
        
            
                
            
        

    

Before We Begin

This story will be told in a serialized fashion. Each book is a part of the story.
 You can find all of them in my Author Central profile page.



In this bundle, you'll find the complete series.
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Bimbo Island


Jack is in dire need of a vacation. 

While picking a destination, he comes across a place he had never seen before - an island in which the social norms are twisted and warped.
Sex is so commonplace that people hardly wear clothes, and the gorgeous bimbos that inhabit the island are just waiting for an alpha like Jack to take them deep and hard. 

After researching it further, he decides to go. 

The Island and its inhabitants are extremely friendly with the outsiders, and the first two women Jack talks to both end up full of his hot cream and begging for more.
They're proud of their way of life and their customs, and Jack intends to make full use of the many opportunities the Island has to offer.



Alpha Cream


Jack's vacation has just begun, and the Island feels perfect for him. On his second day he finds out he has unrestricted access to every facility in the hotel, and he is also entitled to additional "services" from the staff. 

He wastes no time and feeds his alpha cream to the waitress who brought him breakfast in the hotel's restaurant. 

The day had just started, so Jack decides to go explore the Island and its beautiful landscape.
Yet once he comes back to the hotel, he finds a hot bimbo brat just waiting for an alpha man like him to show her what it feels like to be a woman. 

His vacation has just started, but Jack is already in love with the Island.



No Inhibitions


A storm sweeps through the Island and Jack decides to head to the gym to work out, and finds a young redhead that offers to help him. 

 She can't resist him and before she knows it, Jack will fill her back side with all of his alpha cream. 

Still, the Island also has a darker side, and Jack wants to see it for himself. 

Going out, he arrives at the Terminus club and finally discovers how naughty the locals are.
A bimbo in a red dress catches his attention, and just like the girl from the gym, she will soon know how it feels to be taken hard by a real alpha male.


Bratty Bimbos


Coming back from the club in which he left his latest conquest leaking his cream, Jack wanders back to his hotel at night. 

Spotting two girls who seem to be lost, he offers to lead them back to the hotel - and he knows just how they will show their gratitude. 

Watching the locals enjoy their bodies out in the open made him want to go for another round, and those two girls were just what Jack needed. Both of them will scream, writhe and moan, but only one of them will be full of his cream.



Alpha Worship


On the last day of his vacation, Jack is filled with dread. The Island is perfect for him, and he decides to stay. 

He sets out to buy a house, but ends up filling Melanie, the gorgeous bimbo the agency sent, with his hot alpha cream. 

He will have the house in a week, but the following day she contacts him again, for an extra tour of her body that will leave her breathless.




Begging For More


The house is finally his, and Jack can't wait to start his new life on the depraved Island. He didn't have the time to meet his neighbors yet, but one of them, a young bimbonamed Ashley, will surely give him a warm welcome. 

A day later, Sarah also shows up after hearing what Jack did to the other one... Both of them will get their cream filling, and both of them will have trouble walking home.







Hurts So Good


Jack loves his new house, but he feels like it could be improved by adding a dungeon. Once everything is set up, from the hooks on the walls to keep his bimbos still and the wide array of toys sitting on the shelves, all Jack needs is someone to dominate. 

He soon finds Vanessa, and it doesn't take long for them to rush back to his place. 

Jack will make her feel what it's like to be utterly dominated by a true alpha male, filling her rear side up with his cream as she lays there breathless and satisfied.







Insatiable Bimbos

A quiet evening on the Island turns into a smoldering hot adventure when Jack enters the Flytrap bar and a dancer approaches him. A few minutes later she takes him to a private room to give him a special dance, ending with her bouncing on him as she begs for his alpha cream. 

Yet the night is not over, and coming back home Jack spots ayoung woman who wants to get into the club but can't - she's only nineteen. 

She was in search of depraved fun just like anyone else in the club, and luckily enough Jack is there to dominate her and fill her up like a true alpha man.









Deep Inside Her


Jack's insatiable lust leads him to the Terminus club once again. There he spots a blonde bimbo on the dance floor, and before she knows it she finds herself in a private booth with him. Things get hot and heavy, and by the end of the night she will have to walk home full of Jack's alpha cream. The following day Jack meets the maid he hired to clean his house, and while giving her a tour of the room they enter the dungeon. She teases him, but quickly regrets it and gives Jack a perfect opportunity to punish her with his toys, leaving her breathless and full of his cream.







Roughed Up


The Island truly has something for everybody, and Jack can always count on that to satisfy his carnal desires.
He makes his way back to the Flytrap bar and finds a young bimbo just waiting for a real man to take her hard and deep, and leave her back side full of cream.

The first encounter drained him, and coming back home Jack decides to get some sleep. 
The next morning his maid wakes him up with her mouth, and soon after she commits to serving her master in any way he desires, leaving her full and satisfied.
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BIMBO ISLAND





Chapter One

"Enjoy your flight, sir!"
The hostess greeted Jack as he stepped on the jet that would take him and the other passengers to the Island. It did have a name, but Jack didn't bother to memorize it.
It was more than a simple vacation. That island's main attractions were its crystal clear waters and tropical weather, at least on the surface.
People didn't go there for the scenery - they were there for its residents and their warped social norms.
The locals treated sex as if it wasn't anything to hide, and while seeing public displays of depravity was still somewhat of a rare occurrence, people were still open and willing to enjoy their bodies.




Jack read about it on the internet, on a lazy Saturday morning. It piqued his interest, so much so that he felt compelled to visit the place to verify those claims with his own eyes.
After reaching his seat, he took a moment to look around as the pre-recorded message detailing the usual safety measures played. 
The other passengers were younger than him, probably fresh out of college. They all had wide grins plastered on their faces, thinking about the new experiences waiting for them on the island.
Those thoughts had crossed Jack's mind too, but he hadn't given them much weight. For him, the trip would simply satisfy his curiosity and hunger for adventure.
Granted, he would surely enjoy what the Island had to offer - even though Jack didn't need any special aid to do so.
Jack was the kind of man that knew what he wanted and outright took it, no questions asked.




He tried to relax, even though the flight would be long and not too comfortable. He flew first class, as usual, but that particular jet still didn't have enough leg room.
Jack stood taller than six feet, his body sculpted to perfection from years of hard work in the gym - a Greek God wouldn't compare.
As such, he always ended up attracting more attention than he was comfortable with, though it did have some benefits.
Alas, boredom got to him and that was the main reason that drove him to the Island.




The jet took off, pressing every passenger into their assigned seats. Seconds later it stabilized, and Jack began to relax.
Usually his demeanor was cold and calculated, but the anticipation was steadily growing inside of him. 
The complimentary drinks weren't bad, but it was still a fairly long flight. Jack preferred to be in control at all times - he still knew how to enjoy life, but everything had limits.
Time seemed to slow down. Even staring out of the windows didn't help, as the vast ocean beneath the jet seemed like an immobile slate of blue concrete.
Even the music Jack was listening to didn't help much. Eventually he got lost in his own thoughts -  most of which, admittedly, came from the dark recesses of his mind where lust and carnal desires were born.



The passengers cheered and clapped when the jet landed, making Jack roll his eyes. He could never understand why people did that, but it didn't bother him all that much.
He stepped out of the plane and onto the shuttle that would take him and the others to the baggage claim area. Jack scanned the area, trying to find anything out of the ordinary but noticing nothing of the sort.
He grabbed his suitcase and headed towards the exit to hail a cab, dodging the crowds of tourists coming in and out of the airport. Everyone seemed happy and carefree, both men and women alike.
As he exited the airport he quickly found out why. What he had read about the Island was true, society there seemed to work in a different way.
A girl wearing only a necklace caught his attention, her voluptuous breasts jiggling with every step she took. She winked as she walked past him, leaving Jack with a sly grin on his face.
Jack quickly learned how to identify the locals from the tourists: the locals didn't seem to care much for clothing, whereas the tourists were still on the fence about the customs of the Island.





He hailed a cab and the driver struck up a conversation.
"First time here, huh?" He queried as he began driving.
"How do you know?" Jack replied, looking up at the rear view mirror.
"I can see it in your eyes. You’ll love it here."
"Oh, I think I definitely will."
The drive to the hotel was fairly short, but it still gave Jack the opportunity to take in some of the sights of the Island. If it wasn't for its residents, it would pass as any other tropical city - but this was different.



Jack stopped the cab a short distance away from the hotel, deciding to walk up to it instead. 
The sunny boulevard was full of people minding their own business. Locals and tourists mixed in together, yet it felt like Jack had crossed into an alternate dimension where beauty reigned supreme.
The women of the Island all seemed to have toned yet curvy bodies and weren't afraid to show them off - albeit some more than others. No rule was enforced in those regards, the whole place was like a buffet of depravity yet people knew not to engage in explicit acts in public.
That didn't make much sense to Jack, considering the amount of naked and semi naked people walking around at any given time.




He kept on walking and made his way to the hotel, beads of sweat coating his forehead due to the heat. Suddenly, the locals' "attire" made sense to him.
The receptionist sat behind the desk and welcomed him warmly. A quick exchange of information later she stood up and turned around to grab the key to the room Jack had booked.
He couldn't help but stare at her figure, even if she had been one of the few people to wear anything more than a bikini.
"Here you go sir, enjoy your stay! And if you need anything just give me a call and we'll take care of it. " She chirped.
"Thank you," Jack nodded before heading towards the elevators.



































Chapter Two

The clock struck two and Jack decided to head out towards the beach he could see from the room's balcony. He had seen the shoreline from the plane and its sand looked as white as flour from that height, so he wanted to check for himself and maybe come back to the hotel with a guest.
He decided against trying to blend in with the locals, at least for the time being. Swimming trunks and a white T-shirt would suffice - and besides, he wasn't going there to sunbathe.
On his way to the beach he did feel somewhat at the center of attention. He exuded confidence despite choosing not to engage in the Island's customs and much like back home, the women - and men alike - were quick to notice him.




Jack, however, was more of a hunter than a prey and the Island was perfect for him. Every woman he saw could easily be a supermodel back home and the more he looked, the more his desires grew.
Despite the people being so willing to bare everything they had, the Island still had an aura of mystery surrounding it.  Its existence wasn't a secret, but it was seldom discussed or even mentioned - to the point that Jack had no idea it existed before casually stumbling upon an article that mentioned it.
Jack brushed those thoughts aside and continued walking down to the beach. The hotel was just a couple minutes away from it,  but the heat was unrelenting. 
A nearby kiosk that bore a neon sign in the shape of a martini glass caught his attention, and as he approached it he saw the gorgeous woman standing behind the counter.





"Hey, what can I get you?" She greeted him as she wiped the counter with a humid rag.
"Scotch, on the rocks," He replied as he sat down on a stool.
"New in town, huh?"
"Just landed less than an hour ago, I'm still getting used to this place."
"Yeah, it's normal," She nodded as she slid him the glass, "You'll get used to it, especially if you're with friends." She added.
"All alone, I'm afraid."
"I'm sure somebody like you won't have any issue finding company..." The bartender winked at him, a coy smile on her lips.



Like the receptionist, she had been wearing a bikini. An electric blue one, that left nothing to the imagination. Jack couldn't see below her waist, but her plump breasts and long dark hair awoke something deep inside him.
"What time do you get off?" He asked, his gaze burning into her.
"When do you want to get off, mister...?" She trailed off.
"Jack."
"Annette."
Normally Jack would have needed to try harder to pick a girl up, but again, the Island was far different. 




She closed down the kiosk and exited it through a side door, allowing Jack to see the thin fabric of her bikini struggle to contain her plump ass. His instincts had landed him a nice catch.
"You're getting accustomed fairly well for a newcomer," Annette said as they walked the short distance back to the hotel.
"I just know how the world works," He replied.
"Oh really?"
"Really. You had your eyes on me the second I stepped foot on the beach."
"What can I say, I know a good fuck when I see one."
He chuckled, and called the elevator. They got in as soon as the door opened and before they closed, Annette's hands were already reaching for Jack's hardening cock.



Jack grabbed her by the throat, shoving her gently but firmly into the walls of the elevator.
"You're not in charge, whore," He snarled, slightly squeezing her throat.
Annette bit her lip, retreating her hands from Jack's pants. "This will be fun," She cooed.
The doors opened and the duo walked up to Jack's room. His swimming trunks were doing a very poor job at hiding Jack's hard cock, yet nobody but Annette was there to see it - and even if they were,  Jack doubted anyone would say anything.




Once they crossed the threshold into Jack's room, all bets were off. His cock was straining against his trunks, and Annette was quick to fall to her knees in front of him.
Her hands crept up his thighs and grabbed the fabric of his trunks, yanking them down in one swift motion. Jack's throbbing cock sprung out and Annette planted a kiss right at the base of it.
"Let's see if this island lives up to the expectations..." Jack said as he felt Annette's warm tongue trace his shaft from his ballsack up to his tip.
She didn't say anything, but let out a moan as she flicked her tongue over the tip of Jack's cock to taste his salty precum.
Annette parted her lips and took his cock in her warm, wet mouth while cradling his balls with her free hand - the other one was busy rubbing her aching clit.
Jack grunted when she began circling the tip of his cock with her tongue, and how could he not? Annette, like most of the girls in the Island, knew perfectly well how to please a man.
It was just a matter of finding out what made them tick.




He placed a hand on the back of her head and pressed down, forcing Annette to take more of him in her mouth. She began bobbing her head on his large rod, with shallow movement at first. She didn't lack enthusiasm or skill, but she wanted to savor Jack's cock. 
A thick layer of saliva coated his cock and her lips, which made it easier for Annette to glide her hand over his shaft while she kept on bobbing on his tip.
With every movement she seemed to take more of him, aided by Jack's hand pushing her into his crotch. Annette waited for him to grunt in pleasure again before taking most of Jack's veiny cock in her throat, her nose almost touching his abdomen.
He was surprised, so far no woman had been capable of doing that - and he didn't even have to push her.




Jack could feel the warmth of Annette's throat and the vibrations rippled through him as she moaned. She moved her head back, gargling noises filling the room as she spread her sticky saliva all over Jack's cock and balls. 
Annette wanted him inside of her, her pussy had been leaking ever since she served him that drink at the beach and she could hardly wait.
Thankfully Jack was on the same page.
He motioned to stand up and she obliged, her hand still slowly rubbing her clit. Jack grabbed Annette by the shoulders and turned her around before pushing her towards the bed.
She giggled when she bounced on the soft mattress, but she quickly propped herself up on all fours for him, swaying her hips side to side.




Jack approached her and peeled the bottom part of her bikini away to reveal her soaked, shaved pussy. 
Annette took the chance and spread her lips with the same fingers she had been using to please herself, baring her pink flesh to him and waiting for Jack to make her squeal in ecstasy.
She didn't have to wait long.
Jack grabbed her ass to make her stand still and lined the tip of his veiny cock in front of her entrance. He thrust forward and the tip of his cock slid in effortlessly, Annette's tight pussy enveloping it in its warm embrace.
Jack kept on pushing, her tight hole stretching to allow his large cock to fit. Annette's face contorted into a mask of pleasure, a croaky groan escaping her lips while she felt the large rod split her in half.
She felt every inch of him, flesh on flesh, sink into her and filling her hungry pussy to the brim until she could take no more of him.



Jack pulled back, his cock slick with Annette's juices. Her lips stuck to his shaft, gripping his cock as he moved backwards - a testament to her tightness.
Annette couldn't have been older than twenty but her body and mind were built for one purpose only, to please men. She looked innocent enough, but below the surface Annette craved cock like most of the women of the Island.
They thrived on pleasure, some more than others, and would stop at nothing to get their filling.
Jack began pushing back into her, this time with added vigor. Annette's stifled moans soon joined the cacophony of sounds that filled the room, resonating perfectly with their bodies slapping against each other and Jack's deep grunts every time Annette's pussy swallowed his cock.
He grabbed her hips and began thrusting faster, his cock probing her insides deep and hard while she tried to match his pace. Every time Jack sunk his veiny cock into her wet hole Annette would cry out, feeling it stretch her pussy like never before.




"Harder... Harder..." She whispered between harsh breaths.
"Harder what?" Jack snarled, delivering a hard spank to her voluptuous ass cheek.
"Harder, sir!" Annette yelped, her voice broken by the endless streams of moans and groans that escaped her lips. 
Another hard slap caused her to yelp, but Jack didn't care. The sounds she made were music to his ears, and they only made him want to pound her even harder.
He began fucking her tight hole with everything he had, giving it all to her. The more he vigorously slammed his hard cock into Annette's sore pussy, the more Jack felt the lustful frenzy take over his body.



Annette arched her back, her face buried into the mattress to muffle the screams of pleasure. 
The bed shook with every thrust he gave her. Despite the force he put behind every hit, Jack still built up a rhythm that left Annette a quivering mess and brought her on the brink of a massive orgasm.
"I'm gonna cum, I'm gonna cum!" She cried out, her face tinted in a crimson shade.
Jack carelessly kept on pounding her, even after he felt her entire body quake. Her thighs snapped shut, but that only made Jack's cock feel bigger inside of her, especially since her pussy kept clenching on it. Her juices sprayed out of her, flooding their crotches and forming a wet spot on the silk sheets. 
Annette's moans turned into a prolonged croaky scream as the radiating wave of pleasure stemming from her pussy tore through her and shook her to her core, shattering her mind and sending her body into overdrive.
Every thrust sent more jolts of pleasure throughout her, and Jack, despite being close to orgasm too, steadily kept his rhythm going.




Annette lost count of the orgasm she had on his veiny cock, but by the time her body went limp and she could barely string together a coherent sentence, the bed sheets looked like somebody had spilled a gallon of water on them.
Jack's pace quickened, and Annette felt him twitch inside of her. She knew he couldn't hold on much longer.
With a harsh growl and one last forceful thrust, Jack buried his cock fully into Annette's battered pussy while holding her close to him. A torrent of cum erupted from his aching cock and splashed Annette's insides, coating her walls with Jack's hot seed.
Spurt after spurt he emptied his balls into her hungry body as she begged him for more, to sate her unquenchable thirst for cum.
When the orgasm subsided Jack found himself tightly gripping Annette's ass cheeks, his cock still buried in her as tiny rivulets of his cum seeped from her glistening pussy. 
Annette's legs gave out and she collapsed on the bed, soon followed by Jack'. They both laid there panting, exhausted but satisfied.




"You're not like the others..." She murmured, her throat still sore from all the screaming.
"Oh really?"
"You fuck like a bull on steroids, I still can't feel my legs..."
Jack chuckled. "You're not the first one to tell me that."
"Nor the last. You'll love it here." 
"That I don't doubt." Jack nodded.
Annette sat up, groaning as she did so and lazily put her bikini back on, Jack's cum still oozing out of her.
She opened the door and looked back before exiting the room. 
"One more thing, keep your feelings in check. Love's a rare occurrence."
Jack nodded at her and, just like that, Annette was gone.




It had been a tiring day, despite the clock only being near five. Jack laid on the bed for a few minutes, relaxing and trying to wrap his mind on what had happened.
Lust ruled the Island, and that was fine by him. Jack, like many others, was there in search of an adventure that couldn't possibly happen back home - and Annette was just the start.



































Chapter Three

After taking a shower, Jack decided to go out once more - this time in search of food. He hadn't eaten ever since he left home and now that the sun was starting to set, the hunger was starting to rear its ugly head.
The people that walked the busy streets of the Island after sunset were somewhat different from the ones seen during the day. It seemed as if people's true nature came out after dark, which resulted in a slew of interesting sights. 
He hadn't noticed anything too out of the ordinary during the day - save for the troves of naked or semi-naked people - but as he made his way to a nearby restaurant, he kept seeing locals and tourist alike get more daring with their appearance and behavior.




Jack hadn't spent much time looking at the men of the Island. He wasn't interested in them, first and foremost, and the women were far too gorgeous to ignore.
Regardless, the more he looked around him and the more he felt like a king. Every girl he passed seemed to eye him, and how could they not - Jack oozed confidence and he had the looks and demeanor to back it up.
He never cared much for other people's business, and even as more and more extravagant people walked past him, Jack kept his stride.
For some inexplicable reason, he felt powerful - like he had never felt before. 




Jack arrived at the restaurant and sat down, ordering a medium rare steak when the waitress came to his table. Like Annette and the receptionist she wasn't completely naked, and Jack figured it had something to do with the fact that all of those women had been working when he met them.
Regardless, the most he had seen them wear was a bikini and a hat with the logo of the franchise they worked at, so his imagination didn't have to do any work to picture what the fabric was hiding.
After finishing his meal, Jack headed back out on the street. The temperature had dropped, yet that didn't stop people from walking around wearing little to nothing - or in other cases, outfits related to whatever they were into.



Alas, the delicious steak he ate was enough to satisfy just one kind of hunger. Annette had been an appetizer - a tasty one at that, but he wanted more.
A bar caught his attention and he walked in, figuring another drink wouldn't hurt him. 
He sat down at the counter and ordered a scotch, just like a few hours before. The bartender nodded and quickly poured it for him before another client showed up to order something Jack didn't quite make out.
It didn't matter to him, he was there for the part that was his favorite when it came down to women: the hunt.
 Scanning the environment to find a girl, trying to figure out what she could be into and how to convince her to leave with him - Jack was a master at that. Granted, he didn't exactly have to try too much considering women tended to fall for him after only a glance, but it was still fairly enjoyable.
The Island was different, and Jack wanted to see how far he could push the boundaries.




His gaze swept the dimly lit bar looking for the right woman to approach. No one stood out too much, despite the way they dressed - or rather, didn't.
"Haven't seen you around before," Somebody claimed from behind him.
Jack instinctively turned his head slightly to the left and he saw her. A grin appeared on his lips as he laid eyes on the curves of a gorgeous woman, laid out for the world to admire.
She wasn't as young as Annette had been, but she clearly kept herself in perfect shape. 
"Arrived earlier today, actually," He replied, sipping his scotch while keeping his gaze on her. The woman, much like most of the others, wore next to nothing: just a pendant and two bracelets, both encrusted with gemstones. Her curly blonde hair almost covered her breasts, but stopped barely above them. 
"Oh, I see," She smiled at him as she approached him walking slowly and deliberately. "Did the locals welcome you warmly?" She added.
"There's always room for improvement, and something tells me you're dying to get to that."
She turned around and motioned him to follow her. Jack couldn't help but stare at her plump ass, swaying as she walked away. He noticed she had been also wearing a jeweled plug, sporting the same gemstones as the ones on her jewelery.




He downed his scotch, set the glass on the counter and followed the woman. He didn't know her name and she didn't know his, but it hardly mattered anyway.
She climbed a staircase that lead up to the second story of the building in which the bar was located. Jack was right behind her, his face just a few feet away from her smooth pussy.
The woman walked up to a door and disappeared behind it.  
Jack entered the room, noticing its minimalistic furniture arrangement - just a bed, and a string of LED lights set to glow in a deep purple hue.
The woman laid on the bed, her legs spread as she rubbed her pussy in preparation for Jack's hardening cock.




"Let's see what you can do..." She cooed as she watched him take his pants off, his cock visible under the fabric of his boxers.
Jack wasn't too keen on lovemaking. He wanted to feel his partner's body quake under him rather than listen to how much they loved him. He grabbed his cock, now fully erect and slid it up and down the woman's glistening slit.
He teased her briefly, just to make sure she was prepared to take him - and she was. As he moved his cock downwards and lined it up against her hole he pushed in, sinking himself into her tight pussy with one long thrust.
She cried out in pleasure, not expecting him to be so forward. Usually the newcomers were either inexperienced or flat out shy, but Jack was a different breed. 
He filled her to the brim and didn't stop until their bodies connected, feeling her tightness envelop him.



Jack pulled backwards and pushed right back in, giving her no quarter. He liked to be in control, to dominate whoever he was in bed with. It made him feel powerful beyond all belief.
The woman's face contorted in a mask of pleasure, while a relentless streams of moans and groans escaped her lips. Her hand traveled to her swollen clit and she began rubbing it, slowly at first but gradually speeding up to match Jack's pace.
He was going slow, keeping a rhythm that ensured she would feel every inch of his cock as he buried it deep within her soaking wet pussy. 
Jack began pounding her faster, the bed creaking with every thrust. It was barely audible, considering how loud the woman was being. It was music to Jack's ears, and only pushed him to fuck her harder.




Her pussy swallowed his cock, juices dripping down from her hole and onto her plugged asshole. Every thrust he gave her had her body jiggling, and while Jack enjoyed the sight, he wanted more.
"Turn around, whore," He snarled, giving her one last forceful thrust before pulling out of her soaked hole. The woman groaned at first but obeyed and laid on her stomach.
Jack grabbed the flared bottom part of the plug and pulled it out of her asshole, watching it stretch around it. The woman groaned incessantly, but those noises soon turned to ecstatic cries of pleasure when she felt Jack's veiny cock take the plug's place.
He slid in easily, considering her muscles were already used to the plug being there. Still, Jack's cock reached far deeper into her tight asshole than the toy ever did.
With every thrust she screamed, feeling Jack sink into her down to his balls. 




She had never stopped rubbing her swollen clit, even when Jack had her turn around. Seemingly addicted to pleasure she began pounding her wet pussy with her fingers as Jack slowly worked his cock into her asshole, thrust after thrust.
Her juices made it easier for him to pound her, and as time went on, Jack found himself pushing harder and harder until he was basically slamming himself into her asshole.
Her cries of pleasure were suddenly silenced. The woman's eyes rolled to the back of her head as she felt a radiating wave of pleasure crash over her, making her toned body tremble like a leaf on the wind under Jack's merciless pounding.
Her mind went blank, and could only focus on the pleasure she was feeling - both due to her own fingers torturing her aching clit and Jack's large cock tearing her asshole apart.



His orgasm wasn't far off either, and seeing the woman convulse under him as her body tried to drain his cock of every single drop of cum he had in his aching balls sent him flying over the edge he had been standing on.
He kept on thrusting while spurts of cum erupted from the engorged head of his thick cock and flooded her ass, every push sending jolts of pleasure throughout his muscular body.
Jack kept on pounding her for a while as his erection faded - he wanted to push his hot cum deeper in. 
He pulled out and looked down at the battered hole he had been ravaging, his cum slowly beginning to leak out. He grabbed the plug and pushed it in as she groaned, ensuring his hot load would remain inside the stranger's asshole.




Jack wasn't too fond of cuddles, especially in situations like those. He put his clothes back on and simply walked out, leaving a sore but satisfied woman to catch her breath after ravaging all of her holes.
The Island was an interesting place, one that seemed to be made exactly for Jack's needs. He made his way back down to the bar and paid for his drink before walking back to the hotel.
As much as he was curious to see what kind of depravity would occur after midnight, the day had been long and tiring.
That vacation would be the best one of his life.
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ALPHA CREAM





Chapter One

The sun was shining bright in the clear blue sky above the Island, blessing its depraved inhabitants and visitors alike with its warmth. The weather was rarely an issue, and even during the winter one could still see people walking around wearing only accessories and not much else.
Some of them did it only to show off, but to others it was a way of life rather than a gimmick they would put on to impress the tourists.
Tourism, as it turned out, was the Island's main source of income despite its existence never being too out in the open - and even if it was, not many could afford a vacation there.
It wasn't reserved to the elites of society, but it definitely wasn't a place anyone could visit.




Jack didn't have any financial issues to speak of, and despite only being in his thirties he could easily retire and live a very comfortable life if he so desired. It hadn't always been like that, naturally.
All of what Jack had, and all that he was, could be attributed to his iron will and determination. The only stroke of luck he had was getting hired straight out of college, in a company he rapidly rose through the ranks of until he was at the top. Selling it was the most obvious choice, one that net him more money that he knew what to do with.
That power play made him rich, and considering how young he was, Jack had the world in his palm. 
He followed his passions, often delving far too deep into them, but never gave up. 



Alas, boredom eventually hits everyone, like a great -albeit flawed - equalizer that both the rich and poor had to submit to. 
That's when Jack found himself browsing the internet looking for something that would reignite the spark of life. That's when he found the Island, and why he didn't hesitate to book a trip there.
Jack wasn't too fond of playing by the rules, and a place in which said rules were flipped upside down could turn out to be just what he had been craving all along. 
It was a shot in the dark, one that he took with confidence ever if he had no idea where it would land.




He rubbed his eyes as he woke up, forgetting where he was for a second. As he looked around his hotel room he suddenly remembered everything that had happened the previous day, and that was enough to put a grin on his face.
Jack slowly got up and made his way on the balcony, resting his elbows on the railing as he took in the beautiful sight. Clear sky, calm water - the Island was a hidden gem, a slice of paradise Jack was glad to have found.
He went back inside to take a shower, the first part of his morning routine. Roughly one hour later Jack came out of the bathroom feeling like a new man, ready to take on the world like he had done so many times in the past.




Jack locked the door to his room and walked to the elevator, the same one he rode with Annette the day before. He pushed the "Lobby" button and waited for the doors to close.
A few seconds later the doors opened again, and Jack headed towards the restaurant. His booking included breakfast, so why not make full use of it?
The hall that lead to it was empty and silent, but as Jack approached the venue he began to hear faint noises that grew louder the closer he got to the restaurant.
He was expecting a normal place, but the Island surprised him once more. The vast majority of the tables were surrounded by circular booths to offer privacy, though Jack had no idea why they would need something of that sort.




A man came out to greet him and accompanied him to a nearby free booth.
Jack's breakfast usually didn't include much: just an espresso and sometimes a pancake or two, but that morning he settled on just the coffee.
He asked Jack to see his key card - the one that granted him access to his room.  Jack obliged, handing the black plastic card to him. 
The man nodded and retreated back to the kitchen, smiling all the way after giving the key card back. Jack paid him no mind and sank further into the soft leather seat that lined the booth. 
The restaurant wasn't too crowded. Two men sat in one of the "normal" tables, both busy reading the paper, and a woman wearing an apron was lazily sweeping the floors to make herself look as if she had been working - in reality, the place was spotless.




After a couple of minutes, the doors to the kitchen opened and out walked a waitress carrying a try, upon which sat a steaming cup of what Jack assumed was the coffee he ordered.
The woman walked up to his booth, a broad smile on her face and confidence in her step. Jack couldn't help but stare at her large breasts, swaying side to side with every step she took towards him. 
The thin fabric of her bra didn't conceal anything. Jack could clearly see her turgid nipples, darker than the rest of her pearly skin. Not a hair on her body below the shoulders, where her short blonde hair rested.
"Here you go,sir!" She chirped, setting the cup in front of him.
"Thank you," Jack replied, nodding his head.





The waitress entered his booth and kneeled under the table. Jack was perplexed at first, but decided to wait and see what she was up to.
Shortly after he felt her hands caress his thighs, quickly approaching the zipper of his pants.
"What are you doing?" He queried, looking down at his lap.
"You have a black key card, which grants you access to any and all areas and services the hotel has to offer," She replied, her head barely poking out from under the table. 
"Tell me more," Jack grinned, his hand reaching for the cup. 
"The pool, gym and massage parlor areas are open twenty four hours a day, seven days a week," She declared, her slim fingers unbuttoning his pants. "A black key card holder is also able to receive complimentary... Servicing... From the staff," She added.
"I see, I see," Jack nodded after sipping his coffee.



The waitress had his hardening cock out in mere seconds. She held it with one hand while the other cradled his ballsack, gently pawing at it, massaging it with the skill that only an expert in that craft would have.
Jack allowed himself to relax while the waitress worshiped his cock. It was clear it wasn't her first rodeo, yet her hesitant movements signaled she simply wanted to see how Jack would respond. He simply sat there enjoying the treatment and once she realized that, she had the green light to employ all of her skills.
Her warm, wet mouth enveloped the head of Jack's hardening cock, her tongue gliding smoothly over it in slow, deliberate strokes. She felt him grow in her mouth and hands as she stroked his shaft, the veins on it slowly surfacing.
Jack rested his head on the upper part of the booth, forgetting all about the coffee he ordered. The complimentary blowjob was a far better way to start off a day.




His cock now at full mast, Jack swore he heard the waitress faintly mutter "Wow..." under her breath. It made made him chuckle slightly, though it wouldn't be the first time something like that happened.
Back home, the women he slept with would often be intimidated by his size - yet loved how it felt inside of them - but so far on the Island Jack didn't have any issues whatsoever. 
The women embraced the size of his cock and took it as deep and as hard as Jack could go, even when they felt like he would split them in two. 
They loved it, though Jack wasn't sure why - and he didn't want to question it, either. If the women of the Island were all crazy for cock, wanting to be dominated by a real man, then Jack would soon become their master and god.




Jack snapped out of his thoughts when she felt the waitress begin to bob on the engorged tip of his cock, letting out some not-so-quiet slurping noises that were audible enough to be heard outside of his booth. The two men didn't seem to care and simply minded their own business - though even if they did mind, Jack wouldn't.
Her hot saliva coated Jack's cock, making it easier for her palm to glide over his shaft. That, coupled with her tongue circling his head and her soft hand massaging Jack's balls was enough for him to begin to feel the orgasm rising.
The waitress was surely an expert, and while she did look like she was in her early twenties it was clear she had been practicing religiously.




The intensity of her worship increased, as if she knew he would soon explode in her mouth. Jack felt the hand that jerked him off move faster and her tongue focus on his frenulum, furiously licking and lapping away at it as if it would be the last meal she would ever have.
She brought him to the edge and felt him twitch in her mouth, at which point she went crazy, as if his cum sparked a frenzy in her. She wanted it, she needed it.
Jack grunted as thick ropes of cum shot out of his cock, some landing in her hungry mouth and some splashing on her lips and face. She placed both of her hands on his throbbing cock, twisting and jerking to make sure he had no drops of cum left inside his balls. 
She wanted all of his cum and got it. With each twitch, a new spurt flew out of it and landed on her face or neck, only to drip down to her breasts, jiggling along to her movements.




The waitress kept on milking him, slowly coming to a stop once she had sucked all the cum out of him. He felt her hands leave his cock, the erection fading, only to see her blonde head peek out from under the table.
Once she was out she stood up and turned towards him, thanking him for his patronage. Jack nodded, still riding the high of the orgasm she just gave him.
The waitress turned around and walked away, his cum still coating her face and breasts.




Jack looked down at the table, his cup no longer steaming. He drank the espresso, now barely lukewarm, and stood up after making sure not to flash the other patrons.
It wouldn't be the first time something like that had happened in that venue, as Jack imagined.
He walked out of the restaurant, full of energy but drained of cum - at least for the time being. Jack had enough stamina to keep up with the locals and their love of foreigners.
He hadn't explored much of the place in the previous day given when the plane landed and how warmly the residents welcomed him, so he decided to take a walk around the Island.
It wasn't a huge place, in fact one could easily see everything there was to see in just a couple of days. Alas, people didn't visit for the sights.
The same could be said about Jack, however. It wasn't the landscape that attracted him, and while it surely was nice to look at, it didn't compare to the locals and their culture.






































Chapter Two

Jack had been walking for a while, lost in his thoughts, so much so that he eventually lost track of time as he passively took in the sights of the Island. 
The women eying him, then men either not caring or looking at him with envy - Jack was what they wanted to be but never could.
He pulled out his phone and looked at the digital clock that sat in the center of his home screen. It was almost noon, yet he didn't feel hungry. 
Jack scoffed at the dozen of missed calls his phone was displaying, and dismissed them with a rapid swipe of his finger. He explicitly told people not to contact him but alas, following simple instructions often proves too hard for certain people.




Regardless, Jack was on vacation and he fully intended on enjoying every little bit of time he had. 
The heat wasn't too bad that day, and the wind carried on a mixture of fragrances he had never smelled before. Considering the size of the Island, most people walked instead of driving - and everyone's lungs were thankful for it. 
The more time Jack spent there, the more he realized how wonderful it truly was - even to a jaded man like him. 




The Island had something for everybody. It didn't specialize in anything - barring depravity - but Jack could see why it wasn't a place anyone could enjoy. 
There was a stark contrast between the Island and the outside world, one that could take people by surprise and swear to never set foot there ever again. 
The jarring differences were what drove people in and made sure they would come back, and Jack was already thinking ahead to his next visit. 
A place like that was to be treasured, he thought, and not vilified. 




Granted, most of the people who condemned the actions of the locals were the same folks who still clung to archaic notions of society, and while their numbers were nothing to scoff at, they still were largely irrelevant.
The Island would always be there, and it's inhabitants would still live their lives as they always had - with the utmost freedom.



Hours passed and Jack found himself on the opposite side of the Island, in what looked like a park. Taken by wanderlust he didn't pay much attention to where he was going but getting back to the hotel wouldn't be a challenge.
The sun was starting to go down, but the park was still crowded. 
Some people laying on beach towels, relaxing as the breeze caressed their almost nude bodies. Others could be seen jogging instead, and Jack took a particular interest in those.
He sat on a bench and relaxed briefly, watching the locals live their life as if they were putting on a show for him. 
The glistening bodies of jogging women captured his attention, their breasts bouncing along with their steps. The beads of sweat covering their tanned skin made them glow under the sun, almost making them look like angels. Regardless, Jack knew they were the polar opposite of that.




The lazier ones, sunbathing or just relaxing on their towels, gave out a more peaceful vibe but still, everyone seemed obsessed with their own beauty. Showing off one's assets was commonplace and so ingrained in the culture that nobody questioned, and the tourists were simply there to enjoy the show as they tried - and failed - to conceal their arousal.
The locals took pride in the filthy thoughts they evoked in those around them, and Jack was surely supplying plenty of those.




Jack made his way out of the park and onto the nearby street. Going back to the hotel on foot would take too much time, so he simply called a cab.
A minute later the yellow car, like the ones he got accustomed to back home, picked him up. 
The drive was short enough, and on the way back to the hotel the driver struck up a conversation with him. The locals were friendly, after all.
"So how are you liking the Island?" He asked, raising his eyes to look in the rear view mirror.
"It's a hidden gem, that's for sure. It's only my second day here but so far it has been nothing short of great."
"I hear that. Gets even better at night, take it from me," The driver nodded. 
"Does it?" Jack queried. He had seen a glimpse of the Island's night life, but didn't look too much into it.
"I moved here twenty years ago. Fell in love with this place as soon as I stepped off of the plane. But let me tell ya, people get crazy after sunset."
"I might just have to see it for myself then," Jack chuckled.




They arrived at the destination after a few minutes, and Jack made his way into the hotel after paying the driver and thanking him for the suggestion.
Back home people tended to keep to themselves but on the Island there seem to be a tight sense of community that bound people together. 
It was a refreshing feeling for Jack, one that contributed in cementing his love for that wonderful place.



As he absent mindedly walked towards the hotel's entrance, he thought about what the cab driver had told him.
Curiosity may have killed the cat, but Jack didn't feel too feline that day. Walking across the Island had been a nice experience, but some relax was definitely in order.
He still had five more days to spend there before his flight home, and he was sure he could eventually find out just how "crazy" people got once the sun had taken its leave.



































Chapter Three

Upon reaching the lobby, he noticed the presence of a young woman, probably not a day older than eighteen. She wasn't one of the locals, considering she actually wore clothes instead of letting the world admire her body.
Jack paid her no mind and walked to the elevator. He called it, and as he waited he felt a tap on his shoulder. Turning around, Jack saw the girl from the lobby standing just a couple feet away from him.
"You're a tourist too, right?" The girl asked, her smoky voice almost sounding like she wanted the conversation to be a secret.
"Yes, I am. Why do you ask?"
"Well to be honest, the locals kinda creep me out," She admitted, before continuing "It feels good to talk to somebody from... Outside." 
The girl's eyes darted left and right, scanning her immediate surroundings. She seemed upset, but Jack wasn't too keen on babysitting. Still, sensing potential, he kept the conversation going.




"What's a young lady such as yourself doing in a place like this?" Jack asked, crossing his arms on his chest.
"My dad decided to take the family on a vacation and didn't realize what kind of place this was. Thankfully we're leaving tomorrow... And hey, I'm in college!" She replied, lowering her eyes.
"Too bad, I'm sure you would have found a way to enjoy yourself here. The Island has something for everybody."
Jack flashed her a smile, and promptly ignored the elevator doors opening once it arrived.
"Like what?" 
"Like a night you'll remember years from now." 
Jack's voice took on a low tone, almost sounding like a growl.
"Are you hitting on me, mister?"
"Sir. And I usually take what I want, without too many questions."
"Then why don't you... Take me?"




The mischievous grin she had on her fresh face was swiftly wiped by Jack strong hands as he pushed her against the walls, gently but firmly - He was in control.
"Careful what you wish for, little slut, you may just get it," He growled in her ear, feeling her body melt like putty against his.
He took a step back, leaving her breathing heavily against the wall. Jack stepped on the elevator and turned around, motioning the girl to follow him and she did, without even looking around to make sure her father wasn't watching. Jack's charm was enough to make her forget about all those unnecessary details - she wanted him, badly.





The girl seemed shy, but Jack would soon take care of that. 
His hand rose to grab her throat, squeezing it lightly while he pushed her towards one of the walls of the elevator. Her breathing became shallow as she felt the arousal begin to course through her body, ultimately ending up with a damp spot on her cotton panties.
She parted her lips and shared a kiss. Their tongues intertwined, danced and dueled locked in an age old battle that will never have a victor. Her hands began roaming across Jack's toned body, and she smiled when she felt his muscles through his clothes. 



The elevator arrived and they were forced to break the kiss. Jack made his way up to the door to his room and swiftly swiped the key card to unlock it.
His hand on the doorknob, he turned around to face the girl.
"Enter this room and you're mine until I'm done with you. Understood?"
"Yes," She timidly replied.
"Yes what?" He snarled.
"Yes Sir!"
"Good whore."
The door swung open and Jack entered the room, the girl following him just a step behind.




The sun was dipping below the horizon, and while it was a beautiful sight for most standards, Jack had his eyes on something else.
The girl seemed excited to be doing something so taboo - at least for her, in the Island nobody would even bat an eye to it.
Once the doors were closed, they both instantly went back to probing each other's bodies as they resumed kissing right where they left off.
Jack's strong hands roaming on her slender frame soon found their way under the thin fabric of her jeans, grabbing and squeezing her luscious ass. He kept pawing at it, squeezing and massaging while she moaned softly in his mouth, never breaking the kiss even when their saliva began to coat their lips.




She hadn't been sitting still either. As much as Jack was exploring her body she was exploring his, focusing mainly on his crotch. The girl's tiny hands found his cock in seconds and began massaging it through the clothes, feeling the bulge grow as time went on.
She could feel his hard cock against her navel as he pushed her towards him, and that only made her more aroused than she already was. Jack the damp cloth of her panties, and he decided to take things further. His cock ached for release, and the tight body of the girl he had met just a few minutes before was the perfect place to dump his cum into.




He broke the kiss and shoved her on the couch. The last rays of light shining on her body made her glow as if she was a goddess, but Jack knew she was nothing of the sort.
She was his toy, a nameless doll to fuck and send back home full of his cum.
The girl was smart enough to understand what Jack wanted and peeled off her jeans as soon as her body hit the couch. Spreading her long toned legs she gave Jack a direct line of sight to her drenched panties, the red cotton darkening as it soaked up her juices.



Jack approached the couch while unbuttoning his pants and letting them slide to his ankles before kicking them away. The girl's gaze was locked on the outline of his cock, now clearly visible under his boxers. She bit her lower lip in anticipation, her hand traveling between her legs to rub on her aching pussy. 
She hadn't seen Jack's cock yet, but judging by the outline and what she felt with her hands, it was bigger than anything she had ever had and she just couldn't wait to feel it deep inside of her.




Jack approached the couch and climbed on top of it, positioning himself between her legs. Their gazes met and he saw nothing but hunger and lust behind her eyes, just as she saw his undying desire to dominate her.
Moments later Jack lowered his head until he could smell the scent of her pussy. She felt his hot breath on her skin and the anticipation was flooding her panties, though she didn't have to worry about those for long.
Jack grabbed the fabric with his teeth and peeled it away from her, exposing her hairless mound and tight pink opening, already glistening with her juices. Once her underwear had been taken care of, Jack dove between the girl's legs.




She took a sharp breath when she felt his tongue lap away at her, gliding between the wet folds of her skin slowly and deliberately. He began licking her from her soaked opening, moving his tongue all the way to the top to stop on her swollen clit.
She clearly hadn't had much experience with sex, as evidenced by the sudden stream of moans that escaped her lips. Jack looked up and saw her eyes shut tight, mouth gaping open and an expression of pure bliss on her fresh face. Strands of her long brown hair stuck to her forehead, beads of sweat already covering it - she looked gorgeous, and Jack couldn't wait to ravage her young body.




Her soft moans became louder and louder even though Jack hadn't done much to her yet. The girl was sensitive and inexperienced, but Jack would soon make her feel like a real woman.
He slowly pushed his middle finger inside of her pussy, feeling it's tightness envelop him. Jack began moving it slowly just to let her get accustomed to it, while continuing to lick her pussy to taste her sweet juices.
That combination seemed to send her into overdrive. She began grinding her hips on Jack's face as her moans became yelps of pure pleasure. 
She was close to what looked and sounded like an explosive orgasm, and Jack decided to make it even more memorable.




Jack's ring finger joined his middle one inside of her and after curling both of them he began moving in and out of her tight hole at a rapid pace. Her eyes shot open for a brief moment but her face soon contorted in a mask of pleasure when Jack began pressing down on her pelvis with his free hand, increasing the pressure his fingers were putting on the most sensitive spots.
He was hitting places she didn't even know she had, making her reach unrivaled levels of pleasure that her future partners would struggle to reach. She would never forget that night with Jack, that was for certain.
Her entire body trembling as she reached the point of no return, yet Jack wasn't done with her. He took her swollen clit between his lips and began sucking on it - and she completely lost it.
She let out a loud scream as the mind-shattering orgasm tore through her, sending the girl's body quaking under Jack's merciless assault on her most sensitive spots. All the pressure that was building up suddenly vanished in what felt like a wet stream of pure orgasmic bliss. 
Waves upon waves of pleasure crashed through her one after the other, stronger and stronger still. Jack kept on fucking her tight hole with his fingers and savoring her juices, especially after she had drenched his face and couch - he didn't care, in fact it made him feel powerful.



That was simply the first orgasm, and Jack was hell bent on making sure the nameless slut he found in the hotel lobby would remember that night for the rest of her life.
He kept on pounding and sucking as she thrashed on his couch, grinding her hips on his face in search of more even though she knew she would get it.
She lost count of all the orgasms Jack had given her but by the time he stopped fucking her hole with his fingers, it looked like a hurricane had been through the couch. 
Her juices coated the couch, Jack's forearms and his face. Her pussy was red and sore after the treatment it had received, which Jack knew no one would be able to match.




He gave her a minute to recover as she had almost passed out due to all the pleasure, and when she came to her senses, she let out a croaky "Thank you, sir".
Her throat was shot, all the screaming made her lose her voice - but the soundproof walls made sure nobody outside of Jack's room could hear her beg and cry for more.
No one but Jack heard her as she pushed his face against her pussy, screaming for him to fuck her cunt like he hated her. Nobody heard but Jack, and he wanted to do exactly what she begged him to.



He pulled back slid his boxers off, making his cock spring out. Precum coated its engorged tip, and Jack was dying to fuck a hot load of cum deep into her tight pussy.
Her gaze snapped to his cock and she let out a soft moan, but nothing compared to the drawn out groan that escaped her lips when Jack pressed the tip of his cock against her sore opening.
A gentle push later and his head was in. Her pussy was unbearably tight, hotter than hell and still wet as the ocean he could see from his balcony. Her walls stretched to accommodate him as he pushed in her ever so slowly, burying himself into her up to his ballsack.
He filled her pussy to the brim, his balls resting on her plump ass. Jack had never felt anything as tight and hot, the girl's hole felt like it wanted to strangle his cock and milk it dry of all the cum he had in his body.




He moved backwards, grunting as he did so. Jack didn't stop pulling back until the tip of his cock was barely past her entrance, at which point he vigorously pushed back in.
She gave out a dry yelp as she felt Jack's veiny cock split her tight pussy in two, but she loved it. She loved feeling every inch of him, and hated it when he pulled back.
The whore didn't want her pussy to feel empty, especially after trying Jack's cock - yet she knew, deep down, that finding a partner that could compare would be next to impossible.
The way Jack handled her, the way he knew how to push her buttons to turn her into a screaming wet mess of pleasure and bliss were nothing short of perfect.
She wanted to repay him in any way she could, especially after the string of earth shattering orgasm he gave her. Alas, she had nothing but her body, and the strong will to serve him in whatever way he wanted.



Jack picked up the pace, pounding her pussy hard and fast as she cried out in pleasure. His balls slapping against her asshole after each thrust joined the other noises that filled the room, but none of them cared.
Her throaty moans and shallow breathing, the squelching noise coming from her pussy as Jack stormed its depths with each thrust and his grunts all mixed together to form a depraved cacophony that only served to heighten the pleasure they were both feeling.
Her drenched hole kept sucking him in and Jack felt the orgasm rise from deep within him. 




He grabbed her knees and spread her legs even further before starting to pound his living fuck doll even harder than he already was, as if a frenzy had taken over him.
Not long after his mind went blank as a wave of pleasure spread through his body starting from his cock, still buried deep within the girl's pussy as spurt after spurt of cum exploded out of it.
She could feel every vein of his cock as it twitched inside of her, coating her battered hole with what felt like a torrent of hot cum. Jack kept on thrusting briefly, and his cock seemed to spit out more ropes of thick cum after each push until he was drained.




He almost collapsed on top of her but caught himself. Still, he waited before pulling out. He wanted to claim her body as his, and he made sure to push his load as deep as it would go.
Jack pulled out only when he felt his erection fade. He looked as the girl's pussy began leaking his cum, though she was quick to scoop it up with her fingers to taste it.
They both sat there in silence, catching their breaths. 
The girl would never forget that night and most importantly Jack. She was sure no one would ever be able to make her feel like he did, and even back home she would still feel empty without his thick cock buried within her to the hilt, stretching her young hole. 




Jack went to the bathroom and once he came back to the living room, the girl was gone. The only thing left of her were her drenched panties, which Jack kept as a memento.
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Chapter One


On the third day of his vacation, Jack woke up to find the sun hiding behind dark grey clouds ready to douse the Island with water in a vain effort to cleanse it and get rid of the filth.
Jack got out of bed and headed towards the bathroom, ready to begin his morning routine.
He usually didn't take long in the shower, even when he had to wash off the scent of the women he had taken home. 
That day, however, he decided to take his time. The conversation he had with the cab driver the previous night was still playing at the back of his mind.


"Things get crazy after dark". that seemed to be the gist of it. Jack had taken a peek at this so called craziness but decided against delving deep into it - and besides, he already had someone to fuck that night.
From what he had seen the Island still seemed pretty tame, though Jack figured that he wouldn't simply stumble into the more depraved parts of the Island - he would need to go and look for them specifically.


Fresh out of the shower, Jack sat down on the couch - the same one he pounded the lobby girl on the previous night - and looked outside. 
The storm clouds were drawing closer and closer still. He didn't know how people dealt with rain or bad weather in general, but given how the sky looked, he would soon find out.
A loud thunder roared, and shortly after the storm swept the Island. It wasn't too dangerous, but Jack was always fascinated by the sheer power nature held.
He decided to spend the day around the hotel - besides, going out was not an option given the weather.


Jack made his way to the restaurant and ordered breakfast again, except this time he chose not to replicate the events of the previous day. As much as feeling a gorgeous bimbo's lips on your cock is a great way to start the day, Jack opted instead to simply drink his coffee at the counter.
Looking at the clock on his phone's home screen, he realized he had slept in late and didn't even notice. Regardless, he didn't have any obligations to fulfill and for all he cared he could've spent the entire day in bed.


Jack, however, wasn't much of a lazy person. He much preferred to stay active, and as he walked out of the restaurant, he remember that the hotel had an indoor gym waiting for him.
He followed the signs on the hallway and they lead him to it. Upon crossing the threshold into it, Jack was greeted by the soft yet bassy tones of the instrumental song that played over the speakers that littered the gym.
He was expecting it to be tiny, but was pleasantly surprised to see it had every piece of equipment he needed - weights, naturally, as it was Jack's primary way of staying in shape, but also a treadmill to keep his stamina in check.
The place seemed empty, but his attire wasn't suited for working out. A quick trip back to his room fixed it, and he was ready to begin once he had donned a simple pair of shorts and a T-shirt.


Jack approached one of the benches and began loading some plates on the bar that someone had left on top of it. He was not going to try and set any personal records, so he limited the amount of weight he put on.
As he sat on the bench, ready to duck down the bar and begin his sets, he noticed movement behind him being reflected in the massive mirror that spanned the entirety of one of the walls.
His gaze locked on the slender figure bending over behind him - a girl, wearing only a pair of black yoga pants and a tight tank top of the same color.
The thin fabric clung to her curves, which she was proudly displaying as she stretched. Jack took a moment to watch her, forgetting all about the weights.
Her movements were smooth, carried out with the experience of someone who had mastered them. Her plump ass cheeks jiggled every time she changed pose.


Jack couldn't see her face, but the longer he stared at her, the more he wanted to take her right then and there.
He shook those thoughts aside and finally began lifting, taking it slow just to warm his muscles up. The first set went by in a flash, and after a short rest period he began the second one.
As he racked the bar back onto the supports, he heard footsteps approaching. 
Jack was still laying on the bench, looking up at the ceiling when her face entered his field of view. Her plump lips, green eyes and fiery red hair were already enough to make Jack's cock twitch - and the freckles on her fresh young face were the icing on a very attractive cake.


"Need a spotter?" She chirped, her gaze piercing his as she flashed him a sly grin.
"Sure, why not."
Jack's hands moved back on the bar and he began the third set. He could easily clear it without any help, but he wanted to see if the stranger had any ulterior motives.
As he raised and lowered the bar above his chest, Jack kept on looking at the woman to try and understand what her angle could be. Normally a spotter would keep their eyes on the bar in case the lifter ran into some trouble, but her gaze was locked onto the bulge in Jack's shorts.


Jack racked the bar back onto the supports. 
"Notice anything wrong with my form?" He asked, and she snapped out of her trance.
"Actually..."
"Yes?"
She circled around the bench and positioned herself in front of him. Jack rose up, ducking to avoid the bar.
"You weren't focused enough," She declared, the sly grin still on her lips.
"Nor were you. I noticed you weren't even looking at the bar."
The woman chuckled and sat on Jack's lap.
"I had my eyes on something... Better," She  declared, her sultry voice no louder than a whisper.


Her plump ass rested exactly above his cock as it became harder. The woman knew what she wanted and was confident enough to take it, but she didn't know how Jack usually conducted business.
She carried herself with confidence, and she had the knockout looks to back it up. Alas, no one on that Island could even come close to Jack, and the woman had no idea who she was dealing with.
Jack's hand slid under her pants and panties, his fingers soon finding her shaved pussy. Her lips were already slick with her juices, she had been keeping her eyes on him ever since he first entered the gym.
"And I can tell you liked what you saw, huh?" He growled, tapping his index finger on her clit.


It made her jump and let you a soft yelp, but she stayed. The woman wanted him, that much was clear - even when she felt his hand slide under her pants, all she did was spread her legs further to invite him in.
Jack began rubbing her clit ever so lightly in slow, circular motions - nothing too heavy to start the games, but just enough to make her melt.
The woman rested her back on Jack's chest and began wiggling her ass on his cock, feeling it harden under her soft flesh. She bit her lip in anticipation, thinking about how good it would feel as it stretched her hole.
Jack suddenly plunged his index and middle fingers deep inside her and she gasped in both surprise and pleasure. Her warm, wet pussy enveloped his fingers as he began to slowly move them in and out of her.


The woman's soft moans echoed throughout the empty gym, but didn't drown the squelching noises coming from Jack's fingers fucking her drenched hole. His display of self control was admirable, considering how his hard cock was aching and a gorgeous woman was sitting on top of him, wiggling her plump ass to provoke him.
Jack slid his had out of her pants and brought it up to her face. He didn't even need to say anything, as soon as she smelled her scent she opened her mouth and began lapping away at his fingers, tasting her sweet nectar on them.


He made her stand up before yanking her pants and panties down to her ankles in one smooth move.
She bent over, exposing both of her holes to him. She was his to use and abuse in every way he could think of. To him that's when she became a sentient set of holes to fuck and nothing more.
He delivered a hard slap to her ass cheek and watched her flesh jiggle while she yelped in pain - yet she loved it. Her glistening pussy laid bare just inches away from his face was simply begging to be filled up, and Jack's aching cock was just the right tool for the job.
He stood up and pushed the woman against the wall-mirror so that she could see his face while he pounded her into oblivion.


Jack's shorts hit the ground followed by his boxers. His cock, hard and already leaking precum, lined perfectly against the woman's soaking pussy. 
He grabbed her hips for support and pushed forward, feeling the head of his cock sink past her opening. 
Jack looked at her through the mirror and their gazes met, her face already a mask of pleasure. In that moment Jack gave her a vigorous thrust and sank into her, filling her pussy to the brim. 
Her eyes rolled to the back of her head and she let out a sharp gasp as Jack's cock stormed her depths and stretched her tight pussy wider than ever.



Wasting no time, Jack began thrusting. Slow, but hard and deep - His cock was hitting all the most sensitive spots in her pussy and it wasn't long before she began writhing under his merciless pounding, crying out every time Jack buried himself into her.
She held onto the mirror for dear life as Jack ripped her pussy apart with his thick cock and tried to match his rhythm to enhance the vortex of pleasure she got sucked in.
The woman had approached Jack thinking she would charm him out of his pants and get herself a good dose of cock for the day, but Jack would make sure she would have enough for a week - roughly the time it would take for her to go back to walking normally.


Her pussy was tight, and the way she clenched her muscles on Jack's cock almost made him cum right then and there - but he managed to control himself.
Regardless, her pussy wasn't the only thing Jack wanted to fuck. How could he pass on her luscious ass, jiggling at every thrust? How could a man resist something like that?
Questions didn't matter much, in the end Jack called the shots and the woman was simply a bimbo that happened to be at the right place, at the right time.


He slid his thick cock out of her pussy and lined it up in front of her puckered asshole. She didn't make a move, as she was expecting him to switch holes sooner or later.
Jack pushed and her muscles gave in, the head of his cock smoothly sliding inside her asshole as she let out a croaky groan. 
He grabbed her ass cheeks and spread them, looking down at his cock as he pushed it deep inside of her until his ballsack hit her leaking pussy. Jack grunted, her unbearable tightness strangling his thick cock, but soon began pulling back just to thrust in again.
He couldn't fuck her as hard as he did her pussy, even though her really wanted to - and the idea of bringing a bottle of lube wherever he went did cross his mind as he pushed into her asshole.


He brushed those thoughts aside, and focused on the important matter - making sure the woman wouldn't be able to walk straight for a few days.
Jack gripped her ass cheeks tight and gradually worked up a rhythm. He wasn't too concerned about her pleasure, this was only about him. No connection, no feelings, just a set of holes to fill up with hot cum until they overflowed.
The physical sensations were the only things that mattered, and Jack was already getting close to his release. The woman's asshole seemed to suck him in each time he retreated, yearning for more - craving his hard cock and how full it made her feel.
She lowered her hand, reaching between her toned legs to rub her swollen clit. Jolts of pleasure spread throughout her body, and the combined assault on her ass and clit was almost too intense for her to withstand.


Her mouth hung open, a string of saliva dribbling down one of the corners as she let out a silent scream. She could clearly feel the orgasm rising from deep within her, the pressure steadily building up until she found herself standing on the edge. The explosion of pleasure she so desperately craved felt closer than ever before, all she needed was one last push.
Jack picked up the signs of her impending orgasm and picked up the pace, his cock storming the depths of her asshole as he fought back the urge to cum - and failed.
He grunted and with one last forceful thrust buried his cock in her to the hilt as thick ropes of cum shot out and coated her insides. The overwhelming pleasure made him stop thrusting while his cock twitched and released all his pent up cum deep within the woman's body, right where it belonged.
Feeling his hot seed spray inside her asshole sent her flying over the edge. Her body trembled but Jack held her up, pressed against the mirror as her mind went blank with pleasure.
The radiating wave spread throughout her body making her quiver, goosebumps rising on her skin as the pressure disappeared leaving behind nothing but pure bliss.


Her legs gave out and she collapsed to the ground, her fall slowed down by Jack's strong arms. His cock slid out of her asshole during the fall, and looking down, he could already see his cum leak out of it to form a puddle on  the ground.
Jack took a step backwards and sat on the bench to catch his breath, his eyes still on the woman and her freshly fucked asshole. She simply sat in front of the mirror, trying to regain her composure and recovering from the crippling orgasm Jack gave her.
A sly grin appeared on his face - it always did when he managed to reduce a woman to a whimpering mess, leaking his cum and still feeling the aftershocks of the waves of pleasure.
Regardless, he was done with her. He put his shorts and boxers back up and calmly walked out of the gym, satisfied with his workout.

























Chapter Two


Jack made his way back up to his room.
It was three in the afternoon, and the skies had cleared. People soon began flooding the streets once more, as they were no longer being forced to stay inside.
Sudden storms were normal, and the locals were more than used to it. Regardless, they knew better than to be outside during mother nature's outbursts.


The encounter in the gym had drained him, so Jack decided to relax and wait until nightfall to go out and explore the wilder side of the Island.
He didn't know where to even begin, but he doubted he would have any issues. The Island wasn't that big of a place after all, and Jack was resourceful enough to find his way through it.
Jack pulled out his phone and was greeted by another slew of missed calls, which he again ignored. He hadn't told anyone where he was going, or that he would be gone at all.
He simply bought the tickets and left without saying a word, sick and tired of everything around him.
The vacation was proving effective, slowly waking his old self and making him relax enough not to be constantly on edge as he was back home.
The Island was a perfect place for him, though he was sure he wasn't the only one that applied to. 


Hours passed, and it was finally time for Jack to experience the other side of the Island.
He had already taken a shower and changed beforehand, getting rid of the woman's scent on his clothes and body. 
The clock struck nine in the evening and Jack stepped out of his hotel room to head downstairs and out, ready to see for himself if the Island was as depraved as people told him.
The streetlamps cast their white light onto the crowded sidewalk, shining on the locals and tourists alike as they carried on their lives like nothing had changed.


Jack took his time to observe the people around him, and he could already tell something was changing. 
During the day, the Island was like any other civilized place - aside from the fact that people rarely wore clothes. At night, however, Jack noticed their demeanor became significantly more audacious than it was when the sun was still shining.
Public displays of affection were common at all times, but now people didn't contain themselves, thus putting on a show for any and all bystanders.


Jack passed by a few couples enjoying themselves as small crowds watched, but aside from a passing glance, he didn't give them much thought. He wanted more than just public sex and voyeurs.
In the distance he could see a blinking neon sign, though he couldn't quite make out what it said. Jack decided to head towards it, and once he came close enough to it he realized the sign was advertising a nearby night club.
He grinned, already imagining the kind of filth he would witness if he chose to go. Naturally he did, as it was exactly what he had been seeking.


Terminus, that was the name of the club. 
It didn't look too strange from outside, and from a distance one could barely tell it was a club and not any other kind of establishment. As Jack approached it, however, it became clear that it couldn't be anything but a night club. The music playing inside bled out muffled and slightly distorted, signaling what kind of establishment it was and what could happen within its walls.
Jack approached the entrance and the burly bouncer took a long hard look at him before waving him through. He nodded and pushed the doors open to step inside.


The music became clear. The bassy tones of the song the DJ selected fit the atmosphere of the club fairly well, at least at a glance.
The place was large and dimly lit - save for the stage, which was littered with small spotlights. Three girls were busy attracting the attention of the patrons as they danced, wrapping their slender bodies around the poles, and some others were giving out private dances to whoever was willing to buy one.
On the other side, Terminus looked like a normal club. A rather large bar sat on the left side, and in front of it was a massive dance floor full of people losing themselves to the music.
The walls had some private booths and couches where people who didn't dance could still enjoy the experience, and from what Jack could see, there were many people occupying them.


At a first glance, Terminus seemed normal enough. A strip club and a normal dance club fused together wouldn't be too alien on the Island, after all.
Upon further inspection, however, it was clear that the people on the couch weren't simply chatting or resting, and what the people on the dance floor were doing could hardly be classified as dancing.
Jack made his way to the bar and ordered his usual scotch, watching as the locals and tourist alike engaged in a mass public display of filth and depravity.


Two girls sat in the middle of a group of men, servicing them with their hungry mouths despite being already covered in who knows many loads of cum. 
Men busy plugging the holes of a young woman on the couch as she screamed for more and other watched, enthralled, while pleasing themselves.
Every act had its crowd of watchers, especially those that had only women as the "performers". Those people weren't getting paid to behave like that, they simply left their inhibitions at the door once they entered Terminus - and Jack couldn't wait to have some fun himself.


He spotted her while scanning the place. A transparent red dress that might as well not have been there in the first place, bleach blonde hair and a body worthy of a goddess.
Their gazes met and Jack motioned her to approach him, which she did, walking slowly and seductively. Her breasts jiggling with every step she took, the movements enhanced by the stilettos she wore.
The closer she got, the better view Jack had of her. Red dress, heels, a collar and nothing else but a knockout figure that he would soon dominate.

























Chapter Three


Despite everything, Jack didn't like having people's eyes on him. More so when he was about to conquer a new prey.
The woman approached him and smiled - she wanted to appear sweet and normal, but the way her hand instantly reached for Jack's cock said otherwise.
Jack grabbed her hand and lead her to one of the booths. It wasn't too big, but it would work perfectly for the occasion. All it had was a couch with a curtain surrounding it, but Jack didn't mind. 



JJack entered first and noticed a box sitting beside the couch, which happened to contain a few lengths of rope and some other toys scattered about. Ideas began to flood his mind and he grinned, turning around to see the woman as she entered the booth right before she drew the curtain.
She smiled at him again and grabbed the fabric of her dress before pulling it upwards, revealing the gorgeous body she wasn't exactly trying to conceal.
Jack placed a hand on her head and pushed down. The woman got on her knees, her face right in front of Jack's cock. She knew what to do, it wasn't her first rodeo.
In a flash, she had his cock out. Her hand couldn’t wrap around it, making it seem that much larger than it already was - and she couldn't take her eyes off of it.


Her lips parted and Jack soon felt her warm mouth envelop the head of his cock. Her tongue flicked over it briefly before she let him go. She began lapping away at his cock, licking it from the base all the way to his engorged head to get it wet enough for her to jerk him off effectively.
Once Jack's rod was slick with her saliva she gripped his shaft with both of her hands and began gliding her palms over it, adding twisting motions to the mix. 
She looked up at him and Jack saw the lust behind her eyes, the overwhelming desire to be pounded into submission. She craved it, and they both knew it.


Jack watched her as she went back to work on his cock. She certainly knew how to please a man, and she wasn't afraid to show off her skills.
One hand on his cock, she moved her mouth downward to play with Jack's ballsack. Her tongue massaged it ever so delicately, a stark contrast to how vigorously she had been jerking him off.
He threw his head back and allowed himself to relax as the blonde bimbo serviced his cock. The music still blaring made communicating impossible, but their bodies would give all the instruction needed.


Jack snapped out of that trance and put his hand on the woman's forehead, pushing her away from his cock. She pouted, considering she had found a rhythm that would surely make him shoot his load all over her face, but obeyed his command and stood up to face him.
He grabbed a piece for rope from the box and spun her around. Upon seeing the rope, she understood what Jack had in mind and put her hands behind her back, much to his surprise.
Tying the knot was easy enough - Jack had plenty of experience on that front.
He took a step back and his gaze landed between her legs, finding her pink pussy completely soaked in her juices. The whore enjoyed sucking cock just as much as she was good at it, it seemed.
Jack pushed her onto the couch. She kneeled on it and arched her back, waiting patiently for him to fuck her like she knew he wanted to do.
That was definitely the plan, but Jack decided to add one more rope to the mix. He tied one end to the collar the wore and the other one to the couch's metal frame, ensuring she wouldn't go anywhere until he was done with her holes.


She didn't protest or say anything, choosing instead to be a quiet fuck toy - just the kind Jack liked.
He positioned himself behind her and slid the tip of his cock along her slit, coating it with her sweet juices. He kept doing that, applying more and more pressure until she couldn't tell when he would truly begin to fuck her.
The more he teased her, the more her pussy leaked and dripped down her thighs, which Jack made sure to keep open every time she tried to reposition herself. 
He couldn't see her face or hear her, but he was sure she was begging for him to fuck her. The woman would thrust her hips backwards every time Jack's cock was against her opening, hoping he would bury himself within her once and for all and show her what his large rod could do.


Eventually Jack felt like she had had enough. He slid his cock along her slit as he had been doing, but once it was lined up against her hole and the woman pushed her hips back, he vigorously thrust forward.
Her body trembled as she felt every inch of him sink into her  soaked pussy in one hard push, stretching her walls and making her feel truly full, like she never had before.
Her warmth and wetness enveloped his cock in the familiar embrace that only a woman can provide, and Jack never had enough of it.
Jack backed out, but couldn't resist slamming himself into her right after. 
The music kept on blasting, seemingly even louder than it was. The woman turned around and mouthed "Harder!" at him, to which he didn't respond verbally - and even if he did, she wouldn't have heard him anyway.


Jack delivered a hard slap on her luscious ass, watching her flesh jiggle while simultaneously beginning to pound her tight pussy like there was no tomorrow.
She couldn't move much due to the rope securing her neck to the couch, but she did her best to match his rhythm. She wanted him to fuck her hard and deep with his thick cock, which admittedly wasn't news for him. Almost every single woman he had been with could hardly walk straight once he was done with them, but never once he had a complaint.
Jack's hand reached between her legs and found her swollen clit. He felt her jump when he began rubbing it, but she soon grew accustomed to it. 
The combination of Jack's fingers on her most sensitive spot and his veiny cock ramming her tight pussy would soon send her in a world of pleasure she will never want to leave.


Jack was fully determined to make her scream and writhe in pleasure, and his experience had taught him every trick in the book. His large cock stretching her walls would already be enough, but why not speed things up?
He applied more pressure to her clit, furiously moving his fingers side to side. Her hips bucked at the sudden sensation and goosebumps rose on her tanned skin, but she sat there and took it like the whore she was.
The pressure had been rising ever since Jack began teasing her, and she knew she couldn't last long.


He continued torturing her clit mercilessly until she let out a scream, barely audible over the music. Her body quaking as Jack kept on ravaging her hole and clit, she felt a sudden wet release that soaked both of their crotches and the couch. 
She didn't care, her mind was a blank slate and seemingly every fiber of her being was lit up on fire as the white hot pleasure wave spread through her as a result of Jack's relentless pounding.
He could have given her time to recover but didn't, choosing instead to keep fucking her throughout her orgasm. Her legs snapped shut, but that only made his cock feel bigger inside of her - and he could still reach her clit.


The orgasm kept on coming and and her battered hole kept on spraying her juices on them and the couch. Her sweet scent sent Jack into a frenzy and he began fucking her tight pussy even harder, not able to contain himself anymore.
Not long after he let out a croaky grunt as he felt his cock explode deep within her and release spurt after spurt of his hot cum directly into her hole. The pleasure was overwhelming but he kept on thrusting, pushing his cum deeper into the whore's pussy as she slumped against the couch, breathless.
He took a step back to admire his work. His hand print on her ass cheeks and his cum leaking out of her sore pussy were his unofficial signature, and always formed a sight worth remembering.
He wiped his cock on her ass, gave it one more hard slap and left after putting his pants back on. Someone would untie the knots eventually and besides, that bimbo was none of his concern.
He made his way outside of the club and breathed in the fresh air. The Island surely had a darker side to it, but it was nothing Jack couldn't handle - and eventually master.
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BRATTY BIMBOS





Chapter One





Jack's night at the Terminus club went better than expected.
Regardless, the Island certainly had a darker side that only revealed itself after nightfall, both in public and behind somewhat closed doors.
Jack had left his latest conquest tied up in a booth at the Terminus, his cum still dripping out of her quivering body, and slowly made his way back to the hotel after having a couple more drinks.




The streets weren't as crowded past midnight, but they were far from empty. Small groups of people gathered around couples enjoying one another out in the open, after taking pictures or sometimes even joining in the action. 
People keeping their human pets on leashes and walking them as if they were normal dogs, even stopping to talk to others while the pets had their chance to get to know each others.
After midnight, everything was fair game. Everything was normal, to the point that nobody but the occasional tourist would question it.



These displays of depravity weren't of much interest to Jack. He took in the sights as he walked back to the hotel, but decided against taking part in any of them.
Jack was certainly no stranger to filth, but he preferred being in complete control. Granted, he would occasionally let his partner lead the games just to see where they would take them, but he always remained in charge.
It made him feel powerful, and that sensation was only enhanced when others submitted to him.




Walking past the locals and their nightly activities surely had an effect on Jack. It was hard to ignore the sights and sounds of their passion and even though he had already relieved himself using the whore in the club, Jack was ready for more.
It was at that moment that he began paying more attention to his surroundings, trying to find someone to use satisfy his needs. Jack was known to be picky and only take beautiful women - and the Island had no shortage of those.
It felt almost like that place came straight out of a movie or his own personal fantasy, tailored specifically for him and no one else. Yet the Island was very much real, and had something for everybody.




Jack kept on scanning the people he walked past, in search of his next living toy. The hunt, as he called it for lack of a better word, was thrilling enough to make him feel the arousal already despite not having found any suitable prey.
The closer he got to the hotel, the less people he saw. Jack was still determined not to have his night end like that, and lady luck smiled upon him.
He saw them in the distance up ahead of him. Two women, college aged by his guesses, frantically looking at what seemed to be a map of some sort. As Jack approached them he saw their features more clearly - one of them had porcelain white skin and jet black curly hair, whereas the other was tanned and sported a long, brown mane. Both of them curvy yet slender enough to imply they cared deeply about their looks.
Given the fact that they weren't naked or much less busy making each other moan, Jack assumed they were tourists who simply got lost. Jack grinned to himself, as he approached them.




They heard his footsteps and raised their eyes from the map, sighing as they did so.
"Excuse me, sir?" One of them called, before Jack could say anything.
"Yes?" He replied.
"Do you know where the hotel is? We're totally lost..." One of them piped up, her voice almost echoing.
The other girl, who seemed more like a quiet type, shot her friend a glare that could've killed her. "You fucking idiot..." She murmured.
"What?"
"You can't just... Whatever."
Jack chuckled briefly. "Yes, I know where the hotel is. And I was just going back to it, actually."
"We'll follow you then, thank you." The quiet one said, and her friend nodded.




Jack nodded and resumed walking. Although he did want to fuck both of them, he wanted to wait until they reached the hotel to show them he could be trusted. They had all the reasons to be wary of him, and even waited for Jack to put a good distance between them to follow him.
He simply kept walking without even bothering to check if the girls were following him. He knew they were - if they truly were lost, they would have nothing to lose in following him.
Jack wanted to play it safe and take it easy, even if he couldn't wait to bend those two over and make them feel things they have never felt before. He could be patient when needed, and this was definitely an occasion that warranted it.



A few minutes later they all arrived at their destination, though the girls took their time.
Jack made his way to the elevator, just as the girls were entering the lobby. They waved at him and approached him, smiling.
"Thank you sir, you saved our life!"
"Oh please, anyone would have done the same. I take it you're new around here, right?" 
"Yes, landed just a few hours ago. Name's Linda, and this here is Jenny," The cheery one said.
"Jack, nice to meet you. Enjoying the Island so far?"
"Sorta. The locals are weird," Jenny remarked.
"It takes some getting used to, I'll agree."
"Getting used..." Linda laughed, and once more Jenny shot her a death glare.
"Don't mind her, she's just... Excited to try the local attractions," Jenny declared.
"Oh is that so?" Jack grinned, watching his plan come to fruition.
"Why else would we be here then?" Linda giggled, twirling her hair.
"Maybe I can help you girls..." Jack replied, his voice taking on a low tone.
"Well we do want to repay you..." 
Jack turned around and called the elevator. "Follow me then," He ordered. 
The girls chuckled, but followed him. The arousal he felt was  even stronger, and soon enough he would get his release.



































Chapter Two

The door to Jack's room closed behind the three of them, and Jack finally had all the time he wanted to study the two girls.
Linda's curly hair rested just above her shoulders, meeting with the straps of a top and a bra that were doing a great job and keeping her breasts safe from Jack's gaze - for the time being, at least. 
Still he could tell she wasn't lacking in that department. Round but perky, and the same could be said about her ass, hidden away behind a pair of tight pants that would soon disappear.
Jenny, on the other hand, was slightly taller than her friend and her curves packed a greater punch. Together they were a force to be reckoned with, but one that Jack would dominate.




"Female tourists here are quite a rare sight," Jack declared as he sat down on the couch. "What brings you to such a place like this?"
The girls sat beside him, and wasted no time. Their hands began roaming across Jack's body, and as Linda softly moaned right into his ear, Jenny's reply came in the form of a whisper.
"Same as you, only on opposite sides," Her voice, barely audible, made him grin. "We were hoping someone would confuse us for locals..." She continued, as her hand traveled down to rest between Jack's legs.
"You're not going to fool anyone if you keep wearing clothes," Jack replied.




Jenny gave his cock a gentle squeeze through his clothes before they both stood up.
Jack watched as the two young whores lifted their shirts up above their heads and threw them on the ground rather unceremoniously. Their bras soon followed, and finally Jack could see their perfect perky breasts as they jiggled ever so slightly with each movement the girls made.
"How's this?" Linda asked, winking at him.
"You're getting there," Jack replied, feeling his cock harden more and more with every passing second.
Jenny bent over and grabbed the edge of her jeans. She slid them down and bared her ass, exposing her holes to Jack's hungry eyes. 
"She's shy at first, but once she gets going..." Linda said as she slapped her friend's ass cheek making her yelp and jump.
"Your turn," Jack ordered as he nodded towards Linda.
"Yes, Master..." She winked again as she bent over just like her friend. Jenny took the chance to help her take her tight jeans off, and in a matter of seconds Jack saw the other set of holes he would soon get to destroy.



Jack's cock was straining against the fabric of his boxers and pants, especially since the two sluts appeared to be very eager to find out how a real man such as himself did business in the bedroom - or, in that case, living room.
Linda and Jenny kneeled in front of him, their hands creeping up his thighs to find his hard cock. They began massaging it softly over the fabric, biting their lips as they traced its outline with their eyes.
There was no denying or mistaking it, they wanted it.
Their playful facade could have fooled some, but Jack saw right through it. Jenny and Linda were on the Island looking to get used like living sex dolls, and that is exactly what would happen.




Jack undid his belt as the girls took care of the zipper - and just like that, his veiny cock was out. Both of them had a surprised look on their faces, the same one Jack had seen so many times before.
Surprise turned to curiosity and then desire, all in the span of a few seconds. Jenny's hand grabbed Jack's shaft and she pointed his cock towards Linda. 
She eagerly parted her lips and slid her tongue out only to gently flick it under the head of Jack's cock, her eyes burning into his as she tried to hide a wide grin. 
The two whores began playing with his cock, teasing each other and Jack at the same time. As soon as one of them was about to start sucking Jack's veiny rod, the other would pull it away and giggle like a schoolgirl.
Adorable as it may have been, Jack felt the need to remind them just who was in charge.




He placed his hands on their heads, grabbing a handful of their hair. They knew the moment would come, eventually. 
Jack pushed them towards his cock and watched them both stick out their tongues to begin lapping away at him. The two of them moaned softly once they tasted Jack's salty precum, coating the engorged head of his thick cock.
The sluts acted as if they shared a mind. Their tongues and hands working in perfect synchronization to worship Jack's cock like he had never felt before, and it was working.
One tongue on the tip of his cock already felt great, but two of them that covered every spot simultaneously was nothing short of pure bliss.



Jenny held his cock in place as they circled it with their tongues, slowly but relentlessly. Linda was instead busy playing with Jack's full ballsack, massaging it ever so gently with her tiny hands, leaving no spot untouched.
As much as they were enjoying worshiping Jack's cock, they couldn't wait to feel it ravage their insides. Regardless, their needs would have to wait as Jack's had priority.



The girls switched places. Jenny finally took it into her warm, wet mouth while Linda began stroking his hard shaft using both of her hands. Jack grunted in pleasure at the sudden change of pace, especially given how Jenny soon began to bob her head on his cock rather vigorously. 
Linda decided to up the ante as well. While still stroking him, she lowered herself until her mouth rested on Jack's ballsack. She had been massaging his balls with her hand, but her mouth could do so much more.
Her tongue circling Jack's balls briefly before she took one of them in her mouth and sucked on it, only to switch to the other shortly thereafter. 
The whores knew how to suck cock, but Jack wondered if they would also know how to take one and retain their motor functions afterwards.




Jenny let go of his cock and began kissing and licking it on the side. Linda, upon seeing her friend had changed tactics once more, followed. 
The sluts began kissing the shaft of Jack's cock from the base all the way to the top, furiously flicking their tongues once they reached its purple head before moving back down.
That became their new rhythm. Slow kisses to cool Jack down, but a storm of pleasure once they reached the swollen tip. He grunted every time, feeling the orgasm rise, but the girls knew better than to make him cum that quick.
They wanted his cum, and they wanted to be drenched in it. 




Their routine changed the longer they kept it up. By the end of it, Jack's cock was covered in their saliva as they kept kissing and licking the entirety of his veiny shaft.
More than that, Jenny and Linda would often get sidetracked and focus on themselves rather than Jack. When both of their mouths were on the tip of his cock, it was far too easy for their tongues to intertwine and begin dancing as if they were alone.
Danced, they did. And battled, too, all around Jack's engorged head, leaking precum after each stroke they would give his shaft with their combined hands.
That memory will never leave his mind: two gorgeous, naked young women making out around his cock as they stroked it in unison, so lost in the moment they seemed to have forgotten about their original goal of not making Jack cum just yet.



He stood up, and his hands went back on their heads once more. They pouted briefly when Jack broke their kiss, but both of them soon found their smiles as Jack pushed their heads together around his cock.
He kept them there and slowly began to thrust, feeling their plump lips caress his hard shaft and sensitive head with each push. Jenny and Linda resumed moaning as they had been doing for a while - the whores had been playing with themselves, getting their pussies wet and ready to take Jack's thick cock as far deep as it could possibly go.



He felt the orgasm rise again, far more powerful than its predecessor, and stopped thrusting. The girls looked up at him as they began lapping away at his cock, eager to please him but secretly wanting to take things further.
Jack moved their heads away from his cock and motioned them to stand up. They did, and followed him to the bedroom.
The clock read three in the morning, but the night had just begun.






































Chapter Three

Jenny and Linda climbed on top of the bed and got down on on all fours in front of him.
Jack took a moment to let his gaze explore the girls' bodies. Their pink holes, laid bare for him to use and abuse, were extremely inviting - to the point that Jack didn't know which one to start with.
Jenny began swaying her hips, catching Jack's attention. She didn't have any tan lines on her slender body, which Jack found interesting considering she was the reserved type compared to her friend.
They both had been playing with themselves as they sucked Jack's cock, and both of their soaked holes reflected that. Strings of juices connected their shaved pussies to their toned thighs, making them look even more welcoming.




"Come on master..." Linda cooed as they both giggled.
Jack approached the girls, positioning himself behind Jenny. He grabbed his shaft, still slick with the girls' saliva, and lined it up against her drenched hole.
"Awh, but mast..." Linda's whines were swiftly cut off by Jack.
"Silence, whore," He hissed, delivering a hard slap to Linda's firm ass cheek. She yelped, but Jack could tell she had a smile on her face.




Jack pushed forward, the head of his cock sinking past the opening of her hungry pussy, feeling it open up to swallow him whole. 
Jenny let out a prolonged groan as she felt Jack's thick cock split her tight hole in two. Despite her tightness, Jack pushed on until he was filling her to the brim.
He grunted in pleasure, throwing his head back slightly - Jack had never fucked anything as tight and hot as Jenny's drenched pussy. 
Pulling back he looked down to see her lips grip his shaft, not wanting to let his cock leave her body.




Linda had been quietly watching as Jack began to fuck her friend's pussy. It wasn't the first time something like that had happened, and the girls had a special agreement to make sure nobody would be left behind: if you're getting pounded, your tongue belongs on the other's clit.
Regardless, she wanted to see Jack's cock in action. Linda sat up and leaned in to get a better view of it.
Jack was going slow, as Jenny was still getting used to having something that big inside of her. Linda giggled when she saw his cock sink into her friend's pussy, but deep down she was jealous of it, and wanted Jack all for herself. 





Her hand reached between her legs to find her swollen clit, and began gently rubbing it with the tip of her index and middle fingers. Linda let out soft moans, completely drowned out by Jenny's - after all, Jack's cock was the biggest she had ever had. It felt great, but she would need to get used to it.
Linda moved her slim fingers downward coating them with her nectar, and plunged them deep within herself. It was nowhere near as what Jenny was going through, but it surely beat feeling empty.
She began moving her  fingers in and out of her pussy, mimicking Jack's slow rhythm. Sadly she didn't have his cock tearing her apart, but she knew how to make herself scream as she did countless times before.




Jack picked up the pace once he felt Jenny relax around him. Her pussy still gripped him tight like a vise, but he was confident she could take his cock harder than when he first sunk into her.
The room filled with the sounds of their depravity: the squelching noises coming from Jenny's pussy that almost resonated with Linda's, Jack's ballsack hitting her clit and the whores' moans and cries of pleasure - they all mixed to form the perfect auditory cocktail that made the three of them even more eager to delve deep within the realm of filth and debauchery that the Island truly was.
Soon enough those cries would turn into screams of ecstasy.




Jenny arched her back and pushed her ass further outwards, signaling she wanted to completely offer body up to him. Jack saw that as an opportunity to fuck her even harder, and finally reach a rhythm that felt good to him as well.
With every thrust, Jenny let out a croaky cry of pleasure mixed with a hint of pain as his cock stretched her wide open - yet she still slammed herself on him to match his pace.
Linda, on the other hand, couldn't wait any longer. Still just watching her friend's face contorted in a mask of pleasure, she decided to let her have her moment.
Her eyes rolled to the back of her head and her mouth hung open, in that moment Jenny was nothing more than a set of holes to fuck.




Jack began pounding Jenny's hole harder and harder still, the bed creaking with each thrust. His eyes kept shifting their focus between the girls - Jenny's arched back gave him a decent view of her pussy lips as they gripped his cock, but Linda was doing her best to distract him.
She laid back and spread her legs before she resumed fucking herself with her fingers, often stopping to spread her lips when Jack was looking. She knew how to keep a man's attention, but the more she teased herself, the longer it would take for her turn to arrive.



Linda decided to take matters into her own hands and slid under Jenny, positioning her face directly below her friend's pussy. From that angle Linda had direct access to both Jenny's clit and Jack's cock, and she couldn't wait to put her skills to good use.
The tip of her tongue rose to meet her friend's swollen clit and flicked over it, or at least tried to. 
Between Jack's thrusts and Jenny's thrashing when she felt her friend's tongue graze her most sensitive spot, Linda could barely do anything except watch Jack's cock fuck her friend into a world of pure bliss.
Jack saw Linda and understood what she was planning on doing, so he pushed Jenny's body downwards onto her friend's face.




The new angle made him able to pound Jenny's leaking hole even harder than he already was, hitting spots she didn't even know she had. Her rhythmic cries of pleasure turned into incoherent noises and screams mixed in with harsh breaths.
Linda's tongue on her clit and Jack's cock ravaging her insides made short work of her. All the pressure that kept building up inside of her was gone in a split second, leaving behind nothing but an expanding wave of pleasure that tore through her body and mind. The wet release she felt drenched Linda's face, but that didn't stop her.
Instead, she kept on flicking her tongue over her friend's clit as she spasmed, her body quivering under their combined assault. 
Jenny reached heights of pleasure she never thought possible. Jolts of pleasure running through her trembling body as she let out throaty screams, her mind completely blank and focused on nothing but the orgasmic bliss that overcame her.




Jack and Linda slowly came to a stop after making sure Jenny wouldn't be able to walk on her own. She lost track of how many orgasms they gave her, but by the time they were done, Linda's face was completely drenched in her friend's juices.
Jenny collapsed on top of her friend and she pushed her off - it was finally her turn.
Linda repositioned herself and spread her legs, giving Jack his next target. Just looking at his cock, still coated in her friend's nectar, made her want him even more.
She spread her lips, showing his the pink flesh of her pussy and in an instant, Jack was on her. 
Seeing Linda laying there, her begging eyes locked on his cock as she spread her lips turned on Jack's primal instincts, he had to have her and fill her pussy up with his cum.




Jack's cock slid effortlessly into Linda's wet hole. She couldn't believe how full he made her feel - even her biggest toys couldn't compare to him. 
Every inch of his cock he buried into her hungry pussy felt like pure bliss to her. There she was: mouth gaping in a soundless scream, frozen in place as Jack made sure his cock would leave a permanent imprint on Linda's walls.
He gave her a second to get used to him, but they both know Jack couldn't hold on much longer.




"Fuck me...Hard..." She whispered, throwing her head back.
Jack retreated and pushed back inside in one hard thrust which had Linda cry out in both pleasure and pain. She knew he wouldn't go easy on her, but that's exactly how she liked it.
He gave her no quarter. She asked for it after all, and he wasn't one to shy away from delivering a hard pounding.
Jack grabbed her hips for support and picked up the pace, always making sure to pull back as far as he could without leaving her drenched hole. Linda's sharp moans filled the room once more, though this time there was far more passion behind them as the pleasure she was feeling was far, far stronger than anything her fingers could achieve.
She had already brought herself close to orgasm by playing with herself as she watched Jenny writhe in pleasure, but all the built up pressure vanished when she decided to help Jack torture her friend.




The pressure was quickly rising again, however. Jack's relentless assault on her hole had Linda screaming in ecstasy, gripping the bed sheets tight, almost to hold onto them for dear life.
Neither of them paid attention to Jenny, as they left her to catch her breath - but Linda's screams brought her back, just in time to help her friend reach the biggest orgasm of her life.
Jenny's tongue began circling Linda's turgid nipple, which apparently drove her crazy considering how she reacted when she first felt it. A coy smile appeared on Jenny's lips, but that didn't deter her from savoring her friend's breasts.
Jack saw her tongue circle them, only to always come back to her nipple. Sucking on it, gently biting it or simply holding it between her lips as she caressed Linda's body with her hands - all of that sent her flying over the edge.



Linda suddenly went silent, her screams of pleasure cut short by one last sharp breath. The mind shattering orgasm that exploded deep within her spread a wave of pleasure that seemed to cover her body in a hot blanket, only to vanish in a split second, replaced by yet another one.
Her legs tried to snap shut but Jack held her spread open wide so he could keep fucking her through the orgasm, just as he had done to her friend just a few minutes before. 
The way her hole clenched on his cock made her feel even tighter, and Jack couldn't wait any longer. 
His cock twitched and cum erupted from its engorged tip, splashing  Linda's sore pussy while she still rode the aftershocks of her orgasm. Spurt after spurt Jack filled her hole to the brim with his hot cum, grunting as he did so, his legs almost giving up due to how strong the sensation was.




Jack remained inside Linda for a minute, feeling his erection slowly fade after pumping her full of his cum. 
The girl was still catching her breath, and Jenny couldn't help but catch some of the cum that leaked out of her friend's pussy to taste it.
Jack collapsed on the bed next to them - it had been a long, long night, one that he will never forget.
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ALPHA WORSHIP





Chapter One

Jack woke up well past noon, alone in his hotel room.
The previous day had drained him in every sense of the word, but it was nothing that a good night's sleep couldn't fix.
He got out of bed and walked to the bathroom, ready to start the day as he always did. He followed that routine every day: Jack was a man of habit, even though he was on the Island to seek adventure.
Spending time there made Jack realize how life back home simply couldn't compare to the Island. Even making a list of pros and cons, the positives far outweighed the negatives.
Granted, there could have been a slight amount of bias due to how amazing his vacation had been. Regardless, Jack knew he would come back but was not too sure he would want to leave. 




It was his last day, as he was supposed to fly back home on the next one, first thing in the morning. 
That thought alone filled him with dread. He wasn't expecting the Island to turn out like that, a veritable paradise for people who aren't afraid of taking what's rightfully theirs.
Jack got out of the shower, his body still glistening with water and threw on a bathrobe before heading towards the living room. 
He stepped out into the balcony and leaned on the railing, looking down at all the people spending their time in that slice of heaven that was the Island. 
Sighing, he realized he would miss this place, far too much than he would allow himself to.



Jack liked following the habits he formed over the course of his life, but it was not too late to step out of the beaten path and forge a new one. 
He went back inside and got dressed before sitting down on the couch and opened up the laptop he brought along with him.
The coffee table in front of the couch had a scrap of paper which Jack picked up and examined - it bore two phone numbers and the letters "L" and "J" on it, the initials of the girls he picked up the night before.
He crumpled the piece of paper and threw in the nearby ashtray - it had been fun, but Jack was on a mission.




It was simple in nature, but it proved to be challenging regardless. Jack wanted to move to the Island, and buying a house there would be the first step.
As he poked around the internet trying to find listings, he came across a two story villa near the center of the city, not too far from the hotel. The listing had been there for some time, and the place looked great - the price tag didn't, but that wasn't an issue for Jack.
He contacted the agency and set up a meeting for the same day, fully intending on buying the property as soon as possible.
The next step involved canceling his place ticket and extending his hotel booking by a few days. It took him just a few minutes, and as he canceled his flight back home, he realized he was in this for good.
There would be time to move his belongings afterwards, but for the time being, buying the house was the most important step.




A couple of hours passed and Jack made his way to the house.
It looked well kept from the outside, though Jack was dead set on buying it. It was like he was in a trance-like state - he didn't want to leave, and it felt as if the Island didn't want him to leave either.
He spotted the agency's representative walking down the sidewalk towards him. An attractive woman sporting a firm set of breasts hiding behind a leopard print bra that matched the fabric of her underwear.
Long black hair and bronze skin, she looked like a statue, a goddess of fertility even. Alas, business would always come first.




She introduced herself as Melanie, but didn't leave much space for pleasantries. They both knew why there were there, after all.
"There are a few potential buyers interested in this property" She declared as they entered it through the front door. 
Jack knew those tricks well enough, but he let her recite the usual script she got used to. Great time to buy, great location, all of that went by as they examined each room.
The interior was fully furnished, and while the house could use some work here and there, it looked perfect.
"I'll take it," Jack declared. 
It took Melanie by surprise, she wasn't used to "hole in one" kinds of situations.
"I'll get the paperwork started then, it should take about a week. Sounds good?"
"Sounds great, thank you."
"If I may, how come did you decide to move here?" She asked, her brown eyes piercing his.
"Life here is simply better than back home. Food, weather... The women, too."
A smirk appeared on her face when she heard those last three words.
"Is that so?" 
"Indeed. I didn't even have to ask, they throw themselves at me."




Jack chuckled, but the smirk on Melanie's face remained. His confidence had always been one of his best weapons.
"I wonder what would happen if you were to ask..." She cooed, batting her long eyelashes at him.
"Curiosity just so happened to have killed its fair share of cats."
"But satisfaction brought all of them back."
Melanie's whispered words sounded even more sultry as she took a step towards him.
"Then show me," Jack ordered.
Melanie winked at him and dropped to her knees right in front of him after setting the clipboard she was carrying on a nearby table.
Her hands rose to meet Jack's bulge, caressing his cock through his pants. She swiftly had his pants hitting the ground and his cock out for her to worship as she had done plenty of times before.
Melanie's hands gripped Jack's veiny shaft and guided his cock in front of her mouth. Jack felt her hot breath on his engorged tip, but she hesitated. Instead of welcoming it in her warm, wet embrace, she instead began rubbing the head of his cock on her lips, blowing kisses to it every so often to break the rhythm.



Jack leaned against the table and let Melanie do what she did best. Given the way she handled his cock, she probably had countless chances of perfecting her craft - and maybe convince potential buyers to take the plunge.
A bead of precum leaked out of Jack's hard cock, dropping down to coat Melanie's luscious lips. That was her sign, as soon as she felt the salty taste of Jack's precum she parted her lips and took him in.
He grunted at the sudden change, feeling Melanie's warm tongue caress his frenulum as her hands moved downward to cup his ballsack. She began bobbing her head on his cock, massaging his balls ever so gently showing the skill of a true professional.
Melanie kept teasing him in, often slowing down to a crawl before starting to suck his cock like her life depended on it. He was definitely enjoying the treatment, perhaps even a bit too much - and she knew it.
Suddenly she let him go and stood back up, positioning herself beside Jack.




In one smooth motion she slid her leopard print underwear, damp with her juices, down to her ankles. Jack had been watching her silently, his cock still slick with her saliva.
Her next step as if she was still following a script, was predictable but arousing nonetheless: Melanie bent over, resting her forearms on the table and offering her holes to him.
The feels she wore made her taller, but just the right height for Jack's cock to line perfectly against her sopping wet hole once he positioned himself behind her.
He gripped her plump bronze ass tight and pushed the tip of his cock against her opening. Once more her lips parted to welcome him in, but this time the feeling was completely different.



Melanie's tight pussy was hotter than hell and as wet as the ocean Jack could see from one of the windows of the house he had just bought.
Jack let out a low growl as he slowly sunk his cock into her, inch by inch. She felt all of him as his cock made its way through her hole, teasing her just as she had done to him.
Still, he wasn't much for teasing. When half of his cock was buried within her, he gave her a vigorous thrust and sunk the rest of his cock in her drenched hole.
Melanie cried out, pleasure and pain mixing in, to form a perfect cocktail she knew she would never get enough of.
Jack's rod reached deep within her, rubbing against spots she never knew she even had and making her feel sensations she would never experience again.
He had that effect on women - a great lover is often a selfish one, and that day Jack had no time to waste making sure his toy got off.



Jack still had some stress weighing him down, which directly affected the way he treated his new conquest. He wasted no time and began pounding Melanie's pussy, thrusting hard and deep into her. 
Her soft moans rose in volume with each hit as his cock sent her in a world of mind bending pleasure. Alas, Jack didn't care about her. The animalistic frenzy that took over him, fueled by the stress of that day, had him focus on nothing but himself.
He wanted to fuck her so hard she couldn't walk anymore, he wanted to unload all the pent up cum he had right into her gorgeous body.
He picked up the pace, losing himself to lust and carnal desires. 
Jack cock was hard as stone as he plunged within Melanie's depths, fucking her like a crazed jackhammer. To him she wasn't a person, only a hole to dump in cum into after leaving the imprint of his cock on her walls.
The lust fused with his worries and stress, turning him into a relentless machine that would stop at nothing to get the release it deserved.




Her screams and yelps as the waves of pleasure spread through her body only made Jack go harder and faster still until the pressure that built up culminated. 
One last thrust sent him over the edge as he grunted and his cock twitched, releasing jets of cum deep into Melanie's sore pussy. With every twitch a spurt would come out and a new jolt of pleasure spread through his body, making him feel more alive than ever.
He kept on thrusting for a while, pushing his cum deeper into her pussy, but eventually pulled out.
Melanie was holding onto the table for dear life, breathless, her throat sore from all the screaming. Still, once she had regained some composure, she stood up and got on her knees once more.



She gently took Jack's cock in her mouth, lapping away at his shaft and head to clean the mixture of his cum and her juices that stuck to it after that intense session.
Despite her expert tongue working his cock, his erection faded as the stress and pressure had been relieved inside of her body. 
They put their clothes back on and prepared to leave the house, Jack's cum still dripping out of Melanie's battered hole.




They parted ways after signing some paperwork - there would be lots more, but the house was secured.
Jack walked back to the hotel feeling renewed, no longer carrying the dread that overcame him that morning. 
He didn't know if it had been due to the house or just the whore he filled up - or a combination of both - but he didn't care too much.
All that mattered is that soon enough he would have his own house on the Island, and that he could finally live his life the way he wanted.






































Chapter Two

Melanie made sure the buying process would go as smoothly as possible. Jack didn't want to wait and had the means to pay the entire cost of the property up front, which as a rare occurrence given how the agency reacted to that.
It would take at least a week to finalize everything, which was plenty of time for Jack to arrange the transportation of his belongings over to the Island. 
He wouldn't take everything he owned, as that would require far too much planning - just what he held most dear.
His assistant back home would take care of everything, and after a brief phone call, Jack found himself sitting in his hotel room all by himself.




He sighed in relief as he let himself fall backwards on the bed.
Jack was hell bent on moving to the Island and living there permanently, and not once he doubted his new resolve. The Island turned out to be what he always wanted, and not just because of the sex.
He could easily sleep with a different woman every day back home without issue, but it wasn't the same. Back home he always felt like the people around him were simply putting on a show, their actions guided by ulterior and often hidden motives.
Yet on the Island, he was free to do as he pleased. No one to put up with, or no one that even knew him - it was a fresh start, one that he desperately needed.



His demeanor wouldn't change though, Jack was and would always be an assertive person that took what he wanted when he wanted it.
That side of him is what put him ahead of the curve, envied and pursued by many - but he wouldn't relent. Jack's spot was at the top, and no matter the circumstances, he would reach it.
As he got lost in his thoughts, his mind replayed the events of that day - the house tour, specifically.
Those walls had probably seen the fair share of depravity even though the house was relatively new, Jack would make sure to continue the tradition. As Melanie guided him through the rooms, all he could think was methods of turning it into his own personal corner in that slice of heaven that was the Island.




The following day, Jack's phone lit up as he was eating breakfast in the hotel's restaurant. A message from Melanie, urging him to make his way to the house he was buying to sign more paperwork.
Her tone made it seem like a matter that couldn't wait, and Jack wondered if anything suspicious was afoot. Still, he took his time to finish his breakfast before making his way to the property.
He didn't exactly feel in the mood to walk, and thankfully his bike would be transported along with the rest of his possessions as soon as the contract was finalized. It would take a few days, but it would be worth it.




He saw the woman waiting in front of the house, leaning against the black wooden door, clutching her clipboard just as she did the day before.
"You wanted to see me?" Jack queried as he approached her.
Melanie hadn't noticed he was there and almost jumped, startled, when she heard his voice.
"Yes, but it's not about documents..." She confessed.
"Then why did you make me come down here?"
"Well..."
Melanie didn't need words to explain why she wanted to see Jack. Her body language was more than enough to shine light on her motives.
Jack's hand rose to grab her throat, squeezing it gently yet firmly.
"But satisfaction brought her back..." He whispered, feeling her body tremble. "Is this what you wanted?" He added.
She stammered out a weak "Yes..." before Jack let her go. Melanie hurriedly retrieved the house key from her bra and unlocked the door, disappearing behind it while waiting for Jack.



A sly smirk shone on his face as he crossed the threshold into the house, ready to teach Melanie how a real man conducts business.






































Chapter Three





He found her bra on the ground, just a few steps away from the living room.
Jack took it as an extremely obvious clue and followed it, finding Melanie's panties right after. He grinned as he raised his eyes to see her fully naked, spreading her legs on the white couch that sat in the middle of the room.
Melanie caressed her body, inviting Jack to have his way with her as he had done with many other women before her, and will  do with many after.
He watched her as he took a few steps towards the couch. Her slim hands poking and prodding at her luscious breasts, her turgid nipples standing at full attention.
The journey progressed downwards towards her navel and ended on her smooth mound. Her glistening sex indicated she was ready for Jack to take and use in whichever way he preferred.



She slowly spread her lips open with her index and ring finger, exposing the pink flesh of her pussy to Jack's hungry gaze.
"You owe me an orgasm," She cooed, teasing her swollen clit with her middle finger.
"That's not how this works, whore," Jack replied. One more step and he was close enough to smell her sweet scent.
"Then how?" She asked, her voice soft as a murmur.
Jack towered over her, and even when he kneeled in front on the couch, his head was level with hers.




He slapped her hand away from her pussy.
"This," He growled, placing his index finger on her mound, "Is mine to use in any way I want."
She took a sharp breath when she felt his touch, but nodded in agreement. 
Jack flicked the tip of his finger on her clit and she moaned, surprised at the sudden sensation. 
"Your pleasure," Jack continued, sliding his index end middle fingers across her soaked slit. Her eyes were locked on his, waiting for his next move.
"Does not matter." He declared, vigorously shoving his fingers inside Melanie's tight pussy.
She cried out in pleasure, her eyes squeezing shut when she felt him probe her hole. Melanie wasn't new to this kind of situations, but she never had to deal with a man the caliber of Jack.



Jack arched his fingers and began moving them in and out of Melanie's leaking hole. It only took a few seconds for her to turn into a whimpering mess, her body shaking every time Jack thrust his fingers inside her.
Melanie's eyes rolled to the back of her head as she was overwhelmed by pleasure. Jack could hit all of her most sensitive spots - he knew how to push her buttons to get her going, but also to make her stop dead in her tracks.
Jack's arm resembled a merciless jackhammer, pumping in and out of Melanie's pussy, her juices slowly leaking out to drench the couch and part of his veiny forearm.
The volume and frequency of her moans increased, and it was crystal clear she would soon give herself up to pleasure and let the massive orgasm building up inside of her explode and take her to a world of ecstasy.
He kept fucking her with his fingers, listening to the squelching noises coming from her pussy, never once slowing down.
One more thrust and Melanie would have reached the orgasm Jack owed her. Just one, that's all it would take - but Jack suddenly stopped moving.




She let out a disappointed moan, her face flashing with anger for a split second before she remembered his words.
"Your pleasure does not matter", he said, and showed it to her by bringing her on the brink of a mind shattering orgasm just to ruin it at the last possible moment.
Jack grinned as undid his belt before sliding his pants and boxers down to his ankles. Melanie was still upset, but seeing his hard cock and knowing she would soon have it deep within her made her feel better.
Jack grabbed her by the shoulders and pushed her sideways on the couch. Once more she spread her legs and he positioned himself between them, his hard cock resting on top of her mound.



She couldn't wait to feel his thick rod split her apart, and when she saw him grab it with one hand she began holding her breath in anticipation.
Melanie knew what to expect, Jack already fucked her the day before and it damn near broke her - but she couldn't have enough of his thick cock and the way it filled her like no other.
She wanted to feel full, but Jack decided to take his time. 
He slapped her clit with the head of his cock making her yelp, releasing the breath she was holding so tightly. Her reaction made him grin as she slapped her clit again, determined to teach the whore where she belonged to.
Melanie's swollen clit sent jolt of pleasure throughout her body with every hit, and while it did feel painful too it only made her want his cock more.
She began rolling her hips, trying to guide his cock into her drenched pussy, but nothing seemed to work. Jack towered over her, so her movement range was limited - but she could always feel his cock touching her.



Jack kept torturing her for a while and by the end of it, the head of his rod was coated in her juices and his precum.
He decided she had enough, even if he didn't want to stop after seeing how she would squirm and try to get him to penetrate her with every hit.
Jack grabbed his thick cock and lined it in front of Melanie's pussy. Her face lit up when she felt it, hoping Jack would finally fuck her like she knew he wanted to.
The tip of his cock sunk past her lips and she groaned, feeling her pussy stretch wide to accommodate him. Jack slammed himself into her and she cried out, throwing her head back against the couch, in a mixture of pleasure and pain.
His cock stretching her walls felt amazing, but the way he shoved it inside of her still hurt her a bit - yet, it reminded her who was in charge.




She opened up her eyes to find his gaze piercing her. Never breaking eye contact Jack pushed back, slowly so that she could feel the emptiness again, and stopped once the tip of his cock was barely inside of her pussy before pushing back in harder than before.
Melanie's throaty moans echoed in the room as Jack began pounding her tight hole as hard and fast as he did the day before. 
Her hands rose to grab a hold of him, gripping his broad shoulders so tight her knuckles almost turned white. Her legs locked behind him, ensuring he wouldn't stop fucking her anytime soon and fill her with the hot load of cum she deserved.




Jack enjoyed having a partner that didn't just take his cock without doing anything else. He was in charge, sure, but every action his partner made could always spark a punishment they both would enjoy.
Seeing how much Melanie wanted him pushed to fuck her with everything he had, using every ounce of his strength to destroy her pussy.
The shallow breaths she took between moans became harsh and sharp, the pleasure taking over her mind and body as she felt the orgasm Jack ruined rapidly build back up.




As much as she tried to match Jack's pace, he was big enough to hold her steady throughout the merciless pounding he was giving her. Melanie's screams almost made him go deaf but he didn't care: he wanted to make sure she wouldn't be able to walk home straight.
Jack's hand traveled across her body and reached her throat, squeezing her as he picked up the pace once more. He knew she would soon be writhing under him as the orgasm tore through her, so why not make it even more intense?




Melanie's went silent for a brief moment before she let out a high pitched scream, her pussy clenching on Jack's veiny cock as he kept pounding her harder and harder still.
The pressure built up released in what felt like a waterfall of her juices, spraying on their bodies and the couch they were laying on. The waves of pleasure seemed endless, as it felt like more and more would spawn each time Jack buried his cock within her. Melanie's mind went blank, but every inch of her body lit up in orgasmic bliss.




She said Jack owed her an orgasm, but she wasn't expecting it to be that strong. She came close to passing out as Jack kept pounding her, feeling his own release quickly approaching.
Melanie's body went limp, but her legs remained locked behind Jack. She wanted to feel his cum fill her pussy up like the previous day - she had walked all the way home with it dripping out of her, and she couldn't help but furiously masturbate once she arrived back at her place.
She came back to her senses just as Jack gave her the last few thrusts that would push him over the edge. She felt him twitch and pushed him closer to her with her legs, making sure not to waste even a single drop of his hot load.
Jack grunted, feeling the explosion of pleasure radiate from his cock and spread through his muscled body as cum gushed out of his cock in thick ropes that sprayed Melanie's already drenched insides.
Her legs restricted his movements but he still pushed in more, enjoying the jolts of pleasure while his cock was still sensitive.




They stayed locked in place for a few minutes, trying to regain their composure.
Jack watched as his load slowly leaked out of Melanie's pussy while he put his clothes back on. She had a serene expression on her flustered face, and she seemed happy even though her body had just been ravaged.
He left her there and got out of the house, making a mental note to call the agency and praise Melanie's work ethic.
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BEGGING FOR MORE





Chapter One





Jack had always hated filling up paperwork.
A week had passed since he began the process of acquiring the house and finally, after what felt like an eternity, Jack held the keys in his had after signing the last scrap of paper.
He made his way inside and shut the door behind him. The feeling of dread that overcame him no longer present, Jack was now free to live his life the way he wanted it - free to do whatever he wanted, whenever he wanted.




That last week had been full of bureaucracy, and while it did go by fast enough, it drained him of all energy. Adding to that, Jack hadn't had the time to enjoy the Island as he had been doing throughout the vacation. 
Melanie had been his last conquest, and nothing after that. 
Jack finally allowed himself to relax on the couch, the same one in which he had fucked his real estate agent just a week prior - and his mind began to wander.




He definitely needed to relieve his stress, one way or another. Thankfully his new house was closer to the town enter than the hotel, so he wouldn't have to walk around too much in order to find a new bimbo to use.
Regardless, something needed to happen. Jack full of energy, ready to unleash hell on whoever was lucky enough to be his next conquest.
The doorbell rang and brought him back from his thoughts. Groaning he got up and walked up to the front door, mildly annoyed that somebody would bother him on his first day but also curious to see who it could be.




Jack opened the door and saw a young woman standing in front of his door. Her dirty brown locks blended with her slightly tanned skin, and Jack couldn't help but notice the plump breasts held up by a bikini top that should have been commended for its strength.
"Hi, I'm Ashley! Your neighbor! Nice to meet you!" She spoke in a chirpy voice, a smile plastered on her full lips.
"Jack, pleasure's all mine. What brings you by?" 
"Oh I just wanted to say hello! You're from the outside, are you?"
Ashley didn't seem too bright, but her body was all she needed to make it in life. Jack grinned as he answered.
"Yes, I am. Came here on vacation and decided to stay. Come in if you'd like," He said as he moved to the side.
"It sure is a special place!" She said as she stepped into Jack's new house. "I hope you'll stay, many people can't deal with how this place is..." She added.
"Oh really?" Jack queried, as he let her walk in front of him to get a good view of her backside. Seeing her ass had his cock twitch, Jack had found his new target.
"It's the sex," She declared, rolling her eyes. "Everybody thinks they will be okay with it but then can't handle it!"
"I can't say I had any problems with that," Jack replied. 
"I can tell..." She cooed, winking at him.




Ashley saw the bulge in his pants. Jack didn't bother hiding it - besides, it wouldn't be easy even if he wanted to.
She approached him, her tiny hand tracing the outline of his cock through his clothes.
"I've heard you with that woman a week ago..." She whispered.
"Spying on people is a bad thing to do, don't you know?" Jack growled in her ear, as goosebumps rose on her skin.
"Are you going to punish me for it, sir?" 




Jack didn't even bother replying with his words, and let actions speak instead.
His hands explored her body, though the journey was short. Jack quickly found her supple ass cheek and squeezed it tight, making her squeal in delight.
He didn't know how he managed to resist the urge to rip the last shreds of clothing she wore off of her body before they got to his bedroom, but he did it.
Once they crossed the threshold into the room, all bets were off.




Ashley had no idea what she had gotten herself into. Jack was usually a rough lover, one that took what he wanted and left it whimpering, writhing in pleasure.
It had been a week since he last had an opportunity to relieve his stress - a long, tedious week that proved itself to be quite taxing on his nerves - and Ashley was just what he needed.





She stood in front of the his bed, lust in her eyes and a sly smile on her face that said more than enough about her character.
Ashley, while not being the sharpest of tools, still knew what to expect from him - but never imagined it to feel so overpowering.
Jack pushed her backwards and she hit the bed, giggling when she bounced on the soft foam mattress.
His aching cock was straining against the fabric of his clothes - it felt like a prison, but Jack knew he would soon get the release he needed.




Ashley pulled the string that held together the bottom part of her bikini and tossed it aside. Her legs were still closed, almost as if she wanted to tease Jack, and it was working. Still, she decided to tease him even more: she moved her hand between her legs and only after covering her hole with her fingers she proceeded to spread her toned legs.
Jack could barely see anything, but that didn't deter him. His pants and boxers hit the ground and his cock sprung up, a bead of precum on its engorged head.
Ashley's mouth almost dropped when she saw it. Big, veiny and hard as stone - just the sight of it made her wetter than she already was.
She spread her lips, exposing the pink flesh of her pussy to Jack's hungry eyes. 
Most of the girls he had seen and fucked on the Island didn't have a single hair below their necks, but Ashley instead sported a thin landing strip that almost acted as visual aid.



Jack climbed on top of the bed and instantly moved to position himself between Ashley's legs but she stopped him.
"Let me take care of you..." She cooed, biting her lip.
Jack retreated and simply laid on the bed as Ashley sat up, her eyes locked on his hard cock. She couldn't wait to feel it split her apart, but she knew Jack's pleasure came first.

Ashley straddled him, giving Jack a full view of her luscious ass and glistening pussy.
She didn't waste time and dove straight for his cock, using both hands to hold it steady in front of her face. Jack could feel her hot breath on his rod and her warmth and scent emanating from the glistening hole, mere inches away from his face.
He allowed himself to relax and let Ashley do what she was born to do.




Her tongue rolled out to lick the drops of precum that coated the head of his cock. Ashley's gentle motions felt heavenly to him, especially after a week-long drought.
She slid one of her hands down to massage his balls while her lips parted to take him inside of her wet mouth.
Jack groaned when she felt that warm, moist sensation envelop his cock, like many other times before. That one, however, was different.
Everything was amplified by that involuntary dry spell, and the dumb bimbo that was straddling him seemed to know how to please a man.




Ashley began moving her hand across his shaft, helped by her saliva as it slowly dripped downwards. She wasn't in any sort of rush and took her time - the long, slow strokes coupled with her tongue gliding on the tip of his cock could have made short work of any man, but Jack was something else.
His eyes were fixated on Ashley's pussy and the juices that seeped out of her wet folds - she must have loved sucking his cock, even though she probably never had anything quite like it.
Jack's hand came down on her plump ass cheek, leaving a red mark on it. Ashley yelped and giggled when she felt the hit, but didn't protest. Instead, it got her working Jack's cock even harder.
Watching her flesh giggle seemed hypnotic to him, but he quickly snapped out of it. His hand rose once more but instead of slapping the luscious ass that sat right in front of him, Jack plunged two of his fingers deep within Ashley's drenched pussy.
She gasped, and stopped sucking Jack's cock just for a brief moment. Still she threw her hips back, asking for more, and Jack delivered.



He began moving his fingers mimicking her pace. It didn't take long for Ashley to understand what Jack was doing - and that it wasn't enough to satisfy her. 
She wanted more, she wanted to feel his cock stretch her tight pussy and slam itself deep within her yet all she had were his fingers. She picked up her pace, stroking his shaft faster while bobbing her head on the tip of his cock.
Jack pulled his fingers out to taste Ashley's sweet nectar and she groaned, once again feeling empty. He slapped her ass one more time, just to remind her who was in charge, and she went right back to fucking his cock like the good little slut she knew she was.



Jack didn't even need to talk, she already knew what she was required to do - and in truth, that was exactly what Ashley wanted.
Obeying a real man, her one and only desire. The Island seemed to have a shortage of those, but Jack would surely fill the role - and not just that.
Ashley let his cock out of her mouth after giving it one last tug and moved her body downwards. 
Jack's rod, still slick with the bimbo's saliva, comfortably rested between her plump ass cheeks. She raised her hips and, sliding her hand between her legs, grabbed his slick cock and lined it up against her opening.



Ashley hesitated for a second, but then slowly impaled herself on Jack's veiny cock. He groaned, feeling her velvety walls engulf his cock until he was fully buried within her depths.
She didn't make a sound, her mouth gaping as a silent moan escaped her lips. The other men she fucked before were no match for him, and she was dying to see how a real man would make her feel like.
Slowly, ever so slowly, Ashley raised her hips back up, feeling each and every inch of him as Jack's cock left her hole. She groaned in pleasure while doing so, feeling her lips stick to his thick rod.
Ashley couldn't wait and pushed back down, a harsh gasp the only sound she made. Her rhythm was deliberately slow just so she could get used to him and his size, but the longer she stayed impaled on Jack's cock, the more she wanted to feel it split her in two.




Jack decided to let the whore do what she did best at her own pace. He often was the one leading, but every once in a while he also liked to sit back and let his partner worship him.
Ashley was treating his cock with the utmost care, but as time went on, her movements became more aggressive.
Her ass bouncing on his cock was a sight for the most sore of eyes, one that Jack found hard to top. The view was great, and it felt just as good, but the both of them knew that it wouldn't be enough.




Ashley took a deep breath and raised her hips until the tip of Jack's cock was just slightly past her lips and suddenly, without hesitation, let herself fall back on him.
A throaty groan escaped her lips when she vigorously impaled herself on Jack's cock. Ashley stood still, still feeling jolts of pleasure and pain throughout her entire body. 
Yet, she didn't stop.
After that brief pause she went at it with seemingly renewed vigor, arching her back to make sure Jack's cock would hit all the right spots - and it did.



Ashley began carelessly letting herself fall on Jack's cock, feeling its thickness stretch her wide every time she impaled herself on it.
Every hit sent out shock waves of pleasure throughout her body. Both of them, guided by nothing but their own desires, began moving in unison to create the perfect rhythm.
It was easy for Jack to match her pace and thrust his cock upwards just as she was lowering herself on it, and when he heard her squeal in ecstasy after feeling his thick cock slam her tight hole, Jack wanted to fuck her even harder.




Ashley's juices coated Jack's cock and ran down his ballsack to drip onto the sheets, forming a sizable wet spot beneath them. It felt as if she would drip more after each hit, but none of them cared. 
They were focused on nothing but the overwhelming pleasure they felt. Little by little their orgasms had built up to be massive, and just waiting for them to step over the edge.
Jack grabbed Ashley's hips for support and picked up the pace, breaking the rhythm they formed. She simply stood there, hovering above him as he pounded her pussy into oblivion.
Head tilted back, a slew of moans coming out of her mouth that would soon turn into a prolonged scream.




It all happened so fast none of them knew who came first.
Jack kept on thrusting and a low growl escaped his throat, feeling the intense shocks of warm pleasure spread out from the tip of his cock as it twitched, releasing all the pressure and all the cum he built up in a week.
He felt like he would never stop, unleashing a torrent of his hot seed deep within Ashley's tight pussy and pushing it deeper inside her as gravity fought back. 
Ashley's body trembled and she froze in place, feeling the wave of pure orgasmic bliss tear through her body. The built up pressure vanished in what felt like an explosion of pleasure, extended by Jack's prolonged pounding.
Her pussy clenching on his thick cock made him feel even bigger as her hole sucked the cum out of him and left him dry, after having shot a week's worth of seed into her hungry hole.




Ashley collapsed on Jack and they both laid there, panting. It would be hard to beat that neighborhood welcome, if Jack ever decided to move away from the Island.






































Chapter Two





The following day began with the noise of a large moving truck backing up in Jack's driveway. His personal belongings had finally arrived, though his bike would need more time.
The movers unloaded everything fairly rapidly and left making as much noise as they did when they arrived, leaving Jack to deal with the multitude of boxes that essentially contained his entire life.
Setting everything up would take some time, but he wasn't in any kind of rush. The Island was his new home, and he was free to do as he pleased.




He decided to start off with his clothes and leave the other items for later. He didn't particularly need most of that stuff, yet bringing it over truly meant the start of a new chapter in his life.
After a few hours, most of the boxes were empty and Jack's new house truly felt like home. Granted it would take a fair amount of getting used to, but that had been a nice start.




The process of moving can be a strenuous one, but even after calling it a day, he didn't feel tired.  A quick shower later and he felt renewed, ready to take on the world if need be.
A sense of deja vu hit him when he heard the doorbell ring, and he made his way to the front door.
Upon opening it, he found himself staring in the blue eyes of a woman who seemed just a few years older than his neighbor. Same shade of blonde and similar body shape - albeit that new woman had definitely been under the knife.
Her full breasts defied gravity a little too well to be natural, yet the obvious giveaway was in her plump lips. 
The coat of make up she wore gave Jack an idea of what she could be like and he began to wonder what it was that she wanted from him. She looked like a model, albeit a very ditzy one.
"Can I help you?" He queried.
"Hi! Are you the new neighbor my sister can't shut up about? I'm Sarah, nice to meet you!" 
"Oh, you must be Ashley's sister. Jack, pleasure's all mine." 
The similarities were definitely there, even their voices didn't differ too much.




He let her in and just like the previous day he lingered at the door just so he could take a look at the woman's ass. Full and luscious, just like Ashley's.
"So, what can I do for you?" Jack asked, even though he already knew the answer.
"Well," She began "My sister told me what happened yesterday."
"What did she tell you exactly?"
"How you fucked her better than anybody on this Island ever did." 
Her bluntness surprised him, and he grinned. "So you wanted to see for yourself."
"And feel, too."




Jack led her to his bedroom, his cock hardening as he stared at her body.
"I can smell her perfume," She murmured, biting her lip. 
"Is this where you fucked her?"






































Chapter Three

Sarah turned around, almost bumping against Jack. She took a step back and sat on the bed, her head directly in front of his cock. 
She had it out in a flash, her eyes widening when she saw it. She held it in one hand, feeling it harden as she touched it. Sarah slowly parted her lips and flicked her tongue over its tip, her eyes still glued on it.
It didn't take long for Jack's rod to stand at full attention, especially under Sarah's loving care.
She covered his cock in wet kisses before taking him inside her warm mouth, her lips gliding across his veiny shaft. The way she circled her tongue around his cock made it clear she had more experience than Jack expected. Still, he surely wasn't complaining.




Sarah let out soft moans as she stroked his shaft and lapped away at the tip of his cock, focusing on the frenulum under the head. Jack grunted when her tongue focused that spot, and that only made her want to please him further.
If what Ashley had said was true - and it looked like it could very well be - Sarah was in for the night of her life. The cloth of her panties was already moist, and the wet spot on them grew as her pussy couldn't stop leaking.
From her perspective, Jack had the body of an Adonis and from what her sister said, he had the stamina and raw skill to make her feel like no other man could.




Sarah could hardly wait to have him deep inside of her to see what he was capable of, but she decided to let him be in control.
She parted her legs and her hand slid downward, under her panties, to find the wet folds of her shaven pussy. She began teasing herself as her mouth was still busy savoring the biggest cock she had ever seen, the same one she so desperately wanted to fuck.




Jack placed a hand on her head and pushed her towards him. Sarah understood what he wanted and obliged, bobbing her head on his cock as he guided her movements.
With one hand she undid the string that held her bra together, freeing the large breasts Jack couldn't stop looking at.
Sarah was free to focus on herself as she let Jack use her mouth. Her fingers began circling her swollen clit, sending jolts of pleasure throughout her body with each tiny movement.
Her pussy, aching to be filled, had her nectar seeping out of it like a broken faucet - Sarah's panties were completely soaked, and the sheets would soon have another wet spot on them.




Jack pushed her away, and she looked up at him. The lust and hunger behind his eyes were evident, Sarah didn't need to follow.
She let herself fall backwards on the bed and spread her legs further for him. Sarah could feel Jack's gaze on her body, scanning every inch of her tanned skin - and naturally stopping at her most prominent features.
He had been staring at her breasts throughout the entire time Sarah had been sucking his cock, but now he was focused on nothing but her soaking wet hole even if her panties still covered it.



They didn't do so for much longer, however.
Jack climbed on top of her and yanked her white panties away, strings of her juices connecting her hole to the fabric. Sarah was quick to grab his cock and give his shaft a few strokes before lining it up against her hole, urging him to plunge his thick cock deep within her.
She felt him push and shut her eyes, groaning at the sensation of Jack's rock-hard cock sinking into her. 
This time he didn't want to sit back and enjoy the ride. Ashley had serviced him like an experienced whore would,  and her sister was sure to do the same.




He kept on pushing inside, feeling Sarah's pussy welcome his cock in the best hug a man could possibly receive.
Once he had sunk the entirety of his cock into her, their gazes met once again and Sarah whispered a meek "Fuck me...".
Jack didn't need to hear that twice and pulled back slowly, so that she could feel every inch of the cock she had been fantasizing about. Ashley had sung his praises, and he would make sure they weren't empty.




Pushing back into her became easier the more Jack fucked her, even if he had been going slow. Still with every thrust Sarah would cry out in ecstasy, feeling her tight hole stretch wider than ever.
He picked up the pace. The way Sarah's tightness enveloped him felt almost addicting: he wanted more, and he wanted to make her scream just like her sister did just the day before.
As his hits became more forceful, her cries got louder and louder still. She held on him for dear life, hanging onto his broad shoulders while he ravaged her sore fuck hole.



Sarah's mind flashed back to the previous night, laying alone in her bed, masturbating while imagining what Jack would do to her. Now that her fantasies came true, Jack surpassed them with ease.
She felt the orgasm surge and begged Jack to fuck her harder as her hand found her swollen clit once again. Sarah began rubbing her most sensitive spot in rapid strokes, losing her mind in the pleasure and feeling the onset of the biggest orgasm of her life.
A throaty scream escaped her lips as her body thrashed and quaked under Jack's merciless assault on her pussy. The explosive, wet release of pressure drenched the sheets and their crotches with her sweet nectar as her pussy clenched on Jack's thick cock.
Her mind went completely blank, her ears ringing almost as if she had been stunned - every fiber of her body succumbing to the waves of pleasure that crashed one on top of the other as Jack kept pounding her through the aftershocks of her mind shattering orgasm.




Sarah's pussy became tight as a vice as she clenched on his cock and he grunted but kept on pushing.
He knew his own orgasm was coming up and he was hell bent of filling Sarah's pussy up too. With each thrust her tits bounced slightly, and her turgid nipples were just begging for attention.
Without breaking his stride Jack lowered his mouth on one of them and circled with his tongue, once more driving Sarah wild. Every bit of stimulation had her body convulsing in orgasmic bliss, and the way her walls convulsed on his rod felt like she wanted to suck the cum out of his body just like her sister.
Jack tried to resist but couldn't. 
He sunk deep within her insides with one last thrust, hard enough that his ballsack made an audible slapping noise as they hit her body. An explosion of pleasure overcame him as a hot wave flashed throughout his body making him growl, despite still being busy torturing Sarah's nipples.
Spurts of cum shot out of the tip of his engorged cock and coated her wet insides in his own shade of white. Sarah had barely enough strength to lock her legs behind him to push him further in, ensuring he would shoot his entire load inside of her - even if Jack had no intentions not to.




Once his cock had no more cum to shoot, he gave her one last thrust making her whimper. Her pussy had taken quite a beating that day, one that she would never be able to forget.
Jack pulled out and as usual, admired his handiwork. Sarah's red gaping hole glistening with a mixture of her juices and his cum, just like Ashley's the previous day.
He collapsed on the bed right beside her, both of them catching their breaths.
"Ashley was right..." Sarah murmured, her throat sore from all the screaming. 
Jack chuckled. Moving can be an arduous experience, but at least his neighbors welcomed him warmly enough.
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HURTS SO GOOD








Chapter One

The house he bought wasn't a mansion worthy of the world's elites, but it wasn't on the opposite side of the spectrum either.
The price tag on it would have most people back away from the deal but Jack went with it - and it had been worth every cent.
He had enough space to live his life the way he wanted at long last, and he intended to do exactly that.




Not being confined to a hotel room also gave him more flexibility when it came down to the locals and their perversions.
Jack wasn't a saint either, that much was certain. 
He deliberately left one of the rooms in his new house empty, just so he could turn it into his own sex dungeon - he had always wanted one, full of toys and devices fit to inflict torturous pleasure on his whores.



Outfitting it proved to be a challenge, as there ware so many options to choose from in. 
Hooks attached to the walls to  chain people to and make sure they wouldn't squirm too much; all manners of toys of various sizes and purposes lined the shelves he installed on one side of the room and directly in front of it, a king size bed with a steel frame perfect to hook handcuffs on.
After a hard day of work setting it up, Jack took a moment to sit on the bed and look around. He grinned, thinking of all the filth that would soon take place within those walls.
The arousal began to course through his body yet while is spirit was more than willing, he decided to rest for the day.
He had all the time in the world, after all. The Island was his new home, and every passing day strengthened that decision.
It was a shot in the dark even for him, but he rarely missed.




It was still dark outside when Jack woke up, ready to take on the world. He took his time to lay in his bed staring at the ceiling for a while before getting up to follow his usual morning routine.
About an hour later he was done. Fresh out of the shower he threw on some clothes and went out to take a walk, curious to see what the Island would be like that early in the morning.
The clock on his phone said five in the morning, and he knew people would still be around, engaging in their usual depravity.
It didn't take long for him to find a shining example of what the locals were up to after dark. A small crowd was gathered around what seemed to be a couple intent on exploring their bodies on the hood of a car.
Jack paid them no mind and only gave them a passing glance. 




He was near the club, so much so that he could faintly hear the distorted music in the distance. He could easily find someone there and bring them back home to test his new dungeon - it would only be a short walk, and the reward would be more than worth it.
The glowing neon sign above the Terminus provided an easy way point for him to follow, and just a minute later he crossed the threshold into the dimly lit club.
The atmosphere was somewhat more relaxed than the last time he visited given the hour, but he could still see people enjoying themselves.
Most of them were passed out on the couches that  littered the club's walls, yet the dance floor were still decently populated.




Jack looked around, scanning the venue for someone to bring home. A woman sitting by herself at the bar caught his attention and he made his way to her, confidence oozing out of every pore as always.
One can't expect to have meaningful conversation at five in the morning in a night club, that much was for certain. Jack only needed a few words to charm her, he had her undivided attention.
The woman had enough curves to make most heads turn and spin without much effort, and the skin tight blue dress she wore made sure Jack got a decent preview of what she would soon offer him.
Her long brown hair cascaded on her shoulders and body, partially hiding the plump breasts she halfheartedly tried to conceal. 




"A week is all it took, huh?" She asked, when Jack told her he had just moved in after a vacation.
"This place is far too peculiar to pass," He replied.
"What pushed you to do it?"
Jack decided to ditch the subtlety and simply stated the truth. They both knew how the night would end either way, so there was no point in faking it.
"The sex, naturally. Though I have to say, there are some nice beaches."
She giggled nervously. "You haven't seen much in just a week..."
"You say as if you want to show me... Do you?"
"I'd love to."




They quickly made their way out of the club and began the short trek towards Jack's house. He took another good look at her under the bright lights that littered the sidewalk, and found he had chosen well.
From the way she sat on that stool Jack hadn't had a chance to admire her backside, but quickly found that Vanessa - that was her name - could easily sit comfortably no matter where she decided to rest.
Jack's hand crept down her back and landed on her ass cheek to squeeze her flesh and she giggled in approval, feeling his strong grip on her ample ass.
He could already begin to feel the lust rise within him, and soon enough he would be able to unleash all of it on his new whore.




Vanessa seemed positively impressed by Jack's house, though she hadn't see his special room yet. There was no awkward silence, the two of them knew why they were there.
Drinks were off the table - too early for Jack, and she already had a few throughout the night even if she was completely sober.
Jack motioned her to follow him and she obliged. Her mouth almost dropped when she saw his dungeon, but her surprised expression soon turned into a sly smirk as her gaze swept the room.
In the club she had come off as a strong and confident person, but her demeanor shifted as soon as she entered Jack's house. Her head bowed down, her voice taking on a low and respectful tone, Vanessa was ready to serve Jack as her one and only master.



He slowly circled her like a predator would its prey, his eyes scanning her features as if to look for a weak spot before attacking. 
Jack made short work her dress. The zipper slid down smoothly and she did the rest, peeling it away from her curvy body. She didn't bother wearing anything under it, which made his job even easier.
He placed a hand on her lower back and pushed her gently but firmly towards the leather harnesses that hung from the hooks. Upon seeing them she understood where the night would go and raised her arms so that Jack could bind her in place.
Once her wrists were secured, her ankles were next. Jack dropped down and took the chance to admire her clean shaven pussy before securing her legs to the bottom hooks.



She wouldn't go anywhere for the time being and given how there already was a string of her juice connecting her pussy to her thighs, Vanessa was already liking the situation she got herself into.
Jack walked back to the toy shelf and tried to choose what to use first. He settled on a medium sized vibrator, and came back to Vanessa after picking it up.
She couldn't see anything Jack was doing as she was facing the wall, giving him full access to both of her holes - and Jack intended to make full use of them.



She felt the smooth rubber of the toy graze her slit as Jack wanted to coat its tip with her nectar before plunging it deep within her. He rubbed it against her slit just once and the toy was already glistening with Vanessa's juices. She was ready for it, or at least she thought she was.
Jack pushed the toy past her lips and she whimpered, feeling herself open up to allow the rubber cock to embed itself within her depths. It felt as if it would go on forever, filling her dripping pussy up inch by inch.
Vanessa felt every vein on the smooth surface of the toy as it finally came to a stop. She was able to take it all with moderate ease, but it was still pleasurable.
She was waiting for Jack to begin fucking her with it but he had other plans.




He turned the toy on and set it to medium strength. They toy buzzed to life within her body and she squealed as she felt the vibrations spread through her.
Jack leaned in and whispered directly into her ear. "If it slips out, I'll leave you chained here until I get bored of you. Understood?"
Her reply came an instant later. "Yes sir!" She exclaimed, her face already beginning to contract into a mask of pure pleasure.
Jack knew she would lose. Vanessa was already struggling as it was, and the toy wasn't even running at its maximum strength. He went back to the shelf and grabbed a leather riding crop as the room filled with the whore's groans.
She heard his footsteps but thought nothing of it, focusing entirely on making sure the toy wouldn't slip out of her. The more she clenched her muscles around it, the harder the vibrations felt, prompting her to release her hold. It was a losing battle, but it felt amazing.




The first hit made her jump. It wasn't too hard, but the surprise heightened the effect and made her yelp in pain. The crop left a red mark on her plump ass cheek and Jack grinned. 
He watched her squirm as the toy worked its magic, her moans were music to his ears. Jack's aching cock was straining against the fabric of his clothes but he would have all the time in the world to take care of his needs. For the time being, he wanted to have fun torturing Vanessa.
He caressed her flesh with the tip of the riding crop, sending shivers down her spine and making goosebumps rise on her pale skin. Jack continued trailing the shape of her curves for a while, letting her build anticipation - she knew he would whip her flesh again, and she was faced with a dilemma: bracing for it, clenching her muscles on the toy, or relaxing and risking it would slip out?



Jack let her think things through some more before whipping her ass cheek once more. She yelped in pain, even if the hit hadn't been strong - he was going for the element of surprise and shock rather than actual pain.
Watching her writhe as she tried to keep the toy inside of her was entertaining enough, especially knowing that the vibrations were just strong enough to keep her wanting more but couldn't bring her to orgasm.
As much as he loved the show, he wanted to see her squirm even more. Jack grabbed the remote that controlled the toy's strength and raised it all the way to the maximum.
The whirring noises could be heard clearly enough even if they were muffled, and Vanessa's throaty moans soon rose in volume and frequency as she tried to keep her legs closed but couldn't due to the restraint.
The vibrations were strong enough to have her body trembling as the waves of pleasure spread throughout her body. The toy kept on inching downward, helped by the copious amount of her juices that her pussy continually leaked. 
Taking a closer look, Jack noticed how both of her thighs had trails of her nectar that seemed to run all the way down to her knees. On the floor, directly beneath her, laid a small puddle that gradually became bigger as her juices dripped out. 




Jack took a step back and took off his clothes, carefully folding them and placing everything on the bed while listening to Vanessa's moans.
He grabbed the crop again and once more began to trail her body with his tip, this time lightly flicking it over her flesh. She quickly got used to it, even if her body seemed to say otherwise.
What she wasn't expecting is Jack to target her most sensitive spots. The tip of the crop grazed her turgid nipples and continued its downward journey across her smooth skin, landing directly in front of her mound.
Jack flicked it over her clit and she cried out in both pleasure and pain, straining against her binding - yet not even once she said anything against the treatment she was getting.
He kept on playing with her, enjoying how she was fighting that losing battle versus the toy.  His hands explored her body, feeling it tremble under his touch.



Vanessa's whimpers made him harder than diamonds, and he knew that soon enough he would get to satisfy his needs and destroy her holes.
He circled back around her, his cock resting against the small of her back. Jack's hands were soon again on her body, inching towards her swollen clit.
Upon reaching it, Jack began gently tapping it with his middle finger, increasing his pace as he went on. That, coupled with the toy vibrating deep inside her pussy and her inability to do anything about it drove her crazy.
Her moans turned into cries, her orgasm fast approaching due to the combined effort of man and machine. The feeling was too good for her to try and deny herself the pleasure she wanted, even if she knew there would be consequences.




"Cum for your master, you filthy whore." 
A sentence she heard plenty of times, but no one had ever growled it right into her ear with such authority. Her autopilot kicked in as the only thing on her mind was to serve her master in any way, shape or form.
Her cries turned into a prolonged scream as the pressure suddenly vanished in what felt like an explosion. It started a white hot wave of pleasure that ravaged her body and shook her to her very core, turning her into a trembling mess that once was a woman.
Her pussy clenching tightly on the toy amplified the sensation even further, almost to the point of pain, but Vanessa didn't care. Eventually the orgasmic bliss subsided, and when she came to her senses she could no longer feel the familiar vibrations inside of her.
The toy laid beneath her, in the large pool of her nectar that had dripped from her battered hole. Jack had turned it off as he waited for her to regain enough composure - she had her fun, but now it was his time to finally get what he needed.
Vanessa's legs could barely hold her upright. The orgasm would have knocked her on her ass if it wasn't for the bindings that kept her somewhat steady - alas, Jack would soon take care of her. 







































Chapter Two

Vanessa's head hung low, her body still recovering from the mind-shattering orgasm Jack gave her. 
She could see the toy laying on the ground beneath her, but the realization still hadn't hit her - it soon will, she was powerless against Jack's every wish and desire as she had agreed.
Jack tossed the vibrator remote aside and let his hands roam across her body. She shivered under his touch, still feeling the aftershocks.
Her ragged breaths gradually became more stable as she regained composure, but she knew it wasn't over just yet.




She had had her share of fun and it almost broke her. Still, it was time for Jack to take what was rightfully his.
The engorged head of his aching cock was slick with his precum, and he couldn't wait to pound his whore into true submission.
He grabbed his cock and rubbed it on her entrance, her juices mixing with his.  He would normally tease his partner until they were dying to be fucked, but Vanessa had had enough of that already.




He felt her lips part to welcome him inside of her tight pussy, his cock sliding in effortlessly despite being far larger than the toy he used on her. 
Vanessa's drawn out groan as she felt his thick cock sink deep inside her sounded far different from the high pitched cries and screams that filled the room just a few minutes before.
It stretched her hole wide, making the toy Jack used feel tiny in comparison. Jack grunted once he sunk himself fully into her, filling her pussy up to the brim as it hugged his cock with its velvety embrace.




He backed out, slowly enough to make sure she would feel every inch of him as it felt her hole and made her feel empty once more. Jack gave her a brief moment of respite before slamming himself back into her hole as she let out a harsh gasp, her entire body feeling the momentum behind his thrust.
Jack placed a hand on the small of her back and pushed down, forcing her to arch her back. Vanessa was like putty in his hands, a living doll whose only purpose was to get fucked.
He began vigorously pounding her. Every thrust reached her depths with enough force to shake her entire body, Jack wanted her to feel what a real man could do to her.
She had never felt anything quite like his cock stretching her wide, and she was sure she would feel its phantom presence even long after the session's end.




With every thrust she would let out a harsh gasp, her throat too sore to properly vocalize how he was making her feel. Her battered hole had taken quite a beating that day, but it was nowhere near over.
He delivered a shard slap on her ass cheek, right above the red mark left by the riding crop - and that was enough make her squeal. Hearing her whimpers and groan only made his cock harder and harder still as he fucked her like she had never been fucked before.
The raw energy Jack exuded had to go somewhere, and the lust that built up inside of him desperately needed a proper release.




Her pussy seemed to draw him back in every time he backed out. He picked up the pace without even realizing it and before Jack knew it, he found himself mercilessly pounding Vanessa's sore hole as she cried out for more.
Pleasure and pain combined together to assault her senses, making her lose her mind once more. 
She suddenly went silent and her body froze, though Jack felt her pussy clench his cock tight like a vise. A moment later she began trembling as another orgasm tore through her body, sending jolts of pleasure to every fiber of her being.
Her juices ran down her thighs and the veiny shaft of Jack's cock as he kept on pounding her even while she squirmed, effortlessly straining against her bindings.




Her ass jiggled with every thrust he gave her, and Jack couldn't help but stare at it as he pounded her tight pussy. 
He gave it one more hard slap before pulling his cock out of her hole - he wanted to dominate her completely, and he simply couldn't pass the chance to fuck her asshole.
Jack kneeled and picked the toy up. Looking up her saw Vanessa's pussy, red and glistening with her juices - he admired his handiwork briefly before sliding his tongue between her folds to taste her sweetness as her nectar still steadily seeped out of her.




He lined the toy against her pussy and slid it in without even pretending to be careful. Her pussy had taken his cock already, and the toy wouldn't be an issue.
Jack grabbed a handful of her hair and pushed down, forcing her to bend her head backwards and look him in the eyes. The look on her flustered face was that of a well used whore who had gone through hell to get to a pleasure filled heaven.
Vanessa barely had the time to register what was happening before she felt the tip of Jack's cock press against her asshole. 
She shut her eyes tight as she braced for it. Her muscles gave in fairly quickly and it slid in aided by the lubrication provided by her juices and his precum.
A pained groan escaping her lips as Jack pushed his thick cock in her hole. He studied the pained expression on her face, watching her relax once the tip of his cock was in.




Her tightness made him grunt and he pushed more, his cock sinking into her tight asshole inch by inch as her mouth hung open in a silent whimper.
He didn't stop until he felt the slick warmth of her pussy on his ballsack, and he waited for a brief moment to give her time to get used to having her ass stretched so wide.
"Look at me," He growled, pulling her hair further down. Her eyes fluttered open and their gazes met for the first time after Jack bound her to the hooks.
He backed out of her hole, his eyes still burning into her as she let out a throaty groan only to push back in again, slightly faster than before.




Vanessa was getting used to having that big of a cock in her asshole. As time went on, inch by inch, the pain she felt was gradually replaced by the familiar pleasure that only Jack had known how to give her.
He turned the vibrator back on, setting it back to medium strength. It roared back to life inside of her battered pussy, and the vibrations helped her deal with his cock even more than she already was.
Pain, pleasure, they're only separated by a thin line that Vanessa walked upon - and dipped on both sides.




It felt intoxicating to her, but Jack's opinion didn't differ. Her tight hole seemed to want to strangle his cock, but he kept on pushing. His orgasm was near, and every thrust got him closer to his release.
He grabbed her hip with his free hand and finally began pushing into her at a steady pace. Jack saw Vanessa's eyes close as she slowly lost herself in pleasure - she was nothing more than a set of holes for him to use and abuse.
Jack was sure he would leave the imprint of his cock inside of her given how tight she was gripping him, but he didn't care. 
Every thrust felt more powerful, every inch of him he sank into her shot jolts of pleasure throughout his body. His pace quickened and before he knew it, Jack found himself slamming his cock in her tight asshole while still holding onto her hair, making her look him in the eyes as he dominated her.




The pressure building up inside of him reached a critical point and with a harsh grunt Jack felt the familiar release wash over him. The hot wave of pleasure radiating from his cock sent shivers throughout his body as he released what felt like a torrent of his hot cum directly into Vanessa's sore asshole.
She could feel his cock twitch and pulsate, shooting spurts of thick cum deep within her, and coat her insides with his own shade of white.
Jack stayed inside of her, making sure his cock was drained of every drop of cum it had before pulling it out.




He let her hair go and Vanessa collapsed, her wrist bindings the only thing keeping her up. The toy she had embedded in her pussy slid out once more and Jack turned it off, watching it as it stopped buzzing in the middle of the large puddle beneath his whore.
He took a moment to look at her and how exhausted she was after Jack had totally and utterly dominated her like no one was ever able to.
He approached her and undid the leather harnesses that held her in place. She would have fallen to the ground if Jack hadn't caught her, but thankfully he was there to make sure she wouldn't hurt herself.
There she was, sitting on the ground in a puddle of her own juices, looking like she had been ravaged by a hurricane she didn't even know was coming. 




That room had definitely been a great investment, one that would pay for itself time and time again.
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INSATIABLE BIMBOS








Chapter One

Jack woke up in a daze. He rubbed his eyes and unlocked his phone to look at the clock - it two in the afternoon.
His sleeping schedule had always been far from perfect, and living on the Island exacerbated certain habits of his. Granted, the he wasn't the only one who gave in to temptation and related debauchery, and having an irregular schedule wasn't that big of an issue.
His bank account had enough zeroes to last him a very comfortable lifetime, which allowed him to lead the life he wanted rather than the one he had to.




The Island was his location of choice, simply due to how liberating the atmosphere was. No circling around topics that might be considered sensitive - you want something, you take it.
That resonated deeply with him, it had been his life motto for as long as he could remember.
Getting out bed he yawned as he went off to take a shower, walking in front of his newly built dungeon.
A sudden rush of memories hit him as he recalled what happened in that room just a few hours before. He could still smell her scent, lingering in her room even after Jack sent her wobbling on her way.




Coming out about half an hour later, he felt refreshed and ready to go on with his day as usual. 
He spent a few minutes ordering groceries and then promptly sat down on the couch in the living room to wait for the delivery. Jack didn't quite have anything planned for that day, as he was still getting accustomed to his new living arrangements.
Everything still had its sheen on it, feeling new even though at the end of the day it wasn't - the location made the difference.
Time passed as he got lost in his thoughts. Eventually the doorbell rang and he snapped out of the trance, getting up to answer the door.




The delivery girl they sent was standing just a few feet away from his doors, carrying bags in both arms. They looked heavy enough, but despite her small frame she didn't seem to have any issues with it.
Jack collected the delivery and a few minutes later he had arranged every item according to how he used to do back at home. He was a man of habit, after all.
The rest of the day went by fairly fast, even if Jack resorted to staying inside to finish unpacking the last boxes. They mostly contained ornamental stuff that wasn't necessary on a day to day basis, but he figured it would be better to get it over with rather than have them clutter the place.




The sun set and evening rolled by silently.
Jack decided to head out and see what the night would bring, confident that the Island would make it memorable.
He walked down the sidewalk, glancing both at the stores that were still open and the locals engaging in their usual acts of public indecency. It was interesting at first, but after some time it hardly fazed him anymore unless something extreme was happening. 
Oftentimes the performers would actively try to get the onlookers involved, but Jack had always avoided those situations even when begged. It wasn't his scene in the slightest, he preferred to be both the star and audience of his own shows.




As much as he didn't care about what the locals were up to, he still began to feel the familiar hunger rising. 
He briefly considered visiting the Terminus club again, but he figured there would be other places in which to find a suitable partner for the night. As it turns out, Jack was more than right.
He kept on walking and a sign caught his attention. "Flytrap Bar" it said, the neon letters shining bright blue against the black wall the sign hung on. 
Jack decided to give it a shot and descended the staircase that lead to the venue.




The atmosphere inside was similar to the Terminus and yet, it felt completely different.
Instead of the loud electronic music blaring from oversized speakers, the bar had soft jazz playing at medium volume so as not to drown out conversations. 
Jack's gaze swept the venue and noticed it was hardly crowded - still, it was hard to see much due to the smoke that filled the place. He could see older gentlemen smoking cigars, captivated by the bar's dancers as they put on a show for any man or woman who happened to pass by.
Jack sat at the counter and the bartender took his order - scotch, as usual. A few seconds later  she handed him his drink, and Jack thanked her before taking a sip as he began to relax.


It surely was a weird combination. Jazz and strippers don't quite go hand in hand, but somehow it worked well enough to keep people coming back.
The way the dancers moved their gorgeous bodies surely could keep a man entertained, and even Jack couldn't help but stare as they performed on the raised platform at the center of the venue.
Shortly after the music stopped and the two girls climbed down before getting replaced by two others.
One of them approached the bar and winked at Jack before ordering something Jack had never heard of despite his extensive alcohol knowledge.
Nothing about her was hidden, as every dancer worked completely nude. Jack looked at her, wondering which surgeon altered her body into that of a goddess - the only natural thing were her long platinum blonde hair but the rest had been enhanced.
Her breasts were far too large to be that perky and her lips were simply made for blowjobs, whereas her ass made sure she would always be comfortable no matter where she sat.




The bartender handed her a bright blue concoction and she began drinking it from the straw. 
"First time at the Flytrap?" She asked, batting her long eyelashes at him.
"Indeed, and certainly not the last."
"Oh I know..." 
Her attempts at flirting were a hit and miss. She didn't seem too bright, but actions spoke louder than words - and when she caressed Jack's thigh with her free hand, he knew the night would soon take a new direction.
She took his hand in hers and walked towards a door on the opposite side of the counter. Jack's eyes were locked on her ass, swaying left and right with every step the bimbo took.
Their journey ended abruptly in front of a door which she pushed open, revealing what looked like a room meant for private shows. 




They entered and the dancer gently pushed Jack onto the leather armchair that sat in the middle of the room. He played along and sat down, his head now resting just a few inches away from her crotch.
Showing her experience, she didn't waste time. The dancer turned around and lowered herself on him, giving Jack a full view of her luscious ass and the holes he would soon stretch.
Jack sat there as she began grinding her hips on him, feeling his cock harden under her bare ass. He knew the drill - watch, but don't touch. It's always been that way, so he didn't even think about trying even though that private dance had a very clear outcome.
The girl took his hands as he rested them on the chair and placed them on her large breasts, squeezing his fingers almost as to guide him.




Jack didn't need guidance. As soon as his hands were on her perky breasts he began squeezing and pawing away at them, only stopping to play with her turgid nipples.
She seemed surprised at first - but then again she didn't give private shows too often.
The way she kept grinding her hips on him, with long and slow movements, made sure she would feel the entirety of Jack's cock as it hardened more and more. 
Dancing in front of strangers, arousing them just by being there - it took its toll on her too. Much like Jack she had needs that needed to be met, and he was just what she needed in that moment.




She continued dancing, if one could even call it that, yet both of them were fully aware of what was about to happen. Jack wanted her to do the first move, and he knew she would break soon. Every time he played with her nipples she could feel goosebumps on her skin as she let out the softest of moans.
His prediction came true not long after.
His pants had a wet spot on them, courtesy of the woman's juices seeping out of her hole as she kept on grinding her hips on Jack's lap, but he didn't care.



She stood up and got on her knees in front of him. Jack grinned when she saw her flustered face, her gaze locked on the outline of his cock. 
The dancer's hands shot up to undo his belt and pants and within seconds his cock was out in the open for her to admire.
She grabbed it and slid the palm of her hand across his shaft once, then twice, before lining it up against her hungry mouth. Her lips parted and she rolled out her tongue, ready to taste him at long last.
A rapid flick of her tongue above the head of his cock was all it took to start the games. A bead of precum rested atop the tip of his rod but she caught it mere instants after it appeared - the bimbo surely knew how to please a man.
Holding his cock with two hands she began lapping away at it, treating like an ice cream on a hot summer day. She seemed obsessed with it and Jack surely didn't mind the treatment he was receiving.




Her saliva slowly leaked down and coated his veiny shaft, making it easy her her to stroke him despite his size. The more she sucked his cock, the more she pleased him, and the more she wanted to have his cock shoved deep inside of her.
Without warning she opened her mouth wide and pushed downward, taking him deep within her throat. She was a brave woman, not many had tried that and succeeded considering Jack's size.
The bimbo didn't seem to have any issues. The warm, wet hug she gave her felt great, and the vibrations coming from her throat only added to the experience. 
She held him there briefly before coming back up for air, strings of saliva connecting her mouth to Jack's cock.
Her makeup was beginning to smear, yet it didn't ruin her appearance - if anything, Jack wanted to dominate her even more.




The dancer stood up and turned around, again giving Jack a full view of her ample ass and drenched pussy. Jack was about to grab his cock to line it up against her hole but she beat him to the punch.
Pushing her hand between her legs she grabbed Jack's hard rod and held it in place as she lowered herself on it.  He could feel her warmth on the tip of his cock, but that feeling didn't last long as it soon was replaced by the familiar velvety hug that only a woman's pussy can give. She gave out a harsh gasp when she felt him sink past her lips, but didn't slow down at all - she wanted his  cock to stretch her hole.
The dancer didn't take him fully, choosing instead to bounce on barely half of his cock. She wanted to, but she had underestimated his size and her pussy needed to get used to something that big.
Her movements were slow and calculated. Every time it looked as if she would go all the way down she would stop and raise her hips back up - it was somewhat frustrating for Jack, but it was driving her wild.




Jack decided to sit back and let the dancer work his cock how she wanted to, knowing he would soon take over and show her how he did things.
Her ass giggled every time she bounced on his cock - it was a sight to behold, especially after she found her rhythm. Her juices ran down his shaft and coated Jack's cock, making it easier for her to take more of it.
She still carefully stopped before going too far, but Jack could tell it was starting to frustrate her too. 




She raised her hips as usual but hesitated, taking a deep breath before slamming herself down on his cock. She cried out in pain, but that quickly vanished in favor of pleasure.
Jack grunted too, feeling his cock split her tight pussy in half when he was lest expecting it.
She sat there for a while, still hesitant to raise her hips back up. Jack grabbed her by the neck and pulled her towards him. 
The dancer understood what he wanted and obliged, letting him take over. Jack pulled his cock back as she groaned in his ear, feeling every inch of him leave her stretched hole.
The feeling of emptiness didn't last long, as Jack was now able to thrust back into her at his own pace and all she could do was stand there and take it like the whore she was.




He gave her no quarter and began fucking her at roughly the same speed she was bouncing on his cock at - but he didn't stop at half. With every thrust he sank his entire cock into her and soon enough her pained groans turned to loud moaning, dripping with lust and desire.
His cock hit all the right spots, even those she never even knew she had. Jack gradually increased his pace, pushing into her harder and harder still until the bimbo was nothing more than a quivering mess of a woman.
The tension building up in her body was reaching critical levels, and every thrust brought her closer and closer to the explosive release she wanted.




The woman couldn't hold back anymore and began slamming her hips downward to match Jack's pace.  Before she knew it her body began convulsing as the orgasm tore through her - Eyes rolled to the back of her head, face contorted in a mask of pure bliss and ecstasy.
Jack held her steady as he fucked her through her orgasm, amplifying the waves of pleasure that kept mercilessly ravaging her body. 
Her moans turned into a prolonged whimper that mixed in with Jack's grunts and the distorted music that played in the bar to create a rather unique sound profile. None of them cared, they were far too focused on themselves to appreciate the music.




Her tight pussy clenching on his cock became unbearably tight but he continued pounding her. Not long after Jack's muscles tightened as a hot flash radiated from his cock and enveloped his entire body just for a brief moment. Spurts of cum shot out of the engorged head of his cock while he kept thrusting into the dancer's wet hole, spraying her insides with his hot seed until he had no more drops of if left within him.
They both collapsed back, Jack's cock still inside of her as they laid panting on the armchair. Droplets of her juices and his cum stained the floor in front of them, but someone else would clean it up.




They remained connected for a few minutes, catching their breaths. Jack's erection faded and he moved the dancer aside to put his pants back on. 
He took one last look at her before he went on his way. Flustered, panting, his cum leaking out of her swollen pussy as she laid on the armchair, her legs spread wide for anyone to see what Jack's was capable of.
She waved weakly at him and he grinned, before making his way out of the bar.






































Chapter Two

The air outside of the Flytrap was far cleaner than what Jack had been breathing during his encounter with the dancer. The cigar smoke disappeared, but its smell would always linger.
Jack didn't care too much, he could always take a shower once he got back home.
Midnight was fast approaching and with it, the locals became more daring as they always did after dark. 
Something compelled Jack to turn on his heels and keep on walking through the busy sidewalks of the city rather than going home - he didn't know why, but it felt as if the air had something special in it that made him want to stay out instead of retreating to his chambers.




On the Island, every night was an adventure. Every corner could lead to events that one would remember for the rest of their life.
That stood true for Jack, too, albeit on a lesser scale. He didn't care for the various acts of exhibitionism going on around him, but it surely added to the Island's charm.
Waking without a clear destination lead him to a part of the city he hadn't explored yet. 
High end stores selling wares of all kinds sat in front of the habitual window shoppers - just like back home.




The vast majority of them were still open. Still, Jack made mental note to go back the following day to further explore that side of  the city.
The clock read two in the morning, and he decided to head back home. The GPS on his phone gave him the optimal route in a matter of seconds, and off he went.
It didn't take him much to go back to familiar territory. The Terminus' neon sign was visible in the distance, meaning he would soon be home. 




He spotted a woman arguing with the club's bouncer. From his position he couldn't tell what they were saying but it was obvious he didn't want to let her in.
Coming closer, Jack understood what was happening. The woman, or girl rather, didn't meet age requirements the club had.
"But I'm nineteen, I’m not a kid anymore!" She exclaimed, yet the bouncer didn't budge.
"Come back in two years, then we'll talk."
She sighed and gave up before walking away just as Jack was passing by. He noticed she wasn't a local given how the bothered wearing clothes - just a floral dress and a flower in her read hair, but it was more than most of the women he had seen that night.
"Rough night huh?" He asked, without even expecting a reply. Still, it was worth a shot. Without the dress, she could easily be mistaken for a local given how curvy her body was despite her age.

Her eyes darted up to look at him. "It's bullshit," She replied "I just wanted to have fun!"
"Well the Terminus is for very specialized kind of fun,"
"I wouldn't know, they didn't let me in!"
She was still slightly altered, but talking to Jack made her feel somewhat better.
"It's more of a walk-in orgy than a normal club," He declared.
"Shame, it could have been fun..." 
She bit her lip right after, hiding the coy smile that appeared on her lips.
"I know a good alternative," Jack stated, instantly causing her to focus on him.
"Oh?"
"My house, naturally." He chuckled.
The look on her face didn't change. Jack was surprised to see her consider it, even though that line had worked well in the past.
"Fine, let's go. I need to let out some stress."




The few minutes it took to get to Jack's house were a blur. All he remembers is having his hands roam on her toned body before the front door was even closed properly.
Jack lead her to his bedroom, his cock hardening with every step as his young conquest looked at him with hungry eyes that begged him to fuck her.
He shoved her on the bed and she landed on her stomach, her dress riding up to show her bubbly ass barely covered by a shred of fabric that was supposedly a thong. 
It didn't last long before Jack grabbed it and yanked it away to expose her holes. He felt the familiar animalistic fury take over, and began acting on instincts rather than rational thought.
Seeing her shaved pussy laid bare for him made his cock rock hard. 




She turned around to face him, her head landing directly in front of the bulge in his pants. The girl licked her lips as her hands went to undo his belt and a few seconds later his pants feel to the ground.
His boxers followed suit, causing his cock to spring out and tap the girl on her cheek. The expression of surprise when she saw Jack's cock was one he would never forget. 
She had never seen anything like that, much less got to play with it. Her mouth hung open and Jack took it as an invitation.
He grabbed his cock and rubbed it on her lips, causing her to snap out of her trance.




She opened her mouth wider, enough for him to slide in. Her tongue rose up to lick the head of his cock while her hands roamed his thighs, ultimately coming to stroke his veiny shaft.
Jack looked down at the gorgeous redhead sucking his cock. He knew she could taste the dancer's juices on it and that made him even harder than he already was - and her ass on full display also helped quite a bit.
The girl didn't have much experience, but she tried her best to please Jack. Enthusiasm can go a long way after all, and she definitely wasn't lacking on that front.




She tried to take him in her throat but quickly gave up and resorted to circling the head of his cock with her tongue while gliding her hand across his shaft. The other one slid to massage his ballsack, and the entire combination was surely having a pleasant effect on him.
Despite having fucked the other bimbo just a few hours before he met the girl outside of the club, Jack was all ready to go for round two.
He began giving her small thrusts and she responded well, tightening her lips around the his cock and flicking her tongue on his tip whenever he was close enough. He began grunting soon after, yet as much as the blowjob felt good, he wanted more.




Jack pulled his cock out of her mouth and ordered her to turn around.
The girl swiftly obliged, hiking her dress up again before getting on her hands and knees for him. She yelped when Jack's hand came down on her ass, but deep down they both knew she loved it.
Her original idea was to get to the Terminus and spend the night being used like a toy - she clearly wasn't afraid of rough play and Jack would make sure to give her a night she would never forget.
He grabbed his cock, its tip still wet with her saliva, and rubbed it across her slit before lining it up against her pussy. He pushed in and slowly sunk himself into her as she gasped, feeling her tight hole swallow the biggest cock she had ever seen.
Jack took his sweet time. The girl was unbearably tight, but wetter than a lake. Every inch of him she took felt like a mile, and he knew her hole could easily milk him dry without much work on her part.




He wasn't even a third of the way in before he pulled back just to push in again, making he groan throughout.
Every thrust had him sink deeper and deeper still into her soaked hole until he filled her to the brim, his ballsack rubbing against her swollen clit.
Once she seemed used to being almost split in two by Jack's veiny cock he pulled back, feeling her brace for the impact she knew would come.
Jack grabbed her hips and vigorously thrust back into her. He would have sent her flying on his bed had he not held her steady, but despite yelping in pain she took his cock like a champ.
The more Jack buried himself into her, the less pain she felt as the sensation of being ripped apart became pleasant enough to make her want more.  
He didn't want to destroy her hole from the get go, but seeing how she bucked her hips backwards to slam herself on his cock quickly made him change his mind.




The young slut couldn't stop crying out and gripping she sheets of Jack's bed as he mercilessly pounded her pussy into oblivion, her entire body bouncing along with his thrusts.
Looking down he could see her lips cling onto his shaft as the flesh around her pussy took on a crimson tone that provided a stark contrast to her otherwise pearlescent skin.
She slid one of her hands between her legs, using the other one for support, and began rubbing her clit in sync with Jack's movements. 
Her cries were already echoing throughout his house, but she became a crazed banshee once the combined pleasure from Jack's cock and her fingers sent waves of pleasure tearing through her body.




The harder she pushed back against him, the louder she became until her cries were silenced by a harsh gasp as her body froze. Jack felt her pussy clench on his cock like a vise and he too couldn't control himself.
They both came in unison. The explosion of pleasure that spread throughout Jack had him spray his hot cum deep within the young whore's pussy, and her the way her muscles convulsed only heightened his pleasure.
With every twitch, a spurt of cum shot out. With every spurt, her pussy contracted on his cock to milk him further. 
Feeling Jack's cum coat her insides sent her further into overdrive. The first release was strong enough to almost make her pass out from the pleasure, but she miraculously kept herself conscious. 
Her clit felt raw just like her pussy but she couldn't stop rubbing it while Jack kept on pumping her full of his cum. 
The second orgasm felt stronger than the first one. She screamed as her legs snapped shut, her entire body quivering and trembling on his bed while her mind went completely blank with orgasmic bliss.




When she came to her senses, Jack was still buried within her. She could feel his erection fading, and his cum had already begun leaking out of her sore pussy. 
She collapsed on his bed, breathless, groaning one last time as she felt Jack's cock leave her battered hole. 
He joined her on the bed just a moment later. 
It had been a wild night for both of them, yet that was the nature of the Island. It had something for everybody, one simply had to look.
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DEEP INSIDE HER

 





Chapter One

Each passing day brought forth something new.
All things considered he could barely believe the direction his life had taken, and it all stemmed from a vacation he took.
Granted, living there also came with some downsides - yet even those had positive connotations. For example, almost every day Jack found himself in need to clean up after his encounters with the bimbos that inhabited the Island.
Admittedly, it was starting to get a tad annoying.




The easiest solution was to revisit an idea he had in the past - hiring a main, or someone who would take care of the chores he didn't feel like doing. 
Jack wanted to live as a king after all, and he had the means to do so.
He opened up his laptop and after a few seconds he began scouring the internet in search of the right person for the job. The Island had a few advertisement boards for those kinds of offers, so it didn't take much time to find a suitable candidate.
The advert itself checked all the boxes - experience, references and skills - and the woman who put it on even added a picture of her to entice potential employers.
Jack clicked on it and saw a young woman clad in a classic maid outfit. He grinned as his gaze swept over her forms. Even from the picture it was obvious she took great care of herself.
Her assets, while strangely not on full display, were surely ample enough to give a model a run for her money.
Jack contacted her through the website and she replied within an hour, saying she would be at his place the following day.
With that being set, Jack didn't really have any other issue to worry about. Some might think that would make life uninteresting but to him that was nothing short of heaven.




The day passed by rather quickly and uneventfully. Night fell and with it the locals came out to play in droves as they usually did.
Jack was never too keen on exhibitionism and went on his merry way, searching for someone to share part of the night with. 
The clouds above were menacing enough to have a few people looking up at them, but the various depraved shows were still going on in full force. Jack lost count of how many people he passed by as they engaged in all kinds of sodomy and filth. Yet he was looking for something different, that only he would get to enjoy.



His aimless wandering eventually brought him back to the Terminus club. The bouncer let him through without even looking at him, as he had seen his face a few times already.
The dimly lit venue was populated by the usual crowd: people dancing in the middle of the club, surrounded by others in their private booths doing whatever they wanted with whomever they wanted - Some restrictions were applied, but in general no one judged.





Jack made his way to one of the empty booths after ordering a drink and sat on the leather couch to scan the dance floor. He didn't know what he was specifically looking for, but he knew that someone would eventually stand up to him.
The dancing crowd was far too enthralled by their own movements to be aware of anything surrounding them, and while Jack did see a few attractive women in there, no one in particular stood out except for one.
She kept throwing glances at him while dancing, her blonde hair swaying as her body moved to the rhythm. Jack motioned her to come to his booth and she did, after a minute or two.



She wasn't wearing anything that would conceal her body, and Jack had taken a good hard look at her forms while she danced. Perky breasts that seemed to bounce ever so slightly with each step she took, and a round back side that was nothing short of a work of art.
She walked with the confidence of someone who knew they could make heads turn without even trying and it showed, but Jack didn't fall for her charm. 
Her eyes scanned every inch of his muscular body, and Jack saw her bite her lips as she sat down on the couch beside him.




Neither of them was feeling very talkative, and given how the loud music playing in the club drowned out most of the other sounds, conversations didn't really flow at all.
She let her actions express her thoughts instead. Her blue eyes locked on his as her hands roamed his body, down to  his  thigh to reach between his legs.
There she found what she had been after, like many other women before her. Jack felt the blood rush to his cock as it hardened under her tender touches and light squeezes.
Jack mimicked her motions, but took his time instead of diving for his main objective. His fingertips trailed the outline of her breasts, stopping to circle her nipples. 
Her lips parted to mouth a soft moan, her eyelids closing ever so slightly. The tension built up on the dance floor had made her sensitive to even the slightest of touches, sending tiny sparks of pleasure throughout her body.




Jack continued teasing her, his fingertips grazing her navel and inching downwards. 
She held her legs together, but she spread them once she felt Jack's fingers reach her smooth pelvis. Jack's other hand rose to grip her throat and he squeezed it lightly but firmly just to let her understand who truly was in charge.
Her breathing pace changed as she had been relaxing  up until then, but feeling his fingers graze her inner thighs made her draw a sharp breath. 
The fishnets she wore didn't do much to dampen the effect of Jack's electric touch. She wanted more of it, more of him, and more of the cock she had been stroking over the fabric of his clothes.



The woman stood up and drew the curtains of the booth so that she and Jack could have some privacy. Jack used that brief window of time to get rid of his pants and boxers, letting his cock hang free for her to play with.
Her eyes snapped to it and a grin shone on her plump lips. It was just as she had imagined it while stroking it, if not even bigger. Either way, she couldn't wait to play with it.
Jack sat back down on the couch and motioned the woman to get on her knees. Obeying his order she crawled up to him and struck her tongue out as soon as her face was close enough to his cock.
Her hands roamed his thighs while she began savoring Jack's rod. The tip of her tongue gliding across his shaft to reach the head only to rapidly travel back down to Jack's ballsack signified the woman knew what she was doing.
Gradually the tip became more, as with every passing lick she seemed to use her entire tongue rather than just a part of it. Jack allowed himself to relax and took a sip of his drink as the woman continued servicing his hard cock.




He let her treat his cock like a lollipop for a while before placing a hand at the back of her head. He didn't need to push down, she knew what she had to do. Her lips parted and she welcomed the tip of his cock in her warm, wet mouth. 
Her tongue didn't sit still even for a second, as she instantly began circling it around the head of Jack's cock as she took more of him in her mouth. She couldn't fully take it, but to her credit she did try. 
Jack guided her movements with his hand and she began bobbing her head on his cock. She stopped using her hands to caress his body, fully focusing on using her mouth to suck on Jack's rod. 
One of her hands left his thigh and Jack grinned, watching her slide it between her legs to play with her aching pussy. His cock had that effect on women, it seemed - a taste was all it took for them to want it deep within them.




Jack grabbed a handful of her blonde hair and lifted her head up. She let his cock go, almost looking disappointed at the sudden interruption, and followed his orders.
He motioned her to stand up and she did, her hand still between her legs as she teased her drenched hole in preparation for the main event.
Jack's hands rose and cupped her ample ass cheeks, pushing her towards him. The woman kneeled on the couch, straddling him, feeling the lips of her soaked pussy rest on his veiny shaft.
Her breast were merely a couple inches away from Jack's face, he couldn't resist the urge to take one of her nipples between his lips. He began playing with it, circling with his tongue as she pushed into him wanting more.
She began rolling her hips back and forth on his cock, coating it with the sweet nectar that incessantly seeped out of her hole. Her pace gradually increased, feeling every inch of him graze her swollen clit as she kept grinding.
It drove her crazy. She wanted to be ravaged just as much as Jack wanted to hold her down and fuck her senseless.




The woman grabbed Jack's cock and lined it against her pussy. She lowered herself on it ever so slowly, feeling its thickness as her walls welcomed him inside.
Jack looked at the pained expression on her face. Eyes shut tight, a silent scream escaping her lips as she impaled herself on his large cock - it was all too familiar to him, and a sight he would never get tired of.
She held onto Jack for dear life while taking his cock as deep as it would go. Most women would need time but this one was determined to impale herself on it fully, never stopping until her clit grazed Jack's pelvis.
He placed his hands on her hips and pushed her further down. She whimpered, feeling every inch of Jack's cock tear her hole apart as she trembled on him. 




The woman let out a sigh of relief once she took him in his entirety. She still wasn't used to having something that big inside of her, yet she felt a strange sense of accomplishment after taking it all without stopping. It hurt, but the pleasure that would soon course through her body would more than make up for it.
She raised her hips, his cock leaving her hole inch by inch as her lips gripped it tight, and quickly sat back down on it. Her stifled moans grew in volume with each hit, though Jack couldn't hear anything due to the loud music still blaring in the background.




Her slow bouncing motions made her entire body jiggle, yet Jack managed to keep her breasts steady enough to play with them. His tongue never once left her nipples, though his hands were far too busy gripping her ass tight enough to leave a mark.
Little by little, as he pussy grew accustomed to Jack's size, the woman's movements became more aggressive. Her moans turned to harsh gasps as she slammed herself on him, and even Jack couldn't help but grunt as her tight pussy strangled his rod.




She carelessly let herself fall on his cock, feeling it stretch her pussy wide every time to combine pain and pleasure together. She didn't care, she was chasing after an orgasm that had been building up ever since she had his cock in her mouth. Every thrust put her closer to it, every single one of his touches adding more pressure onto her. 
She lowered one of her hands to play with her clit, even though she could only reach it when her hips were raised. 
The pleasure was overwhelming. Jack's cock ravaging her hole while he played with her nipples and she furiously rubbed her clit had her body trembling in no time, on the brink of a massive orgasm.



Jack knew she explode soon, and he was fully determined to break her and make sure she would remember him for the rest of her life.
His hand rose to grip her throat and he squeezed it as he began thrusting upwards, matching her pace and feeling her body squirm on him as the pleasure began to reach levels she could never replicate by herself.
It didn't take long before she let out a scream, loud enough to be heard above the music. She froze in place, impaled on Jack's cock, trembling like a leaf on the wind as her body was shocked to her very core by a mind melting orgasm.
All the pressure that built up inside of her suddenly vanished. The pleasure ravaged her in waves that seemed to not have an end and kept crashing on her one after the other.



Jack kept on thrusting, feeling her pussy squeeze his cock to milk the cum out of him. Still, he managed to keep himself from cumming as he had other plans for her.
He waited for the woman to come to her senses before placing her on the couch beside him. She could barely move her legs, but she helped as much as she could. 
Jack stood up and turned her around. She arched her back and thrust her ass out for him while holding onto the couch for balance - the orgasm had destroyed all of her senses, but she still wanted to be full of his cum.




Jack grabbed her ample ass cheeks for support, but not before slapping them hard enough to leave a mark make her yelp.
He grinned when he saw her flesh jiggle, but quickly went back to the matter at hand. He grabbed his cock and shoved it back inside of her rather unceremoniously making her shudder. 
The new position allowed him to be in full control just how he liked it. All she could do was prepare herself to be pounded like only a real man could.
Jack began pumping into her, with vigorous thrusts that made her cry out after each hit. The music drowned her noises, and Jack abandoned every semblance of restraint.
He was acting on instincts, hell bent on destroying her pussy. Still, his own orgasm wasn't far off at all.




Jack kept on slamming himself into her as he came, thick spurts of cum shooting out of the engorged head of his cock to spray the woman's sore insides.
His merciless pounding didn't stop for a while even as pleasure erupted from his cock and spread like a hot flash throughout his body as her pussy milked the cum out of him.
With every thrust a new rope of hot semen would shoot out and coat her insides even more, filling her up to the point of overflowing.
His movements slowly came to a stop and he pulled his cock out of her, watching his cum leak out of her hole and drip onto the floor.



The woman was still kneeling on the couch, breathless after being used as the sentient toy she knew she was. Flustered face, battered holes and cum leaking out of her - that's what she aspired to be, nothing more than a toy for people to use and abuse.
Jack wiped his cock on her ass cheeks and gave it one last slap before putting his clothes back on and heading out. 
Much like the other time she left his conquest there to recover, but at least this one wasn't tied to the couch.



































Chapter Two

Jack had almost forgot the maid would be coming to discuss the job. Her message said she would be there at eleven in the morning, and thankfully Jack woke up well before that.
He took a shower, washing the scent of the Terminus and what happened therein off of him and proceeded to eat his usual breakfast while catching up on news.
Time passed and before he knew it, his doorbell rang.




He stood up and made his way to the door. 
Jack was pleasantly surprised to see she had worn a maid outfit even if they still had to discuss the finer details of it.
She looked far better in person, the picture didn't do her enough justice. Aside from that, the outfit was significantly more revealing that a normal maid one - then again, the Island had its own customs and all.
He welcomed her in and they sat in the living room to talk. She seemed a genuinely kind person, and Jack could easily tell she was more than used to taking orders.
They quickly found an agreement and settled on a standard bi-weekly contract.  Rachel, that was her name, would simply show up and let herself in to clean Jack's house - nothing more, nothing less.



They stood up and Jack gave her a tour of the house, starting with his bedroom and the spare guest room. It was over in less than ten minutes, but then they arrived at the dungeon.
The door to it was locked and Jack opened it, walking inside while Rachel followed.
Her gaze swept the room and Jack saw a smirk shine on her face.
"I hope this isn't a problem," He declared.
"Not at all sir," She cheerfully replied. "I'll be sure to give this room extra attention," She added.
"It will surely be needed."
"I can tell..." She cooed, biting her lip as her gaze locked on him.
Rachel noticed a remote control laying on the ground and bent over to pick it up, exposing her ample back side to Jack's hungry eyes. He wasn't surprised to see she wore no panties, and that her maid skirt truly was outrageously revealing even without her pulling those moves.



She placed the remote back on the shelf and turned around to face Jack, a sly smile on her lips.
"Here you go, sir!" 
Jack chuckled. She thought was clever, and that her little teasing games would go unpunished. Maybe they had, in the past, but Jack was a different kind of man.
He closed the door behind him and took a step towards her. The girl smiled and stood her ground, yet her hands rose to unbutton the blouse she was wearing.
Jack grabbed her and shoved her on the bed. She let out a soft gasp when she hit the mattress, her body bouncing slightly on the soft surface of the bed.
She rolled around and slightly spread her legs, giving him another view of her pink holes. The lips of her smooth pussy separated to expose her hole to him, her nectar already seeping out.




Jack's cock twitched, the bulge in his pants growing steadily as the whore laid in front of him looking innocent as an angel. She was the exact opposite and they both knew it, but if she wanted to pretend, Jack would gladly play along and corrupt her to turn her into a whore.
He walked over to a nearby shelf and picked up four velvet ropes. Her eyes went wide when she saw them but she knew she would have a good time - at least that's what she could tell judging by the stains in front of the wall that had the leather harnesses.
Jack climbed on top of the bed and grabbed her wrists to secure them to the bedpost. Rachel didn't move or object, in fact she welcomed it and helped Jack by raising her arms.
She had been in similar situations before, that much was certain, but never with a man like him.




Jack spread her legs and bound them too, ensuring she wouldn't be able to close them even if she tried her hardest. 
Rachel's heart was racing as she felt exposed and vulnerable with no way out, her only option was to take whatever Jack would give her. From her face she seemed intimidated but deep down she loved it.
Her body betrayed her, and Jack could clearly see it. Her nipples poking through her half unbuttoned blouse were a dead giveaway, but what truly made it obvious was her glistening pussy.
Jack slid his index finger across her slit and she gasped, even if he had barely touched her. He brought his finger to his mouth and licked it, tasting her sweet nectar on it.
She fell silent, only giving out small whimpers when Jack teased her by running his hands on her body. Just small caresses, innocent enough but charged with sexual tension at the same time.
His hands inched downward, reaching for her soaking wet hole. Her breathing became shallow when she felt his fingertips on her mound, waiting for him to make his move.
Jack delivered a gently yet firm slap on her pussy and Rachel yelped in pain, her legs straining against the bindings that held her in place. Still, she said nothing, as her master knew better.
Once more Jack licked his fingers, before going back to the toy shelf to find something to use on his new pet.




He grabbed a ball gag and a wand vibrator. Turning around to face her Jack could swear he saw her grin, but decided to simply carry on with the "procedure".
He placed the gag in her mouth, ensuring she wouldn't deafen him with the sounds of the torturous pleasure he was about to inflict on her curvy body. 
Jack placed the wand between her legs, just an inch away from her pussy, but didn't turn it on. Instead he took off his own clothes, freeing his aching cock. 
Rachel's gaze snapped on it, her eyes going wide once more.  Jack didn't care  and climbed back on the bed, grabbing the wand and turning it on.




Jack set it on its lowest strength and placed it above her clit. Rachel reacted fairly normally to the new sensation, though it didn't take long for her to start squirming on the bed. 
The buzzing noise droned out her muffled moans, but Jack didn't care. She would soon start screaming and they both knew it.
Jack increased the vibration's strength, and instantly Rachel tried to shut her legs tight. She failed, naturally, only managing to move them a couple inches.
She thrashed against her bindings, crying out in pleasure and pain as Jack pressed the head of the toy against her flesh. The vibrations rocked her swollen clit and sent jolts of pleasure throughout her body, so much so that she could already feel herself standing on the brink of orgasm.
Her ragged breaths signaled it clearly and Jack took his chance to punish her. Pushing the toy against her clit with even more strength he watched as she arched her back, muffled screaming coming out of her mouth.




Rachel's mind went blank, the torturous pleasure Jack was dishing out the only thing she could think about. Her muscles spasmed and she again tried to shut her legs tight but couldn't. 
The first orgasm tore through her like a hurricane. The fact  that she couldn't move made it feel even stronger - she was there as a set of holes for Jack to use and abuse, and there was nothing she could do about it.
Waves upon waves of pleasure crashed on her as the vibrations never stopped ravaging her most sensitive spot. Jack loved watching her squirm and writhe as the pleasure he was inflicting on her mixed exquisitely with pain, creating an intoxicating cocktail that neither of them could live without.



Jack turned the wand to its maximum setting and watched as it drove Rachel wild. Her breathing became shallow once more as the second orgasm tore through her body, her juices spraying across the satin sheets as she screamed. 
She was loud, even with the gag in place - and Jack loved it. He loved how she submitted to him and how she was taking her punishment, how every orgasm was stronger than its predecessor and could easily make her pass out from the sheer pleasure.
Rachel took everything like a trooper, the pink flesh of her pussy now red and sore just like he throat. 




She was a mess. Strings of saliva leaking from the corners of her mouth as her exposed skin was covered in goosebumps and sweat, a large wet spot standing directly below her battered pussy and in front of her.
Her breathing calmed down once Jack pulled the toy away. She had lost count of how many orgasms he gave her, but she was surprised her body could even withstand it without her blacking out.
Jack set the toy away and positioned himself between her legs. She had had her fun, and not it was his turn.




His cock slid in effortlessly as she gave out a croaky groan, still muffled by the gag.
Despite the abuse her pussy took, her hole was still tight and welcoming - and Jack knew he wouldn't last long. His cock had been leaking precum ever since he began torturing her, and every thrust felt like pure bliss to him.
He pulled her dress down to expose her breasts and he watched as they bounced after each thrust. Rachel's flustered face was still contorted in a mask of pleasure, her eyes shut tight as she felt Jack's large cock stretch her hole wide.




He soon found a rhythm that worked for him, pushing into her until his ballsack slapped her flesh. His brand of domination always included a deep, hard pounding and that was exactly what Rachel was set to receive.
Jack began pumping into her pussy, harsh moans steadily coming out of her mouth every time she felt his thick cock bury itself within her depths.
Seeing her absolutely destroyed by the pleasure he inflicted on her was the last push he needed to let go and allow himself to finally cum.
He sunk himself deep within her and she cried out when she felt the engorged tip of his cock fill her up with his hot cum. Spurt after spurt, coating her tight, battered pussy until she felt full like she never had before.
Jack grunted as the flash of pleasure made his mind go blank for a split second - and in that moment, all he could feel was the wonderful bliss that only a woman's body can provide.




He stayed inside of her for a few minutes, catching his breath as his erection faded and his cum leaked out to join her juices on the sheets.
He removed the gag to let her breathe more easily, and then moved on to undo her bindings. Rachel would need a few minutes to come to her senses, but once she did she would make sure never to disobey her master - at least not accidentally.
She loved being dominated, and she finally found someone who knew exactly what she wanted without her having to explicitly say it.
After all, the Island had something for everybody.
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ROUGHED UP

 





Chapter One

The Island had shown itself to be a truly special place.
For Jack it became his own slice of heaven once he managed to plant his roots down. it had something for everybody, yet that was based on the assumption that people would be willing to accept the Island's gifts.
Jack had welcomed his new life with open arms, never being one to look a gift-horse in the mouth. 
As time passed he grew more and more accustomed to his new living arrangements, yet the sheen never wore off. 



Rachel would take care of most of the chores and often stay after hours to take care of his needs if he hadn't found anyone else to use, thus allowing him to live like many men wanted but never will be able to.
He felt like a king, and the Island was his reign - there to be taken, exploited, and most of all ruled.




The sun had dipped below the horizon, and that meant it was time for Jack to find someone to relieve his stress and needs with.
He closed the door behind him and took a walk like he had done many times before, yet that night felt different. The air had a fresh smell to it, the stars in the sky seemed to shine brighter than usual.
His wandering brought him back to the Flytrap bar. That venue would always go on to be somewhat of a mystery to him - the music they played hardly ever made sense considering they employed dancers to entertain the patrons, yet it still ended up being a great experience.



The smell of cigars hit him as he crossed the threshold into the venue, the distorted music now becoming clear. That night's theme was classic rock instead of jazz, and Jack was pleasantly surprised to see that combination actually worked better than the other one.
He made his way to the counter and ordered a scotch. One of the dancers, the one he had fucked just a few days before, recognized him and winked at him as he passed by her, caressing his biceps with the tip of her fingers.
Jack didn't have the time to even acknowledge her before she started dancing on the lap of another customer, but he didn't care much. He, like many others, was simply there to have fun and not make friends.




Watching the dancers move their bodies in such a seductive way was definitely having an effect on him, and he couldn't wait to give in to his desires.
Dancers at the Flytrap were always required to be entertaining the patrons, and in that moment, Jack was the only one sitting at the counter. A glass of scotch in his hands and hi attention focused on the nude performers as they danced for any and all to see.
One of them approached him, and almost caught him by surprise. Her jet black hair cascading past her shoulders framed the fresh face of a girl who couldn't be younger than twenty.
Jack's eyes quickly scanned her slim body as she walked towards him, a confidence in her eyes that made it clear she had done it plenty of times before.
Her perky breasts gave a slight jiggle with each step she took, but Jack's attention was focused entirely on her long legs and the smooth mound he could see between them.




Their gazes met and she nodded her head towards the door that lead to the private rooms. Jack finished his scotch and stood up, placing his arm around the girl's shoulders as they both made their way towards the door.
She had seen him the other time, and most of all she had heard her friend describe what exactly it was that made her screams resonate throughout the entire bar. There was no need to spout the usual script and invite patrons backstage, Jack already knew the drill.




It was a busy night at the Flytrap, every room seemed to be occupied by a patron and a dancer. 
Their noises could be heard echoing throughout the hallway, almost drowning out the music.
They finally found an empty room and quickly entered it. Jack saw it was exactly like the other one he had been into, but he certainly wasn't there for the furniture.
His attention was on the girl alone, and just by looking at her Jack could already feel himself harden as he began to think about what to do to her.
She put her hands on his shoulder and gently pushed him towards the armchair that sat in the middle of the room, presumably so she could begin her dancing routine until the patron decided to take matters into his own hands.




Jack didn't budge, in fact he did quite the opposite. There was no need to play games or indulge in needless foreplay - they were in that room for one reason, and one reason only.
Jack spun the girl around and pushed her towards one of the walls in the room, making sure to hold her there with his own body. Her lips curled up into a sly smirk that Jack would soon wipe off.
The contact with the cold wall made goosebumps rise on her skin, but she wasn't complaining. Jack grabbed her wrists and held them together behind her back before spreading her legs open with his foot.



The girl couldn't do anything. Jack towered over her, and he could easily overpower her without any sort of effort. She loved the feeling of defenselessness that came with situations like that - being nothing more than a toy for men to use and abuse in any way they wanted it never failed to arouse her.
Jack trailed his free hand across her back, feeling her shudder under his touch. She was at his mercy - he could either tease her endlessly or dominate her like he did her friend a few days before.
His hands left her body just as his fingertips reached her round ass. Jack felt her hold her breath, waiting for something to happen. 
The hard slap he gave her ass cheek had her flesh ripple and jiggle as she yelped in pain, which was quickly replaced by a hint of pleasure as she felt Jack's hands squeeze her flesh.
He gave her a moment to relax before spanking her again, and again. With each hit she would cry out but thrust her ass further out for him - she loved the treatment Jack was giving her, and wasn't afraid to show it.




The whore seemed to enjoy the spankings a tad too much for Jack's liking. Her flesh took on a crimson hue after all the hits she received, and yet she still begged for more.
Looking down Jack could see strings of her nectar seeping out of her soaked pussy. Some of her juices dripped on the floor and some ended up sticking to her thighs - the bimbo was primed and ready to feel what Jack was capable of, but he wanted to wait.
He slapped her ass one more time, harder than before. She screamed, but as always her noises inevitably turned to moans.
Jack spun her around to look her in the eyes. Tears had ruined her make up, yet she never complained. He placed a hand on her shoulder and pushed down. 




The girl understood what he wanted and got on her knees. The pain still radiating from her ass didn't sway her focus - despite the dim lights she could make out the outline of Jack's cock through his clothes, and she desperately wanted it after being teased like that.
Her hands expertly got rid of his belt and buttons, letting his pants and boxers fly to the ground and exposing his large cock.
The woman's mouth dropped when she saw it, but she didn't waste time and instantly grabbed it with both of her hands. She began gliding her palms over Jack's veiny shaft just to get a feel of his large cock. Her friend wasn't lying, even though she didn't want to believe her.




The girl's lips parted and she took him in, seeing it as a challenge. Jack felt the familiar warm, wet hug envelop the head of his cock first, and then went on to engulf part of his shaft as well.
It caught him by surprise, most women couldn't manage to go that far and yet the young dancer had already beat most of them. 
She backed out, gasping for breath. Strings of saliva coated Jack's cock and connected it to her mouth, making it easier for her to stroke his shaft with one hand as the other traveled down to play with his ballsack.
She kept that rhythm up for a minute before gathering enough courage to take Jack's cock in her throat again. He felt the vibrations of his shaft as she took him deeper than before, her wet warmth soaking his shaft as Jack groaned.




He placed a hand at the back of her head and pushed further down, burying his cock in the dancer's throat. She was capable of taking him deeper than any other woman he'd been with, so Jack decided to make the best of that situation.
He slowly pulled back to let her breathe, her gargling noises sounding like pure music to his ears. Still, despite her skills, Jack didn't go easy on her.
He pushed back in, moving her head with his hand, and began thrusting in and out of her mouth as she gagged on his cock. Her saliva leaking out and dropping down her kneeling body was a sight to behold - in that moment she existed only as a set of holes to use, that was all the would ever known for and she absolutely loved it.
She loved being used as an instrument of pleasure, and Jack was simply the first one who truly knew how to do that effortlessly.




She felt his other hand join in holding her head, yet Jack's movements changed. He wasn't pushing her into him but rather he began holding her head steady as he pushed into her.
All she could do was sit there as Jack fucked her mouth, gagging on his large cock as it bruised her throat. The feeling of being completely and utterly dominated was perhaps the best possible aphrodisiac she had ever felt, and her body was clearly reacting to it.
Her nipples were as hard as the cock that kept making her gag, and her aching pussy didn't stop dripping her sweet nectar even for a second. Her thighs had streaks of her juices running down to her knees and forming a small puddle on the floor, yet experience taught her not to play with herself and let the patron use her holes as he pleased.
Jack showed no signs of stopping from her perspective, but he knew he would soon need to switch it up or he'd fill her stomach up with a giant load of cum - not that he didn't like it, he just preferred filling up other holes.




Jack sunk his cock deep within her throat, her nose hitting his pelvis. He held her head there briefly before pushing her away from him so she could breathe.
His cock was completely coated with her sticky saliva, and the same could be said for her lips. Her make up was even more ruined than before, but Jack didn't care.
He grabbed her by the arm and lead her to the chair, making her climb on top of it. She thrust her ass out as soon as she got into position, and Jack couldn't help but spank her red flesh again.



A croaky scream escaped her lips, but as usual, the slut wanted more. As much as her pussy was dripping and seemed to be begging for him to fuck it, Jack had other plans.
He grabbed his cock and lined it up against her asshole.
She jolted when she felt him push, but quickly caught herself. The saliva acted as lubricant, making the process easier for both of them. 
Her muscles gave out and the head of Jack's cock sunk in as she let out a pained groan. Granted, the saliva helped, but his cock was still larger than anything she'd ever taken.
Inch by inch he buried his shaft within her tight hole. The dancer felt every bit of him tear her hole apart as he relentlessly pushed onwards until she felt his ballsack hit the soft flesh of her pussy. His cock was fully buried within her asshole, and the burning pain began to fade soon after.




Jack pulled back but quickly pushed in again, always burying his cock up to the hilt. She groaned after each thrust, both in pain and already beginning to feel the pleasure.
Her hand slid between her legs to find her swollen clit, desperately begging for attention ever since Jack had first touched her.
His vigorous thrusts shook her entire body after each hit, but the jolts of pleasure coming from her clit made it far easier to bear. If anything, the pain gave her self inflicted pleasure a new sheen - it made it more visceral, and she knew the orgasm that would soon hit her would ravage her like no other.




Jack grabbed her hips for support as he quickened his pace, feeling the pressure reach critical levels. His cock was ready to burst and fill the dancer's asshole with his cum, and yet he tried to contain himself.
He had already made sure she wouldn't sit comfortably for some time, so why not also ensure she would have trouble walking? He grinned as he flexed his jaw and began pounding her tight hole even harder.
The girl's groans turned to harsh breaths and cries of pure pleasure as she endured Jack's assault while furiously rubbing her aching clit.




She could feel it deep within her, and his merciless pounding was the catalyst that sparked the mind shattering orgasm that tore through her body. 
A throaty scream announced it, loud enough to be heard even outside of the private shows area. Her body quaking under Jack's sustained thrusts as he prolonged her beautiful agony.
All the pressure she felt vanished and exploded into a wave of pure bliss that spread through her body and wiped her mind clean of all thoughts except one singular word: "more".
The seemingly endless waves of pleasure spread throughout her, making her feel as if every fiber of her being was on fire. 




He kept on fucking her through her orgasm, extending her pleasure until she could no longer take it - and Jack could hardly resist either.
He felt the white hot flash of pleasure stemming from the tip of his cock expand through his body as he came, dumping thick ropes of cum directly into her tight asshole.
She felt the wet liquid fill her up and her groans joined his grunts as Jack gave her a few more thrusts just to fuck his cum deeper inside of her. Every twitch of his cock meant a new spurt would shot out and coat her insides - Jack felt like he had unleashed a torrent of cum inside the dancer's body,  but he couldn't be more satisfied.




He pulled his cock out and watched his cum leak out of her battered hole as they both tried to regain a modicum of composure. Around them the moaning noises were still going in full force, and the same could be said for the music.
The ability to make someone scream in delight without worrying about noise was perhaps one of Jack's favorite advantages that came with living on the Island.
He slapped her ass one more time and walked out after pulling his pants back up. The bartender nodded at him as he made his way out of the bar, his lungs yearning for fresh air.



































Chapter Two

The dancer had drained him, but the fresh air seemed to revitalize him and fill him with just enough energy to get back to his house. 
As he walked there he disabled the alarm for the following day, intending on getting enough sleep to last him a lifetime.
The sidewalk were littered with the filthy shows that Jack had fully grown accustomed to, but as usual he paid them no mind.
Jack made his way back home and collapsed on his bed just as the sun was preparing to rise.



He had instructed his maid to wake him up should she find him sleeping when she arrived, yet up to that point it had never happened.
Jack hadn't specified how she was supposed to wake him up, thinking she would simply nudge him or maybe call him - and he couldn't have been more wrong.
His eyes opened as he felt the ever so familiar sensation of a warm, wet mouth engulfing the tip of his cock.
Looking down he saw Rachel laying down on his bed, eyes closed as she gently sucked his cock to wake him up from his slumber.




She felt him stir and opened her eyes, even attempting to smile despite her mouth being full. 
"Morning, master!" She chirped, taking his cock out of her mouth just momentarily. 
Jack waved at her before he let his head drop and allowed himself to relax and enjoy the new kind of alarm.
She giggled and went right back to lapping away at his thick rod, making all manners of slurping and gagging noises.




Jack was sure she could still taste the other woman on his cock, but he didn't care. Rachel seemed almost possessed by a succubus given the enthusiasm she put in that blowjob - and he loved it.
She began bobbing her head on the tip of his cock as she stroked his thick shaft with both of her hands. She loved how her master reacted with his groans and grunts when he felt her tongue focus his frenulum - it was her secret trick, no man could resist that.
In truth she wasn't planning on waking him up like that - Rachel simply entered his bedroom, saw the bulge in his pants and she couldn't control herself.
She knew he could last for a while so she took her sweet time, making sure to lick and clean every inch of his shaft. 




Rachel could definitely taste the other woman on him, and she took that as a challenge of sorts - some competition never hurt anyone, and a hint of jealousy made it even better.
Her saliva coated his cock down to his ballsack and she began stroking it faster and faster, gripping his shaft tighter to make it feel as good as possible for him.
She was doing her best to make him cum into her waiting mouth, but she knew it would take more than a blowjob for that.




Rachel let his cock go and sat up on the bed. Jack looked at her, waiting to see what her next move would be.
She hiked her uniform up to expose her shaved mound - and again, she wore no panties. In a matter of seconds she straddled him, her pussy hovering above her cock.
Jack could feel the warmth emanating from it, and he couldn't wait to fill her up just like he did when they first met.
The maid grabbed his cock and slid it across her wet slit before lining it up against her opening, her other hand spreading her pussy wide to make it even easier for him to sink in.
She lowered herself on it ever so slightly, but just enough for the tip of his cock to slip inside.




Her pussy felt hotter than hell and Jack grunted, his noises joining the stifled moans coming from Rachel.
Inch by inch she impaled herself on his thick cock, groaning all the way as she felt him slide into her. Rachel had never felt so full in her life,  she had never had anything that could even remotely compare to Jack's cock.
They way it felt like it would rip her apart but didn't was simply overwhelming. He could hit every spot, every nerve cluster just by virtue of him being inside of her - and considering she was on top, Rachel could easily make sure she would get all the pleasure she wanted out of it.
Yet her master's needs always came first, even though both of them knew who would actually come first.  




She raised her hips and felt every vein on his cock as her walls hugged it while it left her hole, leaving behind a dreaded feeling of emptiness that she soon remedied by slamming herself back on his cock.
Rachel couldn't believe how good he felt inside of her, and she allowed herself to get carried away. She would raise her hips until only the head of Jack's cock was still inside of her and then simply let herself fall on him. Despite having a slender frame, gravity still stood and did most of the job. 
It allowed her to impale herself with enough force to cause pain to mix in with the overwhelming amount of pleasure she was receiving, creating an intoxicating cocktail of sensations that little by little was driving her crazy.




Rachel's careless motions felt great for Jack, too. Rarely he was able to truly fuck someone as hard as he liked, yet Rachel was perfectly capable of taking his thick cock with enough force to make him grunt in pleasure.
Seeing his reactions only turned her on more. She stopped letting herself fall on him even if it felt wonderful, choosing instead to switch to a faster pace that would surely make him fill her pussy up.
She placed her hands onto his muscular chest for support and began slamming her hips onto him, feeling his cock tear her walls apart every time she moved. 
Jack let her do all the work since she seemed willing and able - and skilled enough - to please him like she was supposed to. He wasn't expecting things to turn out like that when he hired her, but he was surely glad he did.




Rachel felt his cock throb inside of her as she rode him like a stallion, which prompted her to be even more aggressive. She knew he would cum soon, yet the same applied to her.
Her orgasm had been building up ever since she began playing with herself as she sucked his cock, when Jack was still sleeping soundly. Regardless, she wanted to focus on her master, as she was sure her needs would be met eventually.
They were both at the point of no return. Rachel kept violently bouncing on him, begging him to cum as she slammed her hips on his body, feeling his thick cock ravage her inside.
Jack growled as he felt the orgasm surface, the pleasure spreading through his body from the tip of his cock. His hot cum sprayed Rachel's insides as she continued bouncing on him, feeling some of it leak out of her hole as she screamed too in orgasmic bliss.
Feeling her pussy flood with his cum was all it took to send her over the edge, yet she managed to maintain her pace even while the pleasure tore through her.
Rachel's pussy clenched rhythmically on his cock, enhancing both of their orgasms - she kept on bouncing while his cock felt bigger, milking every drop of cum Jack had in his body.




Their movements gradually came to a halt as they both stood there panting, still connected in the most intimate way there can be.
Rachel had a satisfied grin on her face, having fulfilled her duties for the day, and Jack simply laid there fully relaxed. That would go on to become part of his routine - while he was a man of habit, new ones could always be formed.
The Island welcome Jack like no other place ever did, and made him feel at home even long before he decided to  move there. 
It had something for everybody, and Jack had finally found the right place for him.
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It was supposed to be merely a placebo effect, but she wants nothing more than to worship him, and soon enough he will be the Master of his Bimbo Harem.
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Alpha Paradise

 Jack is in dire need of a vacation, and stumbles upon a place in which social norms are twisted and warped. People rarely wear clothes, and sex is commonplace - a perfect place for an alpha male like him.
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Alexandra's mission fails, and she realizes that her true calling didn't have anything to do with being a spy, but rather a mindless Bimbo who only lives to please her one and only Master.
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Bimbo Cheerleaders Series (Bimbo, Menage, Fertile) - The college in Brightwater lacks a cheerleading coach after the last one was fired due to a scandal involving him and the team. I wanted change, so I applied and got accepted. I didn't know things would get this crazy, and I certainly wasn't expecting to find a team of bimbos ready to submit to me. All of them will be mine.
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