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Part 1 – The Runner’s Soaking Wet Pussy

Ana watches her burst out from between the trees like a goddamn missile made of flesh and sweat.

The girl’s nipples are so hard they look like two bullets piercing right through her soaked tank top; every stride is an earthquake of tits bouncing wild and free.

Those black leggings are a second obscene skin: her pussy lips are swollen and outlined, her clit poking out like a “fuck me now” button, and that ass… fuck, that ass is a one-way ticket to mortal sin.

Her high ponytail whips the air like a lash, and Ana’s already picturing yanking it while she tongue-fucks that cunt into oblivion.

“Slow the fuck down, slut!” Ana yells, voice raw with pure lust. “I wanna eye-fuck you before I actually eat you alive!”

The girl nearly stumbles from the shock but doesn’t stop.

Her breathing isn’t runner’s breath anymore; it’s pure bitch-in-heat panting. Sweat pours between her tits, slides down her stomach, and disappears into those leggings where Ana knows she’s already drenched for a whole different reason.

Ana matches her pace like a goddamn predator.

“You always run alone, or were you hoping someone would hunt you down today?” she whispers, so close her breath burns the girl’s ear.

The girl gasps, voice wrecked: “A-alone…”

“Fatal fucking mistake, baby,” Ana grins, all teeth. “Because I already caught you.”

She grazes the girl’s sweaty arm and the jolt is brutal; both their pussies clench at the exact same second.

Ana drops her eyes shamelessly.

“Jesus, look at that ass… built for getting spanked while I chase you down and tongue-fuck you balls-deep.”

The girl bites her lip so hard she almost draws blood, but she speeds up. Ana does too. Now it’s an open chase.

Loose shoelace. The girl trips. Ana grabs her waist like a steel trap, fingers digging into wet flesh.

“Careful, doll,” she growls into her ear. “I don’t want you broken before I break you myself.”

She yanks her flush against her body; her own tits crush against the runner’s back. She feels those rock-hard nipples like stones against her skin.

“I live two blocks away,” she whispers, biting the earlobe. “And I’ve got a pair of white Pegasus kicks that are gonna look perfect on you… right before I rip them off again with my teeth.”

The girl doesn’t speak anymore. Just pants. She’s not running now. She’s floating.

They leave the park.

Ana dips her hand in the fountain and pours ice-cold water down the girl’s neck, letting it run down her back until she slips her fingers under the waistband and grazes the crack of her ass.

“You’re burning up,” she whispers, licking the girl’s neck. “But it ain’t the sun, is it? It’s because I’m already fucking you without even getting home.”

They cross the street. Ana practically shoves her water bottle into the girl’s mouth.

“Drink. I wanna watch you swallow like you’re gonna swallow my pussy in five minutes.”

Water spills down her chin, over her chest, soaking the tank top more until those nipples are screaming. Ana pinches them on the sly while they walk. A moan slips out.

They reach the building door. Ana slams her against the wall before unlocking.

“Last chance to run, sweetheart,” she whispers, shoving her thigh between the girl’s legs and grinding against that swollen pussy. “But if you come upstairs… I’m gonna fucking destroy you.”

The girl looks at her, eyes glassy with raw need.

“Open the fucking door,” she whispers.

The click of the building door sounds like a starting gun.

They climb the stairs.

Ana lets her go first just to devour that ass bouncing step by step. On the landing she grabs the ponytail, yanks hard, and bites her neck like she’s marking territory.

“Open your mouth,” she orders, shoving two fingers down her throat. “That’s how you’re gonna suck me later.”

The girl moans around the fingers, drooling.

Ana kicks the apartment door open. Shoves her inside and slams it shut like an orgasm going off.

No words. Pins her against the wall, grabs those tits through the tank top and twists until she screams.

“These tits have been begging for war all morning,” she snarls, ripping the tank top clean off with one savage yank.

The nipples are purple from being so fucking hard. Ana takes turns sucking them into her mouth, biting, sucking, pulling until the girl’s crying from pleasure.

She yanks the leggings and panties down in one brutal pull. The pussy explodes into the open air: shaved, swollen, dripping like a broken faucet.

“Fuck, look at this…” Ana drops to her knees and spreads the lips with her thumbs. “This ain’t sweat, this is a goddamn flood.”

And she dives in.

She licks like she wants to eat her alive. Flat tongue from bottom to top, sucking the lips, shoving her tongue deep inside, then attacking the clit with vicious circles.

The girl screams, grabs Ana’s hair, and face-fucks her without mercy.

“Ana! I’m gonna come, fuck!”

“Then come, you slut, drown me.”

And she explodes. A hot squirt hits Ana’s face, mouth, neck.

Ana doesn’t pull back; she opens wider and drinks, sucks, swallows every last drop while the girl shakes apart.

But Ana’s nowhere near done.

She hauls her up, throws her onto the couch face-up, spreads her legs damn near in half.

“Again,” she commands.

Three fingers slam in to the hilt, curling and pounding that G-spot without mercy. Tongue back on the clit, sucking like she wants to rip it off.

The runner screams, cries, thrashes. Another orgasm rips through her like lightning; this time she squirts so hard the whole couch is soaked.

Ana stands, wipes her face with her hand, and shoves it into the girl’s mouth.

“Taste how much of a slut you are.”

The girl obediently sucks, eyes rolled back.

“My turn,” Ana declares.

She strips in two seconds flat, sits on the couch, and spreads her legs like a queen.

“Sit on my face. Now.”

She grabs that ass and lowers her until the soaked pussy covers her mouth. The girl moans, grinds, face-fucks her desperately.

Ana shoves her tongue as deep as it’ll go, squeezes that ass, and smashes her down while rubbing her own clit at warp speed.

Ana’s orgasm is brutal: she screams into the pussy, hips bucking, squirting all over the girl’s chin, drowning her in it.

They collapse, trembling, panting. Ana gets up, goes to the closet, and pulls out the white Pegasus kicks.

Still naked, her own pussy still throbbing, she kneels in front of her. Slides the sneakers on slowly, tying the laces with fingers that still shake from coming.

They lock eyes. Ana grins like the devil.

“You earned these, champ… But tomorrow you’re running again. And this time I’m not letting you make it out of the park.”


Part 2 – Spread Open Like a Book

Ana smells her before she even sees her: ink, clean skin, and a pussy that’s already soaking the library chair.

There she is, sitting alone, skirt hiked up to mid-thigh, legs crossed like that’s gonna hide the throbbing between them.

The open book is a pathetic little shield. Ana licks her fangs. I’m gonna fuck you right on top of your goddamn pages, doll.

She glides up silently, plants herself right behind her, and reads over her shoulder in a low, filthy whisper:

“You like it when they slide inside real slow, don’t you?” The words burn against the girl’s ear.

The girl jumps so hard the book nearly hits the floor.

“W-what…?”

Ana leans in closer, lips brushing skin.

“I’ve got the newest book by this author at my place. First edition. Uncensored. And if you come with me right now, I’ll read it to you with my tongue buried balls-deep inside you.”

The girl’s eyes go wide as fuck, but she doesn’t say no. She bites her lip so hard Ana almost comes just watching.

Two minutes later they’re out on the street. Ana walks two steps behind so she can devour that nervous ass swaying under the skirt.

Every step is a promise of total destruction.

They hit the building door. Ana yanks it open, shoves her inside, and locks it with a click that echoes like a threat.

“Take off your panties,” she orders, no foreplay.

The girl freezes.

“B-but…”

“Now,” Ana snaps, voice like a whip. “Or I rip them off and you don’t get them back for a week.”

She’s shaking, but she obeys. The soaked fabric drops to the floor. Ana picks it up, presses it to her nose, and moans loud.

“Fuck, you smell like library and horny slut. I’m obsessed.”

She grabs the girl’s wrist and drags her to the living room. Tosses the new book on the coffee table, flips it open to a page already dog-eared with lust.

“Sit on the edge of the couch and spread your fucking legs. Now.”

The girl obeys, skirt bunched around her waist, pussy wide open and glistening like it’s been waiting years for this.

Ana drops to her knees between those thighs without even taking off her jacket.

“Open the book wherever you want,” she says, spreading the girl’s lips with two fingers. “And read out loud while I eat you alive.”

Shaking hands grab the book, flip to a random page.

“…I got on my knees and opened my mouth to take her all in…” she reads, voice cracking.

Ana doesn’t wait. She attacks—one long, brutal lick from asshole to clit. The girl screams, the book falls.

“Pick it up and keep reading, slut!” Ana growls, slamming two fingers deep inside without warning.

The girl bends in half, scrambles for the book with tears in her eyes, and chokes out between gasps:

“…she fucked my throat until I drowned in her pleasure…”

Ana sucks the clit hard, grazes it with teeth, lashes it with her tongue. Her fingers piston in and out, wet obscene sounds filling the room.

“Read louder, goddamn it!” she snarls, adding a third finger and curling them hard into that spot that makes the girl shriek.

The girl sobs, reading through hiccups, words breaking apart in her throat while Ana wrecks her with her mouth. The couch is already drenched.

“I’m coming, I’m coming, I—!”

A hot gush explodes across Ana’s face.

She opens wide and drinks, growling like an animal, fingers still pounding until the girl convulses in brutal spasms, legs shaking uncontrollably, the book forgotten on the floor in a puddle of squirt.

Ana stands up dripping, wipes her face, and shoves her soaked fingers deep into the girl’s mouth.

“Taste what your pussy wrote.”

The girl sucks obediently, crying from pleasure, eyes rolled back.

Ana strips in two moves, sits on the couch, and spreads her legs wide.

“Your turn. Sit on my face and read to me until I come all over you.”

She grabs the hips and yanks her down hard. That soaked pussy covers Ana’s entire mouth.

The girl moans, tries to read, but Ana shoves her cunt so deep she can barely breathe.

“Read, fuck, READ!”

“…she fucked me until there was nothing left of me…”

Ana comes with a roar that shakes the whole room, squirting so hard the girl’s face is left shining, drenched, ruined.

They collapse naked on the floor next to the open book, pages stained with sex.

Ana picks up the book like a trophy and scrawls across the first page in marker:

To my favorite little library slut. Come back whenever you want another reading… next time I’m fucking you on top of the stacks.

She snaps it shut, slides it between the girl’s trembling tits, and gives her one last filthy kiss.

“Take it. And remember: every time you open this book, you’re gonna get wet remembering how I ate you alive.”

The girl stumbles out on legs that barely work, clutching the book to her chest, pussy still throbbing under her skirt.

Ana stays sprawled on the couch, naked, licking her fingers clean, grinning like the queen who just claimed another crown.


Part 3 – Up the Ass Until She Licks the Paint Off

The museum is almost empty, spotlights slicing down like blades over the naked bodies on the canvases.

Ana’s prowling the room slow when a voice hits her from behind, low and straight to the cunt:

“That painting makes me wanna put you on your knees and split your ass open till you’re crying in front of half the damn museum.”

Ana turns. The woman is pure expensive fire: blood-red lips, black dress glued to her like a second skin, nipples poking hard, eyes already fucking her raw.

“Lucía,” she says, and her name sounds like a threat. “And you’re gonna be mine before we leave this room.”

Ana arches a brow, amused.

“That sure of yourself?”

Lucía steps in close, barely touching, but the heat is savage.

“Dead fucking sure. Because I can already smell how soaked you are.”

A guard walks past in the distance. Lucía drops her voice to a filthy growl:

“I’ve got a painting at home that’ll blow your mind… and your pussy. Come with me, or I drop to my knees right here and eat you till they throw us out kicking.”

Ana smiles, slow and dangerous.

“Take me.”

They leave. Lucía’s heels click like gunshots. In the cab they don’t talk; just eye-fuck and finger-fuck under clothes.

Lucía slides two fingers under Ana’s skirt in the back seat; Ana bites her neck to keep from screaming.

They get there.

The painting hits like an erotic gut punch: a brutal mulata, tits out, pussy barely covered by a soaked thong, fat cigar between her lips like she’s sucking painted cock.

Ana freezes. Feels the mulata staring, daring her, making her drip.

Lucía locks the door and rips her dress off in one pull. Nothing underneath.

“Strip. Everything,” she orders.

Ana obeys slow, enjoying the game. When she’s naked, Lucía shoves her against the couch, spreads her legs damn near in half, and buries her face in Ana’s pussy like she’s been starving for years.

“Fuck!” Ana yells, grabbing fistfuls of hair.

Lucía doesn’t lick; she devours. Flat tongue, pointed tongue, sucks the clit like she wants to tear it off, shoves her whole face in and drinks deep.

Ana comes in under a minute, squirting into Lucía’s mouth, soaking her face, neck, floor.

Lucía stands up drenched, goes to a drawer, pulls out a red harness strapped to a big, black, veiny dildo already slick with lube.

“On your knees facing the painting, slut. You’re gonna stare at that mulata while I wreck your ass.”

Ana obeys, shaking with need. Lucía spits on her hole, works in one finger, two, three, stretching her mercilessly.

“Breathe… or don’t.”

And slams home.

Ana’s scream echoes through the whole apartment.

The dildo bottoms out in one brutal thrust. Lucía grabs her hips and fucks like an animal; ass cheeks slapping pelvis, wet savage sounds everywhere.

“Look at her! Look at that mulata while I fuck your ass like a bitch!”

Ana cries from pure pleasure, drooling on the couch, coming again just from the pain-pleasure of being stuffed full. Lucía pounds victorious.

Then Ana snaps like a spring. Grabs Lucía by the throat, throws her to the floor, rips the harness off in one swipe.

“My fucking turn, queen.”

She straps it on. The dildo’s gleaming with her own ass juices.

Lucía tries to crawl back, but Ana’s already got her by the hair.

“Down on all fours. Face to the painting. Tongue out.”

Lucía obeys, trembling. Her tongue touches the canvas right on the mulata’s pussy.

Ana spits on her asshole, spreads those cheeks wide with both hands, and rams in balls-deep in one thrust.

Lucía screams so hard her voice nearly breaks.

“Yes, fuck, break me! Fuck me like a whore!”

Ana destroys her. Every thrust harder than the last, dildo sliding in and out coated in filth, Lucía’s asshole blooming open like an obscene flower.

Ana spanks her cheeks cherry-red, yanks her hair back, shoves fingers in her mouth while she reams her.

“Lick your mulata while I fuck you, you nasty bitch! Lick and come!”

Lucía comes screaming into the painting, squirting so hard it pools on the marble floor.

Ana doesn’t stop; keeps pounding until Lucía’s shaking all over, begging through pleasure-tears.

When Ana finally pulls out, Lucía collapses face-down, asshole gaping and pulsing, face smeared with paint and cum, panting like she just ran a marathon.

Ana takes off the harness, straddles her back, and whispers in her ear while sliding three fingers into Lucía’s wrecked pussy:

“Now you know who runs this show, gorgeous.”

She gets up, grabs a cigar off the table; same brand the mulata’s smoking. Lights it slow, takes a long drag.

Blows the smoke over Lucía’s trembling body.

“Next time I’m fucking you in the museum itself and making you come with your tits smashed against some antique mirror.”

Lucía, wrecked, soaked, can only manage one word:

“Any fucking time.”


Part 4 – Suck Her Clit Till The Beast Says Stop

The gym reeks of sex dressed up as hard work. Sweat, hot iron, pussies throbbing under spandex.

Ana’s clit is pounding like a second heartbeat, so hard it hurts to walk. And there she is. The Beast.

A fucking animal carved out of muscle and fire. Every inch gleaming like she’s been oiled down with pure lust. That black sports bra is soaked through; her nipples look like two bullets ready to blow right through the fabric.

The gray leggings are swallowed between her pussy lips, outlining the perfect swollen, dripping cunt like a carnivorous flower begging for tongue.

Ana bites the inside of her cheek till she tastes blood. I’m gonna fuck her till she breaks my face against that pussy. Till she drowns me in it and thanks me for the rest of her life.

The Beast drops the bar with a clang that hits Ana straight in the clit. She turns. Walks. Leaves.

Ana feels her soul get ripped out through her cunt.

“Wait!” she yells, voice wrecked with pure horniness.

The Beast stops. Turns slow. Green eyes like two ice-cold knives.

“What do you want, slut?”

Ana almost comes right there.

“I’ve got this… muscle recovery cream. Insane shit. Not for sale. I’ll give it to you. But it’s at my place. Thirty seconds away.”

The Beast looks her up and down like she’s sizing up fresh meat.

“Thirty seconds. Waste my time and I’ll split your fucking lip.”

Ana’s already dripping down her thighs.

The hallway to the apartment is a tunnel of lava. The Beast walks behind her; Ana feels that stare drilling into her ass like she’s already getting eye-fucked raw. Door. Key. Click.

The air inside is thick, heavy, already smells like sex that hasn’t happened yet. Ana pretends to look for the cream. Comes back empty-handed with pure slut-face.

“Can’t find it…”

The Beast smiles for the first time. A smile that’s terrifying and makes Ana wanna come on the spot.

“You dragged me here for nothing, you lying little bitch?”

Ana drops to her knees without being told.

“No… I dragged you here to eat your pussy till you’re crying and thanking me.”

Silence. Then a low, dangerous laugh. The Beast yanks her leggings down in one pull. No panties. Shaved, dripping, swollen pussy open like a delicious wound.

“Then open that fucking mouth, whore. And swallow me whole.”

Ana dives in like a starving animal. Buries her tongue deep, sucks the lips, latches onto the clit like she wants to rip it off.

The Beast grabs her hair and face-fucks her mercilessly, grinding, drowning her in hot gym-sweat and pussy juice.

“Deeper, slut. I want your throat on my cunt.”

Ana’s crying from pleasure, face glazed, nose buried in her mound, gulping down every drop like oxygen.

The Beast growls like a lioness in heat, claws digging into Ana’s scalp.

“That’s it… till I come all over your cheap whore face.”

She yanks Ana off suddenly. Ana’s face shines, lost in juices.

“Strip. Now.”

Ana rips her clothes off like they’re on fire.

The Beast shoves her onto the couch, spreads her legs damn near in half.

“Look at you… spread open like a desperate bitch in heat.”

Four fingers slam in—no warning, straight to the hilt.

Ana screams so hard her womb shakes.

“Fuck! Yes! Break me!”

The Beast pounds like a fucking machine, palm slapping clit with wet obscene smacks.

“Scream louder. I want the neighbors to know what a slut you are.”

Ana comes like a maniac, squirting hot jets all over the couch, legs jerking like she’s being electrocuted.

No break.

“Turn over. Ass up. Now.”

Ana obeys, shaking, asshole pulsing with fear and need.

The Beast spits in her hand, coats her fingers in Ana’s own pussy juice, and rams three straight into her ass.

Ana howls, face buried in the cushion, tears and drool everywhere.

“You’re splitting me! Fuck!”

“Splitting you and you love it, whore.” She damn near fists her ass, twisting, stretching, wrecking. Other hand slams four fingers back in the pussy, fucking both holes like she’s trying to meet in the middle.

Ana comes again, a brutal gush hitting the floor, body convulsing, screaming like she’s possessed.

“Don’t stop! Wreck my ass! Fuck me till I can’t walk!”

The Beast yanks her hair, flips her around, shoves the ass-coated fingers straight into Ana’s mouth.

“Suck. Taste your slutty little asshole.”

Ana sucks desperately, moaning, eyes rolled back. The Beast suddenly comes—no hands, just watching. A guttural roar, legs shaking, hot squirt raining down on Ana’s face like a storm.

Silence. Nothing but panting and the stench of savage sex.

The Beast pulls her leggings up, wipes her fingers in Ana’s hair.

“The cream… next time you better actually bring it. And I’ll fuck you with the whole jar shoved up your cunt.”

She gives Ana’s soaked cheek one last affectionate slap. Door slams.

Ana stays sprawled on the floor, wrecked, dripping from every hole, shaking with aftershocks. She grins like a lunatic.

“She’ll be back. And next time… I’m the one who destroys her.”


Part 5 – Fucked Like a French Girl

The train station is pure fucking chaos: suitcases, shouting, a hundred clashing perfumes, but Ana only has eyes for her. Tall, wild chestnut hair, lips red like fresh blood screaming bite me till I bleed, endless legs under a skirt that was clearly designed to be yanked up by force.

Her sweet perfume hits Ana’s nose and detonates straight in her cunt like a grenade.

Fuck, I want that mouth dripping all over my clit till the lipstick’s smeared off with my cum.

The Parisian stops, checks her phone, looks around like she’s lost. Ana moves in like a shark with a grin.

“Lost, gorgeous?”

She looks up. Nuclear smile. Red lips, perfect teeth, voice like hot honey with an accent that sounds like raw sex.

“Not lost… just nowhere to get fucked tonight.”

Ana feels the explosion between her legs.

“At this hour a hotel will rob you blind. This city’s an expensive whore,” Ana drops her voice to a growl, “but I’ll fuck you for free and leave you shaking.”

The French girl laughs like an orgasm in surround sound. Ana’s soaked down to her ankles.

“Same in Paris, but there’s always someone ready to spread your legs.”

I’m the one spreading yours till you scream my name in every language.

“What if I spread yours?” Ana stares like she’s already balls-deep inside her. “My place is ten minutes away. King-size bed, coffee… and a tongue that never gets tired.”

The French girl bites that red lip. Eyes gleaming.

“That easy to get me in your bed?”

Ana steps so close their tits almost touch.

“Not easy. Fast. And I promise when I’m done you won’t walk straight when you get back to Paris.”

Two seconds of silence. The French girl grins like the devil.

“Let’s go. Show me what you’re dying to do.”

The cab is a ticking bomb.

She talks Montmartre, wine, wild nights; Ana just thinks about wrecking her.

Every word in that French accent vibrates on Ana’s clit like a maxed-out vibe.

They arrive. Ana’s hand shakes opening the door from pure sexual panic. The apartment swallows them.

“Welcome to my territory,” Ana whispers, already stripping her with her eyes. “Take everything off or I rip it off.”

The French girl laughs, drops the jacket, kicks off the heels, peels the top. Bra falls. Nipples hard as bullets. Ana licks her lips.

“Shower,” Ana orders, voice hoarse. “I want you dripping before I eat you alive.”

She drags her to the bathroom.

Water roars.

The French girl steps in naked; the spray hits her face, hair plastered to her tits, nipples like diamonds.

Ana strips in two seconds and barges in.

“What the fuck are you doing?” the French girl laughs, already panting.

“Fucking you,” Ana answers, slamming her against the tile.

The sponge is just an excuse. Ana’s hands are everywhere: tits, ass, cunt. Three fingers slam in without warning.

The French girl screams, arches, water running down her ass while Ana pounds like she wants to break her.

“Fuck, you’re soaked,” Ana groans, biting her neck hard enough to mark.

The French girl grabs her hair and kisses her viciously: tongue deep, teeth clashing.

Ana drops to her knees, forces the thighs open, and buries her tongue to the hilt. Sucks like her life depends on it, swollen clit trapped between her lips, fingers still fucking mercilessly.

“Putain, yes, wreck me!” the French girl screams, legs shaking.

The orgasm hits her like lightning. She squirts all over Ana’s face, claws at the glass, screams echoing off the tiles.

Ana doesn’t stop, keeps licking till the French girl is sobbing and begging.

“My turn,” Ana growls, hauling her up and pinning her back to the wall.

The French girl drops to her knees, yanks Ana’s legs apart, and dives in. Expert tongue, fingers deep, sucking the clit like she wants to tear it off.

Ana snarls, grabs the wet hair, and fucks her mouth without mercy.

“Harder, swallow it all, slut!”

The orgasm splits Ana in half. She comes screaming, thighs clamping the French girl’s head almost to suffocation, hot squirt flooding her mouth.

They don’t even dry off. Ana drags her to the living room, throws her on the couch like a sack of pure lust.

“Now you’re gonna come all over me till this couch smells like us for a week.”

The French girl laughs, spreads wide like an invitation to hell.

“Fuck me till I can’t talk.”

Ana climbs on, pussy on pussy. Starts slow, sliding, juices mixing. Then goes feral. Clits smashing together violently, wet filthy sounds filling the room.

“Feel me wreck your cunt, you French bitch!”

“Baise-moi, harder, I want you to explode me!”

Ana grabs her throat, kisses her with rage: teeth, blood, tongue. Hips going a thousand miles an hour, clits grinding like they’re trying to fuse.

The couch groans, threatening to collapse.

“Look at me while I destroy you!”

Eyes locked. Moans turn to screams. Bodies shaking, sweating, writhing.

“I’m coming, fuck, I’m coming!”

“Vas-y, vas-y, putain je viens!”

They explode together.

A brutal, devastating orgasm, squirt splashing the couch, their legs, the floor. They cling like the world’s ending, screaming in two languages, shaking, breaking together.

They collapse, sticky, gasping like they just survived a war.

The French girl laughs between pants.

“This is insane…”

Ana bites her shoulder hard enough to brand her.

“And it’s only night one. Tomorrow… we hunt fresh meat. Together. And whoever we catch, we’re gonna wreck her till she begs.”

The French girl grins, eyes blazing with pure vice.

“Deal. We’re gonna burn this fucking city down.”


Part 6 – Two Mouths Strip The Sophisticate Bare

“I want her. Right fucking now,” Ana hisses into the French girl’s ear the second they step into the bar, voice so low it sounds like a sexual death threat.

Her eyes are already locked on the target: dark-haired, ice-cold elegance, perfect chignon, black suit painted onto her body, twelve-centimeter heels, expensive wine glass held like a scepter. Queen posture. Blood-red lips begging to be ruined.

The French girl licks the air. “Putain… that woman is pure power. She’s getting me wet just looking at her.”

Ana grins like a wolf that smells blood. “Tonight we hunt her down for ourselves.”

They move in. Ana slides in on the left, the French girl on the right. The prey is trapped between two predators whose tits are already brushing her shoulders.

Ana drags a single fingertip across the brunette’s wrist, slow, like she’s stroking a live grenade.

“Drinking alone… looks like someone needs their pussy eaten till they cry.”

The Sophisticate looks up. Black eyes, cold, lethal. “And who the fuck are you to talk to me like that?”

The French girl leans in, hot breath on her ear. “We’re the ones who’ll have you screaming in three languages before the night’s over.”

The Sophisticate’s knuckles go white on the glass. “Get lost.”

Ana laughs low, voice turning into a blade. “Imagine two tongues fighting over your clit while you try not to spill that wine… or imagine you fail and come all over the bar.”

Silence. The Sophisticate’s pulse hammers so hard Ana can see it in her throat.

The French girl dips a finger in the wine, brings it to her lips. “Tastes like you when you come in my mouth.”

The Sophisticate swallows hard. Bottom lip trembles for half a second before the mask slams back on. “You’re a pair of filthy-mouthed whores.”

Ana slips her hand under the bar, slides it up the thigh till her fingers graze lace panties.

The Sophisticate tenses, but doesn’t move her leg. “Filthy and fast. And right now they’re soaked just thinking about spreading you open on this bar and making you squirt wine mixed with your cum.”

The Sophisticate breathes deep. Eyes blazing with rage… and raw lust. “Out. Both of you.”

The French girl nips her earlobe, just a flash of teeth. “You won’t sleep tonight without us inside you.”

Lightning strike. The Sophisticate grabs her bag, stands fast. “My car. Now. And if either of you disappoints me once, I’ll fucking destroy you.”

Ana and the French girl lock eyes, show teeth. “Promise,” Ana says. “You’ll be begging us never to stop.”

In the parking garage, a black Audi gleams like a predator. The Sophisticate unlocks it with a sharp click. “Get in.”

Door barely shuts before Ana pounces.

Buttons fly off the silk blouse, perfect tits spill out, Ana attacks one nipple while the French girl yanks the skirt to the waist from behind and rips the lace panties clean off.

“You’re insane!” the Sophisticate yells, but her legs are already spread and her cunt is drenched.

Ana buries her face between those thighs, no warning. Tongue spears deep, sucks the clit like she wants to tear it off, fingers digging in and fucking hard.

“Fuck yes, eat me like that, you slut!”

The car reeks of sex in three seconds flat.

The French girl bites the other nipple till she screams, then shoves three fingers in the Sophisticate’s mouth to suck while Ana devours her.

“I can’t drive like this, fuck!”

“Then pull over or we crash while you come,” Ana growls against her cunt, mouth shining.

The Sophisticate jerks the wheel, screeches into a dark alley, slams the brakes. Spins around, grabs Ana by the hair and kisses her viciously, tongue deep, teeth clashing.

“My place. Now. And there you’re both gonna pay for every word.”

The apartment is dark luxury.

Door barely shuts before the Sophisticate yanks open a drawer, pulls out a black leather riding crop and a harness with a twenty-two-centimeter red dildo that looks like a weapon of war.

“Strip. Now.”

Ana and the French girl obey, bodies shaking with need.

The Sophisticate straps on the harness. The dildo gleams under the light.

“On all fours. Both of you. Now.”

They drop. Asses high, spread, dripping.

The crop whistles. CRACK! First lash across Ana’s ass rips a filthy scream from her throat.

“More, fuck, more!”

CRACK! On the French girl.

“Oui, putain, hit me!”

The Sophisticate whips without mercy, alternating, until both asses are red, marked, burning.

Then she grabs Ana’s hips and slams in—one brutal thrust, balls-deep. Ana howls.

“Take it, bitch, that’s for thinking you’re the queen!”

She pounds like she wants to split her in half, every thrust shaking the floor.

The French girl whimpers desperately, pushing her ass back.

“Me too, break me!”

The Sophisticate pulls out of Ana with a wet obscene pop and rams into the French girl to the hilt. Grabs her hair and fucks her like an animal.

“Two hunter whores, and look at you now—spread open and begging for my cock!”

She switches between them relentlessly. In, out, crop, bites necks, pinches clits. The living room is pure chaos of moans, sweat, flesh slapping flesh.

“Say who’s in charge, fast!”

“You!” they scream together, shaking.

“Good girls.”

She positions them face-to-face, asses up, pussies grinding. The dildo slides into one, then the other, switching every two seconds.

“Fuck each other while I destroy you!”

Ana and the French girl kiss savagely, tongues clashing, tits bouncing, while the Sophisticate reams them nonstop.

“I’m coming, fuck!”

“Je jouis, putain!”

They explode together. Hot squirt drenches the rug, bodies convulsing like they’re possessed, screams that could wake half the city.

The Sophisticate doesn’t stop until they collapse, trembling, breathless, floor soaked.

“Welcome to my territory, bitches.”

Ana, still panting, staggers to the bathroom. Ass on fire, thighs dripping. Looks in the mirror: crop marks, bite marks, pussy gaping and pulsing like a live wound.

She walks back naked, fingers still shiny with her own cum.

In the middle of the room, the Sophisticate now has the French girl face-down, red dildo buried to the base in her ass, pounding so hard the rug slides with every thrust.

“Break my ass, fuck, break it!”

Ana holds up a jar of cream she found in the bathroom, psycho grin.

“Tomorrow,” she rasps, eyes blazing. “All three of us. We hunt the Beast. We catch her, we split her open, we make her cry from pleasure till she begs us to keep her as our official whore.”

The French girl screams an anal orgasm that sounds like an earthquake, ass clenching the red cock.

The Sophisticate turns, sweaty, victorious, harness dripping.

“Deal.”

And all three laugh, naked, marked, soaked, ready for war.


Part 7 – All Three Holes for The Beast

The gym smells like hot iron, sweat, and raw testosterone. Plates crash like war hammers.

Ana walks in clutching the tube of cream. Her eyes slice through the room and lock onto The Beast.

The Beast is pressing a fifty-kilo bar, black sports bra soaked and plastered to her tits, nipples like bullets, gray leggings stretched so tight her pussy is perfectly outlined—swollen, ready to rip the fabric apart.

Ana waits. When the bar slams down with a floor-shaking boom, she steps right in front of her.

“Remember this?” She holds the tube up like a war trophy.

The Beast grins, predator teeth flashing, sweat pouring down her neck and disappearing between her tits.

“Give it.”

Ana takes one step back.

“Not here. My place. Where nobody can hear me scream when you wreck my ass.”

The brunette licks her lips, smelling like sweat and pure want.

“Back for me to destroy you again, bitch?”

The Beast laughs, grabs Ana by the throat with one hand, and slams her against the wall.

“I’m gonna leave your asshole raw.”

Ana moans against her mouth.

“Promise me.”

Street. Fast steps. Air on fire. Apartment door kicked open.

The second they’re inside, Ana drops to her knees.

“I want to rub it on you.”

The Beast collapses onto the couch, spreads her legs like a queen.

“Do it right and then I’ll split you in half.”

Ana squeezes the tube; thick, cold cream pours over steel thighs. She works it in slow, massages, squeezes, slides her hand under the leggings and finds a soaked, throbbing cunt.

“Fuck, you’re dripping…”

The Beast growls, grabs Ana’s hair.

“Shut up and finger-fuck me. Now.”

Ana rams three fingers in. The Beast moans, spreads wider.

Out of nowhere, the French girl appears behind her like a ghost and zip-ties her wrists with a sharp CRACK.

“What the fuck—?” The Beast roars, muscles flexing like cables.

Ana doesn’t pull her fingers out; she pounds harder.

“Shhh… just keep getting wet, baby.”

The Sophisticate steps out of the shadows with steel cuffs. CLICK. Locks them over the zip ties.

“I’ll fucking kill you, whores!” The Beast thrashes.

The French girl grabs one ankle, the Sophisticate the other. Ten seconds later she’s tied to the couch like a pagan sacrifice: legs spread to the limit, pussy and asshole completely exposed, all that muscle useless against steel.

“I’m gonna skin you bitches alive!”

Ana stands, slides her soaked fingers into her mouth, and sucks them clean while staring into The Beast’s eyes.

“Scream all you want. You’re our official whore now.”

The French girl drops between her legs and buries her face—no warning. Tongue straight on the clit, sucking like she wants to rip it off.

The Beast howls, back arching, yanking at the cuffs.

“You fucking cunts!”

Ana straps on a clear twenty-five-centimeter beast, spits on it, and lines it up with her asshole.

One brutal thrust and she’s buried to the base.

The Beast’s scream rattles the windows.

“You’re splitting my ass, you bitch!”

“That’s the point,” Ana answers, pounding like a jackhammer. “And I haven’t even started.”

The Sophisticate climbs onto the couch, straddles her face, and grinds her pussy down.

“Eat, Beast. Swallow my cum while they fuck both your holes.”

The crop whistles. CRACK! Across her tits. CRACK! Across her stomach. CRACK! Right on the swollen clit while the French girl sucks it mercilessly.

The Beast is drowning in pussy, spit, and screams. Her tongue moves on instinct—licking, sucking, swallowing.

“That’s it, bitch, just like that,” the Sophisticate moans, riding her face. “Now you’re our toy.”

Ana slams harder, the dildo sliding in and out of that ass with wet, filthy sounds.

“Feel me open you up, gym slut…”

The French girl shoves four fingers into her cunt while still sucking, her whole hand nearly disappearing.

“Putain, she’s gushing like a fountain… I’m drinking every drop.”

All three holes on fire at once: mouth stuffed with pussy, pussy stuffed with fingers, ass stuffed with the dildo splitting her in two.

The Beast shakes, muscles corded, neck veins ready to pop.

“No… yes… fuck… MORE!”

The first orgasm rips through her like lightning.

Hot jets blast out, soaking the French girl’s face, the couch, the floor. She screams into the Sophisticate’s cunt, choking on cum.

Ana doesn’t stop. Fucks harder.

“One down. Two to go.”

The French girl sucks the clit like she wants to tear it off, fingers pistoning nonstop.

The second orgasm hits even harder. Her ass clamps down on the dildo, The Beast roars, the zip ties creak, her body jerks like she’s being electrocuted.

The Sophisticate comes in her mouth at the same time, hot squirt The Beast gulps down helplessly.

Ana yanks the dildo out of her ass with a nasty wet pop, climbs up, and slams it into her pussy in one thrust.

“Third and final, Beast.”

The French girl moves behind and starts tongue-fucking the gaping asshole while Ana wrecks her from the front.

The Sophisticate never stops whipping: tits, stomach, thighs, face.

The third orgasm is apocalyptic.

The Beast screams like she’s dying, squirt shooting out under pressure, body convulsing, tears, sweat, cum everywhere.

The couch looks like it survived a sex tsunami.

When it’s over, she’s broken. Gasping, shaking, eyes glazed, mouth open, body covered in fluids and red welts.

Ana undoes one cuff. Just one. Strokes her soaked face.

“Welcome to the pack, gorgeous.”

The Beast drags in a ragged breath, voice wrecked, eyes still burning.

“Untie me all the way… and I’ll tell you who we hunt tomorrow.”

Ana grins, pure predator.

“Talk first.”

The brunette licks her lips, tasting someone else’s cum, and growls:

“There’s a blonde bartender near the gym… I’ve seen her looking. She falls tomorrow. And the four of us are gonna destroy her till she begs us to keep her as our pet whore.”

The hunters lock eyes. They laugh. The air smells like victory and sex.

Ana cuts the last ties.

Four naked, marked, sweaty, glistening bodies collapse together on the drenched couch, ready to devour the whole damn city.

THE END.
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