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"Was the meal satisfactory?" he asked Master Denver, his breath hot against my breast. I moaned, fingers raking down his arms and eyes clenched shut as I surrendered myself to the stranger holding me in his arm.

"Of course," Master Denver said. 

The chef grinned and delved a long finger inside me. His finger curved, as if to stretch my wall deliberately. 

"Oh fuck! Just like that!" I moaned and then heard the desperation in my own voice and blushed a beet red. Electricity sizzled just beneath my skin, where my blood pulsed with need. He lifted his face to mine and gave me a bruising kiss.

Other men approached us and started clearing the table. When they were done, Chef lowered me to the tale and continued to finger and kiss me. He let go suddenly and my eyes darted around me to see that we were surrounded by men; the same people who had served us lunch earlier. 

I felt my wrists being grabbed and pulled aside. Quickly, I was lifted onto the table and pulled spreadeagle against it. 

The men were looking at me with a combination of lust and primitive animal desire, deliberately stretching my legs wider than what was comfortable. I tried to close my legs together, but they were too strong, forcing me to open wide so they could see my naked lips. 

I watched in stunned silence was the men pulled off their aprons and used the soft cloth to loop around my wrists and ankles, tying me firmly to the table. 

My damp, quivering thighs were parted wide enough for everyone to see how wet I was. Moisture shimmered the insides of my thighs and my clit throbbed with need. 

"What're you doing?" I gasped, finally finding my voice again. I turned from one side of the table to the other, unable to wrap my head around the fact that they were doing this in the middle of a restaurant! Thankfully the only people there were the staff, but there were still half a dozen more men than I needed. 

"Oh!" I gasped as hands rubbed gently against my body. The soft cloth on the table cushioned my back. Still, I couldn't help but wonder, rather irrationally, if food was getting on my body. 

There wasn't a doubt in my mind that the men were completely in charge.

The door of the restaurant opened suddenly and light shone in, blinding me temporarily. I gasped as a man stepped in. My inner thighs and pussy clenched and I fought against the rope to try and cover myself. My breasts bounced with each movement, making my efforts to escape look like a lewd invitation.

"I have what you requested, Sir," the driver said. 

"Good," Master Denver said simply. He had dragged his chair a little away from the table so he could watch my every reaction. His gazed said the same thing he had been saying throughout the day: I could make this stop as soon as I tell him to fuck me. 

I wasn't going to let him win just yet. 

A dirty, kinky part of me wanted to see how far he would take this. What if I asked one of the men to fuck me instead of him? My pussy gave an involuntary twitch at the thought. 

"Sir?" the driver was looking at Master Denver with an expectant expression. There was a small pouch in his hand. 

"Go ahead, Tom," he waved at the driver. 

Tom grinned and pulled a giant black dildo from the pouch. 

The dildo was detailed with veins, glands and even balls. It looked like it was made of fleshy material to imitate real skin. I gulped and my eyes grew even bigger. There was no way that- that monster could fit inside me!

Was he going to take my virginity with a dildo?
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Chapter 1: Fights
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I knew it was too late to escape the fist flying towards my cheek so I bit down on the mouth guard and spun my head in the opposite direction of the punch to make sure my jaw stayed intact.

The impact of clothed knuckles on the side of my head was almost enough to knock me out. A second earlier and I could've let the punch slip past.

The heavy impact of his punch sent me hurling towards the edge of the ring and the pain on my cheek was fast replaced by a throbbing on my head when I met the ground. The ringing in my ear was a familiar pain. I got up almost immediately and stumbled a little on my feet. My brain felt like it'd been rattled.

If Alex use this much force on all his punches, it was no wonder he tired out so easily by the end of each fight. 

My hand came up to rub the pain on my head. That was going to leave a nasty bruise. I wasn't looking forward to explaining that at work the next morning. The HR department already called me into a meeting once for showing up with weird bruises and limping slightly.

Angela stepped forward with a worried glance. A bag of ice had materialized in her hands and she was offering it to me. Her lips were moving, but I couldn't hear her past the ringing in my ears. I waved her away. I was fine.

The cheer from the crowd around us slowly filled my eardrums in a loud bass of screams. I had to resist the urge to glare at every single one of them. I wondered if people still bet their money on Alex. He hadn't won a single fight against me.

Alex had a shit-eating grin on his face. He was getting better at predicting my moves. But so was I.

His lips were bruised and smeared with blood. I had gotten a few good jabs on his torso where it didn't show. He was all muscle, solid and large, but I was more agile and could move out of the way faster.

Two more good hits and he was down. I was almost sorry to end it. 

From the corner of my eye, I saw that we had been at this for just a little over five minutes. I considered giving the audience a better show. The club was full tonight, the crowd huge, expecting plenty of fights and even more bets. I reminded myself that I wasn't getting paid more for longer fights.

Fueled by the thrill of finally landing a hit, he charged at me without thought. I moved out of range easily and delivered a swinging kick to his back as he dove past me. The impact added to the momentum of his run sent him flying into the ropes.

Alex wasn't a seasoned boxer, but he was fast becoming one. He had been coming to the ring and challenging me for a little over six months now. At first he was all brawns, no brains. That was odd, coming from one of the youngest and brightest lawyers in town. I saw his face on papers all the time, winning hard criminal cases. He should be smart enough to come up with a strategy instead of just using his fists to do the thinking for him. 

I do wonder if he was here to blow off steam and not think, though. 

Every fight I won against him earned me an easy two hundred and fifty dollars. The fights were short enough that I could join one or two more fights same night so I never turned down a fight from him.

If getting beaten by a woman every few weeks was hurting his ego, he never let it show. He was getting better with every fight.  

I was surprised when he turned around and sent me a guilty grin. I was certain that was enough to end the fight. He looked like he knew he would miss and was sorry he tried the stupid maneuver in the first place.

If neither of us had guards in our mouths, we would be hurling playful insults at each other.

Alex and I had gone out on a few drinks after our fights, but decided ultimately that we weren't going anywhere beyond playful banters and exchanging punches. He was too focused on his work and didn't have time to date. It was better for us to stay opponents in the ring.

I wished he had taken me home though. He looked like he would be perfect in bed. He stood up and leaned against the rail. He shook his head and tried to get himself together. Sweat flew from his face and he wiped his brows with the back of his hand. His hair was a mess. It made him look even more fuck-able. I reminded myself that we were here to fight.

I resisted the urge to bounce on the balls of my feet. He was getting better at reading my minute moves.

Adrenaline pumped through my veins. My arms were staring to tire from the heavy, quick movements, as were my thighs. My face ached from a different kind of pain.

I could see every flaw on his face, every droplet of sweat that trickled down his perfect brow. I squinted a little against the bright light shining on us and decided I wasn't going to aim for his face.

Alex was only twenty five. Too young to have his nose broken. It was something of a running gag in the club that I avoided punching my opponents directly in the face unless I didn't have a choice. I didn't like leaving injuries that needed doctors to fix. Hospital visits were expensive. For the most part, the men also ignored aiming for my face. 

Ignoring the ringing on the left side of my ear, I lashed forward as he moved groggily to the middle of the ring. 

No matter how many times I got on the stage, I never got used to the pain. Or the exhilaration of delivering pain. 

Sweat flew off my arms as I attacked my opponent. My quick jabs threw him off guard. He wasn't expecting me to have this much vigor this late in the fight. Every time he raised an arm to defend himself, I aimed for a different, unprotected part of his body. It was just hard enough to disorient him, not cause permanent injuries.

He drew back and I aimed at his head with a mean right hook, only to miss it deliberately as he blocked with his arm. Using the distraction, I sent an uppercut into his stomach with my left fist and followed that with a right hook immediately.

His mouth guard flew across the boxing ring. Air went out from his lungs and I stepped away. He collapsed onto the ground with a decisive thud.

The bell rang, a signal for us to stop.

I took the guard from my mouth and moved my jaw. It ached, but I was fine.

"Alright there, Alex?" I gave him a playful kick with the tip of my foot and yelped when his hand lashed out to grab my ankle. He pulled me to the ground with a quick yank. 

I fell onto my buttocks with a laugh. "Jerk." 

The crowd's laughter filled my ears and I was reminded that we weren't alone.

"I win," he said. 

"That's not how this works," I laughed as I stood up, then offered a hand to help him up. He took it gratefully. We bowed to the crowd, most of whom were busy collecting their winnings. Or losses, judging from their disgruntled looks. I frowned. They were still betting on Alex instead of me. Assholes.

We hopped off the ring and shouldered our way past the crowd who were fast betting on a different match, and into the lounging room. Each fight was taxing and I had an hour to get my gearings back before I needed to get on another fight, one that would be much harder than with Alex.
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