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One weekend. That’s all I signed up for. Maggie made me do it and I have to be honest, I wanted it. Didn’t I? All the football team participated in the auction to... you know. The winner. The guy that pays the most got the rights to us. Our bodies. They can use us how they wanted. Maggie told me she would do it with me. 

I am grateful to her for that. Yes? Yeah. Well, at least I was. Sex is evil and a sin, but it can tempt even the best of people. And honestly, I was curious. I wanted to see what I was missing out on... That’s what I keep telling myself, anyway. But now everything is up in the air. Rich gave me what I wanted. He kissed me like I was a tender rose. He made Maggie make me... he made me a woman last night. 

But Maggie wanted it too. 

She and Rich... they planned this. They planned to make me sign the contract.

I stare into my phone. Maggie’s smoothie is whirring, making the kitchen counter vibrate. I’m sure she’s talking to me, laughing. Maybe she’s confessing. All I can concentrate on though is why can’t I just leave? What are they going to do to sue me for breach of contract? I can leave. I should leave.

A heavy hand glides across the small of my back. Every hair on the back of my neck stands up on my neck. Rich.

“Why would you drink that stuff?” He says, not moving his hand. 

“Green means it’s healthy.” Maggie chirps. “Don’t you want us to be healthy?”

I try to stand up. Rich pushes against my moves holding me bent against the counter. Oh god. Is he... right now? Surely he’s not going to fuck me again. And yet, my stomach is clenching. This is so wrong. 

“Make us something better.” He states, though it’s almost like a command. 

Maggie’s my best friend and the first thing you need to know about her is that she hates being told what to do. “What are you thinking?” Okay, not what I was expecting. She’s flirting with him. How long have they been together? Why wouldn’t she tell me? 

Rich’s hand slides roughly to my stomach and yanks me up and back into his bare chest. I gasp at the touch of his hard mast forming starting to push against me. His lips that I don’t understand how I can already miss on my lips press a short sharp kiss on my earlobe. No, man should have this kind of power of someone.

“My princess deserves something special. Doesn’t she?” His tongue drags up my neck in a slow, possessive lick. “Doesn’t she?”

“Yes,” I whimper. Fuck, I’m grinding back into him. Fucking devil.

“What’s your favorite type of pancake, darling?” He pushes harder against my stomach. I’m not wearing enough clothes for this. Sleep shorts that might as well be my panties. I’m not even wearing a bra. I need a barrier. I need something to stop myself. 

“Choc chip.” I rush out.

“Perfect response. Such a good little thing aren’t you?” Rich’s voice drops to a low whisper. I don’t think Maggie can hear. “So fucking eager for me. I can feel you. Your pretty little pussy pressing against me.”

“Sir,” Sir? Fuck. I didn’t just say that. But I did and there’s no taking it back even if I wanted to. 

Rich pushes me back down to the counter with force. The hard edge jabs into the emptiness his hand has left. “You heard her. Choc chip.”

“Yes, sir,” Maggie says, a hint of bitterness in her voice.

“There’s probably some chocolate syrup. Strawberries too. You know make it a fucking feast for my girl.” Rich instructs.

The two of them start talking like it’s just a normal morning. Like his hand isn’t on my ass, rubbing it. I don’t know why, but it does do something to me. There’s something so objectifying to it. I could be a video game he’s just playing without concentrating or a chore. It lets me even just for a moment forget who I am and how I shouldn’t want this.

The voices fade under my racing heart rate and I lock onto what is happening to me. Rich’s fingers slide under the elastic band of my pink shorts. They flirt their way down, stop as they slip between my cheeks and back out. And again... and again. Each time, just that little deeper.
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