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The city exhales at dusk, a slow release of heat trapped between concrete and glass. In high-rise offices still lit against the darkening sky, fingers pause above keyboards; in quiet apartments the length of a woman’s spine arches as she exhales into the pillow, imagining hands—not one pair, but many—sliding over skin already flushed with private heat. Somewhere a phone screen glows, reflecting dilated pupils as a message is read and reread: Come alone. Wear what makes you feel dangerous.

They are not alike, these ten women. One still tastes the metallic edge of ambition on her tongue from the morning’s presentation; another carries the faint scent of sunscreen and salt from a beach she left behind years ago; a third knows the exact weight of a leather cut across her shoulders even though she has never worn one. Yet tonight, or some night soon, each will feel the same shiver crawl up the nape of her neck when the first unfamiliar palm settles possessively on her lower back.

It begins quietly.

A door clicks shut behind her. The room smells of cedar, expensive cologne, and the faint copper promise of arousal already thickening the air. Blindfolds are soft silk, cool against fevered eyelids. Champagne touches her lips—dry, bright, effervescent—and then a thumb brushes the corner of her mouth, collecting a stray droplet before pressing it between her parted lips. She sucks instinctively. A low chuckle ripples through the dark.

Clothing is removed with deliberate patience. Buttons slip free one by one; zippers descend in slow, metallic whispers. Fabric pools at her feet like shed inhibitions. When fingertips finally graze bare skin—tracing the delicate ridge of a collarbone, circling a tightening nipple, dipping into the hollow of a hip—she gasps, the sound startlingly loud in the hush. Her own breathing has grown ragged; she can hear it, feel the rapid flutter of her pulse against the inside of her wrists.

They do not rush.

One man kneels first. His breath is hot against the sensitive crease where thigh meets groin; his tongue follows, flat and unhurried, parting slick folds with the patience of someone savoring the first taste of something forbidden and exquisite. She sways. Hands steady her—strong, callused, manicured, trembling slightly with their own restrained hunger. A second mouth finds the nape of her neck, teeth grazing just enough to make her arch. A third palm cups the swell of her breast, thumb rolling the peaked nipple until pleasure spikes sharp and bright behind her eyes.

More join.

Cocks—thick, veined, already weeping at the tips—are guided to her waiting mouth, her grasping hands. She tastes salt, musk, the faint bitterness of pre-cum as lips stretch wide around the first heavy head. Someone groans when her tongue swirls; the vibration travels straight to her clit. Fingers—two, then three—curl inside her, stroking the swollen front wall until her thighs quake and a sudden gush of wetness coats the invading knuckles. The sound is obscene, wet and rhythmic, matching the slick glide of shafts sliding between her lips, over her tongue, nudging the back of her throat until tears prick her lashes.

They speak to her in fragments.

“Good girl.”

“Open wider.”

“Feel how wet you are for us.”

“Take it all.”

When the first cock finally notches at her entrance and sinks home—slow, inexorable, stretching tender walls until she feels split open and perfectly filled—she cries out around the shaft in her mouth. The cry becomes a moan, then a broken sob of pure, animal want as hips begin to rock. Another presses against the tight ring of her ass, slick with her own arousal and spit; the stretch burns sweetly, then blooms into fullness so complete her mind whites out for a heartbeat.

They move together now, a tide of heat and pressure and slick friction. Cocks slide in counterpoint—one withdrawing as another thrusts deep—filling her until every nerve sings. Fluids mingle: her own copious slickness, their leaking pre-cum, saliva, the first hot pulses of semen when restraint finally fractures. Cum spills from her lips when she cannot swallow fast enough; it drips in thick strands from her chin, paints glistening trails across her breasts, pools between her thighs where bodies continue to surge.

She comes the first time with a cock buried to the hilt in each hole, clit grinding against a callused palm, fingers pinching her nipples hard enough to make stars burst behind closed lids. The orgasm rips through her in violent waves; her inner muscles clamp down so fiercely the men curse, hips stuttering, flooding her with fresh heat.

They do not stop.

Another takes his place. Then another. Hands lift her, reposition her, spread her wider. She loses count of the mouths on her skin, the cocks that have claimed her, the times her body has shattered and been rebuilt only to shatter again. Sweat slicks every inch of her; hair clings damp to her temples; thighs tremble from the strain of holding herself open for more.

Through it all runs a single, luminous thread: choice.

She could have said no. She could have walked away when the blindfold was offered, when the first hand slid beneath her skirt in the shadowed hallway, when the door closed and the air changed. Instead she stayed. She opened. She begged—wordlessly at first, then in broken pleas that grew shameless and raw.

Because beneath the fear, beneath the vulnerability, beneath the exquisite ache of being so thoroughly used, there is only one truth burning in her chest:

She has never felt more alive.

And somewhere, in ten different rooms across ten different nights, the same truth ignites in ten different women.

They surrender.

Not because they must.

But because—God help them—they want to.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Story 1
The Corporate Retreat


[image: ]


––––––––
[image: ]


THE FIRE IN THE GREAT stone hearth has burned low, casting long amber tongues across the polished oak floor of the lodge’s private suite. Outside, wind moves through the pines like a slow exhalation, but inside the air is thick, close, scented with cedar smoke, expensive aftershave, and the unmistakable musk of male arousal already heavy in the room.

She stands in the center wearing only the black lace bra and matching thong she chose that morning—thinking they were armor, not an invitation. Eleven men form a loose circle around her. Not boys. Men who sign six- and seven-figure deals before breakfast. Gray at the temples, tailored shoulders, hands that know exactly how much pressure to apply when they want something. Tonight that something is her.

The CEO—tall, silver-haired, voice like aged bourbon—steps forward first. He holds a crystal flute of champagne to her lips. She drinks; the bubbles sting her tongue, sharp and bright. When a drop escapes the corner of her mouth he catches it with his thumb, presses the pad against her lower lip until she parts for him. She sucks. His eyes darken.

“Strip,” he says. Not a command barked, but a quiet inevitability.

Fingers—her own—tremble only slightly as she reaches behind for the clasp. The bra falls away; cool air kisses suddenly bared nipples into tight, aching points. She hooks thumbs into lace panties, slides them down long legs that still carry the faint muscle memory of spin classes and power heels. Naked now, skin prickling, she feels every gaze like a physical touch.

They close the circle.

The first hand belongs to the CFO—broad palm, callused from weekend sailing—settles on the small of her back and urges her to her knees. The carpet is soft against her shins. Cocks are already freed: heavy, veined, flushed dark with blood, glistening at the tips where pre-cum beads like dew. She smells them—salt, skin, clean soap overlaid with the raw animal scent of want.

The COO kneels behind her. His breath ghosts hot across her nape as he gathers her hair in one fist, not pulling, simply holding. “Look at them,” he murmurs against her ear. “They’ve been waiting to see how badly you want this promotion.”

She does look. Eleven thick shafts, some circumcised, some not, all rigid and weeping for her. Her mouth waters involuntarily.

The first cock brushes her lips—the General Counsel’s, long and slightly curved. She opens. He slides in slow, letting her feel every ridge, every vein, until the head nudges the soft back of her throat. She gags once, softly; tears prick. He withdraws just enough for her to breathe, then sinks again, deeper. Saliva pools under her tongue, spills from the corners of her mouth in shining threads.

Behind her, hands part her thighs. The COO’s fingers—two, then three—slip between slick folds already swollen and drenched. He curls them against that sensitive front wall; she moans around the shaft filling her mouth, the vibration making the man groan low in his chest. Her hips rock instinctively, chasing the pressure. Wet sounds fill the room—her own arousal coating knuckles, the slick glide of spit-slick cock in and out of her lips.

More hands. The VP of Sales palms her breasts, thumbs circling nipples until they throb. The Chief Marketing Officer strokes himself lazily while watching, waiting his turn. When the COO finally withdraws his fingers they are glossy; he paints her own slickness across her lips around the cock already there, then presses the head of his own erection against her entrance.

He enters her in one long, deliberate thrust.

She cries out around the shaft in her mouth—muffled, broken. The stretch is exquisite, almost too much; her walls flutter and grip as he bottoms out, pubic bone grinding against her clit. He holds still a moment, letting her adjust, letting her feel how completely she is filled. Then he begins to move—slow rolls at first, building to steady, punishing strokes that make her breasts sway with each impact.

The man in her mouth pulls free with a wet pop. Another takes his place immediately—thicker, shorter, stretching her jaw wider. She sucks greedily now, tongue swirling, cheeks hollowing. Saliva drips in long strands to her chin, to her chest; someone smears it across her nipples, making them glisten.

They rotate.

When the COO finally spills inside her—hot, thick pulses that flood deep—she clenches hard around him, milking every drop, her own climax cresting in sharp, shuddering waves. He withdraws; cum immediately trickles down her inner thighs, warm and viscous.

Before she can catch her breath another cock notches at her entrance—bigger, stretching her tender walls anew. At the same moment a different man presses against the tight pucker of her ass, slick with her own fluids and spit from eager tongues. The double penetration is mercilessly slow: one inch, pause, another inch, until both are buried to the hilt. She feels impossibly full—split open, claimed in every way that matters. The sensation teeters between pleasure and exquisite burn; her body trembles, sweat beads along her spine.

They find a rhythm. One thrusts as the other withdraws; the counterpoint drags exquisite friction across every nerve. Hands grip her hips hard enough to bruise. Mouths latch onto her neck, her breasts, sucking marks that will linger for days beneath blouse collars. Someone fists her hair, tilting her head back so another cock can slide down her throat—deeper now, cutting off air for delicious seconds until stars burst behind her eyes.

She comes again like this—triple-penetrated, helpless, adored in the most brutal way. Her orgasm is violent: inner muscles spasm so fiercely the men curse in unison, hips jerking erratically as they chase their own release. Hot semen floods her ass, her cunt, her throat. She swallows what she can; the rest spills from her lips, drips down her
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