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​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​This steamy short story contains scenes inappropriate for 18-years and below. An innocent 18-year-old woman is stripped and taken for the first time by a stranger as several men watch. There are also scenes of humiliation, gaping, bdsm, spanking, and much more. 
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​​Look Inside
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He takes his time, hands moving up and down her legs, admiring her pale skin before lifting them both up, hoisting her legs up on his shoulders so that she's sitting on him. His face is right between where her wet heat is, every exhale making her whole body tremble. The lack of strain on her arms when he carries all of her weight on his shoulders makes her sigh in relief and the pleasure becomes more intense now that there's nothing to distract her with.

Every time he exhales, she feels it on her skin. It's so arousing, like he's trying to awaken all her nerve endings at once.

Then, his lips close over her pussy and his tongue starts exploring her hole and the pleasure becomes overwhelming. She gasps and cries out, saliva dripping from the corner of her lips as struggles to stay in place. His grip on her is steady, though, his hands on her thigh, keeping her from moving too much. It is made easier by the fact that she's still tied up with her arms over her head.

He plays with her with his tongue, licking up between her slit, circling her opening with the tip of his tongue without penetrating her. He makes low, rumbling noises as he does this, deliberately making her body tremble from the way it vibrates through her skin.

Finally, his soft tongue pushes into her hole and she inhales sharply at the soft thing entering her, the foreign yet pleasurably sensation.

She bites deeper into the gag. The sensation is overwhelming. She swallows out, legs twitching, and curling around his neck. She would worry about choking him, but she knows she doesn't have the strength to hurt him even a little.

He has absolute control, licking and opening her up, probing and testing the muscle inside of her.

He shifts his position, moving her up closer to him so his hands can move closer up the apex of her legs. He pushes the tip of his fingers into her hole, forefingers from both hands sliding into her hole and opening her up slowly, pushing past the tight stretch and making her resistance crumble every time he pushes in deeper, the initial discomfort turning into pleasure.

His fingers curl inside her and it's like a button's been pushed, making her toes curl.

A wolfish grin tugs at his lips, white teeth flashing. He pushes a third finger inside of her.

She tries to remain still as he slides his fingers in and out of her at an excruciatingly slow rhythm but it's harder and harder to do.

"Be a good girl and don't move a muscle," he says.

She whimpers, closing her fists at the chain to lift herself up a little bit, adjusting her weight on his shoulders so that she isn't putting so much weight on her arms. She can feel his fingers moving in and out of her hole, opening her up more.

"It seems our guests have arrived," he hums.

She hears the sound of footsteps moving around them, circling them. She sees people moving around them, men wearing masks to hide their identities from each other.

She is not wearing a mask.

She is not wearing anything at all, baring her all.
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​​​Chapter One: Familiar
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Arya startles herself out of her be, worried about oversleeping. Her roommate likes to make fun of the way she jumps awake, like there's always an emergency situation that requires her immediate attention. Even if that emergency is actually work that doesn't start in a few hours.

She wonders why her alarm didn't go off and glances out the window to find the moon still in the otherwise dark skies. The outline of the curtains show as a breeze blows in and the holes in them reminds her that she needs to look for a proper replacement.

There's a dull throb behind her eyes that wants her to get back to sleep, but she forces herself awake, turning to check on her phone. Maybe it's gone out of battery, only to realizes that it's not by her bedside, which means she probably put it to charge in the living room.

Isn't there supposed a table next to her bed?

Her head aches and everything feels just a little bit muffled. There's a low ringing sound inside her skull, like a warning telling her things aren't as it seems. Slowly, she surveys around her. Her vision is fuzzy, but the more awake she is, the less she can see black spots dancing around the room. Everything is slowly coming into focus and it takes more than a few seconds for her to make sense of what she's seeing.

Her bedroom is dark, darker than it should be. She normally has a nightlight on, so the lack of light is more than a little disconcerting and she's looking around, trying to figure out where her lights have gone. Except where her nightlights are supposed to be, are just empty walls instead. She draws a deep breath and tells herself not to panic, but the  scent makes her even more confused because it doesn't smell like her room. It's too smoky and woody and there's an underlying scent of freshly baked pies that reminds her of bakeries, but she doesn't live near a bakery and nobody cooks in the middle of the night.

There's cool air coming from outside the window, but what draws her attention is the cracking of ember from the fireplace somewhere in the house. It is a familiar sound only because she has gone camping before with her classmates.

This must be a dream, she thinks. Everything's too different.

But she's too uncomfortable for it to be a dream. Her tongue is dry, pinned to the roof of her mouth from lack of water. She rubs the ache at the back of her neck and tries to remember where she is.

She's supposed to be on campus, but there's no laptop, no study desk, and most telling of all, there's no roommate. She steps off the bed with shaky legs and moves towards the fireplace. It's warmer in this room and the embers  are bright here, illuminating the room she is in.

She takes in the sight of the antique furniture and thick rug that looks like it has been a bear once upon a time. It's a lovely room, but it isn't familiar to her.

She moves towards the window, hoping the view of the outside world would give her a better idea of where she had gotten herself to. Maybe it's a period-themed hotel, or just a hotel lost in time. There are a few of those in the university town that she's moved to. Maybe she got drunk and followed a guy home, but there are two problems with that. She doesn't drink and she's a virgin. She wouldn't go home with random men.

Was her drink spiked?

She blinks out at the darkness outside, confused by the lack of streetlights, though there are what appears to be lanterns - lanterns?! - at certain intervals and corners. She appears to be on the third floor of a building, peering down at the streets with a frown that feels to be etched permanently on her skin. A wagon travels past her on the dirt track, driven by people in century-old clothing. The riders are dirty-faced and coarse-clothed. She pulls back and away from the window when she sees a cart being drawn forward by a mule.

Her heart tries to lodge itself in her throat and she swallows hard, unable to make heads or tails of what, where, or when she's gotten herself into.

Nevertheless, she has always been clever and independent. She just needs to find a way to get back.

The lack of memory is a frustrating manner, seeing as it would ease matters so much more if she could remember anything at all, but she shuts the windows and tells herself that she would make the best of things and leave as soon as she changes out of her- her night clothes.

She's in the middle of being confused by the kitchen when a deep voice breaks into her thoughts.

"How did you get in here? Who're you?"

She turns to the source of the voice and finds herself staring at a man who's too good-looking to be real. He must be a figment of her imagination- something her brain cooked up to make her panic a little less. He's older, probably in his late-thirties, but she has always had a thing for older men.

He carries himself very surely, though he is rather undressed at the moment. His dark hair is a mess of nest on his head, as if he had only just gotten out of bed. His white button-up shirt is open, revealing his toned muscles and his pants are barely hanging onto his hips.
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