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The theater's red velvet curtains framed Maya's worst nightmare and deepest fantasy all at once. Leo had promised her a "special movie date," but as they walked into the dimly lit space, she realized with a jolt that this was no ordinary cinema. The plush seating in the front row looked more like beds than chairs, and the knowing smiles from the scattered audience, some of whom she recognized as Leo's friends, made her stomach flip. There were both men and women in the audience, though the women must have been outnumbered ten-to-one.

"What is this place?" Maya whispered, her fingers tightening around Leo's arm.

"Just a private screening room," Leo replied, his smile suggesting anything but innocence. "And you're going to help introduce tonight's feature."

Before she could process what was happening, Leo guided her toward the front of the theater. Her legs trembled beneath her as she walked, acutely aware of the eyes following her movement. The low murmur of voices hushed as they approached the small stage area before the screen.

Leo leaned close to her ear, his breath warm against her skin. "Remember that little project we worked on two weeks ago? The one with the cameras?"

Maya's eyes widened as comprehension dawned. The memory of their afternoon, three cameras, six men, and hours of the most intense sex of her life, flooded back with vivid clarity.

"You didn't," she whispered, her voice barely audible.

His smile widened as he pulled her in tight, her back to his chest. "The final cut just came in yesterday. Tonight's the premiere."

The blood drained from Maya's face, then rushed back with alarming speed. Her skin prickled with a confusing mixture of horror and arousal. She glanced back at the audience, suddenly understanding their expectant gazes.

"Are you seriously going to let all these people watch us?" Her voice cracked slightly. She blushed violently at the memory of the camera’s extreme close-up of her ass being stretched and filled. She had been so mesmerised by seeing her ass taken at the time, but now, on the large screen, it sounded more humiliating than ever.

"That's entirely up to you, baby. If you don’t want to, they'll play something else, and you can just relax and enjoy yourself." His fingers trailed down her neck, across her collarbone. "We can find a nice spot in the back, and you can ride me while some other porno plays. Your choice."

“Have you seen it yet?”

Leo shook his head, his breath warming her temple before he placed a kiss upon it. “No, but I am sure it’s damned hot.”

Maya stood frozen for a moment, her heart pounding so hard she was certain everyone in the room could hear it. This wasn't who she had been six months ago, the dutiful wife who made dinner every night at six and never said no to missionary position with the lights off. That woman felt like a distant memory now, a photograph fading at the edges.

Something molten and wild uncurled inside her. The thought of sitting among strangers, watching herself being taken in every way imaginable, should have mortified her. Instead, it sent a rush of heat between her thighs.

"I want it," she whispered, surprising herself. "I want them to see."

A slow smile spread across Leo's face. "Then go introduce your movie, baby. Tell them what they're about to watch."

Her heart hammered against her ribs as she stepped away from Leo's embrace. The stage wasn't large, just a small platform in front of the screen, but it felt like the longest walk of her life. The spotlight caught her, illuminating her trembling form for the entire audience to see.

Maya cleared her throat, the sound echoing through the suddenly silent theater. "Um, hello," she began, her voice barely audible. She swallowed hard and tried again. "Hello. I'm... I'm Maya."

A few whistles and cheers erupted from the audience. She recognized Jake giving her a thumbs-up from the third row. The spotlight felt hot on her skin as Maya drew in a deep breath, trying to steady herself.

"Tonight, you're all going to watch something very special," she continued, her voice growing stronger with each word. "A film I made with my husband and a film crew who I see are here tonight." She nodded toward a cluster of men in the second row who raised their drinks in acknowledgment.

The theater quieted further, hanging on her every word. Maya felt a strange power flow through her, different from the submission she usually craved. Here, in this moment, she commanded their attention completely.

“I love being dominated, debased, and used like a sex toy, and the boys made sure I got my wish. So, without further delay, here it is. I hope you enjoy watching it as much as I enjoyed filming it.”

The theater erupted in applause and hoots as Maya stepped down from the stage on shaky legs.

Leo caught her before she could even take a step toward the seats. He tugged her toward the front row, that long row of mattress-like seating she'd noticed when they first entered. The lights were already dimming as he pulled her down beside him.

"You were perfect," he whispered against her ear, his hand already sliding beneath her dress. "Now you get your reward."

The screen flickered to life. Maya's breath caught as she saw herself, sitting nervously on the edge of a king-sized bed, hands folded in her lap. The camera panned slowly up her body, lingering on her face. She looked both terrified and excited. It was exactly how she felt right now.

"I want to make something intimate with Leo," her on-screen self said, voice trembling slightly.

Maya felt Leo's hands at her shoulders, sliding the straps of her dress down her arms. Her skin prickled with goosebumps as the cool air of the theater hit her exposed flesh. She was thankful for the lack of leather on the seats, instead they seemed to be covered in a soft, cotton, like a removable sheet.
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