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The Four Horse-Cocks of Apocalypse



The Four Horse-Cocks Of Apocalypse



The sound wasn't scheduled.

Valerie Ashcroft knew every beat booked at The Hollow Room that day, and this wasn't one of them. She paused mid-step in the back hallway, the soft knock of her heels echoing off concrete, clipboard nestled against her hip. The noise came again--bass, not quite music, not quite noise, pounding in uneven waves through the back wall. It had that raw, unfiltered texture that either meant someone was fucking around or something worth hearing was starting to crack through.

She pushed open the back door and stepped into the warmth of the late afternoon. Light bled orange over the asphalt, catching on the hoods of parked cars and the haze of cigarette smoke curling lazily into the air. The sound was louder here--sharper now. A beat riding on a car stereo, spliced live with a drum pad balanced on the hood. And four of them--young, loud, alive--moving like the alley was already their stage.

One stood on the trunk of the car, shirtless, body hard with sweat and heat, his voice slicing through the air like he owned it. Not polished, not rehearsed--real. The others kept pace: one working the beats with practiced chaos, another leaning against the passenger side with a smoke tucked behind his ear, laughing at something unseen, and the last filming the whole thing with the kind of stillness that suggested control, not detachment.

Valerie stood in the doorway for a moment, caught not in admiration, but something adjacent. Recognition. She had seen this before--twenty years ago, in greenrooms and soundcheck hellscapes, in motel bathrooms where people tuned guitars with trembling hands and wild ideas. That frantic, magnetic presence. The kind you couldn't teach.

Her tailored black dress felt too corporate in this moment. Her posture too rehearsed. And yet, she couldn't look away.

Behind her, the back door swung again. Noah stepped out, squinting into the light, a stack of crumpled flyers clutched in one hand. He stopped beside her, followed her gaze, and visibly tensed.

"Tell me that's not who I think it is," he muttered.

Valerie tilted her head, eyes never leaving the alley. "They're not on the lineup."

"They're not even supposed to be near here."

She hummed thoughtfully. "They've got presence. Raw energy. That's rare."

Noah's voice dropped. "They're trouble, Mom."

Valerie didn't argue. She knew what she was looking at. The barely-reined-in aggression, the casual vulgarity, the reckless confidence. It radiated off them in waves. But that wasn't all. Beneath the noise and arrogance, there was a beat that hit her gut first, before her mind could process why.

"So were The Rolling Stones," she said quietly. "So were The Sex Pistols. Nirvana. N.W.A. Trouble doesn't scare me."

Noah looked at her like she was slipping into a language he didn't speak. "They're not a band. They're four assholes who spent high school making people like me miserable."

"And yet," she said, turning to meet his eyes, "they've got something your friends' bands don't."

"What?"

She looked back toward the group. Booker--yes, that was his name--had noticed her now. He hadn't missed a beat, but he was watching her. Assessing. Smiling with one side of his mouth, like he'd expected her all along.

Valerie's voice was steady, almost amused.

"Fire."

Noah took a step forward, his voice dropping low. "Please don't do this, Mom. I'm serious."

She didn't look at him. She just continued to watch. Listen.

She stayed in the doorway, half-shadowed, clipboard still tucked against her hip, as the sound bled out into the fading light. It wasn't clean. It wasn't polished. But there was something in it. Something that vibrated in her ribs and stirred a place she hadn't touched in a long time.

She'd been a musician once. Not just someone who liked music. Not just someone with a good ear or a decent voice. She had lived it. Breathed it. She'd played bars in her twenties, opened for real bands in her thirties, even cut a record that almost got picked up by an indie label. It wasn't about fame. It was about making something real. It had been messy, uncertain, loud. But it had mattered. She had mattered.

And then--she gave it up. For love. For stability. For the right thing.

Richard had offered her the world, and in return, she'd traded her own.

The house. The children. The perfect suburban life. She told herself she was lucky. And she was. Sophie, Emily, and Noah were the best things she'd ever done. She told herself she didn't miss the stage. Didn't miss the smoke, the sweat, the wild nights that ended with aching vocal cords and sore fingers. That was behind her.

The club, The Hollow Room, had been a gift from Richard five years ago. "So you can stay involved," he'd said. "Something fun." It was a clean, upscale venue with good lighting and better acoustics. She booked safe acts. Local bands. Jazz nights. Cover sets. It was tidy. Controlled. Pleasant.

It was nothing like what she loved.

And here they were--these four unruly boys, half-naked and too loud, taking over her alley like they owned it. The kind of energy that would've scared her venue staff. The kind of energy that would've gotten them banned from a showcase. The kind of energy she used to be.

Her eyes lingered on the lead one--Booker, she remembered now. He wasn't just rapping; he was commanding the space. The others backed him instinctively. They weren't just friends messing around--they were orbiting something. Something powerful.

And something cracked open inside her chest.

She had given enough. Given up enough.

The kids were grown. Emily was married. Sophie was gone more than home. Noah was barely present, even when he was in the room. And Richard--well, Richard was in Tokyo this week. Or was it Frankfurt?

There was nothing left to nurture. Nothing left that needed her. Except maybe herself.

She let her gaze fall for a moment--not at the boys in the alley, but at her own reflection in the polished glass of the back door.

Her black dress clung without clinging. Structured, tasteful. But it couldn't quite hide the generous swell of her breasts, high and full in the sculpted bodice, or the way her waist dipped into hips that carried a kind of slow, sultry weight with every step she took. Her legs, long and toned, disappeared into modest heels, and her skin--smooth, sun-kissed, with a warm golden undertone--still held the glow of youth, but deepened now with experience.

Her hair--jet black, sleek and naturally thick--was pinned up in a loose twist, with soft tendrils curling around her temples and neck. When it was down, it reached her shoulder blades in heavy waves, and she used to toss it over her shoulder like punctuation when she still had something to prove.

Her eyes were a deep, piercing blue, cooler than sapphire, clear enough to silence people mid-sentence when she stared too long. And her mouth--full, plush, lined in wet bright red gloss--stood out like something made for sin, even when she wasn't smiling.

She was forty-four. A mother of three. A wife. A business owner.

But she still looked like a woman meant to be seen.

Her heart beat harder, not from nerves--but purpose.

That was when she stepped forward.

Valerie stepped off the concrete threshold and into the golden spill of alley light. The sound of the car speaker thudded low behind the voices, but they noticed her immediately. All four heads turned, the music bleeding into silence.

Booker was the first to move, dropping from the trunk of the car in one smooth, practiced motion. He didn't bother with a shirt--just wiped a hand across his chest and grinned as he stepped forward, cocky and composed. The others fell in behind him like a pack falling into formation.

Kane cracked his knuckles and nodded once, sizing her up without shame. Reese tilted his head, gaze slipping down her legs and back up with a knowing smile. Zay didn't speak or move. He just lifted his phone, still filming, capturing the shift in atmosphere like a predator catching scent.

Valerie didn't flinch.

She stopped a few paces in front of them, dark dress still pristine, shoulders square, clipboard still in one hand. Her voice, when it came, was cool. Controlled. Hers.

"You've got presence," she said. "Not a lot of polish, but that's not always a bad thing."

"Rough's the point," Booker replied, his voice a slow drawl. "You don't get fire from clean cuts."

"Fire burns out just as fast as it flares," she said evenly. "Unless someone's shaping it."

The smile he gave her then was sharper. Less amused. Like he recognised something in her that hadn't been there the last time he saw her.

Reese stepped forward, playful and easy. "So what--are you saying we need a coach or something?"

"I'm saying you have raw energy," she replied. "It's not enough. Not if you actually want to make something. Noise is easy. Music takes discipline."

Kane scoffed, but there was no edge in it--just challenge. "We ain't lookin' for a babysitter."

"I'm not offering one." Valerie tilted her chin slightly. "I have a venue. You're standing behind it. It pays the bills, but it's not why I'm here. I also have a fully equipped studio. At my home. Private. Clean. Professional."

She let that word hang there. Let them feel it.

"If you're serious--if this isn't just ego and bravado--I want to see what you can do. Three songs. That's your demo. Bring your best. If it moves me, I'll offer you a contract."

Booker raised an eyebrow. "A contract?"

"I'll produce," she said. "And manage. We'll make an album."

Reese let out a low whistle. "That's a real offer?"

Zay lowered the phone, at last. "What's in it for you?"

Valerie met his eyes. "My life used to be music. Making it. Not managing it. Not booking safe little bar bands that play covers and thank me for the opportunity. I've seen a thousand acts that play perfectly and say nothing."

She took a breath, pulse steady now.

"You say something. Whether you mean to or not."

There was a beat of silence. Kane shifted his weight. Booker studied her like he was reevaluating the shape of the game.

"And if we do it?" he asked. "If we bring what you want?"

"Then we start recording," she said. "And I take you places you wouldn't reach without me."

Booker nodded slowly, smirk curling at the edge. "Guess we'll see if you can handle us, then."

Valerie smiled, but not in amusement. It was the kind of smile a woman gives when she's already made the decision.

"I'll send you the address."

She turned and walked away, heels tapping against the pavement, her dress catching the last of the sun. She didn't look back.

She didn't need to.

The doorbell rang at exactly 6:58 PM.

Valerie adjusted the volume on the mixing board in her home studio, then wiped her hands down the sides of her pencil skirt and walked upstairs. She didn't rush. She moved like a woman who controlled the room before she even entered it. As she approached the front door, she caught a glimpse of Noah on the stairs, hovering, trying to pretend he wasn't waiting.

She opened the door to a wave of heat and testosterone.

They stood there like a force: four young men, each with a presence that filled the quiet cul-de-sac like a rolling baseline.

Booker was in front, of course. Six-foot-four, sharp jaw, dark brown skin and darker eyes, dreadlocks tied back just loosely enough to seem effortless. He wore a white tank that clung to his chest and low black jeans slung with casual menace across his hips. His confidence wasn't loud--it was coiled, controlled, cocky like a promise.

Kane, shorter but broader, stood just behind him--six-one, thick like a wall, biceps veined and gleaming in the early evening light. Tattooed arms, gold chain, smirk like he already knew where the fridge was. His presence was physical, undeniable, like his voice was never needed to make you feel him.

Reese leaned on the porch railing, sunglasses still on despite the fading sun. Slim, stylish, dark caramel skin and a drawl that slid like honey. His tee clung to his frame in a way that was clearly intentional, and his fingers were long and expressive, dancing to an invisible beat only he could hear.

Zay, silent as always, stood back just enough to seem above it all. Tall, lean, and motionless in black, his hair in braids, his eyes heavy-lidded and watchful. He had a presence that felt almost predatory--not threatening, but still too much for any one moment. He held a camera bag at his side like it was part of his body.

Valerie stepped aside and gestured them in with a calm smile. "Studio's downstairs."

As they filed in, the scent of sweat and cologne and something electric followed them through the doorway. Noah didn't say anything. He just stood near the stairs, arms crossed, watching.

Kane caught him first. "Damn. Look who it is." He grinned wide. "Little Bambi's still got those soft eyes."

Noah's jaw twitched, but he didn't move.

Booker gave him a long once-over, then turned to Valerie. "Didn't know we'd have a fan at the first session."

"He's not part of this," she said quickly, voice cool. "Noah, give us the room."

Reese leaned into the hallway mirror, adjusted his shades, then glanced toward Noah. "Yo, you got snacks or something? All that silent judging burns calories."

Zay didn't say anything, but he lifted his phone and took a slow, lazy scan of the foyer--including Noah.

"I said out," Valerie repeated, more firmly this time.

Noah locked eyes with her. Hurt flickered across his face, but he didn't argue. He turned and walked upstairs without another word.

The boys exchanged smirks, but didn't press it.

Valerie led them downstairs.

The basement had been fully renovated years ago--soundproofed, climate-controlled, acoustically tuned. As soon as they stepped inside, the air changed. Warmer. Quieter. Like entering a sanctuary.

The recording room sat behind a wall of glass--spacious and clean, with a cherrywood floor, warm lighting, and high ceilings lined with acoustic baffles. A drum kit gleamed in one corner, surrounded by stands and cables. Guitars hung on the wall in a neat row, each one lovingly kept, some clearly older than the boys now entering the room. A vintage Fender amp sat like a throne beside the mic stand.

To the left, through another pane of thick, soundproof glass, was the control room--the true heart of it all. A large mixing console stretched in a wide curve beneath twin monitors. Shelves of analog gear, preamps, and rack-mounted compressors gave the room a soft, electric hum. The walls were lined with acoustic foam and vinyl-mounted gold records from her past life--silent witnesses to what she once was.

A low leather couch sat along the back wall, plush and deep, framed by a soft rug and a small table cluttered with coasters, notebooks, and a single candle she hadn't bothered to put away. It wasn't a professional lounge--it was cozy. Personal. A space meant to watch, to wait, to listen. And maybe, one day soon, to touch.

Kane flopped down on it immediately with a satisfied grunt. "Damn. This is nice."

Booker let his eyes sweep the room slowly, hands in his pockets. Reese ran his fingers over the edge of the console, nodding to himself.

Zay stood in the doorway of the recording room and simply stared at his reflection in the glass.

Valerie stepped aside and gestured toward the space.

"Show me what you've got."

The studio had taken on a different kind of warmth by the time they got into place--not the heat of lighting or bad insulation, but the kind that builds slowly from breath, motion, anticipation. It was the kind of warmth that hung in the air when something was about to start, but no one had said the word yet.

Valerie remained behind the glass in the control room, arms lightly crossed, one finger absently tracing the edge of a dial on the mixing console. She didn't instruct. Didn't offer notes. She watched. The boys were already moving like the room belonged to them--Reese lounging on the couch, legs spread comfortably wide, tapping a beat into his phone; Kane hauling cables around without a care for where they landed; Zay unpacking his camera gear in precise silence; and Booker, of course, moving in slow laps like a lion testing the ground beneath him.

When Booker finally said, "Ready?" the tension broke like the first note of a song.

Kane dropped the beat, hard and low, and the floor seemed to breathe beneath it. Reese followed immediately, layering synth over it in a slinking, smooth rhythm that didn't try too hard--it didn't need to. Zay tapped something on his device and began to move, camera to his eye, circling like a predator around a kill he hadn't decided to eat yet. And then Booker stepped to the mic, rolled his shoulders once, and dropped into his verse.

The first bars slid out with a controlled growl, smooth and deliberate, his voice made of smoke and threat and sex. He didn't yell. He didn't showboat. He pulled the room into him.

"I don't need a crown, I bend the throne /

Came from dust, made the street my own."

Valerie's breath didn't hitch, but it paused--briefly. Booker had presence. That rare quality no coach could teach, no studio could fake. He rapped like the track was built around his heartbeat.

"Mama said don't burn too fast, but I light slow /

Got 'em sweating off a look--now they die slow."

There was poetry in it, buried beneath the attitude. Swagger with shape. He wasn't just performing--he was possessing the room. Kane backed the chorus with hard, rhythmic calls, his body loose, coiled, dangerous. Reese kept pace, spinning melodies through the spaces between, occasionally tossing Booker a lyric like a man throwing a lit match just to watch it catch.

Zay filmed them all, panning over their movements, then turned--just for a second--his lens catching Valerie behind the glass. He didn't zoom in, didn't linger. But he saw her. And he let her know it.

Booker's next line rolled out slower, darker.

"Say she got a house full of rules, I don't listen /

Only thing I obey is the way she's twitchin'."

He didn't look at her when he said it. He didn't have to.

Valerie's mouth felt dry. She pressed the intercom button with perfect calm.

"Again."

They didn't speak. They started. And it was even tighter the second time--more confident, more dangerous. They'd caught the scent of something and wanted more.

By the third take, Valerie had heard enough.

She stepped into the studio and closed the door behind her. The beat was still vibrating through the floor when she spoke.

"You're not polished," she said, her voice low and composed. "But you have something most performers spend years trying to fake."

Booker wiped sweat from his jaw with the back of his hand and cocked his head.

"And what's that?"

"Presence," she said. "Heat. Hunger."

She let the silence settle around them for a moment, then moved a little closer.

"I want to produce your first album. And manage you."

Reese let out a soft whistle. "That a real offer?"

"I don't make empty ones," she said. "You'll work for it. Studio hours, discipline, development. I'll push you harder than you're expecting."

Kane cracked a grin. "Harder the better."

Zay, camera still resting against his chest, finally nodded. "We're in."

Booker looked her straight in the eyes, that slow-burning grin curling at the edges.

"We were already in."



Valerie didn't respond. She turned, her heels clicking softly on the studio floor, her voice smooth as silk over steel.

"Then let's begin."

It didn't take long for Apocalypse to become a regular presence in the Ashcroft home. Two sessions a week turned into three. Studio work bled into late-night hangouts. Valerie told herself it was normal--productive, even. The music was already evolving. Cleaner. Tighter. Each session sounded more like something real. Something marketable. She complimented their flow, offered notes, and watched them absorb every word. They listened to her. Took direction. Respected her ear.

And they made themselves at home.

Noah opened the door on Thursday afternoon, not because he wanted to, but because his mother wasn't back yet and the bell wouldn't stop ringing. Booker stood in front, as usual, broad-shouldered and grinning like he already knew how much Noah hated this. Kane had his shirt off, again. Reese nodded coolly and brushed past without waiting. Zay said nothing--he never did--but his camera bag was slung over one shoulder, and his eyes scanned the house like he was cataloguing it for later.

They walked in without hesitation. Reese headed straight for the kitchen and pulled open the fridge. Kane followed, grabbing a bottle of water like it was his own home. Noah stood just inside the living room, trying not to react.

"You think just because my mom invited you, this is your place now?" he said, bitterness thick in his voice.

Booker walked past him with a lazy confidence, taking in the house like it was already his.

"Your house? That's cute," he said without even glancing back. "I think your mom knows whose house it is now."

Noah's jaw clenched. Kane snorted a laugh and popped open a second bottle.

"She definitely knows how to host," Kane added, eyes flicking toward the hallway. "Can't say I blame her."

Reese smirked over his shoulder. "She's got good taste. In more ways than one."

Noah opened his mouth, but that was when she entered.

Valerie stepped through the side door, sunglasses perched atop her head, a soft silk blouse tucked into high-waisted slacks that hugged her hips like they were tailored for sin. Her heels clicked gently against the floor. Jet black hair coiled up and pinned back with just a few strands falling in soft waves near her temples. Her lips--always glossy, always red--shone under the kitchen lights. She looked like she was arriving at a film set, not walking into her own house.

And she was beaming.

"Hey, boys," she said, setting her bag on the counter. "Ready for the session?"

The mood shifted. The boys brightened. Kane grinned wide, Reese gave her a slow once-over, and even Zay adjusted his stance slightly. Booker met her eyes and gave a nod that said more than it needed to.

Noah didn't say a word. But the laughter that followed--soft, amused, unified--carved a quiet, vicious line through him. His mother didn't seem to notice. Or she chose not to.

Downstairs, the boys set up quickly. They were getting good at this. They knew the space, the gear, the rhythm. Valerie moved between them with grace and ease, giving notes, adjusting mic levels, directing with gentle authority. They responded instantly.

"You're finding the pocket more naturally," she said to Booker after a tight verse. "It's cleaner. Tighter than last week."

"You just bring that out of us," he murmured, voice low but audible.

She smiled but kept it small.

Zay muttered something about his camera overheating. Valerie turned, effortlessly pivoting.

"Noah," she called toward the open basement door, "do you have one of your backup cameras? Something Zay can borrow for now?"

Noah appeared in the doorway. "I'm not giving them my good gear."

"You've got more than one."

"Yeah, and they're mine. That's my work."

Valerie arched an eyebrow, her tone softening. "Okay. Just one of the older ones, maybe?"

After a beat, Noah disappeared and returned with one of his previous models--still excellent, far better than Zay's own. He handed it over stiffly.

Zay nodded in quiet thanks, testing the grip. "Thanks, man. Hopefully not the last precious thing of yours I borrow."

Noah stared at him for a long beat before walking away.

Valerie didn't seem to hear it--or pretended not to. She turned her attention back to the soundboard, her expression focused.

The session ran long. Valerie didn't mind. The energy was strong. The music--tight, rhythmic, visceral. They were coming into themselves, and she could feel it with every beat. She complimented them more freely now, less like a mentor, more like someone watching stars form in real time.

And when Booker slipped into a new verse--improvised, off-script--she didn't stop him, even when the lyrics brushed too close to the edge.

"Drippin' in red, hands on the fader,

Ridin' the beat like I ride my trainer..."

She told herself it was just metaphor. But her breath caught anyway. And when the verse ended, her thighs were pressed just a little tighter together than before.



The First Touch



The studio pulsed with low, deliberate energy--warmth in the walls, rhythm in the air. Valerie sat at the console in the control room, one heel kicked off, the other tapping slowly against the padded floor as she let the last track roll to its final beat. Booker's voice faded into silence, and then only the soft hum of equipment remained.

"That one," she said, glancing up. "That one had teeth."

Through the glass, the boys stretched and shifted. Kane tossed his mic onto the couch, bare arms flexing. Reese leaned back and cracked his neck with a satisfied groan. Zay stayed behind the lens, always filming. Booker just looked toward her, his smirk subtle, pleased.

The sessions had been getting longer. Better. She didn't need to push as hard now. They were finding their rhythm on their own. And she loved it--loved watching something raw turn into something real.

Booker's voice buzzed through the intercom. "Think we've got enough for the week?"

"Almost," she said, rising and stepping into the recording room, tablet in hand. "But you'll need more material soon. The album's not half full."

Kane flopped down on the couch. "Shit, we're running dry already?"

"You need inspiration," Valerie said, smiling slightly. "New rhythm, new energy."

Reese raised an eyebrow. "You got ideas, boss?"

Valerie tapped her lip with her finger, thoughtful, casual. "Try a live crowd. Even a small one. Nothing pushes creativity like immediate feedback. You want the hunger back? Feel people reacting to your sound in real time."

Booker nodded slowly. "Damn, Val. You're full of good ideas."

"I run a club," she said. "Might as well put it to use."

There were approving murmurs all around, light banter and head nods. Zay lowered his camera slightly, just watching her now.

"Alright," she said, looking at the time. "Let's call it for the night."

The energy started to shift--unwinding, loosening. Sweat-damp clothes were pulled on, water bottles cracked open. She moved to her notes, updating track summaries.

Reese leaned against the edge of the couch. "So what's your evening look like, Val?"

She blinked at him, caught off guard by the question. "Me? Nothing glamorous. Noah's at a friend's. Richard's in Hong Kong."

Booker perked up. "So... home alone?"

She nodded. "Wine. Hot tub. Maybe something mellow on the speakers."

Kane's eyebrows shot up. "You got a hot tub?"

Reese grinned. "Of course she does. She got taste."

"I've never been in one," Kane said, wiping his neck with the hem of his shirt.

Valerie tilted her head, surprised. "Seriously?"

"Never," Kane repeated. "Closest I got was sitting in a kiddie pool."

She laughed. It came out easier than expected. "Well, that's tragic."

Booker leaned forward on the couch, elbows on his knees, voice low and amused. "Guess tonight's a good night to fix that, right?"

Her smile faltered for just a second. She glanced around--Zay silent, Reese watching her openly, Kane grinning like he already had one foot in the water.

She hesitated, then gave a little shrug. "I suppose... if you don't mind a little chlorine and cheap chardonnay, the offer's there."

Booker stood. "Say less."

"You know where the deck is," she said, backing toward the door. "I'll go change."

She turned and walked out of the room, feeling their eyes on her all the way up the stairs.

The air outside was thick with steam and the gentle hum of bubbling water. Warm light from the deck sconces bathed everything in gold, and through it, Valerie stepped barefoot onto the wood, towel draped over her shoulder, wine glass in hand, nerves fluttering beneath her perfect posture.

She told herself this was casual. Innocent. She was just being welcoming. A good host. But her heartbeat didn't believe her.

The moment she appeared, all four heads turned--Booker, Kane, Reese, Zay--mid-laugh, mid-conversation, and then still.

They stared. Not rudely. Not hungrily. But directly. Openly. Like they were looking at something rare.

Her black bikini wasn't flashy--it was sculpted elegance. High-cut at the hips, cut low across the chest, perfectly fitted to showcase every hour she still spent keeping her figure. Her waist curved deep before flaring back out to full, round hips. Her breasts sat high and proud in the supportive cups. She walked slowly, deliberately, the towel sliding off one shoulder, teasing the bare slope of her collarbone.

She felt the heat of their eyes on her skin like sun. They're young, she reminded herself. They're clients. They're Noah's age. But the truth buzzed under her skin--She liked it. The attention. The pause. The power.

Then her eyes drifted to the edge of the tub--a pile of clothes. Jeans. Shirts. Hoodies. Socks. And... boxers.

Her step faltered. "Wait..." she said, eyebrows raised slightly. "You're all... naked?"

Reese grinned, leaning back, arms draped along the rim of the hot tub like a lounging cat. "Hot water, no suits... seemed obvious."

Kane chuckled. "Didn't realise there was a dress code."

She tried to laugh, but her mouth felt dry. "I thought... at least the underwear might've stayed on."

Booker tilted his head and smiled that calm, heavy smile of his. "You want us to get out?"

"No," she said quickly--too quickly. Then added, "You're already in."

Zay gave her a look, unreadable. Her chest fluttered.

She stood at the edge for one long, breathless second. Every nerve in her body said run. But deeper than that--buried in her belly--something whispered, don't you dare.

Valerie dropped the towel from her shoulder and let it fall slowly down her arm. The wind kissed her skin. Their silence grew heavy. When the towel hit the deck, she stepped forward and lowered herself into the water, settling in beside Booker, spine straight, legs crossing under the surface.

The heat of the tub was nothing compared to the heat rising in her blood.

They talked--light, easy chatter that rolled around her while she tried to act as if her heart wasn't hammering. Booker asked about her old tour days. Reese teased her about the kind of lyrics she used to write. Kane said they should use her hot tub as a writing retreat and call the next single "Wet Heat."

She sipped her wine and laughed, feigning ease. But every time one of them shifted, or their knees brushed hers, or their shoulders flexed under the water, she felt it--a thrum inside her that didn't want to be ignored.

Her glass emptied.

"I got you," Booker said, already standing.

She turned toward him--and froze.

He rose from the water like a myth made flesh, steam wrapping his skin in wisps that kissed along every cut of muscle, every carved line of his torso. Heat shimmered off the smooth expanse of his chest, trailing over the ridges of his abs, catching in the V of his hips like the curve of a blade. And then--her gaze dropped.

Her lips parted around a breath that never came.

It was... obscene.

Even softened by the heat, it hung thick and heavy, swaying with its own deliberate gravity. Veined faintly, dark and beautiful in a way that felt profane, it curved along the line of his thigh like it belonged there--no, like it ruled there. There was nothing passive in its presence. It didn't just exist. It loomed. It promised.

Her thighs instinctively squeezed beneath the water, slick now with more than heat. Her breath hitched; her stomach fluttered like it had nowhere to land. Her brain betrayed her in fragments: That's not real. That can't be real. He'd ruin someone with that. He'd ruin me.

And yet--her hand trembled, barely keeping hold of her wine glass. Not from fear.

From want.

She wrenched her gaze away only when the sliding door clicked, twisting as though to fix her bikini strap, pretending her mind wasn't still kneeling. Pretending she hadn't just pictured herself with her lips stretched wide, drool trailing from her chin, that thick, dark cock nudging at her throat with unrelenting intent.

But she'd seen it.

And now, it was all she could think about.

The hot tub bubbled quietly around her as the last remnants of conversation faded into the warmth of the night. Valerie sat still, her wineglass nearly empty, her limbs heavy with heat and something else--something far more dangerous. She felt it in the pit of her stomach, that slow-building ache, that quiet drum of arousal that refused to fade. It was in the way her bikini bottoms clung to her skin now, the fabric wetter than it should've been, the pressure between her legs too sharp to ignore.

"I'm starving," Reese murmured, stretching his arms along the tub's edge beside Kane.

"Yo, Zay," Kane called lazily. "You hungry?"

Zay's voice floated across the water, calm and indifferent. "Could eat."

Valerie cleared her throat softly and tried to steady her voice. "There's leftover pasta in the fridge. Parmesan too. Help yourselves to whatever you find."

The boys didn't hesitate.

Kane rose first, dragging a towel behind him but barely bothering to use it. His body was pure sculpture--broad-chested, powerfully built, his muscles shifting like a flexed promise as he stood. Valerie's gaze dropped before she could stop it, and her breath snagged hard in her throat. His cock swung with deliberate weight, thick and long enough to nudge his thigh with every step. Not just big--impossible. Her pulse skipped, then surged.

Then came Zay.

Taller. Quieter. His presence more shadow than flame, but no less hypnotic. Where Kane was bulk and power, Zay was angles and grace, all long limbs and lean muscle stretched over bone like silk over wire. And then she saw it--her breath left her completely. A flash of silver at the head of his cock. Pierced. Of course he fucking was. He didn't look at her, didn't even acknowledge her--but that somehow made it worse. That casual dismissal, that untouched confidence, made her core clench, made her ache.

And then Reese.

A little shorter, a little more relaxed in his skin--toned but not bulky, with that easy swagger that came from knowing exactly how good he looked. He laughed softly to himself, stepping out without shame, without pause. His cock bounced lightly as he walked--beautiful, thick, perfectly shaped, as if his body was built around it. Proud. Devastating.

Valerie couldn't look away. She tried. She tried. But the images had branded themselves into her--one after another, cock after cock, each more obscene than the last, the sheer scale of them rewiring her. They weren't boys. They weren't even just men. They were something else. Sex made flesh. Confidence without hesitation. Endowment without apology.

She'd seen men naked. She'd lived a full life--husband, childbirth, lovers who thought they knew what they were doing. But this wasn't just nudity.

This was a revelation.

Masculinity pushed beyond its edges, into something filthy and raw and inescapable. It wasn't just Booker. It was all of them. A procession of fantasy, moving casually toward the house with towels tossed over shoulders, water dripping down their legs, the tips of their cocks glistening as though freshly kissed.

She sat frozen, legs tucked in, bubbles clinging to her thighs. Her wine glass trembled faintly in her hand. Her nipples ached against the thin stretch of her bikini, tight and begging. And between her legs--wet. Not just aroused. Soaked.

And then the door slid open again.

Booker stepped out alone, bottle of wine in one hand, towel nowhere in sight. Valerie turned, expecting him, but when her gaze fell on his body--still glistening from the tub, still gliding toward her like he had all the time in the world--she forgot how to breathe. In the silence, he was even more striking. No one to distract her, no noise to hide behind. Just him. And that.

Her eyes dropped without thinking.

His cock swung with each slow step, long and thick and dark and so hard it almost seemed unreal. It bobbed gently with his motion, heavy and full, the head already slightly flared. Veins ran along the shaft like rivers, the skin taut and smooth, glistening in the deck light. It wasn't just large--it was stunning. Imposing. Terrifying. Gorgeous.

She felt her core pulse. Her mouth parted. Something low and hot twisted in her belly. Her fingers curled tighter around the stem of her glass.

Booker approached and crouched at the edge of the tub, muscles flexing, the bottle tilting as he refilled her glass without a word. His cock hovered inches from her face, and she could smell the heat on his skin, the faint trace of soap, chlorine, and something purely male. Her breath quickened. The air felt thick. Her thoughts scattered.

"You okay?" he asked softly, his eyes locked on hers--steady, unreadable, too calm for what he'd just done to her.

She blinked, trying to find her breath, her voice, something to anchor her. "Yeah," she managed after a pause, though it came out thin. Barely a whisper. "I just... wasn't expecting that."

His smile was small, knowing--just the barest curl at one corner of his mouth. "You can say it."

She let out a breath, almost a laugh, shaky and low. "You."

"You've never seen anything like it," he said as he sank beside her, water sloshing softly around his hips, his voice casual--but his eyes didn't leave hers for a second.

She shook her head, slowly this time. No room left to lie. "No. I haven't."

Booker leaned in, just enough to invade her space, enough for his words to melt straight into her skin. "Then you've never felt anything like it either."

The words landed like heat between her legs--heavier than the steam, sharper than the wine. And then his hand moved. Slowly. Confidently. He reached for her wrist and she let him, helpless to the softness of his grip, to the ease with which he guided her beneath the surface. Her fingers skimmed his thigh, then lower.

And then she found it.

The heat struck first--impossibly warm, blood-hot and waiting. Then the weight. Then the sheer scope of it. Her fingers curled on instinct but couldn't meet. He was too thick. Too hard. Her palm filled, then overflowed, and still there was more. Veins thrummed under her touch. He pulsed in her hand, alive and growing, thickening against her grip with the beat of his heart.

She brought her other hand in without thought, wrapping both around him like she needed proof. Still not enough. Her thighs squeezed together beneath the water, her whole body trembling from the inside out as she began to move--slow, curious, reverent. Each stroke a prayer to something obscene.



He didn't speak. Didn't rush. Just watched her, letting her explore, letting her feel what it meant to hold something like that--what it meant to try to tame it. The water rippled with every shift of her wrist. Her thumb slid over the crown, slick and hot, and she felt the twitch run through him, heard his breath hitch in the back of his throat like a warning.

She still didn't look up.

She couldn't.

She was mesmerised, undone by what her hands were wrapped around, by what it promised. Her mind filled with images she couldn't stop--her mouth stretched, lips swollen and slick, jaw aching as he pushed deeper, deeper, until her throat forgot how to fight.

And still, her hands moved.

Slow. Careful. Worshipful.

As if she were already his.

And then--he stood.

Her hands stayed on him instinctively, unwilling to let go. His cock rose from the water like a monument, glistening and upright, slick with heat and her touch. It pointed straight at her lips, proud and unspeakably hard, as if it knew where it was going. He said nothing. He didn't have to. His eyes stayed on her--steady, burning, waiting.

She stared like she'd never seen a man before.

The head was dark and swollen, flushed with blood and hunger, the shaft thick and pulsing with life, every vein raised in sharp relief. It was obscene. It was beautiful. It was everything she shouldn't want, and everything she did.

Her mouth watered.

She leaned in, helpless to the need spiralling through her, pulled forward like gravity itself had chosen him. She needed to feel it on her tongue, needed the taste--of skin, of sweat, of want. The air around them thickened. Her breath danced across the tip.

Her lips parted.

Inches.

Closer--

Rrrring.

The sound ripped through the silence like a gunshot.

She gasped, jerked back, hands retreating underwater as her entire body jolted. The spell snapped in half. Reality crashed in, cold and merciless. Her chest rose in a sharp inhale, her gaze whipping toward the noise, heart thundering with something that wasn't arousal now--guilt.

Her phone sat on the small table beside the back door.

Glowing.

Buzzing.

RICHARD - Husband.

Panic gripped her chest. Her body was still buzzing. Her lips still open. Her core still soaked and aching. But the name on the screen brought reality slamming back into her lungs.

"You need to go," she whispered, barely able to look at Booker.

He didn't move. He didn't flinch. He just stood there, cock still hard, gaze still calm, unbothered.

"Please," she said again, more desperate now, fumbling for her towel and wrapping it around her chest like it might save her from what she'd just done. "Get the others. You all need to go."

Booker stepped silently back into the water, slow and smooth, letting the bubbles swallow him, letting the heat cover what she now couldn't stop picturing.

She turned from him, grabbed her phone, and answered with a voice that barely held together.

"Hey, baby..." she said softly, forcing air into her lungs. "How's Tokyo?"

And behind her, the steam curled into the night sky, and the deck fell quiet again--except for the soft pulse between her legs that would not let her forget.

--------

Valerie lay in the dark, the house still and silent around her, her towel abandoned hours ago, her sheets tangled beneath her bare legs. The faint sound of the air conditioner thrummed above her head, but she barely noticed it. Her body felt too hot, too alive, her skin still tingling with the memory of the water, the steam, the heat of his cock in her hand.

She hadn't spoken a word to any of them after the phone call. Booker had simply nodded once before slipping back into the house. The others were quiet, almost reverent, as they left. No jokes, no smirks. Just tension--thick and humming--left behind like the scent of cologne on a pillow.

Now, hours later, she couldn't sleep.

Her mind kept replaying it. The way he stood over her, the way he looked down at her like he already knew what she would do, what she wanted to do. The feel of his cock swelling between her fingers, growing in her palm, hot and thick and alive. The impossible weight of it. The way it throbbed when she squeezed it. The way it pointed at her mouth, daring her to lean in. And God, she had. She'd wanted to. Needed to.

Her hand slid down her stomach without thought, fingers curling under the hem of her tank top, then lower, beneath the waistband of her thin cotton panties. She was already soaked--hot and wet and pulsing. The moment her fingers grazed her clit, her hips jerked, a soft gasp escaping her lips. She closed her eyes and let the fantasy return.

She pictured him again. Standing over her. Towering. That cock--long and veined and glistening--rising toward her open mouth. In her mind, there was no phone call. No interruption. Just her and him and the slow, heavy press of his crown against her tongue. She imagined the stretch, the taste, the pressure against the back of her throat. She moaned softly, two fingers circling faster now, slick and frantic. Her legs spread wider, her breath catching.

Then she imagined more. Kane behind her, whispering filth in her ear. Zay watching, filming, murmuring how beautiful she looked with her lips stretched wide and her mascara running. Reese laughing low, saying he always knew she'd be like this--wet and eager and filthy under the right hands.

Valerie's free hand gripped the sheets as she rocked her hips upward into her palm, gasping now, biting her lip to keep quiet. The room smelled like her. Her skin burned. Her fingers moved faster, tighter, chasing the pressure that had been building since her knees first touched the hot tub steps. She imagined them all there, watching her, waiting their turn.

And in the middle of it all, Booker. Smiling that calm, knowing smile. His hand in her hair. His cock in her throat. His voice low and commanding: "That's it, Val. Open wider. Show them who you really are."

Her back arched.

Her thighs snapped tight.

The orgasm hit her like a wave--hot, full, violent. She cried out into the sheets, one hand between her legs, the other clenched in the pillow. Her body trembled, eyes squeezed shut, breath tearing out of her lungs in short, broken gasps.

When it finally passed, she collapsed into the mattress, boneless, flushed, soaked in sweat and slick. Her fingers slipped out slowly, and she winced at the sensitivity, biting her lip again as aftershocks rippled through her.

She stared up at the ceiling, blinking into the dark, heart pounding.

That wasn't just a fantasy. It was real. She had touched him. Stroked him. Nearly tasted him. She had crossed a line tonight, and the worst part--the most terrifying part--was how badly she wanted to do it again.

Slower this time. Deeper. With all of them watching.



The Hollow Room



Valerie didn't look in the mirror the morning after the hot tub. She didn't have to. She could feel the difference in her skin, her walk, her breath. Her body had already confessed it the moment she'd stepped out of the water--every part of her trembling, soaked with more than just heat. She hadn't even kissed him. Hadn't tasted him. But his cock had lived in her palm like it belonged there, and now, it lived in her mind too. Thick. Heavy. Real. It ruined every fantasy that came before it.

For days afterward, she couldn't stop touching herself. At night, in the dim flicker of her phone screen while pretending to read emails. In the shower, face pressed to the tile as water mixed with slickness that wasn't from the soap. In bed, biting the inside of her lip so she wouldn't moan loud enough for Noah to hear. It was never just about Booker. It was all of them--their bodies, their size, the way they looked at her now. As if they knew. As if they could already smell the sex on her skin, the want she tried to hide. They didn't leer like boys. They stared like men who were going to fuck her.

By the fourth day, the ache no longer came and went. It lived in her now. Between her thighs. Behind her ribs. In the back of her throat. She kept picturing the way Zay had looked at her through the lens--silent, steady, as if capturing her last moments of resistance. Reese's voice still curled inside her ears, low and amused, as if he already knew she'd beg for him eventually. Kane hadn't touched her yet, but he stood too close, smiled too wide, and cracked his knuckles like he was gearing up to break something--her, maybe.

But it was Booker who haunted her. Booker who had touched her. Booker who had let her touch him. He hadn't rushed. He hadn't asked. He'd just been, letting her fingers find his cock like it was waiting for her. And it had been. It still was.

She stood in her bedroom, staring into her open closet, and something inside her shifted. She didn't want to hide anymore. She didn't want to pretend this was still about professionalism, about production, about discovering a raw new act for her club. She wanted to be seen. She wanted them to see her.

She chose a blouse she hadn't worn in years--white silk, thin enough to tease the shadow of her breasts beneath it. She didn't bother with a bra. One more button left undone, just enough for the line of cleavage to tempt. Her black pencil skirt hugged her hips like a second skin. Stockings, sheer and glossy, shimmered faintly as she slid them up her thighs. She chose heels that clicked when she walked. And red lips. The deepest, wettest red. Glossed to gleam.

By the time she stood in front of the mirror, she didn't look like the mother of a college-bound son. She didn't look like a venue owner or a former indie musician. She looked like a woman with a secret she wasn't trying to keep.

She was still adjusting her blouse when the doorbell rang.

Valerie hadn't made it halfway down the stairs when Noah's voice floated up from the living room.

"You're going out?"

She paused on the landing. "No," she said, adjusting the fall of her hair with one hand. "The boys are coming for a session."

Noah turned toward her from the couch, phone resting idle in his palm. His eyes narrowed--not in anger, but confusion. He looked her up and down, the same way he might've looked at a stranger at a party his mother wasn't supposed to be at. His gaze stalled at her unbuttoned blouse, lingered on the bare skin where a necklace might've hung. The red on her lips made his mouth twitch slightly, like he was about to say something he shouldn't.

"You don't usually... dress like that for them."

She smiled, careful and casual. "It's just an outfit, Noah."

He didn't respond right away. There was a tension behind his silence, something unsaid pressing against the back of his teeth.

"I mean... whatever," he muttered, looking back at his phone. "Just seems like a lot of effort."

The doorbell rang before she could answer. She turned away without another word, letting her heels click against the hardwood as she made her way to the front door. Behind her, Noah stayed on the couch, but the silence that followed buzzed with things neither of them were willing to say out loud.

When she opened the door, Booker was the first to step inside.

He didn't smile, not really. His expression was calm, composed, but his eyes swept over her like a claim being restated. Her blouse. Her hips. Her mouth. He didn't need to say a word--his gaze did the work.

"You look..." he said, letting the pause linger as he stepped past her. "Productive."

She let the corner of her lip tilt up. "It's a session. Gotta keep things tight."

Noah was standing now, hovering in the hallway, posture defensive even if he hadn't meant it to be. His eyes bounced between them--her lipstick, Booker's nearness, the faint scent of his cologne already reaching the air.

Booker turned to him like he'd just noticed him standing there. "You good, man?"

Noah shrugged. "Yeah. Just surprised. Thought it was a recording session, not a photoshoot."

Booker chuckled low, and Valerie could feel it in her chest before she heard it.

"Well," he said, slow and unbothered, "some people just got it like that. Nothing wrong with looking sharp."

He looked back at her as he said it, voice smooth, tone unreadable. But she heard what he meant. And so did Noah.

For a moment, no one moved. Valerie broke it with a light gesture toward the studio.

"They're heading downstairs. You need anything before I lock in?"

Noah shook his head, but his jaw was tight. He didn't speak again.

Valerie led Booker toward the kitchen, pretending the air wasn't crackling behind her. She grabbed a bottle of water from the fridge, half to distract herself, half to regain some version of control--but she should have known better.

Booker followed.

He waited until the door to the basement clicked shut behind the others, waited until they were alone in the kitchen with nothing but the soft hum of the fridge and the distant bass of someone setting up gear.

Then he stepped behind her.

Close.

Too close.

His chest brushed her back. His heat flooded the space between her spine and his stomach. She didn't turn--she couldn't. Her hands stilled on the countertop. Her pulse thudded.

He didn't touch her. Not yet. He just leaned in, his voice low beside her ear.

"You did that on purpose."

She swallowed. "Did what?"

"That skirt. That blouse. That mouth." He chuckled, slow and dark. "You want us watching you. Want me watching."

She didn't deny it.

She couldn't.

His hand slid to her hip, palm wide, fingers splaying against the curve like they'd already mapped it. He didn't grope. He held. Possessed.

Then he pressed forward.

She felt it--hot and firm through his jeans, thick and slow as it settled against her ass. She gasped, not loud, but sharp enough to pierce the moment. Her thighs clenched. Her lips parted.

His other hand slid around her waist, light as silk, resting just beneath her navel. "You know it's yours," he whispered. "All of it. Whenever you're ready."

Valerie's breath caught.

He didn't grind. Didn't thrust. He just stood there, letting her feel the sheer promise of him--his cock heavy and waiting, pressing through her skirt like it belonged there. The air was molten. Her body was already betraying her, heat pooling between her legs, her nipples stiff beneath the silk.

"I won't ask again," he murmured. "You'll come to me when it's time."

Then he pulled back, slow and deliberate, hand sliding off her hip like a kiss ending too soon.

She turned, breathless, and he was already walking toward the stairs, loose and casual, like nothing had happened.

But something had.

And her panties were soaked with proof.

The house had gone quiet by the time Valerie wandered back into the living room, the echoes of the day trailing her like ghosts that refused to let go. The session had run long--Booker had stayed behind afterward under the excuse of discussing set details for the Hollow Room showcase. The others had already vanished into the night, voices fading, car doors slamming, the scent of cologne and sweat still lingering faintly in the studio air. Valerie had cleaned up slowly, deliberately, each movement drawn out like a ritual, as if prolonging the moment could keep the energy alive a little longer. She hadn't wanted it to end. Not really.

Booker stood by the window, hands in his pockets, body relaxed but alert, his broad shoulders backlit by the soft halo of the porch light bleeding through the glass. He didn't look at her when she re-entered the room--he didn't have to. His awareness of her was absolute. It was in the way his head tilted slightly when she approached, in the way his body seemed to respond before she spoke, as if her very presence adjusted his gravity.

"They're getting tighter," she said softly, her heels clicking against the hardwood, arms crossed loosely over her chest. "The band. You. It's coming together."

His head nodded once, slow and unhurried. "Yeah. Feels like it's clicking."

She stopped a few feet away, leaning lightly against the arm of the couch, eyes on him now, her body still humming from earlier--the press of his hand on her hip, the weight of his cock against her ass, the casual promise of possession that hadn't left her mind since. She wanted to say more. Something about the lyrics they'd been rehearsing--dirty, suggestive, practically dripping with things unspoken. She wanted to ask if they were about her. If he meant what he said when his voice slid over lines like got the boss on her knees, call it overtime. But her tongue hesitated. Her body spoke louder.

"I want the Hollow Room gig to matter," she said instead. "Not just another bar show. Something with weight. Energy. Like tonight."

He turned toward her finally, slow and deliberate, and the moment his eyes met hers the rest of the room fell away. There was no casualness in the way he looked at her now. No smirk. No flirty edge. Just silence and certainty, the kind that stripped pretence from the bones.

"You believe in us?" he asked.

His voice was low, smooth, but not teasing. He was asking something real, and she felt the weight of it settle in her chest.

She nodded, the gesture small but certain. "I do."

A pause. Then: "That means something."

They stood there, suspended. Valerie could feel her heart pounding in the small of her back, her lips slightly parted, her breath quieter than it should have been. He didn't move closer, didn't close the space between them, didn't offer the kiss she could feel building in the air like storm pressure behind her ribs.

She waited.

Waited longer.

But he didn't take it.

And that was when she realised--he was waiting for her.

The knowing sat between them like an open door.

Her body moved before her mind could object. She stepped in, slow and certain, until her chest grazed his. She tilted her chin, met his mouth with hers, and kissed him.

It was soft for only a second.

Then it wasn't.

His mouth opened beneath hers like he'd been holding back breath for hours, tongue sliding against hers in a kiss that wasn't sweet, wasn't polite--it was hungry. Raw. His hands came up--one gripping her lower back, the other sliding over her ass and hauling her in so hard her breath caught. She moaned into his mouth, helpless to the way he devoured her, lips parting wider as if she could take more of him that way, as if kissing him deeper could fill the space inside her that had been aching since that night in the tub.

His hand moved down, then around--slipping between her thighs from behind, fingers curling over the front of her slacks, pressing hard and sure against the heat at her centre. She gasped, breaking the kiss just enough to breathe, but not enough to speak. Her hips bucked forward instinctively, chasing friction, chasing him, her body betraying her again and again. She was soaked. There was no pretending now. His fingers rubbed slow circles, through fabric still, but barely--heat seeping through, pleasure spiralling up her spine in thick, dragging waves.

He leaned down, his mouth grazing her ear, his breath warm and cruel. "You kiss like you've been starving for it."

"I have," she whispered, her voice cracking.

He chuckled--low, intimate, knowing--and pressed harder.

And then the front door opened.

Valerie flinched back as if caught in a dream she hadn't meant to wake from. She stepped away from Booker, adjusting her blouse with shaky fingers as her heels clicked softly against the hardwood. Her breath came in shallow pulses. Booker didn't move. He just stood there, calm and loose, like the air hadn't changed.



Noah appeared in the hallway, backpack slung lazily over one shoulder, brow already furrowed. He slowed when he saw them--Valerie standing flushed and disheveled near the kitchen island, Booker far too close. The tension hadn't dissipated. It thickened the space between them like a fog.

His eyes flicked from one to the other.

"You still here?" he asked Booker, trying for casual, but the edge cut through.

Booker turned his head just slightly, a half-smile teasing the corner of his mouth. "Just wrapping up some business."

Noah's posture stiffened. "You guys always talk that close when it's business?"

Booker chuckled low in his throat. "Relax, man. Your mom's just got a good ear. Can't blame me for wanting to be close to it."

Noah looked at her then, searching for something in her expression, and whatever he found only deepened the lines in his face.

She held his gaze, steady this time, her voice calm but edged. "Watch your tone, Noah."

The silence that followed wasn't loud--but it was decisive.

Noah dropped his bag without another word. Booker held his gaze for a moment longer, then nodded like a victor in a game no one else realised they were playing.

"See you at the gig," he said, and walked out the door without looking back.

Valerie didn't move.

Noah did.

He passed her on his way to the stairs, his voice low, sharp, and full of something wounded.

"He's the devil. You don't even see it, do you?"

Then he was gone.

She stood there, mouth still tingling from Booker's kiss, heart pounding against her ribs like it wanted out.

But she didn't chase her son.

She didn't argue.

She just stood in the quiet--and let the weight of those words settle around her like smoke.

The Hollow Room had hosted hundreds of acts over the years--cover bands, jazz trios, indie darlings teetering on the edge of relevance--but tonight, it felt like something entirely different. Like something carnal. The room pulsed with it. Heat clung to the walls and floor and ceiling, dripping down bodies packed shoulder to shoulder. Lights swirled in hazy reds and bruised purples, and the bass didn't just shake the walls--it stirred the blood.

Valerie stood just off to the side of the stage, barely hidden behind the curtain, close enough to feel the air shift with every beat. Her heels were planted, but her body betrayed her--hips swaying slightly with the rhythm, one hand absently curling around the stem of her wine glass, the other pressed lightly against her lower stomach, as if to ground herself from floating up into the heat. She wasn't here as a club owner. She wasn't even here as a producer. She was watching them, and she was burning.

Booker stepped to the mic like he'd never belonged anywhere else. Tall, shirt open, skin gleaming under the lights, dreadlocks tied back just loose enough to tease movement. His eyes scanned the crowd--but always, always found her. He didn't stare the way most frontmen did. He looked like a man who already knew he'd be inside you by the end of the night. And when his lips parted and the first verse dropped, her knees softened just slightly.

"Got her pressed in the dark where the beat don't lie /

She drip slow when she hears my sigh."

He didn't point. Didn't gesture. He didn't have to. The way he looked at her during the line said everything.

Her breath caught. A shimmer of wetness bloomed quietly between her thighs.

Kane moved like a storm behind the beat pad--biceps flexed, jaw set, eyes locked in with the rhythm, sweat already clinging to the gold chain around his neck. Reese danced his flow across guitar strings with a grin that felt like foreplay, lips mouthing lyrics even when it wasn't his turn, his body made of rhythm and danger. And Zay--silent, focused, half in shadow--filmed all of it, but lingered longer than necessary whenever his lens passed her. Valerie wasn't sure whether it made her nervous or wet. Likely both.

Then came the second hook.

"She got red lips, tight hips, and a sin in her stare /

Got her son in the crowd, but she don't fuckin' care."

It hit like a slap wrapped in silk.

The crowd screamed.

Booker winked.

Right at her.

Her glass trembled in her hand. Her nipples pressed hard against the lace of her bra--no, not even that. She hadn't worn one tonight. Her blouse clung to her now, thin fabric soaked with a light sheen of sweat, each movement enough to shift it tighter across her chest. She hadn't anticipated this kind of heat. Or maybe she had. Maybe some part of her wanted exactly this.

She couldn't look away. The entire set unfurled like a seduction. Every line darker. Every beat dirtier. The crowd pulsed like an organism--hungry, tribal, reactive. Girls danced in ways they'd be embarrassed to remember. Guys shouted lines they didn't understand. And Valerie stood in the half-shadow, her breath shallow, thighs pressed, soaked, and let it all hit her. The lyrics weren't just suggestive. They were targeted. Each verse peeled her open a little further, until she felt less like a bystander and more like a subject. A muse. A marked woman.

By the end of the set, her lips were parted, her cheeks flushed, and she could feel the trickle of heat sliding slick between her thighs. She didn't care if anyone saw. Didn't care if her son was somewhere in the crowd or if staff caught her watching with wide, reverent eyes.

She had never felt more wanted.

And she had never wanted more.

The set ended in thunder. Applause crashed against the walls, not polite but feral--wild, euphoric, chaotic. The Hollow Room hadn't hosted a show, it had survived one. Valerie didn't even remember how she moved through the crowd, only that at some point she found herself backstage, tucked into the dim quiet behind the curtain, breath still thin, body pulsing with everything she hadn't allowed herself to feel out there.

She wasn't ready when they came offstage.

Booker emerged first, shirtless, sweat rolling down his chest in slow trails that caught in the waistband of his jeans. His presence filled the hallway before his body even entered it. Kane followed close behind, towel draped over his shoulders, chest bare, face flushed with adrenaline. Reese was grinning like he'd just fucked an entire room. Zay, of course, had the camera still in hand, lens low, light off, but watching. Always watching.

Valerie stood frozen, lips parted slightly, heart hammering under silk.

Kane was the first to reach her.

He didn't ask. He just folded her into him, arms around her like a vice, his body so hot she could smell the performance still clinging to his skin--salt, smoke, something male and loud. His hands pressed against her lower back, too low to be innocent. His chest pressed against her breasts. She melted into him for a moment too long before she remembered to pull back.

Reese was next. His hug was slower. Closer. His mouth brushed her cheek. "You looked so fucking good out there," he murmured, eyes locked on hers. "You felt every word, didn't you?"

She couldn't answer.

Zay didn't hug her. He stood behind the lens, gaze heavy, body silent. But he nodded once, and that one gesture felt more intimate than any touch.

Then Booker.

He didn't move fast. Just stepped close, hands sliding around her waist like they belonged there, like they'd always been there. He pulled her in, and this time, she didn't resist. Their bodies aligned, chest to chest, heat to heat, and she tilted her chin just slightly, waiting for his voice.

"You're the reason they were like that," he said softly, lips near her temple. "You fed the whole fucking room."

Her breath shook. "It wasn't about me."

Booker pulled back just enough to meet her eyes. "It was always about you."

The silence after that was deep. Shared. Her lips parted as if to answer, but nothing came. Not words. Just want.

Kane broke the moment with a laugh. "You saw that crowd, Val? That shit was unreal."

"You gave them something," Reese added, curling a finger under her chin for just a second before letting go. "They felt it. Through you."

"Through all of us," she said weakly.

But she knew she was lying.

"You're not just our producer," Booker said. "You're our inspiration."

The words landed between her legs like a vibration.

Reese flopped into one of the backstage chairs, shirtless, towel around his neck, and leaned back with a low groan. "You know what we need?"

Kane glanced over. "Another show."

"Somewhere new," Booker said, eyes still on Valerie.

She blinked. "New?"

"Take this on the road," Kane added. "Club to club. Build the buzz."

"I can make calls," Valerie said quickly, swallowing the lump in her throat. "There are a few venues--small rooms, nothing fancy, but if the energy's right..."

Booker tilted his head, slow and knowing. "You'd come with us, right?"

She hesitated. It was slight, barely a breath--but he saw it. They all did.

"I--well, I'd fly in. Book hotels. Handle logistics."

Kane raised an eyebrow. "Hotels?"

Reese smirked. "We're taking the van, Val. Real band style. Mattress in the back. Sweat and snacks and sin."

Valerie gave a quiet scoff, smoothing her blouse. "That sounds disgusting."

She lifted her chin. "Drive however you want. I'll book a motel or hotel. Two nights. Something clean. I'll send you the details."

Booker just looked at her for a long moment. Calm. Steady. Like he was already picturing her walking through the door.

Then he gave the softest nod. "We'll see you there."

She didn't respond aloud.

She didn't have to.

They all smiled.

The morning air still clung to the edges of sleep when Valerie stepped out onto the front porch, coffee in one hand, the other resting lightly on the wooden railing as she watched the boys pack the van. The neighbourhood was still quiet--manicured hedges, lawn sprinklers, mailboxes with tasteful monograms. None of it suited the chaos spilling from her driveway.

Kane was shirtless, again. His thick arms flexed as he hauled crates of cables and gear into the back of the van like it weighed nothing. Reese was crouched near the back bumper, tangled in headphone cords and half-laughing as he tried to untie a knotted mic cable. Booker moved slowly, efficiently--always composed, always watching. And Zay filmed from the side with one hand, the camera pointed lazily toward the van but angled, subtly, toward her.

It wasn't the first time he'd done that.

She took a long sip of her coffee, refusing to blush.

The back of the van looked like a crime against adulthood. A tangle of gear cases, scattered duffel bags, empty Gatorade bottles, a half-eaten bag of chips--and at the very centre, a stained mattress pressed flat against the floorboards. It was bare, no sheet, with a cheap pillow crumpled at one end and a single grey blanket tossed like a shrug across the middle. Kane had spray-painted a crude halo over it in neon orange. Above it, taped to the inner wall, was a sign that read in permanent marker: DO NOT FUCKING BLEED ON THIS.

Valerie raised an eyebrow and took another slow sip. "Charming."

Kane looked over his shoulder, catching her gaze. He grinned. "Home sweet home."

"That mattress is a health violation."

Reese popped up from behind the van, sunglasses crooked. "That mattress is legendary. You should hear the stories."

"I'm sure I shouldn't," she said, turning to go back inside. "I'll see you at the venue."

Booker's voice followed her through the open door. Calm. Even. Laced with quiet intent.

"We'll see you there."

She didn't answer. Just closed the door behind her and leaned against it for a second longer than she meant to.

Inside, the house felt still in that way it only did before travel. Too quiet. Like something was waiting.

Upstairs, her suitcase lay open across the bed. She stared at it for a long time before touching anything. Her hand hovered over a silk blouse, then moved past it. She chose something lower cut. Then a second top--tighter. One pair of jeans, then leggings. Then, after a pause, a slip of black lace she hadn't worn in years. It wasn't practical. It wasn't professional. But it went in the case anyway.

Noah drove her to the airport.

They didn't talk much. He had earbuds in most of the time, but she could feel his tension in the way he gripped the wheel, the way his eyes flicked toward her outfit and then away. She wore a soft knit dress, off the shoulder, black with a slit high enough to show the faintest edge of stocking when she shifted in her seat. It wasn't for him. It wasn't even for them. It was for herself. For the way it made her feel.

He pulled into the drop-off lane and killed the engine.

"Don't let them make you feel small," he said finally, still staring straight ahead.

She blinked. "What?"

Noah's jaw flexed. "I know you think you're in control. I just..." He exhaled through his nose. "They're not the kind of guys who just... pass through."

Valerie touched his arm, just briefly. "I can handle myself, Noah."

He nodded, but didn't look convinced.

Neither was she.
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The hotel wasn't extravagant, but it was modern--sleek lines, fresh white linens, chrome fixtures that gleamed under soft lighting. It was the kind of place with a small cocktail bar off the lobby and too many mirrors in the elevator. Valerie checked in with professional ease, wheeling her modest suitcase behind her like she'd done it a hundred times before, though her heart beat faster with every step.

She'd booked two rooms. One for herself. One for the boys.

She figured they didn't need more. After all, they were willing to sleep in a van with a bare mattress and a half-eaten bag of chips. This place--with working showers, actual bedding, and a room that didn't smell like old sweat--was luxury by comparison. One room would suit them just fine.

Her own room was simple but clean, with a king-sized bed and a sliding glass door that looked out over the city's hazy skyline. She unpacked slowly, methodically--placing her heels beneath the bench at the end of the bed, hanging up her blouse, folding her stockings into the drawer like she was laying a trap. Her vibrator went in the nightstand, just in case. She didn't know what the night would bring, but she knew her body was already responding to its own forecast.

She moved into the bathroom, running cool water over her wrists, calming the flush at her chest. Her reflection looked steadier than she felt--dark eyes rimmed in kohl, lips painted in a deep, glossy plum, collarbone exposed beneath a blouse that barely earned the word. She looked expensive. Composed.

She looked like a woman trying not to tremble.

It was only when she turned to explore the room more fully that she noticed it--set discreetly in the far corner, near the desk.

An adjoining door.

Plain. White. No markings. Closed tight, but not forgotten.

Locked, for now.

She stared at it for a long moment, the silence of the room pressing in.

It looked harmless. Standard.

But it didn't feel that way.

--------

The venue wasn't large--barely a hundred heads deep--but it felt like a pressure chamber. The walls were painted black, the ceiling low, the air thick with sweat and sound. No green room, no security. Just a single stage pressed against the far wall, ringed with hanging bulbs that glowed amber through the haze. Valerie stood near the edge of the crowd, heart drumming in time with the low throb of the bass, her body alert before the music even started.

The boys had arrived late--on purpose, she suspected. When they finally stepped onstage, the entire room shifted like a current had passed through it. No intro, no greeting. Just presence.

Booker moved first, tall and slow, like the beat waited for his permission. His shirt was already half-unbuttoned, clinging to his skin in the low heat. Kane cracked his knuckles behind the beat-pad, muscles gleaming under the lights. Reese rolled his shoulders as he adjusted the strap on his guitar, his grin cocked and ready. And Zay, barely visible in the corner, turned on his camera and started to hunt.

The first hit of the beat was a gut punch.

And then Booker started.

No hesitation. No ramp up. Just heat.

"She used to run this game--now she bend like the rules /

Got her man overseas, but her mouth full of truth."

Valerie's lips parted, breath stalling in her throat. The crowd screamed, not because they understood--but because they felt it.

Booker didn't look at her yet. He let the energy build. Let the words burn.

"Red gloss. Black heels. Got that 'please ruin me' feel."

This time, he looked.

Right at her.

A smile, small and slow, curved across his mouth.

Her knees went soft.

She shifted her weight to one hip, pretending her thighs weren't pressed together, pretending the heat in her chest wasn't spilling lower, thick and liquid between her legs. She hadn't worn a bra again. Her blouse clung to her damp skin, nipples tight and visible if the light caught them wrong. Or right.

Reese slid into the second verse with that lazy drawl of his.

"She front row, tight pose, heart beatin' through clothes /

Tryna play pro--but she slick and she knows."

He tilted his chin toward her as he delivered it, tongue tapping the corner of his smile.

The crowd was moving now--arms swaying, hips grinding, heads thrown back. It wasn't just a show. It was a ritual. Something primal. Bodies giving themselves to rhythm, to sweat, to the pulse of sound that had teeth.

Kane slammed the beat hard, his eyes flicking across the room, but always circling back to her.

And then, without warning, Booker leaned into the mic.

"Yo," he called out, breathless with grin. "We got our inspiration in the house tonight."

The crowd roared.

He looked at her again, direct this time. "Val--come here."

Her blood went cold, then hot.

She didn't move.

Booker's hand extended. "C'mon. You got us here. Might as well let 'em see what started it."

A spotlight blinked to life. Low. Dim. But enough.

The crowd chanted her name, awkwardly at first, then louder. Clumsy. Excited.

"Val-er-ie. Val-er-ie."

She stepped forward, like someone else was moving her legs.

The moment she climbed onstage, the air changed. Not because she was a star. Because they'd just pulled her inside the myth.

Booker took her hand and spun her slowly, deliberately, until her back met his chest.

Then the beat dropped.

He didn't fuck her with his hips.

But he could have.

His body moved behind hers with a slow, devastating rhythm, one hand on her waist, the other near the mic, voice curling low around her ear.

"She came for the sound--

Now she grindin' on sin.

Used to run the show--

Now she lettin' us in."

Her mouth went dry.

Her panties were soaked.

He pressed his hips forward, not obscene--but not innocent. The curve of his cock against her ass was impossible to ignore. It didn't matter that they were clothed. It didn't matter that a hundred people were watching. It was a message.

He released her just before the beat faded. The lights blinked out. The crowd howled.

Valerie stepped offstage, heart in her throat, legs unsteady.

She didn't remember how she got to the side hallway. Just that her body was trembling, her pulse was in her ears, and her thighs felt slick with arousal.

The adrenaline was still flooding her veins as Valerie stepped into the women's restroom off the side of the venue--a dim, tiled room that smelled like beer and heat and too much perfume. Her reflection in the mirror startled her at first--cheeks flushed, lips parted, hair mussed just enough to look like someone had run fingers through it. She looked like she'd just been kissed hard against a wall. She looked alive.



She stepped into the last stall, needing a moment to breathe--just long enough to collect herself, to cool down, to not press her thighs together the way her body wanted.

As she closed the stall door, the bathroom door swung open behind her with a burst of laughter and reverb-blurred voices.

Two girls--barely twenty, maybe younger--stumbled in, still high on the show. One of them was short and sharp-edged, with glitter smudged under her eyes; the other wore a crop top and low jeans and spoke with breathless awe.

"Did you see them? Booker--fucking hell, I would die for that man."

The other snorted. "You and every bitch in the crowd."

"No, but seriously--I tried to talk to him after the set. Told him he should come to the afterparty at East. He smiled, but then he said--'Sorry, I've already got plans tonight.'"

The other girl groaned. "You're kidding."

"I swear. I was like... fuck. Whoever that is, I hope she chokes on it."

They both burst out laughing.

Valerie didn't move. Her breath stalled.

The toilet flushed automatically behind her. She stepped out, adjusting her blouse like it could shield her from what was about to happen.

The girls froze as soon as they saw her. Both stared--open, confused, mouths slightly parted.

Then one of them--glitter under her eyes--looked her up and down with a slow, narrowing gaze.

The other girl blinked. "Wait... were you... on stage?"

Valerie offered a polite, unreadable smile.

"You're her," Glitter-Eyes said, voice soft with realisation, but laced with jealousy.

The crop top girl laughed once, bitterly.

"Damn," she muttered. "Guess we know who the plans are for."

Valerie gave a small nod, then stepped past them toward the sink. She didn't say a word.

But as she washed her hands, heart thudding under the rise of her breasts, she caught her own reflection again--and smiled.

She felt like a teenager all over again.

Not just wanted.

But competing.

And winning.

Valerie stepped out into the cool air with her skin still tingling, her breath steady only by practice. The venue's side exit led directly into the hotel lot, and by the time she reached the lobby, the noise of the night had dimmed--but the heat hadn't left her body. It pulsed between her legs with every step, a steady throb that hadn't subsided since Booker's hands had settled on her waist, since his voice had dropped filth into her ear in front of a hundred strangers. She should have felt embarrassed. She didn't. She felt claimed.

The hotel bar was tucked behind a low velvet partition, dimly lit with gold sconces that bathed everything in a soft haze. The boys were already there--Booker at the centre, legs spread lazily, one arm slung across the back of the booth. Kane had kicked his boots off, lounging sideways with a drink in each hand. Reese was mid-story, animated and loose, head thrown back in laughter. Zay sat at the edge, quiet as ever, sipping something dark and turning his phone slowly between his fingers.

They looked up when she entered, and for just a second, the entire table paused. Not stiffly--just... sharpened. As if her arrival had changed the shape of the room.

Booker stood. "There she is."

Reese whistled low. "Our girl of the hour."

Kane raised one of his drinks in salute. "She made us do things to that crowd I might need to confess."

Valerie smirked as she approached, already feeling her cheeks warm again. "You mean I made you sweat through your shirt?"

"You made us dangerous," Booker said, holding her gaze as he stepped aside, motioning for her to sit beside him. "They didn't cheer for the music. They wanted the energy. And it was coming off you like heat."

She slid into the booth beside him, her leg brushing his. It wasn't an accident. It wasn't even an effort anymore. She felt twenty years younger and twice as alive.

"I thought I was just there for moral support."

Reese leaned in across the table, eyes glinting. "You were there as a warning."

"A warning?" she asked, sipping from the glass Booker slid in front of her.

"That no one else should even try."

Booker's smile didn't shift, but she felt the heat behind it. "They saw what we had."

Valerie tried to keep the glass steady in her hand. "And what is it you have exactly?"

Booker didn't look away. "Inspiration."

Kane grinned, stretching his arms behind his head. "That crowd would've swallowed a live grenade if she asked them to."

"They already swallowed her name," Reese said, voice low now, his smile soft and slow. "Every chant. Every eye. All of it pointed at you."

Zay, still at the edge, raised his glass in a silent toast. His camera sat beside him, idle but ever present.

Valerie laughed softly, head tipping back, the wine already loosening her. Her thigh was pressed flush to Booker's now. He hadn't moved. He didn't need to. His presence was always full contact.

"You guys are drunk on your own set."

Booker's voice dropped just enough to make the air between them shift. "We're drunk on you."

The table went still.

Not awkward.

Just aware.

She felt like she was floating now. Not from the wine, not from the praise--but from the way every male gaze at that table belonged to her. She was the reason the room pulsed. She was the one who'd made them animal. And now they were sitting there, leashed only barely by the booth and the walls and the last threads of professionalism.

The bartender called last call. Booker ordered a bottle of champagne with the same tone he used onstage. Kane added mixers, Reese paid in cash with a wink. The glasses were carried upstairs between casual jokes and tired footsteps--but the tension didn't fade.

Not in the elevator.

Not in the hallway.

And not when they stopped in front of her door.

Booker lingered in front of her door, his body still loose from the champagne, but his eyes sharp--clearer than they had any right to be. He wasn't smiling now. He was watching. Not performing. Just... waiting.

"You sure you want to be alone tonight?"

His voice wasn't teasing. It was quiet. Grounded. A question that meant more than it asked.

Valerie swallowed. "I should get some sleep."

He nodded slowly. Didn't move. Didn't push. Just lifted the bottle slightly, the neck beaded with cold, catching the hallway light like glass caught between hands.

"One glass," he said. "Just a toast."

Her fingers tightened on the keycard. The air between them had thickened--warmer, heavier--like it was leaning against her skin, whispering yes before she ever said it.

"Booker..."

"One drink. Nothing more."

A beat.

Her lips parted, then closed again. She didn't speak.

She just stepped back.

And held the door open.

The door closed behind them with a soft click that might as well have been a starter pistol. The hush that followed wasn't peace--it was pressure. The kind that built behind the ribs, low and hot and inevitable.

Valerie moved first--if only to keep her hands from shaking. She crossed the room and reached for the champagne, pouring it out again with steady fingers even though her heart was thudding just beneath her skin. The glasses clinked softly. Booker stood near the door still, watching her, but not in a way that demanded. Not yet. He let her move. Let her stall.

She handed him a glass.

He took it.

She sipped too quickly. Then laughed once--quiet, nervous, unrecognisable.

"You were... incredible tonight."

His head tilted, a small smile just at the edge of his mouth.

"That right?"

"The energy," she said quickly, trying to find somewhere to put her eyes that wasn't directly on him. "The lyrics. I don't know what you tapped into, but it was different. It was real. The whole room felt it."

He took a step forward. Just one. The smile didn't grow--it sharpened.

"Any of the lyrics stand out?"

Her mouth opened. Closed. Heat crawled up her neck.

Booker took another slow step. Then another.

And then, low and quiet, he said:

"Red gloss. Black heels. Got that 'please ruin me' feel."

Valerie's breath caught like a stone in her throat. Her thighs clenched on instinct.

"You said that to a whole room," she whispered.

He nodded once. "But I only looked at one person when I said it."

She swallowed. Hard. The wine had done nothing to relax her. If anything, it made her more aware--of the heat at the back of her neck, the sweat on the backs of her knees, the soaked lace between her thighs that had been clinging to her since the moment she stepped offstage.

She wanted to pretend she was still deciding.

But the truth was simple: she was already his.

"I shouldn't," she said, though her voice barely had the strength for the words.

"You already did," he replied.

And then she kissed him.

Or maybe he kissed her.

It didn't matter. The moment broke like heat lightning--no warning, no pause, just lips crashing, breath stolen, hands searching. Valerie's mouth opened against his, moaning as his tongue slid in deep and hungry. His hands found her waist, pulled her closer, pressing her tight against the ridge of him already swelling through his jeans. Her fingers were in his hair, then at his collar, then dragging down his chest like she'd waited years to get here.

He groaned against her mouth. "Fuck, you are so sexy."

She didn't speak. Couldn't. Her body was moving without her now--hips grinding against him, blouse unbuttoned halfway down already. His lips trailed to her jaw, her neck, sucking slow and deep just beneath her ear until her knees nearly gave out. She gasped, one hand clutching the back of his neck, the other curling into his shirt.

His voice came dark and low against her skin.

"I've wanted this from the second you opened that studio door."

Valerie was panting now, her bra halfway off her shoulder, his hands cupping her ass and pulling her flush against him.

He didn't speak again.

He just walked her backward.

Valerie moved willingly--her breath shallow, her blouse hanging open, her lips still slick from the kiss that had left her body humming like an open wire. Her legs met the edge of the bed. She didn't sit. He lowered her. Slow. Like laying down something precious. Or like preparing to devour it.

She was trembling. Not from nerves--but from need. It crawled through her like static, pooled thick between her thighs. She had wanted this. From the beginning. From the first time she heard his voice cut through the alley air and watched him command a crowd with nothing but sweat and swagger and rhythm.

But she hadn't known how badly she needed it until now.

Booker dropped to his knees.

And she almost lost it from that alone.

He was tall, broad, devastating--but the way he moved to the floor in front of her was reverent. Not obedient. Not submissive. But with intent. Like this was part of the ritual. Like she deserved to be worshipped first, before being taken apart.

He ran his hands along the outsides of her thighs, pushing her skirt up slowly until her panties--black, lacy, soaked--were bared to his view. He didn't rush. He just hooked a finger under the waistband and peeled them down inch by inch, watching her the whole time.

Valerie felt her face burn. Not from shame. From the knowledge that he saw her. Every inch. Every glisten. Every tremble. And he was hungry for it.

"You smell like you've been waiting for me," he said, voice rough now, thick with arousal.

She couldn't speak.

His hands parted her thighs. She let them fall open.

And then his mouth was on her.

The first touch of his tongue made her entire body jerk--hips bucking, hands flying to the sheets for something to hold. He moaned softly at the taste, lips pressing in deeper, tongue sliding between her folds with practiced, devastating precision. He didn't tease. He didn't go gentle. He went in like a man on a mission.

And she was already coming undone.

Her hips moved against his mouth before she even realised it, the heat building fast, thick, blinding. His hands gripped her thighs harder to hold her open as he focused on her clit--circling, sucking, then flattening his tongue and grinding just enough to make her see stars. She gasped, the sound desperate, shameless. One of her legs lifted, bent at the knee, draped over his shoulder.

He groaned at that--fucking loved it--and the sound of his pleasure against her pussy sent her spiralling higher.

She was wet.

Soaked.

Slippery and pulsing and gone.

"Oh my God," she gasped, her voice cracking. "Booker--oh--fuck--"

He didn't stop. He wanted her loud. Wanted her hips moving. Wanted to feel her fall apart on his tongue.

And she did.

It came like a tidal wave--hot, full, body-shattering. Her orgasm ripped through her before she could brace herself, her legs trembling, her hands gripping his shoulders now, pulling him closer even as she cried out, thighs squeezing his head like her body was begging to be consumed whole.

He licked her through it. Every shudder. Every twitch. Slow now. Gentle. Cruel.

She collapsed back onto the bed, panting, ruined.

And then--he stood.

And unzipped.

Valerie didn't wait.

She rolled onto her knees and reached for him, mouth already parting, her own taste still clinging to her lips. He unzipped with quiet finality, and when his cock sprang free from his jeans--thick, veined, dark, and fully, impossibly hard--she froze.

Her breath caught. Her lips parted wider on instinct. Her eyes widened as her gaze crawled down the length of it, and for a moment, she forgot how to think.

She had touched it once in the hot tub. Fantasised about it since. But now--up close, inches from her face, glistening with need--it looked less like something meant for pleasure and more like something built to break her.

It was gorgeous. Terrifying. Beautiful in the way fire is beautiful just before it consumes.

"Oh my god," she whispered, voice trembling with awe. "You're... so big."

Her hand wrapped around the base--barely. Her fingers didn't meet. Her grip looked small, almost delicate, dwarfed by the sheer size of him. It twitched in her hand, already heavy, the tip slick and swelling, the weight of it a warning. A promise.

She met his eyes. Something wild lit up inside her.

"I want to try," she breathed. "I want all of it."

Booker nodded once.

"So take it."

She leaned in--and opened her mouth.

Her lips wrapped around the head first, careful, reverent. The first stretch made her moan around him, the heat of his crown pressing wide against her tongue. Then she slid deeper--inch by inch--her jaw aching, throat opening, saliva already pooling as she worked him in, messy and eager.

His hand found her hair. Not rough. Just firm. Guiding.

"Fuck," he groaned. "Your mouth... perfect. So warm. So tight."

She moaned around him, her spit bubbling at the corners, already trailing in thick strands to the base of his shaft as she pulled back and then pushed forward again. Her throat fought to keep up--but her hunger didn't.

"Get it sloppy," he murmured, voice heavy now, possessive. "Make a fucking mess. We need that throat nice and wet."

She whimpered and sucked harder, her moans wet and thick around him. Drool spilled freely from her lips now, dripping down her chin, her eyes watering as she struggled to take more of him. Her fingers squeezed the base. Her mouth worked in rhythm--worship, not technique.

"That's it," he hissed. "Just like that. Fuck... your throat's so good, baby."

She gagged once--hard--but didn't pull back. Didn't flinch. Her entire body reacted to the sound of his voice, to the praise edged with filth.

Then came the line that lit her up from the inside out:

"Get it wetter," he growled. "We're gonna need every drop of that spit when I stretch out that tight little white pussy of yours."

She moaned around his cock--loud, involuntary, shameful and perfect.

Her clit pulsed. Her cunt throbbed. She was soaked.

His filthy words ran straight down her spine, igniting nerve endings that hadn't fired in years. Her body was on fire. She wasn't just sucking now--she was offering. Submitting. Begging, with every flick of her tongue, every swallow of spit, every desperate bob of her head.

She was his.

He grunted above her, voice fraying at the edges. "You like that, huh? You like thinking about how hard it's gonna be to fit this in you?"

She pulled back, gasping, spit connecting her lips to his shaft in a string that glistened in the low hotel light. Her mascara was smudged, her chest heaving, her jaw slick and aching.

"I can't fit it," she panted. "But I want to. I want you to fuck me open with it. I want to feel it for days."

Booker's hand tightened in her hair, and he tipped her chin up, his cock gleaming between them--wet, heavy, claimed.

"Get on the bed."

Valerie climbed onto the bed with legs that barely felt like hers. Her knees trembled on the crisp white sheets, thighs slick, breath short, blouse unbuttoned and hanging open, her bra already pushed halfway down her arms. She wasn't graceful--she didn't need to be. Her body was too keyed up for grace. Her skin felt electric. Her nipples were tight, begging to be touched. And between her legs--soaked. Dripping. Open. She'd never felt this wet in her life.

She turned over onto her back, spreading her legs instinctively, and the cool air between them made her shiver. Her chest rose and fell fast as she watched Booker strip the rest of the way--shirt tossed, jeans sliding down his hips, boxers peeled away. And then he was naked. Fully. Tall and powerful, his chest gleaming with sweat, his cock still thick and glistening with her spit, now standing like something born to destroy.

He crawled onto the bed, the mattress dipping beneath his weight, and for a moment Valerie thought she might come again just from the sound of his knees sliding up the sheets, the slow, steady way he moved toward her. His body covered hers--not crushing, but close enough to feel the heat radiating off him. His eyes locked on hers, and there was no playfulness in them now. Only hunger. Purpose.

She spread her thighs wider.

"I don't know if I can take it," she whispered, her voice small, but trembling with want.

Booker cupped her cheek with one hand and kissed her once--deep, slow, full of breath.

"Yes, you can," he murmured. "You were built for this."

Her body answered before she could. Her hips tilted up, offering.

He reached down between them, gripping himself at the base, thick fingers guiding the head of his cock to her soaked, needy entrance. He didn't shove. He pressed. Deliberately. Letting her feel every second of it. The wide tip parted her lips, sliding against her folds, coating him in her slickness. She whimpered at the contact--so hot, so hard, so much.

His voice stayed low, grounded in her skin.

"Breathe, baby. Let it happen."

She did.

And then he pushed in.

Her mouth opened in a silent cry. Her head tilted back, eyes fluttering. Her hands clutched at his shoulders, his arms, her fingers digging in like she needed something--anything--to ground her.

He was huge. Wider than her body knew how to take.

The stretch was overwhelming. Her walls fought him, then yielded. Her legs twitched, spread wider, knees bending higher to make space for something she shouldn't be able to handle--but wanted more than air.

Her pussy clenched tight, slick and fluttering around him, and Booker groaned as he pushed deeper, every inch a test of her threshold.



"Fuck, you're tight," he growled, eyes dark. "Goddamn. You feel that?"

"Yes," she gasped. "God, I feel all of it."

"That's right," he said, voice dipping lower. "You take your time. I'm not going anywhere. You're gonna feel this for days."

He was halfway in now, and she could barely think. Her nails dragged down his back, her thighs quivering with the effort of staying open, of staying present, of taking it all.

Booker leaned over her, mouth brushing her ear.

"Just breathe. Let that pretty little pussy open up for me. You're doing so good, Val."

She moaned loud, helpless, the praise making her hips lift for more. She was still being stretched. Still adjusting. But her body wanted it--wanted him deeper, fuller, further. She felt every throb of his cock inside her, every inch still to go.

He slid in another inch.

Her back arched off the bed.

"Oh my god--"

"That's it," he groaned. "Open up for me. Let me in."

Then his voice dropped lower, darker.

"You want it all, don't you, Val? Every inch?"

She nodded wildly, barely able to speak, voice caught in the back of her throat.

"Yes--please," she gasped. "Give me the rest. I can take it--I need it."

Booker growled low in his chest, satisfied.

"Good girl."

She was soaked. So fucking wet that the sounds between them had turned lewd--sticky, messy, intimate. He pushed again. Another inch. Her body clamped down instinctively and she gasped, shaking now, overwhelmed by the pressure, the fullness, the raw gravity of being taken by something so massive.

"You're stretching so good for me, baby," he whispered, brushing his lips down her neck. "This pussy's never had anything like me, huh?"

She shook her head, biting her lip, eyes glassy with need.

"No," she moaned. "No one. Nothing. I've never--fuck--"

And then he bottomed out.

The final thrust was slow, deliberate, and complete.

She felt him hit her deepest point--low, deep, a pressure that sent a lightning bolt through her spine and left her mouth hanging open in stunned silence.

She didn't scream.

She gasped. Moaned.

Then came.

It was sudden, involuntary--a burst of raw, wet pleasure that flooded her body and made her thighs shake. She cried out as it hit, hips jerking, pussy clenching tight around his cock as she squirted. The rush of liquid sprayed across her inner thighs, his hips, the sheets beneath her. It was violent, visceral, and it didn't stop.

Booker held still, letting her ride it, watching her shake, feeling her lose herself around him.

"Fuck, baby," he growled. "That's it. That's what I wanted. Look at you..."

But she couldn't. Her eyes had rolled back. Her hands clawed at the sheets. Her body convulsed in waves as the orgasm tore through her, as her slick squirt coated his cock, as her pussy pulsed and fluttered and pulled him in tighter.

And she knew--

She was never coming back from this.

Booker didn't give her a moment to recover. The second she begged for the rest of it, the second she said she could take it, he gave her everything.

He pulled back--slow, thick, dragging her walls wide as he withdrew--and then slammed back in with a deep, wet sound that cracked through the room like thunder. Valerie screamed. Not from pain. From shock. From the way it hit so deep she swore he'd punched through her stomach. From the stretch that felt like it was going to split her, only to leave her begging for more.

Her thighs flew open wider, her hands scrambling for the sheets, the headboard, anything to anchor herself as he started to thrust. Not fast at first. But hard. Deliberate. Rooted. Claiming. Every slap of his hips against her ass echoed off the walls, every bounce of her tits felt obscene--raw, pornographic, perfect.

"Oh fuck," she gasped, one hand flying to his arm, the other pressed to her own breast like she needed to feel something she could control.

"You're taking it," Booker growled, watching her with eyes gone almost black. "All of it. Like you were fucking made for this."

He gripped her thigh, lifting it higher, pushing deeper. Valerie cried out, the breath torn from her lungs.

"I am--" she choked out. "I am, I want it--God, don't stop."

And he didn't.

He began to pound her now--full, deep thrusts that made the bed rock, the headboard slam the wall, the air around them thick with sweat and sex and the slick sounds of her pussy taking everything he gave. Valerie's mouth hung open, her moans turning to cries, then to nothing but ragged, guttural noise.

Her brain was gone. Her thoughts were gone. She was just sensation now--cock. Heat. Stretch. Pleasure so intense it hovered on the edge of pain. Her legs were shaking. Her whole body slick with sweat. Her nails raked down his back and her voice cracked as she begged.

"More. Please--Booker--fuck, just more--"

He pulled her hips to the edge of the bed, her ass now slightly off the mattress, angle deeper. He planted one hand against her lower stomach and pressed down--and she felt him bottom out so hard it sent a white-hot shock through her spine.

"That's it," he growled. "You feel that? That's me inside you. Right to the end."

Valerie screamed. Her whole body arched, her toes curling, her eyes rolling back.

She came again.

And this time, it wasn't a gentle release--it was a detonation.

Her pussy clamped around him, fluttering uncontrollably as another squirt of slick sprayed from her, soaking his cock, the sheets, the insides of her thighs. It pulsed again. And again. Her orgasm wouldn't stop. She sobbed through it, legs trembling, hips twitching like her body was short-circuiting from pleasure.

"Fuck, look at that," Booker groaned, slamming into her again. "That's what you needed, huh? That big cock to knock the last bit of good girl outta you."

She moaned, high and broken. Her voice was nothing now. Just gasps. Cries. Nods.

He slowed slightly. Pressed forward deep. Ground his hips in hard, slow circles while staying balls-deep.

"You're fucking soaked, Val. You hear that?"

He thrust once--hard--and the squelch was so loud it echoed.

"Your pussy's begging to be used."

And she was.

Tears clung to her lashes, not from sadness, but from how much she felt. Her body didn't belong to her anymore. It belonged to this. To him. To the rhythm of his cock inside her, the stretch of her pussy around him, the way he looked at her like this was exactly where she was meant to be.

"I didn't know," she panted, voice barely above a whisper. "I didn't know it could feel like this."

Booker leaned down, his chest slick against hers, still buried to the hilt. His breath was ragged, voice low and rough as it scraped across her ear.

"Hold on, baby. I'm right there."

His hips began to move again, short, desperate strokes, grinding deep with every thrust. Her legs wrapped around his waist before she even realised it. Her body met him eagerly now, hips lifting, cunt fluttering around his cock with every thick push.

They were both close. She could feel it.

"Cum with me," he groaned. "I want to feel it. I want you to take it all."

Valerie cried out, her whole body tensing beneath him, fingers clawing down his back as her walls clenched one more time.

"Booker--" she gasped. "I'm--I'm gonna--fuck--"

And then it hit.

She shattered around him, her body locking up, her voice spilling out in broken cries as her orgasm ripped through her again--deep, blinding, perfect. She came hard, came full, her pussy tightening like a vice as she moaned his name into his neck.

And Booker followed with a growl that sounded pulled from somewhere beneath the surface of the earth.

He buried himself deep, and came inside her, pulsing hard, hot and thick, his cock twitching as he emptied everything he had into her trembling cunt. She felt the heat bloom inside, felt her body stretch to keep it, felt herself owned.

He stayed there for a moment, their sweat-slick skin stuck together, their breaths wild and uncoordinated, the room smelling like sex and skin and change.

Then--slowly--he pulled back.

She whimpered as he slid out, her pussy aching from the stretch, already clenching around the emptiness.

And then she felt it.

His cum. Warm. Thick. Oozing out of her in slow, lazy trails. Sliding between her thighs. Evidence. Claim. Proof.

She stared at the ceiling, dazed, ruined, her legs still open, the sheets soaked beneath her hips.

Booker sat back on his heels, looking down at her with a grin that was equal parts reverence and pride.

"Fuck," he whispered. "You are incredible."

She tried to answer. She couldn't. Just a breathless sound, barely human.

He leaned over, kissed her jaw, and stood.

She watched him move toward the adjoining door, her body still trembling, her thighs sticky with the slow, warm spill of his cum.

He glanced back once--at her spread open, dripping, changed--and smiled.

"You're mine now," he said.

Then, quieter, but with that same quiet dominance:

"But you're the band's too."

Click.

The sound of the door unlocking cracked the air.

The door eased open with a quiet push and Kane stepped through like he already knew what he'd find. Valerie didn't move--she couldn't. She lay there on the bed, legs still parted, skin flushed and shining, a slow trickle of Booker's cum leaking from between her thighs and pooling warm beneath her ass. She was soaked, trembling, and so ready for more.

Kane was shirtless, his chest broad and sweat-slick, his jeans riding low on his hips. His gaze dropped immediately to her cunt--messy, gaping, used--and a low, hungry sound escaped him.

"Damn," he muttered, licking his bottom lip. "He fucked you good."

She didn't answer. Her mouth was dry, her thighs still twitching. But she watched him as he stepped to the side of the bed, chest rising and falling slowly, a grin curling the corner of his mouth.

"You want more?" he asked, one hand dropping to the bulge in his jeans--huge, thick and straining against the denim. He gripped it through the fabric, squeezing once to emphasise the shape.

She nodded, breath catching. "Yes."

He smirked. "Then take it out. And get it ready."

Valerie moved without thinking, pushing herself up on shaky elbows, crawling across the bed until she was kneeling at the edge. Her fingers found his waistband, trembling slightly as she unbuttoned his jeans, then tugged them down with practiced urgency.

It sprang free--and she gasped.

Shorter than Booker's, maybe. But thicker. Veined. Heavy. A weapon.

Her hands wrapped around it--barely. She had to use both.

She looked up at him, her voice low and reverent. "You're so fucking big..."

"Yeah," he growled. "And that mouth better earn it."

She leaned in and kissed the tip first--slow, wet, tongue swirling around the head as her fingers stroked the base. Then she opened wider, taking him in like she'd just been trained to--deep, messy, hungry. Spit poured from her lips as she gagged once, then again, pushing herself down his shaft until her nose brushed the base and her throat flexed around him.

"Fucking hell," Kane groaned, one hand gripping her hair. "You're such a little cock slut already."

Valerie moaned around him, the sound wet and filthy. Her mouth moved faster, tongue slithering beneath his cock as she sucked, drooled, worked him in strokes slicker than spit alone. Her throat clenched. Her eyes watered. She was lost in it now--serving--and it made her throb.

"That's enough," he snapped. "Get on all fours. Now."

She obeyed instantly, rolling over and crawling to the centre of the bed, her ass in the air, her pussy gleaming, open and leaking. She arched her back, spread her knees, offered herself.

Kane climbed up behind her, cock in hand, smacking it once against her ass before dragging it down between her cheeks, coating himself in the mess Booker left behind.

"You're dripping," he muttered. "Fucking love that."

And then--without warning--he shoved into her.

No pause. No buildup. Just one thick, brutal thrust.

Valerie screamed.

Not in pain. In shock.

Her body flew forward, hands scrambling at the sheets. Her mouth dropped open in a guttural moan as Kane slammed to the hilt with one hard, unforgiving stroke.

"Oh fuck--" she cried out. "Kane--"

"Shut the fuck up and take it," he growled, already pulling back. "You wanted to be a band slut, now you're getting the full fucking set."

And he started to move.

Hard. Loud. Unrelenting.

Her ass bounced against his hips with every thrust. The room filled with the sound of skin slapping skin, wet and obscene. Valerie's tits swung beneath her, her face buried in the mattress as she cried out with each punishing drive of his cock.

"You feel that?" he spat, gripping her hips like handles. "That's what a real fuck feels like."

"Yes!" she screamed. "Yes, yes--I love it--"

"You love being used?" he snapped. "Love being passed around like a fucktoy?"

She moaned, her cunt clenching even harder, her face flushed, tears pooling at the corners of her eyes.

"Yes--*I love it--please--keep going--"

"You dirty little bitch," he snarled, slamming into her harder, making her scream again. "You fucking needed this, didn't you?"

Her entire body was shaking now. Her pussy was fluttering, her orgasm building again, sharp and dangerous. Her hands clawed at the sheets. Her throat was hoarse. Her hips bucked against him as he pistoned harder, deeper, like he was fucking the last of her resistance out with every slam.

"You're gonna cum again, aren't you?" he growled.

"I can't stop--" she sobbed. "Oh fuck, I'm gonna--gonna--"

Her orgasm hit like a scream inside her chest.

She convulsed on his cock, squirting again--louder this time, wetter, messier. It sprayed down her thighs, onto the sheets, soaking everything in a rush of hot, helpless pleasure.

Kane laughed--filthy, triumphant.

"That's it, slut. Cum all over my cock. Make a fucking mess."

Valerie was still convulsing beneath him, her thighs shaking, pussy fluttering from aftershocks, her breath broken and frantic. Her body felt like it was floating--too full, too stretched, too fucked to process anything else.

But Kane wasn't finished.

He grunted above her and slammed into her again, harder now, faster. Her pussy, sloppy and dripping, made wet, filthy sounds with every stroke. His balls slapped her soaked clit. Her body rocked forward with each thrust, but she stayed in place--on her knees, ass in the air, cunt wide and welcoming.

"You hear that?" he panted, voice low and mean. "That's the sound of a fucking whore being ruined."

She moaned, loud and wanton, her face mashed into the pillows, drool slipping from her lips as she nodded, her body betraying how much she needed it.

"You're not a producer anymore," he growled, fucking her harder now. "You're not a boss. You're not a mom. You're just our fuck toy."

"Y-yes," she sobbed, voice trembling with pleasure and shame. "I'm your fuck toy. I am--I am--use me--"

He groaned, hand digging into her hip, the other grabbing a fistful of her hair and yanking her head back so he could hear her scream again.

"You'll take every fucking inch we give you, won't you?"

She couldn't speak. She just moaned. Nodded.

"Good girl," he growled. "Fucking perfect little hole."

And then he came.

His cock pulsed deep inside her, thick and fast, hot jets spilling into the space Booker had already claimed. He stayed buried as he groaned through it, his fingers bruising her hips, his voice low and brutal.

"Take it. Every drop."

Valerie moaned, her pussy still fluttering, still milking him, her mouth open in pure, dizzy surrender.

He stayed inside her for another long second, then pulled out with a slick, obscene sound. She collapsed onto the mattress, face down, thighs trembling, a mess of cum, sweat, and drool.

Kane looked down at her--used, ruined, his for that moment--and chuckled.

"Fuckin' knew you were a slut the second I saw you," he muttered, stepping off the bed. "Didn't think you'd wear it this well, though."

He walked toward the adjoining door, stretching, completely unconcerned with the mess he'd made.

"Hope you're not too sore yet," he added, cracking his neck as he reached for the handle.

"'Cause Reese talks a lotta shit, but he fucks."

Click.

The door opened again.

The door didn't creak this time--it swung open fast, like it was being pushed by the momentum of someone who couldn't wait.

Reese walked in grinning, shirt already gone, his lean body toned and glistening with sweat. His necklace bounced against his chest as he moved, jeans slung low, cock already half-hard and swaying with each step.

Valerie didn't lift her head right away.

She was still collapsed on the bed, face down in the pillows, her ass gleaming with slick, thighs parted, Kane's cum joining Booker's in the slow, wet drip from her ruined cunt. Her body was twitching--spent, shaking--and she was more exposed than she'd ever been in her life.

"Fuck me," Reese said with a slow whistle as he took in the sight. "You let them break you already, huh?"

Valerie turned her head toward him, blinking, breath still uneven.

Reese walked to the side of the bed and crouched down. His fingers brushed a strand of sweat-matted hair from her cheek.

"You alright, sweetheart?" he asked gently.

She nodded.

"Good," he said.

Then he stood.

"Because it's my turn."

He walked to the foot of the bed and unzipped, letting his cock drop free--and Valerie's mouth went dry. It was beautiful. Not the biggest. Not the thickest. But long and smooth and dangerously perfect, the kind of cock made for fucking a woman exactly the way she swore she didn't want to be fucked.

"On your knees," he said. "I want your mouth."

Valerie rolled onto her side, then up, and crawled toward him with aching limbs and glassy eyes.

He didn't move.

She took him into her mouth, soft at first, reverent. But Reese didn't want reverence.

"Come on," he muttered. "After those two? You can go harder than that. Show me what that throat's learned."

She moaned around him and took him deeper. Her spit pooled quickly, slick and hot. She gagged once and he groaned, brushing her hair from her face and looking down at her with a grin like a dare.

"There she is."

His hand slid down to cradle her jaw as she sucked him, wet and eager.

"You ever suck your husband like this?" he asked casually.

Valerie froze.

He chuckled, thrusting gently into her mouth. "Nah, didn't think so. Bet he's got that half-hard, 'is it in yet?' dick. Two strokes and a kiss on the cheek."

She moaned again--shocked, ashamed, but not pulling away.

"That's it," he whispered. "Bet you're thinking about him now. Bet that little voice in your head's wondering what he'd do if he saw you right now, drooling on some twenty-year-old cock."

Her throat tightened, her moans turned messy. His words were hitting something in her that hadn't been touched yet. Not by Booker. Not by Kane. This was different.

"You gonna lie when you get home?" Reese asked, pushing deeper. "Tell him the trip was boring? That you barely slept? Pretend your pussy isn't wrecked and full of our cum while you smile and pour his coffee?"

She whined around his cock, her eyes fluttering.



He pulled her back--slowly, his shaft gleaming with her spit--and tilted her chin up with two fingers.

"Say it."

She blinked.

"Say my cock's better than your husband's."

Valerie's breath caught. Her lips were swollen, spit slick on her chin.

She whispered: "It is."

He smirked. "Say it louder."

She swallowed. "It's better. You're better."

"And what about that little son of yours?" he added, voice softer now, but sharper somehow. "What would he say, knowing his mom's down here getting passed around like a backstage whore by the guys who made his high school life a living hell?"

Valerie closed her eyes. Her face was burning. Her cunt was throbbing.

"Tell me, Val," Reese murmured. "Tell me you'd rather be our fuck toy than go home to that good little family of yours."

She paused. Her lips still glistened from spit and arousal, her breath coming fast, but something flickered in her eyes. Not shame. Not guilt.

She tilted her head, voice low but sharp enough to cut.

"Oh, is that your game?" she said. "You have to humiliate my family because you're afraid you can't fuck me as well as the other two?"

Reese's brows arched, but his smirk stayed right where it was. His cock twitched in her grip.

"Oh, I can fuck you properly, you little slut."

She licked her lips, breath trembling now, but her words came fast, taunting--begging for it.

"Yeah? Then prove it, big boy."

She leaned closer, the tip of his cock dragging against her cheek.

"Show me what you've got."

"Think you're better than my husband?"

"Think I'll love your cock more than I love my own fucking son?"

She met his eyes, locked on him, her voice now a whisper and a dare:

"Then make me."

Reese's grin cracked open into something darker. He grabbed her by the arm, spun her around, and bent her over the edge of the bed in one smooth, practiced motion.

"Oh, you're gonna eat those words, bitch."

His cock slid down her slick folds once, then again--teasing, taunting, thick with spit and heat.

"And by the time I'm done, you're gonna beg to say worse."

Reese didn't waste time. His cock lined up against her dripping entrance, already slick from her spit and the mess the others had left behind. He rubbed the head against her folds once, watching her shiver beneath him--then pushed in with one smooth thrust.

She gasped, back arching, the pressure different this time--not as wide, but fast, full, and unrelenting.

"Fuck," Reese groaned. "You're soaked for me already, huh?"

She moaned into the sheets, her fingers curling into the comforter, her whole body already responding to the faster pace of his hips.

And Reese fucked her.

Hard. Quick. Precise. The rhythm was brutal--not deep and grinding like Booker, not pounding and primal like Kane--but sharp, fast, relentless. He gripped her hips, pulling her back into him, every slap of skin echoing through the room as her ass bounced against his thighs.

"Feel that?" he muttered, voice close to a growl. "Feel how your greedy little cunt's trying to suck me in?"

Valerie whimpered, her knees slipping wider, hips lifting. Her body couldn't help it--she wanted more.

Reese leaned down, his chest pressing to her back, his breath hot at her ear.

"I'm not as big as them, huh?" he whispered. "But you're still losing your fucking mind on it."

She cried out, face twisted in pleasure as his hips slapped into her faster, sharper.

"You talk big, Val," he hissed. "You wanna challenge me? Say some slick shit and pretend you're still holding onto something?"

His hand reached around and gripped her throat--not choking, just holding. Keeping her there.

"Say it again," he growled. "Say my cock's better. Say I fuck you better than your husband ever could."

She moaned. Her cunt clenched around him, slick pulsing down her thighs.

He tightened his grip just a little. "Say it."

Her voice came cracked, breathless.

"Y-you fuck me better than he ever has," she gasped. "So much better."

Reese growled in satisfaction, slamming harder now, his cock spearing into her with brutal rhythm. Her tits bounced beneath her, her moans getting louder, messier, shameless.

"You're gonna cum again, aren't you?" he hissed, one hand now reaching between her legs, rubbing her clit in fast, filthy circles. "Fucking slut can't help it."

She screamed--the pressure hitting too fast, too hard, her body overwhelmed by the sensation, by the speed, by the way he was in her head now, under her skin.

"Do it," he snapped. "Squirt all over my cock, Val. Show me how much this little whore body of yours needed it."

And she did.

Her thighs clamped. Her pussy pulsed. And then she exploded--a full-body squirt that drenched him, the sheets, her legs, her voice turning into a strangled sob as her orgasm overtook her like fire.

"Fuck, yeah," he groaned. "Fucking knew you were a filthy little housewife just waiting to get fucked like this."

He rammed into her harder--faster--his grip back on her hips now as she convulsed beneath him, her body spent but still clinging, still clenching, still offering.

"You belong to us now," he growled. "Say it."

She gasped, still quivering. "I belong to the band."

And that was enough.

Reese came with a low, brutal grunt, his cock twitching as he emptied himself inside her, hot and thick, mixing with what was already there. He stayed in for a moment--shuddering, panting--before pulling out slow, watching the mess drip from her swollen, gaping cunt.

He gave her ass one hard smack.

"That's what I fucking thought."

He stood. Stretched.

Then walked toward the door.

"Let's see if our quiet little cameraman can keep up," he muttered, smirking as he opened it.

Click.

She didn't hear the door open this time. There was no sound. Just a shift in the air. A colder stillness. The light changed, and something inside her just knew.

Zay was there.

She lifted her head slowly, every limb heavy, cunt aching and leaking, throat raw, her body used in ways it had never imagined. She didn't know what she expected from the quietest of the four, but it wasn't this--him entering without a word, camera already in hand, its red light blinking as it rolled.

He didn't say anything. Just walked with purpose--shirtless, barefoot, silent--and set the camera down across the room, framing her perfectly where she lay: on her stomach, thighs parted, her body trembling from the wreckage left by three others.

"I'm sore," she whispered, not sure why she said it, not sure she expected mercy.

Zay nodded. "I know."

He knelt beside the bed, his hand running slowly down her spine--a single line of contact that made her shiver, not from cold, but from something else. Anticipation. Fear. Need. He was calm. Controlled. And she realised, as he looked down at her, that he had probably been hard all night. Watching. Waiting. Recording every filthy sound and wet slap and broken moan from behind that blinking lens.

She turned her head toward him, eyes wide. He looked down at her like she was a painting. A confession. A sin he was ready to taste.

"You don't have to move," he said softly. "You can still serve me in other ways."

She nodded slowly. She didn't have the strength to say no. She didn't want to.

He stood, undid his jeans, and let them fall.

Her breath caught.

It wasn't just his cock--long, smooth, pierced with a silver barbell near the head--it was his balls. Massive. Low-hanging. The biggest she'd ever seen. Her eyes went wide at the sheer weight of them, the way they seemed to sway beneath him, full and heavy like they ached to be emptied.

She stared openly, licking her lips.

"Oh my god," she whispered. "How do you even walk around with those?"

Zay gave the faintest smirk, stepping closer, his cock already swelling, veins thickening with each heartbeat. She reached out instinctively, wrapping her fingers around the shaft, stroking slowly while her other hand moved to cup the sheer weight of his balls.

"They're so heavy," she murmured. "You must cum so much."

Zay said nothing. He didn't need to. He tilted his hips forward slightly--offering.

She understood.

She slid to the edge of the bed, easing down onto her knees, still trembling, and brought her mouth to them.

Her lips parted. Her tongue came out.

She suckled him.

Not rushed. Not shy. She took one ball into her mouth, wet and reverent, while her hand slowly stroked his cock. She moaned around the sheer size of it--heavier than she'd ever tasted, filling her mouth like it was meant to be nursed. Spit dribbled from her lips as she switched sides, letting her tongue swirl around the other, her eyes fluttering as she sucked him deeper.

She moaned softly as she suckled one of his balls fully into her mouth, feeling the sheer weight of it rest hot and heavy on her tongue. It filled her completely--soft and swollen, stretched tight like it was full to the edge with cum just waiting to be released. She moaned around it again, letting her tongue trace slow, swirling laps over the skin, tasting sweat, salt, heat. Her lips sealed around it, cheeks hollowing as she suckled with gentle pressure, hands still slowly stroking his growing cock.

Spit dribbled from her lips as she switched sides, letting her tongue swirl around the other, her eyes fluttering as she sucked him deeper.

Zay tilted his head back slightly, watching, his face impassive but his body taut with restraint. Her tongue now firmer, more deliberate. She could feel it throbbing slightly with every pulse of his heartbeat, swollen and so full it made her ache with curiosity.

She pulled back just enough to murmur between wet licks, "They're so heavy... I've never felt balls like this."

Still no words from Zay. Just his hand in her hair, softly guiding.

"You must cum so much," she whispered, breath shaking.

He simply nodded.

Then leaned back in the chair, spread his legs wider, and waited.

Valerie knew what he wanted.

And she gave it to him.

She let her mouth drift lower, past his balls, her breath trembling as her tongue touched the seam of his body and began to trace lower. Her lips kissed the crease of his thigh. Then--lower still. Her hands now pumped his cock steadily as she leaned in and began to lick his ass, slow and reverent.

Her tongue slid along the tight rim, warm and clean and pulsing. She flattened it, dragged it in slow, swirling circles, lapping softly before pulling back to tease with flicks. Her breath was hot against his skin. Her nose pressed into the base of his balls. And all the while her hands kept stroking his cock, feeling it throb thicker in her grip with each long lick of her tongue.

She moaned into him. Moaned with submission, with the filth of it, with the raw truth that she'd never done anything like this--never imagined she'd want to. But she did. She wanted to give him everything. She wanted to serve.

Zay's hand gripped her hair tighter.

He was close.

His thighs tightened beneath her. His breath caught. She stroked faster, tongue still working, her spit now glistening between his cheeks and over her lips.

And then--

His body went still.

"Don't stop," he whispered.

She didn't.

He groaned.

And then he came.

His cock pulsed violently in her hands and then erupted--thick, heavy ropes of cum launching across her face, hitting her cheeks, her lips, her nose. It kept coming. More than she thought possible. It splashed against her forehead, painted her chin, streaked her collarbone in slow, sticky trails.

She gasped.

Then moaned.

It was more than she'd ever felt before. Warm, thick, endless.

She was plastered.

Dripping.

Her face painted like a canvas of her own surrender.

Zay groaned low in his chest, his hand still in her hair, his cock twitching in her slick-stained grip.

She looked up at him through the mess--dazed, dripping, her lips slightly parted, face painted in thick, hot streaks of his cum. It clung to her cheeks, her lashes, her chin. She could feel it cooling, but she didn't care. She didn't want it off.

"That was..." she panted, swallowing hard. "That was fucking amazing."

She raised one cum-slicked hand, scooped a line from her cheek with two fingers, and brought it to her lips.

"Thank you," she whispered, as she spooned another finger-full from her cheek into her mouth.

Zay watched her in silence. Then--just barely--he smiled.

"Good girl," he said quietly.

And turned back to the camera.

The recording light blinked once more.

Then stopped.

Valerie stayed on her knees for a long time after the door clicked shut.

Her body was buzzing--low and deep, like a current still running beneath her skin. Her throat ached. Her pussy throbbed. Her cheeks were tacky with drying cum. Her thighs were sticky, her hair a wild mess of sweat and spit and ruin. And her heart... her heart beat slow and full, like it was carrying something new.

Eventually, she moved. Quietly. Without thought.

She wiped what she could from her face with the edge of the sheets. Scooped the rest from her skin with trembling fingers and sucked it from her palm like it was meant for her. Then she crawled up the bed, collapsed into the soaked centre of the mattress, and let herself fall open--arms loose, legs parted, used and content.

She was sore.

She was shattered.

And she was more satisfied than she had ever been in her life.

And tomorrow?

They had another show.

Another night in the hotel.

Another night of...



Regret?



Valerie woke slowly, as though her body didn't want to return to itself. Every part of her felt heavy. Used. Her thighs were sticky with a mixture of body fluid, most of it not her own, the insides chafed and raw. Her mouth was dry, her lips slightly swollen, and her throat--tight, sore. She swallowed and winced. The soreness wasn't unfamiliar. It made her think of how far her mouth had opened last night, how many times she'd gagged around their cocks, how full her jaw had been from dusk until early morning.

She rolled onto her side with a soft groan, the sheets beneath her still damp in places, smelling faintly of sweat and sex. She closed her eyes again, just for a moment, reliving flashes--Booker's voice in her ear, Kane pounding her from behind, Reese taunting her while she sobbed, Zay whispering good girl as she licked his rim and swallowed his cum.

Her phone vibrated.

She reached for it slowly and blinked at the screen.

Derek (Home)

Her heart flickered in her chest. She sat up, wrapped the sheet loosely around her, and answered the call.

"Hey," she murmured.

"There you are," Derek said, his voice familiar and warm. "I tried calling last night, and again this morning."

"Oh," she said quickly, faking a yawn to stall. "Yeah, sorry--I must've slept through it. It was a late night."

"You okay?" he asked. "You sound... hoarse."

She cleared her throat gently, covering the pinch of guilt with a practiced smile he couldn't see. "Yeah, just loud in the venue. Lost my voice a bit yelling over the music."

"Ah. Right."

There was a pause. Not suspicious. Just space.

"How'd the show go?"

"They did really well," she said, and that part wasn't a lie. "Better live than I expected, actually. The crowd was into it. They're starting to find their rhythm."

"I bet they had a wild time after," he said lightly. "First gig in a new city, away from home... kids like that probably didn't sleep."

Valerie hesitated.

The images that flooded her mind weren't of beer and hotel parties. They were of sweat and moans and spit, of Reese's voice in her ear, of Booker's cum inside her, of the way she'd licked Zay's balls until they emptied down her face.

"I haven't seen them this morning yet," she said, keeping her tone light. "And I'm not sure I want the details."

Derek laughed softly. "Fair enough."

"You flying back tomorrow?"

"Yeah," she said. "One more show tonight. Then I'm home."

Another pause.

"I miss you," he said.

She closed her eyes. "I miss you too."

It was true, in a way.

They said goodbye and ended the call.

Valerie held the phone in her lap for a moment longer, staring down at the screen as if it might show her something--anything--that made sense. The silence in the room felt louder now. The smell of sex still clung to her skin, and between her thighs, she was still tender, still sore.

She stood slowly and walked toward the bathroom, dragging the sheet behind her. Her steps were quiet, each one echoing with the weight of last night.

In the mirror, she looked like herself--but not the self Derek knew. Her lips were fuller, eyes darker, a faint purple mark blooming just beneath her collarbone. Her throat still ached. Her pussy throbbed if she moved the wrong way. She turned on the tap, cupped water in her hands, and splashed her face.

She stared at her reflection, dripping, tired.

"I'll behave tonight," she whispered to the glass. "Just the show. Nothing else."

She dried her face.

And somewhere inside her, the silence responded with a smirk.

Valerie arrived at the venue before sunset, dressed in black, high-necked restraint. A crisp blouse. A long, tailored skirt that clung to her thighs but said nothing. No lipstick tonight. No lashes. Her hair was twisted into a no-nonsense bun and her earrings were so small they barely caught the light. She was business again. Fully armoured. She walked through the venue like she hadn't been stripped naked and ruined by the band in this very city the night before.

She was early. Efficient. Detached. She checked lighting cues, adjusted the backline, smoothed over the guest list. When the boys arrived, she didn't look up. Booker gave her a brief nod. Kane's grin lingered. Reese scanned her body with his eyes but said nothing. Zay just filmed. She didn't give them a moment.

"Last night was a one-off," she said when Booker stepped within arm's reach. "We're not doing that again. This is work. Professional. I'm serious."

Booker didn't argue. He only looked at her and said, "Understood."

Reese muttered something under his breath--"Shame", maybe--but she didn't take the bait.

By the time the house lights dimmed, she was tucked off to the side, arms folded, clipboard tight against her chest. The crowd roared. The room trembled with anticipation. Valerie didn't let her body sway. She told herself she would not be shaken. She didn't come here to feel anything.

The band's first song hit hard. Familiar. Dirty. But distant. She didn't look at them directly. She kept her eyes on the audio mix, on the staff at stage left, on the flicker of moving light through the smoke.

But the second song was new.

It started with a slow beat. A low growl of bass. The kind of track that pulsed between the ribs before the lyrics even landed. Valerie blinked up, sensing the shift, and saw Booker step up to the mic--shirt open, chest damp, his eyes already fixed.

He was looking at her.

And then he began.

"Bent her over the bed while the chorus hit / Four cocks in rotation, she took every bit."

Valerie froze. Her hand clenched tighter around the clipboard. Her lips parted, air catching in her throat.

The crowd screamed--oblivious, delighted.

She knew better.

"Red gloss on her lips, hips tight like confession / Said fuck me like art and I'll give you a session."

The words twisted deep into her gut.

Booker's voice was low, rhythmic, devastatingly casual. He didn't smile. Didn't wink. He just stared. And rapped each line like it was gospel written on her skin.



"Red-lipped saint with a cum-drunk stare / Choked on the bass, left her knees on the chair."

Her knees buckled slightly. She shifted her stance, her thighs pressed together so hard it hurt.

The song built, layer by filthy layer. Reese echoed lines in the background--chanting, teasing--while Zay stood back, his camera slowly panning across the crowd, then back toward her.

Valerie's cheeks burned. Her heart raced.

"She wore sin like satin / Took every note raw / Begged for the chorus inside her / We gave her the encore she saw."

It was smart. It was hidden in metaphor. The average listener wouldn't know. But she did. They did. It was a map of last night--pressed into rhyme, delivered onstage, soaked in bass and sweat and rhythm. A public memory that no one else could quite touch.

"Red-lipped saint, now she lives in the verse / Our breath on her throat, our cum in her purse."

She didn't make it to the end.

Her thighs were already soaked, heat spreading down into her knees, her pulse hammering behind her eyes. Her body had betrayed her again--completely. She dropped the clipboard, turned before the outro hit, and slipped through the side hallway like she'd caught fire.

By the time she reached the hotel, she could barely breathe.

She slammed the door behind her and stripped her blouse off without thinking. Her skin was flushed, damp, her nipples hard beneath her bra. Her panties clung wet between her thighs. She stood in front of the mirror above the desk, one hand braced against the wood, the other trembling by her side.

"I said I'd behave," she whispered. "I said I'd be professional."

But her skin remembered too much. Her throat still ached in the sweetest way. Her body pulsed with the echo of four voices chanting her nickname for the world to hear.

Red-Lipped Saint.

The call came just as Valerie was pulling the lace straps over her shoulders, her body still warm from the lingering heat of the show and the restless ache of everything she'd been denying since the lights had dropped. She blinked at the screen: Noah.

Her thumb hovered over the reject button--but she answered instead.

"Hi, baby," she said softly, trying to keep her tone light. "Everything okay?"

"You didn't answer earlier," Noah replied, his voice a little clipped, a little cautious.

"I know, I'm sorry," she said, pacing slowly to the foot of the bed. "It's just been long days. The shows, the venue... I've been wiped out."

"You sound kind of... tired."

She hesitated. Her throat did feel raw--still sore from how deep she'd taken them. "Yeah," she said. "Just loud crowds. And yelling over monitors all night doesn't help. I'm fine."

"They treating you okay?" he asked, his tone shifting--protective, even if it stung.

Valerie let out a soft breath, looking toward the adjoining door with vague focus. "Yes. They've been nothing but respectful. I promise. It's been... professional."

She could feel him hesitate on the other end. Could hear the concern underneath the questions.

"They're lucky to have you," he muttered.

Her stomach turned.

"I haven't even seen them tonight outside of the show," she said quickly. "I left early. Just needed the night to myself."

But even as she said it, her ears picked up something from behind the door--a giggle, light and high and unmistakably feminine.

Then another. Laughter. Playful. Teasing.

Her entire body went still.

Her grip on the phone tightened.

Noah was still speaking--something about a class project, a video he was editing--but Valerie wasn't hearing the words anymore. Her gaze had locked onto the thin line of light beneath the adjoining door. That was her place on the other side. That used to be hers.

It was like something deep in her twisted, broke, flared with heat.

She swallowed.

"Noah," she cut in gently, her voice now firmer. "I need to go."

"Are you sure you're--"

"Everything's fine. Don't worry about me, okay? I've got it all under control."

She hung up before he could say anything else.



The Band's Toy



Valerie stared at the phone for a long moment after the call ended, her thumb hovering above the black screen like it might still hold something warm. But all she could hear now was the sound from the other side of the wall--soft, lilting laughter, the unmistakable flirt of young girls feeling bold. It wasn't loud, but it was close. Close enough to imagine exactly where they were sitting. Close enough to hear them pretending to be part of something that didn't belong to them.

She stood, quietly, and crossed to her suitcase.

She didn't even think. Her body moved with calm precision as she undid the robe and let it slide from her shoulders onto the bed. Her fingers found the black lace set she had folded away days ago--the one that felt too much when she first packed it. Now, it felt like uniform. She slipped into the bra first, the cups sheer and daring, the underwire lifting her full breasts into a perfect, soft curve. Her nipples pressed through the lace, clearly visible beneath the delicate webbing. The panties were even bolder--cut high on the hips, low in the front, the fabric thin and elegant, framing the swell of her ass like it was sculpted to be unwrapped.

She moved to the mirror and added a touch of red to her lips--not bright, but bold enough to remind them. A flick of liner. A touch of blush. Her hair was down now, soft around her face, tousled just enough to suggest she hadn't fully cooled off since the performance. She tied the silk robe again--not to hide, but to reveal on her terms.

Her body was built for this. Mature curves. Soft, strong thighs. A stomach flat but real. Hips made to hold, to bruise. Breasts that didn't need padding. She looked like a woman made to be touched. And she felt it.

She walked to the door between their rooms.

Her fingers didn't hesitate on the lock.

When she opened it, the room quieted immediately. Warm light. Low music. The scent of liquor and cologne and smoke. Kane was on the bed, shirtless and spread out. Reese lounged in the chair, one arm draped lazily across the side. Booker stood near the dresser, a glass in hand, his shirt gone, the chain around his neck catching the low lamp glow. Zay had the camera at his hip, not pointed yet, but already aware.

And then there were the girls.

Two of them. Young. Pretty. Perched at the edge of the bed like they were waiting for something to happen.

Valerie stepped into the doorway, one hand on her hip, the robe still closed, tied tight. Her presence changed the air. Her voice didn't rise--it didn't need to.

"Girls," she said calmly. "Out."

The one with the glittered eyeliner blinked. The other narrowed her eyes, confused.

"This is my job now."

A beat of silence. Then a sneer.

"Slut," one of them muttered, not even trying to be quiet.

Valerie's smile came slow, lips red and curved with something far from shame.

"If only you knew," she said softly.

She stepped forward, letting the robe sway as she walked, the silk catching against her thighs. She stopped in the centre of the room and undid the sash.

It fell.

The robe slipped from her shoulders and whispered to the floor, pooling at her ankles. She didn't flinch. She didn't adjust. She simply stood there, statuesque and stunning in black lace, her curves bold and elegant, every line of her body catching the golden light like it had been designed for worship.

Her breasts sat high, round, the lace hugging them like a gift still wrapped. Her waist curved into hips that begged for hands. Her thighs--strong, full, real--spread just enough to let the slit of fabric between her legs frame what waited underneath. Her skin was flushed, alive, her nipples hard, her lips parted just slightly.

She looked at the boys now--one by one.

And then she lowered herself to her knees.

Back straight.

Chin high.

"I'm all you'll need tonight."

There was a silence. Thick. Buzzing.

Then Reese laughed once, low and full of heat. "Fuck yes."

Zay raised the camera.

Booker tilted his drink toward the door. "You heard her."

The girls hesitated, but no one was looking at them anymore.

They left.

And Valerie smiled--naughtily, confidently, completely owned--as the door closed behind them.

Valerie didn't wait for permission. She was already on her knees, black lace clinging to her curves, eyes dark with lust and purpose. The floor was warm beneath her, carpet coarse beneath her thighs. Her back was straight, her mouth slightly parted, her chest rising and falling in slow, hungry rhythm. She looked up at them--at all of them--and knew exactly what she wanted.

Kane stepped in first. His cock was already thick and half-hard, bobbing in front of her as he undid his jeans. Valerie reached up and gripped the base before he could even stroke himself, her fingers curling possessively around the shaft. He was heavy in her palm--thick, swollen, warm. Her eyes lit up as she guided him forward.

She opened her mouth wide--too wide--and then shoved herself down onto him. No build-up. No tease. She didn't wait for him to ease into her throat; she gagged herself on him with a needy moan, her lips pressing flush to the base before her throat could even adjust. Her body jerked once from the reflex, but she didn't pull away. Her nails dug into his thigh as she held herself there, eyes fluttering, throat wrapped tight around the girth of his cock.

Spit spilled from her lips almost instantly. Thick, hot strings of drool poured down her chin, pooling on her chest as she finally pulled back with a loud, choking gasp. Her face was already soaked. Her chest gleamed. She looked up at Kane with wild, glistening eyes--and then leaned in and did it again.

She fucked her own throat like she was proving something. Like she needed to.

Kane groaned above her, one hand gripping her hair as her head bobbed, lips stretched wide around his cock, throat spasming around every inch he fed her. Her drool was everywhere. It clung to her chin, her fingers, Kane's shaft, the front of her lingerie. And she looked beautiful like that--messy, desperate, devout.

Her left hand reached blindly and found another cock--Reese's. She began to stroke it as her throat was still full, her hand working him in slow, twisting pulls. Her other hand found Booker. She gripped him tight, working his shaft with short, eager strokes as she moaned around Kane's cock.

Three cocks. One mouth. Two hands.

She was a machine, a slut, a servant.

Kane pulled out with a wet pop, her spit trailing like a web from his tip to her tongue. Valerie gasped for air, spit bubbling at her lips, her face a shining mess of drool and lust. Her mascara was already running. Her nipples strained through the thin lace of her bra.

She turned her head to Reese, her voice hoarse but hungry. "What've you got for me?"

Reese stepped forward, cock glistening in her grip.

"You'll see, cockslut."

He grabbed her hair, shoved himself into her mouth, and began to fuck her throat with sharp, deliberate thrusts. She didn't resist. She welcomed it. She opened wide and moaned loud as he drove deep, his tip punching past her gag reflex again and again until spit poured from her lips, running down his shaft, soaking her chest.

All the while, her hands kept stroking--gripping, pulling, squeezing, worshipping.

She was the centre of it now. Knees planted, mouth full, drooling, eager, slick and shining with saliva. Her eyes rolled back. Her hips began to rock softly, unconsciously. She wasn't just performing.

She was in heat.

She wanted it all.

Valerie let Reese thrust deep into her mouth, her tongue flattened, lips stretched, throat swallowing around his cock like it was her job to make every inch feel like home. Her hands kept working the others, spit-slick and eager, stroking in rhythm even as tears welled in her eyes from the force of each thrust.

Her mascara had begun to run, black streaks trailing down her cheeks, mixing with tears, spit, and the glowing sheen of drool that coated her entire mouth and chin. She was soaked in it--glistening. A wreck of makeup and lust, kneeling proudly between them like she was exactly where she belonged.

"Damn," Kane growled, stroking himself slowly as he watched her mouth get used. "You're fucking hungry for all this black cock, aren't you?"

Reese paused, holding her head down on his shaft, the tip pressed into her throat as she gagged softly.

Valerie moaned around him--loud, wet, desperate--and tried to nod.

Her voice was a mess of spit and submission. "Mmmhhf... uh-huh..."

The words never came clear--just a choked, filthy murmur around the cock that still claimed her mouth.

"Say it, slut," Kane whispered. "Try again."

She pulled back, gasped for air, spit dripping from her mouth to her tits. "I love it," she groaned. "Fucking love every inch of it--give it to me--"

But she didn't finish the sentence. Zay stepped forward.

His cock brushed her lips--long, smooth, pierced--and her hands found him instantly. Her mouth opened, but instead of taking him in, she leaned lower, worshipping his balls with her tongue. She licked them slowly at first, then sucked one into her mouth, eyes flicking up to meet his for a fleeting second as her tongue swirled.

Zay groaned--low, soft, satisfied.

"Good girl," someone muttered. It didn't matter who. They were all praising her now.

Reese stepped back, grabbing her hair and stroking her cheek as she moaned into Zay's sac. Booker moved beside her and pressed his cock against her lips.

She looked up, breathless, throat raw, makeup a total ruin.

"Please," she panted. "I want more..."

Booker smiled. "You want more?"

She nodded, opening her mouth again, letting him slide in slow and heavy. His cock filled her completely, thick and perfect, and she let herself fall forward, hands planted on his thighs, taking him deeper until her nose met his skin.

She stayed there.

Held him in her throat.

Drooled around him.

Moaned like she was being fucked by god.

"She was born for this," Reese muttered, pumping slowly in his own hand.

"Fucking mouth made in heaven," Kane added.

"Look at her," someone whispered. "Eyes gone. Brain gone. Just cock now."

And it was true.

She couldn't keep track anymore. She didn't know who was in her mouth last or whose cock her fingers had just left. She only knew she was needed. Owned. Serving.

And she loved it.

But then--Booker's voice cut in again, rough and close.

"Fuck, I need this pussy again."

He pulled free with a slick pop and grabbed her by the jaw, tilting her messy, spit-drenched face upward.

"Get your ass on the bed."

Booker didn't wait. The moment she crawled onto the bed, breathless and soaked, he grabbed her by the hips and flipped her onto her back. Valerie let him move her, compliant and eager, her legs falling open without resistance. Her head hung over the edge of the mattress, hair spilling down like a halo, her breasts heaving in the lace bra, her nipples clearly visible and stiff through the soaked fabric. She blinked up at the room in reverse, the ceiling swimming above her, the outlines of bodies circling.

Zay stepped in beside her head, cock already hard again, camera raised in one hand. He didn't speak. He didn't need to. He aimed the lens straight at her face, then at her cunt, then back again as he positioned himself over her mouth. She opened for him like she'd been waiting--tongue flat, lips stretched wide. He slid in slowly, deliberately, feeding her his cock with an artist's precision. Not rough, not greedy--just deep, steady control. He moved like he was painting with her mouth.

Then Booker pushed inside her.

She arched up off the bed with a sharp gasp, his cock thick and hard and perfect, stretching her pussy with the first thrust like he had all over again. Her back bowed. Her hands grabbed at the sheets. She moaned around Zay's cock, her body jerking with the force of Booker's rhythm.

"Goddamn," Booker growled, thrusting deep, hips slapping hard against her thighs. "This pussy is still so fucking tight. Like it's never been used. Like it's made just for us."

Zay groaned above her, his cock sliding in and out of her wet throat with slow, filming strokes. He angled the camera to catch both ends--her gagging, her pussy stretching around Booker, the raw, perfect visual of Valerie pinned between two men, entirely theirs.

Booker's hands gripped her waist hard, pulling her down onto his cock with every thrust. "That's it," he muttered. "Take it, baby. You love it, don't you? Four cocks. One perfect little white hole. That's what you are now--our perfect little pet."

Valerie couldn't answer. She was too full. Too far gone.

Zay's cock filled her mouth again, his pace still measured, artistic, capturing every wet gag, every drip of spit, every flutter of her eyes rolling back into her head. Her hands reached blindly for something, anything--found Booker's chest, his forearm, then fisted the sheets again as the pressure inside her began to boil.

She was completely surrounded.

Two cocks in her body.

Two more waiting, hard, watching.

Four young, virile, black studs taking their turns with her like it was routine.

And she was the centre of it all.

Her breath caught. Her body tensed.

She let Zay's cock slide from her mouth and gasped, loud and desperate. "Booker--fuck--*I'm gonna cum--*I'm--I'm--"

"Say it louder," he barked.

"FUCK ME--I'M CUMMING--"

She screamed as she came--hard, her body convulsing as a violent wave of pleasure tore through her. Her pussy clenched tight around Booker's cock, fluttering wildly as a gush of slick squirted out of her, soaking his abs, his cock, the sheets beneath them. Her thighs spasmed. Her back arched. She choked on air, moaning so loudly it echoed through the room.

Booker groaned. "Fuck, that's it. That's my girl. Show 'em what we do to you."

Zay leaned over, still filming, watching the twitch of her lips, the glisten of her skin, the way her body trembled and shook with the aftershock.

Valerie lay there, open, dripping, used--and aching for more.

She was still shaking when they flipped her over.

She barely registered the shift--her legs moving, arms repositioned, her cheek pressed to the soaked sheets as the world spun around her. Her cunt still throbbed, her thighs still trembled, and her orgasm hadn't fully let go. The slick between her legs was warm and fresh, smeared across her skin, dripping from her folds. Her hair clung to her face, her chest heaved beneath the loosened bra. She was breathless, glowing, ruined--and it wasn't over.

She felt the hands on her first. One rough, gripping her hip. The other smoother, running deliberately up the curve of her ass. She blinked, tried to lift her head, but her body didn't want to move.

That's when she realised it wasn't Booker anymore.

Kane and Reese had replaced them.

And these two had no mercy.

Kane was already positioning himself behind her, lining his thick, veiny cock up with her still-twitching pussy. She was soaked--gushing from her climax, slick from spit and cum--and yet when he shoved inside, it was still a stretch. She gasped as he bottomed out, her body jerking from the sheer force of his entry. Kane didn't wait. He gripped her hips like handles and began to pound.

Reese moved around to the front, crouching beside the bed, stroking his cock slowly as he watched her moan, watched the way her ass bounced against Kane's thighs, the way her body took it like it was all she knew anymore.



"Still dripping from Booker's dick," Kane grunted. "Fucking mess."

Valerie couldn't speak. Her mouth opened, but only a groan came out--long and desperate and low.

"Look at you," Reese said, leaning in, voice sharp and cruel. "Little fucking housewife cock-drunk on a weekend tour."

He laughed, grabbed her hair, yanked her head up off the bed just enough to make her see herself in the mirror across from the hotel dresser.

"You see that? That's not the woman your husband married."

She whimpered, but didn't pull away.

Kane kept slamming into her, relentless, the sound of skin slapping skin loud and wet and perfect.

"No," Reese muttered. "Your husband's a joke. Soft hands. Soft dick. Bet he apologises when he cums."

Valerie moaned.

"Isn't that right?" he whispered. "Tell me. Tell me how pathetic he is."

She shuddered. Her body moved back against Kane even harder now, ass slapping into his hips like she was asking for it.

"He's small," she gasped, eyes fluttering, throat raw. "He... can't fuck me. Not like this."

Kane growled. "Fucking right he can't."

Reese grinned. "Say it. Say you need real cock."

She didn't hesitate.

"I need it. Need real cock. I need men who know how to use me."

Reese grabbed her face with one hand, stroked his cock with the other.

"And what about your son?" he asked suddenly. "You think he knows yet? That mommy's a little slut for the guys who used to make his life hell?"

Valerie didn't answer.

Not because she wouldn't.

Because she moaned instead.

Louder than she meant to.

It came from somewhere deeper. Darker.

She liked it.

She didn't understand why.

But something about the shame, the filth, the collapse of who she'd been turned her on more than anything else ever had.

"Fucking knew it," Reese muttered, stroking faster. "You're gone, aren't you? You're fucking ours now."

Kane slammed in hard, grunting, her pussy clenching and pulling around him, her breath coming in hot little gasps.

She was.

She knew it.

And she didn't care who else did.

Zay hadn't spoken much. He rarely did. But as Valerie lay trembling across the bed, her body still twitching from her last orgasm and her cunt leaking onto the sheets, she heard his voice behind her--low, quiet, calm as ever. It cut through the heat like a whisper through steam.

"You ready to take a ride?"

She turned her head toward him slowly, blinking through a haze of sweat and lust. He was already lying back on the bed, legs spread, cock in hand--long, smooth, pierced near the tip, and glistening from where she'd stroked and suckled him earlier. He hadn't fucked her pussy yet. Not last night, not even during the first round tonight. All he'd had was her mouth, her worship, the deep suck of her lips around his balls, the shameless slide of her tongue over his ass. He'd recorded every filthy detail. But this? This was his turn to feel her inside.

Valerie's body responded before her mind could. She crawled toward him, her knees dragging slowly across the sheets, her inner thighs still glossy with slick. She mounted him in one fluid motion, one knee braced on each side of his hips, the lace of her panties pushed aside as she lined him up. One hand wrapped around his shaft, steadying him, guiding his tip to her entrance. He was solid and warm beneath her, his breath still slow as he watched her begin to sink down.

She moaned as he slid inside--inch by inch--filling her in a new way, a different angle. Her mouth opened, her eyes fluttered. He wasn't the thickest. But he was long. And the shape of him--with that piercing dragging over her walls--was almost too perfect.

"Zay," she gasped, lowering herself fully, his cock seated deep in her pussy. "Fuck, your cock feels so good..."

His hands found her hips, thumbs resting just above the swell of her ass as she began to move. Slow at first, just rocking. Grinding. Letting him feel the tight squeeze of her cunt, the aftershocks still rippling through her. Her hands flattened on his chest, her nails grazing across his skin. Her tits bounced with each lift and fall of her hips, the black lace bra barely holding them in place.

Zay groaned softly beneath her. "God damn, Val..."

She leaned forward slightly, her pace building, her eyes locked on his. "Do you like that pussy?"

His breath caught. His fingers dug in harder.

"Fuck yes I do."

Behind her, another presence approached--heavier, hotter.

A hand smacked her ass, sharp and sudden.

She yelped and grinned through it, not slowing.

Another smack, harder this time. Then hands spreading her cheeks, fingers gripping her like handles.

Then a voice--deep, commanding, achingly familiar.

"I think it's time we upped the stakes."

Booker.

She didn't stop riding Zay, but she did slow, her pulse quickening as she felt Booker's slick cock press between her cheeks. It rested there for a moment, dragging against the tight ring of muscle untouched until now. The sensation made her shiver. She had never done this before--never taken a cock in her ass.

And now she was about to take Booker's monster.

He leaned over her back, his cock rubbing slowly between her cheeks. "You ready, girl?"

She didn't trust her voice. But she nodded. "Uh huh..."

Booker spat once--warm and wet--then smeared it across her entrance, the head of his cock spreading the slickness as he began to apply slow, steady pressure.

The moment the tip began to breach her, she gasped--high, raw, almost shocked. Her hands gripped Zay's chest harder. Her back arched. The pressure was intense--more than she'd expected, almost unbearable at first.

"Relax," Booker growled softly, one hand stroking up her spine. "You're doing so good."

She moaned low in her throat, her body frozen between two opposing forces--Zay's cock buried deep in her pussy, and now Booker's cock forcing its way into her ass. The stretch was incredible. She was being opened, truly, in a way no one ever had. Her breath came in short gasps, her eyes blurred with heat and tears.

"Fuck--oh my god--fuck, it's so much--" she cried.

But she didn't pull away.

Booker kept pressing in, deeper, thicker, spreading her inch by inch until his hips were flush against her ass, his cock fully buried.

Zay was still inside her, his length pulsing against her inner walls, pinned beneath her like a foundation.

She was stuffed.

Filled.

Taken.

And she wanted everything.

"I feel you both," she moaned, her voice cracking. "I feel you everywhere..."

Booker reached around and grabbed her throat, firm but careful. "Now you're gonna take it."

She nodded, dizzy, wrecked, already teetering on the edge again.

"Start fucking me," she whispered. "Please. Both of you. Fuck me."

Booker gripped her hips with both hands and began to move first. Long, measured strokes that dragged thick and deep through her tight ass, pushing her forward each time until Zay's cock ground even harder against her inner walls. Zay matched his rhythm, slow and firm, the two of them moving in a perfect, punishing tandem--one pulling back as the other pushed in. Valerie was suspended between them, her body a trembling mess of moans and sweat and overstimulated nerves, her hands splayed across Zay's chest as she tried to stay present and let it happen.

But it was impossible to stay grounded when she felt this full--this split--this completely dominated. They weren't just inside her. They were coordinated, driving into her like their cocks were orchestrated by the same beat, her body the song. Her pussy squeezed Zay like it couldn't let go. Her ass clenched around Booker like it had finally learned what it was for.

And all she could do was take it.

"Oh fuck," she sobbed, her head lolling back, mouth hanging open. "So much--so much cock--"

Booker groaned behind her. "You love it, don't you?"

"Fucking say it," Zay growled, thrusting up into her harder now.

She gasped. "*I love it--*fuck--*God, I fucking love it--*so full--so full--"

Her body rocked between them like a toy, her tits bouncing violently in the loosened lace. Reese and Kane stood nearby now, watching, stroking, waiting. Their cocks were hard again, already dripping, ready for more.

Booker reached around and smacked her ass once--loud and hard. Valerie screamed.

"Beg for it," he muttered. "Tell me you want this ass used."

"Fuck my slutty ass--" she moaned. "*Wreck it--fucking wreck me, I need it--"

Zay's thrusts got sharper. Booker's strokes deepened. Their bodies slapped against her in rhythm, a steady beat of wet, obscene music that filled the room with noise and heat.

And then the other two stepped up onto the mattress.

Reese on one side, Kane on the other.

Their cocks hovered near her face.

And without being told, Valerie opened her mouth wide and took them both in turn.

First Reese--wet, eager, sucking him down to the base while her body was still being pounded in stereo. Then Kane--sucking him harder, her hand stroking the other in rhythm as her jaw opened wide and her moans were drowned by cock.

Her body was one long moan now--pussy, ass, throat all filled.

Sweat ran down her chest. Drool slicked her chin. Her mascara was gone. Her eyes were glassy, wide, and gone.

"God--I fucking love it--" she screamed, mouth open, tongue out. "*So much cock--*I want it--*need it--don't stop--"

Zay's breath caught.

Booker's grip on her hips tightened.

"I'm close," Zay grunted. "Fuck--I'm gonna--*"

"Me too," Booker growled, driving harder, his voice rough and deep with the edge of climax.

Valerie turned her face upward, hair stuck to her cheeks, tears running down her face.

"Do it--" she begged. "Cum in me. Both of you. Fill me up--*I want it--*I fucking need it--"

And they did.

Zay thrust deep and exploded inside her, his cock twitching as hot spurts filled her pussy.

Booker slammed into her ass with a growl and followed--loud, raw, relentless--his cum spilling into her tight hole in heavy, pulsing waves.

She screamed--screamed--as the heat of them filled her, the sensation too much, too perfect, too deep. Her body convulsed, her pussy clenched wildly around Zay, her ass locked tight around Booker's cock as her biggest orgasm yet hit her like a bomb.

"I'm cumming--" she cried. "*Cumming--cumming--*oh fuck--FUCK--"

Her whole body spasmed. Her vision went white. She collapsed between them, legs shaking, arms limp.

They pulled out--slow, thick, wet--and she groaned as their cum leaked from both holes. Her pussy gaped, her ass twitching, white streaks trailing down her thighs and onto the sheets below.

She barely noticed the other two stepping forward--until the first hot splash hit her tits.

Then another across her chest. Her throat. Her cheek.

Warm, thick spurts from Reese and Kane painting her completely--over her belly, her breasts, her chin, and lips.

She moaned through it, mouth open, inviting it.

By the time they were done, she was covered.

Glazed.

Marked.

Her entire body looked like a donut dipped in cum--glistening, trembling, twitching with aftershocks.

And she loved it. Every fucking drop.

After that, time stopped making sense.

After the double orgasm--after Zay and Booker came deep inside her, after Reese and Kane covered her in hot, striping loads--Valerie didn't remember the order of anything. Just hands. Tongues. Thrusts. Praise. Cameras. Her body moved on instinct, her skin flushed and slippery, her breath a constant stutter between moans.

They didn't let her rest. Not really.

Zay filmed everything. From the corner of the room. From above. From between her legs. When she was lying on her side with her ass lifted and Kane was sliding into her again, pumping slow like he was trying to coax every last drop of slick from her, the camera was inches from her pussy. When Reese bent her over the desk and fucked her hard from behind, Valerie's face was pressed against the cold wood, her moans syncing with the beat of the music still playing low on a speaker. He kept whispering things in her ear--"You won't be able to feel your husbands tiny little dick again after this." "Does little Noah how much his precious little mommy loves big black cock? How she screams for more when she is being stretched open by his 4 high school bullies?"

She moaned louder when he said it.

She didn't deny any of it.

And then there was the shower.

She'd tried--tried--to get up and clean herself. Her thighs were a mess. Her stomach glazed. Her mouth tasted like cum. She stepped into the shower alone, weak-legged and glowing with afterglow, and let the water hit her face.

But she wasn't alone for long.

The curtain pulled back. Kane joined her. Fully hard again.

He didn't say a word. He just turned her around, braced her hands against the tile wall, and slid inside her while the water poured over them both. She was still dripping. Still open. And when he came inside her, she moaned against the wall and whispered, "Thank you."

By the time she stumbled back to the bed--hair wet, body raw, nipples sore from too much attention--she didn't have anything left. And they still used her once more.

Booker lifted her one last time, laid her on her back, and slipped his cock into her aching pussy without fanfare. She was so used, so wide, so wet that he glided in with ease. And she welcomed him--one leg lifted around his hip, mouth open in a half-sob, her voice cracked from too many moans.

He whispered to her then. Words no one else heard.

"You're perfect. You were made for us."

She believed him.

She came again--soft and slow this time--as he filled her one final time.

Then it was over.

The room was still. Dim. Sheets ruined. Air thick with sweat, sex, and the slow hum of cooling skin.

Valerie lay motionless between Booker and Kane, one arm draped across each of their chests. Her body was wrecked. Her pussy swollen. Her thighs bruised. Her nipples pink and tender, her ass red and aching. There was cum leaking from every hole. Her hair was damp. Her lips were parted.

And she was happy.

She slept like she was in a coma--satisfied, claimed, emptied and full all at once--her body a vessel of pleasure still tingling with echoes of every thrust, every slap, every praise.

She had nothing left to give.

And she had never felt more complete.



Another Journey



They overslept. Of course they did.

When Valerie finally stirred, her body felt like a stretched-out instrument--strings too loose, frame too played. Every inch of her was tender, bruised, coated in the sticky residue of a night that had pushed her further than she'd ever gone. Her pussy was sore. Her throat dry. Her skin glowed with the faint sheen of dried sweat and cum, and her thighs ached with the memory of being held, spread, fucked, and filled.

The boys woke slowly around her. Kane had one hand on her ass, still asleep. Booker's breath stirred her hair. Reese was already up and dressing. Zay, as always, was quiet--already filming her, the red light blinking softly.

By the time they made it downstairs, they were nearly two hours past checkout. The front desk clerk was waiting.

She was young. Buttoned-up. Blonde. The kind of woman who didn't wear eyeliner and probably thought missionary was daring. Her jaw tightened as all five of them approached--Valerie front and centre, wearing only one of Booker's oversized hoodies and nothing else. Her legs were bare. There was a faint bruise on the inside of one thigh. She didn't bother covering it.

The clerk typed slowly, deliberately, before looking up.

"There will be a late checkout fee," she said, her tone clipped, "and an additional one-hundred-dollar disturbance charge."

Valerie blinked. "Disturbance?"

"We received several noise complaints," the woman said flatly. "Multiple guests complained about loud... moaning. And banging. One said it sounded like a bachelorette party gone wrong."

Valerie said nothing.

"We called," the receptionist added, her voice tight. "We knocked on the door. I guess you were too... occupied to hear us."

There was judgment in every syllable.

Valerie smiled.

Bright. Calm. Fucking radiant.

"Yes," she said without blinking. "I guess I was."

The girl didn't respond. Just swiped the card and handed over the receipt with a forced smile. Valerie took it without breaking eye contact.

No shame.

Not even a flicker.

She walked out with the boys behind her, her hips swaying, her thighs still tacky from the night before. The sun was bright and merciless in the parking lot, and the van looked just as chaotic as she remembered--cables and snack wrappers, used towels, that mattress in the back with its constellation of stains and stories.

Booker opened the side door and glanced at her.

"You want a lift to the airport?"

Valerie looked at him, then the van, then the mattress. She could still feel the indentations on her skin from where she'd been bent and used, from where they'd filled her one by one.

She smiled again--smaller now. But deeper.

"Fuck the airport," she said. "I'll ride back with you four."

Booker raised a brow. "You want up front or...?"

Her eyes were already on the mattress.

It was disgusting. And perfect.

"I'm in the back."

She climbed in, knees to the edge, ass swaying just a little extra as she turned to look over her shoulder.

"So..." she said, licking her lips.

"Who's joining me first?"

The van door slid shut behind her with a soft metallic clack, and the world outside became muffled and unimportant. Valerie crawled toward the mattress on her hands and knees, her bare thighs brushing against the edge of the frame, her ass swaying with each movement. The interior smelled like them--like sweat and smoke and musk and sex--and the familiar scent made her throb.

She sank down into the mess of the mattress, the springs squealing softly beneath her. The stains hadn't faded. The marks of previous rides, previous girls--or maybe just their own mess--were soaked into the padding. She didn't care. She welcomed it. She laid back, arms outstretched, hair fanning over the sheets, her legs falling open with lazy ease.

"God," Kane muttered, climbing in behind her. "You really want it again?"

She smirked. "You boys going to make me beg?"

That was answer enough.

The van had barely pulled onto the highway before her body was moving again. Booker drove, eyes on the road, but one hand resting possessively on her thigh whenever they hit a red light. Reese sat shotgun, narrating play-by-play filth from the front seat between sips of Gatorade. Zay knelt behind her, already filming as Kane parted her legs and slid two fingers into her still-sensitive cunt.

She moaned. Opened wider.

"Still wet," Kane grinned. "Still ruined."

"She never stopped being wet," Reese added. "Just look at her. She's addicted."

Valerie gasped as Kane pushed deeper, curling his fingers inside her. Her hips lifted, eager. Zay's camera hovered close, catching the way her body reacted like it was built for exactly this. The van vibrated beneath them as they picked up speed, and with each mile marker that passed, her control eroded more and more.

Somewhere outside, time moved. Cities blurred by. People passed unaware.

Inside the van?

She was being taken. Again. And again.

Her bra was pulled down. Her breasts sucked and slapped. Her mouth was used while they rotated between her legs. They laughed. They joked. They praised her. Sometimes gently. Sometimes not.

"Bet your husband never had you like this," Reese said, fisting her hair and pulling her head back so he could fuck her throat harder.



She couldn't even answer. She was full again--stuffed--her pussy stretched by Zay, her ass taken by Kane, her mouth gagging on Reese's cock as she jerked Booker's from the side, fingers slick with the residue of their ownership.

Hours passed.

They stopped only once--near a wooded turnoff, quiet and empty, the air still and thick with early evening heat. Valerie was already moaning before the engine cut.

They laid her out on the mattress once more. Zay beneath her this time. Booker behind. Kane and Reese circling, cocks already hard, stroking as they watched her take it all.

As Zay slid inside her and Booker lined up at her ass again, she looked around the interior of the van--sweat dripping down her spine, her chest heaving.

"You ever had a girl like me on this mattress?" she asked, voice hoarse, teasing.

Booker pressed the tip against her back entrance.

"We've never had a girl like you--period, Val."

Her whole body lit up.

She beamed--with pride. With purpose. With pleasure.

And then they fucked her again.

Double-penetrated under the stars.

Moaning louder than the wheels could outrun.

And when they pulled back onto the road, Valerie lay sprawled across the back, half-conscious, leaking, smiling.

She wasn't home yet--at least not in the way others would define it. But in the back of that van, wrapped in sweat and praise and cum, she'd never felt more at home. She'd found her place. She'd found her people.

The house smelled the same.

Coffee. Soap. That faint, settled scent of clean carpets and family routines. Valerie stepped through the front door with her overnight bag slung casually over one shoulder, the boys' van pulling away behind her like it had never been there at all.

"Hey, babe," Derek called from the living room. "You're back early!"

Valerie barely paused. "I really need the loo," she called quickly, already moving toward the stairs, voice bright but clipped. "Couldn't stop the whole way home."

She heard him laugh as she climbed--thank god for husbands who didn't question anything.

She closed the bathroom door behind her and peeled off her clothes fast. Her thighs were still sticky. Her pussy sore. Her bra held faint streaks from where one of the boys had wiped himself across her chest just before she climbed out of the van. Her ass was still red in places. Her hair smelled like sweat and smoke and boy-skin.

She stood under the hot water longer than she needed to. Washed everything--twice. Her fingers lingered between her legs, feeling the subtle tenderness still clinging to her lips, the faint ache inside her that no water could scrub away.

She towelled off, fast but thorough, and changed into her most boring jeans and a thick grey turtleneck. No cleavage. No earrings. Just covered skin and flat hair and her "home" face.

Downstairs, Derek glanced up from the kitchen. "All clean?"

She smiled and kissed his cheek. "God, yes. The hotel had this awful little trickle shower. Felt like a garden hose."

He laughed. "Bet it's good to be home."

Valerie didn't answer right away. Just nodded.

"Dinner's almost ready," he said. "Noah's just setting the table."

When they sat down, everything looked normal. Family. Calm. Domestic. Valerie sipped wine. Cut vegetables. Asked Noah about his coursework. She spoke softly. Smiled when appropriate. Laughed once.

But under the table, her thighs pressed together to soothe the dull ache inside her. She shifted once, too suddenly, and winced from the bruises on her ass. Her nipples still tingled when she remembered Zay's teeth, and every now and then, she caught herself clenching, as if her body missed the weight of being filled.

At one point, Derek reached for her hand.

"You okay?" he asked.

She smiled. "Tired. But yeah. Fine."

Later that night, in bed, he fell asleep quickly. Valerie lay next to him, staring at the ceiling, her panties already damp from memory alone.

She touched herself under the covers--slow, careful, two fingers--and came to the thought of four cocks, one girl, and the van that had taken her away from everything she thought she was.

She wasn't done. She was only just beginning.



THE Song



Valerie paused at the threshold of the basement studio, one hand resting on the doorframe, the other clutching a coffee she wasn't drinking. It was the first time she'd been back here since the tour--since the van, the motel, the mattress. The room looked the same. She didn't.

She stepped down the stairs slowly, hips rolling under the weight of tight jeans that hugged every curve with precise, deliberate fit. The sweater she wore was soft, simple, long-sleeved--but tight across her chest, dipping just enough to show the top swell of her breasts when she moved. It was what she thought of now as her half-Valerie look. Enough to make their eyes follow. Not enough to be called out for it. Just enough to give them a reason to remember where she belonged.

The boys were already there. Reese had his feet up on the desk, flipping through scribbled lyrics in an old notebook, half a blunt resting between his fingers. Kane was sprawled on the couch like a king who hadn't needed to be crowned--shirtless, as usual, with a hand absently stroking across his stomach like he'd just woken from a wet dream. Zay was in the corner with his camera, his lens already blinking red as he caught her first steps into the room. And Booker was near the console, scrolling through presets, headphones around his neck.

She didn't say anything right away. She just dropped her bag at the base of the stairs and walked in like she was stepping into her own gravity. The shift in the room was immediate. Not loud. Not dramatic. Just tight. Electric. The kind of slow-blooming attention that made her skin feel hotter without anyone even touching her yet.

Reese stood first, walking toward her with that signature half-laugh already in his throat. "Look who's graced us with her red-lipped majesty."

Booker didn't even look up--just smirked under his breath and kept his hands moving.

Kane grinned and reached for her, catching the curve of her ass as she walked by. "We were just talking about you," he said, like it was a joke and a threat and a promise all at once.

She gave them all a single, amused glance and raised her cup like a toast. "Still disgusting, I see."

Reese leaned in, his voice low at her ear. "Still yours."

Zay hadn't moved. He didn't need to. The blinking light on the camera did the talking for him.

She took a breath, flicked her hair off her shoulder, and turned toward the console.

"Alright," she said. "Let's get some work done. You'll just have to keep your four horse cocks in your pants for once."

There was a beat.

The silence that followed wasn't shock.

It was recognition.

Booker froze--just for a second. Not visibly. Not stiff. Just enough for Valerie to see the faint turn of his head, the curl at the edge of his mouth.

He didn't speak.

But she felt the way it landed.

The way his brain locked onto that phrase like it had been waiting for it.

Four horse cocks.

She didn't say it again. Didn't smile. Didn't clarify. She just turned, walked toward the mic stand, and let her hips sway as she passed the space where Zay's camera caught her in profile.

There was work to do.

They didn't warn her.

They just dimmed the studio lights, shut the door behind them, and told her to sit. Valerie sank into the couch, denim pressed tight to her still-sensitive thighs, a faint chill running across her spine despite the thick cotton of her sweater. Her arms folded across her chest like she was bracing for something. She was.

The beat dropped--slow and heavy, thudding low enough to rattle the glass in the door. It wasn't polished. It was alive. It growled. It stalked. Then Booker's voice slid over the top, low and deliberate, like he was reading scripture.

The first words stopped her breath.

"She moaned through dusk in a motel flame /

One hole each, till she forgot her name /

Her throat was raw, her cunt was bliss /

Her ass still stretched from each wet kiss /

They praised her body, wrecked her lips--

Fucked by the Four Horse Cocks of Apocalypse."

Valerie blinked.

Her thighs clenched before she even realised it.

The room stayed silent around her. No one moved. No one looked at her. The song did all the talking.

She exhaled once--slowly--but her chest was tight. Heat flushed across her skin, rising under the collar of her sweater, blooming down her sternum and lower. The lyrics weren't suggestive. They were true. They weren't just about her. They were her.

Then the second verse rolled in.

"The van was heat, the mattress stained /

She begged for more at every lane /

No shame, no bra, no chance to quit /

She came on curves, she came on grit /

She screamed her truth with every hiss--

'I live for the Four Horse Cocks of Apocalypse.'"

She felt it in her cunt.

Sharp. Immediate. Physical.

Her mouth went dry. Her fingers twitched against her thighs. The image of the mattress hit her like a smell she couldn't forget--the scent of sweat, of leather, of cum and gasoline and noise. She heard her own voice echoing in the back of her head, screaming, begging for more. The music captured it. Not just the sound. The truth.

Her legacy wasn't hidden anymore.

It was tracked, recorded, written in rhyme.

They didn't just use her body.

They wrote her into the rhythm.

She closed her eyes for a moment and listened as Booker's voice hit the chorus again, slower this time, almost reverent.

"Four Horse Cocks of Apocalypse..."

She was soaked.

And she wasn't even embarrassed. She was proud.

The following day, their new track was nearly finished.

They had the beat. The verses. The final mix was tight, dark, sticky with bass and the weight of Valerie's story turned scripture. They had the myth. The lyrics. The hook. Booker had recorded his vocals three times, layering the grit and rhythm until every syllable hit like a bruising kiss.

But something still felt thin.

Off.

Valerie sat in the producer's chair, one leg folded under her, hoodie sleeves pushed halfway up her arms, bare thighs exposed as she leaned forward toward the console. Her eyes were half-lidded, lazy from arousal that hadn't gone away since she first heard the track.

Booker stood behind her, arms crossed, head tilted.

Then he spoke.

"We're missing something."

Reese looked up from the couch, where he was flicking through his phone. "No we're not. This thing's already filthier than a group chat on prom night."

Booker shook his head. "It's good. It's perfect. But it's not... real."

Zay had already started recording. Quietly. Smoothly. Red light blinking.

Valerie turned in her chair and looked at Booker. "What do you mean?"

He stepped closer, hands sliding to her hips.

"I mean we need you. Not just the lyrics. Not just the story."

His hands slid up under the hoodie, palms warm on her bare stomach.

"We need your voice. The real one."

Her breath hitched.

"You mean... talking?"

"No," he said, already lifting her onto the desk beside the console. "I mean moaning. I mean screaming. I mean the sound of you getting ruined, right here in the booth."

She looked around--the soundproofed walls, the glowing board, the camera blinking in the corner. Her cunt clenched.

"You want to fuck me in the studio," she said, voice flat but voice already softening.

Booker's eyes met hers, dark and amused. "I want your pleasure on the record. Your voice. Your gasps. Your fucking wetness under the verse."

Reese laughed. "She's gonna be the only woman in history to chart off a back-arched moan."

Valerie bit her lip.

She was already wet.

Booker reached for her waistband and dragged her panties down her thighs--slowly, teasingly, like he was peeling back part of the song itself. She let him. Her bare ass pressed against the cool edge of the desk. Her legs opened.

He dropped to his knees.

And then he began.

First with his fingers. Then his mouth.

And when she moaned--raw, unfiltered, real--the mic picked up everything.

"Just like that," Zay whispered behind the lens.

Valerie didn't care.

She gripped the edge of the desk, her back arching as Booker's mouth worked her open, his tongue deep, his voice growling into her cunt.

"You taste like a fucking hit record."

She came hard--loud.

And Zay never stopped recording...

The lights in the studio had gone dim, low and intimate. Valerie sat curled sideways on the couch, skin still flushed from their fucking, hair damp at the nape of her neck. Her sweater clung slightly to her back, and she could feel the warmth between her thighs even though she hadn't moved. Booker stood behind her, one hand loose on her shoulder, the other tweaking levels on the board. Zay sat silent at the console, looping the track, his camera red-eyed and blinking steadily from the corner. They didn't speak. They just played the song.

The bass came first--low, rumbling, sticky. Then Booker's voice dropped in behind it, deliberate and slow, like prophecy.

She wasn't ready for how fast her body reacted.

She moaned through dusk in a motel flame...

Beneath the words came her voice--breathy, torn from her throat, real. Not staged. Not softened. The sound of her body losing control. Then the next line.

One hole each, till she forgot her name...

A low groan. A gasp. Hers again. Caught mid-thrust. Mixed into the beat like rhythm.

Her throat was raw, her cunt was bliss...

Then it hit: the slap--wet, brutal, unmistakable. Skin on skin. The sound of her getting fucked mixed into the verse perfectly.

Her ass so stretched, it'll forever reminisce...

Valerie's thighs clenched. She bit her bottom lip and shifted slightly, as if that could dull the heat spreading in her core. But the memory was too fresh, and the track too exact.

They praised her body, wrecked her lips...

Fucked by the Four Horse Cocks of Apocalypse.

Her moan lifted again. This one desperate--recorded when Booker had made her beg without mercy.

Then the second verse.

The van was heat, the mattress stained

She begged for more at every lane...

A high-pitched scream beneath the line, hers again--cracked and wet with need.

No shame, no bra, no chance to quit

She came on curves, she came on grit...

Then a pause--then her voice again. Clearer. Hungrier.

"Fuck me harder. Please. Please--don't stop. Fuck me harder--"

It was layered perfectly under the snare. Honest. Raw. It filled the air like sex.

The chorus dropped, and Booker's voice turned sacred.

She screamed her truth with every hiss--

'I live for the Four Horse Cocks of Apocalypse.'

Valerie was soaking now. Her heart raced. Her body remembered every thrust. Every slap. Every time her knees had buckled from fullness.

And then--quietly, beneath the hook, her voice again. Not broken. Not screaming.

Just reverent.

"I love your cocks. All of you. Your huge, perfect cocks--"

Then the beat faded.

Her words hung there, echoing in the silence like a confession no one wanted to interrupt.

She was flushed, trembling, jaw slack with arousal. Her panties were ruined, clinging damp between her thighs. Her body was aching for something it had already had but couldn't stop needing.

"You can't release that," she whispered eventually, breathless, not looking at any of them.

Reese chuckled. "No one'll know it's you."

Booker leaned down, his lips brushing the shell of her ear like a secret.

"Unless you want them to."



The Rated R Music Video



The kitchen was quiet except for the sound of the dishwasher rumbling low in the background. Valerie moved through the space with calm efficiency, wiping the counter, refolding a dish towel, pretending she wasn't preparing to upend the last traces of domestic normalcy. Derek leaned against the doorway with a glass of wine. Noah sat at the table behind her, hunched over his tablet, shoulders stiff.

She waited for the right moment.

"I've agreed to be in the band's music video," she said, as if she were offering an update about groceries.

Derek blinked. "You're... what?"

She turned, smile soft, shrugging like it was barely worth mentioning. "Their model pulled out last minute. Some Instagram girl, apparently. And with the shoot already booked, someone suggested I step in. Reese, I think. I wasn't even planning to say yes, but... it might be fun."

Noah looked up, instantly wary. "You? In their video?"

Valerie nodded, casual. "It's not a big deal. Just a few scenes. Artistic lighting. Symbolism. You know how these things are--music video surrealism."

Derek frowned. "I thought you were just helping produce the track?"

"I was. I am. But they're in a bind and I didn't want to let them down. Besides..." She paused, walking over to lean gently against the table. "It's been a long time since I stepped in front of a camera. It's nothing serious. But after all these years... of sitting behind the scenes... it might feel good to be in the spotlight. Even if just for one afternoon."

Neither man said anything for a moment. Then Noah muttered, "What kind of video is it?"

She tilted her head slightly. "It's... provocative. The song's a little raunchy. The video will match that tone. But it's not porn. It's art."

Noah scoffed. "Art?"

Valerie's voice didn't rise. "That's what people said about Madonna too."

Derek swirled his wine, still processing. "You're really going to be on camera?"

She smiled gently. "You think I'm too old for that?"

He looked at her then--really looked. She wore simple clothes, no makeup, hair tied back. But she was glowing. She had been for days. Her skin had a flush that hadn't come from skincare. Her lips looked bitten. She looked like a woman who'd been fucked thoroughly, repeatedly, and worshipped for it. He didn't know why. But he nodded.

"No," he said. "I think... maybe it's good. That you have something."

She touched his hand, squeezing it once. "Thank you."

Noah was silent.

Valerie turned to him next.

"I know it makes you uncomfortable," she said. "But I've done everything I can to support your dreams. Maybe you can support mine this once."

He stared at her. "And what exactly am I supporting?"

She kept her tone even. "A professional video shoot. That's all. And actually... they need a lighting tech. And since you're already doing coursework in film, I thought... well... you might want to be on set."

Noah stared at her, arms folded, the tension in his shoulders visible. "You want me to film it?"

"You won't be behind the camera," she said softly. "Just assisting with lighting. Blocking. It's a professional shoot--music video grade. That's real production credit."



He didn't respond. She stepped closer, voice lowered, a soft, almost conspiratorial tone.

"You'll be on the credits, Noah. That matters. To professors. To clients. One line on IMDb could mean something later."

He looked away, jaw flexing.

Then Derek added, "She's right. Might be uncomfortable, but... maybe that's not a bad thing. Pushes you out of your head."

Noah hesitated.

A beat of silence.

"Fine," he muttered.

Valerie smiled.

"Thank you."

She turned back toward the sink, drying her hands slowly, not looking at either of them. The hum of the dishwasher filled the space again.

She had what she needed.

The warehouse-turned-soundstage smelled of heated gels, sweat, and the faint chemical haze of fog fluid. The lights were already dimmed, pulsing in controlled washes of red and deep plum that shimmered like blood under water. Metal scaffolding loomed above them like a cathedral ceiling. At the centre, alone under the key light, knelt Valerie.

Her outfit was deliberate. Suggestive, but within limits. She wore a skin-tight, high-cut mesh bodysuit beneath a sheer black wrap, sleeves off the shoulder, her breasts cupped and pressed high but not bare. A thin gold chain glinted around her waist, drawing the eye down to her hips, which were hugged by high stockings clipped to a harness. She wasn't naked. But she may as well have been.

Around her, the boys moved with ease, like animals in familiar terrain. Kane and Booker were shirtless, torsos gleaming with oil, their muscles flexing with each breath, each pose. Their jeans rode low, pulled just tight enough to show the weight of them beneath--bulges that didn't need to be exposed to be threatening. Zay directed in silence, steady and unbothered. Reese leaned against a prop wall, flipping through shots, the camera slung casually over one shoulder.

Noah stood off to the side, clinging to the lighting monitor like it was all that tethered him to the floor. His jaw was clenched. His hands shook.

Valerie's hands were placed delicately on Booker's abdomen, her fingertips brushing the trail of hair below his navel, then sliding up across the cut slope of his chest. Her head tilted back slightly as she looked up at him--wide-eyed, lips parted, her mouth just soft enough to make it impossible not to imagine her using it.

Kane stepped closer, his hand resting on her shoulder. She didn't flinch. She leaned into it. Her other hand drifted toward his waist, palm gliding over the fabric of his jeans, fingers stopping just shy of the waistband.

Zay moved in close with the camera. "Hold that. Beautiful."

Noah swallowed hard.

He'd already asked once--quietly, behind the scrim--"Does she have to touch them like that?"

Valerie had replied evenly, "I'm in character. It's a performance."

"Jesus Christ," Noah had muttered, walking away.

Now he watched her sink lower, just slightly, her weight shifting, her palms pressed lightly against both men's hips. She was framing herself. Offering herself. Not with desperation, but with reverence. She was playing her role perfectly.

Reese stepped over to Noah, just close enough to murmur, "She's a natural, huh?"

Noah didn't respond.

"You think she practiced that look on your dad?" he added.

Noah turned. "Go fuck yourself."

Valerie heard the exchange. She didn't turn.

"Focus, Noah," she said calmly. "Let's just get the shot."

Kane smirked, fingers now stroking the side of her neck. "Yeah, come on, Noah. Get the shot while we give your mom the spotlight she's been begging for."

Noah took a step back. His fist clenched. His throat tightened.

"Don't do this," he whispered to her, barely audible.

But Valerie didn't break character. Didn't flinch. Her eyes remained fixed on the camera. Her hand never left Booker's torso.

Zay's voice cut through the tension, clean and calm.

"Reset the light, Noah. We're going again."

Noah didn't answer.

But he moved back to his rig.

And his mother, still kneeling between two shirtless men, adjusted the drape of her sheer wrap and smiled softly as the camera rolled again.

The van had been rebuilt on the soundstage. A full-sized replica, weathered, graffitied, lined with gear bags and stained blankets--right down to the mattress in the back. The production team had nailed every detail. Too well.

Valerie stepped onto the set in her second look--a worn tank top cut at the ribs, no bra, just the hint of her nipples showing through when the light hit at the right angle. Her panties were high-cut and dark, hugging the curve of her hips. She wore scuffed boots. Her hair was messy, pinned to mimic the post-show chaos they were recreating.

She climbed into the van with practiced ease and sprawled across the mattress like she belonged there. Because she had. Because she did.

Zay adjusted the camera.

"Scene two. Mattress. Wet eyes. No dialogue."

Valerie tilted her head back, lips parting as Kane leaned in from one side and Booker from the other. Both shirtless again. One of them kissed her neck. The other let a hand trail slowly up her inner thigh.

Noah stared through the frame, watching her breathe heavily. Watching her legs part just slightly, her hand slide across her stomach, fingers teasing toward the waistband of her panties as if searching for something that used to be there.

Reese walked by behind the light wall, smirking.

"Yo, Noah. Bet you didn't think the family van could fit so much history."

Noah didn't respond.

"Maybe when we win that award," Kane added, "we can take your mom on a victory lap. Just us and the mattress."

Valerie's voice, quiet but firm: "Cut it out."

Reese leaned closer to Noah. "Tell me something--when you see her like this, do you remember how she used to pack your lunch?"

Noah stepped back from the rig. His hands were shaking.

Valerie sat up slowly from the mattress. "Just shoot the scene, Noah."

Zay didn't look up. "Reset. From the top."

Noah said nothing. But he moved back into place.

The final setup was the studio set.

A fake soundboard. Velvet-covered stools. Dim backlights and a bank of fake analog mixers. Valerie stood in the centre of it all, heels on, fishnets hugging her thighs, wrists wrapped in soft black tape and tied loosely to the support beam behind her. Her mouth was open slightly. Her chest was rising and falling faster now--not in exhaustion, but in memory. Her body was remembering what it felt like to be used here. For real.

Reese stepped in behind her and mimed thrusting against her from behind. Booker leaned over the desk, cupping her cheek. She looked at him like she loved him. Like she wanted to drown in him. Her moan was soft but audible. Zay recorded every second.

Noah watched it all from behind the rig.

His mother.

Collared. Kneeling. Moaning on command. Surrounded by the men who had humiliated him for years--and now owned her completely. Not in secret.

On film.

In perfect 4K resolution.

The last shot was quiet. No lights flashing. No choreography. Just Valerie alone under a single spot, her knees back on the floor, the leash clipped to her collar, her eyes raised up toward the camera in a stare that hovered somewhere between worship and surrender.

Booker stepped in from frame right, his face out of focus, bare chest catching the light. In his hand, a squeeze bottle--viscous, pale, shiny under the LEDs. A prop. Not real.

But it didn't matter.

He tilted her chin up with one finger. Valerie's lips parted on cue.

And then, slowly, deliberately, he squeezed the bottle.

A thick, white stream landed across her tongue. Another down her cheek. It rolled over her lower lip, down her chin, and dripped--sluggish and heavy--across the top of her breasts, pooling in the valley between them, slicking her cleavage with a shine that caught the spotlight perfectly.

Zay zoomed in.

The moment hung there.

Silent. Lewd. Beautiful.

"Cut," he said, lowering the camera. The red light stopped blinking.

For a second, no one moved. Valerie stayed on her knees, the fake cum still glistening across her chest, chin wet, lips shiny, the thick trail rolling slowly between her tits. Her eyes never left the lens. She knew what that moment looked like. Knew exactly what it meant.

Noah's voice broke the silence, low and hoarse.

"...This is insane."

Reese stepped beside him, arms crossed, watching Valerie tilt her head slightly and lick a stray drop from the corner of her mouth.

"What a beautiful sight," he murmured. "Don't you think?"

Noah didn't answer.

He couldn't. What had he just watched? Been a part of.

The video dropped quietly. No press. No teaser trailer. Just a black thumbnail and a single line of text: "Red-Lipped Saint (Official)." Zay posted it to a burner account with no tags, no credits, no explanation.

Within seventy-two hours, it was everywhere.

The song became an overnight sensation--hooked by the filth of the lyrics, the heat of the beat, and the staggering audacity of the video. Valerie--collared, kneeling, worshipful--went viral without a name. Nobody could say who she was. But the internet called her "The Woman." The "Saint." The "Lucky Bitch."

The video was banned on daytime radio within a week. Some stations refused to play it altogether. The streaming platforms slapped it with an age lock and a nighttime-only flag. Rated R. Adult themes. Viewer discretion advised.

It only made the legend grow faster.

Clips of Valerie licking cum from her chest played on loops behind blurred thumbnails and content warnings. Her moans, woven into the chorus, became the most re-shared sound on TikTok remixes--muted, echoed, re-uploaded endlessly. No one knew the full story. But everyone knew her face.

And Valerie?

Valerie lay across Booker's rug, naked except for her collar, one leg bent at the knee, her lips wrapped around his cock as he scrolled through comments on his phone.

His other hand rested casually in her hair, stroking, steady.

"Listen to this one," he murmured. "'She's not acting. That's a woman who lives for dick.'"

He looked down. Smiled. "They get you, babe."

She moaned low around his shaft, taking him deeper, her spit trailing down her chin.

Another scroll.

"'Wish I was her. No cap.'"

"'I'd let the Four Horse Cocks of Apocalypse destroy me too.'"

"'This isn't a video. This is religion.'"

Booker groaned as she swallowed him whole.

Back at her house, everything was silent. Noah hadn't left his room in four days.



The Award Show And The Afterparty



The red carpet shimmered like it had been dipped in oil, slick beneath the camera flashes and screaming voices that echoed like thunder inside the arena. Apocalypse had arrived as a five-piece ensemble--Booker, Kane, Reese, Zay, and Valerie--though only four of them were officially listed as the band. Valerie didn't walk behind them. She walked between them, one arm curled into Booker's, the other draped lazily through Reese's. Her dress was black, satin, and obscene in its subtlety--a slit that nearly reached her hip, no back, no bra, no underwear. Every step revealed the bare glide of thigh, the delicate promise of curve. Her collar shimmered with a diamond clasp and no one asked about it. It looked too deliberate to be questioned. Too confident to be explained.

Noah walked ten paces behind.

He wore a stiff blazer and silence, shoulders squared and face unreadable as photographers yelled their names and the fans shouted hers. "That's her!" someone shrieked. "That's the woman from the video!" Valerie turned her head slightly and smiled--soft, gracious, pornographic without doing anything at all.

Inside the arena, they were seated front and centre, a long curved couch of a section with velvet cushions and high-end cameras angled directly toward them. Valerie took her seat in the middle. Booker sat on her right. Kane on her left. Zay beside him. Reese on the far end. Noah? Tucked at the edge like he'd been added at the last minute. No one acknowledged him. Not even her.

Kane leaned into Valerie's ear, voice low enough that only she and maybe Noah could hear. "You look edible in that dress." She smiled. Let her knees part just enough for him to see she was bare underneath. His hand brushed her thigh. Reese glanced down the row. "Hey Noah, don't let the lights blind you. Your mom's glowing." Noah didn't answer. His jaw was clenched, his hands folded in his lap, white-knuckled and unmoving.

The host's voice came over the speakers. The lights dimmed. The screen flared with colour. And the list of nominations for Best New Artist began to play.

When Apocalypse was announced as winners, the camera zoomed in on their section. Valerie shifted just enough for her dress to fall farther along her thigh, her posture poised and glowing as the boys stood and moved to the stage. She didn't rise. She didn't need to. The camera already lingered on her longer than any of them.

Reese took the mic first, relaxed and grinning. "We want to thank the Academy. Our crew. Our fans. And of course... the brilliant, fearless, gorgeous Valerie Ashcroft."

A few polite cheers. A few raised eyebrows.

He glanced over his shoulder toward the front row. "We couldn't have done it without her. And trust me--we tried."

Laughter rippled through the room.

Kane leaned in just close enough to share the mic for a beat. "She pushed us hard. Stretched us. And never said no."

The crowd chuckled again--unsure whether it was a joke or a line they weren't meant to understand.

Booker just smiled and tipped his head in her direction, letting the camera cut back to Valerie's soft, unreadable smile.

Beside her, Noah stared at the floor.

The applause thundered.

And the stage went black for the next act to begin.

The lights fell again, this time darker, cooler, the glow on the stage reduced to a single pulse of crimson through a rising column of smoke. The host's voice dropped with practiced reverence. "And now, performing their international hit--'Red-Lipped Saint'--please welcome... Apocalypse."

The room thundered. Valerie felt the vibration through the soles of her heels.

She didn't rise from her seat. She didn't need to. Her work was already done.

The boys strode onto stage like wolves, dressed in black on black, Booker at centre as the beat dropped. The crowd erupted again, hungry. And then it started--those first verses, already iconic, already carved into the minds of millions. The bass thumped like a heartbeat. Booker's voice dropped like smoke.

Valerie tilted her head toward the stage, lips parted slightly, the corners curled in something between pride and pleasure. Her fingers rested along her thigh, one nail brushing gently up and down over the slit in her dress. She felt eyes on her from across the arena and welcomed it. If they knew, they knew. If they didn't, they would.

Beside her, Noah sat rigid, arms folded tight, barely blinking as the lyrics poured out across the sea of faces. The original verses played like a soundtrack from his nightmares. Valerie's moans--sampled, cleaned, layered--threaded just under the chorus. The kind of detail only he would recognise.

And then Booker leaned into the mic, breath curling around his words like heat.

"We saved two verses just for tonight."

Valerie's smile widened.

Noah's stomach twisted.

The bass dropped deeper. Slower. Dirtier.

Booker's voice came again--measured, confident, filthy.

"She wore a ring, but no longer cared

His little white dick couldn't keep her there

He kissed her cheek, we shook her hips

Now she moans for the Horse Cocks of Apocalypse."

Noah's entire body went stiff. The lyric wasn't just a jab. It was a dagger, sliding between his ribs, whispered in rhythm.

The crowd didn't react with horror. They cheered. They clapped. They danced.

Valerie bit her lip softly, chin lifted, legs crossed. She didn't look at Noah. She didn't need to.

Then came the second verse--sharper, crueler.

"Her kid's upstairs with the headphones tight

Mom on her knees in the studio light

Homework stacked while she sucked our tips

Your Mommy's the toy of Apocalypse."

Noah didn't move. Couldn't. His eyes were glassy. His fists were clenched against his thighs. His mouth was a tight line. All he could hear was home. Upstairs. Greenroom. Tips. The audience around him had no idea. But he did.

He wasn't sure if he wanted to scream or disappear.

The song hit the final chorus. Valerie's sampled moans rolled like silk under Booker's final growl.

"She screamed her truth with every hiss--

I live for the Four Horse Cocks of Apocalypse."

The crowd rose. Standing ovation. The stage lights flared in gold and red.

The boys bowed.

Valerie applauded. Calm. Poised. Glowing.

Noah did not.

The applause still echoed as the stage cleared, a thousand claps ricocheting through the vaulted arena like lingering heat. The house lights shifted again--brighter now, colder--cutting across rows of glossy suits and sequinned gowns, making every movement shimmer under scrutiny.

A new presenter walked into the spotlight with a swaggered grin and a clipboard in hand, voice crisp and a little too eager, like he already knew what was coming.

"And now," he said, "we arrive at one of the most competitive, most talked-about categories of the night... Best Music Video."

The crowd stirred. Murmurs. Anticipation.

Valerie shifted in her seat, slow and precise. She uncrossed her legs--revealing a long sweep of bare thigh--and then just as gracefully re-crossed them, letting the hem of her slit dress fall just so. The silk caught the light like water over skin. One hand rested lazily on Booker's knee, her fingers tracing slow, delicate circles. She didn't look tense. She looked like she belonged there--crowned, collared, claimed.

Noah sat beside her like a statue carved from nerves and nausea.

The performance still rang in his head--those verses, those moans, the grinning faces onstage and the audience's thunderous applause. His ears still burned with the words. Kid upstairs... mom on her knees... homework stacked while she licked our tips...

Had they really said it? On live television? To millions?

Was his father watching? Did he hear? Did he know now?

Did the world?

The presenter lifted the envelope.

"And the winner is..."

The rip of the paper felt louder than the crowd.

"...Apocalypse."

The room erupted.

Booker rose first, calm and poised, followed by Zay and Kane. Valerie clapped once, twice--measured, graceful, almost regal. She didn't rise. She didn't need to.

Reese leaned down and nudged Noah's arm with his elbow. "Yo, editor boy. That's you. Time to get your prize."

Noah didn't move.

Booker turned and smiled over his shoulder. "Come on. You earned this. Your fingerprints are all over it."

Then Reese, quieter. Meaner. Inches from his ear.

"They know, Noah. Everyone. The moans were real. The song's real. Your mom's ours. Your dad's a memory. And you? You're the fucking punchline."

Noah stood.

His legs felt hollow. His chest too tight. He walked to the stairs without looking at anyone, barely hearing the applause. The lights hit him hard--blinding, hot. The award was heavier than he expected. Polished. Cold.



The host smiled and stepped back.

The mic stood open.

Noah blinked. The arena stretched before him like an ocean of eyes.

He cleared his throat.

"Uh..."

Not knowing if he should cry or scream profanities. But in the end he did neither...

His voice wavered.

"...thank you. To the band. For trusting me. For... letting me be part of something real. And to my mom..."

He faltered.

"...for the opportunity. It was--"

A crack. The edge of a sob. He swallowed it.

"...a real piece of art."

Polite applause followed. Polished. Safe.

He nodded, stepped back, and left the stage as quickly as dignity allowed.

Behind him, the clapping continued.

In the front row, Valerie smiled.

Her lips gleamed under the lights, soft and parted, her fingers still resting on Booker's thigh like nothing had ever been more natural.

Noah sat quietly for the next 25 minutes of the ceremony. Ashamed that he had been a part of this. Ashamed that he had thanked his tormentors...And even more ashamed he thanked his mom for making him a part of it all.

His self pity was in full flow when the final award was presented.

The presenter smiled like he already knew, holding the envelope with theatrical care.

"And the award for Best Single of the Year goes to..."

The pause was unnecessary.

"...Apocalypse."

The arena erupted.

Booker rose first, unhurried, that same quiet alpha calm settling over his shoulders like a tailored suit. Kane stood next, laughing as he clapped Zay's shoulder. Reese whooped, punched the air, and threw an arm around Valerie's chair like they'd done it again--and they had.

Zay rose last, silent, still expressionless. But even he couldn't hide the subtle twitch at the corner of his mouth.

Valerie remained seated for a breath longer, just long enough to feel the eyes on her. Then she stood.

Booker offered her a hand to rise, not because she needed help, but because the gesture made it look like she was being claimed.

Kane leaned in and pressed a slow, deliberate kiss to her cheek. His hand rested at the small of her back--but didn't stay there.

Reese wrapped both arms around her waist from behind and whispered something in her ear--low and intimate, just for her. His hands dipped low as he pulled her in, one palm dragging just beneath the swell of her ass, fingers grazing the edge of that silk slit. He didn't correct it. Didn't hide it.

Valerie smiled.

And Noah saw everything.

He watched her laugh--giggle, even--and then gently push Reese's hand away like she wasn't offended, only amused. Like his touch was inevitable, and her approval optional. He watched the edge of her dress shift again, saw the high slit gape wider, just enough to reveal the smooth, bare flash of skin high up her thigh. He watched her lean into Kane's side like they were lovers at a gala, watched Zay's quiet, ever-present camera capture the whole exchange without judgment.

His jaw clenched so tightly he thought something in it might crack.

They started toward the stage, and Valerie turned once--mid-stride, effortless--and extended a hand in his direction. It wasn't warm. It wasn't kind. It was the gesture of a woman offering a final seat at the table she now ruled.

"You coming?" she asked, her voice soft. Civil.

Noah looked up at her like she wasn't his mother at all.

"You're an embarrassment," he said, barely more than a whisper. "You're a fucking whore."

Her hand didn't flinch.

But her smile shifted. Sharpened. Deepened. It cut like a secret only she was allowed to enjoy.

She didn't argue. She didn't slap him. She didn't even blink.

She just turned, her back straight, her hips swaying beneath the silk like the stage she walked toward was a throne--and let Booker take her by the hand and lead her up the stairs.

The applause hadn't faded by the time they reached the podium. The stage lights caught in their hair, in the gleam of Valerie's collar, in the slit of her dress that parted just slightly wider with every step. Booker took the mic first, cool and composed, the edge of a smirk touching his lips like he already knew exactly how much damage they were about to do.

"Thank you," he said, his voice smooth. "To the Academy. To our fans. To every voice that sang this song loud enough to make it impossible to ignore."

He turned, just slightly, the gesture slow, reverent.

"And most of all, to our collaborator. Our producer. The woman who let us push harder, go deeper, and take risks no one else would have allowed. The one who didn't just believe in the music--she let us make her part of it."

He handed the mic to Valerie.

She took it with practiced grace.

The lights found her instantly--satin and collar and glimmering skin, the very image of control draped in seduction. Her smile was calm, composed, devastating. Her eyes drifted across the crowd in a sweep of false diplomacy before locking with Noah's like a sniper sighting her target.

"I can't overstate what a pleasure it's been working with these four brilliant men," she began, her voice velvet and deliberate. "They are... relentless. Truly. They don't quit. They don't slow down. They don't ask permission."

Her smile sharpened.

"They take what they want. They keep going, harder, deeper, longer--until every inch of their subject is conquered."

A ripple moved through the crowd--uneasy laughter, nervous curiosity.

Valerie let it breathe.

"They stretched me," she continued, tone unwavering, "past what I thought were my limits. Again. And again. They broke boundaries. Crossed lines. And showed me that surrender... can be the most powerful form of collaboration. This song is the result of hours and hours of passion, sweat, energy and chemistry..."

She paused.

Not for effect.

For pleasure.

"I'm honoured to keep working with them. Very closely. For a long, long time."

Then came the final blow--soft, sweet, and laced with venom.

"Again," she said, her voice just a little quieter. "And again."

Her gaze never left Noah's face.

Booker clapped beside her. Kane smirked and muttered something into her ear. Zay stood still, calm and proud. Reese leaned in close and kissed her cheek, hand on the small of her back.

Noah didn't move.

He couldn't.

His hands trembled. His heart thundered. His mother stood on stage beneath the golden spotlight--not ashamed. Not reclaimed. But celebrated. Owned. Adored.

And she never looked away.

The crowd roared.

And Valerie smiled wider.

--------

The hallway was quiet now. The clamour and clinking of champagne glasses had faded behind the elevator doors, and the red carpet had been rolled away like the night itself was trying to retreat. Noah walked alone down the hotel corridor, dress shoes muted against plush carpet, keycard trembling between his fingers.

He hadn't said a word since the show ended. Not to Valerie. Not to the band. He hadn't looked her in the eye since the speech. Since she stared directly at him while praising four men for stretching her limits, for conquering her, for taking her again and again. Not metaphorically. Not artistically. But physically. Viscerally. Completely.

And they clapped for her.

The whole world clapped.

He reached the door to his room. His hand hovered near the handle, just wanting the dark. The quiet. One moment of escape before--

Voices.

Behind him.

Familiar. Laughing. Confident.

He turned.

They were coming down the hallway in a slow, swaggering pack--Booker in front, Kane, Reese, Zay. No ties. No jackets. Just open shirts, heavy steps, hard smiles. They didn't need to speak. They looked like they owned the entire floor.

Valerie stood waiting in the doorway of her suite.

Barefoot now. Still in that slit black dress, the fabric hugging her hips like it was designed just for the way she walked. Her collar was still on. Tight. Polished. Glinting under the hallway light like it had always belonged there.

She didn't say a word until they reached her.

Then, without blinking, she turned her head and looked directly at Noah. Their eyes met across a stretch of expensive carpet and unforgivable memory.

She smiled.

"Sweet dreams, son," she said softly, her voice silk and blade in equal measure.

And then she stepped back.

The door opened wider, and the band followed her inside--one by one. Kane slapped her ass as he passed. Booker kissed her shoulder. Reese caught Noah's eye and winked before disappearing into the room. Zay said nothing, just lifted the camera on his shoulder and let the red light blink on as the door closed behind them.

Noah stood frozen.

And then the sounds began.

At first it was just the soft creak of the bed. A murmur. A laugh.

Then came her voice.

A moan--throaty and real. Not performance. Not theatre. Just need.

It rolled through the wall like a wave of heat. Then another.

And then the rhythm began. The wet, unmistakable slap of skin on skin. Flesh driven into flesh. The sound of her being taken.

His breath caught.

"Fuck--yes--yes--just like that--deeper--deeper--"

He stumbled into his room and closed the door behind him, but it didn't stop anything. The walls were too thin. The sounds too clear.

"Stretch me--God, I need all of it--give me everything--all of you--"

Another slap. A cry.

He sat on the edge of the bed, jaw clenched, hands digging into the blankets. He wanted to scream. To vanish. To punch through the drywall. But all he could do was listen.

"More--fuck me harder--don't stop--don't ever stop--"

A voice--Reese. Loud. Laughing.

"Tell the boys who you belong to."

A beat.

Then her, breathless and raw.

"I'm yours--yours--I belong to the band--Apocalypse owns me--"

A scream followed. Not pain. Something worse. Joy.

Noah covered his ears.

It didn't matter.

Another slam. Another round of cheers. Laughter. Groans. Skin against skin. The wet slap of it made his stomach turn.

Then his phone buzzed.

He didn't want to look.

But he did.

A message. From Reese.

He opened it.

A photo.

Valerie. On her knees.

Her dress was gone. Her body was bare. Her face, chest, and hair drenched in cum, dripping across her lips, her shoulders, shining on her collarbone like a necklace made of sin. She smiled. Soft. Beaming. Four massive cocks framed her like gods in a painting--each one still thick, each one glistening, their ownership written across every inch of her body.

The message beneath it read:

"Official Toy of the Four Horse Cocks of Apocalypse."

Noah dropped the phone. It landed face-up on the carpet, screen still glowing.

And through the wall, his mother screamed again--louder this time.

And he knew:

She wasn't coming home.

THE END.

