
        
            
                
            
        

    
Bella on the Island of Submission An Erotic Tale of Lesbian Seduction and Obedience Games

... Bella’s tight asshole clenched around the thick black dildo as the director drove it deep, stretching her wide while she moaned into the pillow.
The director grabs a fistful of Bella’s hair, guides her head up toward the closet mirror.
“Look at yourself. Look how deep I’m fucking your ass.”
In the reflection: Bella face-down, ass high, the black dildo sliding in and out of her stretched hole, her face flushed with pleasure and surrender, mouth open, drool spilling onto the pillow. The room smells of hot lube and her own dripping wetness, thick cream trailing down her thighs.
She moans louder, bites the fabric—the hotel could hear and she doesn’t care. Only the steady wet rhythm exists: the dildo thrusting in and out, her cunt leaking nonstop.
Suddenly the door opens. Heels click. A new perfume—sweet and sinful—fills the air. A stunning woman steps in: killer curves, massive tits straining a blood-red dress, lips glossy and wicked. She closes the door slowly, smiles.
“Started without me?” the hotel manager asks, grin sharp and hungry.
The director doesn’t pause—keeps thrusting the dildo into Bella’s ass with firm, deep strokes.
“Come join,” she says. “This little one’s wide open and ready for both of us.”...

Lana Ravish

“No matter which page you open… you’ll lose control.”
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Part 1 – The New Girl at the Casting: Willing Mouth

—Get over here, wannabe. Open that fucking mouth right now.

The director’s voice doesn’t leave room for argument. Bella doesn’t even blink. Her stomach clenches tight, but her body stays put.

Red lights glaring, black leather couches soaked in sweat and cunt juice. Spilled wine glasses, ripped panties scattered like trophies, high heels stabbed into the sticky floor.

This casting on the Island isn’t a fucking game.

The director—carmine lips glossy and wet, skin-tight black suit hugging every filthy curve—points with one long, blood-red nail.

A brunette is already spread wide on the couch, skirt shoved up to her waist.

She rips her panties off in one yank. Then spreads her lips wide with two fingers and shows everything: swollen clit like an angry red button, glistening hole, thick creamy juices sliding straight down to her asshole.

Drenched. Throbbing. Fucking desperate.

—First test: make her cum so hard she soaks every bitch watching —the director declares, voice flat and final.

Bella drops to her knees, still half in shock about what the hell is happening.

The room’s intensity slams her face-first. The air hangs thick—metallic sex stink, expensive designer perfume, and the sharp reek of sweat evaporating under the hot lights.

Did I come here for this? she thinks, heart hammering her ribs like a jackhammer.

The other girls are already finger-fucking themselves in a contagious frenzy. Some slam digits knuckle-deep, others twist their nipples purple; a tattooed blonde rolls her eyes back and shoves the neck of a glass bottle into her dripping cunt.

Bella buries her face between the brunette’s thighs. The heat pouring off that soaked pussy is blinding—humid, salty steam flooding her lungs before she even touches skin.

First lick is savage: flat, wide tongue dragging up the entire slit bottom to top.

Then she attacks the clit like a starving animal—sucking hard, pulling it between her lips, stretching it, nibbling just enough to sting.

—Harder, you little slut—devour my whole fucking cunt, newbie! —the brunette screams, grabbing fistfuls of Bella’s hair and smashing her face into the sopping wet pussy.

The sounds are pure filth: loud wet slurps, broken moans bouncing off the walls.

Bella shoves two fingers into the gaping hole while she keeps devouring that swollen clit.

The brunette bucks and grinds.

—Look at her, fuck—she’s eating pussy like a street bitch in heat! —a redhead cackles, ramming four fingers into her own slit while pinching her nipple black and blue—. That slut knows how to lick!

The brunette’s right on the edge. Thighs shaking, ass clenching, cunt clamping down on Bella’s fingers like a vice.

—Don’t stop—drink it all, swallow every fucking drop.

Bella ramps it up: tongue buzzing on the clit, fingers slamming in and out brutally.

The brunette detonates.

—Yes—cumming in your mouth—take it all, bitch!

A thick hot jet blasts Bella’s face, chin, neck.

Bella doesn’t flinch: mouth wider, gulping what she can, letting the rest pour down her tits, glazing them shiny.

The brunette howls like she’s possessed, legs quaking, hips jerking, cunt spasming in violent waves. When it’s over she collapses gasping, slit wide open, glistening, still pulsing.

Bella lifts her face: lips puffy and red, chin and neck drenched, tits gleaming with another girl’s cum.

The director smiles, calm and sadistic.

—Welcome to the company, Bella. Here only the ones who flood the floor survive. And you’re off to a damn good start.

Two she-wolves step forward: a blonde with an outrageous peach of an ass—round, firm, juicy; the other a curvy brunette with brutal tits, big and perfect.

—Don’t let her breathe! —the director orders, raising her glass—. I want to see her earn that official spot—right fucking now!

The blonde’s eyes burn pure lust. She yanks her thong to her ankles, spins, and bends over, ass high.

Hands spreading her cheeks wide.

—I want that tongue buried balls-deep in my asshole. Suck it, lick it, tongue-fuck it open and make me cum from my shithole. Don’t stop till I fucking explode!

The curvy brunette rips her blouse off violently.

Her fat tits bounce free, nipples rock-hard bullets, already swollen and begging.

—And I want you to wreck my big juicy tits with that whore mouth. Suck them, bite them, bruise them, make me scream while you nurse on me like a filthy pig.

Bella’s panting, chest heaving fast, sweat and cunt juice running down her body.

Still dazed, heart pounding, but instinct screams one word: obey.

She gets behind the blonde. Spreads those cheeks wide till the tight pink asshole winks right in her face, pulsing like it’s begging to be violated.

Bella sticks her tongue out full length and drags it slow and nasty up the crack.

Circles the hole slow, filthy rings.

Then pushes the tip in—slow, inch by inch, stretching it open.

The blonde moans like a bitch in heat.

—Yes, you dirty slut—shove that whole tongue up my ass, wreck my shithole with your mouth, suck it till I cum!

Bella drives deeper, swirling inside the throbbing asshole, pulls out dripping spit, slams back in hard.

The curvy brunette grabs her head, yanks her tongue out of the blonde’s ass, and rams a stiff fat nipple into Bella’s open mouth.

—Suck my tits, bitch! Bite them, suck hard, leave your pretty teeth marks!

Bella switches without mercy: tongue buried to the root in the blonde’s quivering asshole, mouth latched onto the heavy tits of the brunette—sucking, biting, stretching.

Spit everywhere, nipples swollen red, asshole shiny and gaping.

The blonde’s close, hips grinding on their own, smearing her asshole all over Bella’s face.

—Shove a finger in my ass, slut! I want it deep while I rub my clit!

Bella obeys instantly.

Slides one finger straight into the slick, stretched asshole—buries it to the knuckle in one hard push, feeling the hot walls grip like a fist.

Twists slow and deep, pressing the walls.

Meanwhile the blonde’s fingers fly over her swollen clit—fast, furious.

—Yes fuck yes! Deeper—finger-fuck my ass while I cum, you whore! —the blonde screams, voice cracking, hips slamming back to bury the finger even more.

Bella doesn’t let up for a second.

Finger buried root-deep in the blonde’s pulsing asshole, circling faster and harder, while her mouth engulfs one of the brunette’s huge stiff nipples.

Sucks with brutal force, nibbles, stretches it with her teeth till the brunette arches and howls.

Bella on her knees—hand sunk between the blonde’s spread cheeks, finger drilling circles in her ass; mouth at the same time ravaging the brunette’s massive tits.

The blonde shakes apart, asshole clamping the finger like a trap, clit throbbing under her own frantic fingers.

Asshole squeezes violently around the invading digit, body convulses, legs give out.

She explodes with a primal scream:

—Cumming with your finger buried in my ass—fuck—come here slut, drink my anal orgasm!

Bella releases the brunette’s nipples—leaves them red, swollen, spit-shiny, perfect bite marks—and whips her head to the blonde’s ass.

Pulls the finger out with a wet pop, mouth wide open, seals her lips to the spasming asshole. Tongue plunges back in as hot thick squirts blast from the cunt, flooding her mouth, chin, neck, tits.

Bella gulps what she can, licks every drop sliding down the taint, sucks the convulsing asshole, swallowing the whole orgasm like it’s fucking nectar.

The blonde collapses forward gasping, ass still trembling, asshole open and gleaming, thighs dripping.

Bella, mouth full of hot salty flavor, looks up at the curvy brunette who’s already breaking.

—Now you, whore… finish what you started with my tits and finger-bang my cunt till I explode.

Bella doesn’t think. Doesn’t choose. Barely breathes. Dives back in: mouth on the nipple, sucking harder, biting deeper, while slamming three fingers into the brunette’s soaked cunt—curling, pounding mercilessly.

The brunette arches, fat tits bouncing, broken screams:

—Yes you slut—wreck my tits and fuck my pussy—I’m cumming—I’m cumming!

Hot jets splash Bella’s hand, arm, chest. Bella doesn’t stop: bites the nipple till it rips one final scream, fingers slamming till the brunette collapses backward, exhausted, tits bruised and shiny, cunt gaping and pulsing.

Bella stays on her knees, face and body drenched in different orgasms.

Breathing hard, eyes glassy, shaky nervous smile. Hands trembling. Thinks she passed.

The room erupts in applause, gasps, wet laughter.

The director takes a slow sip and smiles that sadistic calm smile.

—Well done, Bella. You turned two of my best models into human fountains. And the night’s just getting started.

Bella, still kneeling, gives a weak smile, tongue still coated in strange pussy and ass.

—What do you mean just getting started?

The director sets the glass down and opens a black leather case.

Inside: monster dildos, giant plugs, harnesses.

—You already tasted cunt, mouths, and assholes. Now you’re gonna choke on plastic and moan like a good little whore for all of us.

A skinny redhead straps on a purple veiny 10-inch dildo.

A thick-thighed mulatto holds a massive metal plug topped with a fox tail dangling.

—On all fours, slut. Nothing closed: mouth open, ass up, cunt on display.

Bella obeys instantly. Body reacts faster than brain.

Down on hands and knees, mouth wide, tongue out, ass high, pussy visibly dripping.

The redhead grabs her hair.

—Swallow this rubber cock till it hits your stomach, whore.

Shoves it balls-deep down her throat. Bella gags, eyes watering, thick ropes of drool pouring, but doesn’t pull back. The redhead pumps mercilessly, ramming it to the hilt over and over.

—Swallow it, bitch—I wanna see your throat bulge, wanna see you choke on my dick.

From behind, the mulatto slaps her cheeks open.

—This ass is begging to be ruined.

The cold metal plug hits burning skin—electric shock that makes her hole clench right before it claims space.

The huge metal plug slides in without mercy.

Wet pop, fox tail hanging between trembling spread cheeks.

—Look at her fuck! Mouth impaled, ass stuffed, fox tail swinging —one spectator spits, fist-deep in her own cunt while writhing.

The mulatto rams three fingers into Bella’s drenched pussy while twisting the plug in her ass—spinning, vibrating, stretching.

—Moan, slut—I wanna feel you open up completely.

Bella’s at the edge: throat stuffed, asshole stretched wide, cunt brutally finger-fucked.

The orgasm rips through her.

Body convulses, hot squirts blast out, soaking thighs, floor, the mulatto.

She moans choked around the dildo, tears and drool mixing, fox tail whipping with every spasm.

The redhead yanks the cock out. Thick strands of spit dangle from Bella’s open mouth to her tits.

The director approaches, heels splashing through the puddle of fluids.

—Soaked. Used. Perfect.

Lifts Bella’s chin with one finger.

—This is only the beginning, little slut. The reality show just started… and you’re already our favorite new candidate.

The room reeks of savage sex—cunts gushed, assholes opened, tits bitten.

Bella’s still shaking, fox tail swaying, throat raw, pussy throbbing, face and body coated in other girls’ cum.

And she smiles nervously.

Because she’s not leaving.
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Part 2 – The Director’s and Manager’s New Sweet Treat

The room reeks of expensive perfume, hot sweat, and chlorine drifting in through the cracked window. Outside, the hotel lights flicker like dirty promises. Bella twists on the king-size bed, convinced they’ve already kicked her out, that the whole night was just a fever dream. She squeezes the cold sheets against her still-throbbing tits, trying to calm the feral pounding between her legs.

The lock clicks hard. Slow heels sink into thick carpet. The air thickens instantly—pure, raw power.

“Who the fuck…?” Bella mutters, propping herself halfway up.

The director emerges from the shadows like a dark goddess. Red lips, eyes that slice, body poured into a black dress that looks painted on. She leans over the bed, voice low, venomous, dripping honey and whip.

“Shhh, little slut. No casting tonight: you’re mine. All fucking mine. Let’s see how far you can really go.”

Bella swallows hard. Heart slamming ribs.

The director tosses a black leather bag onto a chair. Pulls out a harness, straps it tight around her narrow, powerful hips. A monstrous black veiny dildo hangs there, thick lube already dripping off the tip.

Its shadow looms huge on the wall like a living threat.

“Face down. Now. Ass up, legs wide, cunt on full display. Don’t make me say it twice.”

Bella obeys instantly.

Flips over, buries her face in the pillow, hikes her ass high, spreads her knees till her swollen pussy gapes open, shiny and dripping. Whole body shaking.

The director climbs onto the bed with slow, predatory grace. Rips Bella’s panties off in one vicious yank. Drags two fingers through the soaked slit, plunges them deep, then shoves them straight into Bella’s mouth.

“Suck. Taste how fucking drenched you are. Thought I was gonna toss you aside?”

Bella moans around the fingers, sucking greedy, tongue swirling like they’re cock.

The director lines up the fat head of the dildo right at the swollen entrance and slams it home in one brutal thrust.

Bella arches, screams muffled into the pillow, nails ripping sheets.

“Spread wider, whore. This is just the warm-up.”

The director starts pounding her deep—every stroke shakes the mattress, wet slapping echoes off the walls.

Bella’s gushing uncontrollably. Juices run down her thighs, soaking the sheets under her cunt. She begs through broken moans:

“Harder… fuck me harder, boss… wreck my pussy, I wanna make the cut…”

The director cracks a sharp, ringing slap across her left ass cheek, leaves a bright red handprint glowing.

“Easy. You’re doing good, slut.”

“Yes… yes boss… fuck me… use me…”

The dildo hammers her G-spot mercilessly, over and over. Bella squirts like a broken faucet. The director leans over her back, bites her neck hard enough to mark, licks the sweaty skin.

Suddenly yanks the dildo out with a filthy wet slurp. Slides it down the soaked crack, presses the tip right against the tight pucker.

Bella clenches instinctively.

“No… not there… it’s too big…”

The director spreads her cheeks wide with both hands, spits straight onto the pink asshole.

“Yes, right here. I wanna hear you break for me. Wanna watch you scream while your ass swallows every inch.”

Pushes slow at first. The thick head forces the ring open, stretching it wide. Bella moans dirty, animal.

“Fuuuuck… you’re splitting my ass in half…”

“And I haven’t even started for real, whore.”

Speeds up. Starts slamming hard—every thrust rocks the whole bed, makes Bella’s tits slap against the mattress.

Pain melts into brutal pleasure, asshole stretching wider, gulping the entire length with each punishing stroke.

Bella’s cunt keeps squirting while her ass gets wrecked.

“What is this, boss?… don’t stop… fuck my ass harder…”

The director grabs a fistful of hair, yanks her head up toward the closet mirror.

“Look at yourself, slut. Look how I’m ass-fucking you like a bitch in heat.”

In the reflection: Bella face-down, ass high, black dildo vanishing balls-deep in her gaping asshole, face wrecked with pleasure and submission, mouth drooling onto the pillow.

She moans louder, bites the fabric—the whole hotel could hear and she doesn’t give a fuck. Only the relentless rhythm exists, dildo pistoning in and out of her ass, cunt dripping nonstop.

Suddenly the door opens again. Heels. New perfume—sweeter, more sinful. A spectacular, obscene woman steps in: brutal curves, massive tits crammed into a blood-red dress, lips painted like liquid sin. Closes the door slow, smiles.

“Started without me?” the hotel manager asks, sadistic grin spreading.

The director doesn’t miss a beat—keeps ramming the dildo into Bella’s ass with vicious force.

“Come join. Enjoy this little whore. She’s wide open and ready for both of us.”

The manager climbs onto the bed, kneels right in front of Bella’s face, hikes her dress—no panties. Her hairy, swollen, dripping cunt hovers inches from Bella’s nose.

Musky, wild, overpowering scent floods Bella’s senses.

“Lick my cunt, whore. Suck me till you drown in my bush.”

Grabs Bella’s hair with both hands and grinds the soaked slit all over her face.

Bella moans muffled. Dildo wrecking her ass while her tongue plunges desperate into the hot, hairy pussy.

Licks the swollen clit, sucks hard, shoves her tongue as deep as it’ll go, swallowing thick juices while the manager’s coarse pubes tangle in her tongue, forcing her to taste every inch of that drenched jungle—musk and cream sticking to her palate.

“That’s it, slut! Suck me good—use that mouth the way it’s meant to be used,” the manager moans, grinding violently against her face.

Bella buries her whole face. Thick curly bush scrapes her nose and cheeks, soaking in spit and cunt juice.

The director speeds up even more—every ass thrust forces Bella’s mouth deeper into the hairy cunt she’s devouring.

“Look at her—she’s our perfect little fucktoy already.”

The manager shudders, clamps her thighs around Bella’s head as she dives back into the bush.

“Ahhh… yes, whore—I’m cumming in your filthy mouth!”

Hot jets flood Bella’s face, chin, neck. She gulps what she can. Spits out pubes.

The director, maxed out, rams even harder into the ass.

“Don’t stop sucking even after she cums—got it, bitch?”

Bella nods, mouth stuffed, muffled, ass burning with delicious pain and pleasure.

The director pulls out suddenly, drops the harness, digs into the bag again.

Pulls out two more: one thick clear glass dildo, another double-headed monster with two massive ends.

“You haven’t seen shit yet, little slut.”

The manager laughs, dripping with excitement.

“Open her wide. I want her double-stuffed.”

The director shoves the glass one straight into Bella’s soaked cunt. Cold, hard, all the way to the base. Bella screams.

“Fuck… you’re gonna wreck my pussy again!”

“Shut up and take it all,” she orders, slamming mercilessly.

At the same time the manager grabs the double-ender, aims the thicker head at Bella’s already-stretched asshole.

“Let’s fill both your holes like the whore you are.”

They sink them in without mercy.

Mattress creaks like it’s about to snap. Sheets drenched, a puddle of juice pooling under Bella’s trembling body.

“Look how this slut opens up!” the manager laughs, twisting the double-ender in circles inside the ass.

“Moan nice and pretty… you were made to be used like this,” the director whispers, biting the sweaty nape.

The manager isn’t satisfied just fucking from outside.

Stops for a second. Pulls the double-ender out of Bella’s ass and rams the thicker head into her own swollen, hairy cunt—half disappears into the soaked dark bush.

“Now yes… I’m gonna fuck you with my cunt and your ass at the same time,” she growls, lining up again and driving straight into Bella’s gaping asshole.

Leans over her, grips her hips hard, thrusts forward.

The double-ender brutally connects them: one end buried deep in the manager’s hot hairy pussy, the other slamming mercilessly into Bella’s ass.

Wet pubes slap and stick to Bella’s ass cheeks with every violent stroke.

Thick musky scent fills the air between choked moans.

Bella can’t take any more. Body shaking apart, juices pouring nonstop, thighs slick.

“Fuck… you’re destroying me… I can’t anymore!”

The director hammers the glass dildo straight into her G-spot. The manager doubles the pace in the ass.

“You’re gonna cum like the most used whore on earth.”

The orgasm hits like lightning. Bella screams into the pillow, both holes convulsing, hot squirts blasting, body thrashing in total spasms under their complete control.

They hold her while she shakes. Slowly pull the dildos out—dripping, gleaming.

The director grabs her chin, spits straight into the open mouth.

“Swallow, whore. You’re our property now.”

Bella swallows—spit and cum dripping down her chin, eyes glassy with shattered pleasure.

In the mirror she sees herself: holes gaping and pulsing, body soaked, face ruined… and she smiles weakly.

The director stands, wipes her hands on Bella’s thighs, grabs the bag.

“Sleep a little, slut… tomorrow I want you completely naked in the sauna. No bed, no mercy. Just steam, sweat, and a lot of hungry cunts waiting for you.”

The door clicks shut softly.

Bella lies there trembling, ass and cunt still open, sheets turned into a lake of her own juices. Barely breathing, mouth full of spit, cum, and pubes.

And through the exhaustion, one thing is crystal clear:

This isn’t just a reality show anymore.

This is her new life.

And she’s not letting it slip away.
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Part 3 – In the Sauna: Naked and on Trial

The sauna steam hits like a hot wall that suffocates before you even step inside. Walls dripping, wood burning alive, air thick with the stink of aroused cunt sweat and prepped assholes.

Bella pushes the glass door and steps through completely naked. Heart instantly racing.

Inside, six models are already sprawled on the scorching wooden benches.

Slippery bodies, hands buried in their own or someone else’s dripping cunts, nipples swollen red and begging to be bitten.

Every pair of eyes snaps to her the second she enters—hungry stares, filthy smirks.

The director sits highest up, legs crossed, sweat carving rivers down the deep cleavage of her tits, steel gaze locked on.

She takes one slow second to drink in Bella’s naked curves.

“You. Face up on that bench. Now.”

Bella doesn’t blink. Heart already in her throat.

She lies back on the searing wood, gasping hard, spreads her legs wide till her cunt gapes open on its own, shiny and swollen.

The director uncrosses her legs with sadistic calm.

“Official test: your face is gonna be occupied the whole fucking time. No air for you—just pussy, ass, and tits in your mouth. Got it, little whore?”

Bella nods, already trembling.

A blonde with massive fat tits steps up first. Climbs on without warning, slams her soaked cunt straight onto Bella’s open mouth.

“Lick, newbie. Stick that tongue out and make me sweat even more than I already am.”

Bella stretches her mouth wide, tongue dragging the full length of the hot slit. Sucks the swollen clit like it’s hard candy, shoves her tongue as deep as it’ll go into the pulsing hole.

The sharp, thick taste floods her—dripping down her chin, neck, tits.

At the same time a round-assed brunette kneels between Bella’s spread thighs, rams two fingers knuckle-deep into the gushing cunt.

“Fuck, look how drenched this slut is.”

Fingers piston in and out full speed, squelching loud, slamming the walls without mercy.

Bella arches, moans muffled inside the cunt riding her face.

“Harder, whore—lick my clit, bite it, wreck it with your mouth,” the blonde screams, fisting Bella’s hair and grinding violently against her face.

Sweat drips straight from hard nipples into Bella’s eyes.

Another girl stands by Bella’s head, furiously masturbating—three fingers buried in her own slit—watching the show.

“I’m next. Don’t stop licking till it’s my turn, slut.”

The director leans forward, eyes gleaming with pleasure.

“No breathing unless it’s through a cunt. If you’re starving for air, swallow theirs.”

The blonde riding her face explodes first.

“Fuck—I’m cumming—I’m cumming in your filthy mouth! Swallow every drop!”

Thighs clamp Bella’s head, hot thick jets flood her face, mouth, nose.

Bella gulps, the rest pours down her cheeks, neck, tits.

No break. The standing girl shoves the blonde aside and takes her place, smearing her swollen dripping cunt straight onto Bella’s open mouth.

“Now me, doll. Tongue to the fucking bottom—suck like your life depends on it.”

Three fingers now in Bella’s cunt, pumping brutal, soaking everything.

Sauna heat multiplies every sensation: sweat, cream, sticky skin.

Bella moans into the new cunt, tongue plunged deep, sucking clit, swallowing nonstop.

Thick steam burns her lungs while her tongue drives deeper, spreading swollen lips with long obscene licks—the salty, musky flavor of every cunt drowning her mouth.

Three fingers turn to four in one savage push, stretching her cunt to the limit, knuckles grinding her G-spot with every wild thrust, forcing hot squirts to splash her thighs.

The director gives the tiniest gesture—Bella catches it instantly. Chest tightens, knowing what’s coming.

Suddenly one girl appears with a bucket of ice water.

“All over the new girl—cool her down,” the director orders.

The water crashes like a whip across Bella’s burning body.

Shock.

The brutal contrast makes her convulse.

Ice water sluices over swollen tits, down her quivering belly, mixes with the thick cream pouring from her open cunt, forming a river that soaks her ass.

Bella screams muffled into the cunt riding her, arches violently, nipples hardening to bullets, clit throbbing harder.

The girl on her mouth clamps hips tighter, grinding her cunt even more viciously. Fluids mix, sticking to Bella’s nose and cheeks while she’s forced to swallow every drop splashing into her gasping open mouth.

Meanwhile the four fingers keep slamming nonstop.

The filthy wet squelch of her cunt getting finger-fucked echoes like wet slaps, every pull-out splashing hot juice that steams in the scorching air.

“What a delicious whore!” the brunette laughs. “Listen to that slit snap—it’s begging to be ruined.”

“Fuck… you’re killing me… I’m cumming… I can’t anymore!”

The director leans in, grabs the soaked hair, whispers hoarse in her ear:

“You cum when I say. Not a second sooner. Understood?”

Bella nods as best she can, mouth stuffed with cunt, muffled moans.

Another girl drops onto her face without warning, replacing the last.

“Tongue out, slut. I want it hitting my cervix.”

Bella obeys, drives her tongue deep, licks, sucks, swallows everything they feed her.

At the same time the finger-banger speeds up like a maniac, while another girl gets behind, spreads Bella’s cheeks and shoves her tongue straight into the sweaty tight asshole.

“God, what a taste—hot filthy whore!” the ass-licker moans, swirling her tongue, opening it, drenching it in spit.

Bella trembles trapped: mouth drowned in cunt, ass tongue-fucked mercilessly. The sauna vibrates with screams, moans, wet slaps.

The director laughs cruel.

“Don’t stop till her face is bathed in cum. I want her smelling like pussy all day.”

The current rider grinds harder.

“I’m cumming, little slut! Suck faster—swallow it all!”

Hot jets flood again. Bella swallows desperate.

At the same time the fingers push her to the edge.

“She’s going—fuck—she’s shaking apart!”

Bella arches, screams muffled in cunt, her own juices splashing the hands wrecking her.

“You don’t finish till every single one of us has cum on your face,” the director declares.

One by one they grind on her: cunts on her mouth, fingers buried in her cunt and ass. Bella moans, swallows, thrashes.

Suddenly the director snaps her fingers.

“Tie her.”

“What!” Bella yells, voice cracking—panic and lust crashing together.

“Stay still, little whore. I’m in charge here,” the director whispers hot in her ear, breath grazing goosebumped skin.

The girls grab sweat-and-juice-soaked towels, twist them tight, bind Bella’s wrists above her head to the creaking wooden rail. Ankles lashed brutally to the low benches, legs forced into an obscene V, cunt and ass completely exposed, pulsing under dim light and choking steam.

Bella’s immobilized: a living toy, helpless, trembling with anticipation and fear.

“That’s better. Perfect toy for all of us,” the director laughs, voice thick with satisfied sadism.

One girl climbs nimbly onto the rails, straddles Bella’s face, smashes her swollen soaked cunt straight onto the open mouth.

“Tongue out, bitch. No breathing unless it’s through my pussy.”

Bella obeys instantly—tongue buried to the root, sucking the swollen clit like her life depends on it, gulping thick hot jets that flood her throat.

Another grabs a thick dildo, rams it savage into Bella’s dripping cunt.

“Look how this whore swallows it—takes it to the base no resistance, like she was born for this.”

The plastic slides with filthy pops, pounding hard, bottoming out with every brutal thrust that shakes her whole body.

A third spreads her cheeks with cruel fingers, shoves a huge cold metal plug into the already-stretched wet asshole. The ice-cold metal pops in audible, stretching the ring to its limit.

Bella screams muffled against the cunt suffocating her, body convulsing hard against the bonds.

“Three holes filled. Perfect,” the director laughs. “Now I want five orgasms in a row. Not one less. No mercy.”

The pace turns feral, inhuman. Dildo hammering cunt with deep fast strokes, metal plug stretching ass with every clench, cunt riding mouth nonstop. Bella arches against the towels binding her, moans muffled, whole body spasming.

“Swallow that clit, slut—make me scream while you cum!” the face-rider demands, fisting soaked hair and yanking hard.

“She’s contracting—she’s cumming—fuck!” the dildo handler yells, speeding up even more.

First orgasm hits like a freight train. Body tenses like a bow about to snap, muscles quaking violently, sweat and cream running in streams down hot wood.

Pressure builds till it explodes in a long cataclysmic wave. Brutal hot squirts blast from the impaled cunt, splashing thighs, chests, nearby faces.

Bella’s body thrashes in long deep spasms, one after another, arching against restraints, muffled moans vibrating straight into the flesh sealing her mouth. The orgasm stretches into endless waves, convulsing her for nearly a full minute, pure-pleasure tears rolling down soaked cheeks.

“One,” the director counts cold, voice hoarse with restrained lust.

They don’t pause a second. Another straddles her chest, rubs hard sensitive nipples against the drooling open mouth.

“Suck these too, whore. Nothing stays dry.”

Second orgasm crashes even harder, fueled by the first still echoing. Dildo twisting savage circles inside the swollen oversensitive cunt, plug shifting with every spasm, sending cold-hot shocks. Director pinches free nipples viciously—lightning straight to the throbbing clit. The cunt riding her face grinds renewed violence.

“Two,” the director whispers, licking her lips.

Third and fourth blur into one endless storm. Dildo never leaves, just angles deeper, faster. Another girl sits on her belly, grinds her own cunt against Bella’s sweaty skin while finger-fucking herself furious. Plug vibrates with every thrust.

For the fifth the director orders full throttle.

Bella shatters in a final apocalyptic explosion. Body arches till the towels nearly rip, endless squirts spraying like a broken hose, muffled screams turning into a long silent howl, violent spasms lasting almost a minute and a half, holes convulsing out of control, tears, sweat, and other girls’ cum drenching her face and chest.

The girls around detonate in unison: some frantically masturbating against her trembling thighs, others squirting hot cum straight onto her open face, others moaning and spasming while they watch her gaping ass and impaled cunt.

Bella lies spent, bound, soaked to the bone, holes pulsing and open, face completely glazed in foreign cum dripping down neck and tits.

The director approaches slow, strokes the sticky face with soft but dominant fingers.

“Five wins, little slut. And you’re still breathing. Your body’s learned to obey even when your mind wants to quit,” she declares, wiping sweat and fluids from Bella’s forehead in an almost tender—but lethal—gesture.

Delivers a loud brutal slap to the swollen sensitive cunt, making her shudder one last time with a broken moan.

Leans in, bites her ear hard, whispers hoarse:

“You’re one of us now, whore. Rest tomorrow… because the day after, on the filming set, I want you naked, spread, and ready for the cameras. No steam to hide behind there.”

Bella smiles weak, exhausted, mouth still flooded with the intense taste of cunt and cum, body shaking from total depletion and devastating pleasure.

There’s no going back.
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Part 4 – Debut on Set: In Front of Six Hungry Spread Legs

The set is a goddamn temple of vice: low red lights painting skin blood-hot, thick smoke reeking of sweat, soaked cunts, and raw fucking, bass-heavy music pounding your chest and making the floor vibrate like the ground itself is in heat.

In the center, six naked dancers—bodies slick and gleaming, fat tits swaying, round juicy asses grinding like the air’s already drilling them nonstop.

They claw at each other viciously, fingers buried in strange cunts, tongues lashing hard nipples, legs splayed shamelessly wide for everyone to see.

Bella’s glued to the front row, wine glass shaking in her hand, cunt burning under her short skirt. The director presses right up to her ear, hot breath, voice hard as a whip:

“Watch close, gorgeous. Memorize every lick, every moan, every squirt. Because real soon you’re gonna be up there, tongue buried in all six of those dripping cunts.”

The dancers launch into a slow, filthy routine.

Two lock mouths deep, tongues wrestling, sucking lips till they’re swollen, biting so hard spit mixes with broken moans.

Another pair drops to their knees, thighs split wide, eating each other out right in front of the cameras: tongues plunged deep, loud wet slurps, thick juices pouring down chins and tits.

A blonde with massive fat tits moans loud, hair fisted by a brunette who’s riding her face hard.

“Fuck my cunt with your mouth—deeper, don’t stop, drown me with that tongue, whore!”

The brunette grinds brutal, swollen clit scraping against the hungry mouth, cream cascading down cheeks like a waterfall.

The crowd gasps. Bella bites her lip, thighs clamped, cunt throbbing.

The director twists a nipple under Bella’s blouse, pinches vicious.

“Feel how wet they all are? Look at them, slut. Picture your tongue sunk in there, swallowing every drop. Don’t touch your cunt. Just watch and learn how to be the best pussy-licking whore on set.”

Bella nods, nervous but wicked smile curling.

Another dancer flattens on the floor, yanks out a huge red dildo and rams it balls-deep into her cunt in one savage thrust.

Two others kneel: one tongues the open pink asshole, driving deep; the other sucks and bites her tits, leaving red marks.

“Yes—faster—lick it all, make me explode, fuck!” she screams, hips slamming the dildo.

The sounds are pure filth: wet flesh slapping plastic, sloppy suction, moans slicing through the music.

Bella spills wine by accident, red liquid trickling from the corner of her mouth like her own cum.

“Getting soaked, bitch?” the director whispers, sliding a hand between her thighs, brushing the already-drenched fabric. “No touching. Just watch.”

On stage a tangle of slick bodies forms: one shoves two fingers down another’s throat while getting tongue-fucked deep in her cunt and three fingers up her ass. They growl filthy shit in each other’s ears, laugh through gasps, spit into open mouths.

One dancer locks eyes with Bella and yells from center stage:

“This is gonna be yours too, pretty! Get ready to swallow my dripping cunt and drink every last drop of my cum!”

Bella arches in her chair, cunt clenching just hearing it, juices sliding down her thighs.

Music shifts—harder, like throbbing cocks inside. Center stage now: two naked models tied hand and foot to metal poles—sweaty bodies, tits stretched tight, nipples hard as bullets, cunts gaping, asses exposed.

The other four circle like bitches in heat, fingering their own cunts and tits while plotting destruction.

The director whispers hoarse in Bella’s ear:

“Pay attention. This is how you break two whores at once.”

Red spotlights stab the center. One dancer grabs the first bound girl’s chin, spits straight into her open mouth.

“Swallow it all, slut.”

Another yanks her legs wide, rams four fingers knuckle-deep into the cunt.

“Look how this slit opens up—fuck!”

The bound girl moans, muscles straining against ropes.

At the other pole, the second takes brutal dildo thrusts. Every slam echoes off spread cheeks. The plastic pistons in and out, coated thick and shiny with cream.

“I’m gonna split your cunt in half, whore,” the fucker growls.

Another kneels behind, shoves her whole tongue into the asshole, licking, penetrating, drenching while the dildo pounds merciless.

“Deeper in that ass—let’s wreck both holes!” the dildo-pumper yells.

Bella stops breathing. Wine everywhere, dripping onto already-soaked thighs. The director shoves her face forward.

“Don’t blink, little slut. I want you to see them get destroyed.”

The first bound now has a mouth devouring her cunt, another sucking and biting tits, fingers jammed down her throat. The noise is disgusting: wet flesh splashing, broken moans.

“Cum, whore—cum for us—drench everybody!”

She screams and explodes: hot jet blasting from her cunt, soaking the face below. The licker opens wide, catches it all, gulps, licks her lips.

“This bitch tastes fucking delicious!”

At the other pole, the ass-licker spits on the stretched hole, rams a huge plug in one hard yank.

“Now you’re stuffed, filthy. Both holes plugged full. Cunt and ass wide open—like it should be.”

The bound girl’s scream rips through the set like raw leather. Camera zooms max on every obscene detail: asshole stretched to breaking around the gleaming metal plug dripping juice and sweat, cunt impaled on the veiny dildo slamming in and out with wet brutal pops, thick cream pouring down trembling thighs.

Another girl from the opposite pole grabs the bound one’s soaked hair with both hands, smashes her swollen cunt straight onto the gasping open mouth.

“Lick—swallow my cream, whore! Suck me while they fuck you!”

The bound girl’s tongue plunges desperate, sucking clit, gulping hot jets that flood her throat and spill down her chin.

The director leans over Bella:

“Look at her. They’re not leaving anything dry. That’s how I want you too: used, drenched, broken.”

Bella trembles hard, legs squeezed, cunt spasming empty at the edge of an orgasm they won’t let her have yet.

The bound girl’s moans mix with camera hums, shutter clicks, the crew’s collective heavy breathing.

Suddenly the set lights drop hard. Main spot snaps off. Only dim red and violet glows remain, bathing everything in carnal, suffocating haze.

Music shifts: deep slow hypnotic bass thumping like an amplified heartbeat. Deliberate. Almost ritual.

The ropes on the two models loosen fast and professional. They collapse to their knees—bodies shaking, holes gaping and pulsing, faces glazed in foreign cum, chests heaving ragged.

No recovery time: two girls guide them toward the circle already forming center stage.

The director shoves Bella.

“Your turn, pussy-licking whore. You’re gonna work that tongue on all six. I want your face turned into a puddle of cream. Start now.”

Center stage: six black chairs. On each, a naked dancer, legs spread to the max, cunts glistening, swollen, juices sliding down thighs and dripping to the floor.

Bella drops to her knees, looks around: six hungry throbbing cunts.

The first laughs, spreads wider, orders:

“Right here, slut. Start with my dripping cunt. Lick like it’s the only thing that exists.”

Bella crawls, buries her face between hot thighs. Flat tongue dragging the full slit, sucking swollen lips, devouring clit like a maniac, tongue plunging to the root. The dancer fists her hair, grinds merciless.

“That’s it, whore! Harder—lick like you wanna live inside my cunt—swallow every drop of my juice!”

From behind another yells:

“Now me, slut! I want that tongue buried in my slit right fucking now!”

Bella lifts her drenched face, dives to the second cunt. Sucks, slurps, laps swollen clit, swallows mixed flavors. Two different creams in her mouth, chin pouring.

“What an obedient greedy little whore!” the third laughs, finger-fucking herself furious. “Come here—drink my cream too.”

The director grabs Bella’s neck, shoves her toward the third. Bella opens wide like a thirsty bitch, tongue out, sucks clit, licks asshole, gulps jets straight down her throat.

“Yes—like that—eat my whole cunt, whore!”

The rest stroke themselves waiting. One pulls three fingers out dripping, smears them across Bella’s face.

“Taste me, slut. Lick my fingers like they’re cock.”

Bella moans, mouth stuffed, face gleaming. Jumps to the fourth cunt, then fifth, slurping, sucking clit, tongue-fucking hot sweaty assholes.

“Deeper—shove that tongue all the way in!” one roars.

“Suck my ass too, bitch—I wanna feel it inside!” another screams, spreading her cheeks.

Bella obeys: tongue buried in tight asshole while another grinds her clit on Bella’s nose.

Pressure builds: all moaning, fisting her hair, forcing her cunt-to-cunt without a second to breathe. The director stands laughing, hands on hips.

“That’s how I like it, whore. Soak up all six. I want you dripping foreign cream, face a total fucking mess.”

One dancer detonates first:

“I’m cumming, slut! Swallow it all!”

Hot jet straight into Bella’s open mouth. Another explodes at the same time across her face, drenching her. The third arches and soaks her tits. Bella doesn’t stop: tongue working nonstop, throat gulping, face and hair soaked.

All six cum in a chain—hot squirts raining down like filthy storm on Bella, who collapses to the floor drenched, gasping mouth open, face coated thick.

Two dancers kneel on either side, grab her head, smear their still-pulsing cunts across her face to wipe themselves—forehead to chin, leaving wet strands stuck to skin while leftover drops fall straight onto her tongue.

The director crouches, lifts the dripping chin, spits into the open mouth.

“Swallow every bit. Now you smell and taste like six cunts at once. You’re our official pussy-licker.”

Bella swallows, smiles glassy-eyed, body shaking from pleasure and exhaustion.

The director claps slow—each smack echoing like a stamp of total domination.

“Very good, whores. You were perfect. You showed what it means to give yourself without limits.”

Then grabs Bella’s soaked chin, forces her to look up.

“You proved you know how to obey, how to lick till you can’t breathe. Drenched, submissive, useful.”

Leans closer, voice hoarse and cruel:

“Rest well, little slut. What’s coming tomorrow is gonna demand a hell of a lot more.”
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Part 5 – At the Rich Bitch’s Mansion: Two Whores for One

The Island sun whips like a fire lash across white sand. The director and Bella stroll barefoot along the shore, water licking their ankles.

Bella’s in a short, sheer little dress plastered to her sweaty body—no panties, no bra underneath: hard tits poking through, cunt rubbing her thighs with every step.

The director palms Bella’s firm ass, squeezes, slides a finger between the cheeks till it grazes the asshole right through the thin fabric.

“You’ve got pro-whore talent, little slut. Today we’re hunting for real. Gonna make some bored rich bitch scream from all that luxury and limp dick she’s used to.”

Bella’s eyebrows shoot up, cunt throbbing.

“How, ma’am?”

“Hunting cunts that need to be drowned in screams. Look close… one of these moneyed bitches secretly wants to be used like the filthy whore she is.”

The director’s gaze locks on a woman lounging in a private hammock under a huge umbrella: hair in a perfect bun, designer sunglasses, expensive bikini barely covering mature, full tits.

Legs shamelessly spread, finger toying the rim of her champagne flute, perfectly shaved cunt peeking from the bikini edge.

The director nods toward her.

“That one. Mature, dominant, used to calling shots… but that pussy’s dying for someone to fuck it the way it deserves. We’re gonna break her.”

They approach slow. Bella swallows hard. The director takes charge, leans over the hammock, voice low and commanding:

“Beautiful ocean view, but I’m damn sure what’s between your legs is way juicier.”

The woman lowers her glasses slow, arches a brow, smiles cold malice.

“Who the fuck do you think you are talking to me like that?”

The director doesn’t blink.

“The ones who’re gonna soak you wetter than anyone’s ever made you in your life.”

The woman laughs low, sets the glass aside, spreads her legs wider, showing the swollen, glistening cunt under the bikini.

Eyes narrowed, slow smile spreading, she scans Bella first—flushed face, nipples stabbing the thin fabric, thighs clenched like she’s trying to hide the pulsing little cunt already dripping between them—then the director, that icy calm that takes without asking.

She inhales deep, chest rising and falling, betraying how soaked she already is just imagining it. Licks her lips slow, savoring the buildup, voice husky:

“Fuck… look how slutty you two are. You’re making me so goddamn horny I could cum just staring.”

She stands fluid, bikini soaked through, outlining every fold of her swollen slit, a visible string of cream sliding down her inner thigh.

Steps toward them, hips swaying, eyes raking them up and down with predatory hunger, like she’s picking which hole to ruin first.

“Fine. You’ve got balls… or better yet, bold fucking cunts. Come with me. My mansion’s up the hill—private suite, no interruptions, and I’ve got toys that’ll make you forget your own names.”

Minutes later the three climb the hill to the white luxury mansion: huge sea-facing windows, cold marble floors, AC blasting against the heat pulsing between their legs.

Inside, the woman peels off her bikini slow, lets it drop: big firm tits bouncing free, perfectly shaved cunt already dripping anticipation.

Stands in front of Bella, legs wide, cream visibly trailing down inner thighs, eyes hungry up and down.

Lifts a hand, strokes Bella’s cheek with knuckles, trails down to her neck, squeezes with aristocratic force, marking territory before the real use begins.

“Look at you, gorgeous… already shaking just seeing me naked. I can see the nerves in your eyes, how you’re clenching those thighs. But today you’re gonna be my living tongue.”

“Kneel, whore,” she commands Bella, voice pure authority. “I want that tongue buried in my cunt right now.”

Bella drops to her knees on cold marble, nose and mouth plunging into hot, salty wetness between thighs. Tongue agile, dragging the full slit, lapping swollen lips and thick clit.

“Yes, slut! Deeper—shove that tongue all the way in, suck my clit like your whore life depends on making me cum!” the rich bitch moans, fisting Bella’s hair with both hands, grinding her soaked cunt all over her face.

The director strips in two seconds, steps behind Bella, rams three fingers knuckle-deep into her dripping cunt.

“You’re gonna lick that mature pussy while I fuck your slit, whore. Moan loud so the lady sees what a filthy slut you are.”

The rich bitch laughs through moans, grinds harder against Bella’s mouth.

“Swallow every drop of my juice, bitch—don’t waste a single one.”

The director adds a fourth finger, pumps brutal, thumb circling the swollen clit fast and cruel while the other three bury to the knuckles, twisting inside hot soaked flesh.

Bella moans muffled against the slit covering her mouth, whole body shaking, cunt clamping the fingers like it wants to swallow them whole.

“Louder, whore—let the lady hear how I’m wrecking your cunt while you eat hers.”

“Fuck! I’m cumming!” Bella screams, body convulsing.

The rich bitch feels Bella’s orgasm building, electric through the tongue fucking her, pushes her own edge.

Clamps Bella’s head with both hands, nails digging scalp, rides her face with hard desperate thrusts.

Bella arches sudden, body losing all control: cunt convulses violently around the four fingers wrecking it, hot jets blasting against the director’s palm, thighs quaking, long broken scream vibrating right against the rich bitch’s clit.

“I’m cumming with you, whore… cumming in your filthy mouth!”

The rich bitch clamps harder, explodes too: thick powerful jet blasting into Bella’s open mouth, flooding throat, tongue, whole face.

Bella gulps what she can mid-orgasm, the rest pours down chin, neck, tits in thick hot ropes.

“Take it all, whore! Drink my hot squirt!”

The director keeps pumping slow but deep, dragging out Bella’s spasms till her body jerks one last weak but brutal aftershock, while the rich bitch shudders above her face, milking the last drops against swollen lips and exhausted tongue.

All three pant hard, marble turned into a shining lake of mixed fluids, air thick with raw sex and total surrender.

The rich bitch gasps satisfied, smiles predatory at both.

“Stay. I’ve got a king-size bed and I’m not letting you go till you’ve made me cum three more times. You’re my summer whores now.”

In the massive living room—white marble, sea-view windows—the rich bitch pours another champagne, naked, tits glistening sweat and cream. Sits in a leather armchair, spreads legs wide, spreads her cunt lips with two fingers.

“Drink up, whores. But don’t forget this pussy waiting for you.”

The director downs a glass in one, kneels between thighs, kisses and licks inner skin.

“You taste fucking delicious, but not enough. You, little slut—back here.”

Bella obeys, leans in, tongue where it was before—now side-by-side with the director’s.

Two tongues lick in unison: sliding up and down swollen lips, sucking clit, plunging into hot cunt.

“Yes, whores! Suck me together—lick it all, make me scream!” the rich bitch laughs, fisting their hair, smashing their faces into her drenched sex.

Two tongues work perfect sync: director savages outer lips with long slow drags, spreading swollen flesh to expose the pulsing clit, while Bella drives deep inside the hot cunt, fucking with fast circular thrusts that make thick cream overflow down both chins.

Cheeks and noses rub in the soaked slit, spit and juice mixing into a shiny mess dripping down necks and tits.

Director slips two fingers alongside Bella’s tongue, stretching the cunt wider, tongues tangling inside, lapping the most sensitive spot together, circling the slow deep-pumping fingers.

“Fuck… yes… two whores licking me at once… don’t stop, sluts—keep going, you’re driving me insane!” the rich bitch moans, hips grinding violent circles, clit scraping the director’s nose while cunt clamps around Bella’s tongue.

Champagne spills across the chair, mixing with the dripping cream. Bella swallows, gasps, mouth flooded with thick intense flavor, eyes glassy with pleasure and submission.

The rich bitch bolts up, legs shaking, cunt red and swollen, gleaming under the room light.

“To the bed, both of you. I want you ready for me.”

In the bedroom, the king-size bed with white silk sheets looks like a pure altar of vice.

The rich bitch sprawls center like an obscene goddess, legs spread max, shaved cunt swollen, juices trailing to her asshole.

“You two are gonna obey. One on my mouth, one on my cunt. I want it all at once.”

The director climbs up, straddles the rich bitch’s face, lowers slow, offering her open soaked cunt.

“All yours, queen. Use that mature expert tongue to wreck it.”

The rich bitch grabs director’s ass cheeks, nails digging flesh, pulls her down hard: tongue buried to the root, sucking clit with brutal force.

Shoves two fingers into the director’s tight asshole, pumps merciless while lapping her cream.

Bella positions between the rich bitch’s spread legs, face buried in the hot slit, cunt exposed to the queen’s free hand.

Tongue deep-fucking mature cunt, lapping thick clit while swallowing thick jets flooding her mouth.

“Yes, whore! Deeper—wreck my cunt, tongue to my fucking womb!” the rich bitch screams, voice muffled against the director’s sex, hips bucking violent, bed creaking.

The rich bitch rams three fingers into Bella’s cunt without stopping devouring the director. Knuckles scrape walls vicious, twisting inside hot tight flesh.

“Mine, whores! My luxury toys! Soak me completely!”

Bed groans like it’ll snap. The director tenses. Arches out of control, composure gone. Explodes with thick hot squirts splashing. Ass clamps the rich bitch’s fingers, cunt convulsing around the tongue fucking it.

Bella breaks too: cunt clamps brutal around the three fingers pounding her, thighs quaking, muffled howl vibrating straight against the queen’s clit while she keeps licking.

The rich bitch gasps satisfied, face and hair drenched, predatory smile.

“My two whores working me at the same time. And you’re not stopping till I say. Now turn: I want those asses wide open while I fuck you and make you cum again. Tonight you’re mine till I break you completely.”

Director and Bella get on all fours side by side: two asses high, exposed and pulsing.

The rich bitch pulls a thick double-ended harness dildo from a drawer. Walks behind like a predator. Teases cheeks with the tip, delivers hard slaps leaving red marks on burning skin.

“Mmm… two asses begging for my double cock. Beg for it, whores. Plead for me to wreck your asshole holes.”

The director, voice low and defiant:

“Fuck our asses, rich bitch. Show us who’s boss. Ram that cock till we scream like broken whores.”

The rich bitch drives the harness into the director’s ass: slow at first, forcing the tight ring, stretching flesh with relentless pressure, then hard brutal slams that shake the whole bed, dildo vanishing to the base every thrust.

“Yes fuck! Harder—wreck my ass, ruin my hole!” the director screams, pushing back to take it deeper, asshole quivering with every violent impact.

No mercy for Bella: buries it all in one sudden thrust, no warning, asshole stretched to the limit in a single push that makes Bella arch and howl like an animal.

“Fuck! You’re splitting my ass!” Bella shrieks, legs shaking with every brutal pull-out and slam.

The rich bitch alternates merciless: plunges into one ass, pulls out, slams into the other with a wet meaty slap. Filthy obscene pops fill the room, air thick with raw sex and sweat.

“My luxury sluts gonna cum with their asses wrecked.”

Grabs Bella’s hair, forces her head down to the director’s cunt:

“Lick good, whore. I want you cumming in each other’s mouths while I fuck your asses like animals.”

Bella sucks the director’s clit as best she can, tongue plunged deep, swallowing hot cream flooding her mouth, moaning against soaked lips while the rich bitch wrecks her asshole nonstop.

“I’m cumming!” the director screams, body convulsing, hot squirts splashing Bella’s face.

Bella gulps desperate, her own orgasm roaring up: dildo pounding her deepest ass spot relentless, asshole clamping violently around the thick plastic.

The rich bitch rams four fingers into Bella’s empty cunt while impaling her ass—brutal double penetration stretching both holes to breaking.

“Feel how I’m opening you completely, whore!”

Bella shakes possessed, a gut-wrenching scream ripping from her throat as she explodes: ass convulsing around the dildo wrecking it, body thrashing in violent spasms.

The rich bitch roars deep, the pleasure of the two whores beneath her pushing her over: harness grinding her own clit with every thrust into their asses, and she detonates too, an orgasm that arches her and makes her scream like a beast, squirts mixing with theirs in a hot shiny mess.

The three collapse panting, soaked in cream, sweat, and spilled champagne turning sheets into a sticky lake. Bed creaks one last time under their exhausted weight.

The rich bitch rises naked, legs trembling, opens a dresser drawer, pulls two thick envelopes.

“You were magnificent, whores. Worth every moan.”

Places one envelope on the director’s sweaty, drenched tits, the other on Bella’s quivering wet belly.

“Nine hundred dollars each. My way of thanking you for soaking me like never before.”

The director laughs hoarse, picks up the envelope calm.

“Pleasure’s all ours, ma’am. Whenever you want round two.”

Bella strokes the envelope in disbelief, cunt and ass still pulsing and open, mouth red and swollen from all the licking, face gleaming foreign cream.

The rich bitch leans down, gives each a deep wet kiss, tongue plunging to the back, tasting her own cum in their mouths.

“Come back anytime. My bed, my cunt, my toys always have room for two whores like you.”

On the way back to the hotel, envelope in hand, Bella smiles. Money’s the least of it. What matters is how drenched she’s left, how broken with pleasure—ass still throbbing and open like never before—and how much more is waiting.

The director takes her arm, pulls her against her sweaty body.

“With this we buy the shortest, sluttiest dresses for tomorrow’s party.”

Bella shivers, heart racing instantly. She doesn’t know what party it’ll be, but one thing is crystal clear:

It’ll be another night of total submission. Of being used. Of cunts devoured with her tongue. Of asses wrecked and gaping. Of endless screams.

And she never wants it to stop.
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Part 6 – Private Party: Unlimited Buffet for All

The mansion throbs like a heart gone feral in heat.

Bass-heavy music slams. Violet and red lights make sweat gleam on naked skin. The air hangs thick and hot, reeking of pure raw sex.

Bella sticks close to the director, both weaving through bodies grinding, rubbing, fingers plunging into strange cunts without asking, straight toward the main salon turned into a savage temple of pleasure.

Center stage, three women devour each other in a filthy triple kiss: tongues tangled, spit dripping down chins, bites leaving angry red marks. One drops to her knees, rips tiny panties off in one yank, buries her whole tongue in a swollen glistening cunt.

“Suck it all! Shove that tongue to the fucking bottom!” the receiver moans, fisting hair and grinding her soaked slit all over the face.

The third pinches hard nipples till they’re purple, rams two fingers into the first’s ass without warning. All three twist and writhe in animal moans, juices raining onto the floor like dirty downpour.

Farther on, a white sofa already drenched: four blondes locked in a perfect pussy circle—each mouth buried in the next cunt, tongues plunged deep, loud slurps, clits sucked like they’re cocks. One pops up for a second, face dripping thick cream, laughs hoarse:

“Do the same… you’re gonna fucking love it.”

Dives back in, lips wide, tongue-fucking to the root while the other screams, clamps thighs around her head, squirts straight down her throat.

Bella’s eyes glued to every lick, her own cunt already throbbing. The director beside her watches calm, like a queen sizing up whores.

On a glass table, two mature women dripping in jewelry dominate a trembling naked young thing. One rams four fingers knuckle-deep into the gushing cunt, pumping brutal.

“Look how this slit opens up—fuck! Juice pouring everywhere!”

The other pries her mouth open with a hand, spits straight inside.

“Swallow it all, whore… not one drop of your mistress gets wasted here.”

The girl chokes between broken moans and spit. Glass shakes with every violent buck of her body, cunt clamping the invading fingers.

Wet slaps, moans fill the room. Filthy applause, horny laughter, hoarse commands.

In the indoor pool the madness gets even nastier: naked women dive under, mount each other below the surface, tongues buried in asses while they surface gasping. Dive again, others rub clits furious till they scream bubbles in underwater orgasms.

A group spots Bella, points with dark horny laughs, glasses raised like trophies.

“Come here, little whore!”

Another adds, voice thick with booze and lust:

“Bet she swallows like a champ and spreads her ass without being asked. Look how wet she’s getting just hearing it.”

Bella bites her lower lip, eyes defiant, but her cunt pounding hard under the dress. The director glances sideways, serious, gauging how far this night will push her.

A sudden rough yank separates them.

The pack of girls surrounds Bella like wolves. Fast hands rip the new dress off in one violent pull—fabric tearing, dress discarded like wrinkled trash. Four slick, sweaty, oiled bodies shove her down onto cold stone.

One drops hard onto her face, spreads her swollen cunt with two fingers, smashes it straight onto the open mouth.

“Open that whore mouth wide. I want to feel you swallow my heat.”

Another pins Bella’s wrists to the floor, knees on arms so she can’t move.

Two more attack her body without mercy: one sucks nipples, biting till they’re red and purple throbbing instantly; the other rams a cold glass plug into her ass in one brutal push. Twists slow, stretching wider and wider, cold shocking against the heat racing up her spine.

Bella moans muffled into the cunt smothering her, thick flavor flooding her throat, tongue plunging on instinct while the plug stretches her merciless. Another slaps a full palm over her clit and rubs savage—fast vicious circles, pressing till she writhes like an electrocuted animal.

The director gets snared by a pack of elegant cruel matures—jewels flashing on necks and wrists as they circle. They bind her hands behind with expensive silk scarves, rip her brand-new dress into shreds that flutter to the floor.

One straps on a glowing orange veiny dildo, rams it balls-deep into the director’s cunt in one thrust.

The director arches with a guttural growl while another hikes her dress and grinds her soaked hot cunt onto the director’s face.

“Swallow my juice, bitch. Breathe only through my slit.”

They fuck her relentless: hard dry slams making jewelry and flesh jingle, dildo pistoning in and out coated shiny cream. Another shoves five fingers down the director’s throat:

“Lick, whore! I want your tongue on every one while they wreck your cunt.”

The director obeys, eyes burning with lust and rage, licking desperate while her cunt clamps the plastic destroying it.

Bella thrashes under her four wolves: glass plug twisting and gaping her ass nonstop, nipples bitten to the edge, clit rubbed merciless, mouth drowned in a cunt about to explode.

“Yes—like that—swallow it all, suck my cunt, slut!” the rider screams.

A thick hot jet blasts her face, drenching her completely, up her nose, eyes, open mouth.

Bella shakes. The orgasm wave from the cunt on her mouth floods her with her own brutal climax—body convulsing head to toe. Plug in her ass amplifying every spasm, hot squirts blasting from her own cunt, splashing the thighs holding her down.

The director roars too. Cunt convulsing violently around the orange dildo, body thrashing in an orgasm that leaves her gasping, trembling.

The massive glass doors to the outside slam open.

Music and moans mix with waves crashing the shore.

Dozens of bodies spill out toward the private beach: heels abandoned, glasses raised spilling champagne, filthy hoarse laughs, bare footprints trailing sand as they run to the water.

Moonlight hits like a wild silver spotlight.

Bella stumbles naked, skin marked purple hickeys, red bites, dried cream. The director beside her, hair wild plastered to face, lips swollen and shiny from all the licking.

At the water’s edge nobody stops: bodies crash onto warm damp sand.

Two women shove Bella flat on her back, sand digging into sweaty back. One drops hard onto her face, spreads her cunt with two fingers, sinks one end of a huge black double dildo into her own sex, rams the other straight down Bella’s open throat.

“Open wide, whore. I wanna cum on my cock under the moon and drown you in my hot squirt.”

The other tongues Bella’s navel, slides down, pries her cunt open with a full hand, then slams the twin black double dildo in one brutal thrust that arches her.

Bella screams muffled, plastic cock choking her throat, violent pelvic thrusts over her face, sand stuck to back, waves splashing her feet. The dildo in her cunt pounds merciless, bottoming out every slam.

The director gets surrounded by three. They put her on all fours in wet sand. One rams a thick plastic champagne bottle into her ass like it was made for it. Pumps hard, cold plastic gaping the stretched hole while bubbly liquid leaks with every pull-out.

Another sucks her nipples with animal fury, biting till they bleed. The third fists hair, smashes a hairy soaked cunt onto her face.

“Swallow, bitch. I want the ocean to hear you moan while you eat the bush off my slit.”

The shoreline turns into a sexual battlefield: screams, commands, asses tongue-fucked deep, tits bitten, bodies rolling in sand, salt mixing with sweat and cream.

Bella can’t tell anymore: whose tongue licks her, whose cunt soaks her mouth, what’s gaping her ass and cunt.

Dawn creeps in. Exhausted bodies slump on wet sand, laughter fades with the waves.

Bella lies flat, skin sticky with sweat, cream, sand, salt, eyes lost on the moon. The director beside her, bare chest heaving, lips wrecked.

Turns, strokes Bella’s stained face, smiles pure malice.

“You came to this island for a casting… now we’re eternal fuck-buddies.”

Bella lets out a hoarse broken laugh, squeezes her hand.

Suddenly a naked woman crouches between them, voice rough and horny:

“Saturday morning—my catamaran. I want the party to keep going at sea.”

Winks, runs fingers through their tangled hair, dances away across the sand like the music still plays just for her.

Bella and the director lock eyes in silence, ragged breathing, identical smiles.

The invitation hangs like a promise impossible to refuse.

And the sea will be the only witness.
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Part 7 – No Panties on the Catamaran: Forbidden Games

The catamaran floats on an endless blue sea shining like a mirror of dirty promises. The white deck scorches under brutal sun, reflecting every bead of sweat, every slick trail of oil sliding down massive tits and round juicy asses.

No bikinis, no panties: just naked bodies sprawled, cunts spread to the air, swollen clits gleaming, fat tits bouncing free with every horny laugh.

The smell is pure sex: salty ocean mixed with thick cunt cream and pussy sweat.

The hostess approaches barefoot, wicked smile, tray in hand loaded with champagne flutes and sliced fruit. Her big tits sway, hard nipples brushing Bella’s on purpose.

“Here you go, whores. No shortage of bubbly on this boat,” she says, leaning way too close, breath grazing Bella’s lips.

Bella grabs a glass. The director bites into a red strawberry.

“Mmm… even the fruit tastes like bitch in heat on this boat,” she laughs hoarse, eyes locked on the bodies around them.

Around them, women stretched on thick towels. A blonde flips face-down, ass high, cheeks spreading naturally, wet cunt and pink asshole winking like an invitation.

Two girls play with grapes, rolling them down heaving tits.

“Catch it with your mouth, slut.”

The other leans, snags the grape with open lips right below the navel, biting soft but vicious, leaving red shiny skin.

Bella swallows champagne, thighs clenched under a light dress, cunt already dripping. Can’t stop staring: asses up, sweaty tits defying the sun, open cunts begging for tongue.

The hostess sits beside them, crosses her legs, splits a peach in half. Sweet juice drips between her fingers like thick cream.

“See what’s waiting for you, little whores?” she whispers, popping a piece in her mouth, licking juice off her own fingers. “Everything here is sweet, sticky, and meant to be licked without shame.”

The director raises her glass toward Bella.

“To us. Look at those bodies…”

A mulatto lies flat, stroking her huge tits, nipples hard and shiny with sweat. Beside her, a short-haired girl kneels, ass high, cunt open and glistening under the sun.

“God… I want someone to pour champagne straight into my cunt and lick it to the bottom,” she laughs, spreading her lips with two fingers, swollen clit throbbing.

Bella swallows loud, heat rushing to her ears.

The hostess raises her voice, glass high.

“Let’s play, whores! Two sit, hands behind, legs spread wide open. Two more lick their cunts. Tongues decide. First to cum becomes the other’s bitch all day.”

Squeals, filthy applause, cunts getting wetter. Circle forms on the deck.

Two jump center: a pointy-titted blonde and a firm-assed brunette hit the deck, hands back, cunts shining in sunlight.

“Spread them wide—I want every fold visible!” the hostess orders.

Two volunteers kneel, pry legs apart. Tongues graze swollen clits, suck lips.

“Not so hard, slut… I’ll cum too fast,” the blonde gasps.

“Shove that whole tongue in my cunt—don’t half-ass it, whore. I can hold out till the end,” the brunette growls.

Moans rise like a savage chorus.

The blonde arches, fights her breathing. Clenches fists, but body betrays her. Shakes and explodes: hot jet splashing the licker’s face.

Laughter erupts before anyone speaks; defeat’s obvious.

“We’ve got our first bitch!” the hostess yells.

“Make her kneel and obey!” another demands.

The blonde, trembling, crawls, kisses the brunette’s thighs.

“Now you two lick,” the hostess points at Bella and the director.

They glance, surprised it’s their turn so fast. Kneel before two hungry cunts.

Bella dives like a pro. Flat tongue drags the full slit, latches onto the clit with malice.

“You’re nobody, newbie. Gonna have to suck all night to make me cum,” they taunt, yanking her hair.

The director works different—fast filthy tongue, fingers plunging into cunt while she licks.

“Not so quick, whore… I don’t wanna lose,” hers moans.

Cunts gush uncontrollably, moans bounce off the deck.

Bella sucks agile, professional. Sucks the clit in unbearable rhythm till the cunt detonates. Hot jet drenches her face.

“Another bitch!” the hostess announces, splashing champagne over Bella’s face.

Bella wipes her mouth with the back of her hand, filthy smile. The director lifts her still-dry face and laughs:

“Good job, slut.”

“Now you two spread,” the hostess orders.

Bella and the director lie side by side, hands back, cunts wide open and dripping, breathing hard. Two women dive on them: hungry tongues, sucking clits, fingers plunging into cunts and asses.

“Come on—cum already, don’t fail me,” the director pants.

“Today you fall, boss…” Bella laughs, biting her lip.

Tongues work merciless: brutal suction, fingers pumping, clits nibbled soft. Bella arches, grits teeth. The director moans, writhes, bites air.

“No… not yet…!” she screams, but body betrays: cums violent, hot jets soaking the licker’s face.

The group explodes in screams and laughter.

“The boss is the bitchhhh!”

Bella laughs, cunt still glistening, unspent.

“Knew you’d lose. Now you’re my bitch.”

The director, gasping, smiles defeated.

“Enjoy it while it lasts, slut.”

Rounds continue: fresh cunts sit, tongues rotate, screams rip the air. Every orgasm a brand, every squirt a defeat.

“Slower, whore!”

“Spread that cunt wider—I wanna see it gush!”

“I’m cumming! Can’t hold it anymore!”

Glasses spill, asses slap wood, tits splashed with champagne. Sun burns oiled skin, sea sparkles around.

Several end up kneeling, cunts dripping, while others raise glasses in triumph.

The hostess lifts her glass so high champagne runs between her tits.

“Count them! We’ve got ten bitches! All bitches on all fours!” she orders. “Now—asses high, legs wide like bitches in heat.”

The bitches obey instantly.

A perfect line of ten asses, arched to the limit, cunts glistening with excitement and sweat under the roasting sun.

Behind each, their partners strap on—thick black silicone cocks, wrist-thick, veiny, gleaming with hot lube.

“Fuck those asses, whores!” the hostess yells. “Hundred thrusts up the ass. First to quit or cum—straight to the fucking sea! The pair that falls swims to shore. Last pair standing gets a thousand bucks, the yacht suite till tomorrow, and permission to fuck me all night.”

“Wreck those assholes! Now!”

First collective slam sounds like machine-gun fire: Plaf! Plaf! Plaf!

Asses quake violently, giant dildos burying to the base, nipples bouncing like they’ll shoot off.

“One! Two! Three—fuck!”

“Spread that shitty ass wider, whore! Till it hits your throat!”

“Ram it all in, you bitch! I wanna feel you split me in half! Let’s get that thousand and the suite, cunt!”

“Drive it to my womb, you whore! Don’t stop even if you tear me!”

First to break is a skinny redhead with small tits.

“Can’t anymore! You’re ripping my ass and I was an anal virgin—fuck! Stop, please!”

“Shut up and take it, weak slut!” her partner yells, slamming three more.

The redhead collapses screaming:

“Enough! I quit—I quit—fuck!”

“To the water, useless bitch!” Two vicious slaps on the already-purple ass, drag her by the hair to the rail.

Violent splash. Sadistic laughter from above. The pair swims to shore.

Bella behind the director, fingers digging red marks into hips, hair fisted like reins, mouth at her ear:

“Clench that luxury ass, bitch. Don’t even think of quitting before a hundred.”

“Bella… you’re destroying me… it burns like fire… I won’t make seventy…”

“Shut your fucking mouth and breathe!” bites the earlobe. “Clench and count with me, slut.”

“Forty-eight… forty-nine… fuck—you’re splitting me!”

“Harder, bitch! I wanna hear you break inside!”

Another pair crumbles beside. The bitch on all fours—a wide-assed mulatto—screams:

“I’m cumming! Can’t stop! Cumming like a filthy pig!”

Violent squirts, legs shaking, collapses sideways.

“Out, whores!”

“To the water!”

“Two pairs down—fuck!”

Bella speeds like a possessed machine, dildo pistoning full speed, director’s ass red, gaped to the max.

“Count, bitch! Or I’ll fuck you even harder!”

“Fifty-five… fifty-six… Bella, please—I’m gonna cum…!”

“Don’t you fucking dare, selfish whore! Hold it and I swear after I’ll tie myself to the mast and let you fuck me all night.”

The director howls, tears mixing with sweat:

“Sixty-eight… sixty-nine… I’m dying…!”

“Look at me!” Bella yanks her face. “You’ll hold till the end even if you pass out. Got it?”

More fall: splashes, screams, laughs. Hostess pours more champagne.

“Only five pairs left! Come on, bitch—hold a little more!”

“Bella… you’re burning my ass… don’t know if I can take much more…”

“You can! Breathe and clench. Remember today you’re my bitch and my bitch doesn’t make me look bad.”

The director moans, arches, sweaty tits bouncing.

Ahead, another pair wobbles. The bitch falls, cums screaming.

“To the rail! One less pair!”

Bella thrusts vicious, hands firm on hips. Dildo hammers nonstop, director’s ass red and gaping like an excited cunt.

“Come on, bitch—count with me!” she spurs.

“Sixty… sixty-one…” the director gasps, voice cracking.

Others drop: splashes, screams. Hostess pours more champagne.

“Only two pairs left!”

Deck shakes.

Bella and the director at the edge.

Bella leans, bites her neck.

“Look at me. You’re not failing.”

“Bella I can’t anymore…”

“No. Not yet. Clench, bitch.”

The director screams, body shaking, but Bella keeps slamming brutal.

“Eighty-five… eighty-six…”

The director arches with a savage howl, legs buckling.

“Bella… I’m cumming… can’t… I’m cumming now!”

“No—fuck! Clench that cunt and that ass, bitch! We’re almost there!”

But too late: brutal orgasm, howl echoing across the yacht, cunt squirting like a fountain, body convulsing while the dildo keeps pounding merciless, hitting thrust ninety-two.

“Your bitch just came! Both of you—out!”

Bella delivers three vicious slaps to the purple ass:

“Disobedient bitch! To the water—now!”

They drag to the rail. Bella shoves her first:

“Jump—now!”

Double splash. Foam explosion. They swim exhausted to the beach, bodies burning, fluids mixing with salt.

Collapse on hot sand, flat on backs, chests heaving like broken bellows.

“A thousand bucks… yacht suite… and the hostess’s body all night for us,” the director rasps, voice wrecked.

Bella jabs a finger in her side:

“And you came like a cheap whore eight thrusts from the end.”

They lock eyes a second… then explode in hoarse, wild laughter.

“Fuck the thousand bucks,” the director says, hair plastered like wet ink. “Let the winners spend it.”

“So what the fuck did we win?” Bella smiles sharp-toothed.

The director grabs her throat, kisses deep, salty, desperate—tongue plunging.

“We won this, whore. We won fucking till sunrise. We won wrecking each other with no rules, no prizes.”

“Then let’s start now, slut. Because tonight I’m making you pay for every thrust you couldn’t take.”

They laugh between kisses, roll in sand, sticky bodies, biting, scratching.

Waves crash at their feet.

Laughter mixes with the sea.

And the party…

never fucking ends.
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“¿Still throbbing? Because I fucking am. I haven’t stopped dripping since Selena first crossed that island threshold. You watched her stripped bare, body trembling under the Director’s commands, skin flushed in the sauna, back arching on stage as strangers’ hands claimed her, moans echoing through the mansion and private party, until she surrendered completely on the catamaran deck—waves crashing while the Director whispered this was only the beginning. I gave you every filthy detail… because I knew your hunger is as raw and endless as mine.

This book is just the edge of Dominated by Her. Deeper levels wait—nights of total surrender where willpower breaks under pleasure so intense it hurts, orgasms that leave us wrecked and soaked… until not one inch stays dry. You’re already lost in it, imagining her on her knees again, lips swollen, skin marked by elite desire. The next Lana Ravish book drags you further down. Ready to drop to the next level with me? I’m already wet, already writing… and I won’t stop until we’re both shaking and begging for more”.

Lana Ravish

_______________________________________________________

Complete your collection of the Dominated by Her series:

Volume 1: At my Feet, Obedient Secretary – https://a.co/d/00nWqz7

Volume 2: Obey, Little Tenant – https://a.co/d/9prU4ne

Volumen 3: Bent in the Lesbian Club – https://a.co/d/dJiYURI

Follow the author for more forbidden stories: https://www.amazon.com/author/lanaravish
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