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Alright, pets, here’s a DISCLAIMER before you start reading.

.

This book is for ADULT AUDIENCES ONLY.

.

It contains substantial sexually explicit scenes with multiple partners and graphic language which may be considered offensive by some readers.

.

All sexual activity in this work is consensual and all sexually active characters are 18 years of age or older.

.

Also, just so you know, this book is a work of fiction.

.

Names, characters, places, and incidents either are products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously.

.

Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events, or locales is entirely coincidental.
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who taught me the most important things
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Everybody’s workin’ for the weekend

Everybody wants a new romance

Everybody’s goin’ off the deep end

Everybody needs a second chance
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Loverboy, 1981
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“Well, well, well,” Hayley purred, her eyes appraising the trio of men sitting on the leather chairs before her desk.

Mike, Danny, and Rob, all in their late twenties, shifted nervously under her scrutiny.

“To begin with, I’d like to thank you for coming on such short notice,” she said, removing her glasses and placing them delicately on the mahogany. “I’m sure you’re all curious about why I’ve called you here.”

The men offered a collective nod and looked at her, intrigued by the circumstances of the unexpected after-hours meeting.

“I’ve been keeping an eye on you for some time,” Hayley began in an appreciative tone. “I’ve noticed your dedication to the work, your passion, and how well you get along. And I have to say, I’ve been quite... impressed.”

She leaned back in her chair, a proud smile on her lips.

“What I truly admire, though, is your loyalty. The way you repaid my trust with hard work and commitment is something rare, and I want you to know it didn’t go unnoticed.”

“Thanks, Hayley,” Mike, the oldest of the team, offered. “I think I speak for all of us when I say that we’re absolutely dedicated to the company’s success, and working with you has been nothing but a pleasure.”

His voice was steady, but the uneasiness in his eyes was unmistakable. Hayley wasn’t the kind of boss who called you in outside of working hours for a low-stakes chat about job performance. There had to be a reason why they had been summoned, and despite her compliments, the fear of the unknown was palpable.

Hayley nodded and smiled at him, but didn’t respond immediately. She obviously enjoyed the anticipation, the way their eyes flickered to each other, searching for some clue of what was to come.

“To show you my appreciation, I’ve decided to invite you to a special team-building retreat that will take place this weekend, at my house,” she finally said, watching them closely.

The words hung in the air, heavy with implication. The only sound in the room was the muffled hum of the city outside the high-rise office windows.

Then, Danny spoke up, relief washing over him.

“A weekend retreat? That sounds amazing, Hayley!”

Mike raised an eyebrow, as if not entirely convinced that Hayley’s proposition was something to celebrate.

“I admit I didn’t see it coming, but... I think it’s a fantastic idea,” he chimed in, trying to sound enthusiastic, although ‌his inflection couldn’t quite betray the anxiety coiling in his stomach.

“At your house, you said?” Rob inquired, visibly surprised at the mention of such an unusual location. 

Hayley was a reasonably friendly boss, but as far as he knew, she never socialized with her employees outside of work-related occasions. Being invited to her residence was absolutely unheard of.

“Yes, I understand it might sound somewhat... unorthodox,” Hayley remarked, her smile growing wider, “and that’s the reason why I summoned you after hours. I’d like to keep this strictly between us. It’s no coincidence that I’m asking you three, and no one else, to join me for this weekend. But before I describe the type of experience I have in mind, I need to point out that, should you decide not to participate, your jobs and your standing in the company would not be affected in any way.”

She paused, letting her words sink in.

“At the same time, I expect you to keep this conversation confidential. It’s a matter of mutual respect and trust.”

“Of course,” Danny nodded, a serious look on his face.

What in the world was Hayley implying, requesting that kind of discretion for a team-building retreat? The three men exchanged glances, trying to gauge each other’s reactions.

Rob stared intently at their boss, attempting to decipher her expression. A certain nuance in her choice of words had stirred in him a curiosity that he wasn’t entirely comfortable with.

Hayley’s stunning beauty was ‌an often-discussed topic in the office — they all knew she had been a glamour model in her younger years, and the rumors of her affairs were legendary, although easily dismissible as groundless gossip.

Was she about to propose something weird? The idea was both terrifying and intriguing.

“So... what kind of team-building do you have in mind?” Mike ventured to ask, breaking the silence.

Hayley’s smile grew more enigmatic. She leaned forward, her eyes sparkling with mischief.

“The kind that establishes a profound bond... one that goes beyond the ordinary relationship between a boss and their employees,” she replied, her gaze locked onto Mike’s.

“You see, I’m not just looking for a productive team — I want a team whose members truly understand each other on every level. To achieve that, we’ll need to engage in some... unconventional activities.”

Danny and Rob stared at Hayley with puzzled expressions, their hearts racing in their chests. What she had just said sounded intense. Also a little alarming, coming from the CEO of the company.

Mike gulped, staring at Hayley and trying to interpret her innuendo.

Was this the type of situation that men around the office whispered about?

No way. The thought was thrilling, of course, but also incredibly intimidating. Hayley was not just a character in a sexual fantasy they indulged in during their free time, but a woman who could make or break their careers with a snap of her fingers.

“Right, Hayley... could you be more... specific?” Rob ventured, his throat suddenly dry.

“Of course, Rob. You see, I have a rather... particular taste in how I enjoy spending my leisure time.”

She paused for dramatic effect, watching as the color drained from the men’s faces.

Now things were getting really weird. Was she about to suggest something naughty? It definitely sounded as if she was.

“The reason I’m asking the three of you to take part in this retreat is that, apart from being my most trusty employees, you’re also fit and attractive men, certainly capable of handling the... intimate nature of the activities I have planned,” she explained.

The men gaped at her, unable to conceal their surprise. Were they having a collective hallucination, or was this actually happening?

“I’m sorry, you said the word... intimate?” Rob cautiously asked.

“Yes, that’s the word I used, Rob. It all comes down to a set of very specific interests that I enjoy pursuing outside of the office – the kind that I prefer to keep private – and I like to explore them with people whom I know I can trust. For this weekend, your sole purpose would be to satisfy my every sexual desire. You would be my pets, at my beck and call, ready to please me however I wish, to worship me as I demand,” she stated, leaving no further room for doubt.

Hayley’s office was so still that it felt like time had stopped.

Mike, Danny, and Rob stared at her in disbelief, their brains scrambling to process what they’d just heard. This wasn’t a joke — Hayley was dead serious, and the intensity of her gaze made it clear she wasn’t about to back down.

“You’re asking us to act as your... sex servants for a weekend?” Danny finally managed to blurt out, his voice wavering.

“Exactly...” she nodded. “You will cater to my every whim, and I expect nothing less than absolute obedience.”

She paused, observing the shock spread across their faces.

“Now, before you say anything, let me clarify the terms of this proposal. You are under no obligation to accept, and I want to assure you that if you decline my offer, your career prospects won’t be affected. But... if you do accept, I promise you an experience that you will treasure for the rest of your lives. I know this is a lot to absorb, so take a moment to think it over.”

The atmosphere in the room remained thick with tension as the three men struggled with the implications of her words.

Mike felt a nervous energy surge through him as he tried to wrap his head around what Hayley was proposing.

Danny’s eyes darted between his colleagues, his thoughts swirling with confusion and bewilderment.

Rob, the youngest of the trio, was the first to speak up, in a somewhat shaky voice.

“Could... could you offer some more details about... what would be requested of us?” he asked, his Adam’s apple hitching as he swallowed hard.

“Absolutely. For the duration of the weekend, you will be completely naked. At all times. No exceptions,” she announced in a resolute tone.

Their jaws dropped in unison.

Mike’s cheeks flushed a deep red, while Danny uttered a surprised “Oh.”

“Also, you’ll be at my service from the moment you arrive until you leave. Your bodies will be mine to use, to control, to gratify or to punish as I see fit.”

Hayley’s eyes gleamed with amusement as she watched the men digest her words.

“There will be no boundaries, no limits to what I may ask of you. You will be my toys, my playthings. And in that capacity, you will address me as ‘Goddess’,” she continued, her tone as smooth as silk.

“You can’t be serious,” Mike sputtered, cracking with the absurdity of it all.

Hayley’s smile widened, enjoying their reactions.

“Oh, but I am,” she replied.

The men took a few moments to consider her statement, as the reality of the situation settled upon them. They were all in good shape, but being fully exposed in front of each other and their boss, for hours on end, presented an unnerving challenge.

“I don’t know, Hayley...” Danny mumbled, “... completely naked? All of the time?”

“No need to be shy,” Hayley assured him with a wink. “You’re all grown men, I’m sure you’ll be okay.”

Mike wanted to protest, but the words stuck in his throat. He’d never truly entertained the possibility of having any kind of sexual interaction with Hayley, let alone on such terms.

And yet, there they were. She had laid it all out for them, and something deep within him was pushing hard to make him take her offer.

“Boys, listen... as I said, this is purely voluntary. If you don’t feel comfortable, you can leave now — our professional relationship will remain unchanged. Should you decide to stay, however, you’ll have to follow my rules without question. Dissent won’t be tolerated.”

Once again, the room fell silent.

Mike’s mind was reeling, his heart pounding in his chest, and his palms growing damp with a mix of anxiety and arousal. He looked over at his colleagues, who were equally stunned by their boss’s ultimatum.

After an agonizingly long pause, Danny spoke up, his voice sounding more fragile than he would have liked.

“I’m sorry, Hayley, but... what if someone finds out?”

Her expression was calm, almost serene.

“I don’t see how anyone could possibly learn about this, unless one of you acts carelessly. And let me remind you, I expect nothing but the strictest confidentiality. The breach of this trust would be... disappointing, on a deeply personal level.”

The air grew colder with her warning, but the men reacted with understanding nods.

“For those of you who have reservations about participating, this would be the appropriate time to excuse yourselves and leave. Again – don’t feel pressured or compelled to accept this proposition against your will. I would be extremely upset with myself if I somehow gave you the idea that this weekend is mandatory. Believe me, it’s not,” she insisted.

The silence stretched taut, laden with tension and anticipation.

Danny bit his lower lip, his mind racing with questions, but none quite making it to his mouth.

Rob, always the pragmatic one, decided to speak up and express his concerns.

“Hayley, I mean... what sort of scenarios are we talking about here?” he asked, trying to keep his voice steady.

“Oh, the kind that will push your boundaries, darling,” she replied. “But let’s not get ahead of ourselves. The beauty of this weekend is in the mystery. You’ll find out as we go along.”

Mike’s hand stilled on his shirt as he pondered her words.

“Okay, but... what if we don’t know or understand what you want?”

Hayley focused her gaze on him, the smile never leaving her lips.

“Believe me, what I want from you will be made very clear. I will dictate what happens, and you will obey. I expect each of you to be eager to fulfill all my requests.”

Once again, the three men glanced at each other, in search of a hint of what the others were thinking.

“One more thing, Hayley...” Mike managed to say, his voice betraying a flicker of apprehension, “... you said we’d be naked at all times. Does that include you?”

“Of course,” she replied with a smirk. “What kind of Goddess would I be if I didn’t lead by example?”

The revelation hit them like a ton of bricks. They’d all seen her pictures – those sultry images from her modeling days had fueled countless fantasies. Her statuesque body on display, the way she’d challenge the camera with a seductive gaze that seemed to pierce through the screen.

Daydreaming about her had become a regular occurrence in their daily lives – how could it be otherwise? In addition to being their boss, Hayley was undoubtedly the most beautiful woman they’d ever seen.

But this? What she was proposing went beyond anything they could’ve imagined, to the extent that they struggled to reconcile her words with something that might actually happen within the context of their reality.

Rob sighed and shook his head.

“Okay, nobody is asking this, so I’ll have to. I’m sorry, but... what if you ask us to do something that we’re really not into?”

Hayley focused on him, intrigued.

“What are you thinking about, Rob?”

“Well... we’re all straight, as far as I know,” he reasoned.

“Oh... that’s a fair observation,” Hayley conceded the point. “You don’t need to worry about that, though. I will be at the center of everything, the entire time. If you find me sexually attractive, I can predict you won’t have much of a problem with anything I’ll ask of you. If, on the other hand, you consider me physically repulsive, then I urge you to refuse the offer. You would have a very uncomfortable experience.”

The thought of being used by their boss as a sexual object made Danny shiver with a rush of adrenaline, but his nerves held him back from voicing his consent.

Mike looked torn, grappling with the potential consequences of saying no, yet also captivated by the excitement of the unknown.

Rob took a deep breath and found his resolve.

“Alright...” he announced, doing his best to sound assertive, “I’m in.”

Mike and Danny stared at their colleague in disbelief. Rob, the shyest one of the group, was actually going to go through with it? Mike felt his heart pound; his own fear of rejection and embarrassment momentarily forgotten in the face of Rob’s bravado.

“Rob, are you sure?” Danny inquired in a worried tone.

Rob nodded, his eyes locked with Hayley’s.

“Yeah,” he said, his delivery brittle despite his determination. “Yeah, I’m sure.”

Mike and Danny looked at each other, then back at Rob. They knew their colleague was usually very conservative and introverted, so this was particularly shocking to them.

“Well,” Mike murmured, gathering his courage, “if Rob’s in, I guess I can’t back out now, can I?”

Danny took a moment – his professional instincts warring with his primal impulses. He was acutely aware that, despite Hayley’s insistence on the voluntary aspect of their agreement, this could easily ruin their careers and personal relationships, but the allure of Hayley’s proposal was too strong to resist. With a deep breath, he nodded.

“Okay,” he confirmed, his voice firm. “You can count me in, too.”

Hayley’s smile grew, a wild glint in her eye. 

“Excellent,” she said in a satisfied tone. “Now, let’s not waste any more time. You all know the rules. You’re to arrive at my house on Saturday morning, ready to serve. Until then, business will continue as usual at the office. The moment you cross the threshold of my home, however, everything will change. Think of this as a... special project.”

The men nodded in unison, the gravity of their agreement weighing heavily on their shoulders. They couldn’t quite believe what they’d just signed up for, but the anticipation was already mounting.

As they stood up and began to leave her office, Hayley called out to Rob, asking him to stay behind for a private word.

“Just a heads-up, Rob...” she said in a casual tone. “I want you to know that even if you’re the youngest, I expect a lot from you. Don’t let me down.”

Rob’s heart skipped a beat at the subtle warning. 

“Yes, Hayley,” he replied in a steady voice. “I understand. I won’t.”

“You know... I’ve never been the kind of person who handles disappointment well,” she mused, staring into his eyes.

“Oh... right,” he answered, not entirely sure what the appropriate reaction to her words was.

She just nodded, without breaking eye contact.

Rob couldn’t help but wonder if his spur-of-the-moment decision had been a terrible call, as a surge of existential dread started kicking in.

***
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The rest of the week was a blur of anticipation and worry.

The three men went about their work with an unspoken tension, glancing furtively at each other and at Hayley, who seemed to be in a particularly good mood.

Mike spent a lot of time in her office, briefing her about a specific assignment that he’d been working on for months. She never mentioned the weekend, nor did she hint at the agreement they had made.

She was as professional and demanding as ever, making him sweat under her sharp gaze as she listened to his reports and inquired about the project's setbacks and the best strategies to address them.

The meetings always ended amicably, with Hayley praising his work and offering suggestions regarding the next steps, leaving Mike both satisfied with his performance and frustrated with the lack of any overt reference to the weekend’s plans.

Every time she called him in, he felt a rush of anticipation, a tightness in his throat as he wondered if she was deliberately testing his resolve.

As the weekend neared, the three men found it harder and harder to focus on their tasks. The thought of what awaited them at Hayley’s house consumed every moment, and yet they never dared to discuss it between them, not even in private. 

They just didn’t know how. Their fears and unanswered questions were somehow too intimate, too personal to be shared without trivializing them.

Whenever Hayley looked their way, they felt a thrill that kept them all on edge.

Sometimes, it didn’t even feel real.

During the hours they spent alone in their homes, they often wondered if they had imagined the whole thing, or if Hayley had just played an extremely sophisticated prank on them.

They began to doubt themselves and their perception of reality in eerily disconcerting ways.

For Rob, the waiting was particularly unsettling. When anxiety overwhelmed him, he started mentally rehearsing a speech to explain his sudden inability to participate, citing made-up health issues or family emergencies.

He spent an exhausting amount of time drafting a series of cancellation emails to be sent at the last possible moment, full of apologies and lame excuses.

He always ended up trashing them, feeling shameful, weak, and disgusted with himself.

Knowing Hayley, she wouldn’t have reacted positively.

She wouldn’t have reacted positively at all.
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READ THE ROOM
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​CHAPTER 1
THE VILLA
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As he parked his car in the driveway, Rob tried to imagine what the best course of action might be.

Danny and Mike’s cars were nowhere to be seen, which meant he was the first to arrive on the scene. As a result, he faced a dilemma — to go forward by himself or wait for the others to show up. ‘Safety in numbers’ and all of that.

He carefully pondered the pros and cons of each path.

Waiting in the car was obviously the most cautious choice, but it was also the coward’s way. What if Hayley was watching him from one of the towering windows of the villa?

He would have looked absolutely pathetic – a feeble, spineless man.

All things considered, despite the intimidating nature of the situation, the prospect of facing her alone was rather exciting. Being the first to see her, to be welcomed in her house, hopefully to speak to her for a while with no one else around — it was a notion that stirred something within him.

“Fuck it, I’m gonna do it,” he thought.

He stepped out of the car in the cool, crisp spring morning. The sun was halfway up over the horizon, peeking from behind Hayley’s imposing villa.

The house itself was a masterpiece of revival style architecture, with symmetrical lines and gleaming glass that whispered of opulence and sophistication. The driveway was lined with perfectly trimmed hedges, leading up to a grand entrance that looked more like the gateway to a kingdom than the door of a suburban home.

He took a deep breath, straightened his shirt, and made his way to the front door, his heart thumping in his chest.

The sound of his shoes crunching on the gravel seemed to echo through the quiet neighborhood, as if announcing his arrival at a mysterious private function, the nature of which he still struggled to fully comprehend.

The door swung open before he could even ring the bell, revealing Hayley with a warm smile on her face. She was dressed in a black silk robe that did very little to conceal the soft curves of her body. 

Rob couldn’t help but stare at her – her blonde hair flowing on her shoulders, her piercing blue eyes, her confident posture. The robe was loosely tied at the waist, offering a hint of cleavage that made his throat dry.

Was she even more beautiful than usual, or was his mind playing tricks on him?

His gaze was drawn to her bare feet, a striking difference from the heels she typically wore at the office. They were small and delicate, the toes curling slightly as she stepped aside to let him in.

“Welcome, Rob,” she greeted him in a friendly tone. “Punctual as always! I knew you would have been the first...”

Rob entered the foyer, his eyes taking in the house’s grandeur. It was like nothing he’d ever seen before, the complete opposite of the unremarkable condos he and his colleagues resided in.

Its dimensions were impressive – the square footage of the entrance hall alone was greater than that of his entire apartment – but the decor was even more striking.

The furniture — elegant and likely quite expensive — looked as if it were straight from the pages of an interior design magazine. The walls were adorned with countless art pieces, making Rob feel as though he had stepped into a private museum.

Hayley closed the door behind him, the click of the lock echoing through the vast space.

“Come,” she said, motioning for him to follow her through a doorway on the right, into the largest living room he had ever seen.

Its interior was a blend of minimalist sleekness and uninhibited luxury, with marble floors reflecting the soft morning light streaming through the floor-to-ceiling windows.

Rob found himself intimidated by the sheer opulence of it all.

“Make yourself comfortable,” she said, gesturing to the plush couches arranged artfully around the room. “The others will be here shortly.”

Rob nodded, his eyes lingering on Hayley’s bare feet as she padded across the marble floor.

She seemed to notice his gaze, and a knowing smile appeared on her lips. The robe she wore was short enough to give him a tantalizing glimpse of her calves, and he immediately felt his cock stir in his pants.

“Jesus Christ, control yourself. You look like a fucking pervert,” a voice inside him warned.

As they waited for the others, she poured him a glass of champagne – the bubbles fizzing loudly in the crystal – which he accepted with gratitude. Alcohol was exactly what he needed.

“To a weekend of unbridled pleasure,” she toasted, her eyes holding his.

He took a sip, but the cool liquid did little to calm the heat building within him.

Eventually, the sound of a car pulling into the driveway gave his nerves some relief. Hayley excused herself and glided towards the hallway to welcome the new arrival, her robe fluttering around her legs.

Left alone, he spent some time observing the art pieces hanging on the walls of the massive living room. One in particular – a tall naked woman with red hair, proudly displaying a white snake encircling the wrist of her raised arm – looked stylistically familiar, as if the artist was someone even he, with his limited art knowledge, might know.

He had a feeling that a piece like that could be worth several decades of his salary, if not more. The thought made him feel even more out of place.

He took another sip of champagne and tried to relax. The couch was exceptionally comfortable. 

As he gazed around the living room, his eyes drifted across the marble floor, polished to a mirror finish. He wondered how many people worked at Hayley’s villa during the week, to keep such a sprawling estate so immaculate.

“Welcome, Danny, I’m delighted to see you,” he heard Hayley say from the entrance hall.

A few moments later, she returned with Danny in tow. He looked like he’d rolled straight out of bed — his hair was messy, his eyes wide with a mix of panic and awe as he scanned the room.

He shot Rob a glance that screamed, “What the hell did we sign up for?” before Hayley handed him a glass of champagne.

Danny accepted it with trembling fingers and settled on the couch next to Rob, his nerves palpable as he surveyed the living room in a daze. 

“So, what do you guys think of the place?” Hayley her voice light and casual.

“It’s... amazing,” Rob admitted, still visibly awestruck as he took in their surroundings. “I’ve never seen anything like it.”

Hayley’s smile broadened.

“Thank you, Rob. I consider my home a reflection of my taste. Simple, and yet... refined.”

There was absolutely nothing simple about the decor of Hayley’s living room, nor about the fact that she lived in what was basically a fucking castle, but Rob knew better than to contradict her.

He just nodded, waiting for something to happen that didn’t require him to talk, or think, or behave like a normal human being.

Danny nervously cleared his throat, and Rob followed his eyes darting from the art to Hayley’s feet.

Her poise in showcasing her beauty was so commanding that even a minor detail like the lack of nail polish struck him as some deliberate and meaningful statement. He wondered if it really was, or if he was losing his grip on reality. He hadn’t had enough champagne to be drunk, but a strange dizziness was already clouding his thoughts.

Both men quickly raised their gazes, trying not to appear too eager or too nervous.

“You have... a beautiful house, Hayley,” Danny stated, his voice a little too loud and echoing in the vast room.

“Thanks, Danny,” Hayley replied. “I hope you appreciate the art. It’s my pride and joy.” 

She gestured to a painting near the fireplace, a swirl of colors that seemed to pulse with life.

“That one’s a Klimt. Are you familiar with his work? I picked it up at an auction a few years ago. It’s one of my favorites.”

Rob’s eyes widened with a combination of awe and nerves.

Did Hayley just say she owned a Klimt? Wasn’t he a famous European painter whose work was universally admired and exorbitantly priced? He probably misheard her.

“It’s... incredible,” he murmured, his frenzied thoughts flashing to a thousand places at once.

“Isn’t it?” Hayley reflected, smiling at his ill-concealed stupor. “I’m glad that you like it, Rob.”

He promptly took another gulp of his champagne, trying to keep his cool. 

She looked over at Danny, who was still staring at the Klimt.

“Danny, do you have a favorite artist?”

Danny’s gaze snapped back to her, and he swallowed hard.

“Ah, er... too many to mention, Hayley,” he stuttered, struggling to keep his eyes from drifting down to her feet. “But that one is... a truly magnificent work.”

Hayley smirked and leaned toward them as if to share a secret, the top of her robe parting slightly to reveal a hint of the shape of her breasts.

“You know, I have a few other pieces that might tickle your fancy,” she informed them, her voice low and sultry.

Was this some kind of sexual innuendo or just a casual remark? Why did everything Hayley said resonate with lustful undertones? Was she trying to drive them crazy? 

Rob felt the blood rushing to his head. He had to find a way to steady his heartbeat. Was such a thing even possible, given the circumstances? He drew a deep breath, attempting to calm down.

Both men nodded at nothing in particular, straining to maintain their gazes on Hayley’s face and not let them stray.

It was a losing battle, though. The promise of what was to come was like a drug, clouding their minds and buzzing in their ears.

Rob decided to take some initiative, refusing to allow his thoughts to consume him.

“So, Hayley,” he said, his eyes drifting across the opulent room, “how did you get into collecting art?”

Hayley rewarded him with a radiant smile.

“It’s a long story, really,” she explained, “but I’ll give you the short version. I’ve always had an appreciation of beauty, in all its forms. When I started making money, I realized I could own a piece of that beauty. Art is just one of the ways I indulge that passion.”

Hayley enthusiastically told them about the different styles and periods that she favored, listening patiently to their awkward attempts at making relevant observations and feigning a sophistication that they didn’t possess. They stumbled over their words, trying to impress her, and she just chuckled, sipping her champagne and letting them fumble.

“You know,” she said, her voice like velvet, “I’ve always believed that there is something profoundly beautiful in the human form... it’s just another canvas, really. Like a great painting, it tells a story.”

Rob mumbled some indistinct words in agreement, his nervous gaze lingering too long on her bare feet, for which he inwardly scolded himself.

“It’s... fascinating, yes,” he managed, his voice taut.

Hayley looked at him, her eyes filled with a mischievous glint.

“I’m happy that we agree on that.”

Rob felt his face grow hot as he nodded, bringing his glass to his mouth to conceal his embarrassment. He couldn’t believe he was there, in the presence of a Klimt – whoever the fuck he was – and even more so, face to face with Hayley, barefoot, subtly flirting with him while clad in a flimsy silk robe. 

The fact that she was acting so casual and friendly – not at all the demanding Goddess they’d agreed to serve for the weekend – was strangely unnerving. Had the rules changed without their knowledge? Was everything they thought they’d learned from the meeting a huge misunderstanding? What was going on? Was it possible that Hayley had spiked their drinks? Was she about to harm them in some way?

“Calm the fuck down, nothing weird has happened yet,” an internal voice tried to soothe him.

Danny, too, seemed to be struggling with his nerves. He stumbled over his words, trying to ask relevant questions about the art that adorned the walls, his eyes occasionally darting to the increasingly parting neckline of Hayley’s robe.

She didn’t seem to notice, or if she did, she didn’t let on. Instead, she kept talking about the different techniques the artists had used, the emotions the paintings evoked, and the stories behind each piece hung in her gigantic living room.

“Wow, Hayley, you know so much about art... have you ever tried painting, yourself?” Rob finally found his voice, trying to impress her with a pertinent question, the kind that a confident person who wasn’t struggling with crippling feelings of inadequacy would pose.

“Unfortunately, I don’t think I possess that kind of talent...” she admitted with a regretful tone. “I mean, I’ve always felt a deep connection to the beauty of art... and in my own way, I’ve tried to contribute to it, with the different set of talents that nature gave me...”

The boys’ eyes grew wide as they realized this was a not-so-subtle hint at her modeling career. They’d seen the photos, of course — how could they resist the curiosity? – but hearing her speak about it so casually was like being allowed a secret glimpse into a world they’d only ever fantasized about.

“I hope you won’t find this ridiculous, but when I worked as a model,” she explained in a thoughtful voice, “it was all about capturing the essence of beauty. The photographers, like the painters, all had a vision, and I was just a part of it. A color on their palette, if you wish...”

Danny’s gaze lowered suddenly at the mention of her former life, and Rob felt a twinge of anxiety in his chest. It was strange, listening to their boss speak so casually about her risqué past, as if it were a mundane topic to be nonchalantly discussed around the water cooler and not the unspoken dirty secret they’d all obsessed about in the privacy of their homes. 

They nodded, trying to appear unfazed by the revelation, even though their hearts were racing.

“It’s incredible that you were a part of that,” Rob remarked, his eyes flicking to her face and then back to his drink, immediately regretting the observation.

Hayley chuckled lightly, a sound that seemed to dance around the room.

“Oh, it was just a phase,” she said in an airy tone. “But it taught me a lot about the human form, and how it can be so... expressive.”

She leaned closer to them, her robe parting again with the movement.

“You know, sometimes I think that’s why I enjoy the more... physical side of things so much.”

The men nodded, trying desperately to keep their thoughts from wandering into dangerous territory. Those photos were available on the internet – very easy to find, if you knew where to look. They had often perused them under the cover of the night, dreaming about what it would be like to touch her, to taste her lips, to be intimate with her. 

“So,” Hayley broke the silence, her tone light and playful, “have either of you ever seen any of my... modeling work?”

She took a sip of her champagne, her eyes gleaming with delight.

Danny and Rob exchanged a quick, awkward glance, their cheeks flushing.

“Yes... ah, I... uh,” Danny started, his voice trailing off as he tried to formulate a response.

Hayley giggled, amused by their reaction.

“It’s okay,” she assured them, “there’s nothing to hide. It’s all art, after all.”

The tension in the room eased a little as they chuckled awkwardly, nodding in agreement. They were all too aware that it was pointless to try and deny it – their secret fascination with her past was as glaringly obvious as it was predictable. 

“So, tell me... what did you think of my photos?” she asked innocently.

Danny and Rob’s eyes widened in unison, their hearts drumming a primal beat against their ribs. The questions were getting all too insistent, and whatever signal they were trying to send with their awkward mumbling was not being received. Hayley’s gaze was expectant, her smile still in place but with a hint of something more demanding.

Danny coughed nervously, searching for the right words.

“They’re... uh, they’re very tasteful,” he finally managed to say, his cheeks burning.

“That’s very nice of you, Danny,” she nodded, a smirk tugging at her lips. “But I’m curious, what did you really think of them?”

Danny inhaled deeply, his eyes dropping to the floor before meeting hers.

“Honestly?”

Hayley’s smile grew.

“Honestly,” she encouraged him, leaning back into the plush cushions of the couch.

He seemed to weigh his words, his gaze darting to her bare feet.

“They’re... stunning,” he admitted nervously. “You’re so... beautiful.”

Hayley’s eyes sparkled at the compliment.

“Thank you, Danny. But tell me, what was it about the photos that you found so... stunning?”

Danny’s throat went dry, his mind racing as he searched for the right words.

“Your... your body,” he finally managed, his voice barely above a murmur. “It’s... a sight to behold.”

“Oh, you’re very sweet, dear,” Hayley cooed with an innocent smile, before moving her gaze to Rob, tilting her head slightly. “What about you, Rob? Care to offer your opinion about my sexy pictures?” 

“No, I fucking don’t, you crazy lady,” Rob thought.

He squirmed in his seat, his eyes darting from Hayley’s smiling face to the floor, where her unadorned toes rested. He felt like he was walking a tightrope, attempting to give an honest answer without being too forward.

“Well, the pictures that I’ve seen are... very... uh... charming,” he muttered, immediately wishing he could evaporate into a cloud and vanish from existence.

The two men chuckled nervously, their eyes scouring the room for something to focus on, unable to hold her gaze. They were out of their depth, and they knew it. 

Where the hell was Mike, anyway? Had he bailed on them? Was the entire weekend going to be like this?

“Come now,” Hayley gently coaxed. “You can tell me. I’ve heard it all before. Which parts of my body do you consider the most... charming?”

Danny and Rob exchanged a quick, awkward glance, their discomfort palpable. 

“Well, Hayley... it’s difficult to... uh... single out a... particular part... of the... uh...”, Danny mumbled, unsure of what the rules of this conversation were.

“Mmm?” Hayley leaned forward, her eyes betraying her amusement.

Danny stared at her as if his brain had frozen.

“Rob, would you care to offer a line to rescue your friend? He seems to be in the middle of a stroke,” she teased, nipping at her champagne.

Rob reflected on his predicament. If he had to die, he might as well go with a bang.

“Your breasts, Hayley,” he stated, with a baffling confidence that only those who find themselves in front of a grisly death can muster.

“I was greatly impressed by the beauty of your breasts,” he repeated, his voice coming from some foreign place, as if his soul had just stepped out of his own body and he couldn’t control it anymore.

Hayley sighed, her eyes glinting with amusement and something else — pride, perhaps? She leaned back on the couch, her robe slipping a little more to reveal the top of her cleavage.

“Ah, yes, my breasts,” she acknowledged, her voice a soft purr. “I suppose they’re my strongest asset, wouldn’t you agree?”

Danny and Rob stared in stunned silence, refraining from confirming or denying. They both brought their empty glasses to their mouths, pretending to drink invisible champagne.

“Danny, what set do you consider your favorite? I’m convinced that a person’s aesthetic taste is a mirror of their personality,” Hayley smiled, probing their faces.

“My... uh... favorite photo set, ah... well...”, Danny stuttered, clearly struggling to find a way of offering specifics without sounding like a perverted stalker.

“Yes... tell me about your favorite picture set of mine and I will tell you all the secrets of your soul... you’ll see!” she giggled, clearly excited.

“Well, uh, personally I... like... mmm, the one in the forest, if I remember correctly...” Danny replied, his voice purposely uncertain, trying to act as if he didn’t recall the specific details of the photo set.

“Are you talking about ‘Norwegian Wood’?”

“Ah, yes... I think that’s the one. From what I remember, you lie on... I think it’s a bed of moss, surrounded by flowers, greenery, and, uh... foliage,” he nodded hesitantly.

“My nipples are very hard in those pictures...” Hayley observed.

“Oh, well.. er...”

“That’s because we shot in Norway in October! If you zoom in on the photos, you’ll notice that I’m covered in goosebumps... it was freezing!”, she explained, amused.

“Ah, yes... I might have, uh, noticed something like that,” Danny admitted, lowering his gaze.

Hayley put a finger under his chin and lifted his head. She looked him straight in the eyes, smiling.

“Don’t you think that my tits are particularly beautiful when my nipples are hard?” she asked him mischievously.

Rob felt his cock strain against his pants as Hayley’s words echoed inside of his head.

Danny swallowed with some difficulty, trying to form a coherent response.

“They... they really look... amazing in those photos,” he mumbled.

“They get exquisitely sensitive when they’re like that,” she informed him.

“That’s, uh... good to know.”

“Aren’t you curious about what your choice says about you?” Hayley asked, broadening her smile.

“What... does... uh... say... it?” he drawled as Hayley’s finger kept his head straight.

“That you have excellent taste, Danny. That’s something I really appreciate in a man...” she nodded, removing her hand from under his chin.

“Oh, well...” Danny murmured, slightly dazed.

Rob had always been aware that Hayley was an incredibly attractive woman, but seeing her now, flirting so openly with them, having fun playing her silly mind games... there was something almost supernatural in the way she could make him feel like a teenager, with all the awkwardness and excitement of a first crush.

“Now, Rob... which photo set of mine do you consider the sexiest?” she asked. “And don’t pretend to be confused... you had a lot of time to think about it, so spare us the fake hesitancy, alright?”

Rob sighed and nodded, seeing no way out.

“Okay, Hayley... I’ll tell you what my favorite photo set of yours is, but first, you have to promise not to judge me...” he pleaded, looking her in the eyes.

“Ooh, now I expect something particularly naughty! Of course I promise not to judge, why should I?” she said with utter delight.

“Alright, my favorite photo set... is ‘Sauna’,” Rob conceded, scanning her face for a reaction.

Such a reaction didn’t take long to manifest. Hayley opened her mouth in mock surprise, her eyes rounding.

“Ah, the Sauna set,” she nodded, her voice a sultry whisper. “Lots of pictures of my pussy in that one.”

Rob instantly covered his eyes with his hand, acutely aware of his faux pas. He had hoped she’d forgotten that one, but Hayley’s memory was as sharp as a steel trap. 

The ‘Sauna’ set had been a particular favorite of his, with Hayley’s naked body sheathed in a fine sheen of sweat, perfectly framed by the dark, moist wood. He had spent many nights half drunk in front of his company laptop’s monitor, zooming in on the pictures and letting his fantasy run wild.

“Okay, I made a terrible mistake!” Rob grumbled, shamefully hiding his face behind his hand. “Can we pretend I didn’t say that?”

Hayley’s eyes gleamed with satisfaction.

“I like a man who appreciates the finer things,” she praised him, her voice dropping to a low, intimate register. “And I’m proud that my shaved pussy made such a good impression on you!”, she added, laughing playfully.

“Hayley! You’re making me blush!” Rob complained, feeling his head spin with embarrassment.

“Let me see!” she requested, trying to move the hand with which Rob was shielding his face, but encountering his resistance. 

“Is it really that bad?” she asked, her voice bubbling with joy.

“Don’t look at me, please!” he begged her, sensing the burning sting of shame spread from his cheeks down to his neck.

“Rob, I have literally shown you a close-up of my pussy! I think you can endure showing me your blushed cheeks, you doofus!”

“You haven’t shown it to me, it’s on the internet!”

“But you have seen it!” she insisted.

“I refuse to answer any more questions!” Rob complained, finding himself in an uncomfortable spot between hysterical laughter and hot tears of shame.

“Alright, but show us your face,” Hayley requested, suppressing a fresh bout of laughter.

“Oh, God,” Rob groaned, removing his hand from his face.

Danny opened his mouth in shock.

“Dude, you are very red! Do you need a glass of water or something?”

“Shut up, Danny, it’ll pass... if she stops torturing me!”

Hayley cackled, finding the sight of Rob’s embarrassment irresistible.

“Okay, now I have a serious question for you both. Are you ready?” she announced.

“What is it?” Rob asked, bracing for more unpleasantness.

“How often do you touch yourself while looking at my pictures?” she asked, trying to conceal her smile by biting her lip.

“Jesus Christ, Hayley!” Danny protested.

“What sort of question is that?!” Rob burst out in dismay.

“I’m your boss, I need to know!” Hayley laughed, enjoying every second.

“Where’s Mike, that bastard?” Rob shook his head in outrage.

“Oh, he sent me a message before you arrived. Car problems, he’s taking a taxi,” she explained nonchalantly, ready to resume her grilling.

“I expect you won’t stop hazing us until he arrives, right?” Rob looked at her, helpless.

“I’m not hazing you, I’m just curious about what you think about me!” she defended herself, feigning innocence.

“Oh, sure... who cares about our human rights, anyway?”

“But seriously... it must be difficult to see me naked in those pictures, at home, and then come to the office every morning for an ordinary workday, right?” she probed.

Danny and Rob snorted, their cheeks flaming.

“I mean, it’s definitely a... unique experience,” Danny managed to articulate, his eyes still glued to the floor.

“Have you ever been shy, Hayley?” Rob ventured, trying to redirect the conversation.

Hayley raised an eyebrow, intrigued.

“Shy?” she repeated in a curious tone. “What do you mean... in front of the camera?”

“Yeah... I mean, being naked in front of a bunch of strangers with cameras and lights, it must be a bit... intimidating,” Rob clarified, hoping to make her talk as much as possible without her turning the tables back on them.

“Oh, no, not at all. When I posed for the camera, it was like I became someone else entirely — some kind of wild, carefree animal. The photographers, they were just there to capture it,” she explained.

“Did they ever get turned on because of your... beauty?” Danny dared.

“Ah, the power dynamics!” Hayley chuckled, her gaze twinkling. “Sometimes, yes. They were only human, after all. But they knew their place. And it was all about the art, the creation. It was a dance of desire and restraint,” she mused. “In fact, frequently, I was required to be turned on, you know? In some pictures, my nipples needed to be very hard and inviting...”

The two men mumbled nervously, their eyes focused intently on her face. They were both trying not to look down at the swell of her breasts, which were pushing against the silk of her robe. 

Hayley noticed their restraint and smirked. She appeared to consider a thought, then decided to share more.

“I’ll tell you something about me. I love having my nipples sucked. The moment I feel lips on them, or the tip of a tongue, they immediately become hard as diamonds – you’ll see,” she teased, her eyes sparkling.

Rob’s erection throbbed insistently in his pants, desperately begging to be released.

His head suddenly felt weightless, as if it was about to detach from the rest of his body and start fluctuating in the air.

“But enough about me... why don’t you tell me about your taste in breasts? Do you like them big? What shapes? Have you ever been with a girl with perfect tits? I want to know all about it!” she giggled.

At this point, Danny and Rob were so exhausted from trying to dance around Hayley’s incessant questions that they could feel their brains starting to melt. They had never talked about their sex lives with their boss before – or any female colleague, for that matter – and it was certainly not a topic they were comfortable with. But there they were, their hearts racing, their palms sweaty, and their dicks getting hard while the woman who was about to become their Goddess for the weekend questioned them about their preferences in the matter of breasts.

“So, Rob? Tell us about your exes and their tits...” Hayley requested, evidently delighted with the topic at hand.

Rob sighed heavily, pondering his options. It was clear Hayley demanded honesty in all things, especially in matters he didn’t want to talk about.

“Back when I worked for Lawson & Williams, in Minnesota... I was in a relationship with a girl who had, uh... pretty nice tits.”

“Pretty nice tits, uh? Define ‘pretty nice’...” Hayley probed, intrigued.

Rob felt a warm sensation creep from his cheeks to the rest of his face and cursed himself for giving out too much.

“A nice shape, I guess... firm, round...” he looked for mercy in Hayley’s eyes, finding none.

“Skin tone?”

“Oh, very white... even lighter than you... she had freckles...”

“So... pink nipples?”

“Uh... yeah.”

“Did she let you play with them?” she inquired, her expression unblinking.

“Yes, uh... she was definitely... available to that...” Rob confirmed.

“A bit of nipple rubbing? A bit of sucking, I hope...”

“Yes, Hayley, quite a bit of those...”

“And what happened to the girl with the nice tits?” she asked with sudden gravity.

“We... we broke up. And then... you hired me,” Rob sighed.

Hayley gazed at him with a worried expression.

“Did she break your heart?”

“I... I guess we could say... something like that... yeah,” he admitted.

“No more nice tits for you, uh?” she commented, disappointed.

“No more nice tits for me, no,” Rob confirmed.

Hayley gave him an understanding look, then turned to Danny.

“What about you, Danny boy? Tell us everything about your conquests and their chests...”

“Well, I... I’ve been with girls with big tits... and girls with small tits. I guess my taste is pretty... eclectic?” Danny replied, attempting to maintain a steady voice.

“Alright, but if push comes to shove – and believe me, it will – which tits do you remember more fondly?” she insisted, matter-of-factly.

Danny took a moment to think, perfectly aware that it was futile to try to hide his thoughts from Hayley.

“Alright, there was this Latina... her name was Rosa... and I guess that... her breasts were my favorite,” he offered, with no illusions of being released this easily.

“A Latina, uh? Big boobs?” Hayley inquired.

“No, actually... she was a bit, uh... on the smaller size,” Danny clarified.

“Nice nipples, though?”

“Uh... nice, yes.”

“Dark?”

“Yes, she had, uh... brown skin,” he confirmed.

“Juicy?”

Danny looked at Rob in search of some form of solidarity, clearly lost in this minefield of a conversation.

“Yes, Hayley... that’s an adjective that... uh, yeah.”

For a while, nobody said anything – the room was filled with the awkwardness of their confessions. Hayley studied the men, her gaze lingering on their crotches, where their growing erections were becoming increasingly difficult to hide.

“God, all this talk about tits is making me horny... I can’t wait to show you mine!” she informed them.

Danny and Rob immediately felt their cocks spring in their pants.

Hayley noticed the change in their body language and took a moment to savor their discomfort.

Before she could say anything to worsen their situation, though, the doorbell chimed through the villa. She glanced at the clock on the mantel, a knowing smile gracing her lips.

“Ah, finally,” she said, rising from the couch. “That must be Mike.”

Both men exhaled with relief, the tension of the conversation dissipating as Hayley’s bare feet padded lightly across the cold marble floor. They heard the click of the locks being turned and the door swinging open, followed by the sound of Mike’s deep voice. 

“I’m sorry, Hayley... today of all days!” he apologized earnestly.

“Don’t worry, dear,” they heard her say in a welcoming tone.

Mike trailed Hayley into the living room, his gaze inevitably drawn to her barely covered form. He was dressed casually, feeling decidedly out of place amidst the opulent setting.

“We took the opportunity to know each other better,” she informed him.

“That sounds nice,” Mike nodded, glancing towards Danny and Rob.

They were sitting awkwardly on the couch, their eyes silently begging for help.

“Hope I didn’t miss much,” he remarked, confused.

“Nothing too important, darling,” Hayley said in an affectionate tone. “We’ve just been discussing the art of seduction. But now that you’re here, we can really begin.”

Mike stared at her, his jaw imperceptibly clenching.

For a fleeting moment, Rob felt his insides float, as though he was plunging through an endless abyss.

The foreplay was over, and he could tell that something life-altering was about to happen in a matter of seconds. 

It was clear by now that this weekend would be unlike anything he had ever experienced.
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​CHAPTER 2
GODDESS
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“Welcome to my home, Mike,” Hayley announced. “I trust you’re ready to join us in our... educational experience?”

Mike nodded, his gaze locked on hers.

“Of course, Hayley,” he said, trying to keep his voice steady.

“Good,” she said, her smile broadening. “From this moment on, you will address me as Goddess. I believe it’s perfectly appropriate, given the role that you’ll take on in the course of this weekend.”

Mike’s eyes widened slightly, but he nodded again in understanding.

“Yes, Goddess,” he said, the word feeling foreign on his tongue.

“Excellent. Now, let’s get down to business, shall we?”

She turned to Danny and Rob, her gaze commanding their attention.

“Boys, undress.”

The two men looked at each other, a blush of scarlet spreading on their faces. Their hands trembled slightly as they began fumbling with the buttons of their shirts, their movements awkward and stilted.

Hayley observed them with an almost predatory intensity, her eyes focused on their expressions as they stripped away the layers of clothing.

Mike, however, stood frozen, with a confused look on his face.

“Me too?” he asked.

“Of course, darling,” Hayley confirmed, her tone soothing yet firm. “You’re all here to serve me. Clothing is merely a barrier to that connection.”

Mike’s eyes lowered to the floor. With a deep breath, he began to unbutton his jeans. 

His expression became concentrated, the muscles in his jaw tense.

As the fabric fell away from their bodies, Hayley could see the goosebumps rise on their skin, their nipples tightening in the cool air of the living room.

Mike was the last to finish, his eyes downcast as he shrugged out of his shirt and freed himself of his briefs. His chest was broad and muscular, and his stomach flat and toned – the result of countless hours spent working out at the gym.

His body differed greatly from the more slender, less sculpted Danny and Rob, who were clearly disinclined toward physical activity and noticeably more self-conscious about their state of nudity.

Hayley’s gaze traveled over their bodies with a satisfied expression.

Danny and Rob had been hard for what felt like an eternity, their cocks pointing up like obedient soldiers at attention.

Mike’s penis, however, was still soft, hanging limp between his legs.

The sight prompted a smirk from Hayley.

“Ah, my loves,” she said, her voice like a caress. “I’m happy to see you so obedient. You make me proud. Now, please kneel before me.”

The men exchanged wide-eyed, visibly scared looks. 

This was it, the moment they had signed up for when they had accepted her invitation. 

Danny and Rob hesitantly got down on their knees, their cocks bobbing slightly as they did so.

Mike swallowed hard, his eyes fixed on Hayley with a deliberate intensity. He stood for a few more seconds, as if questioning the legitimacy of the request, but he eventually knelt, joining his two colleagues.

Hayley deliberately ignored his reluctance, her eyes sparkling as she took in the sight of her three handsome employees, their bodies exposed and vulnerable before her. 

She walked closer to the trio, her bare feet silent on the marble floor, and positioned herself in front of them.

Her eyes seemed to linger on Danny and Rob’s erections. Their cocks were lean, with a slight upward curve that made them look almost innocent.

Despite its still relaxed state, Mike’s was different – thicker and more substantial, a promise of raw power that had yet to be unleashed.

“Your cocks are so cute,” Hayley remarked, her voice a playful purr. “All three of you are positively adorable.”

Danny and Rob’s faces burned with embarrassment, their members imperceptibly twitching. Mike, however, remained stoic, his gaze unwavering. There was a hint of challenge in his eyes, as if he didn’t really believe she could tame him.

Hayley held his stare as if reading through him, amused by his defiance.

“Now it’s my turn,” she announced, biting her lower lip in anticipation.

The boys watched, transfixed, as Hayley’s fingers reached up to her neckline, playing with the fabric of her robe.

Rob’s pulse hammered in his groin, and he could hear Danny’s breathing beside him.

“You know,” she mused, “I’ve always found that the act of undressing is one of the most intimate moments. It’s a dance, a silent communication of desire and intention...”

“Oh, Christ, she’s raving mad. We’ll never get out of here alive,” Rob thought in dismay.

The men couldn’t help but stare as Hayley’s fingers toyed with the edges of her robe. The anticipation was almost unbearable, their hearts hammering in their chests.

“Before I proceed, though, there are a few ground rules that we need to establish,” Hayley’s voice grew serious, her eyes pinning each of them in turn. “This weekend, your pleasure will be in my hands. You will not touch yourselves without my permission. This is a sacred pact we’re entering, and there will be absolutely no space for any form of dissent.”

The room grew still as the weight of her words sank in.

Danny and Rob surrendered with a nod, perfectly aware that they had no choice but to comply. 

Mike remained silent, his expression unreadable.

“For the entire weekend, your bodies will be mine to command. No matter how much you find yourselves wishing for a release, you won’t get it unless I say so,” Hayley continued, her voice dropping to a seductive murmur. “Is that understood?”

Danny and Rob bowed their heads in acceptance, even less enthusiastically than before.

Mike, however, sighed heavily, his gaze intense as he processed her words.

“If any of you breaks this rule,” she explained in a firm tone, “you will be sent home immediately. And believe me, you don’t want to be the one missing out on all the fun...”

She observed their faces to make sure the information was being absorbed, then she proceeded.

“There’s another concept that I need you to be fully aware of – trust.”

Hayley paused, her eyes sweeping from one man to the next to confirm that she had their absolute focus.

“You see, for this weekend to be successful, you must trust me implicitly,” she continued. “You must understand that every action I take, every command I give, is non-negotiable.”

Danny and Rob lowered their gazes to the floor, already feeling the full force of her authority.

As usual, Mike’s eyes remained focused on hers.

“When I’m naked before you,” she illustrated, “you won’t be allowed to touch me unless I give you explicit permission.”

The three men looked at her in silence.

“If any of you fails to respect my boundaries, or if you disobey any of my directives, you will face severe consequences.”

She took a step closer to Danny, the flimsy silk of her robe a few inches from his bare skin.

“You’ll be allowed to indulge in the sight of my beauty, of course. But your hands...” she said, using a brief pause to underline the point, “will remain at your sides.”

Rob suppressed a sigh, his eyes lingering on her bare feet.

“Am I being clear, Rob?”

“Y-yes, Goddess,” he murmured, wondering about the extent of his own self-control. He really had no previous experience to draw from – this was completely uncharted territory.

“Danny, get up and stand behind me.”

Danny took a moment to process the order, then he quickly stood up, his eyes half-panicked as he stepped around her.

“You will help me undress,” she announced. “But remember, your hands are to stay on the fabric. Not one finger on my skin unless I tell you to.”

The tone of her voice — velvet over steel — sent a shiver down Rob’s spine.

“Yes, Goddess,” Danny managed to croak out, his nerves clearly on edge.

Hayley untied the sash of her robe without opening it.

Mike and Rob, kneeling in front of her, watched the fabric part slightly, revealing a frustratingly narrow glimpse of what lay underneath.

“Hands on my shoulders, Danny,” she gently instructed.

Danny placed his trembling hands on Hayley’s silk-covered shoulders.

“Now, my dear, you may take off my robe.”

He took hold of the silk with his fingertips, his breath caught in his chest as he began to slowly tug at the garment, revealing Hayley’s body inch by inch.

The fabric whispered as it slid away from her skin.

Hayley’s breasts appeared, high and firm, her nipples already hardened into tight peaks that seemed to beckon them.

Rob’s throat tightened as he took in the view before him. The years had been kind to her, and the breathtaking body he had seen captured in all those pictures taken more than a decade earlier was still as stunning as ever.

But her beauty was just a part of her allure – it was the power she exuded that truly held him captive. He had never seen a woman so confident, so in control.

When the robe fell at her feet, Hayley stepped out of it gracefully, clad in nothing but a pair of white lace panties. The men’s eyes were tethered to her, their mouths parted in amazement.

The sight of her breasts was nothing short of hypnotizing — her hard nipples standing at attention, surrounded by slightly oval, light brown puckered-up areolas. Her stomach was flat, and the curve of her hips so inviting that both Rob and Mike found themselves involuntarily leaning in, as if magnetically attracted by the sheer force of her sexuality. The thin white lace that covered her sex did little to conceal the outline of the dark pink lips beneath.

Rob felt the room spin around him. Never in his life had he been in the presence of such raw, unfiltered beauty. This was the kind of sexual power that could make men do unspeakable things, and the way Hayley casually wielded it in front of them made him feel utterly helpless.

She stood before them, proud and sharply aware of their thoughts, unmistakably manifested by their unforgiving erections.

Her gaze lowered and landed on Mike’s cock, catching it in the process of consolidating its new stance. 

Rob noticed her mouth curling into a mischievous smile.

“You can kneel back beside your colleagues, Danny...”

Danny obeyed without hesitation, eager to admire her body from a front-row seat. 

As he reclaimed his spot, Hayley moved closer to Mike, her breasts bouncing gracefully with every step. She reached down and playfully ruffled his hair.

“Mike, my love, in a few moments I’ll require your help to get out of these cheeky little panties... but first, I need a drink. All of you, shuffle in front of the sofa and keep me company,” she ordered, her bare feet stepping towards the couch.

Rob stared at her ass swaying mercilessly as she moved away from him.

Somehow, that ass was speaking to him.

It was telling him, in no uncertain terms, that he was no match for a woman like her.

“Oh God, what’s gonna happen to me?” he wondered, as he felt reality slip from his grasp.
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​CHAPTER 3
TROPICAL RAIN
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The boys shuffled on their knees behind her, their cocks bobbing with every movement. Hayley stepped over to the couch and made herself comfortable, perching her ass on the soft seat.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





