
        
            
                
            
        

    
At My Feet, Obedient Secretary

Forbidden Lesbian Games Under the Boss’s Control

“Here, ma’am?” “Exactly here. Get that head down and use your mouth on me… right now. Or I’ll pull over on the shoulder and give every trucker on this highway a front-row show. You want that?”

Emily’s fingers tremble as she unbuckles her seatbelt. She shifts, kneeling on the seat, body pressed awkwardly against the wheel. Her face lowers between Sloane’s parted thighs as Sloane spreads them wider, never easing off the gas.

“No panties—because that’s how it’s going to be on this entire trip. Just like I told you this morning. From now on, you stay ready for me… and I take what I want, whenever I want it.”

Emily lets out a soft, muffled sound against her skin. “Forgive me, ma’am. I’ll make it up to you… with everything I have.”

“Make it up to me now. Use your tongue. I want to feel you deep while I push this car faster.”...
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“No matter which page you open… you’ll lose control.”


Part 1 – Her Mouth Between Her Thigh

The black Audi slices down the highway at 100 mph. The engine growls low and steady, matching the frantic pulse hammering in Emily’s chest. Sloane drives with one hand loose on the wheel, the other clenched into a fist on the armrest. Dark sunglasses, lips pressed tight, skirt hiked just high enough to flash black lace. The AC blasts cold, but inside the car the heat is suffocating—thick, heavy, built up for hours.

“Get your head between my legs. Now.”

Sloane’s voice is pure steel. Low, sharp. No room for argument.

Emily’s heart slams against her ribs. The seatbelt cuts into her breath.

“W-what?”

“I’m only saying it one more time,” Sloane says without looking at her, pushing the needle to 105 mph. “Get that head down and shove your tongue in me. Or I dump you at the next rest stop and you can forget this job forever.”

Emily’s trembling fingers fumble the seatbelt open. She kneels on the seat, body crammed against the dash. Her tits squash against the wheel as she leans in. Sloane’s skirt is already bunched around her waist. The tiny black thong is soaked through.

“Pull it off with your teeth. And do it slow, you little slut. I want to feel every fucking second.”

Emily obeys. Teeth catch the elastic, drag it down. The scent hits her like a fist: hot, raw sex, pure dripping want. Sloane’s pussy is swollen, glistening, lips spread wide in a filthy invitation.

“Lick me. Deep. Like your life depends on eating my cunt right.”

Emily buries her face. Her tongue dives in hungry, plunging deep, dragging one long, brutal stroke from the bottom all the way up to the clit. Sloane moans loud, her free hand digging into Emily’s hair, shoving her head down hard.

“Deeper. Shove it all in. I want to feel you fucking me with your mouth while I drive.”

The car vibrates at 110 mph. Emily licks like a woman possessed—tongue flat and wide, covering everything, then pointed and whipping the clit. She sucks, slurps, nips gently. Sloane clamps her thighs around Emily’s head like a vise.

“Don’t breathe until I say. I want you drowning in my pussy.”

Emily obeys. Tongue never stops—thrusting, curling, lapping the slick inner walls while her nose grinds the swollen clit. Sloane pants, body rigid.

“Suck harder. You’re mine, Emily. This cunt is yours to worship. I’m gonna come all over your face and you’re swallowing every drop.”

Sloane’s orgasm rips through her like an explosion. She screams—a raw, animal sound that bounces off the windows. Her thighs quake and crush Emily’s head. A hot gush floods Emily’s mouth; she gulps it down greedily, licking through every spasm, every pulsing contraction.

Sloane only lets go when the last shudder fades. She strokes Emily’s hair with lazy, possessive contempt.

“Sit up straight, slut! Don’t you dare wipe that whore face! I want you walking into the hotel with my cum dripping down your chin and stinking of me.”

Emily straightens suddenly, panting, lips swollen and red, chin shining with thick sticky strands dripping to her neck. Her own cunt throbs so violently it hurts, a brutal pulse making her clench her thighs to stifle a loud moan. The city already sparkles on the horizon like an indifferent sea of lights.

The Audi slams to a stop under the glass canopy of the Grand Hotel. The valet approaches immediately, but Sloane doesn’t open the door. She sits silent a second, listening to Emily’s ragged breathing.

“Fix yourself a little,” Sloane orders, voice now an icy whisper. “Wipe the worst with your hand, but don’t dare use a tissue. I want you feeling my sticky trail on your skin while you cross that lobby full of business suits.”

Emily obeys with trembling fingers. The contrast is brutal: the hotel AC is freezing, but she feels like she’s steaming. Stepping out, her legs wobble. Sloane’s sex smell clings like a cloud, and she’s sure the bellhop grabbing the bags can smell it.

They cross the lobby. Sloane strides upright, perfect image of the successful executive. Her right hand clamps Emily’s arm hard, nails digging in. In the elevator, a suited man joins them. Silence crackles. Emily feels a drop of slick sliding down her thigh. She glances at Sloane; her boss stares ahead, but the pulse in her neck throbs savage. As soon as the doors close and they’re alone, Sloane slams Emily against the mirror.

“Feel that?” Sloane growls. “You’re leaking in a five-star hotel elevator. You’re a little animal in heat, Emily.”

The elevator dings softly at the top floor. Sloane releases her abruptly, like she burns.

The suite is cold opulent luxury: panoramic views of a plaza bathed red by sunset. One massive king bed, huge, dominant, waiting.

Sloane slams the door hard enough to rattle crystal lamps, echo cracking like a whip in the charged air. Her eyes burn with animal fury, black pits devouring Emily whole as she shrugs off her jacket brutally, tossing it to the floor like trash.

“Strip, whore! Right fucking now!” she roars, voice deep and slicing like a knife. “And do it slow, so I can watch you shake knowing your cunt’s gushing for me, that you’ve got my cum drying on that cheap slut face.”

Emily, heart pounding, chin still sticky, obeys with shaking hands. Unbuttons the blouse slow, revealing flushed skin, hardened nipples pointing like accusations under lace. Sloane doesn’t blink; stands arms crossed, jaw clenched, breathing like a predator ready to pounce.

The skirt drops. The panties… fuck, the panties are a total wreck: soaked dark, shining with her own arousal mixed with the salty trail still burning her tongue. Pulling them down, a long thick string stretches between fabric and her swollen throbbing sex before snapping with a wet sound echoing in the silence.

Sloane steps forward. Just one. But Emily backs instinctively till her calves hit the huge bed’s edge.

“Stay!” Sloane bellows, grabbing her throat firm, not squeezing yet, just marking territory. “Spread your legs. Spread them wide and show me what belongs to me, bitch.”

Emily drops sitting on the mattress, spreads thighs with a choked moan. Her exposed cunt pulses in the cold suite air, red and inflamed, leaking uncontrollably. A thick drop falls to the pristine carpet.

Sloane kneels in front slow, deliberate. Her breath ghosts sensitive flesh without touching.

“Look at you,” she spits venomously. “Leaking like a whore in heat in a suite costing more than your monthly salary. Does it turn you on thinking the maid could walk in and see you like this? Naked, filthy, my dried squirt on your face and your slick running down your thighs.”

Emily sobs a moan, hips twitching seeking contact. Sloane smiles pure cruelty, leans close… and just blows. A cold cruel puff making Emily writhe violently.

“Beg me, slut! Beg like the desperate whore you are!”

“Please, Sloane… please, boss…!”

“Please what? Say it clear or I leave you like this all night!”

“Touch me… fuck me… make me scream… I need to come… I need you to destroy me…”

Sloane leaps up, fists Emily’s hair brutally, yanks her flat on her back on the bed, bouncing against the mattress. Straddles her face without removing more than panties, suit skirt still hiked, heels digging mattress on either side of Emily’s head.

“First you swallow everything I give you,” she orders, dropping violently till her soaked pussy crushes Emily’s open mouth. “Lick! Suck! Swallow my cum till I drown you in it!”

She starts riding savage, hips slamming nose and chin, hands gripping headboard as she growls orders echoing the suite.

“Harder, fuck! Deeper with that slut tongue! Yes… like that… you’re mine, Emily! Mine to break, to use, to mark till you can’t walk tomorrow!”

Sloane’s moans turn guttural screams, body tensing as she comes violently over Emily’s face, flooding her, drowning her in pleasure without mercy.

When she finishes, panting, she leans forward and whispers against her soaked ear:

“This is just the beginning. Tonight you learn what it really means to be mine. And by sunrise, there won’t be an inch of you without my mark.”

Sloane pulls off Emily’s face slow, one last cruel hip twist wrenching a muffled moan. Her own cum now shines on Emily’s lips, nose, cheeks, mixing with the dried earlier load. She looks down satisfied, watching Emily gasp mouth open, eyes glassy, chest heaving in spasms.

“Don’t move,” she orders hoarse, still shaking from orgasm. “Stay exactly like that, spread and filthy, while I decide what to do with you next.”

She strips her blouse deliberate calm, button by button, no rush, letting Emily watch. Shirt falls. Black lace bra follows, Sloane’s firm tits bared, nipples diamond-hard. Zips skirt, lets it slide down hips, kicks it aside. Only high heels and thigh-high stockings left.

Emily tries closing legs instinctively, but Sloane pounces, grabs knees, forces them wide violently till almost dislocating.

“I said don’t move, slut!” she roars. “Your legs spread when I order and close when I order. Understand?”

Emily nods frantically, sob escaping her throat.

Sloane climbs the bed again, crawling over Emily’s naked trembling body till straddling her belly. Slides hand between her own thighs, scoops still-hot juices, spreads them deliberate over Emily’s nipples, neck, mouth.

“Taste,” she orders, ramming two fingers deep into Emily’s throat. “Taste what you caused, whore. Swallow it all.”

Emily sucks desperately, tongue swirling fingers as humiliation-desire tears slide temples.

Sloane pulls fingers with wet snap, leans till lips brush Emily’s without kissing.

“Now you come for me. But only when I allow. And you come screaming my name till your voice is gone.”

Drops hand between Emily’s legs without warning. Two fingers slam deep, curling brutal precision against her kill spot. Thumb crushes swollen clit merciless.

Emily arches with broken scream, hips bucking seeking more.

“Still!” Sloane pins her hip with free hand, immobilizing against mattress. “Don’t dare move. Hold it. Hold till I say.”

Starts finger-fucking savage rhythm, fast relentless. In-out with obscene wet sounds filling suite. Every thrust punishment and promise.

Emily cries, begs, shakes whole. Cunt clenches fingers, edge, edge…

“Please… Sloane… please… I can’t hold…”

“Want to come, slut?”

“Yes! Please, boss, let me come!”

Sloane speeds more, arm pistoning, fingers slamming merciless.

“Then come. Come now screaming who owns you.”

Emily detonates with howl echoing walls, body convulsing violently, hot squirt splattering Sloane’s hand and expensive sheets as she screams over and over:

“Sloane! Sloane! I’m yours, fuck, I’m yours!”

Sloane doesn’t stop. Fucks through orgasm, dragging it till Emily sobs overload, body trembling uncontrollable.

Only then pulls fingers, shoves them into Emily’s mouth forcing her to lick clean.

“Good girl,” she whispers finally, voice dark possessive. “But we’re far from done.”

Slides down, kneels between trembling thighs, dives mouth into sensitive wrecked cunt without warning.

Emily screams again, hands flying to Sloane’s hair—not pushing away, but clinging like drowning.

“The night’s just starting, my whore,” Sloane murmurs against pulsing flesh. “And before sunrise, you’ll beg me to stop… but I won’t.”

Sloane lifts her head from between Emily’s thighs, lips and chin shining with juices, eyes black obsession pits. Emily is wrecked: body shaking uncontrollable spasms, voice raw from screaming, face and neck layered in cum and spit, red swollen cunt throbbing in air.

Sloane rises slow, crawls over till straddling chest, crushing tits with thighs. Fists Emily’s hair both hands, yanks back till neck arches limit, exposing vulnerable throat.

“Look at me,” she orders deep, almost low roar. “Look while I tell you what you are now.”

Emily opens glassy eyes, fresh tears sliding temples. Tries speaking, only hoarse moan.

“You’re mine. Completely. Every hole, every thought, every beat of that desperate whore heart. Emily doesn’t exist without my permission. Understand?”

Emily nods best she can, sobbing.

Sloane spits direct into open mouth, thick glob landing tongue.

“Swallow. And repeat.”

Emily swallows hard, throat convulsing.

“I’m… yours… Sloane… I’m yours…”

Sloane smiles first time tonight—cruel predator smile, not reaching eyes.

“Good whore.”

Leans in, bites Emily’s lower lip till light blood beads, licks red drop, then kisses violently, invading mouth, marking every corner with her taste.

When she pulls back, Emily cries uncontrollably, but hips lift seeking more, betraying her.

Sloane stands from bed, walks naked to window overlooking dark plaza. City sleeps below, indifferent. Turns, back to cold glass, spreads arms.

“Come here. On knees. Crawl.”

Emily slides from bed best she can, legs weak, body bruised by fingers, teeth, nails. Crawls to Sloane’s feet, kneels between spread legs, rests cheek on thigh, trembling.

Sloane strokes hair with brutal tenderness, tangling fingers then yanking hard forcing look up.

“Tonight you learned who’s in charge. Tomorrow, leaving this room, you’ll carry my marks under clothes. And every time it hurts to sit, walk, breathe… you’ll remember this.”

Drops voice to lethal whisper.

“And if ever, even a second, you doubt you’re mine… I’ll break you again. But worse.”

Emily closes eyes, final sob escaping as she kisses Sloane’s inner thigh with absolute devotion.

Sloane looks out window, city at feet, presses Emily’s head against her sex one last time.

“Sleep here. On the floor. Naked. With my taste in your mouth and my smell on your skin.”

And so, with the plaza silent witness and suite quiet broken only by Emily’s ragged breathing, Sloane closes eyes.

Possession absolute.

Dawn will come.

And Emily will never be the same again.


Part 2 – Whatever My Boss Commands

The Audi eats up the highway again. Doing 105 mph, hot asphalt shimmering under the afternoon sun. The landscape stretches out like a sea of green and gold, but inside the car, the real fire is raging between Sloane’s thighs. She drives with one hand on the wheel, sunglasses on, beige linen dress hiked up to her waist. No panties. She won’t wear them again on this trip.

“Suck my pussy again. Right now.”

The command is sharp, absolute. Emily feels the seatbelt like a chain. Her heart pounds in her throat—and in her cunt.

“Here, ma’am?”

“Exactly here. Get that head down and shove your tongue deep inside me, or I’ll pull over on the shoulder and finger-fuck you in front of every truck that drives by. You want that?”

Emily’s trembling fingers unbuckle the belt. She kneels on the seat, body crammed against the wheel. Her face dives between Sloane’s golden thighs as Sloane spreads them wide without slowing down.

“No panties—because that’s how it’s gonna be on this trip, just like I ordered this morning. Remember? This is how we travel from now on: you ready to be used, my cunt ready to be eaten whenever I fucking feel like it.”

Emily moans against her skin.

“Forgive me, ma’am. I’ll make it up to you with my mouth.”

“Make it up to me now. Lick me hard. I want to feel you tongue-fucking me while I floor it.”

Emily attacks like she’s possessed. Her mouth seals over Sloane’s shaved, glistening pussy, sucking with brutal hunger. Her tongue plunges deep in one savage thrust, dragging long, wild strokes from the bottom all the way to the swollen clit. The taste is thick—heat of the day, sweat, pure raw lust. Sloane growls, her right hand fisting Emily’s hair, slamming her face down harder.

“Deeper. Fuck me like the obedient little whore you are. Don’t stop… even if a truck comes barreling straight at us.”

The car hits 118 mph. Emily licks mercilessly—tongue flat and wide, coating every inch of that dripping sex, then pointed and whipping the fat clit. She sucks, gently bites the lips, thrusts deep again. Sloane clamps her thighs around Emily’s head like a trap.

“Faster. Wreck my cunt. I want to come all over your face and make you swallow every fucking squirt.”

The orgasm detonates. Sloane roars, thighs shaking violently, hot gushes flooding Emily’s mouth. Emily gulps it down greedily, licking through every pulsing contraction, every animal spasm.

Sloane only lets go when the pleasure ebbs. She yanks Emily’s hair, forcing her to look up.

“Look at me. You’ve got my cum dripping down your chin. That’s how I want you—always marked by me. Sit up and don’t wipe it off. I want you stinking of my pussy again today.”

Emily obeys, panting, her own cunt throbbing with aching, unsatisfied need.

The new hotel suite is ancient stone and dark luxury. Wide window overlooking moonlit fields, king bed with an iron headboard that looks perfect for tying someone to. Sloane walks in with an open bottle of wine, wearing only an unbuttoned white shirt that shows off her heavy tits and bare pussy. Barefoot, owning every inch of the room.

“Strip. Everything. Now. Then get on your knees in front of the window, ass up high.”

Emily tears off her clothes in a fever. Drops to her knees, ass in the air, tits squashed against the cold glass. Moonlight bathes her skin, nipples hard as rocks.

Sloane steps behind her, wine glass in hand. Takes a long drink. Then pours red wine down Emily’s back—from the nape of her neck to her ass. The warm liquid trickles between her cheeks, drips over her pussy.

“Don’t move. I’m drinking my wine off your body.”

She kneels. Tongue follows the trail—neck, spine, ass. Licks the cheeks, spreads them wide, and shoves her tongue straight into Emily’s tight asshole without warning. Emily screams, back arching.

“Quiet. Take it.”

Sloane rims her deep, then slides lower to the pussy dripping wine and slick. Sucks hard, wide tongue lapping every drop, then sharp and flicking the clit.

“You’re soaked, slut. This cunt is crying for me.”

Emily trembles, palms pressed to the glass.

“Ma’am… please… now…”

Sloane rams four fingers in with one brutal thrust. Pumps fast, other hand spanking Emily’s ass until it’s glowing red.

“You don’t come. Forbidden until I say.”

Emily whimpers on the edge of breaking. Sloane stands, drags her to the bed, throws her on her back. Straddles her, pussy to pussy, skin on skin.

“Now I’m gonna fuck you until I’m satisfied.”

They grind in a savage rhythm. Sloane controls everything—grips Emily’s hips, sets the brutal pace, slams clit against clit.

“Look me in the eyes. Don’t you dare close them, no matter how bad you need to come.”

Emily obeys, tears of raw intensity streaming. The friction is electric, filthy, wet slapping sounds filling the room.

“Beg me to let you come.”

“Please, ma’am… I can’t hold it… let me come with you…”

Sloane pinches her nipples viciously.

“Not yet. Hold it.”

She ramps up to a punishing speed. The iron headboard bangs the wall. Moans turn to screams.

“Now. Come with me, my little whore!”

They explode together. Ragged screams, bodies convulsing, hot squirt mixing between their pussies. Wine and sweat soak the sheets. Sloane bites Emily’s neck as she comes, marking her.

When the final shudder fades, Sloane stays on top, crushing her possessively. One hand slides down, a finger slipping into Emily’s still-throbbing cunt.

“Listen close,” she whispers against her ear, voice hoarse with dominance. “Tomorrow you’re going to fuck yourself with a dildo until all you can do is scream. And when I decide you’ve had enough, you’ll start again. Because you’re not Emily anymore. You’re mine. My personal fucktoy. My exclusive slut.”

Emily trembles beneath her, body surrendered, soul owned.

“Yes, ma’am. I’m yours.”

Sloane smiles in the dark, finger still buried deep.

“Good answer. Sleep. Tomorrow you’re gonna need every ounce of strength to survive what I’ve got planned for you.”


Part 3 – Legs Spread on the Open Road

The Audi screams down the highway at 112 mph, engine roaring like a constant threat. Fields blur into streaks of green and gold, but inside the car, the real hell burns between Emily’s thighs. Sloane drives with one hand on the wheel, dress hiked to her waist… no panties.

Emily leans toward her, starving, chasing that familiar heat between Sloane’s thighs. But before her lips can brush skin, Sloane’s voice cracks like a whip.

“No. Today’s not about me. Today you suffer.”

Emily freezes, hot breath ghosting over Sloane’s pussy.

“Open the glove box. Now.”

Emily obeys with shaking hands. Inside, wrapped in black velvet, a thick, veiny, realistic silicone dildo—warm to the touch. Huge. Intimidating. Wide base screaming control.

“Is this… for me, ma’am?”

“You see any other slut in this car? Shove it in. Right now. Slow. I want to watch every fucking inch disappear.”

Emily swallows hard. The AC blasts cold, but her cunt is on fire, soaked since they left the hotel.

“You came without panties like I ordered, right?”

“Yes, ma’am… always ready for you.”

“Perfect. Sit up straight, spread your legs until they hurt, and bury it balls-deep. No rush. I want you to feel yourself stretch wide open.”

Emily hikes her dress to her waist. Her thighs quake. Her pussy is swollen, lips parted, dripping. She presses the fat tip against her entrance and pushes slow. A loud moan rips out.

“Quiet,” Sloane snaps, flooring it to 118 mph. “You’re keeping it buried the whole goddamn trip. Three hundred miles with my silicone cock stuffed in your cunt. Every pothole, every curve, every brake is my punishment.”

Emily sinks it deeper. The thickness stretches her to the limit, veiny head grinding that spot that drives her insane. She arches in the seat, feet digging into the floor.

“I want you to feel it like it’s me fucking you. Watching you. Owning you.”

Emily bites her lip. The dildo fills her completely, pressing against her inner walls, clit rubbing the base with every vibration from the engine.

“Are you gonna be a proper secretary or my personal whore?”

“Your personal whore, ma’am. Always.”

“Then fuck yourself on it. But you don’t come. Coming is forbidden until I say.”

Emily spreads wider. She rocks slowly, wet obscene squelches of the dildo sliding in and out mixing with the engine roar. Sloane glances over, cruel smile curling.

“Today you’re gonna soak yourself just from my voice and that cock inside you—like the desperate slut you are.”

Emily moans, already on the edge.

“I’m… I’m coming…”

“No.” Sloane’s voice is pure ice. “Hold it or I pull over and spank your cunt until it’s raw red. Understand?”

Emily nods, tears of frustration burning. The dildo throbs inside with every heartbeat. Every bump is torture, every turn a brutal thrust.

“Don’t close those legs. I want to see you leaking all over that cock.”

Emily spreads even wider, fully exposed, cool air teasing her swollen clit.

“It might slip out, ma’am…”

“If it slips, you shove it back in. No mercy here. Only total obedience.”

The miles drag on forever. Emily shakes, sweats, whimpers with every jolt. Sloane brakes and accelerates on purpose, dragging out the torment.

“How much longer?”

“As long as I fucking decide. Stay like that—spread wide, drenched, right on the edge. My good little whore.”

The new city finally appears. Sloane slows in city traffic, but gives no relief.

“When we get to the hotel, close your legs and act normal. But that cock stays buried. No one will know. Only me. And that’s enough to make me come later.”

Emily nods, teetering on insanity, dildo lodged deep while they cruise past crowds.

The hotel is sleek and discreet, windows overlooking a lively beach. Sloane strides into the suite like she owns the world.

“Bathroom. Don’t take the cock out. I want it inside all the way to the shower.”

The bathroom is huge—rain shower, black tiles, glass wall. Sloane strips slow, perfect body glowing under dim light.

“Were you a good girl?”

“Yes, ma’am… didn’t take it out for a second.”

Sloane’s smile is vicious.

“Then I’ll pull it out. Get under the water. Legs spread to the max. Hands on the wall. Ass out.”

The shower roars on, hot water pouring like a storm. Steam fills the room. Emily obeys, exposed, water cascading down her back, ass, dripping between her legs.

Sloane kneels behind. Eyes locked on the base peeking from Emily’s swollen lips. She licks around it, sucks the slick silicone coated in Emily’s juices.

“You warmed it up so good, slut. But now I’m pulling it out with my mouth.”

She tugs slow with her teeth, inch by inch, tongue lapping the stretched pussy. Emily screams, legs buckling.

Sloane spits the dildo to the floor. Spreads Emily’s cheeks wide and slams her tongue deep into the gaping cunt in one thrust.

“Hold it. Don’t come yet. I want you begging.”

She eats her savagely—tongue plunging deep, then wild circles on the clit. Sucks hard, gentle bites on the lips, rams four fingers in and pumps fast.

“This cunt is mine. I eat it when I want, how I want.”

Emily moans against the wall, body seizing.

“Please… ma’am… I can’t hold it…”

Sloane slaps her wet ass hard.

“Spread wider. I own you. Obey.”

Emily forces her legs farther. Sloane devours her relentlessly—tongue and fingers merciless.

“Grab my tits. Look at me while I wreck you.”

Emily obeys, hands on Sloane’s firm tits, eyes locked.

“I’m gonna come… fuck… I can’t…”

Sloane pinches her clit viciously.

“Now. Come in my mouth. Show me what a filthy whore you are.”

Emily detonates. A gut-wrenching scream echoes off the tiles. The orgasm rips through her brutally—legs giving out, back arched, hot squirt flooding everything. Her body convulses uncontrollably, endless waves of pleasure leaving her shaking, crying, shattered.

Sloane holds her up with iron arms, licking every spasm, drinking every drop, never pulling away.

When Emily slumps against the wall, Sloane stands, spins her, kisses her hard—sharing her own taste.

“Good girl,” she whispers against her lips. “But this is nothing, little slut. Tomorrow you’ll see what I do to you on the beach. I’m going to fuck you everywhere until you break. You’ll only hear my voice giving orders. Because you have no will left. You’re mine, Emily. Completely mine.”

Emily drops to her knees under the water, head resting on Sloane’s thigh, utterly surrendered.

“Yes, ma’am. I’m yours. Forever.”


Part 4 – Bare Under the Sun, Drenched in the Waves

The sun burns like divine punishment on the crowded beach, packed with exposed bodies and raw lust. Sloane stalks across the sand like an absolute predator, blood-red dress clinging like a second skin, lips painted the same lethal shade. Emily follows one step behind, her pussy throbbing under thin fabric, knowing nothing stays hidden with Sloane for long.

“Strip. Everything. Right now, slut. Completely naked.”

The command cracks loud and clear in public. Emily goes pale, eyes darting—families, tourists, groups of friends. Her heart explodes in her chest.

“Here, ma’am? In front of everyone?”

“Exactly. Strip or I’ll rip it off you and spank your cunt until you’re crying in the sand for the whole beach to see what a filthy whore you are. You want that kind of humiliation?”

Emily shakes but obeys. The dress pools at her feet. She’s fully naked—heavy tits bared to the scorching sun, shaved pussy glistening with arousal, firm ass on display. Sloane strips too, slow and brutal: dress tossed aside, nothing underneath. Both bare, pussies exposed, tits swaying free.

They walk barefoot to the waterline, completely naked. Eyes devour them—whistles, hidden phones, jaws dropped. Sloane smirks cruelly, grabs Emily’s hand, forces her to walk tall.

“Look at that brunette,” she growls in her ear, voice thick with lust. “Strong legs, hard tits. I’d fuck her right now on her knees in the sand, tongue buried in her pussy while you watch and drip.”

The woman passes with a surfboard, body dripping, pussy outlined under neoprene, staring at them with open hunger.

“And that pale blonde topless, pussy practically hanging out,” Sloane continues. “I’d bite her thighs until she begs me to eat her in front of everyone.”

Emily can’t answer. Her cunt leaks shamelessly, juices running down her inner thighs, visible to anyone looking. She reeks of pure sex. They strut naked along the shore—pussies on full display, tits bouncing, asses marked by the sun.

“You’re gushing like a fucking fountain, whore,” Sloane says loud, sniffing her. “Everyone can smell your cunt in heat. Feel those eyes fucking you?”

“Yes, ma’am… they’re staring… I’m getting wetter…”

“Don’t touch yourself. Walk naked and suffer. Imagine how we’d fuck them all. Who’d scream loudest with my tongue in her ass while you suck her tits.”

They pass two girls making out on a towel, both topless, one with her hand inside the other’s bikini bottom. The girls spot them naked and freeze, fingers still, staring with raw lust. One licks her lips. Sloane squeezes Emily’s ass hard.

“Think those sluts could fuck like me? Invite them with your eyes. Show them your spread-open pussy.”

Emily moans, legs shaking. The sea laps at their bare feet, but the stares burn them alive.

They reach a less crowded spot—still visible. Sloane splashes saltwater over Emily’s body, then drops her mouth and sucks nipples viciously, biting until marks bloom.

“I want everyone to see how I use you. But don’t come yet. Walk naked. Get yourself worked up under their eyes until the sun drops.”

The sun sinks, painting the sea in fiery hues. They wade in to their waists, naked bodies floating, pussies hidden under the surface but tits fully exposed. Sloane stops, hair plastered, tits gleaming.

“Come here, my little whore. Now.”

Emily closes in. Sloane grabs her nape brutally, slams her close. Tits crushed together, pussies brushing under the water.

“Straddle my thigh. Legs spread as wide as they’ll go. Fuck my bare leg like the desperate slut you are.”

Emily obeys. Clings to Sloane’s shoulders, spreads wide, mounts that strong thigh. Direct skin-on-skin friction—pussy grinding thigh—devastating. Waves push her, making her fuck harder.

“Move. I want the shore to see you leaking all over me while the ocean licks your open ass.”

Emily moans loud, hips circling wildly. Sloane flexes her thigh, presses hard against the exposed clit.

“Don’t come yet. Hold it, slut.”

Sloane slides a hand underwater, spreads Emily’s cheeks, rams two fingers into her asshole without warning. Pumps while Emily grinds her pussy on the thigh.

“Spread wider. Let them see me using you in public.”

Emily speeds up, lost in the sea. Sloane shoves three fingers into her cunt—brutal double penetration.

“Come now. Scream. Let the whole beach know you’re my whore.”

Emily detonates with a howl that echoes over the waves. Savage orgasm—hot squirt shooting into the sea, legs convulsing, nails digging into Sloane. She collapses, but Sloane holds her, biting her neck like a brand.

“Good whore. They watched you come, but now back to the hotel. I’ll wreck you in private.”

They walk naked across the beach to the hotel, bodies salty, Emily’s juices drying on her thighs. Eyes follow them all the way to the hall. The suite overlooks the night bay, huge bed waiting.

Sloane slams the door.

“On your back. Legs spread until your muscles scream. Arms over your head. Tits, pussy, and asshole completely exposed. Don’t move until I say.”

Emily obeys instantly. Sprawls in the center, legs in an obscene V, pussy lips parted, clit still swollen and red from the ocean come. Arms stretched, heavy tits fallen to the sides, nipples rock-hard. Asshole visible, twitching with tension.

Sloane stands beside the bed, inspecting her property. Paces slowly. Silence thick, broken only by Emily’s ragged breathing.

“First I devour you. No mercy. No break.”

She kneels between Emily’s thighs violently, grabs knees, forces them wider until Emily whimpers in pain-laced need. Drops her head and attacks—no warning: wide flat tongue dragging from asshole to clit in one long, brutal lick. Sucks the outer lips hard, tugs them with teeth, releases. Latches onto the clit with surgical precision, like she wants to tear it off.

Emily screams, back arching hard.

“Don’t close an inch or I’ll tie you naked to the balcony all night so the whole city watches you squirt like the whore you are.”

Sloane rams four fingers in one savage thrust, bottoming out, curling knuckles against Emily’s kill spot. Pumps fast and hard, wet slaps filling the room. Free hand slaps the pussy between licks—sharp smacks leaving skin glowing red.

“Come. Now. Soak my whole fucking face.”

The first orgasm explodes. Emily howls, violent hot squirt flooding Sloane’s mouth and chin. Body convulses wildly, hips bucking on their own, heels digging into the mattress. Sloane keeps her mouth sealed, drinks every drop, tongue whipping the oversensitive clit to drag the waves out forever.

When Emily slumps spent, Sloane doesn’t stop. Works her whole fist in slow, inch by inch, stretching her to the absolute limit. Twists inside, pressing every wall.

“Hold the next one. Come without permission and I’ll really punish you.”

Emily sobs from overload and bliss.

“Please… ma’am… I can’t… it’s too much…”

Sloane fists faster, brutal in-and-out rhythm, tongue lashing the clit relentlessly. Free hand pinches a nipple until Emily screams.

“Come again. Shatter for me.”

The second orgasm destroys her. A long, broken wail rips from her throat, even harder squirt drenching Sloane’s face, the sheets, the mattress. Body jerks like she’s electrocuted, tears streaming, breath wrecked.

Sloane pulls her fist out slow, licks it clean while staring into Emily’s eyes. Then straddles her face, drops her soaked pussy straight onto Emily’s open mouth.

“Now you eat me. Tongue deep. Until I come twice in a row down your throat. Don’t stop even if you suffocate, slut.”

Emily obeys desperately. Tongue plunges deep, sucking Sloane’s clit while Sloane grinds brutally on her face. Sloane grips the headboard and fucks Emily’s mouth mercilessly, hips in savage circles.

“Harder. Suck like your life depends on my pleasure.”

Sloane’s first orgasm hits fast—hoarse roar, hot squirt flooding Emily’s mouth and nose. Emily gulps greedily, keeps licking without pause. Sloane doesn’t slow, grinds faster.

“The second. Now.”

It slams even harder—Sloane roars, body shaking, squirt literally drowning Emily, who coughs and swallows at once, face drenched.

Sloane collapses beside her, breathing hard for endless seconds. Then fists Emily’s wet hair, forces eye contact.

“Listen close,” she whispers, voice dangerous, fingers sliding back into Emily’s ruined cunt. “We have four nights left. Tomorrow you choose—keep being my secretary or become my public whore. If you choose whore, every day gets worse. Worse for your body, your shame, your limits. Better for my pleasure. You’ll have no rights, Emily. No privacy. No boundaries. You’ll be my naked slave anywhere I decide. My absolute property. My toy to break and rebuild whenever I want.”

Emily trembles beneath her, body still twitching, mind shattered by pleasure and surrender.

“Yes, ma’am… I’m yours… expose me… break me… use me… I don’t want to be anything else.”

Sloane smiles in the dark, fingers moving slow inside her as a constant reminder.

“Good answer, my perfect whore. Sleep now. Tomorrow your real training begins.”

The bay glitters outside, silent witness. Inside, only ragged breathing from two exhausted bodies—and the promise of even more intense days ahead.


Part 5 – Alone in the Mountains, No Witnesses, No Mercy

“You decide right now, slut,” Sloane growls, eyes locked on the road, voice slicing like a blade. “Back to the city pretending you’re a normal secretary, or I take you to the place where you become my absolute slave? My broken whore. My three holes to use, wreck, and discard whenever I fucking want.”

Emily turns her head slow, breath caught. She doesn’t speak. Her pussy clenches hard, a thick hot gush soaking the leather seat. Cheeks burn, nipples stabbing through her blouse like nails. The stench of sex gives her away.

Sloane smells her surrender without looking.

“Whore in heat. That’s what I thought.”

The road narrows to a goat trail, twisting between black rock walls and pines closing like a cage. Civilization vanishes mile by mile. Only the engine roar, rain hammering the roof, and Emily’s visceral pulse throbbing between her legs.

Sloane drives one-handed, the other fist clenched on her thigh, knuckles white.

“When we get there, you don’t ask. You don’t speak without permission. You do what I order with your body, your mouth, your cunt, and your ass. Disobey, and I punish you until you beg forgiveness with a broken voice. Understand?”

Emily trembles.

“Yes, ma’am…”

“Louder, bitch!”

“Yes, ma’am! I’m your obedient whore!”

The cabin rises like a dark fortress at the end of the muddy track: cold stone, ancient wood, chimney ready to spit black smoke. Completely isolated. No lights for miles. No one will hear the screams.

Sloane slams the brakes.

“Out. Shoes off. You’ll walk barefoot and naked like the bitch you are.”

Emily steps out, frozen mud biting her soles. Mountain air cuts her skin. Sloane shoves her inside with a hand on her nape.

She lights the fire. The chimney roars. The air reeks of wood, leather, and anticipated sex.

The bed is massive, cream sheets pulled tight. Thick rug in front of the fire. On a low table: blood-red ropes, black leather whip, heavy-tailed flogger, nipple clamps with chain, large steel anal plug, monstrous veiny black dildo with reinforced leather harness, high-powered wand vibrator, leather collar with ring, and a long leash.

Floor-to-ceiling window shows only endless forest and darkness. No one will see. No one will interrupt.

Sloane slams the door, echo booming.

“Strip. Slow. I want to watch you suffer exposing yourself piece by piece.”

Emily obeys with shaking fingers. Blouse, skirt, bra drop with wet obscene sounds. She stands naked—heavy tits swaying, nipples rock-hard, shaved pussy swollen and dripping visible juices down her thighs.

Sloane circles like a predator, whip in hand.

“No covering. Look me in the eyes while I inspect you.”

She grabs Emily’s chin brutally, forcing eye contact.

“Tonight you forget everything. You have no name. No rights. You’re my whore. My slave. My absolute property. Your holes, your tits, your pain, and your pleasure are mine. Only mine.”

Emily moans, cunt throbbing.

“On the rug. Kneel. Legs spread as wide as they’ll go. Hands behind your neck. Tits and cunt offered up.”

Emily drops, exposed like a sacrifice. Sloane buckles the leather collar tight around her throat, digs in just enough, clips on the leash.

“Now you’re my leashed bitch. You’ll crawl if I say. Lick the floor if I command.”

First lash of the flogger across her tits. Emily screams, pain exploding like fire. Nipples harden more.

“Scream louder, slut. The forest is the only witness here.”

Sloane binds wrists behind her back with biting ropes. Ankles to a metal spreader bar, legs forced painfully wide. Cunt and asshole completely exposed, helpless.

She clamps the nipples, chain dangling. Yanks hard. Emily howls, tears spilling.

“These stay until I decide. Every move will hurt.”

She slaps the open cunt with her palm—wet, loud smacks straight on the clit. Emily sobs, but leaks harder.

Sloane kneels behind, rams three fingers into the cunt in one thrust, pumps fast while whipping ass cheeks with the lash.

“Want to come already, bitch?”

“Yes, ma’am! Please, wreck me!”

“Hold it. Pleasure is mine, not yours.”

She keeps whipping: ass, thighs, cunt, tits. Skin blooms red and purple lines. Emily begs, voice cracking.

Sloane grabs the wand, cranks it to max, presses it mercilessly on the swollen clit.

“Forbidden to come. Do it without permission and I shove that steel plug dry up your ass and leave you tied all night.”

Emily shakes on the edge, tears streaming, body seizing. Sloane pulls it away at the last second.

She straps on the harness, monstrous dildo pointing.

“First I wreck your cunt.”

One savage thrust, impossible thickness stretching to pure pain. Emily screams gut-wrenching. Sloane fucks like an animal—deep, fast, brutal strokes, yanking the clamp chain, leash in the other hand.

“Tell me what you are.”

“Your whore! Your slave! Your property to break!”

Sloane speeds up, pounding to the hilt. Emily detonates in a brutal squirt soaking everything, body convulsing in the bonds.

Sloane doesn’t stop. Keeps fucking the oversensitive cunt, forcing two more forbidden orgasms. Emily cries, begs, squirts uncontrollably.

“No mercy here. I break you until nothing’s left. Now your ass, slut. That hole’s mine too. Relax or I ram it in one thrust and split you in half.”

Sloane pulls the monster dildo from Emily’s ruined cunt with a filthy wet slurp. It’s coated thick in creamy juices—the perfect lube. She rubs it slow between the red-striped cheeks, smearing the tight asshole that clenches in fear and want.

Emily trembles in the bonds, knees on the rug, ass high, cunt still dripping from earlier comes. Nipple clamps tug with every ragged breath, chain swaying cruelly. Sloane grabs the leash and yanks hard, forcing Emily to arch deeper, pink asshole fully exposed.

“Breathe deep, whore. Or I shove it in dry and you scream till your voice is gone.”

The fat head presses the entrance. Emily moans—a guttural mix of panic and lust. Sloane pushes slow at first, inch by inch, forcing past the tight ring. The asshole stretches impossibly, burning like liquid fire. Emily howls, tears streaming, body straining against ropes.

“Fuck… ma’am… it hurts… it’s too big…”

“Too big?” Sloane laughs dark, yanking the leash to choke her lightly. “This is just the start. Take it, slut, or I whip your ass while I force it in.”

Another firm push. The head pops past the ring with an audible sound. Emily screams raw, asshole swallowing the veiny girth, stretching until it feels like tearing. Sloane doesn’t stop—relentless, deeper, until the harness base slaps purple cheeks.

“Feel me opening your ass, bitch. Now you’re completely mine. Three holes to fuck whenever I want.”

Emily gasps, body shaking uncontrollably, sweat coating marked skin. The steel plug waits cold on the table, but punishment comes first.

Sloane starts ass-fucking with rising ferocity—savage, deep, fast pumps, pulling almost out then slamming home. One hand rubs the swollen oversensitive clit viciously, brutal circles. The other yanks the leash like reins, forcing Emily to arch more, offer more.

“This is what you are: my anal whore. My slave with a broken ass for my pleasure.”

The sound is obscene—flesh slapping leather, dildo plunging the stretched asshole, cunt juices dripping down thighs. Emily cries, moans, begs, but her empty pussy gushes, betraying her.

Sloane ramps up, piston-fucking the ass: violent thrusts shaking Emily’s tits, clamp chain clinking. Free hand yanks clamps, pinching nipples until screams rise higher.

“Don’t come yet. Forbidden.”

Emily teeters, anal pleasure surging unstoppable. The dildo hits forbidden spots driving her insane.

Sloane feels the clenching.

“Now. Come with my cock in your ass, slut.”

Emily shatters in an explosive anal orgasm—animal roar echoing through the cabin, violent squirt from her empty cunt splattering the rug, asshole clamping hard around the invader, body convulsing in bonds like electrocution. Tears, sweat, juices everywhere.

Sloane doesn’t stop. Keeps fucking the sensitive ass, forcing another immediate anal climax. Emily begs mercy in a broken voice, but Sloane yanks the leash harder.

“Another. Break more for me.”

The second anal orgasm is even more brutal—Emily screams herself hoarse, endless squirt, asshole pulsing, body collapsing against ropes.

Sloane pulls out slow, gaping red asshole left exposed and throbbing. Grabs the cold steel plug, rubs it in spilled juices.

“This stays in until tomorrow. So every move reminds you who owns that ass.”

She rams it in one sudden thrust. Cold heavy steel stretches the wrecked asshole again. Emily screams raw and animal, body shaking violently.

Sloane admires her work: Emily bound, plug buried, clamps on nipples, leash on collar, skin striped by whip and hand.

She partially releases the legs but leaves wrists bound and leash on.

“Crawl to the bed, bitch. With the plug up your ass and clamps on. I want to watch you drag every inch.”

Emily crawls slow, plug shifting inside with every move, clamps tugging nipples, leash guided by Sloane. Every inch agony and ecstasy, asshole stuffed, cunt leaking again.

Sloane watches from the bed’s edge, legs spread, shaved pussy glistening with her own arousal, eyes dark with absolute dominance.

“Faster, slut.”

Emily speeds as best she can, plug grinding deep in her stretched ass with every muscle clench, sending waves of pain and forbidden pleasure. Nipples burn under clamps, neck marked by tight collar. She finally reaches the bed, panting, head bowed in total submission.

Sloane fists her hair violently, yanks her up brutally. Emily screams, body lifted like a broken doll, plug sinking deeper from the sudden jolt. Sloane throws her onto the cream sheets, instantly stained with juices and sweat.

“Spread for me. Legs wide as they’ll go. I want your wrecked cunt against mine.”

Emily obeys instantly, legs splayed, plug visible between striped cheeks, swollen red pussy open like an obscene flower. Sloane mounts her with animal violence, knees pinning Emily’s hips, dropping her weight to crush her into the mattress.

Pussies grind skin-on-skin, raw, direct, no barriers. Sloane’s swollen clit presses Emily’s with brutal precision—savage tribbing starting slow but turning ferocious in seconds. Sloane sets the rhythm with powerful hips: wide circles, then straight fast thrusts, then long crushing presses making both clits throb together.

The sound is wet, filthy, unmistakable—sloppy flesh slapping, juices mixing, plug shifting inside Emily with every thrust. Emily moans loud, hands still bound behind, helpless under her owner’s weight.

Sloane drops her head and kisses possessively—not soft: total invasion. Tongue plunges deep into Emily’s mouth, exploring, dominating, throat-fucking like another hole. Bites the lower lip viciously, licks the saliva greedily, moaning into her mouth.

“Your cunt is mine. Your mouth is mine. Your pain and pleasure are mine, broken slut.”

She speeds the tribbing: brutal hip circles, clit whipping clit, pussies gushing together. One hand yanks the clamp chain, making Emily scream into the kiss, nipples stretched to the limit. The other grips the collar, squeezing, controlling breath, lightly choking while she fucks.

Emily unravels beneath, plug in her ass amplifying every grind, nipple and anal pain mixing with visceral pussy pleasure. Sloane gives no mercy: bites the upper lip, tongue invading deeper.

“Come with me, whore. Now. Soak me like the slut you are.”

They explode together: shared violent orgasm, hot squirt mixing between their pussies, bodies convulsing as one. Emily screams into Sloane’s mouth, Sloane roars against her lips, hips crushing one final brutal time.

Sloane stays on top for endless seconds, breathing hard, tasting saliva in her slave’s mouth. Then pulls off slow, leaving Emily trembling, lips swollen and lightly bleeding, cunt throbbing, asshole stuffed with cold plug.

Only then does she rip the clamps off in one dry yank. Emily howls again. Sloane licks the sore nipples with unexpected tenderness, contrasting the brutality.

“Good whore. We continue tomorrow. But sleep like this: marked, stuffed, broken. Mine.”

She tucks Emily between her legs under thick blankets, plug still buried, collar on, bleeding lips against Sloane’s chest. Emily closes her eyes exhausted, still twitching with aftershocks, completely surrendered.

Outside, wind howls through the Pyrenees. Inside, only the crackle of fire and the breathing of a satisfied owner with her destroyed slave.


Part 6 – High Above the City, Her Deep Commands

“Did you sleep good, slut?” Sloane asks without taking her eyes off the road, voice low and sharp like a whip.

Emily shifts in the seat, her asshole still throbbing around the steel plug Sloane left buried all night. Her pussy pulses empty but soaked since she woke up.

“Yes, ma’am… though my holes are still aching.”

“Good sign,” Sloane replies with a cruel smile. “Means you obeyed like the broken whore you are. The plug stays in your ass until I decide to pull it out.”

The car winds down narrow roads through dense forests. Morning light filters through the trees, but inside the Audi the air is thick with lust and control. The mountains fade in the rearview. A new city waits like a dark promise.

After three hours, they park near the old town center. They step out with fake elegance: Sloane in strict black, dark sunglasses, suitcase in hand, striding like she owns the world. Emily follows half a step behind, light skirt, soft blouse, face calm on the outside—but the plug shifting with every step reminds her of her place.

“Today we’ll be visible,” Sloane says as they walk cobblestone streets. “No one will suspect a thing. But you’ll know my plug is stuffing your ass and your cunt is leaking just because I ordered it.”

Emily swallows hard.

“I know, ma’am.”

They climb to a secluded viewpoint. At the top, they’re alone. Wind whips hard, the city tiny below like a toy. Sloane takes off her sunglasses, tucks them in her cleavage.

“On your knees, slut. Now.”

Emily drops to the hot stone, plug sinking deeper from the motion. Heart pounding.

She lifts Sloane’s black dress with trembling hands. Underneath, soaked pussy waiting.

“This is what an obedient slave earns. Start licking like the whore you are.”

Sloane’s shaved pussy glistens, swollen, dripping. The scent slams into Emily: raw lust, absolute power.

“Open that mouth wide. I want your tongue buried deep.”

Emily buries her face. Tongue plunges brutal and deep in one stroke, dragging from asshole to clit. Sloane growls, fists Emily’s hair, slams her closer.

“Deeper. Tongue-fuck me while the wind whips us.”

Emily thrusts, sucks the clit viciously, licks the asshole without asking. Sloane spreads wider, braced on the railing, heavy tits heaving with every pant.

“Lick my ass good now, slut. Shove that tongue in until I scream.”

Sloane’s command is a low animal growl, eyes narrowed against the sun beating down on the viewpoint. Emily, kneeling, feels her heart explode. The steel plug stays buried in her own ass, shifting with every tremble, reminding her what a whore she is.

She doesn’t hesitate. Hands slide up Sloane’s firm thighs. Her boss’s asshole is tight, pink, glistening from juices dripping down from her soaked cunt. Emily presses her wide flat tongue, licking slow and long from perineum to asshole, tasting salty day-sweat and that intense forbidden flavor she knows so well. Sloane moans low, guttural sound echoing off ancient stone.

“Harder, whore. I want to feel you opening my ass with that obedient tongue.”

Emily attacks with fresh hunger. Tongue tip presses the tight ring, forces past muscle resistance, sinking inch by inch deep into Sloane’s hot narrow asshole. Sloane arches, fingers digging into Emily’s hair, shoving her deeper.

“Fuck… yes… shove it all in… ass-fuck me with your tongue like the slave whore you are.”

Emily doesn’t stop. Tongue pumps in and out in rhythmic thrusts, fucking the asshole with brutal precision, twisting inside, lapping inner walls while her nose grinds Sloane’s gushing cunt.

Sloane moans loud now, not caring if someone climbs the stairs or the whole city hears from below. Thighs quake, cheeks clench around the invading tongue. She yanks Emily’s hair harder, fucking her sub’s face into her ass.

“Don’t stop… fuck me deeper… I want to feel you wrecking my ass with that tongue while I come…”

Emily ramps to the limit, tongue plunging fast, wet, hot. The sound is filthy—deep licks, hard sucks on the asshole. Sloane tenses like a wire about to snap, back arched, tits bouncing with every spasm. Hands crush Emily’s head violently, trapping her between cheeks, forcing the rhythm, making her taste every inch.

“I’m coming… all over your slut face… swallow it all…”

Sloane detonates with a choked roar echoing over the city: thighs shaking violently, clamping Emily’s head like a vise until she’s nearly suffocating. Hot gushes flood Emily’s mouth and chin—mix of cunt juices and ass sweat, intense, salty, addictive.

Emily doesn’t pull back. Gulps every drop desperately, licks clean every spasm, every contraction, alternating sucking asshole and cunt to drag out her owner’s orgasm.

Sloane pants long, body easing, hands releasing Emily’s hair only when the last shudder fades. Looks down, dark eyes gleaming with cruel satisfaction.

“Good whore… you cleaned me to my soul.”

Emily pulls back slow, face drenched, lips swollen, chin dripping. Sloane’s intense taste coated on her tongue, down her throat. The plug in her own ass throbs approval.

Sloane lowers her dress calmly, covering her still-pulsing cunt and asshole.

“Stand. But don’t wipe that obedient slut face.”

Emily obeys, knees scraped from stone, face shining with juices. Stands trembling, plug reminding her of her own unsatisfied need with every shift.

Sloane slips on sunglasses, dangerous smile.

“To the hotel. Tonight I fill all three of your holes until you beg. And I still won’t stop.”

They descend the viewpoint, oblivious city below, wind carrying the scent of forbidden sex. Emily walks behind, owner’s taste in her mouth, ass stuffed, cunt leaking down her thighs. Ready for whatever comes. Always ready.

In the hotel room, Sloane locks the door and clicks the deadbolt like a final sentence. Dim streetlight filters through curtains, bathing the wide bed in pale glow. She opens the suitcase with criminal calm, laying out tonight’s arsenal:

A monstrous double-ended dildo, thick and veiny on both ends, black as night—and a long curved one designed for deep throat, with a wide base. Emily swallows dry, heart drumming as she eyes each object, each promise of pain and pleasure Sloane prepares.

“Strip. Face down on the bed. Legs spread wide. Ass up like the whore on offer you are. Now.”

Emily obeys instantly. Sprawls face down, legs splayed, ass high, steel plug gleaming between cheeks still striped from mountain whips.

Sloane kneels behind, grips the plug base, yanks it out brutally without warning. Emily screams gut-wrenching, gaping asshole throbbing empty, clenching at air. The emptiness hurts as bad as the fullness.

“All your holes are mine tonight, whore. And I’m using them until you can’t walk.”

She spits thick on the swollen cunt, rubs rough with fingers, then on the pulsing asshole. Grabs the double dildo: first fat end presses her cunt entrance and rams in one violent thrust, stretching to the limit. Emily howls, veiny girth filling her completely, grinding spots that make her seize.

“Hold it yourself. Fuck it into your cunt. Don’t let it slip an inch while I open your ass again.”

Emily grips the base with shaking hand, keeping it buried deep, feeling every vein against inner walls. Sloane spits straight on the gaping asshole, rams two fingers, then three, stretching rough, twisting, forcing wider.

“Relax.”

The second thick end presses her asshole. Emily moans in anticipation and terror. Sloane pushes firm, relentless: fat head forces past resistance, pops in wet and painful. Emily screams raw, tears spilling, brutal double penetration—cunt and ass stuffed to bursting, stretched to absolute limit, double dildo swallowed whole.

Sloane grips the center and starts thrusting savage: rhythmic, deep, fast pumps, wrecking both holes mercilessly. The sound is filthy—wet flesh slapping, juices gushing, asshole and cunt slurping the invading plastic.

“Tell me what you are while I fuck you.”

“I’m your whore! Your slave!”

Sloane pistons faster: brutal thrusts shaking the bed, Emily’s tits crushed into sheets, hands desperately holding the base. Emily begs, voice breaking, on the edge of collapse.

“Don’t come yet, slut. The third one’s missing. Hold it or I whip your ass till it bleeds.”

She flips her onto her back roughly, double dildo buried in cunt and ass shifting with every gasp, visible between spread legs. Sloane grabs the long curved dildo, wets it in her own mouth calmly, licking it like her real cock.

“Open that mouth, bitch. Suck it like my cock. Choke on it till you drool like a slave throat whore.”

She slides it slow at first, letting Emily feel the thickness, then rams deep to the back of her throat. Emily gags hard, drools thick, eyes watering, throat convulsing. Sloane throat-fucks viciously: thrusts bottoming out, curve grinding her gag spot, free hand pumping the double in cunt and ass with brutal rhythm.

“Three holes stuffed at once. This is how I wanted you: completely filled, no escape, just for my sadistic pleasure.”

The rhythm is hellish: throat fucked deep till Emily chokes on drool and tears, cunt and ass wrecked by the monster double, body shaking uncontrollably, juices everywhere, sheets soaked, air thick with wet obscene sounds of used flesh.

Emily is lost in ecstasy and pain: mouth stuffed, throat invaded, cunt and ass stretched to breaking, nipples crushed by intensity. Sloane feels the clenching around the double.

“Now! Come with all three holes wrecked to bursting, my whore! Come like the broken slut you are!”

Emily detonates in a devastating apocalyptic orgasm: muffled guttural scream around the throat dildo, violent thick squirt escaping around the double, hot gushes soaking sheets, Sloane’s hands, thighs. Body convulsing possessed, asshole and cunt clamping hard on plastic, throat swallowing the invader in spasms, pure ecstasy tears flooding her face, drool pouring down chin.

Sloane pulls the throat dildo slow, thick string of spit and drool hanging, leaving Emily coughing and gasping. Yanks the double out with wet obscene slurp, holes gaping and throbbing, asshole and cunt red and swollen, leaking juices.

Emily lies completely shattered, panting, trembling in endless aftershocks, voice gone, body limp on ruined sheets. Sloane watches a moment, then strokes with unexpected tenderness: tongue lapping sweaty salty tits, kissing neck marked by old bites, fingers tracing tear tracks.

“This is how a great day ends, my perfect whore,” she whispers hoarse against her ear, voice satisfied and dangerous. “Tomorrow more. I’ll break you a little more each day until only my voice commands you, my hand guides you, my toys inside you.”


Part 7 – To Pay the Debt: My Body on Demand

The Audi devours the highway once more. Emily sits silent, no panties, shaved pussy always accessible, waiting for Sloane’s command. Short blouse, no bra, hard nipples poking through the thin fabric like bullets ready to fire. Every curve, every shift in speed makes her body tremble in anticipation of what’s coming.

“Today’s different, slut,” Sloane growls without looking over, voice rough and cutting. “We’re going to Alexandra’s—my old boss. I owe her big favors, but she doesn’t want cash. Today I’m handing you over. Your body’s the payment. Your cunt, your ass, your mouth, your tits. All hers today.”

Emily swallows hard, electric thrill shooting from her gut to her neck. Every word from Sloane is a command and a warning, and her body already shakes imagining what’s waiting.

“What’s she like, ma’am?”

“A real dominatrix. More experience breaking women than me. Hungrier. Crueler. Lives alone in a cabin by the sea. Cheerful, direct, cultured… and a predator who’ll wreck your soul while she fucks your holes. I’ll watch. And come hard seeing you suffer.”

Emily smiles nervously, but her pussy clenches violently, a hot gush soaking the seat.

“An offering?”

“A filthy, obedient offering. No weird faces. No questions. Just broken-whore attitude. You look gorgeous naked and wet, and that’s enough. She’ll use you however she wants. Only look at me if you hesitate… or when you’re about to come without permission—because today permission comes from her.”

Half an hour later, they arrive. Alexandra’s house is white and modern, endless glass to the sea. Walls covered in explicit erotic art: giant photos of spread dripping pussies, bronze sculptures of hard cocks and stretched asses.

Alexandra opens the door in a loose dress, nothing underneath, barefoot, predator smile. Fifty and carrying it hot—strong body, big tits swinging free under fabric.

“My dear Sloane,” she says, hugging her tight, kissing almost on the mouth, tongue brushing. “Fuck, it’s been too long. And this… this the whore you brought me?”

“She’s broken and trained,” Sloane says proudly. “But with you she’ll learn to be a real slave.”

“We’ll see. Come in, Emily. No office today. Today I inspect every hole until you beg.”

Emily steps in biting her lip, pussy leaking visibly down her leg.

Alexandra yanks the curtains shut, hot dimness falling. The living room smells of sea and old sex.

“Strip, whore. I want you fully exposed, ready for me to wreck your holes one by one.”

Alexandra’s command cracks like a whip in the dim room. Sloane’s already sprawled on the white leather couch, legs spread shamelessly, hand buried under her black skirt, fingers pumping her own cunt slow while she watches with dark hungry eyes.

Emily obeys instantly, trembling fingers ripping off the short blouse and light skirt in seconds. Clothes hit the floor like surrender. She stands completely naked, skin goosebumped from AC and anticipation, nipples hard as rocks, heavy tits swaying slightly, shaved pussy swollen and red, fat lips parted, clit throbbing visible, thick strings of juices dripping down inner thighs to her knees.

Alexandra stalks close like a predator, grabs her nape brutally, fingers digging into flesh. Spins her like inspecting livestock, forces Emily to arch, spreads her cheeks rough and possessive, exposing asshole and cunt mercilessly.

“Fuck, what a tight little ass,” Alexandra growls, voice thick with lust. “And this cunt… already gushing like a whore in heat just from being naked for us.”

She spits thick and hot straight on Emily’s asshole, the glob sliding over the forbidden ring. No warning—drops her head and attacks: wide flat tongue dragging over asshole and perineum in one long lick, then sharp and pointed forcing deep into the tight ass, twisting inside, mouth-fucking her hole while hands spread cheeks wider.

Emily gasps hard, knees buckling, body shaking uncontrollably. The plug from previous days left her asshole sensitive, and now Alexandra’s expert tongue opens it again, devours it like property.

Alexandra shoves her down onto the thick rug with animal roughness, a push sending Emily sprawling on her back. Grabs ankles and yanks legs apart like splitting her in half, cunt fully exposed, asshole pulsing.

“Spread wider, cunt. I want to see you leak.”

Alexandra’s tongue assaults the pussy mercilessly: clit sucked viciously like she wants to rip it off, fat lips bitten and tugged with teeth, entrance tongue-fucked deep and fast. Emily arches violently, screams like a bitch in heat, hips bucking for more.

Sloane, from the couch, speeds her fingers in her own cunt, wet sounds loud.

“Can this whore come yet?” she asks breathlessly, eyes locked on the scene.

Alexandra lifts her juice-soaked face, chin glistening, cruel savage smile.

“No, not yet. First I want this slut eating my cunt. I want that obedient tongue working until I come all over her face.”

Emily crawls between Alexandra’s powerful thighs, face inches from the mature wet pussy. The scent hits her: intense desire, experienced woman, absolute power.

Alexandra fists her hair hard, slams her head forward.

“Lick, whore. All your tongue inside. Start with the cunt and drop to my ass when I say.”

Emily obeys with desperate hunger: wide tongue coating the whole sex in long drags, licking from asshole to swollen clit. Sucks thick lips, plunges deep into the vaginal entrance, rigid tongue fucking Alexandra’s cunt while her nose grinds the clit.

Alexandra moans loud, hips bucking, face-fucking Emily.

“Deeper… yes… fuck, this whore’s got a tongue… suck my clit now, hard…”

Emily latches on the clit viciously, whips it fast with her tongue, rams three fingers into Alexandra’s cunt and pumps while licking. Alexandra yanks hair harder, crushing her face in.

“Now my ass, whore. Shove it in my ass.”

Emily drops obediently: flat tongue lapping the mature asshole, then tip plunging deep, ass-fucking with fast hard strokes while fingers keep pumping the soaked cunt.

Alexandra roars in pleasure, thighs quaking, big tits bouncing with every pant.

“Don’t stop… fuck my ass with that tongue while I come… now!”

Alexandra detonates with an animal scream: hot gushes flooding Emily’s face, thighs clamping her head like a vise, asshole clenching around the invading tongue. Emily gulps what she can, licks every spasm, every contraction, dragging the orgasm out until Alexandra releases her panting.

Alexandra sits up, face sweaty and shining, grabs Emily’s hair and forces eye contact.

“Good whore. But this is just the start.”

Alexandra pads barefoot to a dark wood drawer, opens it with deliberate calm, like unwrapping a gift she knows she’ll destroy. Pulls out a strap-on: a gleaming red monster, thick as a forearm, raised veins, bulbous cruel head, impossible length. She strokes it like it’s alive, slicking it with lube in slow obscene motions, watching it shine in the dim light.

She straps it on like ritual: leather harness cinching her wide hips, straps biting flesh, dildo jutting forward like an erect threat. The weight makes it sway heavy, intimidating.

“On all fours, whore,” she orders, voice deep and thick with want. “Ass high, legs spread. I want your asshole and cunt exposed, dripping, begging to be wrecked.”

Emily obeys shaking hard, dropping to all fours on the thick rug. Arches deep, ass obscenely high, knees spread till inner muscles burn, cunt gaping and dripping thick strings to the floor, asshole still throbbing from the tongue, pink and twitching in anticipation and fear.

Sloane stands in front, spreads her legs with authority, fists Emily’s hair iron-tight, shoves her head into her shaved soaked pussy.

“Suck while you get fucked like the broken whore you are. Tongue deep. Swallow it all. Distract yourself and I slap your face with my cunt till you cry.”

Emily buries her face obediently: tongue plunging deep into Sloane’s cunt, sucking clit desperately, nose smashed against her mound, gulping hot salty juices already running down her chin.

Alexandra kneels behind, grips Emily’s hips brutally, fingers digging in. Spits thick straight on the open cunt, rubs the monster head between swollen lips, coating it in Emily’s own slick.

No warning—one savage thrust: the entire dildo slams balls-deep into her cunt, veiny girth stretching walls to the absolute limit, bulbous head punching her cervix with exquisite pain. Emily screams raw into Sloane’s pussy, muffled guttural sound, body convulsing from the sudden invasion.

Alexandra pounds uncontrollably: deep, fast, brutal strokes, ass cheeks slapping ass with loud wet smacks, yanking Emily’s hair back like reins to arch her deeper, force her to take more.

“Feel me wrecking your cunt, payment whore. This hole’s mine now. I’m fucking you till you gush like a broken fountain.”

Sloane moans loud, face-fucking Emily with circling hips, her own squirt building. She comes again with a roar: thick hot gushes flooding Emily’s open mouth, drowning her as she gulps desperately, coughing, juices shooting out her nose, face drenched and shining.

Alexandra doesn’t slow. Keeps pounding the ruined cunt, dildo pulling out coated thick in white cream, juices pouring down Emily’s thighs to the rug.

She yanks it out with a filthy wet slurp, rubs the soaked monster across Emily’s face, wiping it on cheeks, lips, chin, forcing her to lick her own juices while gasping.

“Now your ass.”

Spits thick straight on the pulsing asshole. Rubs natural lube rough with fingers, ramming two in to open it. Emily moans, asshole clenching.

The fat bulbous head forces the tight ring. Emily howls, tears streaming thick down cheeks, the stretch burning like liquid fire. Alexandra pushes relentless, slow but merciless: inch by inch, veiny girth splitting her asshole to the limit, until the base slaps cheeks hard.

“Breathe, whore. This hole’s mine today. I’m wrecking it till you can’t sit for weeks.”

Alexandra ass-fucks with pure animal ferocity: deep, fast, savage thrusts, pulling almost out then slamming home, asshole slurping the monster with wet obscene sounds.

Sloane slides underneath on the floor, face under Emily’s hanging dripping cunt, tongue lapping swollen sensitive clit greedily, sucking while Alexandra destroys the asshole from behind.

Emily is lost in hell of pleasure and pain. Alexandra ramps to inhuman: piston-fucking the ass, spanking cheeks till they’re purple, growling filthy orders.

“Come with my cock in your broken ass, whore. Now!”

Emily comes brutal, explosive, devastating: anal orgasm ripping her apart, violent thick squirt splattering Sloane’s face, asshole clamping hard around the dildo, raw animal scream echoing through the house. Body convulses uncontrollably, tears and drool pouring, reduced to trembling broken flesh.

Alexandra keeps pumping through it, dragging it out till Emily begs in a lost voice, then buries deep, letting the asshole pulse around the monster.

Sloane licks the last gushes, smiles drenched.

“Good payment whore.”

Alexandra pulls out slow, gaping red asshole left exposed, throbbing, leaking lube and juices.

Emily collapses on the rug, panting, trembling, holes throbbing empty, body marked, soul surrendered completely to the two dominants surrounding her.

Sloane crouches, strokes her cheek with cruel tenderness.

“We sleep here tonight. In her sheets, smelling of sex, with the debt paid by your wrecked body.”

Alexandra laughs, still licking her lips.

“And tomorrow if you want, we repeat. Your whore’s addictive.”


Part 8 – Neon City Lights, Striptease, and Total Surrender

The morning is clear and scorching. Emily and Sloane leave Alexandra’s house with barely any words. They slept little, fucked a lot. Their bodies carry fresh marks: bite marks on necks, purple asses from spankings, swollen sensitive pussies throbbing with every step. Emily walks with legs slightly spread, asshole still pulsing from the massive ass-fucking the night before.

“Shopping today, ma’am?” Emily asks, buttoning a light shirt that barely covers her braless tits.

“Yeah, slut,” Sloane answers, voice hoarse, dark sunglasses on. “We’re strolling. But remember: your cunt’s mine. No panties. Always accessible. Always soaked because I fucking ordered it.”

They climb into the Audi. Half an hour later, the city swallows them. Sloane drives one-handed, the other occasionally dropping to pinch Emily’s thigh or shove fingers quick under the skirt, checking the constant wetness.

The Grand Avenue first. They walk among luxury shops. Emily feels the stares: tits straining the thin fabric, hard nipples poking like bullets, short skirt showing thighs glistening with juices. Sloane watches possessively.

“Everyone’s eyeing your cunt, whore. They know you’re in heat.”

Emily blushes, but her clit throbs harder.

Sloane shoves her against a building wall, hand under the skirt, fingers parting soaked lips right in the street.

“Look me in the eyes while I finger-fuck you here,” Sloane orders, voice thick with dominance. “I want to watch you suffer, dying to scream while people pass two feet away.”

Two fingers slam deep to the hilt, curling against that exploding spot. Emily moans low, knees buckling, hands gripping the wall like an anchor. Sloane pumps fast, thumb crushing the swollen clit in brutal circles, free hand inside the blouse kneading a tit, pinching nipple till it hurts deliciously.

“You’re squirting already, slut. Feel it running down your leg while people snap pics feet away.”

Emily bites her lip, a small hot gush visibly trickling down her thigh, splattering the ground. People brush past, some sneaking looks, smelling raw sex in the air. Sloane doesn’t stop till Emily shakes on the edge, then yanks her dripping fingers out.

“Swallow your taste,” she orders, shoving the soaked fingers into Emily’s mouth. “Now we keep going. Your cunt’s not done paying for this walk.”

They climb to a high viewpoint over the city. Sloane hugs her from behind against the railing, hand inside the blouse mauling tits hard, pinching rock-hard nipples till Emily moans loud, not caring if anyone hears below.

“You’re burning like a wide-open whore in public,” she whispers in her ear, biting the lobe. “Want me to fuck you right here for everyone? Make you squirt against the railing while they watch?”

Emily begs with her eyes, hips grinding back against Sloane’s hand already dropping under the skirt again, fingers rubbing clit viciously.

“Please… ma’am… fuck me…”

Sloane laughs dark, rams three fingers in suddenly, pumps fast while squeezing her throat with the other hand.

“Hold it, whore. Your squirt comes later, in a dirtier spot.”

They reach a park. Mosaic benches under scorching sun. Sloane sits on a secluded but visible one, spreads her legs slightly.

“Sit on my lap, slut. Skirt hiked. Cunt direct on my thigh.”

Emily obeys shaking, skirt bunched up, soaked pussy grinding the expensive fabric of Sloane’s pants. Skin-on-fabric contact electric.

“Move slow, whore. Fuck my leg while we watch the city. I want to feel you soaking me with your heat-struck cunt.”

Emily starts slow obscene circles: clit dragging firm thigh, hot juices instantly soaking the fabric, leaving a dark visible stain. Sloane grips her hips, forces the rhythm harder, making her speed up.

“Look at me. I want to see you falling apart in public like the exhibitionist whore you are.”

Emily moans low, tits bouncing under the blouse, nipples scraping fabric, pussy sliding faster and faster, wet sounds audible. Sloane slides a hand under the blouse, pinches nipple viciously.

“Come slow on my leg, whore. But no screaming. Let people just see a secretary on her boss’s lap… while you squirt like a bitch.”

Emily detonates in forced silence: body shaking, hot gush flooding Sloane’s thigh, soaking pants to the knee. Sloane holds her tight, prolonging the orgasm with clit pressure.

“Good whore. Now a bar. I’m making you come for real in public, like the uncontrolled slut you are.”

The underground bar is a red wet den, hidden behind a discreet alley door: intense purple light tinting everything obscene purple, air thick with hot pussy smell, spilled booze, and female sweat. Women only: couples making out in dark corners, groups of friends devouring the stage with hungry eyes, solos touching themselves discreetly under tables. Music thumps deep and filthy, vibrating straight into wombs, making clits pulse like the floor itself is fucking them.

Sloane picks a table glued to the stage, almost touching the raised runway. Sits with legs spread, skirt hiked so Emily sees her shaved pussy glistening under purple light.

“Spread your legs too, now. I want to smell your heat-struck cunt while we watch.”

Emily obeys, skirt obscenely bunched, knees wide, pussy exposed to the thick air, juices already pouring down thighs and dripping to the worn wood floor.

The stripper bursts in like a goddess: tall, lethal curves, bronzed skin shining with oil, black dental-floss thong covering nothing—thick outer lips spilling out the sides, hard clit bulging the tiny fabric. Topless except thick gold chains dangling between big pierced nipples, silver rings glinting as she moves.

She struts like absolute queen of desire: hips hypnotic circles, heavy tits bouncing, firm ass clenching the floss till it nearly snaps. Every step pulses pussies in the room—moans, hands diving under skirts, collective arousal stench thickening.

Emily swallows hard, her own flooded, hot gush running visible down the chair.

Sloane shoves her hand in without warning: three thick fingers part soaked fat lips like blades, slam deep to the hilt, grinding cervix violently. Emily chokes a moan, hips bucking.

“Spread wider, slut,” Sloane orders, voice thick and dominant. “I want to fuck you deep while you watch that whore strip and touch herself for me.”

Emily spreads knees farther, pussy gaping exposed. Sloane pumps with animal roughness: fingers slamming in and out fast, wet sounds loud, thumb crushing swollen clit in fierce painful circles. Every hip sway from the stripper syncs with a thrust inside Emily, Sloane conducting cruel.

The stripper grabs the center pole like a giant hard cock: mounts it slow, sliding down with her pussy grinding cold metal, spreads legs in wide V to the crowd, tits bouncing, chains clinking. Pinches pierced nipples till she moans loud, yanks rings making pain visible.

She rips the thong off brutally: it flies into the crowd, lands on a nearby table. Fully naked now: shaved pussy gleaming with oil and her own juices, thick lips spread like a carnivorous flower, big hard clit throbbing.

She kneels on stage, spreads wide right in front of Emily and Sloane, rams four fingers deep into her cunt with audible wet slurp, pumps fast, pulls them out coated thick white cream and licks them staring straight at Sloane, long tongue swirling every finger like cock.

Sloane speeds inside Emily: fingers fucking uncontrollably violent, knuckles grinding entrance, thumb whipping clit mercilessly.

“Look at her dead on, whore. That pro slut fucking herself for me. I’m making you squirt in front of all these women, no control, like the filthy slut you are.”

Emily bites her fist hard to not scream, pleasure tears spilling, body shaking uncontrollably. The stripper sprawls on the stage floor, legs to shoulders, rams her whole fist into her cunt violently, pumps fast and comes hard for the crowd: violent squirt splattering the runway, animal scream echoing the den, body convulsing while nearby women moan in sympathy.

Emily can’t hold. Detonates without permission, brutal devastating orgasm: cunt clamping hard around Sloane’s invading fingers, violent thick squirt soaking the leather chair, sticky floor, splattering shoes and legs of women at nearby tables staring with open lust. The gush is audible, hot, endless, Emily shaking whole.

Sloane leaves fingers buried deep, prolonging spasms with short cruel twists, then yanks them out and shoves them straight into Emily’s mouth.

“Swallow your whole squirt, slut. Clean my hand with that whore tongue while everyone smells your come.”

Emily licks desperately, gulping her own salty-sweet taste.

“Tonight you dance in the hotel like that pro whore, but only for my eyes.”

The den applauds the stripper, but many women clap for Emily too, grateful for the raw sex they just witnessed.

Sloane smiles dark, eyes gleaming like blades under the purple light. She stands from the table with predator calm, grabs Emily’s wrist hard and drags her out of the bar without another word. Night city air hits cool, but the heat between their legs doesn’t drop a degree. Emily stumbles, pussy throbbing from the public squirt, juices drying sticky on thighs, raw sex smell trailing like perfume.

“Taxi,” Sloane snaps at the doorman. They slide in back. As soon as it pulls away, Sloane dives under the skirt again, pinching the swollen sensitive clit viciously, tugging till Emily moans loud.

“Quiet, slut,” Sloane whispers, biting her earlobe. “Or I make you squirt on this seat and force you to lick it clean.”

Emily bites her fist while Sloane pinches and rubs merciless the whole ride.

Luxury hotel. Private elevator. Sloane slams Emily against the mirrored wall as doors close, hand buried between legs, four fingers slamming into the wrecked cunt.

“I’m fucking you the whole ride up,” she growls, pumping fast while pinching a nipple with the other hand. “I want you arriving at the room dripping to your ankles.”

Emily moans against the mirror, fogging it with hot breath, small gush splattering the elevator floor.

The room is a wide suite with endless city views. Champagne open on ice, two glasses ready. Music playing: deep filthy bass thumping from hidden speakers, slow but visceral rhythm vibrating straight into clits.

Sloane strips in two brutal moves: clothes hit the floor like trash. Fully naked now, powerful body gleaming with bar sweat, shaved pussy dripping visible juices down thighs. She sinks into the velvet armchair facing the bed, legs spread wide, pussy exposed and throbbing, swollen clit begging.

“Filthy music for my filthy slut. Dance, whore,” she orders, voice thick. “Strip slow and fuck yourself for me like the slave you are. I want to watch you suffer with need while I see you break alone.”

Emily stands in front, music pounding her chest. Starts moving: hips slow obscene circles, hands sliding up her body like stranger caresses. Unbuttons the blouse button by button, letting one tit spill first, hard purple-pinched nipple, then the other, heavy tits swaying free. Pinches nipples viciously, yanks till they hurt and she moans loud, eyes locked on Sloane in absolute submission.

She sways hips like the bar stripper, skirt sliding slow down trembling thighs till it pools mid-thigh, making clear she’s bare underneath. Bends shamelessly, spreads legs wide and uses fingers to part fat lips, showing Sloane how soaked she is: cunt gaping, red, swollen, thick strings of juices dropping straight to the marble floor.

Turns her back to Sloane, arches like a bitch in heat, spreads cheeks with both hands showing her pulsing asshole. Rams a finger deep there while the other hand fucks her cunt viciously.

Moans loud and broken, turns again, drops to knees in front of Sloane with legs spread max, fucking herself with both hands: four fingers in cunt, two in asshole, pumping alternate, tits bouncing, squirt splattering floor and Sloane’s legs.

Sloane licks her lips, cunt gushing from watching, hand rubbing her own clit slow.

“Come here, desperate whore. I want to wreck you till nothing’s left.”

Emily crawls fast, asshole and cunt throbbing. Sloane flips her onto her back on the bed violently, kneels between max-spread thighs and attacks like a beast: wide flat tongue dragging from asshole to clit in long brutal licks, sucking with animal ferocity, plunging tongue deep in both holes alternating fast, four fingers fucking cunt merciless, fist nearly in, stretching to the limit.

Emily screams, fists Sloane’s hair hard, clamps legs around her back like a vise.

“Fuck, ma’am… wreck me… fuck me harder, destroy my holes!”

Sloane sucks clit like she wants to tear it off, works her fist in slow but relentless, knuckles forcing entry, stretching to exquisite pain. Emily squirts violent and thick straight into Sloane’s face, endless gushes soaking everything: face, tits, sheets, floor.

Sloane doesn’t stop a second. Climbs up leaving a trail of juices on Emily’s body, devours tits hungrily: tongue lapping sweat and squirt, biting nipples till light blood beads, deep scratches down back leaving red welts.

Emily flips her desperately, wants to eat her cunt. Sloane allows but dominates: slams down on her face brutally, crushing gushing pussy against open mouth, hips savage circles.

“Eat my cunt till I come down your throat, possessed slut. Swallow it all.”

Emily licks like mad: tongue plunging deep fucking Sloane’s cunt, sucking the big clit. Sloane grips the headboard with both hands and face-fucks furiously, brutal hips slamming mouth.

“Yes! Swallow it all, whore! Lick deeper!”

She comes screaming: direct violent squirt into Emily’s throat, hot gushes drowning her, forcing desperate swallows or suffocation, juices shooting out nose and mouth.

Sloane flips Emily onto her back again, drops on top in savage possessive scissor: pussies slamming skin-on-skin direct, clits whipping clits brutally hard, juices mixing in hot puddle on the bed. They fuck like animals in heat: hips crashing with loud wet slaps, nails raking backs till blood, bites on necks and shoulders, screams echoing the room, chained endless orgasms leaving them shaking, mixed squirt soaking everything.

Finally exhausted, sweaty, marked inside and out—bites, scratches, red swollen pussies, throbbing assholes—Sloane pulls Emily onto her chest, fingers buried deep in the pulsing sensitive cunt, moving slow as constant reminder of ownership.

“I don’t know how to go back to the office,” Emily gasps, voice broken, trembling, body still vibrating.

Sloane pulls her tighter, like letting go isn’t an option.

“We’re not going back,” she whispers, voice low, no longer harsh but heavy with irreversible truth. “They fired me a week ago. The day we left on the trip.”

Emily lifts her head slow. Eyes shining, wet, wide open. Looks at her without blame, without fear—just raw tender vulnerability that disarms. Sloane exhales long; her fingers, now still between Emily’s legs, turn into slow protective caress, almost intimate.

“This new contract… it’s not just sex,” she says, firm now. “It’s real. You and me. No office, no schedule, no one above us. Just what we build together. My eternal whore, if you choose to keep being her… my everything. Forever. No escape,” she adds, forehead against hers, “because I don’t want there to be one.”

They kiss slow. No rush, no bites. A long deep kiss full of salt, exhaustion, and future. Outside, the city sparkles like a sea of lights celebrating shared freedom. Inside, only the beat of two hearts that have chosen no way back.


──────────────────────────────

THE END.

──────────────────────────────
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