapter Twelve — Reflection

By the time they reached Serena’s apartment, the fresh tattoo still throbbed faintly, a low, insistent reminder with every step Adrian took. The collar was still buckled at his throat; the lead loosely wrapped in Serena’s hand. She hadn’t pulled on it once on the walk back — she didn’t need to. The weight of it, like the ink on his skin, was enough.

The moment the door closed, she tugged once on the lead, guiding him toward the bedroom. “Clothes off,” she said, her tone unhurried but absolute.

He obeyed without hesitation, stripping until he was bare again. The apartment’s soft light caught on the smooth, freshly shaved skin at his groin, the intricate black lines of her initials just above him. His dick quickly rose to back to full attention.

Serena moved behind him, unclipping the lead but leaving the collar in place. “Come,” she said, guiding him toward the tall mirror that leaned against the far wall.

“On your knees.”

He sank down, the plush carpet soft under his legs, his reflection framed by the gold edge of the mirror. She stood over him, one hand resting lightly on his shoulder.

“Look at yourself,” she said.

He lifted his eyes to the glass — to his bare skin, the curve of his collarbone, the leather at his neck, the fresh ink just above himself. The sight was both strange and undeniable.

Serena’s hand slid down from his shoulder to his chest, fingers tracing idly over his skin as she spoke. “This is permanent. Every time you undress, you’ll see me. Every time someone else undresses you — if I allow it — they’ll see me too.”

Her hand drifted lower, her nails grazing the tender skin just above the tattoo. “That,” she murmured, “is my signature. And you’re my canvas.”

He swallowed, his reflection meeting hers in the glass. “I belong to you.”

“Yes,” she said simply. “Completely.”

She stepped closer, her body warm against his back, one hand wrapping lightly around him as her other hand tilted his chin, so he had to watch himself in the mirror. “Every time you touch yourself, you’ll see it. Every time you’re hard, you’ll remember why.”

Her touch was slow, measured, keeping his eyes locked on his reflection while the heat built between them again. She didn’t rush him, didn’t let him close his eyes.

“Keep looking,” she said. “I want you to see exactly what I’ve made you.”

When she finally let him cum, splattering across the mirror, it was with her name mark burned into his vision — a reminder that wasn’t going anywhere, in ink or in mind.

She pulled at the collar indicating for him to follow, he rose, and she led him into the bathroom, “This is my razor, you can use this to remove the reast of your hair.” She ran her hands over his balls, cupping them giving them a little squeeze, then her fingers traced down along his ass crack, “I want these areas smooth like your front.”


Chapter Thirteen — The Hunt

Serena had chosen the venue carefully — a low-lit bar that hummed with energy, where the music was just loud enough to blur private conversations and the crowd carried a mix of sleek city professionals and dangerous-looking strangers.

Serena dressed in a stunning black dress that clung to her curves like liquid shadow, the fabric cut to plunge low at the front, framing the swell of her breasts in a deep, tempting V. A daring slit ran high up her thigh, each step revealing the smooth length of leg that disappeared into razor-thin stiletto heels. Her dark hair fell loose over one bare shoulder, catching the light, while a slash of deep red lipstick turned her mouth into a promise and a threat all at once.

Adrian followed a half-step behind her, the collar still hidden beneath his shirt, the faint pull of the lead coiled in her bag enough to keep him tethered in his head.

Serena scanned the room with the eye of a predator. Then she saw him.

Tall. Broad-shouldered. Dark skin that caught the light in warm bronze tones. His shirt stretched across a chest built for power, his stance loose but alert — the kind of man who didn’t need to posture to dominate a space. His eyes met hers from across the bar, and in that instant, something shifted.

“Stay here,” she murmured to Adrian, her voice low and deliberate.

She moved toward the man like she’d been invited — hips loose, shoulders back, gaze steady. When she reached him, she didn’t waste time. She spoke softly, leaning in so only he could hear. Whatever she said made him smile — slow, confident, and entirely unthreatened.

Adrian watched, heat and unease curling together in his stomach as she placed a hand on the man’s forearm, her fingers resting there like she already had the right. She laughed at something he said, the sound warm and rich in a way Adrian had never heard from her before.

From his seat at the small table, Adrian tried to keep his eyes on the glass in front of him, but they kept drifting back to her — to the way she leaned in slightly when she spoke to him, to the easy confidence in her smile. Marcus was taller, broader, his shoulders stretching the fabric of his shirt, his stance radiating the kind of physical power Adrian could never match. A dull ache settled low in his chest as he watched them, something between jealousy and fear. He hated the way it made him feel — small, replaceable, uncertain of his place at her side. And yet, under the jealousy, there was a strange, almost shameful pull… the quiet, disquieting question of what it might feel like to be between them both.

Ten minutes later, she returned — not alone.

“Adrian,” she said smoothly, “this is Marcus. You will always address him as ‘Sir’.”

Marcus’s handshake was firm, his gaze direct. “Hey, man.”

Adrian managed a nod, the. with a little nervous hesitation, “Hello, Sir.”

Serena’s eyes flicked between them, the smallest smile playing at the corner of her lips. “We’re going back to my place.” The “we” was clear, final.

The walk back was a blur of streetlights and the quiet press of footsteps. Marcus walked on one side of her, Adrian on the other, and somehow, she was at the centre of both their orbits. Marcus had an arm around her waist; she had the end of Adrian’s leash in her bag.

When they reached her apartment, she didn’t waste a second. The door shut, and she turned to Adrian and looked at him expectantly, he knew but felt embarrassed, but she wasn’t going to change her mind.

He obeyed, stripping naked in front of Serena and the big man, very awkward about his nudity. His skin heating under Marcus’s cool, assessing gaze. Serena stepped closer to Marcus, her hand resting on his chest. “You’ll watch,” she told Adrian. “You’ll see exactly how I play when I want to be taken.”

Adrian’s pulse thudded, the new edge to her voice making his freshly marked skin prickle. Serena was still in control — but the balance had shifted, and now he would see her submit on her own terms, to a man who could match her power in a way he never could.


Chapter Fourteen — Service

Marcus moved toward the couch, his presence filling the room without effort, while now bare, the collar still snug at his throat, the fresh ink above his groin visible under the warm apartment light. Accentuated by the fact he was now shaven and therefore felt even more exposed in front of Serena and this man they had just met.

Serena crossed to him, running her fingertip lightly over the tattoo, then tilting his chin up to meet her gaze. “You’ll serve us tonight. Both of us.”

Marcus watched, his arms resting along the back of the couch, his posture loose but commanding.

“Get us drinks,” Serena said. “And be quick.”

Adrian padded into the kitchen, his skin hot, the sound of Serena and Marcus talking low behind him. Knowing that he was fully exposed to both. When he returned with two glasses, he placed them carefully on the table in front of the couch.

Serena took hers without looking away from Marcus. “Good. Now,” she said to Adrian, “Come here.”

She reached for him, guiding him down onto his knees beside where she sat close to Marcus. Her hand slid into Marcus’s shirt, pushing it open, revealing a chest broad and defined, the kind of build that spoke of power and discipline.

“Look at him,” she said to Adrian. “Look at what a real man’s body feels like under your hands.”

She took Adrian’s wrist and placed his palm against Marcus’s chest, the warmth of it startling. “Slow,” she murmured, “Take your time.”

Adrian’s fingers moved hesitantly at first, tracing the dense muscle beneath smooth skin. Serena followed with her own touch, her nails dragging lightly down Marcus’s torso, showing Adrian the way.

“This is strength,” she said softly, her voice almost reverent. “You worship it. You honour it.”

She leaned in to press her lips against Marcus’s chest, then looked at Adrian, a small, knowing smile curving her mouth. “Your turn.”

Adrian bent forward, his lips brushing warm skin, the scent of Marcus filling his senses. Serena’s hand rested on the back of his neck, holding him there just long enough to make sure the point was clear.

“Good boy,” she murmured. “Now, together.”

She and Adrian moved in sync under her guidance, their hands and mouths exploring the breadth of Marcus’s chest and shoulders, their attention absolute. Marcus’s quiet, approving rumble of a laugh filled the room, the sound as commanding as his size.

Adrian’s pulse pounded — not from his own control, but from being directed, positioned, and used exactly how Serena wanted. He had never touched another man this way before, never thought he would. And now he was following her lead and kissing and gently licking over this man’s muscular ebony torso. He’d never thought of a man being physically or sexually attractive to him. But Marcus’s honed, toned physique, the power engulfed him and he was fully aroused, very hard.

As Adrain kissed and worshipped the big man’s muscular chest and his rippled six pack, Serena slowly and quietly undid the man’s jeans reaching inside till she could rap her small slender fingers around his thick shaft, she pulled it out and up above his trousers. She placed her hand on the back of Adrian’s head and gentry guided him down till his mouth was above the bulbous purple head of the other man’s thick cock.

Serena: “Kiss him then I want you to wrap your pretty lips around him.” She felt Adrain resist for a moment but she still had a firm grip on the back of his neck and gently pushed him forward. Adrain pursed his lips and gently kissed the tip, then he opened his mouth and allowed the cock to enter running his tongue around the velvety skin and tasted him. 

Now as Adrian slowly bobbed his head up and down on the big man’s thick cock, Serena rose till she could kiss Marcus, their tongues playing together. She had Adrian sucking him while she could kiss the powerful black man and have his tongue invading her mouth as she had Adrian’s the day before.


Chapter Fifteen — Shared Control

Serena’s smile was slow and certain as she looked between the two men. Marcus leaned back, broad shoulders filling the couch, his eyes fixed on Adrian with the kind of focus that made the air feel heavier.

“Remove Marcus’s trouser and boxers,” she told Adrian, her tone deceptively gentle. Adrian reached down and carefully pulled the big man’s trousers down his legs and off, then he took a hold of the side of his boxers, and they followed the trousers. Then Serena told Adrian, “Up.”

He rose to his knees in front of Marcus, still naked, still collared, his tattoo visible under the light. Serena stood behind him now, one hand stroking down his spine to rest on the curve of his ass.

“Marcus is going to take you,” she murmured, her voice low in Adrian’s ear. “And you’re going to let him. Because I want to see how you look when you give yourself to real power.”

Her hand slid between his legs, cupping him, teasing him just enough to make his breath catch. Marcus leaned forward, his big hands settling firmly on Adrian’s hips, his grip unyielding.

Serena kept her mouth near Adrian’s ear. “I’m right here,” she whispered. “You’re still mine… even while he uses you. Lower yourself let him enter you.”

This would be the first time Adrian had been fucked by a man. Yes, he had been taken by Serena last night, that was his first time with a cock in his tight little rear passage. But now he was giving himself to a man. He told himself he was doing it for her. But his dick was rock hard, there was pre-cum dripping from the little slit. He was incredibly aroused by the whole thing.

Marcus’s control was immediate, the strength in his hands guiding Adrian exactly where he wanted him. Serena’s fingers toyed with Adrian’s slender dick and gently squeezed as Adrian felt the big man’s thick cock press against his tight little hole. Adrian did his best to relax and felt his tight little sphincter open and envelop the bulbous head, he gave a stifled moan. As Marcus started to fuck Adrian’s tight little hole, Serena kept stroking in time with Marcus’s growing rhythm, her other hand gripping the base of his collar to keep his head tilted back against her shoulder.

“That’s it,” she breathed, her voice laced with heat. “Feel it. Take it. Give him everything while I keep you right on the edge.”

Adrian’s body was caught between them — Marcus’s sheer physical power pressing into him from below. Filling him and stretching him, while Serena’s teasing touches and murmured orders flooding his senses from the front. Taking the big thick black cock in his barley used rear hole, it di hurt a little, it did burn, but it also felt surprisingly good to be stretched and filled. It was also insanely illicit to have a big black man’s thick cock penetrating him.

“You like it,” she whispered, her thumb brushing just under the head of his slender dick, “Being taken, being shared. You like knowing I can give you away and still keep you.”

His breathing grew ragged, his muscles taut under Marcus’s hold. Serena’s lips brushed his jaw, her free hand tightening in his hair. “Don’t you dare finish until I say.”

The command burned through him, making him cling to every second of the overwhelming mix of power, heat, and control. And through it all, the certainty remained: Serena owned him — body, mind, and now, even in Marcus’s hands, soul.




Chapter Sixteen — Permission

Adrian’s body was taut, every muscle straining under Marcus’s hold. Serena stayed close in front of him, one hand gripping his collar, the other stroking him with deliberate control — never too much, never enough to tip him over.

“You’re close,” she murmured, her lips brushing the corner of his mouth. “But you don’t come until Marcus is finished with you.”

Marcus’s grip on Adrian’s hips was unrelenting, his strength holding him exactly where he wanted him. Each deep thrust made Adrian gasp, his eyes fluttering shut — until Serena tugged sharply on the collar, forcing him to meet her gaze.

“Look at me,” she ordered.

He obeyed, his breath hot and uneven, his voice breaking on a low groan.

“That’s my boy,” she said, her thumb dragging slowly over him in time with Marcus’s rhythm. “Taking him just like I told you. Letting me decide when you get what you need. And you like his thick cock in your tight little arse, don’t you?”

Adrian was filled with so many different sensations, so many different emotions, he couldn’t answer.

“Tell me,” She repeated.

“Yes,” He breathed barely more than a whisper.

“You liked being fucked, being taken. As I did last night, as Marcus does now. You like your arse taken?” She squeezed his slender dick.

“YES!” He shouted this time.

Marcus’s pace grew harder, the weight of his body and the heat of his breath signalling he was close. Serena’s strokes became faster, tighter, keeping Adrian pinned between the raw strength behind him and the precise control in front.

“When I tell you,” She breathed.

Adrian’s body trembled under the tension, the collar biting lightly against his throat where her grip held it firm. Marcus growled low — a deep, rumbling sound that vibrated through Adrian’s back.

“Now,” Serena said, her voice sharp and certain.

Adrian’s release tore through him in a rush, his cry muffled against Serena’s shoulder as he spilled hard into her hand. The intensity left him shaking — and in the very next moment, he felt Marcus’s grip tighten, his thrusts sharp and deep before the unmistakable heat of Marcus’s own climax pulsed inside him. He could feel the heavy spurts of the man’s ejaculation deep in his bowels.

Serena didn’t move, keeping her hand and her hold steady until both men’s breathing slowed. She finally released the collar, her fingers stroking the back of Adrian’s neck in quiet possession.

“That,” she murmured, “is how you serve me — even when I’m not the only one using you.”

Marcus leaned back, satisfied, while Serena kept Adrian kneeling between them, her touch still in his hair, anchoring him to the reality that, no matter who took him, he belonged to her. She lifted her hand to Adrian mouth’s, “Clean.”

Adrian knew now that he must obey, he leaned forward and slowly licked up the goo pooling in her palm, licking and cleaning until he had swallowed it all down.

Then she reached between his slender thighs and found his dribbling hole and lifter her fingers now coated in Marcus’s thick spunk and pushed them into his mouth. She did this, four more times, scooping up the leaking mess from Arian’s abused, slightly gaping little hole.




Chapter Seventeen — Morning Service

The smell of coffee and frying bacon filled the apartment. Adrian moved quietly in the kitchen, bare except for the collar still snug around his throat. The air felt warmer than usual, not just from the stove but from the residual ache in his body — his soreness a physical reminder of the night before. When he checked there was still s a little dribble of the other man’s spunk from his abused hole.

From the living room, Serena’s voice carried easily. Don’t forget the toast, pretty boy.”

“Yes, Serena,” Adrian called back, sliding slices into the toaster before returning to the eggs sizzling in the pan.

Marcus sat on the couch, relaxed and comfortable, one arm draped over the backrest. He was shirtless, his solid frame filling the space, watching Adrian move with the calm focus of a man who knew he’d already had the upper hand.

“Bring the coffee first,” Serena said. “For Marcus.”

Adrian obeyed, carrying the steaming mug over and setting it carefully in Marcus’s hand. Marcus took a slow sip before nodding in approval.

“Good,” Marcus said, his deep voice a contrast to Serena’s lighter command. “Now finish breakfast.”

When the food was ready, Adrian plated everything and carried it to the low table in front of the couch. Serena and Marcus sat close, their knees brushing, their bodies angled toward each other as they took the plates from him without thanks.

“On the floor,” Serena told him, tapping the spot beside her feet.

He knelt there, hands resting loosely on his thighs, the heat of the carpet against his knees familiar now. Serena took a bite, then reached down, brushing her fingers through his hair almost absently — a gesture that was both possessive and indulgent.

“You’ll wait until we’ve eaten,” she said.

Marcus chuckled, forking a piece of bacon. “You’ve got him trained.”

“Mm,” Serena agreed, glancing down at Adrian with a faint smile. “And we’re just getting started.”

She alternated between eating and letting her fingers drift through his hair, occasionally tilting his head to look up at her while she chewed. Marcus joined in once or twice, resting a heavy hand on Adrian’s shoulder, the casual weight reminding him of the night before.

By the time they finished their plates, Adrian’s stomach was tight with hunger — not just for food, but for whatever they decided to do with him next. Serena leaned down, her lips brushing the edge of his ear.

“Clear the table,” she murmured, “then come back. Marcus and I have decided you’re going to be our entertainment before lunch.”

The words sent a thrum of anticipation through him as he rose to obey, the day already shaping into another test of just how much he would give.


Chapter Eighteen — Midday Entertainment

When Adrian returned from clearing the table, Serena and Marcus were still on the couch. Marcus had leaned back, legs spread in lazy confidence, while Serena sat angled toward him, her hand resting on his thigh as though it belonged there.

“Stand in front of us,” Serena said, her tone low but firm.

Adrian obeyed, bare as he now ha to be, the collar still snug at his throat. Serena’s gaze swept him slowly, pausing at the tattoo above his groin before meeting his eyes again.

“On your knees,” she added.

He sank down between them, the carpet rougher now against skin still tender from the night before. Marcus’s large hand came to rest on the back of his head — not pushing, not yet, just there.

Serena leaned forward, her fingers brushing down Adrian’s chest, her nails light against his skin. “You’re going to serve us both,” she said softly. “Marcus gets your obedience. I get your reactions.”

Marcus’s grip tightened just slightly, guiding Adrian forward while Serena shifted closer, her body brushing his shoulder. She kept one hand on his chest, the other sliding lower, teasing him with slow, deliberate strokes that made his breath catch.

“That’s it,” she murmured, watching the way his body tensed and relaxed under their combined touch. “Stay focused. Don’t lose control until I tell you.”

Marcus’s deep, calm voice rumbled above him. “You hear her? You’re ours right now. No slipping, no fighting it.”

Adrian’s world narrowed to sensation — the heat of Marcus’s grip, the teasing glide of Serena’s hand, the low voices above him controlling every movement, every breath.

Serena shifted her position slightly, close enough for him to catch the faint scent of her skin, her lips brushing his ear. “You like this,” she whispered, her tone rich with satisfaction. “Two sets of hands. Two voices. And you caught between them with nowhere else to go.”

Her strokes grew faster, more insistent, while Marcus’s grip in his hair held him steady, guiding and controlling without needing to force. Adrian’s breathing turned ragged, the tension coiling tight through his thighs and stomach.

“Not yet,” Serena said sharply when she felt him teetering. She slowed her hand, keeping him right on the edge, her gaze locking with Marcus’s over Adrian’s head.

Marcus smirked. “Make him wait. Make him earn it.”

They held him there — one teasing, one restraining — until his body trembled with the effort of holding back. Then Serena’s voice cut through, low and commanding.

“Now. Give it to us.”

The release was almost violent in its force, thick heavy spurts arcing out splattering down onto the wooden floor, Adrian’s gasp muffled against Marcus’s thigh, Serena’s hand keeping him steady until every last dribble had left him. She didn’t pull away immediately, letting the aftershocks roll through him while Marcus’s hand stayed firm on the back of his neck, anchoring him in place.

When Serena finally leaned back, she smiled, the kind of smile that promised this was only a taste of what they had planned.

“Good boy,” she said. “Now go get us more coffee. Then use your tongue to lick up all your mess.”


Epilogue — The Promise

Adrian was still on his knees, catching his breath, when Serena leaned forward and took his chin between her fingers. Marcus was behind her, lounging back on the couch with a satisfied expression, his gaze resting lazily on Adrian like he was a prize they’d both claimed.

“You did well today,” Serena said softly, her thumb brushing across his jaw. “You kept your place. You followed every word.”

Adrian’s pulse thudded at the praise, the ache in his body a quiet echo of every way they’d used him.

“But we’re not done,” she continued, her voice dropping to something that sent a shiver straight down his spine. “Not even close.”

Marcus chuckled. “We’ve barely started with him.”

Serena smiled. “Tomorrow night, we’re going out. You’ll wear the collar where everyone can see it. No hiding. No pretending.”

Adrian swallowed, the heat in his stomach tightening at the thought — fear and desire tangled so tightly he couldn’t separate them.

“You’ll walk between us,” she went on, “and anyone watching will know exactly what you are… and exactly who you belong to.”

She let his chin go, her hand trailing down to the fresh ink above his groin, her initials standing out against the bare skin.

“Sleep well tonight, pretty boy,” she said. “You’re going to need your strength.”

Adrian lowered his eyes, his voice quiet but certain. “Yes, Serena.”

Her smile deepened. “Good.”

And with that, she rose from the couch, Marcus following her lead, leaving Adrian kneeling in the middle of the room — the image of them walking away burned into his mind.

Tomorrow would be different. Tomorrow, everyone would see.


BOOK TWO

Coming in Book Two…
Tomorrow night, there will be no hiding.
Adrian will walk between Serena and Marcus, collared and bare-chested, under the bright lights of the city — where strangers will see exactly what he is and exactly who owns him.
Some will look away.
Some won’t.
Someone may decide they wants a taste. Who will his mistress give him to? Who will his mistress ask him to satisfy?
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