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This book is licensed for your personal enjoyment
only. This book may not be resold or given away to other people. If
you would like to share this book with another person, please
purchase an additional copy for each reader. If you're reading this
book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use
only, then please visit your favorite eBook retailer to purchase
your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this
author.
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A Detailed Warning:

 


While all of the characters in this story are
consenting adults, many of the activities are potentially
dangerous, and some of them are depicted in ways that are
especially unsafe. Communication is key in any intimate setting,
and in BDSM especially. Any situation that can interfere with clear
communication of safe words should be avoided, and this story
depicts an over-the-top fantasy, not intended to reflect realistic
sexual situations. Please approach the subject matter with caution,
heed the content tags, and do not use this story as a model for
appropriate real life behavior.
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Liam trembles as he waits, what feels like
hours since Sol left him here alone.

Gagged.

Naked.

Handcuffed.

Securely blindfolded, with a sizable plug in
his ass rumbling madly at its highest setting. He's long since been
reduced to a helpless and impatient wreck, right here in the wide
open living room of his dom's enormous home. The knowledge that
Sol—and however many guests decided to accept his invitation for
the night—are elsewhere in the house does nothing to make Liam feel
less alone.

The humiliation of his situation is
exquisite, being abandoned like this with an inviolable command:
Don't move.

If the command had come from anyone other
than Sol, Liam would have failed by now. His entire body trembles
in a glorious agony of overstimulation. It's nearly impossible to
hold his position, even though it's a simple one: sitting right at
the center of the widest couch; upright with soft cushions behind
him; legs spread wide; feet on the floor. It could almost be
comfortable, if not for the constant humming pressure against his
prostate, which has long since crossed the line from pleasure into
torment, as he fights not to orgasm.

Sol did not say that part out loud, but Liam
knows how to behave. He's not allowed to come without
permission.

Maybe it really has been hours. He wonders if
Sol's guests know just what state Liam has been left in, while they
take their time enjoying a lazy dinner in the dining room across
the manor. Yes, they all know what tonight's plan is. They've all
been screened and proven healthy to Sol's overprotective
satisfaction, and anyone who is here tonight has certainly arrived
intending to participate in the main event. Maybe they don't know
that Liam remains in this absolute torment of anticipation—strained
to the very limits of his physical endurance—desperate for touch.
He aches to be used. Hurt. Debased. And the longer he waits, the
wilder his need becomes.

At last he hears the quiet sound of footsteps
from the hall, and then a click as the living room door opens. The
footsteps are louder and heavier as the men make their way into the
room. Liam wishes he could see. He has no idea how many guests Sol
dined with tonight, and he can't tell just from the sound of them
moving about, chatting casually without so much as a break in their
conversations.

It's humiliating, the way no one acknowledges
Liam as they file into the room.

"Get comfortable, gentleman," Sol's voice
cuts through the lazy surrounding discussions. "I'll bring you
drinks."

Some of the heavy footsteps cross the
floor—approaching Liam—and finally someone murmurs, "Oh,
Sol. He's lovely."

Sol's pleased chuckle comes from the other
end of the room, and Liam holds himself as near as he can to
perfect stillness.

He tries harder to gauge how many guests are
claiming the various chairs and couches around him, but of course
the task is impossible. More than three. Significantly more than
three. Five? Seven? God, what has he gotten himself into?

"I know decorum says it's rude to be
impatient," says a second, rougher voice, and Liam realizes at
least one man has moved to stand directly over him. "But I've been
looking forward to this all night, and he's even prettier than I
imagined. May I?"

A sharper snort of laughter from Sol
accompanies the clink of ice being dropped into glasses. "Of
course, Henry. Help yourself. I told you, he's yours to do with as
you please tonight. All of you. You don't need my permission to
touch him."

Hands grab hold of Liam immediately following
this reassurance. Rough hands. Strong. More than one person is
touching him, which means Henry must not be the only one
surrendering to impatience. For the first time since the door
opened, the thread of inane conversation stops, attentions caught
by the two—maybe three—men dragging Liam lengthwise along the couch
and forcing him down. A hand pinches his nipple cruelly, before
shoving his shoulder hard and pinning him inescapably in place.
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