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Chapter 1
















Maya's heart hammered against her ribs as Leo's hand slid along her waist, his fingers finding the hem of the white cotton tee he'd chosen for her. The fabric felt impossibly thin against her skin, and she was acutely aware of how her nipples pressed against the material with no bra to shield them. The short skirt he had chosen barely covered her thighs, and she tugged at the hem nervously as they walked toward the nondescript warehouse Leo had driven them to.

"Trust me," he'd said with that mischievous grin that always made her stomach flutter. "You're going to love this surprise."

A buff man dressed in black stood as security outside, not opening the metal side door until Leo confirmed their appointment.

Inside, Maya's breath caught. Professional lighting rigs stood in a semicircle around a king-sized bed draped in white sheets. Three cameras on tripods pointed toward the makeshift set, and she could see the red recording lights blinking like watchful eyes. Five men moved around the space adjusting angles, checking sound levels, their faces professional but appreciative as their gazes swept over her.

"Leo, what is this?" she whispered, though part of her already knew. Her pulse quickened as one of the men glanced up and nodded at Leo.

"I want to make something with you," Leo said, "but you'll be the only one who gets a copy. Just something special for us to watch together."

"An adult film," she said, the words barely audible. Her cheeks burned, but the heat wasn't entirely from embarrassment. The thought of being watched, recorded, and seeing herself later through Leo's eyes made her pulse race. Leo stepped closer, his hand finding the small of her back. "Only if you want to. We can leave right now if you're not comfortable."

Maya bit her lower lip, her gaze drifting back to the bed.

One of the men, tall and wide-shouldered, with graying temples, approached them with a clipboard, his smile warm but businesslike.

"Everything's set up just like you requested," he said to Leo. "We'll follow your lead on direction, but Maya's comfort is priority one."

She appreciated that he addressed her directly when he added, "If you need a break or want to stop at any point, just say the word. This is your show."

Her throat felt dry as she nodded.

"I'm Gabriel, by the way," the man with the graying temples said, extending his hand. "I'll be directing today."

Maya shook his hand, noticing the firm but gentle grip and the warmth in his dark eyes.

"That's Damien on the main camera," Gabriel continued, gesturing toward a lean, tattooed man with piercing blue eyes who gave her a respectful nod. "Alex handles sound," he added, pointing to a rugged, bearded guy adjusting a boom mic. "And those two are Vince and Jason, lighting and secondary cameras."

Vince, with his broad shoulders and dimpled smile, waved casually. Jason, more compact but equally fit, with thick-framed glasses that somehow made him look both intellectual and dangerous, offered a small salute.

Maya swallowed hard. Each of them was attractive in their own way, and she hoped they were there to do more than operate the equipment.

She took a deep breath, the air suddenly charged with electricity. Every ounce of her body tingled with a strange mixture of nerves and arousal.

"I want to do this," she said, her voice stronger than she expected. The words hung in the air, making everything feel very real.

Gabriel nodded, professional but with a hint of approval in his eyes. "Great. Before we start filming properly, we need to get your consent on camera. Why don't you have a seat on the bed, and we'll do a quick interview?"

Leo squeezed her hand before letting go. Maya walked toward the bed, hyper-aware of the soft click of her shoes against the floor and the weight of multiple gazes on her body. The white sheets looked impossibly crisp under the bright lights. She perched on the edge of the mattress, smoothing her skirt over her thighs.

Gabriel positioned himself behind the main camera while Damien adjusted the focus. The red recording light blinked on.

"Just relax and be yourself," Gabriel said, his voice gentle but authoritative. "Can you tell us, in your own words, why you're here today and what you're hoping to experience?"

Maya glanced at Leo, who gave her an encouraging nod. She tucked a strand of hair behind her ear and looked directly at the camera lens. A strange calm settled over her as she found her voice.

"I want to make something intimate with Leo," she said. "Something we can enjoy together later."

"And what about today's experience itself? What are you hoping for? The question hung in the air. Maya felt heat rise from her chest to her cheeks, but there was something liberating about being asked so directly. These men were professionals, after all, and Leo was watching her with such desire in his eyes.

"I like..." she began, her voice catching slightly. She cleared her throat and continued with growing confidence. "I like being treated like an object sometimes. Like a sex doll that's just there to be used." Her heart pounded as the words left her mouth, but she didn't stop.

"I like it rough. Being spanked until my skin burns. Having my hair pulled back while I'm being taken from behind." She wet her lips, her mouth suddenly dry. "I like surrendering control, being held down, being told what to do. Just... being used and fucked for someone else's pleasure. And I like being shared. When Leo lets other men use me, like I’m his toy to share, I have the most mind-melting orgasms."

The room seemed to grow warmer as she spoke. Maya could feel the men's attention intensify, their professional demeanor slipping just enough to reveal genuine interest.

“Perfect,” Gabriel said, and Maya heard the hint of a groan in his tone. She was turning him on, and she loved that she could do so little and have such a strong effect on this man. “We’ll let Leo take control then. Leo, she’s all yours.”
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