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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 strangers as others watch (and join in). There are also scenes of humiliation, exhibitionism & voyeurism, public sex, bdsm, spanking, and much more. 
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​​Look Inside
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He straps her onto the medical table in the dungeon and used a speculum to keep her hole nice and open. Then, he used his fingers to scoop out the come that's in her pulsating walls.

The sensation is both humiliating and amazing, especially when he takes out the camera and started videotaping the whole thing.

"Such a lovely little cunt you have, darling," he hums.

She keeps her eyes clenched shut when she feels the soft pad of his finger on her inner walls, like he's testing her stretch.

"You're so pretty inside, baby, all pink and soft," he says, adjusting the stretch of the speculum, opening her up a little bit more.

"Ah, ah, no- I can't- I can't," she gasps.

"You were doing pretty well, taking so many cocks in your pretty little cunt earlier," he says and presses a kiss on her inner thigh. His other hand holds the camera steady, recording the way her inner walls try to close together. "So pretty," he groans and lowers the camera to pump his cock.

He stands and aims the head of his cock to her opening, the speculum giving him a straight passage into her hole.

"Oh, oh, you're- you're gonna," she gasps when she feels the hot spurt of his come inside of her hole, splattering into her inner walls. She comes again, her inner walls squeezing the speculum holding her open forcefully, her legs jerking, trying to come free from the restraints.
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​​​Prologue
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The first gift arrives at the cafe where Kitty works in the form of a dozen red roses and a single shining pendant in a gorgeous ornate box hiding amidst the roses.

Her fingers tremble when she opens the box and takes the necklace out from the container. It falls into her open palm with a glint that worries her.

"Someone's got a secret admirer," her coworkers teases her playfully, coming towards her to admire the beautiful red roses that is scented with a sweet perfume. The teasing turns into a sharp, surprised gasp when they see the necklace.

Even to their untrained eyes, it looks expensive, the pendant appears to emit light rather than reflect it. The chain is made of a tiny circular golden rings.

There's just awed silence as she holds the pendant up to the light. It shines with a brightness that's almost unnatural. Her fingers tremble. It looks real.

"That's beautiful," someone says, voicing what everyone's thinking.

"Is that real gold?"

"It can't be," she mumbles, letting the girls have a closer look at the necklace while she reaches for the envelop that is placed together with the necklace. She expected to find a letter or a card there. Instead, there's a diamond certificate that informs of of the carat weight of the pendant as well as the grade of the cut. There's another certificate for the gold and a report number for this particular design, laser inscription registry and other various details that she doesn't understand. She gulps, wondering if there had been a mistake somewhere and where this mysterious gift had come from.

"It's real," Tanya gasps, quickly handing the necklace back to her, as if afraid it would disintegrate in her grasp and she would be charged for it.

It feels like a dream, but she can feel the cold diamond in her palm, the heavy weight of the gold chain carrying it.

Her first thought is that someone had stolen her credit card and used it to purchase the necklace, forgetting to change the address and had it sent to her. But that thought is quickly discarded because even if someone had maxed out her credit card, they wouldn't be able to purchase something as extravagant as this.

It could just be a very well-made fake.

"This- Are you sure it's meant for me?" she asks the man who had brought her the roses. At first, she thought he was just the delivery man, but he's too-well dressed for that. He's wearing a buttoned up tuxedo and a frown that reminds her of her high school disciplinary teacher.

"If you don't want it, I'm happy to take it off your-" Daphne's hand reaches forward to grab her necklace, but she takes a step away and the man somehow manages to materialize between them, blocking her way.

"There is no mistake," he says firmly and it must be quite frightening to be the focus of that terrible glare.

Daphne backs off with a fake laugh. "I was just messing around," she lies. Everyone here knows Daphne has sticky fingers. It's why they have locks for their lockers now. Everyone's kind of looking forward to the day where the owner would see her true colors and fire her, but Daphne's really good with not getting caught and they suspect she's doing other favors for him to stay employed.

"This is too much," Kitty says and flinches when the man turns around to face her. "I can't possibly keep this. I don't even know who it's from." She tries to put the box back into the bouquet and hand it back to him.

"Mr. Hunt would like your company for dinner, "he says, ignoring her outstretched hand.

The silence drags on until it becomes stifling as she tries to place the name. It only sounds vaguely familiar and more than a little bit ominous. Even the name makes her sound like she's not worthy.

"Yes," he continues, unperturbed. "He would like to show you the painting that he has purchased," he says to jolt her memory.

It works.

Her face turns instantly beet red as she remembers exactly who Mr. Hunt is. She met him a few weeks ago during a trip to the local art gallery. It had started off innocently enough, but ended with his fingers between her legs, pulsing into her tight heat and making her come in public.
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Chapter One: Gallery
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Kate, or Kitty, as most of her friends like to call her, feels the familiar sense of calmness envelop her as she stares at the yellow corn field. If she closes her eyes, she can almost imagine the wind in her face, the corn brushing against her toes. The sky behind the windy field is filled with crows that feels like they're coming towards her.

Like all his other paintings, this one reflects the intense emotional turmoil that's racking the artist as he's drawing it. Pain, confusion, panic... she tries not to dwell on it for too long, knowing how easy it is to fall into that same hole.

In her opinion, he truly encapsulates the meaning of finding what you love and letting it kill you.

"That's a rather morbid though, isn't it?" a gruff voice says from beside her.

She yelps in surprise and stumbles away from the stranger who seems to have appeared out of nowhere beside her. She's been to the museum a few times during this house and she's never had company before, especially not in this part of the museum, which is kind of hidden at the very back and is a dead end of sorts. Most people avoid is because the display right before this is a labyrinth that is only too easy to get lost in. Her heartbeat speeds up when she realizes that not only does she not have company, it's company in the form of a really handsome man.

Her eyes widen as she stares at him, unable to look away. He looks older than her. Then again, she supposes she's at a age where most people would be older than her and look particularly ancient. She's eighteen, after all. His composure is stoic, sure of himself. His suit looks tailored and expensive and there's a tattoo peeking from his collar and ink on his left hand as well.

Angry black rings adorn his fingers. He looks like a mafia gang leader who's trying his hands at politics. He holds himself almost regally, though she supposes that has something to do with the staff he's holding in his hand as well.

"I'm sorry, my dear. I didn't mean to startle you," he says.

She swallows the panic bubbling up from the pit of her stomach to her throat. Her hand presses to her heart and she manages a small giggle. "It's fine," she says, looking at the man who looks so out of place in the slightly debilitated museum. It's an old building filled with old paintings, most of which she recognizes are recreations and some are worth more than her entire year's salary.

"Have you found what you love?" he asks.

She is thrown by the question.

"Earlier," he hums. "I didn't mean to eavesdrop, but you said, 'find what you love and let it kill you'. Have you found what you love?"

"I don't think anyone has," she whispers. She doesn't realize she had said it out loud. "It doesn't seem very healthy."

"Perhaps not," he hums, smiling warmly at her, his hazel eyes telling stories of years of experience that she can only imagine.

"I've never seen you around before," she says.

"My name is Darrell Hunt. I'm just making my monthly round," he says, gesturing around him as if he owned the place.
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