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TRIGGER AND CONTENT WARNINGS (the fun stuff): 
This book contains offensive language, abuse, very disturbing scenes, kinks, and explicit sexual content—which is presumably why you bought it—but if you're offended by these things, don't read it. This is sexual fantasy. It isn't real. If you're like me and you choose erotic and dark romance books by using their trigger warnings as a guide, you should know that the main character and her friends are aroused for most of the book, and that the story contains dub con and non con. These things are not safe or sexy in the real world without consent. If you do not like dub con and non con, stop and put this book away. Pretend it doesn't exist. It also has: Kidnapping, Drugging, Sex Toys, Bondage, Degradation, Forced and Denied Orgasms, Ass Play, Humiliation, F/M/M/M, Masturbation, Slave/Master.
If you want an extensive list of trigger warnings, you can visit my website at https://oliviabondx.com to view those, and there is plenty of other material there that may interest you as well, including a lot more of me and about me. Writing novels in this genre is a lot of fun for me because I typically write in other categories, and I've had three bestsellers, but I've always been restricted by wanting to do so much more when things get steamy.
With my deep appreciation, I thank you for buying this book.
Olivia







  
  Chapter one

Donna Fiero sank into the buttery soft, white leather couch, her heart pounding as she faced the video camera on its tripod. The production office was sleek and modern, with framed movie posters of Dino Terranova's blockbuster films covering three walls. Floor-to-ceiling windows made up the fourth wall, offering a stunning panoramic view of the studio lot and the city of Burbank sprawling out twenty stories below.  
Donna took a deep breath, trying to calm her nerves. This was it—her big chance. After countless failed auditions and fruitless casting calls, she was determined to seize this opportunity. Her new surgically-enhanced breasts strained against her tight red blouse as she shifted, still tender a year after the expensive boob job. The sacrifices she'd made: sleeping with those two agents who still never signed her, the boob job, blowing that guy who said he was a film producer, the tiny apartment in a rough part of Chinatown, the hours spent in open casting calls that went nowhere...it would all be worth it if she could just land this role. This was the gold ring.
"Donna, welcome!" chirped a female voice. "I'm Tina Delacroix, the casting director."
A slim woman in her mid-thirties, with piercing blue eyes, stepped out from behind the camera, her black Louboutins clicking on the polished concrete floor. She wore a tailored charcoal suit and several chunky silver rings adorned her fingers as she clutched a clipboard. Her smile was warm, but something in her gaze made Donna shiver.
"It's wonderful to meet you, Tina," Donna replied, plastering on her most dazzling smile that she had practiced for hours in front of a mirror. "I'm thrilled to be here. I’m a big fan of Dino Terranova’s films. Producer, director, writer—he’s done just about everything."
Tina nodded, her eyes sweeping over Donna appreciatively. "We're very excited about this project.” 
Tina glanced at her clipboard, which held Donna’s headshot and resume. Donna was worried about this part because her resume showed drama school training in Pittsburgh and community theater credits, but no other experience. She had tried out for the Groundlings comedy theater in LA, but was told she wasn’t funny enough. “Not a lot of experience, I see, but that could be okay for our show. And you look good. This says you’re twenty-eight, but I’m sure you could play younger if necessary." 
Her reassuring tone washed over Donna, soothing her frayed nerves. Maybe this time would be different. Maybe Tina would be the one to finally see her potential and give her a real shot. And if they wanted her to play younger, she could do it.
“From Pennsylvania,” Tina continued, “so you’ve probably got a good regional accent that’s very Middle America. You’re Italian?”
“Half,” Donna said, “on my father’s side. He’s a psychology professor at Carnegie Mellon.”
“Uh-huh,” Tina said, clearly not interested in her father as she continued reviewing her resume.
Behind Tina, a pudgy middle-aged man in an expensive but ill-fitting suit sat hunched over a laptop, typing furiously. He glanced up briefly, his gaze flicking between the two women before returning to his screen. A thick stack of papers sat on the desk beside him.
"Oh, don't mind Bob," Tina said breezily, following Donna's gaze. "He's just here for legal stuff. Contracts and whatnot. Entertainment attorneys are notoriously bored by the talent—they’d rather look at contracts. Just ignore him."
Bob gave no indication that he'd heard Tina, his fingers never ceasing their frenzied race across the keyboard. His detached demeanor made Donna uneasy, but where she came from, lawyers meant bad news, so she knew she shouldn’t judge him for that.
"Now, I know this might seem a little unorthodox," Tina began, her voice smooth as silk. "But we need to make sure our candidates are comfortable with nudity. Our production is going to shoot in a hot and humid place, so most of the cast are going to be wearing very little clothing, or nothing at all, in some cases."
Donna's stomach churned as Tina's words sank in. She felt like a deer caught in the headlights of an oncoming car.
“You’re okay with that, right?” Tina studied her. “If not, we don’t need to waste any more of your time.”
"Um, well, as long as it's tasteful," she stammered, trying to sound more confident than she felt. "I mean, artistic nudity is one thing, but I draw the line at...well, you know."
Tina laughed. "Of course, sweetheart! We wouldn't dream of asking you to do anything that made you uncomfortable. But we do need to make sure you're comfortable performing nude, for the sake of the role, of course."
Nudity wasn't what she had signed up for, but the thought of losing this opportunity, so close to her dreams, was unbearable. Swallowing her pride, she glanced at Bob, whose eyes were now boring into her like he was watching for a mistake. Tina was right. If Donna wanted this part, she'd have to do whatever it took. She slowly stood up, wobbling on her stiletto heels. Shaking, Donna then undid the buttons of her red blouse, her every move recorded on video for Dino Terranova.
As her shirt dropped to the floor, she met Tina's cold, assessing gaze. "Very good," Tina said. "Now the rest." 
Donna hesitated only a moment before unhooking her bra, letting it join her blouse on the floor. Her breasts, now free, quivered with shame and arousal, her nipples hardening in response to the cool air…and maybe the idea of being watched.
"Excellent," Tina said. "And the pants."
Donna's hands trembled as she unzipped her black slacks. Inch by agonizing inch, she slid them down her thighs, revealing her black lace panties. She put one hand on the arm of the couch to steady herself as she slipped her pants over her shoes and dropped them on the floor.
"Panties," Tina said, her tone devoid of any emotion. If anything, she was starting to sound impatient.
Donna hesitated and realized she was breathing faster. This wasn't what she'd signed up for, but at the same time, she knew that sometimes you had to do whatever it took to make it in this town. With a sigh, she hooked her thumbs into her underwear and slid them down her thighs, baring all to Bob, Tina, and the camera.
She felt exposed and vulnerable, yet there was something thrilling about it. Trying to lighten the mood, she managed a half-smile. "This isn't a porn film, right?"
Tina’s eyes sparkled with amusement. "No, dear. Nothing like that."
Feeling slightly more at ease, Donna sat down on the plush white leather couch, her smooth, tanned skin providing a nice contrast against its cool surface. Her thoughts raced with anticipation as Tina began explaining the concept of the Labyrinth reality show.
"It's like Big Brother and Survivor combined, but with nudity," Tina said, adjusting the camera angle so that every inch of Donna's exposed body was on display. "The winner will get a leading role in one of Dino's upcoming films, along with a large cash prize."
Visions of fame and fortune danced in Donna's mind, her excitement growing at the potential rewards. This could be her big break, the opportunity to leave her past behind and become a star.
"All right," Tina instructed, "we need you to show us how comfortable you are with the show's demands. Lay back on the couch and begin masturbating."
Donna's cheeks flamed with embarrassment as she perched on the leather couch, acutely aware of her nakedness. In truth, she loved showing off and the idea of having sex in front of an audience thrilled her. This was her chance, her one shot at stardom, and she couldn't let a little nudity, or sex, stand in her way. She glanced at Bob, who was now staring intently at her, his eyes lingering on her body in a way that made her feel like a piece of meat. He certainly seemed to be interested in more than contracts, despite what Tina had said.
“Come on,” Tina encouraged. “Show Dino how passionate you can be.”
Donna's heart pounded as she pushed aside her doubts and embraced the role she'd been given. She imagined herself under the intense gaze of Dino Terranova, the powerful producer-director who held the key to her dreams. Her fingers trembled slightly, but she forced herself to touch her sensitive nipples, circling them gently at first before squeezing harder. She let out a soft moan as she arched her back, feeling the leather couch scratch against her bare skin. The air was thick with desire, and she could feel Bob's gaze on her like a physical weight.
"Perfect," Tina whispered encouragingly. "Keep going, Donna. Give Dino everything you've got."
The room seemed to fade away as Donna lost herself in the moment, the delicate touch of her own fingertips making her vibrate with pleasure. She reveled in the exhibitionistic thrill of it all, emboldened by the knowledge that her performance could determine the course of her future. Donna closed her eyes and tried to transport herself to another place, a scene from one of Dino's most famous films. She needed to give him what he wanted, to show that she was capable of seduction and submission. Her body moved on autopilot, hips swaying, hands roaming over her heated skin, thinking about Dino watching her video.
"There's a good girl," Tina cooed. “Keep going.”
As Donna surrendered to the scene, her movements became more fluid, her breaths heavier. She could feel the heat coursing through her veins, the desire building within her. Although she knew it was all an act, part of her couldn't help but revel in the raw sensuality of the moment. Her fingers traced along the sensitive flesh of her inner thighs, slowly moving towards the wetness between them. She spread her legs wide open, giving Tina and Bob an unobstructed view of her aroused swollen pussy.
She dipped two fingers into her tight slit, feeling the heat as she began to stroke herself roughly. The sensation was exquisite; every nerve ending tingled as she slipped her fingers in and out of herself in a rhythmic motion that matched the racing beat of her heart. Her other hand moved up to massage her swollen clitoris, causing pleasure to shoot through every fiber of her being. 
Tina's voice was gentle and encouraging as she spoke to Donna, her words a soothing balm to the young actress's nerves. "That's it, beautiful," she said, her eyes never leaving the camera's viewfinder. "Just like that."
Donna allowed herself to sink deeper into the sensations coursing through her body, the soft fabric of the couch caressing her skin while her fingers worked their magic. In the back of her mind, she knew Tina and Bob were watching, yet the knowledge only served to heighten her arousal, fueling the fire that burned within.
Donna's fingers moved faster, digging deeper into her soaked pussy as she let out soft moans of pleasure. She closed her eyes, losing herself in the moment, feeling the leather couch pressing against her bare skin. The heat from the room enveloped her body, making her shiver with delight. Her breath came in quick gasps as she imagined Dino Terranova watching her every move, his intense gaze burning through the video camera.
Bob's gaze was like a physical weight on her, his interest in her performance clear by the way he licked his lips at every moan that escaped her mouth. It only served to embolden her further; she needed this part more than anything else in the world. If this was what it took to prove herself...well, she would give it everything she had.
"That's it," Tina purred from behind the camera. "Give us all of it."
Donna felt a thrill shoot through her at Tina's words, the excitement heightening her arousal even more. She spread herself wider on the couch, offering up every inch of her body to their gazes. Her breasts jiggled gently with each movement, nipples standing at attention from both excitement and nerves. She pinched one of her hardened nipples between two fingers, rolling it gently between thumb and forefinger while circling her clit with the other hand. The sensation was overwhelming, but she welcomed it with open arms—or rather, open legs. She ground herself against the couch cushion, feeling each movement deep inside of her. Her hips gyrated on their own accord as she lost herself in a haze of lust and desire.
"Fuck," she whispered, imagining Bob getting hard as he watched, and Dino masturbating as he stared at her video. She started to understand the power that porn stars must feel when they were performing for all of their admiring fans. The only thing she could compare it to was that time when she was so drunk in an Irish pub that she climbed up to lay down on the bar and masturbate for a cheering crowd. Fortunately, several girlfriends were with her to get her home safely. When her friends told her about it the next day, she almost didn’t believe that she had done such a thing, but they had photos and videos of her on their phones to prove it. Now, here she was doing it again, masturbating for strangers.
As the pleasure built, Donna couldn't help but notice the subtle exchange of glances between Tina and Bob. It struck her as odd, but was quickly forgotten as her climax approached, a tidal wave of ecstasy that threatened to sweep her away. Finally, with a series of moans and cries that filled the room, Donna succumbed to the overwhelming pleasure, her entire being consumed by the intensity of her spasms. Suddenly relaxed, she lay on the couch, panting and spent, her limbs heavy with satisfaction.
"Very impressive," Tina said, her voice laced with genuine admiration. She turned off the camera and handed Donna a thick contract, its pages riddled with legal jargon. "If you're interested, we'll need an answer now. If Dino approves your test, you'll get fifty thousand dollars for three months of work, even if you don't win the competition."
Donna's eyes widened at the mention of the sum, her ambition drowning out any lingering doubts. It was a chance she couldn't pass up, a stepping stone toward the fame and fortune she craved. 
As she began putting her clothes back on, Bob interjected, his voice firm and businesslike. "Before you sign, there's one stipulation—you must be able to disappear for three months without informing anyone. No boyfriends, family, or friends. Or if you have to say something, you can tell them you’ve won a vacation but you can’t tell them about it until you get back. Also, you'll need to sign a non-disclosure agreement."
"Should I have a lawyer look over the contract?" Donna asked hesitantly. Bob's impatience surfaced, his fingers tapping on the desk as he sighed and looked out the window.
Tina glanced at her watch, her tone urgent. "We're in a hurry, and the contract is all standard boilerplate language. If you delay with an attorney, we might not be able to cast you. If you had an agent, we’d run it by them, but I assume you don’t since it wasn’t mentioned in the packet you gave me?"
“Well, no,” Donna said.
Driven by excitement and desire for success, Donna impulsively agreed, scrawling her signature across the pages of the contract and NDA. As she did so, a mix of triumph and trepidation washed over her, the magnitude of her decision finally sinking in. She had committed herself to the mysterious show and whatever hidden dangers it might hold, all for the tantalizing promise of a glamorous future in Hollywood, but this was why she was here. This was why she had come to Hollywood. And she was going to succeed no matter what.
"Excellent," Tina said. "From what I just saw, I think Dino will be very pleased."
Donna, flushed and trembling, finished signing the paperwork, then looked away from Tina and tried to gather her composure. As she reached for her clothes, she wondered if she had made the right choice, if this audition would lead her down a path she couldn't return from. As she glanced once again at the posters of Dino Terranova's films adorning the walls, she knew she couldn't let this opportunity slip through her fingers, not when fame and fortune were finally within reach.
"Thank you," Donna whispered, her voice barely audible. "I hope he likes it."
Tina grinned with an almost predatory flash of teeth. "Oh, I'm sure he will, darling. And if he does...well, your life is about to change in ways you can't even imagine."






  
  Chapter two

As she sat in the crowded lifeguard station, Madison West adjusted her tiny yellow bikini to keep her nipples covered on her large breasts, her gaze riveted on the churning waves by the Huntington Beach Pier. The women's Surf Queen competition was well underway, and as the sun blazed overhead, she couldn't help but feel a sense of pride for the courageous women carving through the water. Trevor Stone, tall and muscular in his colorful Hawaiian shirt and dark sunglasses, sat next to her as one of six judges, his leg brushing against hers in the cramped space. As one of the world’s most popular action stars, the actor was there as a guest judge because he’d appeared in a couple of surfing movies, but Madison had quickly figured out that he knew very little about the subject, which was probably why she’d been hired to advise him as his “escort” for the day.  
The conditioned air in the lifeguard station was thick with the scent of sunscreen, beer, and salt. Distant laughter and chatter mixed with the rhythmic crashing of waves and the squawks of circling seagulls. Madison's stomach fluttered with nerves and anticipation. She'd won many surfing titles herself and knew exactly what the competitors were going through. She glanced at Stone, innocently watching the surfers, suddenly aware of his wandering hand inching up her thigh beneath the table. Each time his fingers grazed her skin, she offered a tight smile and shifted her leg away, attempting to maintain a semblance of professionalism in the cramped space. Madison tried to focus on the event, but Stone's persistent advances made it difficult to concentrate.
The other five judges, all male championship surfers, sat at the long tables next to Stone, tapping away on their computer tablets, evaluating the competitors' performances. Above, a large monitor displayed their scores. 
Stone leaned in, his breath hot on her neck. "So what am I supposed to be looking for here?" His hand once again slid onto her upper thigh under the table.
Madison shifted her leg away slightly, maintaining her polite smile. "It's all about style, power, and control. See how Amy is carving up the wave face there?" She pointed to the surfer gliding across a cresting wave. The ocean roared its approval, and for a brief moment, Madison allowed herself to be swept away by the thrill of competition and the raw energy of the surfers. There were five scoring categories: commitment and degree of difficulty, innovative and progressive maneuvers, variety of maneuvers, combination of major maneuvers, and finally speed, power, and flow. Each surfer got scored on a ten-point scale with two decimal places, with the highest and lowest scores discarded to arrive at an average from the three remaining scores. A surfer’s two highest-scoring waves became their overall total score for each twenty-minute heat against three other surfers. Madison had already explained this twice to Stone.
"Uh-huh," Stone replied, though his gaze seemed more focused on Madison's cleavage than the action in the water. He thought she couldn’t see his eyes through the sunglasses, but she could.
"Radical move there," Madison said, watching a competitor slice through a wave. "She really knows how to handle those swells.”
Stone nodded. “That’s always important. Handling the swells.”
The judges sat hunched over their tablets, inputting scores that flashed up on the giant monitor overhead. Madison knew her role was to guide Stone's judging, but his touch was proving very distracting. She wondered how she always ended up in these situations, ambitious to a fault. She saw Stone glance at his neighbor’s tablet, then copy the scores on his own.
"Gnarly aerial!" she exclaimed as the next surfer launched skyward off the wave lip. She elbowed Stone. "Serious points for that one."
"If you say so, Surfer Girl." His hand crept higher up her thigh while he copied scores with his other hand. 
Madison gritted her teeth behind her grin, sucked in a deep breath of salty air, and kept her eyes fixed on the competitors. The pulsing ocean beckoned, reminding her of her true passion. She could endure Stone's advances a little longer; after all, she needed the money. This event meant everything to the young women battling it out on the waves. She wouldn't let them down.
Stone traced a finger over the colorful waves and fish inked on Madison's bicep. "Nice tat. You got any others?" 
His touch sent a shudder through her that she fought to suppress. "Thanks, dude" Madison replied, trying to remain nonchalant. "Yeah, I've got a few more, but they're hidden by my bikini." She gave him a coy smile, hoping to satisfy his curiosity without revealing too much.
"I'd love to see them sometime," Stone said, leaning closer. Behind his sunglasses, she saw his eyes roving over her body, undressing her further in his mind.
Madison laughed lightly and changed the subject. "What do you think of that last move?"
“Beautiful,” he said, staring at her breasts.
"Did you do all your own stunts in Blue Giant Summer? That's impressive. I love that movie."
Stone puffed up at the praise, his hand finally leaving her thigh. "Hell, yeah, I did. Well, except for a couple of the big forty-footers. The insurance people wouldn't allow it."
From Stone's other side, Billy Prado piped up. "I heard it was a stuntman the whole time, dude."
Stone shot him an irritated glance. "Just for a few shots, man. I did all the rest."
Prado shrugged. “Okay, whatever. I mean, my friend Kahuna was the stuntman, but maybe he was exaggerating. Dude likes to party, you know?”
An awkward moment passed before Stone turned his attention back to Madison. "You ever ride in a helicopter before? I've got one at the end of the pier. Maybe I could give you a lift home after the competition." His offer was casual, but Madison detected a hidden motive beneath his words.
Madison pictured the aerial views. It was tempting, but something held her back. "Thanks, but I live about a mile up the beach. It's an easy walk from here."
"Suit yourself," Stone said with a shrug, his hand returning to her thigh as they continued watching the competition unfold below, the tension between them simmering like the sunburnt sand beneath their feet. “There’s still time for you to change your mind.”
"We should probably focus on the surfing for now, though, don't you think?" Madison pointedly directed his gaze back to the action, where a competitor was paddling furiously to catch a set wave. She sensed Stone's mounting frustration at her subtle rebuffs, but she wanted his attention on the hungry young surfers who deserved his full attention and honest judging. 
Still, a small part of her wondered if rejecting Stone's advances would cost her more than just a helicopter ride. In this town, you never knew who might hold the keys to your big break—or your downfall. Pushing down a surge of unease, Madison whooped and clapped as the surfer rode the wave to shore.
The sun dipped lower in the sky, casting a golden glow over the sand and sea. Stone reached into a cooler beneath the judges' table, his muscular arm brushing against Madison's bare thigh as he retrieved two frosty beers. "Here, you look like you could use a cold one," he said, offering her a bottle. 
Madison hesitated, acutely aware of the professional line she was toeing. Accepting drinks from a celebrity judge felt risky, but refusing could come across as prudish or ungrateful. Stone popped the cap off for her. She forced a smile and took the beer, the condensation cool against her palm. "Thanks. Cheers to an awesome competition."
As they clinked bottles, Stone's gaze lingered on her face. "So, tell me more about you, Madison. Besides being an amazing surfer, what else do you do? What's your story?"
She took a swig of beer, the crisp taste steadying her nerves. "Oh, you know, just your typical California girl. I love the beach, old movies, and chasing my dreams."
"Old movies, huh? A woman after my own heart. Which actresses do you admire?"
Madison's eyes lit up. "I love the skill of the classic actresses, the way they could captivate an audience without even saying a word. Audrey Hepburn, Grace Kelly, Katharine Hepburn. They had such poise and presence on screen. I've always wanted to bring that kind of magic to my own acting."
Stone raised an eyebrow. "You act? Have I seen you in anything?"
She laughed ruefully. "Probably not. I've been an extra in a bunch of beach movies, but I'm still waiting for my big speaking role. I did a ton of drama classes and community theater, but breaking into Hollywood is a whole different beast."
“Who’s your agent?”
“I don’t have one. Nobody wants me.”
"They probably haven’t seen you. It's all about who you know," Stone mused, his fingertips grazing her knee. "Maybe I could give you some pointers sometime, help you navigate the industry."
Madison's heart raced at the implication. "That would be amazing, but let's focus on getting through this competition first, yeah? I want to make sure we give these surfers a fair shot."
"Deal," Stone agreed, raising his beer in a toast. He quickly copied some more scores from Prado’s tablet.
As if on cue, a roar erupted from the crowd as the final scores flashed on the screen. Stone leapt to his feet and ran out the door to applaud the top three winners who rushed forward, salt water dripping from their jubilant bodies. 
A few minutes later, Madison watched warily as Stone posed for photos with the champions. The beach was a sea of sun-kissed bodies, laughter, and applause. Stone would say something with a big smile and the crowd would laugh like it was the funniest thing they ever heard. Stone would pose with his arms around two of the winners’ waists, and Madison couldn't help but notice Stone's wandering hands as they squeezed the two womens' butts and slid under their bikini bottoms. She caught Billy Prado's eye, and they exchanged a knowing glance at his behavior.
When the others began to disperse, Prado approached Madison with a friendly smile. "Hey, a few of us judges are grabbing dinner. Want to join? We can toast to surviving Stone's antics."
Madison hesitated, torn between the camaraderie of her fellow surfers and the duty she felt to escort Stone. Her sense of professionalism won out, and she shook her head with a regretful smile. "Thanks, Billy, but I've got to stick around with Stone. You know how it goes—babysitting duty."
Prado nodded sympathetically. "I get it. But don't let him push you around, okay? You're a pro, and you deserve respect."
His words bolstered her resolve as she watched Prado walk away, the setting sun painting the beach in shades of orange and pink. As the remaining crowd dispersed, Stone sauntered over to Madison, his grin equal parts charming and unsettling. "You were a real lifesaver today, babe. Let me buy you a drink to say thanks."
Madison hesitated, glancing at her watch. "That's kind of you, Mister Stone, but it's getting late and I should probably head home."
Stone waved away her protest. "Nonsense! The evening's still young. Besides, it's your job to keep me happy until I leave, right?" His tone was light, but there was an undercurrent of command that made Madison's skin prickle.
She forced a smile, knowing she couldn't afford to offend him. "All right. I guess one drink couldn't hurt."
Stone's grin widened as he draped an arm around her shoulders, steering her towards a waiting limousine. "That's the spirit! I promise you won't regret it. As you can see, my pilot already called for a limousine just in case."
The leather seats were cool against Madison's bare legs as she slid into the spacious vehicle, the door closed by the driver with a muffled thump. Stone settled into the seat beside her, his thigh brushing against hers, even though there was plenty of space. Madison considered moving to the bench seat that faced them across the aisle, but figured it would be rude. She was already starting to regret her decision.
"Mai Tai?" Stone offered, reaching into the built-in fridge and extracting a frosty can. He popped it open and poured it into a glass before getting another can for himself.
Madison accepted the glass with a murmur of thanks, taking a small sip. The sweet, potent drink burned down her throat as the limo pulled onto Pacific Coast Highway.
"I was talking to Dino Terranova earlier," Stone said casually, swirling his own drink. "He's putting together a new reality show—a competition for aspiring actresses. He only wants unknown talent. The winner gets a lead role in his next movie, probably opposite yours truly. We’re still negotiating, but he’s great to work for."
Madison's heart skipped a beat. This could be the big break she'd been dreaming of for so long. "Really? That sounds amazing."
Stone nodded, his eyes gleaming. "I think you'd be perfect for it. With your looks and talent, you'd be a shoo-in." He paused, his gaze raking over her body in a way that made Madison feel exposed despite her bikini.
"Of course, the competition will be fierce, but I could put in a good word for you with Dino. Guarantee you an audition." His hand landed on her knee, his thumb tracing small circles on her skin. She felt herself getting goosebumps, but not the good kind.
Madison's breath hitched, excitement warring with unease. "You'd do that for me? I don't know what to say."
Stone's smile was slow and predatory. "Well, I'd expect a little something in return. A favor for a favor, if you will." His hand slid higher, skimming up her thigh. "What do you say, Madison? Are you willing to do what it takes to make your dreams come true?"
Madison's pulse pounded in her ears as she stared at Stone, his meaning all too clear. This was the moment of truth, the fork in the road that could change her life forever. She thought of all the bit parts and rejections, the endless grind of auditions that went nowhere. Here was her chance, handed to her on a silver platter by a man who could make or break her career.
She swallowed hard, her fingers tightening around the sweating glass. Every instinct screamed at her to run, to get out of his limo, but beneath the revulsion, a small, desperate part of her whispered that this might be her only shot. That she'd endured worse indignities in pursuit of her ambitions.
Stone raised an eyebrow. “Maybe I forgot to mention that you’d get fifty thousand dollars just for competing on the show for three months. They’re shooting on a beautiful island in the South Pacific, so they’ll feed you and give you a nice place to stay as well.”
Slowly, Madison set her drink aside, her decision crystallizing like ice in her veins. She turned to face Stone, a brittle smile plastered across her face. "I'll do it. Just tell me what you want."
Stone's smile widened, the hunger in his eyes unmistakable as he unzipped his pants. "That's a smart girl." His hand tangled in her hair, turning her face so he could kiss her, then nodding at the floor in front of him. "Start by showing me what those pretty lips of yours can do."
Her stomach churned with a mixture of dread and anticipation as she slowly moved to kneel before him on the limousine floor. The moment felt unreal, like a scene from one of those old movies she adored—but it was all too real.
As Madison took him into her mouth, her mind boiled with conflicting emotions. Part of her felt repulsed by the act and the man whose hand now gripped the back of her head, guiding her movements. Even so, another part of her clung to the hope that this might be the key to her dreams.
Madison closed her eyes, letting her mind drift into the hazy recesses of her consciousness, a place where she was no longer Madison West, desperate wannabe actress. Instead, she was Surfer Girl, a character in her own dark romance, a novel she'd long ago stopped believing she'd ever be a part of. With Stone's large cock in her mouth and his scent going up her nose, she let Surfer Girl take over.
Stone's moans filled the limo, his grip on her hair tightening as she went to work. His cock was hard and demanding, a testament to his power and entitlement. The air smelled of musk and lust. She focused on the weight of him in her mouth, the rhythm of his hips grinding against her face, the knowledge that every second brought her one step closer to her goal.
Yet, no matter how much she tried to distance herself, the realization of what she was doing made her shudder. This wasn't a part she'd ever wanted to play, even as Surfer Girl. The idea of this man's come in her mouth, and his hands on her body, made her stomach churn. As Stone's breathing became more ragged, she knew there was no going back.
"That's it, baby," Stone ground out, his fingers digging into her scalp. "Suck it. Keep sucking."
He was pressed so far into her throat, she was having trouble breathing. She started to struggle, and he suddenly growled, “I want to see the rest of your tattoos, bitch.” 
Without waiting for her response, he pushed her back and yanked off her bikini. Then he spun her around to face the seat and knelt behind her, pushing her face down into the cushions as he used his knees to spread her legs. Madison struggled weakly against him, but he was strong and she ultimately yielded as he forced himself into her from behind. She was wet, and his cock slid inside easily, filling her completely. With one hand pressed down against her lower back to hold her in place, he reached around with his other hand to squeeze her breast and pinch her nipple, making little jolts of electricity race through her. 
"That's it, baby," he growled into her ear. "Take it all." His hands gripped her hips tightly, pulling her against him as he began to thrust into her with forceful strokes. The rhythm was punishing, making her moan in both pain and pleasure as he slammed into her again and again. She tried to match his movements, meeting him halfway each time he plunged deeper inside of her. Sweat began to bead on their skin, mixing with the scent of sex and desperation that filled the air. Madison bit her lip, trying not to cry out as Stone's pace quickened even more. His hands roamed over her body freely now; one hand reached around them to rub circles on her clit while the other traveled up to grope one of her breasts roughly before pinching the nipple hard enough to make her yelp.
Their bodies moved together in the dim light of the limo, the only sounds their labored breathing and the low hum of the engine as his thrusts pounded into her harder and harder, making her moan with unwanted pleasure. She felt herself getting closer and closer to the edge but fought against it—she didn’t want to give him this power over her.
When she came, she felt like her body was exploding, and she screamed. Stone plunged into her even harder, then moaned as he filled her with his semen, but before he was done, he pulled out and flipped her over to finish coming on her face and her open mouth. She tasted salt. And defeat. But as Stone exhaled, his grip on her loosening, she knew she'd won this round. She'd made a sacrifice, but in return, she was one step closer to her dreams.
Stone zipped up his shorts and offered Madison a box of facial tissue, but when she moved to use it on her face, he shook his head and stopped her. “Leave it. I like it on your face. Use it on your pussy.”
As she cleaned herself up and put her bikini back on, the panties now torn so they barely held together, another small part of her died as she looked up and saw that the tinted divider that had separated them from the driver earlier was now down, and he watched her in the mirror with a wink and a knowing smirk. 
Madison stared numbly out the tinted window as the limo sped along the coast, the taste of Stone still thick on her tongue. She could feel the sticky remnants of their encounter cooling on her face, a slimy reminder of the line she'd just crossed. In the window's reflection, her eyes looked hollow, the smudged remains of her mascara giving her a haunted appearance. She felt soiled, inside and out, like no amount of scrubbing could ever make her clean again.
Stone lounged beside her and sipped his drink as if nothing out of the ordinary had transpired. He lit a cigarette, the acrid smoke curling around them in the enclosed space. "You've got real talent, baby," he drawled, patting her bare thigh. "I can see it, and I can feel it. Or I just did, anyway."
Madison suppressed a shudder at his touch, bile rising in the back of her throat. Is this what it took to make it in Hollywood? Selling her soul, piece by piece, to men like Trevor Stone? She thought of her mother, working double shifts at the diner to keep a roof over their heads. Of the acting classes she'd scrimped and saved for, the hours spent memorizing lines and honing her craft. All her dreams, all her sacrifices—and for what? To end up as another casting couch cliché?
Disgust rippled through her, warring with a bleak sense of inevitability. This was the price of admission to the big leagues, the toll exacted by those who held the keys to the kingdom. Although she had heard it all before, she didn’t believe she would have to go through the same demeaning process as other actors. She'd stepped onto this path the moment she'd accepted Stone's offer, and there could be no turning back now.
"So, when's this audition?" she asked dully, her voice sounding distant to her own ears. 
Stone blew a stream of smoke towards the ceiling. "I'll have my people set it up. Don't you worry."
Madison closed her eyes briefly, steeling herself against the fresh wave of revulsion. This was her life now, she realized with sinking certainty. The grasping starlet, willing to debase herself for a shot at the spotlight. 
Stone snapped his fingers. “Oh, and by the way, my attorney will contact you tomorrow to have you sign a non-disclosure agreement. You can’t talk about what we did today or what we discussed, so don’t go thinking you can try to sue me or sell a story to the media, especially if you want me to help you.”
She swallowed back the bitter taste of self-loathing and forced a smile. "Sure, baby. Whatever you want."
“Now, I’ll have our driver drop you near your trailer. It’s getting dark, and I want to make sure you get home okay, especially when you’re dressed like that.”
“Thank you,” she said.
As the limo turned around and continued back down the highway, Madison gazed out through the tinted windows at the dark shapes moving past and wondered bleakly how much more of herself she'd have to barter away before it was all over.






  
  Chapter three

The sharp staccato of stilettos cut through the quiet night air as Rita Martinez emerged from the Cat and Fiddle Pub. The streets of Hollywood stretched before her, a familiar tapestry of light, shadows, and burning neon. Her body swayed to the rhythm of her steps, a seductive motion that couldn't be hidden even under the cover of darkness. She turned east onto Melrose, her sinuous silhouette leading and following her as she walked with purpose under the amber glow of the streetlights. 
Rita's attire was a siren's call, an unabashed invitation for attention. The shimmering red silk of her shirt clung to her ample breasts, drawing men’s eyes like a moth to a flame. Her black leather miniskirt hugged her hips, the hem grazing her toned thighs with each purposeful stride, teasingly revealing the lacy edges of her red panties. Flashy jewelry adorned her neck and wrists, catching the light like twinkling stars, but it was really her carefully made up brown eyes that held people captive. 
As she walked, Rita's thoughts drifted to the evening's disappointments. Another night wasted in the company of men who held no sway in the cutthroat world of Hollywood. Sure, there had been that one screenwriter, but Rita knew better than to pin her hopes on a mere wordsmith. Her ambitions demanded more—directors, producers, studio executives, the power players who could elevate her career with a snap of their fingers. Getting ahead in Hollywood was all about meeting the right people and giving head.
The good citizens who lived in the bungalows on Melrose were already asleep as Rita navigated the familiar terrain. Old houses loomed like silent sentinels, their weathered facades holding untold stories. Alleys yawned like dark mouths, tempting the unwary and the intoxicated. Rita's senses, honed by a lifetime in the unforgiving streets of her youth in East LA, thrummed with a heightened awareness. She moved with a confident stride, her head held high, but beneath the veneer of self-assurance, a coiled tension lingered. Rita's eyes darted to the shadows, seeking out potential threats lurking behind the gnarled trees and rusting garbage cans. The parked cars lining the street seemed to watch her, their windows like blank, unblinking eyes.
You're being paranoid, chica, Rita muttered under her breath, the words a half-hearted attempt at self-reassurance. But the unease persisted, a prickling sensation along her spine that refused to be ignored.
As she walked, Rita's mind wandered to the endless auditions, the rejections that stung like papercuts to her pride. She had talent, damn it. She had the looks, the drive, the raw fucking ambition to make it in this town, but Hollywood, with its glittering facade and rotten core, seemed determined to keep her at arm's length.
One day, they'll be begging for a piece of me, Rita vowed, stepping around a black cat that had stopped in her path. She could almost taste the sweet nectar of success, the rush of finally having her name in lights.
For now, the night stretched before her, a maze of uncertainties and hidden dangers. Rita squared her shoulders, her stilettos striking the pavement with renewed purpose. She would navigate this twisted road, no matter the cost, because in the end, it would all be worth it—the sacrifices, the sleepless nights, the neon scars etched into her soul.
Shadows stirred in the periphery of Rita's vision, and she whirled around, her heart leaping into her throat. Two figures emerged from the darkness of an alleyway, their silhouettes cutting through the hazy glow of the streetlights, their light mostly blocked here by big trees. One towered over the other, a behemoth of a man, while his companion stood at an average height, yet no less menacing in his stance.
As they drew closer, Rita's eyes widened, taking in their appearance. Long, unkempt hair and beards framed faces that bore the weathered marks of hard living. Shabby clothes hung loosely from their frames, and the distinct clunk of cowboy boots echoed against the pavement with each step.
The air thickened with an unmistakable sense of danger, a tangible shift that sent a jolt through her nervous system. The men's intentions were clear, written in the shark-like gleam of their eyes and the twisted curl of their lips.
"Hey there, beautiful," the taller one called out, his voice a guttural rasp that set Rita's teeth on edge. "What's a pretty little thing like you doing out here all alone?"
Rita's gaze darted to the street, desperate for an escape route. A few cars cruised past, oblivious to the unfolding scene, their headlights briefly illuminating the asphalt before disappearing into the night. She considered making a run for it, but the men were closing in fast, their strides purposeful and menacing, and her heels weren’t made for running.
"I don't want any trouble," Rita said, her voice steady despite the fear coiling in her gut. She drew herself up to her full height, acutely aware of the way her silk shirt clung to her curves and the way her miniskirt left little to the imagination. As she did so, she reached into the small pocket of her miniskirt, removed her ring of three keys, made a fist, and put one key between the base of each finger of her right hand with their points out to do maximum damage if she needed to punch someone.
The shorter man let out a low, appreciative whistle as he got a better look at her up close. He had moved to block her path and his tall friend had stepped to one side of her. "Trouble? Nah, baby. We just want to play." He reached for her, his fingers brushing against the bare skin of her forearm.
Rita recoiled as if burned, her instincts screaming at her to fight back. In a flash, she brought her knee up, driving it into the man's groin with a sickening crunch. He doubled over, howling in pain, as Rita whirled to face the taller attacker.
He lunged for her, his massive hands grasping at her waist, but Rita was quicker, her foot rising through the air with deadly precision. The sharp point of her stiletto found its mark, puncturing the man's chest with a sickening thud.
The giant stumbled back, clutching at the wound, his face contorted with rage. "You fucking bitch!"
Behind her, the shorter man had recovered enough to let out a wheezing laugh at his companion's predicament. His mirth was short-lived as Rita spun around, her fist and keys connecting with his neck in a devastating punch. She had aimed for his throat, but he moved at the last second.
The man staggered backward, gagging and sputtering, his hands clawing at his bleeding neck. Rita allowed herself a fleeting moment of satisfaction before the reality of her situation came crashing down.
With blood staining the chest of his t-shirt, the giant was advancing on her once more. His eyes glinted with a mix of fury and wariness, the realization that she wouldn't be such an easy target settling into his features.
Rita's heart pounded like a frantic drumbeat that echoed in her ears. She shifted her weight for better balance and lowered into a crouch, her muscles coiled and ready to strike. She knew she’d probably be better off without her shoes, but there wasn’t time to remove them. The smaller man stood to one side of his partner again, breathing hard as he pulled a knife out of his pocket. Rita bared her teeth in a feral snarl, anger and adrenaline coursing through her veins. She might have been scared out of her mind, but she wasn't going down without a fight. The night air crackled with tension, a live wire waiting to ignite.
Focused on the knife, Rita jerked back as he took a step forward and slashed at her. He missed, but Rita was now off-balance, wobbling on her heels, as the tall man jumped forward and slammed into her chest, knocking her down on her back on the filthy sidewalk. Stunned, the wind knocked out of her, she was too busy trying to breathe again when the shorter man straddled her waist and started pulling at her silk shirt, ripping it into shreds with slashes of his knife and tossing the pieces aside. Then the knife came down to slice her bra between her breasts, and he tore it away. By this time, the tall man had moved around to grab her limp arms and pull them over her head so he could kneel on them to hold her in place. Rita’s lungs were heaving as she gasped for air, her head helplessly rolling side to side as the tall man unzipped his pants and pulled out his cock, lowering himself toward her face. She tried to lift her legs to knee the shorter man in the back, but he just moved lower, still straddling her, to trap her thighs as he leaned over and started sucking on one of her nipples. She could feel his erection rubbing against her miniskirt. As she drew in more air, she started to scream, but the tall man clapped his hand over her mouth with a lecherous smile, his erect cock just above her eyes. He shook his head at her and gestured to his partner, who leaned back to push her miniskirt up around her waist, then he used his knife again to cut away her panties, leaving her fully exposed. He slapped her pussy several times with the back of his hand, which felt like electric shocks to her, then roughly slid two fingers inside her as the tall man removed his hand from her mouth, held her nose tight so she had to open her mouth to breathe, and pushed his cock past her lips. The salty taste and musky smell of him hit her hard as his hips began to move, bucking against her face. She knew the other man was about to enter her as he forced her legs farther apart so they could both take her at once, and she wriggled her hips as much as she could to try and stop him, but now she was getting exhausted, breathing fast with tears of anger and frustration tracing paths down the side of her face. Rita’s cries were muted by the cock in her mouth that was nearly choking her.
Then the world exploded with sound and fury.
The sharp report of a gunshot cracking through the night air was enough to freeze both assailants in their tracks. The tall man spun to face the new threat, his once-steady hand shaking. Rita was able to twist her head just enough to see the figure emerging from the shadows. It was a slim woman in her mid-thirties wearing a tailored blue suit and several chunky rings on her fingers, and she was holding some kind of a big handgun that might be a Glock.
The woman steadily walked toward them, the pistol steady in her hand, with the barrel leveled at the two men.
"I'd advise you to leave," she said, her voice confident and tense, making it clear that she’d be happy to shoot. 
The men didn't need further prompting. The shorter man gave Rita’s breast a hard squeeze and then jumped up to follow his partner, who was already sprinting away into the dark alley. 
In their wake, the alley plunged back into a tense silence, broken only by the pounding of Rita's heart and the occasional whoosh of a passing car. She exhaled a shaky breath, her body trembling with adrenaline and relief.
The woman holstered her pistol under her suit jacket with practiced ease as she approached. "Are you okay, or should I call the paramedics?".
Rita nodded, unable to find her voice. Tina's presence was at once reassuring and unsettling, the natural response to a savior mingling with the unease that came from knowing one's life hung by such a tenuous thread.
The woman bent over Rita and extended a hand, the barest hint of concern in her icy blue eyes. "Let me help you up."
Rita hesitated, but exhaustion and trauma won out. She took Tina's hand, allowing herself to be lifted to her feet. She was topless as she pulled her miniskirt back down into place, and her skin was scraped and bruised, but she was alive. Gratitude warred with wariness in her heart.
"Gracias," she mumbled, accepting the woman’s suit jacket as she helped Rita put it on. "I...I guess I owe you one."
“You want me to call the police?”
Rita thought about it for a moment. She had been through this sort of thing once before, years ago, and the police had been useless. Looking at how she was dressed, or had been dressed, they would probably start by asking if she was a prostitute, and what else she had done to tempt the two men, and she’d spend the night at the police station without them doing anything, so she shook her head. “No point. I just want to go home.”
The woman waved it off, her expression unreadable. "You’re probably right. It's in the past. I’ll give you a ride."
Rita was limping a little bit, so the woman took her arm and guided her back toward her car. “My name’s Tina, by the way. Tina Delacroix.”
“I’m Rita.” She was so grateful for the woman’s help, she wanted to call her Saint Tina.
Rita spotted the sleek white Aston Martin parked just around the corner. It reeked of money, of power, of the very world she'd been trying to claw her way into, and it stood out among the older compact cars and SUVs that the residents had parked on the street. She had to wonder why a woman like this, with a lot to lose, had stopped to help someone like her.

      ***Rita leaned back in the supple white leather seat of Tina's Aston Martin, the car's sleek interior enveloping her like a cocoon. The lingering adrenaline from her harrowing encounter mingled with the heady scent of new leather and a delicate flowery perfume, creating a dizzying cocktail of sensations. Soothing classical music played softly on the sound system. Outside, the neon-soaked streets of Hollywood blurred past, a kaleidoscope of colors that seemed to mirror the whirlwind of emotions swirling within her.
As she drove, Tina made small talk, her voice easy and conversational. "These streets can be rough. That's why I always carry a gun."
Rita checked her reflection in the visor mirror. Her face was pale and her mascara had run enough to make her look like a raccoon, but her skin was otherwise unharmed. "I don’t like them. I grew up in a much tougher neighborhood with too many guns and too much death."
Tina just nodded.
After driving for a few minutes, giving Rita more time to calm down, Tina spoke again. "So, Rita, tell me about yourself. What brings you to this part of town?"
Rita hesitated, her guard instinctively rising. She glanced at Tina's profile, and her eyes remained fixed on the road ahead. There was something about her, an air of confidence and power, that both intrigued and unnerved Rita.
"I was at the Cat and Fiddle, trying to make some connections," Rita said. "I'm an actress, or at least trying to be one."
Tina's perfectly manicured fingers tapped against the steering wheel, her silver rings glinting in the passing streetlights. "Ah, the acting bug. It's a tough industry, isn't it? So much competition, so many obstacles."
Rita nodded, a rueful smile tugging at her lips. "You can say that again. It feels like I'm constantly running into brick walls. The auditions, the rejections...it's enough to make anyone question their dreams."
"But you haven't given up," Tina remarked, her voice tinged with admiration. "That takes guts, Rita. It's clear you have a fire inside you, a hunger to succeed."
The compliment caught Rita off guard, a flicker of warmth blossoming in her chest. She studied Tina's profile again, trying to decipher the enigmatic woman beside her.
"Yeah, well, when you come from where I come from, giving up isn't an option," Rita said, her voice edged with a hint of defiance. "I've fought tooth and nail for every opportunity, every scrap of recognition."
Tina's eyes flicked to Rita, a glimmer of interest sparking within their depths. "And where exactly do you come from, Rita?"
Rita hesitated, the instinct to guard her past warring with the unexpected desire to confide in this stranger. "Let's just say it was nearby, but a long way from the glitz and glamour of Hollywood.”
Tina nodded with a knowing smile. "Well, sometimes the hardest journeys lead to the most rewarding destinations."
As they wound through the city streets, Tina's questions grew more probing, her interest in Rita's background and aspirations deepening with each passing mile. Rita found herself sharing snippets of her life, her ambition, and the challenges she'd faced, her words spilling out like a dam bursting.
Tina listened intently, her expression a mix of empathy and calculation. Then, as if sensing the perfect moment, she shifted gears. "You know, Rita, I'm not just a Good Samaritan with a gun. I'm actually a casting director at Dino Terranova Productions."
Rita's eyes widened, her breath catching in her throat. Dino Terranova Productions was a heavyweight in the industry, known for their blockbuster films and star-studded casts.
"You...you work for Dino Terranova?" Rita stammered, her mind reeling with the implications.
Tina smiled, a Cheshire cat grin that hinted at untold possibilities. "I do. And I have to say, Rita, your story, your drive—it's exactly what we look for in our talent. You have the spark in your personality that comes across as real honesty on the screen."
Rita felt a dizzying mix of excitement and trepidation coursing through her veins. Her recent attack on the street faded into the background. She watched as Tina reached into her purse, her fingers emerging with a sleek business card.
"I want you to audition for our latest project," Tina said. "It's a reality show called Labyrinth, and I think you'd be perfect for it."
Rita took the crisp-textured white card and stared at it, her fingers trembling slightly as she studied the embossed letters. 
"I...I don't know what to say," Rita breathed, her mind spinning with the suddenness of it all.
Tina reached over, her hand resting lightly on Rita's arm. "Say yes, Rita. This could be the break you've been waiting for, the chance to make all your dreams come true."
“You’re not trying to distract me to make me forget what just happened?”
Tina snorted. “I wouldn’t waste audition time just to make you feel better. I’m quite serious.”
Rita looked up, her eyes locking with Tina's. In their blue depths, she saw a flicker of something unreadable, a shadow that vanished as quickly as it had appeared. In any case, the promise of opportunity, and the tantalizing prospect of success, eclipsed any lingering doubts.
"Yes," Rita whispered, her voice barely audible over the thrumming of her heartbeat. "I'll do it. I'll audition for Labyrinth."
Tina's smile widened, a triumphant gleam in her eyes. "Excellent choice, Rita. Trust me, this is just the beginning."
As the Aston Martin hummed through the night, Rita clutched the business card like a lifeline, her mind creating visions of the future.

      ***The Aston Martin glided to a smooth stop at the curb, its sleek lines gleaming under the streetlights that cast a pale glow over Rita's apartment complex. Rita felt a little embarassed at how shabby the building looked.
"Well, here we are. I must say, Rita, I'm really looking forward to seeing you at the audition. You have a spark, a raw talent that's just waiting to be discovered."
Rita felt a flush of pride at Tina's words, her earlier ordeal momentarily forgotten in the face of such praise. "Thank you, Tina. For everything. I don't know what I would have done if you hadn't shown up when you did."
Tina waved a hand dismissively, her silver rings catching the light. "Think nothing of it. In this industry, women have to look out for each other. And speaking of looking out for you—" She leaned in closer, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper. "You can return the favor by absolutely nailing that audition. Just do whatever is asked of you. Show us what Rita Martinez is made of."
Rita nodded, a fierce determination kindling in her chest. "I will. I promise. Are there any lines I should memorize beforehand?"
“Don’t worry about it.”
With a final smile and a squeeze of Rita's hand, Tina bid her goodnight. Rita stepped out of the car, the cool night air making goosebumps on her skin as she watched the Aston Martin disappear into the darkness. She stood there for a moment, Tina's business card still clutched in her hand, and realized she was still wearing Tina’s blue suit jacket. She checked the label on the inside pocket and saw the name of the French luxury brand, Hermès. It probably cost thousands of dollars. Startled, she wondered if she should call Tina, but then she thought about it a moment and decided she’d be talking to her the next day anyway, so it could wait until then.
As she climbed the outside stairs to her apartment, Rita couldn’t believe how lucky she was. The evening had taken a turn she never could have predicted, from her lack of success at the pub, to the terror of the attack, to the unexpected lifeline thrown by a woman who seemed to have appeared out of nowhere. She’d been offered an audition that could change her entire life. It all felt surreal.
But this was no dream. The ache in her muscles, the tender spots where bruises would surely bloom, her lost silk shirt and bra—all served as reminders of the very real danger she had faced. And yet, even as the adrenaline faded and the weight of exhaustion settled upon her, Rita couldn't suppress the feeling of excitement that sparkled in her veins.
She paused at her doorstep, the key hovering over the lock as she turned on her third-floor balcony and looked out past the edge of the hill over the sleeping city. Somewhere out there, beyond the glitter and the grime, lay her future. A future that had seemed so distant, so unattainable, but now shimmered with the promise of something more. Whatever challenges lay ahead, whatever obstacles stood in her way, she would face them head-on. She would seize this opportunity with both hands and never let go. Her mind flickered back to the earlier attack, the raw fear she had felt, but just as quickly, she pushed the memory aside. She wasn't one to back down because of a setback. If anything, it only fueled her determination to succeed. And any experience like that was a resource she could draw on for her acting.
With a deep breath and a firm grip on the business card, Rita unlocked her door and stepped into her apartment. The dark interior settled around her, providing a feeling of safety, as if any place could be truly safe. But as she closed the door behind her, Rita knew one thing with unshakable certainty: This was only the beginning.






  
  Chapter four

Madison stepped aboard the luxurious private jet, taking in the opulent surroundings with wide eyes. Plush leather seats beckoned invitingly as a dozen other women filed past, their excited chatter filling the air. This was the first time she had ever gone through such a simple boarding process without long security lines. She had shown up an hour early for the flight at the Million Air private jet terminal at Burbank Airport. She then sat in the empty lounge with a glass of wine until about ten minutes before the flight, when everyone else showed up. Except for a metal detector at the door to the open tarmac, she didn’t have to go through any security procedures. This was the only way she ever wanted to fly now.  
As they boarded, a tall, strikingly handsome flight attendant greeted them with a charming smile in a white short-sleeved uniform with white shoes. "Welcome aboard, ladies. I'm Mateo and I'll be taking care of you on our flight today."
Madison settled into a window seat, sinking into the soft white leather with a contented sigh. She smoothed her short skirt over tanned, toned thighs and adjusted her skimpy black top, making sure everything was in place. Two women took the seats beside her and across from her and introductions were made. "I'm Donna," said the brunette sitting next to her with enviably full, wavy hair and a smoldering gaze. The Latina beauty facing them flashed a dazzling smile. "Rita. Nice to meet you chicas." Then, as Rita crossed her legs and the short skirt of her red minidress rode up toward her hips, Donna was surprised to see that she wasn’t wearing any underwear. Rita winked at Madison and pushed her skirt back down where it belonged.
"I'm Madison," she replied with a friendly grin. "Any idea where we're headed on this big adventure?" 
Donna shrugged and Rita just said, “I guess we’ll find out when we get there.”
When Mateo came by to offer them glasses of chilled champagne, Madison raised an eyebrow at him questioningly. He gave a secretive smile. "Just a private airstrip in the South Pacific, miss. You'll take a boat from there to your final destination. I'm afraid that's all I'm at liberty to say."
Madison pouted playfully but nodded, accepting the crystal flute. A few minutes later, Mateo's rich baritone filled the cabin. "Attention, ladies. I must inform you that all cell phones and electronic devices will now be collected for the duration of your stay. This is a mandatory part of your commitment." 
Murmurs of surprise and unease rippled through the group. Madison felt a flutter of nervousness in her stomach, but also a thrill of excitement. This was really happening. No contact with the outside world, total isolation...who knew what awaited them? 
She reached for her small backpack and began rummaging through it for her phone. Suddenly, a telltale bzzzzt emanated from the bag. Her vibrator had switched on, the faint hum unmistakable. Mortified, Madison scrambled to shut it off, but it was too late. The bag fell over and the small, discreet toy tumbled out onto the floor.
Rita smirked knowingly at Madison while Donna giggled.
Madison felt her face flush, but then broke into a shameless grin. "Hey, a girl's gotta be ready for anything, right?" The women laughed, the awkward moment turning into an instant bonding point.
Mateo did a quick safety briefing, which all of the women enjoyed watching. Madison had never enjoyed a safety briefing so much.
“Cabin prepare for takeoff,” said a deep voice over the intercom.
They all put their seatbelts on. As the plane taxied and gained speed, Donna gripped the armrests, her knuckles white. She reached over and grabbed Madison's hand. "I hate flying," she confessed in a strained whisper.
"No te preocupes," Rita said breezily. "If we crash, it'll be over quick." 
Donna blanched. "I'm not worried about crashing. I'm scared of falling for ages, knowing we're going to die!"
Madison gave Donna's hand a reassuring squeeze. "Well, good thing this sexy hunk Mateo is here to catch us if we fall, huh?" she said with a wink.
Donna quickly finished off her drink, and then drank the rest of Madison’s champagne. She managed a shaky smile as the jet lifted into the air, squeezing Madison’s hand so hard she thought it might break. Soon they were soaring over a carpet of clouds, the world below disappearing as they banked to the south. The three women fell into easy conversation, chatting and laughing like old friends.
Madison leaned back, studying her new companions. Different as they were, she could sense the shared restlessness that had brought them here—that yearning for more, to break free, to chase their dreams however far they might lead. As the sun slipped below the horizon, Madison shivered slightly, Mateo's parting words echoing in her mind. No contact. Total isolation. 
The delicious thrill of the unknown.
Madison's gaze drifted around the cabin as the plane leveled off, taking in the other contestants as they began to stir and move about. A willowy blonde in a slinky dress sauntered past, her hips swaying seductively as she passed Mateo on her way to the buffet. She paused, her eyes meeting Madison's in a silent challenge before moving on with a smirk.
"Looks like the games have already begun," Rita said, her dark eyes glittering with amusement.
Madison nodded as she sized up the competition. A petite redhead with a pixie cut and a mischievous grin. A statuesque brunette with a regal bearing and a calculating gaze. Each woman exuded a unique energy, a blend of ambition, sensuality, and something harder to define—a hint of desperation, perhaps, or a hunger for more.
As the women mingled, the atmosphere crackled with tension, a palpable sense of rivalry simmering beneath the surface. Snippets of conversation floated through the cabin, tales of past triumphs and future aspirations, each woman jockeying for position in the unspoken hierarchy.
Amidst the subtle jostling, Mateo moved through the space like a sleek panther, his presence commanding attention without a word. He paused beside each woman, his smile warm and inviting as he offered drinks and pointed out the buffet.
"Better fuel up, ladies," he advised, his rich baritone sending shivers down Madison's spine. "It's going to be a long flight."
As he neared their group, Madison found herself transfixed by the way his tailored uniform accentuated his toned physique, the snake tattoo on his forearm seeming to writhe beneath his bronzed skin. Up close, his dark eyes were even more mesmerizing, holding a depth that hinted at untold secrets.
"Mateo," Donna purred, her earlier nervousness forgotten as she leaned closer. "I don't suppose you can give us any hints about what's waiting for us on that island?"
Mateo's laugh was rich and smooth, like aged whiskey. "Now, where would be the fun in that?" He winked, his gaze lingering on each of them in turn. "Trust me, ladies. You're in for the adventure of a lifetime."
As he moved on, the women exchanged glances, a sense of excitement and trepidation passing between them. Madison's mind tumbled with possibilities, each more tantalizing than the last. Whatever lay ahead, one thing was certain—with Mateo as their guide, it was bound to be a wild ride.

      ***The cabin lights had dimmed, casting the interior of the jet in a soft, intimate glow. Beyond the windows, the inky darkness of the night sky stretched endlessly, broken only by the occasional flicker of a bright star. Donna reclined in her plush leather seat, legs crossed, her stiletto heels on the floor, her gaze drawn inexorably to Mateo as he moved through the cabin with feline grace. Around her, most of the other women had drifted off to sleep, their faces relaxed and peaceful, but Donna was wide awake, her body humming with a restless energy that had nothing to do with the altitude. She watched as Mateo paused to adjust a blanket over a slumbering contestant, his strong hands gentle and precise, and then sat down in his special seat near the restroom.
As if sensing her scrutiny, he glanced up, his dark eyes locking with hers. Donna felt a jolt of electricity course through her, a primal hunger that ignited every nerve ending. She shifted in her seat, uncrossing and recrossing her long legs, the movement deliberate and sensual, meant to give him a brief glimpse of heaven.
Mateo's gaze followed the motion, lingering on the smooth expanse of her thigh before trailing upwards. Donna held his stare, her lips curving in a provocative smile. She knew the power of her body, the way it could make men weak with desire. And right now, she wanted Mateo with an intensity that bordered on obsession.
Putting her shoes back on and rising from her seat, Donna began to walk down the aisle, each step measured and seductive. As she drew closer to Mateo, she reached for the zipper of her dress, slowly tugging it downward. The fabric parted, revealing inch after inch of flawless brown skin until the garment pooled at her feet, leaving her completely bare.
Mateo's eyes widened. For a moment, he seemed frozen, torn between professionalism and raw desire, but as Donna brushed past him, her naked body grazing his arm, the last of his resistance crumbled.
She paused at the restroom door, glancing back over her shoulder with a smoldering invitation. Then, with a final, teasing smile, she disappeared inside, leaving the door ajar.
Mateo hesitated for only a heartbeat before following. The restroom was bigger than most, but still cramped for two people, and Donna's sensual presence seemed to fill every corner. She reached for him as he shut the door, her hands unbuttoning and sliding beneath his uniform shirt, nails raking over his chest.
"Lock the door," she breathed in his ear, her voice husky with need.
Mateo complied, the latch clicking into place with a sound that seemed to echo in the confined space. Then Donna was on him, her mouth hot and demanding against his, her body molding to the hard planes of his own as she pulled his clothes off.
They moved together in a tangle of limbs, hands grasping and exploring, breath mingling in panting gasps. The air was filled with the scent of arousal, the tiny room a cocoon of steamy heat. Mateo hoisted Donna onto the cold granite counter by the sink, her legs wrapping around his waist as he slid his large cock into the wetness of her welcoming depths. She gasped in pleasure at the sensation. Their coupling was frantic and primal, driven by a desperate hunger that could not be denied. Mateo thrust into Donna with a frenzied rhythm, their breaths mingling in panting gasps. Donna muffled her cries against Mateo's shoulder, her nails scoring his back as she urged him deeper, faster. The pleasure built like a wave, cresting higher and higher until it finally broke, shattering them both into a storm of blissful release.
In the aftermath, they clung to each other, chests heaving, skin slick with sweat, as their breathing began to slow. Donna nuzzled Mateo's neck, tasting the salt of his skin, savoring the waning tremors of her climax. She hoped this was only a tantalizing glimpse of the debauchery that awaited them on the island. She already wanted more.
As Donna met Mateo's eyes, seeing her own desire mirrored in their smoldering depths, Donna knew she would stop at nothing to claim her prize—both on and off the battlefield of this game.

      ***Donna sauntered back to her seat with a grin, sliding in beside Madison and Rita who eyed her knowingly. 
"Well, well, someone looks like the cat who got the cream," Rita said, arching a perfectly sculpted brow. "Or should I say, the flight attendant’s cream?"
Madison giggled, her blue eyes sparkling with mischief. "Spill, girl! We want all the juicy details."
Donna leaned in conspiratorially, her voice a husky whisper. "Let's just say Mateo knows how to navigate more than just the friendly skies. That man has moves that could make a porn star blush."
Their peals of laughter rang out, drawing curious glances from the few other passengers still awake. Donna basked in their attention, relishing the admiration and envy in their gazes. She felt powerful, desirable, ready to take on whatever challenges the island might throw her way.
Rita signaled to Mateo, whose face was red, crooking a finger in a come-hither motion. "Speaking of friendly service, I think we could all use more to drink. Nothing like a little liquid courage before facing the unknown, right ladies?"
Mateo approached with a tray of colorful cocktails, his eyes lingering on Donna as he distributed the drinks. She met his gaze boldly, her tongue darting out to lick the salt from the rim of her margarita in a blatantly suggestive gesture.
As the alcohol flowed and the women's inhibitions loosened, the conversation turned to the upcoming competition. They traded rumors and speculations, piecing together fragments of information gleaned from their invitation and the waiver they'd all hastily skimmed before signing.
"I heard it's going to be like Survivor meets Big Brother, but with way more sex," Madison confided, her words beginning to slur. "Like, challenges and alliances during the day, and then a big old orgy at night."
Rita snorted. "Sounds like my kind of party. I just hope there's enough hot guys to go around. I didn't sign up to be stuck with a bunch of limp-dicked losers."
Donna laughed, but a flicker of apprehension coiled in her gut. She was no stranger to using her body to get what she wanted, but the idea of being at the mercy of some twisted game master's whims made her uneasy. What if the challenges were more than she could handle? What if the other contestants were willing to go further, do more, to win? Donna shook off the doubts, determined to let the buzz of the alcohol drown out her fears.
She reached for another drink, clinking glasses with Madison and Rita in a toast. "To the adventure of a lifetime, ladies. May the best woman win...in more ways than one."

      ***The champagne warmed Madison's insides as she sank deeper into the plush leather seat, her eyelids growing heavier with each passing minute. Donna and Rita's voices seemed to drift farther away, their words blurring together like watercolors bleeding on a canvas.
Madison's head lolled to the side, her cheek pressing against the cool leather so she could gaze out the window. In the darkness outside, she could just make out the ghostly outline of the plane's wing, slicing through the inky clouds like a surfboard on a glassy ocean. The steady hum of the engines was almost soothing, a lullaby ushering her towards the waiting arms of sleep.
Beside her, Donna and Rita were fading too, their laughter softening to gentle murmurs and sighs. The empty glasses on the table in front of them sparkled under the muted cabin lights, a testament to the night's indulgences. As Madison pulled a light blanket over herself and her eyes fluttered closed, a fleeting thought whispered through her mind—a question she couldn't quite grasp, slipping away like smoke on the wind. In any case, it hardly seemed to matter now, not when sleep was beckoning so sweetly, promising respite from the swirling uncertainty in her gut.
She surrendered to the pull of slumber, letting the world fall away until there was nothing but the rhythmic pulse of the engines, the hiss of the air vents overhead, and the soft rise and fall of her own breath. In that liminal space between waking and dreaming, Madison believed that everything would be alright—that whatever challenges awaited her on that distant shore, she'd find a way to conquer them all.

      ***In the dimly lit crew area of the plane, Mateo hunched over a bank of glowing computer screens, his dark eyes flicking from one display to the next. The screens offered a patchwork view of the cabin—women sprawled in various states of sleep, empty glasses and bottles littering the tables, discarded clothing draped over seats.
Mateo's gaze was drawn to three screens in particular, each one focused on the slumbering faces of Madison, Donna, and Rita. He leaned forward, his fingers flying across the keyboard as he typed out a series of cryptic notes:
Subject 1 (Madison): Resilient, resourceful. Potential for leadership. Keep under close observation.
Subject 2 (Donna): Volatile, manipulative. Highly sexual. Exploit weaknesses as needed.
Subject 3 (Rita): Ambitious, competitive. Pride may be a vulnerability. Pit against others to incite conflict.
Mateo was amused as he reviewed his assessment, satisfaction shining in the obsidian depths of his eyes. The women had no idea what awaited them on the island—the challenges they'd face, the secrets they'd uncover, the lengths they'd be driven to just to survive. Mateo knew, and he relished the power that knowledge gave him. Dino would make them dance to his tune, bend them to his will, until they were nothing more than pretty playthings for his amusement..and the amusement of thousands of viewers.
Mateo would take any of them he wanted. The island was his stage, and the women his unwitting puppets—under Dino’s direction, of course. As the plane hurtled through the darkness, carrying his precious cargo ever closer to their destination, Mateo leaned back in his chair and allowed himself a moment of smug satisfaction.
The games were about to begin, and he held all the cards. They'd never even see him coming.






  
  Chapter five

The sleek 350-foot-long super yacht,  Dino’s Office, glided smoothly into the clear waters of the secluded cove, its white hull gleaming in the tropical sun. On deck, Donna, Rita and Madison stood together, their faces a mix of excitement and apprehension as they gazed at the island's lush green hills rising above pristine white sand beaches dotted with palm tress. 
As the yacht anchored in the deep cove, the women made their way down the gangplank in their high heels, the warm breeze caressing their skin and carrying the heady scent of exotic blooms. Donna lifted her sunglasses, dark eyes widening as she took in the postcard-perfect scene before her. This opportunity, whatever it entailed, could finally be her big break.
"Hello, ladies! Welcome to paradise." A tall blonde approached them, her crisp English accent pleasant yet impersonal. She wore a fitted white miniskirt, white sandals, and a small, lacy white top that her breasts were trying to escape from. "I'm Bethany Whittington, Mr. Terranova's assistant. We're so glad to have you."
Bethany handed them each a glossy gift bag, her perfectly manicured nails flashing in the sun. "These are for you. Custom bikinis and heels, handpicked by Mr. Terranova to make sure you look your absolute best for the camera. The heels can be a bit tricky on sand, but that’s show biz, right? Don't worry, you'll have plenty of chances to go barefoot, too."
"Custom bikinis, huh?" Rita arched a perfectly shaped brow as she peered into her bag, pulling out a skimpy scarlet number that looked like a piece of string. "Guess they really want to see what they're working with."
Madison giggled, any nervousness fading as she held up a tiny hot pink triangle top to her chest. "Hey, if you've got it, flaunt it, right? When in Rome!"
Donna frowned slightly as she studied the bag in her hand. Bethany's words echoed in her mind. Look your absolute best for the camera—something about it set her on edge, an uneasy prickle beneath her skin. 
As they followed Bethany up the beach, their feet sinking into the warm, pristine white sand, the island's opulence unfolded before them like a dream. Lush, tropical foliage bordered the path, the air filled with the scent of exotic blooms and the distant crash of waves. 
Bethany's tone shifted, her crisp English accent taking on a subtle edge as she glanced back over her shoulder. "I should mention, ladies, that you'll be under constant surveillance during your stay. Hidden cameras with microphones, drones—they'll be capturing everything you say and do and recording it, so keep that in mind." Her blue eyes met each of theirs in turn, a silent warning in their depths. “Not everything gets captured by the production crew, but it’s all going to get edited together in the end.”
Donna's stomach tightened. Constant surveillance? She wasn’t sure she liked the idea of constant observation, the weight of unseen eyes already pressing down on her. She exchanged a glance with Madison and Rita, seeing her own unease mirrored in their faces.
Before Donna could dwell on it further, movement caught her eye. A tall, muscular man descended the wooden steps of a raised platform, about eight feet tall, that three workmen were building, his presence commanding, magnetic. Dino Terranova. He stood waiting for them at the base of the steps, exuding an air of relaxed authority in his Hawaiian shirt, sunglasses, and swim trunks. 
Donna's breath caught as they approached, her eyes drawn to his strong, handsome features and the thick, graying hair that lent him an air of distinction. She knew he was at least sixty-five, but he looked twenty years younger with the shape of an amateur bodybuilder and a handsome, leading-man face with a goatee beard. He was older, yes, but there was no denying the charisma that rolled off him in waves, the way he seemed to dominate the space around him. Any casting director could get him parts as a powerful CEO, billionaire businessman, senator, or film director.
Madison whispered low enough so that only the other two women could hear, "Damn, he's even hotter in person." Rita hummed in agreement, her gaze raking over Dino's athletic build with open appreciation.
Donna couldn't shake the tension that coiled within her, the sense that there was more to Dino Terranova than met the eye. She watched as Bethany stepped back, deferring to her boss with a subtle nod, and wondered just what they had gotten themselves into.
As they neared, Dino Terranova's brown eyes sparkled with a confident, charismatic gleam. "Ladies, it's such a pleasure to meet you all." His voice was smooth, inviting, seeming to caress each of them individually as he spoke. "I'm Dino." He extended his hand, first to Rita, who held it for much too long, then Madison, before finally turning to Donna.
Donna's heart pounded as she shook his firm, calloused hand. His grip lingered a moment, his gaze flickering between her and the other women. "I must say, I was very impressed with your auditions. You three have something special, something I believe the camera is going to love."
Donna couldn't help but smile at the flattery as Dino's charm worked its way into her bones. Beside her, she noticed Madison and Rita were equally captivated, their initial apprehensions seemingly forgotten in the glow of his attention. As she had learned, it was common for powerful men in Hollywood to say things like that to young women they wanted to sleep with, but something about the way Dino said it seemed much more believable. She felt like she could trust him.
"Thank you," Rita purred, flicking her hair over her shoulder. "We're honored to be here."
Dino gave them a disarming smile. "I'm glad to hear that. Now, I'm sure you're all dying to freshen up after your long journey. Go ahead and get settled in, change into your costumes, then report to hair and makeup. The cameras will start gathering footage at lunch today, then we'll be starting our real work bright and early tomorrow morning. I know you’ve been told this show is something like Survivor and Big Brother, but we’re going to have more viewers than both of them because we’re going to emphasize the eye candy. You’ll need to look your best at all times. Now, Bethany here will show you to your rooms. 
As Dino Terranova turned to rejoin his entourage, Donna couldn't help but steal one last glance at his muscular back. There was something about the man, an air of power and experience that was as intoxicating as it was unnerving.
"This way, ladies," Bethany said, her crisp accent cutting through Donna's thoughts. "Your quarters are this way."
They followed Bethany up a sandy path, their shoes sinking into the warm sand with each step. The lush green jungle of the island unfolded around them, the towering palms and fragrant flowers giving way to a massive modern home made of concrete and glass. Perched on a hill that looked out over the cove and the ocean, the house itself seemed to loom over them, a testament to the wealth and excess that awaited within its walls.
"You'll be staying here for the duration of your visit," Bethany explained, her tone matter-of-fact. "We've spared no expense in making sure you' ll have everything you need."
As they continued up the path, mesmerized by the modern concrete home with massive walls of floor-to-ceiling glass, a wiry man in his thirties with collar-length brown hair watched them pass by without saying anything. He was standing behind a pile of rocks, watching with binoculars when they approached, licking his lips and breathing a little fast as he stroked himself, and after they passed he looked around and stepped out into the path behind them for a better look, silently daring them to turn around and look at him.
It was Jordan Terranova. And he was naked.






  
  Chapter six

Donna stood transfixed, her eyes drinking in the opulence of the contemporary villa. Fifteen-foot waterfalls cascaded down stone walls, their gentle rush a soothing counterpoint to the beating of her heart. Lush plants spilled from oversized pots and raised beds, a mixture of verdant leaves and enormous bright flowers. Art adorned every wall that wasn’t glass—abstract paintings in bold colors, sculptures of twisting metal and gleaming stone. Dramatic uplights and downlights were everywhere to make colors and textures pop for the eye. 
Beside her, Madison and Rita were silent, their eyes wide. Madison tilted her head, taking it all in with a surfer's laid-back curiosity, but Rita seemed uneasy, her gaze darting around like a cornered animal seeking escape. Donna smiled inwardly. Rita's wariness would be her weakness in the game ahead.
"This is unbelievable," Donna breathed, letting awe color her tone. She spun in a slow circle, her arms outstretched. "Have you ever seen anything so beautiful?"
"It's something else, that's for sure," Madison murmured. She ran a hand over the back of a plush sofa. "Hard to believe we get to stay here."
Rita said nothing. Donna could practically feel the other woman's mind working, trying to unravel the villa's secrets. 
"Well, I don't know about you two, but I need to get out of these clothes and into something more...comfortable." Donna flashed them a wicked grin and sauntered down the hallway to find her assigned room, adding an extra sway to her hips. She knew every camera would be fixated on the curve of her ass.
The bedroom was a revelation. An entire wall of floor-to-ceiling windows looked out over the crashing ocean fifty feet below the cliff edge, the water sparkling like diamonds in the afternoon sun. Donna crossed to the glass and pressed her palms flat against it, feeling the warmth seep into her skin. Her own reflection gazed back at her—full lips curved in a secret smile, dark eyes alight with the thrill of possibility. This was her chance. Her moment to grab the success she'd always hungered for and shake off the shackles of her past. 
Slowly, sensuously, Donna unzipped her dress and let it slither to the floor. She stepped out of it, kicking the fabric aside. From her bag, she pulled out a yellow bikini top the size of two Band-Aids tied with string, and shimmied into the bottoms, baring acres of her brown skin. It was at moments like this that she exercised hard to keep her body looking good. The tiny scraps of fabric only emphasized her dangerous curves, her full breasts straining against the two triangular pieces of her top, and she had to adjust one to keep her nipple hidden. 
Donna turned back to the window, glorying in her own seductive image. She would give the cameras a show they'd never forget. And she would win this game, no matter what it cost her. Fame and fortune—that’s what it was all about. Reaching into her bag again, Donna pulled out a pair of towering stilettos and slipped them onto her feet.
Now she was ready. Ready to face whatever challenges lay ahead and claw her way to the top. Donna Fiero was no man's prey. She was a predator.
With one last approving glance at her reflection, Donna turned on her heel and strode out to meet her destiny.

      ***After only a brief visit to her room to change into her bikini, Madison wandered away from the villa, her bare feet sinking into the warm sand as she followed the siren call of the waves. The ocean had always been her sanctuary, the one place she could find peace amidst the chaos of her life. She'd spent countless hours riding the swells, honing her skills until surfing became as natural as breathing.
Today was different. Today, even the familiar rush of excitement as she neared the shore couldn't quell the unease churning in her gut. Something about this whole setup felt off, like a riptide lurking beneath the surface, ready to drag her under. Madison shook her head, trying to dislodge the nagging doubts. She was here to win, damn it. To prove to herself and everyone else that she was more than just a pretty face in a bikini. She had the skills, the drive, the sheer fucking determination to come out on top.
Reaching the water's edge, Madison paused to adjust her tiny bikini top, making sure her ample assets were contained. The last thing she needed was a wardrobe malfunction on camera. On the other hand, maybe that was what they wanted. She glanced down at the stilettos dangling from her fingers and laughed softly.
"Guess these won't be much use out here," she muttered, tossing the heels onto the sand behind her.
With a deep breath, Madison strode into the surf, relishing the cool caress of the water against her sun-kissed skin. She dove beneath an incoming wave, letting the ocean's energy flow through her, washing away her doubts and fears.
When she surfaced, Madison felt renewed, ready to take on whatever challenges lay ahead. She might not trust the sleek veneer of this competition, but she trusted herself—her strength, her skills, her unbreakable spirit.
Game on, bitches, she thought with a fierce grin. Madison West is here to play.

      ***Rita prowled through the villa, her dark eyes scanning every inch of the opulent interior. She'd grown up in a world where nothing was as it seemed, where danger lurked behind every corner, and she'd learned early on to trust her instincts.
Right now, her instincts were screaming that something was very, very wrong.
As she moved from room to room, Rita's keen gaze caught the telltale glint of hidden cameras, their lenses winking at her from the shadows. She'd expected to be watched, of course—this was a reality show, after all—but the sheer number of cameras, their placement in even the most intimate of spaces, made her shudder.
What the fuck have I gotten myself into? she wondered, her fingers clenching into fists at her sides.
Her bedroom had her name on a small placard next to the door, which was unlocked. When she entered and saw the view of the ocean beyond the floor-to-ceiling windows, she was impressed, but it also occurred to her that cameras outside the window at night when the light was on inside would have a great view of whatever she was doing because there were no blinds or curtains. However, even as the thought crossed her mind, Rita felt a flicker of excitement beneath the trepidation. She'd always been a survivor, a fighter, and this was just another challenge to be conquered—potentially a very valuable challenge. If the producers wanted to play dirty, well, two could play at that game.
Slowly, deliberately, Rita took off her clothes and let them fall to the floor, baring her lush curves to the watchful eyes of the cameras. She moved to the window, her hips swaying seductively as she began to stretch, her toned body glistening in the warm sunlight.
As she flowed through a series of naked yoga poses, Rita made sure to angle herself just so, giving the cameras a tantalizing glimpse of her generous breasts, the curve of her ass. She could almost feel the lenses zooming in, hungry for more.
Let them look, she thought fiercely. Let them all see what they're up against.
Rita finished her routine and sauntered over to the bed, her gaze flicking to the tiny cameras mounted on the ceiling and on the wall above. She figured there were more on the other walls near the bed, but she didn’t want to make it obvious that she was aware of them. With a wicked smile, she crawled onto the mattress, her movements slow and sensual.
Lying back against the pillows, Rita trailed her fingers over her breasts, teasing the sensitive flesh until her nipples hardened into aching peaks. She pinched and tugged at the rosy buds, her back arching off the bed as pleasure coursed through her.
Lower and lower her hand drifted, sliding down her tummy to find the slick heat of her sex. Rita's eyes fluttered closed as she began to stroke herself, her hips rocking in a primal rhythm as she chased her release. She couldn't deny the thrill of being watched, of knowing that all those cameras were capturing every intimate moment. Her fingers danced over her clit, circling and teasing before plunging deep into her wet heat. Her other fingers pinched and pulled at her nipple. She moaned softly, imagining the viewers at home getting turned on by her solo show. It was a heady feeling, a feeling of power, and she reveled in it, pushing herself closer and closer to the edge. She imagined the faceless viewers behind the cameras, their eyes glued to the screen as they watched her pleasure herself. The thought only fueled her desire, and Rita quickened her pace, her fingers alternately flying over her clit and plunging inside as she she hurtled towards the abyss.
With a breathless cry, Rita’s whole body tensed as her nerves all lit up like a Christmas tree, shuddering with the force of her climax. She lay there for a long moment, chest heaving, with a satisfied smile.
Let that be a warning, she thought, licking her dry lips as her gaze brushed past the overhead cameras once more. Rita Martinez was not to be underestimated.
Game on, indeed.

      ***The salty ocean breeze wafted through the spacious covered patio, playfully tousling the women's hair as they gathered around the lavish buffet. Platters of colorful fruits, fresh salads, and decadent desserts created an enticing display, yet the tension in the air was palpable. 
Donna sipped her chilled sauvignon blanc, her eyes scanning the crowd with calculated interest. There appeared to be twenty contestants, and she’d heard talk of breaking them into teams. She noticed Madison and Rita chatting by the bar, their bikini-clad bodies drawing appreciative and envious glances from the other contestants, but it was the two leggy blondes, Chloe and Stephanie, who immediately caught her attention.
"Can you believe they let just anyone in here?" Chloe's haughty voice carried across the patio as she nudged Stephanie. "I mean, really, a washed-up soap star? And that Latina girl with the hair looks like she belongs on a street corner, not a reality show."
Stephanie snickered, her perfectly glossed lips curling into a sneer. "Totally. We'll crush them on the volleyball court."
Donna bristled at their words, her grip tightening on the stem of her wine glass. She'd dealt with mean girls like them throughout her career—entitled, spoiled princesses who thought they could bulldoze their way to the top—but Donna knew how to play the game. She'd make sure Chloe and Stephanie underestimated her, right up until the moment she destroyed them.
As if sensing her gaze, Rita glanced over, her dark eyes meeting Donna's in a moment of shared understanding. They were all competitors here, but that didn't mean they couldn't forge alliances, and she really liked both Rita and Madison. Donna raised her glass subtly in Rita's direction before taking a long, deliberate sip.
The clinking of silverware against crystal drew everyone's attention to the head table, where Dino Terranova stood, his presence commanding the space. "Ladies," he began, his baritone voice smooth and confident, "we’ve got a surprise for you. We’ve set up a practice challenge. Today's volleyball tournament will give me a chance to evaluate your...assets."
The women responded with scattered laughter and sounds of surprise.
His gaze raked over the assembled women, lingering on some of them more than others. Donna felt herself shiver, a feeling that was equal parts anticipation and wariness. Dino was a powerful man, and powerful men always had agendas.
Excited murmurs rippled through the crowd as the women began to speculate about the upcoming game. Donna overheard snippets of conversation—strategies being discussed, casual bets being placed on which team members would come out on top. 
"Maybe I shouldn't have had that third banana daiquiri," Madison whispered to Rita, giggling as she swayed slightly on her stilettos. "The court might start spinning."
Rita steadied her with a hand on her elbow and gave her a little smile. "Just focus on the ball, chica. And if you face-plant, make sure you do it ass-up. Give the cameras a good show."
Donna hid a smirk behind her wine glass. Rita was smarter than people gave her credit for. They all were, in their own ways. As the contestants began to drift towards the volleyball court, the sun-warmed sand beckoning, Donna couldn't shake the feeling that this was just the opening serve in a much bigger game—one where the stakes were higher than any of them yet realized.
She was ready for the challenge.

      ***The salty sea breeze caressed Donna's skin as she stepped onto the sandy beach, her bare feet sinking into the soft grains with each confident stride. Standing in the sun, she was already starting to sweat. Around her, the other contestants gathered, their skimpy bikinis leaving little to the imagination, and she noticed how the guys in the film crew were ogling them as they finished setting up their cameras, lights, and reflectors. Donna was more focused on the weight of the women’s gazes, sizing her up, trying to gauge her strengths and weaknesses. She met their stares with a cool, unwavering confidence, along with a subtle, provocative smile.
Bethany appeared, her lithe figure barely covered by a sheer white sarong. In her hands, she carried a collection of gold waist chains, each adorned with either a red or blue streamer. With deliberate movements, she approached Donna, Madison, and Rita, handing them chains with blue streamers.
"You three are on the Blue Team with Crystal, Tina, and Chantel," Bethany announced, her voice carrying over the gentle crash of waves as she gestured at three more women standing together. "You’ll just play one set, so it should take about thirty minutes. How well you play doesn’t really matter—you just need to look good doing it. Work together, play hard, and give our audience a show they won't forget." Then she winked and walked away.
Rita leaned closer to Donna and Madison, her voice low and tinged with uncertainty. "I have to confess, I don't really know the rules of volleyball."
Madison gave her a reassuring grin. "Don't worry, chica. I've got you. Just stick close to me, and I'll guide you through it." She gestured for them to follow her toward the other three women. “Keep your hands together, don’t let the ball hit the ground on our side, and hit it back over the net to their side. For the rest, you can just watch what I do.”
They had a quick huddle and introduced themselves to Crystal, Tina, and Chantel, none of whom looked particularly athletic, although they did look sexy in their bikinis. Donna could see why they’d been cast for the show. After a quick discussion of strategy, they chose Madison as their Blue Team leader and walked to their side of the volleyball court.
From across the sandy court, Chloe and Stephanie, their red streamers fluttering in the breeze, eyed the Blue Team with undisguised disdain. "Look at them," Chloe sneered, her voice dripping with sarcasm. "The ditzy surfer, the wannabe actress, and the Latina bombshell. This is going to be easier than I thought."
Donna bristled at the insult, her competitive nature flaring to life. She exchanged a determined glance with her teammates, a silent pact forming between them. They would show these entitled rich girls what they were made of.
The referee did the coin toss, and Chloe got to serve first for the Red Team.
As the game began, the physicality of the sport took center stage. Bodies glistened with sweat under the relentless sun, hair blowing in the breeze, muscles flexing as the women jumped and dove for the ball. The cameras captured every sensual movement, every bounce and jiggle of barely-contained breasts threatening to spill out of too-small bikini tops.
Donna felt the exhilaration of the game coursing through her veins, her focus laser-sharp as she spiked the ball over the net. Beside her, Madison's wild blond hair whipped around her face as she jumped to block a shot, her toned legs propelling her high into the air. Rita, despite her inexperience, moved with a natural grace, her curvaceous body twisting and contorting as she quickly understood the rules and dove for the ball.
The Red Team was relentless, their aggressive playing style keeping the Blue Team on the defensive. Chloe and Stephanie seemed to take a perverse pleasure in targeting Donna, their spikes hitting the sand just out of her reach, their taunts ringing in her ears.
"Come on, Blue Team!" Madison rallied, her voice breathless with exertion. "We've got this!"
As if on cue, Donna's bikini top slipped as she jumped for the ball, her ample breasts spilling free. She quickly readjusted, a laugh bubbling up from her throat. "The audience is definitely going to love that," she said, winking at Madison.
“You should get two points for that,” Rita said, smiling as she gasped for air.
The game continued, a battle of wills and bodies, sweat and sand. When Chloe's own top fell away, exposing her pert breasts to the hungry lenses of the cameras, she simply shrugged it off, tossing the scrap of fabric aside with a defiant toss of her head. Not to be outdone, she shimmied out of her bikini bottom as well, ready to play the rest of the game completely nude. The other Red Team members cheered and whistled, their applause a raucous soundtrack to the unfolding spectacle. Donna exchanged glances with Madison and Rita, a mix of amusement and exasperation in their eyes. They were in this together, come what may.

      ***In the dimly lit observation booth, Dino Terranova's eyes darted from one monitor to the next, and then to the window, his analytical gaze dissecting every movement, every gesture of the contestants below. His fingers flew across the keyboard of his laptop, notes and observations filling the screen in rapid succession. Beside him, Mateo Lopez Serrano and Bethany Whittington sat in rapt attention, their own gazes fixed on the unfolding spectacle.
"Donna's got potential," Dino murmured, his voice low and contemplative. "She's confident, knows how to work the cameras."
Mateo nodded, leaning forward in his chair. "She was a real firecracker on the plane. Flirtatious, engaging. The audience will eat her up."
"And Madison," Dino continued, his eyes narrowing as he watched the athletic blonde dive for the ball. "She's got that wholesome, girl-next-door vibe, but there's a competitive streak there, too. Interesting contrast."
"Rita's the wild card," Mateo chimed in, his gaze shifting to the brunette. "Quiet and sultry, but there's something simmering beneath the surface. She could surprise us all."
Dino grunted in agreement, his attention momentarily captured by Chloe's brazen display of nudity. "Now that's what I'm talking about," he chuckled, a wicked gleam in his eye. "She wants to win, and she’s not afraid to push the boundaries. The investors will love that, and she could win the popular audience vote that way."
“That’s one way to do it,” Mateo said, “but it might be too easy. The others will pick up on it.”
Dino leaned back in his chair, his gaze sweeping across the monitors once more. "They're getting impatient, you know. The investors. They want a show, and they want it now."
Mateo and Bethany exchanged a glance, a flicker of unease passing between them. They knew all too well the pressure Dino was under, the expectations he had to meet.
"We'll give them a show," Bethany assured him, her crisp English accent cutting through the tension. "With this group, it's only a matter of time before things start to heat up."
Dino nodded, still watching the action on the monitors. “And we'll be there to capture every delicious moment of it. I’m going to move up the first challenge to tonight, after they’ve had a few drinks at dinner."
“That’s quick,” Mateo said. “Maybe tomorrow—”
“We’ll be ready,” Bethany interrupted. “I’ll let the crew know.”

      ***After the volleyball game wound to a close, Jordan Terranova made his way down to the beach, his long hair tied back in a sleek ponytail. He cut a striking figure in his black shorts and unbuttoned royal blue shirt, his Gucci loafers sinking into the sand with each step. He wore three gold rings studded with diamonds on his right hand. His gaze landed on Rita, who was guzzling water and toweling off her sweat-slicked skin. With a charming smile, he sauntered over to her, his eyes raking appreciatively over her curves.
"Quite the performance out there," he said, his voice smooth as silk. "I'm impressed."
Rita glanced up at him, a flicker of surprise in her eyes. She felt her face get hot from his flattery, her body responding instinctively to his attractiveness and proximity. "Thanks," she said, her tone guarded. "It was a tough game, especially since I’d never played it before."
Jordan chuckled, the sound low and intimate. "Really? You could have fooled me. But you held your own out there. I have a feeling you're full of surprises."
He reached out, his fingers grazing the soft skin of her arm. Rita shivered, her pulse quickening at his bold touch. She knew she should walk away and put some distance between them, but there was a magnetism to Jordan, a pull that she couldn't quite resist.
"I'm Jordan Terranova, by the way," he said with a smile. "I have a feeling we're going to get to know each other very well."
Dino’s son? Rita swallowed hard, her mouth suddenly dry. She could feel his intense gaze on her, the unspoken expectation in his words. Even as every instinct told her to be cautious, to keep her guard up, she couldn't deny the thrill of excitement she felt. Maybe she could gain an advantage over the other contestants.
The volleyball game was over, but something told her that the real competition was just starting.
Jordan led Rita away from the volleyball court, his hand resting possessively on the small of her back, guiding her down the path away from the rest of the women. She could feel the heat of his touch through the thin fabric of her bikini, a searing reminder of his presence. The sand shifted beneath her feet as they walked, each step an effort in the uneven terrain, but at least she wasn’t wearing her stilettos, which she carried in one hand.
"Let me show you around," Jordan said. "There's so much more to this island than meets the eye."
Rita hesitated, glancing back at the other contestants still milling around the court. Donna caught her eye, a silent question in her gaze, but Rita just shook her head slightly. She had to play this game her own way, even if it meant taking risks.
As they wandered down the beach, Jordan's charm was on full display. He pointed out the lush vegetation, the crystal-clear waters, the distant mountains that seemed to rise out of the sea. He talked about the original billionaire who had bought the island and built the house as a remote retreat against possible nuclear war, noting that it even had its own underground bunker—a vast space they had incorporated into their Labyrinth. Yet there was something else beneath the surface, a hint of danger that Rita couldn't quite put her finger on.
"You know, this island has other secrets as well," Jordan said, his lips brushing against her ear. "Secrets buried beneath the sand."
Rita shivered despite his hot breath. She stumbled on the uneven ground, still shaky from her exertions during the volleyball game. "Secrets?" she asked, trying to keep her voice steady. "What kind of secrets?"
Jordan just smiled, his eyes glinting with a hint of malice. "Oh, you'll see. My father would kill me if I said too much. This island has a way of revealing the truth, whether you want it to or not."
He paused, his gaze sweeping over her body in a way that made her feel exposed, vulnerable. "And speaking of revealing...you might want to be careful. There are cameras everywhere, watching your every move."
Rita felt a sudden wave of unease washing over her. She had known about the cameras, of course—it was part of the deal when she signed up for the show. Yet the way Jordan said it with the warning in his voice, she felt like she was being watched in a whole new way.
"I know about the cameras," she said, trying to sound nonchalant as she looked out at the ocean. "I spotted them in my room earlier."
Jordan raised an eyebrow, a flicker of surprise crossing his face. "Did you now? And you're okay with that?"
Rita shrugged, a defiant tilt to her chin. "I don't mind. I know what I signed up for."
Even as she said the words, she couldn't shake the feeling that she was in over her head. That there were forces at play here that she couldn't even begin to understand.
Jordan just nodded, a slow smile spreading across his face as he ran his hand over her long hair. "Good. Very good. Because the cameras are just the beginning. And if you want to make it in this game, you're going to have to use everything you have."
His words hung in the air between them, a challenge and a promise all in one. As they walked on, the sun sinking lower in the sky, Rita couldn't shake the feeling that she was walking into the unknown, with no idea what lay ahead.

      ***Back at the villa's bar, Donna and Madison were deep in conversation, their drinks forgotten on the table between them. The air smelled like sunscreen and sweat mixed with jasmine. Most of the women were now splashing around in the pool or sunbathing next to it.
"I can't believe how intense that game was," Donna said, shaking her head. "I thought Chloe and Stephanie were going to kill us out there."
Madison nodded, taking a sip of her cocktail. "They're definitely going to be tough competitors. We're going to have to bring our A-game if we want to stand a chance."
Donna sighed, leaning back in her chair. She couldn't shake the feeling of unease that had settled over her. She glanced around the bar, taking in the other contestants scattered around the room in pairs and small groups. Everyone seemed to be sizing each other up, trying to gauge who was a threat and who was an ally.
"Do you ever feel like we're in over our heads?" she asked, her voice low. "Like we have no idea what we've gotten ourselves into?"
Madison was quiet for a moment, her gaze distant. "All the time," she admitted. "But we can't let that stop us. We've worked too hard to get here, and we have to take this seriously. Take no prisoners."
Donna nodded, a sense of determination settling over her. Madison was right—they had to stay focused, had to keep their eyes on the prize. "I just hope we can trust each other," she said softly, meeting Madison's gaze. "I have a feeling we're going to need all the allies we can get."
Madison reached out, squeezing Donna's hand. "We can," she said firmly. "We're in this together, no matter what happens."
As they sat there, Donna felt a flicker of hope amid the uncertainty. If there was one thing she knew, it was that in a game like this, the bonds of friendship could be the only thing that kept you afloat.
A sharp clap interrupted their conversation, causing Donna and Madison to turn their heads in unison. Bethany stood near the bar with an enigmatic smile. "Ladies, I hope you're enjoying your time together, but we have a special event planned, and it’s a chance to really showcase your talents and catch Dino's eye. If you'll follow me, we have a little surprise waiting for you."
As the group of women followed Bethany, talking quietly to each other as their heels tapped against the marble floor, Donna glanced at Madison, seeing her own uncertainty reflected in her friend's eyes. Rita joined them, her face an inscrutable mask, but Donna could see the tension in her body.
Bethany led them into a spacious room, the walls lined with mirrors and brightly lit vanities. Makeup artists and hairstylists bustled about, their tools gleaming under the lights. "Take a seat, ladies," Bethany instructed. "It's time to get you ready for your big debut."
As the women settled into the chairs, the stylists descending on them in a flurry of brushes and hairspray, Donna felt anxious. This was it, the moment they had all been waiting for. The chance to prove themselves, to show Dino and the world what they were capable of. However, as the minutes ticked by, as her hair was twisted and teased, as her face and body were painted and polished, Donna couldn't help but wonder what criteria she was being judged on. This was a reality show, so she understood there wouldn’t be any scripts, but it seemed like there ought to be more direction before they were thrown to the wolves.
An hour later, after they put on the red or blue tight-fitting minidresses they had been issued once their hair and faces were finished, they were ready. Bethany led them down a dimly lit hallway to a massive wooden door that looked like it belonged in a medieval castle. Beside her, Madison and Rita looked stunning, their hair and makeup transforming them into visions of glamour and allure, but beneath the surface, Donna could sense their unease that they were all competing for the same prize, but it also looked like they were going to be split into blue and red teams once again.
As they stopped before the door, Bethany turned to face them with an earnest expression. "Beyond this door lies your future," she said, her voice low and enticing. "Are you ready to seize it?"
Donna swallowed hard, her mouth suddenly dry. She looked at Madison and Rita, saw the determination in their eyes, the hunger for success. "We're ready," she said with the rest of the group. 
Bethany pushed open the door, and as the light spilled out into the hallway, Donna stepped forward with the other women, ready to embrace whatever fate had in store.






  
  Chapter seven

It wasn’t what Donna had expected. 
They were in a large arena with a black ceiling and rows of seats circling the high wall that separated the sandy arena floor from the audience area. Four camera crews were perched above the ten-foot wall and a variety of stationary cameras were mounted in strategic locations. Two more camera crews circled them like sharks, capturing every anxious smile and sultry pose. The arena lights glared down on the twenty women assembled in their tight minidresses and stiletto heels, bodies taut with nervous energy. Donna shifted her weight, red nails digging into her hips as she surveyed the sprawling obstacle course before them—rope nets hanging from horizontal poles formed the first barrier, followed by balance beams over a pit, towering climbing poles, and a glistening pond. On an island in the center of the pond about thirty feet in, ten-foot-tall wood ladders led to small platforms where six wooden thrones taunted them from their perches.
"Dude, where's the audience?" Madison asked, blue eyes wide. "I thought there'd be, like, screaming fans and stuff."
Donna glanced up at the empty seats. "They'll probably add them in later, digitally. Cheaper that way."
Rita shook her dark mane of hair, brows knitted. "I don't like this. Feels like they want us to be gladiators or something."
"Maybe you’re too weak for this challenge, little girl," Chloe sneered as she sauntered by, red sequined dress hugging her perfect curves. Jacinda snickered behind her.
Madison and Donna exchanged an eye roll. 
Dino’s booming voice suddenly filled the arena. "Welcome to your first challenge, ladies! Before you lies the path to safety and luxury. The first six to reach the Chairs of Safety will be granted lavish rewards tonight!"
Excitement rippled through the group, intermingled with anxiety as they eyed the daunting course. Donna bit her lip, calculating. Those chairs looked miles away.
"Of course, only the strong and clever will make it there. No rules, no limits. Anything goes," Dino continued. "Collaborate or fight each other, it’s up to you, but only six can survive. May the best women win!"
Stephanie sidled up to Donna with a predatory smirk. "I'm coming for you out there, princess. Gonna rip that pretty dress right off you for the cameras, and then I’m pulling your hair out." She snapped the thin strap on Donna's shoulder.
Donna laughed huskily, not breaking eye contact. "At least buy me dinner first if you want to get me naked that badly, honey." Her tongue darted out to wet her crimson lips.
Stephanie's eyes flashed and she opened her mouth to retort, but a big spotlight suddenly illuminated the huddled group of women. The stage was set. Donna took a deep breath, adrenaline already charging her muscles as she eyed the competition. Time to give the viewers a show they'd never forget.
"Action!" Dino's command boomed across the arena.
For a heartbeat, the women stood frozen, eyeing each other warily. Then Chloe surged forward, her long legs eating up the sand, and the spell shattered. Stephanie and Jacinda sprinted after her, jostling for position.
Like a dam breaking, the rest of the women burst into motion. Seeing the other women stumble in their high heels, Donna kicked off her shoes and charged ahead, Madison right behind her. Rita muttered a prayer under her breath as she ran after them—for now, at least, they would help each other.
The recorded sounds of a roaring crowd swelled, urging them on. Donna slowed as she neared the first obstacle, a looming rope net that had to be thirty feet high or more. Gritting her teeth, she leapt up and scrabbled for purchase, the rough fibers biting into her palms.
All around her, bodies strained and heaved. Chloe reached the top first and discovered the broken glass glued to the top beam by cutting her hand on it. She paused a moment, looking down as Stephanie caught up to her, then told Stephanie to hold still while she tore off a long strip of Stephanie’s skirt. She wrapped her hands and wrists with the fabric and carefully climbed over the glass on the beam, then gave the fabric to Stephanie so she could do the same. Chloe then scurried halfway down the other side of the net before jumping off to land cat-like on the sand. Stephanie and Jacinda weren't far behind.
Grunting with effort, Donna hauled herself higher, one hand over the other. Sweat trickled between her breasts. She had watched Chloe use a section of Stephanie’s dress to get over the top, so she was planning on ripping off a section of her own skirt to do the same. Then a piercing scream ripped through the air. Just below her, two women grappled viciously on the swaying net, nails raking skin, hair flying, until they fell. With a sickening crunch, they crashed to the ground and lay still, their limbs tangled together at odd angles.
"Jesus," Donna breathed. She started to climb down to help, but Madison was beside her now and seized her wrist.
"No time!" Madison shouted, desperation edging her voice. "We have to keep going!"
Donna hesitated a split second longer, torn. Her fingers flexed helplessly on the ropes, but Madison was right. Donna swallowed hard and wrenched herself away, scaling the last few feet, ripping off a length of her dress to protect her hands and wrists, and slowly edging over the top, yelping as a sharp edge sliced her exposed thigh. Then she was over the top and down the other side, pushing on and refusing to look back. Madison matched her stride for stride into the next phase of the hellish race.
Chloe’s eyes were fixed on the next obstacle looming ahead: five parallel balance beams stretched over a gaping pit. Chloe raced across, followed more slowly by Jacinda and Stephanie. The beams shuddered as three more women clambered on and started across. Jacinda and Stephanie positioned themselves at the far end of the beams, sneering at the women coming toward them.
Donna hopped up on the beam farthest from Stephanie and Jacinda, who were focused on the first women getting across. Donna focused on placing one foot carefully in front of the other. The pit yawned beneath her, promising pain or maybe broken bones if she fell. Taunting laughter rang out and Donna glanced up to see Jacinda shoving a brunette off one of the beams, sending her pinwheeling into the void with a shriek.
Moving ahead on the beam next to Donna, Madison teetered precariously as Stephanie stepped up on the end of the beam and shoved her chest. "Oops!" Stephanie giggled, her eyes full of malice. "Better watch your step, sweetie."
Madison windmilled frantically, then righted herself and charged forward, slamming into Stephanie hard enough to knock her down so she could get off the beam and run past her. 
Donna saw her chance. Lunging forward, she shouldered roughly past Jacinda, knocking her off-balance. "Hey!" Jacinda squawked indignantly, but Donna was already racing away, catching up to Madison. Ahead of them, Chloe had reached the first and lowest of the upright poles, which looked like a telephone pole buried upright in the sand. Donna watched Chloe grab a slim balancing pole that was about ten feet long and hold it as she pulled herself up to the flat top of the shortest pole, standing there a moment before she sprang to the next. The athletic blonde made it look effortless. Donna wiped clammy palms against her dress. She'd never been good at this kind of thing.
"Come on," Madison urged, thrusting a balancing pole at her. "We can't let her beat us."
Donna gripped the pole and exhaled shakily. Heights had always terrified her, but losing scared her more. Steeling herself, she climbed up and onto the flat top of the first pole, wobbling dangerously, reminding herself not to look down as she figured out how to use the balancing pole.
On the adjacent platforms, Jacinda and Stephanie closed in, brandishing their balancing poles like javelins. "Time to even the score," Jacinda snarled as they began jabbing at Donna and Madison, trying to knock them off their precarious perches.
Donna ducked and parried frantically as the poles clashed inches from her face. She heard Madison cry out and whipped her head around to see the surfer girl clutching her bleeding cheek. Jacinda grinned savagely, the end of her pole smeared crimson.
White-hot rage flooded Donna's veins. With a guttural yell, she slammed her pole into Jacinda's exposed ribs, feeling a sickening crunch. Jacinda crumpled with an agonized howl, toppling from her pole and crashing to the sand below with a thump.
Stephanie screamed in fury. "You bitch!" She redoubled her assault on Madison, forcing her back. Donna glanced ahead to where Chloe was nearing the final pole. No time to help to help Madison, so she launched herself to the next pole, scrabbling madly for balance. Just a few more. She could do this. She had to.
Having made it across the field of poles, Donna's breath came in ragged gasps as she descended the rope dangling next to the highest pole, the rough fibers biting into her raw and cut palms. Nearby, the oil pond glistened ominously, a slick mirror reflecting the overhead lights. Madison landed next to her, panting with exertion, and charged ahead as Donna caught her breath.
Donna watched Chloe and Madison reach the edge of the pond almost simultaneously, but Madison was a faster runner and shot past her. Madison's foot slipped on the slick oil as she stepped in, sending her sprawling in a big splash. Chloe, unable to stop her momentum, tumbled on top of her with another splash, a tangle of flailing limbs in the oil pond, which was only a few inches deep.
"Get off me, you cow!" Madison shrieked, clawing at Chloe's face. 
Chloe snarled, grabbing a fistful of Madison's hair and yanking viciously. "You're finished, Surfer Girl. This prize is mine."
The two women rolled in the oil, a primal struggle for dominance. Donna watched in horrified fascination as Chloe ripped Madison's dress, exposing her tanned skin slick with oil. Madison retaliated, tearing at Chloe's sequined dress, shredding the expensive fabric and sending sequins sparkling into the air to land floating on the oil.
Donna thought they were all acting like animals, but even as the thought crossed her mind, she felt a thrill of exhilaration. The raw, unbridled energy was intoxicating, a heady rush of adrenaline and primitive power. Around them, other women began to converge on the oil pond, drawn by the commotion but also trying to figure out the best way to get across. Donna saw Stephanie and Jacinda running towards the fray. 
Rita, with her hair plastered to her skull, ran past and slid into the oil like a sleek eel, gaining a lot of distance.
As the women clashed in a seething mass of shiny limbs and damp hair, Donna felt a grim resolve settle over her. She had come too far to back down now. Screams and curses echoed through the arena as the women, clad in tattered remnants of their once-pristine dresses, clawed at each other in a desperate attempt to reach the island. Donna's nails scored Stephanie's oiled back, trying to slow her down and get past her.
"Oh, you bitch!" Stephanie hissed, whirling on Donna. "You'll pay for that!"
The two women's bodies collided in a slippery mass of limbs, each woman trying to gain the upper hand. Donna's recently manicured nails ripped at Stephanie's flesh, leaving bloody scratches in their wake. Stephanie retaliated by ripping off more of Donna’s dress and squeezing her exposed nipples, eliciting a high-pitched yelp of pain.
"Is that all you've got?" Donna spat. With a Herculean effort, she broke free from Stephanie's grip and scrambled away, crawling frantically towards the island.
Behind her, she could hear the sounds of the battle raging on: the grunts of exertion, angry screams, the wet, slippery sound of skin slapping against skin, and the occasional splash as another contestant fell hard in the oil.
Donna's lungs burned as she crawled closer to the island, her body covered in scratches and bruises. Her breath came in ragged gasps as she looked back at the melee behind her. Stephanie was locked in a vicious struggle with Rita, both women intent on emerging victorious. As Donna watched, Stephanie's leg gave out, sending her crashing back into other women who tried to scramble over her to get a better grip. 
Ahead of Donna, Chloe managed to pin Madison face down in the shallow oil, her superior strength and ruthlessness giving her the upper hand. "Give up," she hissed, smirking as she ripped Madison’s panties off and shoved an oily finger into her exposed ass.
"N-never," Madison gasped, her eyes blazing with defiance as her hips bucked. She twisted desperately, trying to get loose, her nails raking Chloe's back. Chloe hissed in pain but didn't relent, the manicured nails on her other hand digging into Madison's shoulders to hold her close as she pressed her advantage.
"You'll beg me for mercy soon enough," Chloe said, her eyes alight with sadistic glee. She increased the pressure, her finger sliding deeper inside Madison's tight heat, thrusting back and forth, glancing back to make sure the cameras had a good view. “This must be so humiliating for you, sweetie. The whole world can see your ass and that pretty pussy while I finger fuck you.”
"Get off me, you bitch!" Madison snarled, her face contorted with rage and humiliation as she tore at Chloe’s dress, pulling the shreds for leverage. With a monumental effort, she wrenched free from Chloe's grip and scrambled to her hands and knees, trying to slide away in the oil.
Chloe laughed, the sound maniacal in the tense air. "It's over, Madison. I've already won."
"Have you?" Madison shot back, her eyes narrowing to slits before she started toward the island again. "We'll see about that."
Meanwhile, Rita circled Jacinda like a lion stalking its prey. The other woman was breathing heavily, her chest heaving beneath the tattered remains of her dress. Rita didn't hesitate. She pounced, her long nails leaving bright red trails on Jacinda's tanned back as she latched onto the material. With a vicious yank, Rita tore the fabric away, exposing all of Jacinda's supple curves to the humid air.
"No!" Jacinda screamed, her face flushed with mortified fury as she pointlessly tried to cover her breasts. "You’re gonna pay for that!"
Undeterred, Rita slid behind Jacinda and looped the material around the other woman's neck in a makeshift chokehold. "Sorry, honey, someone has to lose, and it’s going to be you."
Jacinda clawed at the constricting fabric, her fingernails leaving bloody half-moons on her own skin as she struggled for air. Her eyes bulged, and her face turned a mottled shade of purple. Rita tightened her grip, her smile cold and unforgiving, until she remembered she had to get to a chair to win. She reluctantly let go, leaving Jacinda gasping.

      ***Chloe emerged from the roiling chaos of the oil pond just ahead of Madison, her eyes fixed on the wooden ladders rising from the sand to the chair platforms ten feet overhead. Ignoring the shouts and curses behind her, she scrambled onto the tiny island, her oil-slicked body shining under the harsh arena lights. 
Suddenly, a hand clamped around her ankle, yanking her backwards. Chloe twisted, kicking out viciously, and heard a satisfying yelp of pain. Madison released her grip, clutching at her nose as blood mingled with the oil on her face.
"I’ll kill you!" Madison snarled, lunging for Chloe again.
Chloe laughed, a harsh, mocking sound. "You can try, sweetie, but we both know who the real queen is here."
As the two women grappled, the other contestants began to drag themselves onto the island, their breath coming in ragged gasps. Rita and Jacinda, their clothes gone, eyed the ladders hungrily. Donna and Stephanie, bruised and bleeding, circled each other warily.
With a burst of strength, Chloe wrenched free of Madison's grasp, knocked her on her back, and turned to reach for the ladder.
Crystal, a dark horse who had held back during the earlier fighting, chose that moment to make her move. She darted past the others, her feet flying over the sand as she aimed for the same ladder as Chloe.
"Oh, no, you don't," Chloe growled. Just as Crystal's hands touched the wood rungs, Chloe's arm shot out, seizing the other woman's leg in an iron grip. With a vicious twist, she sent Crystal tumbling to the ground and stomped on her back, barely hearing her scream of pain.
Hand over hand, Chloe hauled herself up the ladder, the wood biting into her palms. Nearby, she could hear the others fighting and scrabbling for purchase, their curses and threats fading into the background as she focused on her goal.
With a final, triumphant heave, Chloe dragged herself onto the platform at the top of the ladder. She collapsed into the Chair of Safety, her chest heaving as she gulped in air. Below her, the arena stretched out like a battlefield, littered with the battered, oil-soaked bodies of her fallen rivals. Realizing she was naked, she took ownership of the fact and stretched proudly, arms above her head in triumph, thrusting her breasts forward and smiling for the cameras.
The gong sounded a few minutes later, its resonant tones piercing the air and signaling the end of the grueling challenge. Chloe leaned back in her chair, still breathing hard from the exertion and adrenaline. She could feel the slick oil coating her skin, mingling with the sweat that beaded on her brow. Glancing to her right, she saw the other five victors slumped in their own chairs, their chests heaving and their eyes bright with a mix of triumph and exhaustion.
Dino's voice boomed over the loudspeakers. "Ladies, that was one hell of a show. Congratulations to our six finalists, who fought their way to the top and claimed their thrones. You've earned your place in the next round, which will be tomorrow morning, and you'll each receive a very special reward."
Chloe surveyed her fellow victors, taking stock of their conditions. Madison sat to her left, minus her clothes, her oily breasts and taut muscles shining under the bright lights. It was annoying how good she looked. Donna and Rita occupied the chairs farther down, their hair matted with oil and their faces etched with determination. Stephanie and Jacinda rounded out the group, smiling but breathing hard. They had all now learned not to misjudge what they thought of as the spoiled rich girl, unaware that she had learned how to fight in the expensive girl’s boarding schools and college she had attended where confrontation was a daily ritual.
The tension in the air was palpable, the simmering rivalries and grudges from the challenge still fresh in everyone's minds. Chloe could feel their glares, the unspoken challenges hanging between them, but it was nothing new to her. She met their stares with a cool, unflinching gaze of her own, a silent declaration that she was not to be underestimated. She planned to win this entire competition, and if she had to cheat or kill to do it, she would.






  
  Chapter eight

Donna stirred from a deep slumber on the soft mattress, her body aching with the remnants of yesterday's exertions. She stretched languidly, the silk sheets caressing her bare skin, and glanced out the window at the broad ocean view, amazed that she wasn’t just dreaming about being here. She slid from the bed, her bare feet sinking into the plush carpet. She sauntered to the mirror, studying her reflection through mascara-smudged lashes. Even exhausted, her beauty was undeniable—full lips, high cheekbones, sexy eyes, an alluring mix of innocence and sin. She traced a finger along the curve of her surgically-enhanced breasts, smiling slyly. Her assets had always been her greatest weapon. After a quick trip into the bathroom, she heard a soft tap at the door and opened it to find Madison and Rita standing outside in their bikinis and heels.  
"Rise and shine," Rita said, her voice husky with sleep. "Another day, another chance to make an impression."
Madison yawned, running a hand through her wild blond mane. "Dude, I feel like I got hit by a truck. That challenge yesterday was gnarly." 
Leaving the door open, Donna quickly put her own bikini on, such as it was, slipped into her heels, and joined them in the hallway. “Let’s go find some coffee.”
The trio made their way to the rear patio for breakfast, trying to wake up, the click of their heels echoing in the hushed corridor. A lovely buffet was set up on long tables covered with white tablecloths. Most of the conversations among the women at their tables and the buffet was subdued, mingling with the aroma of coffee and the clinking of silverware. As they entered, Donna's gaze swept the room, taking in the gathered contestants. Her eyes narrowed as they landed on Chloe, Stephanie, and Jacinda huddled together at a far table, whispering and giggling behind their hands. 
"Why are all these people still here?" Donna said as they angled toward the coffee urn and the buffet. "I thought elimination meant elimination."
Madison shrugged, reaching for a croissant. "Bethany said the losers from yesterday were going to have a different role now, so I guess the producers decided to keep them around for extra drama. Ratings and all that jazz."
After the three women got their coffee and food and found a table far from Chloe and her pals, Donna studied the trio, noting how well they seemed to have recovered from their injuries in the arena. Across the room, Chloe glanced up, meeting Donna's gaze. A beat passed, loaded with unspoken challenge, then Chloe smiled at her, saccharine sweet, and turned back to her friends.
Donna also smiled. Let them whisper and scheme. She had weapons of her own, and she wasn't afraid to use them. In this world, sexuality was power, and Donna intended to wield hers like a queen.

      ***A flash of red hair caught Donna's eye, and she looked up to see Bethany Whittington striding towards their table, her sky-high heels clicking against the marble floor. Her face was an inscrutable mask, but Donna could sense the crackle of excitement in the air, the promise of a new challenge.
"Ladies," Bethany said, her gaze sweeping over Donna, Madison, and Rita. "If you'll follow me, it's time to get you ready for today's event."
Donna exchanged a glance with her companions, noting the mix of anticipation and nervousness in their eyes. Glancing over at Chloe’s table, she was surprised to see that they were gone. The three women rose as one, falling into step behind Bethany as she led them out of the breakfast room and down a winding corridor.
"What's on the agenda today?" Rita asked, her voice tight with barely suppressed curiosity.
Bethany gave them an enigmatic smile. "Let's just say, you'll want to bring your A-game. Today is all about embracing your sensuality, your raw feminine power."
“I embrace mine a lot,” Donna said, prompting the others to laugh.
They arrived at a set of double doors, and Bethany pushed them open to reveal the spacious hair and makeup studio. Stylists in black bustled about, setting out brushes and palettes, while racks of clothing lined the walls.
"You’re already wearing your attire for today," Bethany announced, "but we have a special makeup session for you. We want you to embody the essence of desire, to become walking, talking fantasies."
“I’m up for it,” Donna said.
“You’re always up for it,” Madison said, nudging her with her elbow.
“And you’re not?” Donna asked.
Madison shrugged. “I’m up for anything, baby. Anything has to be easier than yesterday.”
“I wouldn’t bet on that,” Rita said, looking around.
As the stylists descended on them, Donna surrendered herself to their ministrations, her mind whirling with possibilities. She was led into one of a series of small booths along the wall curtained in clear plastic as the stylist asked her to stand in the middle and remove her bikini and heels while she picked up a hose with a nozzle leading to a small compressor with a paint can. Another stylist took her bikini and heels, then gathered her hair and wrapped it in a towel on top of her head.
A startled gasp escaped Donna’s lips as a burst of cold mist hit her skin, and she looked down to see her body being sprayed with a fine layer of gold paint full of glitter. The stylist was very thorough, spraying her whole body, transforming her into a gilded goddess, a living work of art.
"What's this for?" she asked, trying to catch the eye of the tight-lipped makeup artist.
The woman merely shook her head, continuing her work with single-minded focus. Donna frowned, wondering why it was a secret. Maybe they weren’t supposed to give the contestants an advantage with too much information.
As the final touches were applied, she met her own gaze in the mirror, hardly recognizing the creature that stared back at her. Gone was the girl who had shown up for the audition in Hollywood. In her place was a goddess, a siren, a woman who could bring the world to its knees.

      ***Bethany led the women through a maze of corridors, the clicks of their stiletto heels echoing off the walls, until they reached a set of double doors that were ten feet high. When they stepped through, they emerged into a dimly lit backstage area that led into a fifty-seat theater dominated by a small main stage complete with three golden poles and a glossy black runway that extended out into the audience seating. They could hear the chatter of men and women in the audience. There were stationery cameras in various spots around the stage, and two men with shoulder-mounted cameras walking around in the front row area.
"Is this a strip club?" Rita asked, her gaze darting around the room, taking in the racks of skimpy costumes.
Bethany smiled and gestured toward the stage. "Welcome to the Red Room, ladies. This is the next phase of your evaluation."
Rita swallowed hard. A strip club. They were in a goddamn strip club on a remote island in the South Pacific. She'd heard rumors about the kinds of parties Terranova threw, the debauchery and excess that went on behind closed doors, but to be thrust into the heart of it, to be expected to perform.…
"You'll be dancing for our investors tonight, and a few others," Bethany continued, her voice smooth as silk. "Think of it as an audition, a chance to show them how you can charm a crowd. The men in that room have the power to make or break your careers, so you'd better make it good. They’re going to score you on your bodies, style, attitude, dancing, sex appeal, and your ability to captivate the audience. This is one of the most important tests for Dino to evaluate you as leading ladies, so you need to be as sexy and charming as possible. Control this live theater audience, and you’ll demonstrate that you can control a film audience."
Rita glanced at Donna and saw purpose in her expression. She knew that look, had seen it a thousand times before. Donna was a fighter, a survivor, just like her. They would get through this together. Madison, on the other hand, looked like she might be sick. Her face was pale, her eyes wide with fear. Rita reached out, squeezed her hand in a silent show of support. 
“I don’t know how to use a stripper pole,” Madison whispered to Rita.
Rita shook her head. “You won’t have to do anything elaborate. Nothing acrobatic. Just use it for balance and maybe swing yourself around it when you pose for the audience.”
"You have fifteen minutes to prepare," Bethany said, her gaze sweeping over them. "The red team is going first."
With that, she turned on her heel and disappeared through some curtains, leaving them alone in the dimly lit space. 
Rita glanced at the golden poles, gleaming in the muted light. A slow smile spread across her face, dangerous and seductive. "Let's give them a show they'll never forget.”
Donna and Madison both nodded, thinking about what they would have to do.
As the music began, Rita’s hips swayed to the beat. She could feel the energy of the room, the anticipation crackling in the air, and that would help her dance for the room full of strangers.
She wouldn’t let this opportunity go to waste.

      ***The sensual beat pulsed through the darkened theater as Chloe, Stephanie, and Jacinda took the stage from the other side—all of them wearing bikinis in red body paint with lots of glitter—their lithe bodies sparkling under the spotlights. They moved with grace, hips swaying, arms extending in fluid arcs as they circled the golden poles, running their fingers through the tops and bottoms of their bikinis as if they might remove them at any moment. Chloe's eyes smoldered with a provocative intensity, smiling as she wrapped her leg around a pole, spinning slowly and seductively.
Stephanie and Jacinda flanked Chloe on the other poles, moving with the music. They dipped and twirled, their bodies undulating to the rhythm, drawing appreciative whistles and cheers from the audience. The air crackled with an electric energy, a palpable heat that seemed to emanate from the stage, enveloping the room in a haze of desire.
Backstage, Donna, Madison, and Rita watched with a mixture of envy and determination, their eyes narrowed, jaws set. Madison's fingers curled into fists at her sides, her competitive spirit flaring as she observed Chloe's confident display. "They're good," she muttered, her voice tight with reluctant admiration.
"We're better," Rita said, her gaze never leaving the stage. "We have to be."
Donna nodded, wondering how they were going to top the red team’s performance. Their futures hinged on this moment.
Chloe danced out onto the runway to give the audience a better look. When she reached the end of the runway, she crouched, still bouncing with the beat, then slowly removed her bikini and tossed it into the audience, which got her cheers and applause.
The music built to a crescendo, the bass thumping against their bodies, as Chloe, Stephanie, and Jacinda struck their final pose, arms raised, heads thrown back in a gesture of triumphant defiance.
The audience erupted in applause. Donna felt anxious as she bounced on her heels, ready to take her place on the stage. When she bent over to adjust the strap on one of her shoes, she could feel Madison and Rita's presence behind her as the three naked women on stage blew kisses to the audience and walked off into the wings.
Bethany stuck her head through a curtain and smiled at them. “It’s show time, girls.”
As the opening strains of their music thumped through the theater, the three women emerged from the wings, their bodies poised and ready. Donna took the lead, her movements fluid and sinuous, her hips swaying in a hypnotic rhythm. She could feel the heat of the spotlights on her skin, the weight of many eyes on her as she stepped forward, her hand grasping the cool metal of the vertical pole.
Beside her, Madison and Rita fell into formation on the other two poles, matching their movements to hers as much as they could. They spun and dipped, their hair whipping around their faces, their skin glistening with a fine sheen of sweat. Donna lost herself in the music, in the primal surge of power that flowed through her, in the knowledge that she was captivating the audience with every twist and turn. She could hear their appreciative murmurs and the occasional brief applause as they urged her on. The energy in the room shifted, the atmosphere charged with a raw, undeniable electricity that made her blood sing with the thrill.
The music built to a fever pitch, the bass throbbing in their bones as they moved faster, harder, their bodies pushing the limits of what was possible. Donna could feel the eyes of the investors upon her, could sense their hunger, their barely contained desire. Their hungry stares made her shiver, but she didn't falter. In fact, their interest only spurred her on. In her mind's eye, Donna imagined herself on her knees before them, pleasing each of them in turn, their cocks moving in and out of her mouth. It was one of her favorite fantasies. As these images flashed through her mind, her body moved in ways she didn't know were possible. Her hips swayed, her breasts swaying with them, as she teased the audience with seductive glances and devilish smiles. It was a heady feeling, a rush of power that left her dizzy and exhilarated, but she knew they had to do more to differentiate themselves from Chloe and her pals or they weren’t going to win.
Donna danced out to the end of the runway and got down on the floor to make more suggestive poses in time with the music. As her eyes adjusted, she spotted Dino with two men in suits in the front row, so she slowly removed her bikini and threw the two pieces at them as she spun around and sat on the edge of the stage with her legs spread to give them a good view. Now she really felt the power, like she was controlling them, as her fingers slid down to her wet pussy lips and she spread herself wide while she watched their eyes, and when she started circling her clit and moving two fingers in and out of her pussy, all three men were smiling and fascinated. She saw that two of the men had erections trying to escape from their pants, which was a good way to keep score, and that urged her to go for the third, which was Dino.
She had them now, and she wasn’t going to let go, so she continued to masturbate for them, leaning back and moaning, still moving her upper body with the rhythm of the music. Glancing on each side of her, she saw that Rita and Madison were now doing the same thing in front of several other attractive men they had picked out in the front row, one of whom was waving Rita’s bikini top in a circle above his head as he cheered her on. Donna felt her inner thighs getting wet from her own juices mixed with her sweat, and her nerves were tingling throughout her body as the spasms began, wave after wave building up in strength as her breaths came faster, until she finally screamed with pleasure as her body exploded.
Panting and dizzy, Donna checked her score: three erections. Dino was hers.
As the final notes of the song faded away, they struck their closing poses on shaky legs, wobbling on their stiletto heels, chests heaving, skin slick with exertion. The audience was on their feet, the applause a thunderous cacophony that shook the walls of the theater. Donna's heart swelled with pride, with the knowledge that they had done it, that they had risen to the challenge and emerged victorious. They owned these men now.
She glanced at Madison and Rita, saw the same fierce joy reflected in their eyes. They had proven themselves, had shown the world what they were made of. And as they stood there, basking in the glow of their triumph, Donna knew that this was just the start, that there were even greater heights to be achieved, even more dazzling successes to be claimed. They were a force to be reckoned with, a triple threat that would take the world by storm.
As the breathless women waved at the audience and smiled, they walked off the stage with swaying hips, and Donna felt a wild, reckless excitement for all that lay ahead. She couldn’t wait to see what the future held in store.






  
  Chapter nine

Warm water cascaded over Donna's rich brown skin, washing away the remnants of gold paint and glitter while making her skin tingle pleasantly as she scrubbed. It was an amazing shower with jets blasting her from front and back, and one entire wall was glass looking out into a private garden full of lush greenery. She lathered the soap over her breasts and down her taut stomach, then down between her legs, wondering how the glitter had managed to get into every crevice and fold. Eyes closed, she focused on the delicious sensation of cleansing, her hands gently scouring and caressing her most intimate places. The hot steam enveloped her like a lover's embrace, drifting out through the open doorway into the bathroom.  

      ***Outside, a stealthy figure crept into the garden through the thick foliage, approaching the lit bathroom window with care, hoping not to startle Donna. Jordan Terranova was naked and moving with singular purpose, his breath slow and measured, ears alert to possible interruptions. He raised the binoculars to his eyes, getting close-up glimpses of Donna's nude form through the wet glass. Breathing a little faster now, Jordan watched her soap her glistening breasts, her fingers lingering on the dusky peaks.
Jordan's hand snaked down to stroke his stiffening member as he stared, transfixed, inching closer through the greenery for a more unobstructed view. The risk of discovery only heightened his twisted pleasure, sending electrifying jolts through his body with each stroke. He needed to see more of this exquisite creature. Needed to devour every inch of her with his hungry gaze. He licked his dry lips, thinking about all the things he could do with such a beautiful specimen.
With excruciating slowness, Jordan crept forward, breathing faster, until he was only a few feet away from the window pane, screened by a banana tree and other greenery. His eyes feasted on the rivulets of water sluicing over Donna's curves, tracing paths he longed to follow with his tongue. A low moan escaped him as his climax built, tension coiling deep in his loins. Just a little more, and he would find the release he so desperately craved.

      ***Donna reveled in the warm embrace of the cascading water, her hands gliding over her slick skin as she lost herself in sensual bliss. The competition was going better than she'd dared to dream, and the thought sent a delicious shiver through her body. Or was it something else that made her shiver?
A flicker of movement outside the window caught her eye, and Donna froze. She squinted through the steam, trying to discern the source of the disturbance in the colorful garden, but she didn’t see anything. Nothing seemed amiss, so it had probably been a bird flying away. Shaking her head, she chided herself for being paranoid. The exhilaration of the contest must be playing tricks on her mind.
Dismissing the momentary unease, Donna returned to her indulgent routine, her hands roaming over her body with renewed purpose. As she cupped her heavy breasts, kneading the supple flesh, a familiar ache blossomed between her thighs. The competition, with all the men watching her, had left her pussy tight, desperate for release. Her fingers found her sensitive nipples, rolling and tugging them until they hardened under her touch, sending jolts of pleasure straight to her core.

      ***Outside, Jordan ducked down, his heart racing as he narrowly avoided detection. The thrill of almost being caught only fueled his desire, his cock throbbing insistently in his grasp. As Donna resumed her sensual movements, he edged closer, intoxicated by the tantalizing display before him.
Donna's hand drifted lower, skimming over her taut stomach and through the neat strip of curls at the apex of her thighs. She propped her foot up on the shower bench by the window, granting herself better access to her aching pussy. Unknown to her, she also afforded Jordan an unobstructed view of her glistening folds.
Unable to resist any longer, Donna's fingers delved into her slick heat, a breathy moan spilling from her lips as she found her swollen clit. She circled the sensitive nub, hips rocking instinctively into her touch. Her mind conjured images of strong hands gripping her waist, hot breath ghosting over her skin, and she plunged two fingers deep inside her tight channel, pumping in and out with wild abandon.
Jordan's eyes widened, his breath coming in shallow pants as he watched Donna pleasure herself mere feet away. Her wanton display pushed him to the brink, his hand flying over his rigid length. He moved closer, almost touching the window with his throbbing cock. He no longer cared about the risk of being seen; all that mattered was this moment, watching this exquisite creature lost in her own ecstasy.
As Donna's fingers worked herself closer to the precipice, Jordan's climax barreled through him, his semen splattering against the window and spilling onto the damp earth as he bit back a guttural moan. His body shuddered and tensed, the force of his release leaving him weak in the knees.

      ***Inside the shower, Donna's head fell back against the tiled wall, her hips undulating frantically as she chased her rapidly approaching orgasm. With a final twist of her fingers, she shattered, her inner walls clenching around her fingers as wave after wave of pure bliss washed over her. She rode out the aftershocks, her breath coming in ragged gasps, oblivious to the voyeuristic presence just beyond the glass.
Satiated and spent, Donna withdrew her fingers, a languid smile playing on her lips. The shower had served its purpose in more ways than one, leaving her feeling cleansed, invigorated, and ready to take on whatever challenges the competition had in store.

      ***Outside in the garden, Jordan slipped away on shaky legs, his twisted appetite temporarily sated, thinking that this was a great start to a relationship. Donna Fiero had awakened a hunger in him that would not be easily quelled, and he would stop at nothing to possess her, body and soul, to make her scream with pleasure under his own hands and show her new heights of ecstasy that could only be reached through pain.

      ***Donna toweled off, her skin tingling with anticipation as she stepped into her luxurious bedroom. She had just enough time to slip into a plush terry robe before a knock at the door startled her out of her post-orgasmic haze.
"Who is it?" she called out, her voice still slightly husky.
"Bethany," came the muffled response. "I have something for tonight's event."
Donna tightened the belt on her robe and opened the door. Bethany Whittington stood on the threshold, a flat box adorned with a designer logo in her hands. "Hello, Donna," she said, her crisp English accent as cool as the air-conditioned suite. "You look refreshed." Her icy blue eyes lingered just a little too long on Donna's damp hair and flushed cheeks.
"What's in the box?"
Bethany set the box on the bed. "Your dress for tonight. Dino picked it out himself. I think you'll find it quite...revealing." She looked amused. "He's very particular about his women, you see."
Donna raised a perfectly arched brow, glancing at Bethany’s sizable breasts, a common feature among the women cast for the competition. "I bet he is."
Bethany nodded and smiled. "Dress to impress, Donna. And I mean really impress. Your future in this business is riding on it." 
“Seems like it’s been more of an undress to impress competition so far.”
Bethany shrugged. “Depends on the situation. Tonight, you need to be at the library by five o’clock, so you’ll need to report to hair and makeup by three o’clock. Right after I leave, I’ll have someone bring lunch to your room.” 
“Thanks, Bethany.”
Bethany started out the door, but glanced over her shoulder and smiled. “I hope you win, Donna. You’re my favorite, and someone needs to beat Chloe. That girl’s a monster.” Then she glided out of the room.
Thinking about what Bethany had said, Donna carefully opened the box on her bed, revealing the most breathtaking gown she'd ever laid eyes on. The fabric, a sequined midnight blue so dark that it shimmered like oil, looked like it would be snug, leaving little to the imagination, but apparently that was the idea. Dangerously high blue stilettos were wrapped in tissue on top of the dress along with a note signed by Dino: “For my new star.”
Donna's hands trembled ever so slightly as she slipped the gown over her head and stared at her reflection in the mirror, extending one leg through the slit that ran all the way up to her hip on one side. This dress would certainly make an impression, and it might also get her into trouble.

      ***Later that evening, Donna made her way along the corridor that led to the library and Dino Terranova’s office, now dressed in her gorgeous low-cut blue sequined gown, trying to look confident despite her anxiety. One of the white-suited servants, normally invisible in the house, opened the library door at her approach and bowed as she passed.
In the well-stocked formal library with its black leather furniture, thick carpeting, and one wall that looked out over the ocean and the fading sunset, Dino Terranova sat in a wing chair near two men on the couch in expensive suits comparable to his own Armani, and they were all smoking cigars. For a man in his sixties, Dino looked very athletic and powerful as he brushed a bit of cigar ash out of his goatee beard, and she admired his handsome face. Glasses of red wine rested on the coffee table. Standing in front of the men like they were on display, Madison and Rita stood poised in their own low-cut gowns of gold and silver, sipping from crystal wine glasses while engaging in animated conversations with the men, their eyes darting around the room, eager to impress. Donna's entrance did not go unnoticed, and Dino's eyes gleamed.
"Ah, here she is," Dino said, rising to his feet and extending a glass of wine towards Donna. "Donna, you look exquisite." His gaze roved over her body, lingering at her exposed cleavage and the high slit of her gown.
"Thank you, sir," Donna said, accepting the glass and taking a sip. "I wanted to look my best for tonight."
"I have no doubt you'll make a lasting impression," Dino said with a wink. His words were like fuel to Donna's ambition, and she lapped it up greedily. “I’d like to introduce two of my investors, Heinrich Zeit and Marty Bilderberg.”
The two men nodded at her, confidently looking deep into her eyes before studying her body. Bilderberg looked to be about thirty-five; thin, tall, and pale in his black suit, looking at her over a small pair of sunglasses with circular lenses. He had spiky short brown hair and perfect teeth that looked too white. Zeit was in his late fifties, overweight but with powerful-looking arms and shoulders, with thinning blond hair, thick lips, and ice blue eyes. His suit was white with matching shoes, and she glimpsed the butt of a gun in a shoulder holster under his open coat.
“Pleased to meet you gentlemen,” Donna said, raising her glass before taking a big drink to calm her nerves.
Madison and Rita smiled at Donna, supportive as always.
The conversation continued as Zeit and Bilderberg asked the other two women about their backgrounds and acting experience, but Donna's attention remained firmly on Dino. She found herself hanging on his every word, desperate for more of his praise and attention. 
Dino took a final puff on his cigar and stubbed it out in a large crystal ashtray. “Donna, I have to tell you that I was very impressed with how you took control of the crowd in the Red Room with your stunning performance. You definitely have a star quality about you, and I want to make use of that. I want to help you.”
Donna felt herself blushing. “Thank you, sir. I appreciate any help you might give me.”
“Please,” Dino said, standing up to tower over her. “Call me Dino.” He held out a hand palm up and she delicately rested her hand in his. “I’d like to have a serious discussion with you about your future. Would you join me in my office?”
She almost stopped breathing. Talk about her future? "Of course, sir," she breathed, gripping her glass and allowing him to escort her away from the others. The looks of envy on Madison and Rita's faces only fueled her determination to secure Dino's favor. As they headed for his office door in the east wall, framed by towering bookcases, he stopped for a moment to pluck another cigar out of a humidor on an end table.
Donna heard Zeit ask Madison to go for a walk with him on the beach so he could give her some advice, and Bilderberg asked Rita to join him at the pool for a similar discussion. They weren’t going to throw away an opportunity like that, so both women immediately said yes.
Donna smiled as Dino opened his office door and held it for her to pass through. The evening was starting out well.






  
  Chapter ten

Donna Fiero sat on the black leather couch in Dino Terranova's luxurious office, transfixed by the Art Deco splendor surrounding her. An enormous oak desk dominated the space, its intricately carved legs depicting voluptuous naked women supporting the polished desktop. Floor-to-ceiling bookshelves lined one wall, while the opposite side boasted a breathtaking window framing the sun's fading golden rays as it sank beyond the horizon. Art Deco lamps, their bases sculpted into buxom nudes holding light globes above their heads, bathed the room in a warm, seductive glow. 
Donna felt nervous as Dino sat beside her scrutinizing her headshot and resume, his dark eyes intense. This private meeting was her chance to gain an edge in the cutthroat competition. She had to make an indelible impression tonight. 
Dino finally looked up, his gaze boring into hers. "Donna, my star, I'll be blunt. Are you truly willing to do anything it takes to win? This game, which is really so much more than a game, requires total commitment."
She met his stare unflinchingly, ignoring the slight tremble in her fingers as she gripped her wine glass. "Absolutely, sir. I'm in this to win, no matter what." Her voice oozed confidence she didn't quite feel, and she flashed him the smile she had practiced in her mirror so often, hoping it looked right to him.
“Please call me Dino.”
Donna nodded. “Okay, sir...Dino.”
A sudden wave of vertigo washed over Donna, perhaps because she’d been holding her breath. Perplexed, she took a deep swig of cabernet, praying it would calm her jangled nerves. The rich liquid lingered on her tongue.
"You're up against some fierce contenders," Dino continued, leaning back on the couch. "Especially Chloe Vanderbilt. She's neck and neck with you in the audience ratings so far."
Donna's stomach clenched at the mention of her hated rival. Of course Chloe was a threat. The stakes were even higher than Donna had realized. Losing to that smug, entitled ice queen was unthinkable. "Chloe doesn't have what it takes, not like I do," she declared, holding Dino's penetrating gaze. "I'll leave her in the dust."
Beneath her brazen proclamation, disquiet swirled inside Donna, clouding her thoughts as the room seemed to subtly swirl as well. Confusion mingled with potent exhilaration and apprehension. Everything hinged on what happened next. She had to stay focused, to seize this moment, but her brain was failing her. She vowed to emerge victorious over Chloe by any means necessary. Her dizzy mind reeled with dark possibilities. In this ruthless showbiz world, hesitation meant failure. 
She leaned forward, trying to keep his eyes in focus. "So, what’s your advice?"
Dino regarded her with a penetrating gaze. "Stand up and take off your dress." His commanding tone left no room for defiance.
Donna stopped breathing from the shock of his command. The room seemed to tilt as a wave of dizziness washed over her. She blinked, trying to clear her muddled thoughts, wondering what to do next. The power dynamics were unmistakable—Dino held her fate in his hands. Yet, beneath the confusion and apprehension, a flicker of dark excitement stirred within her. Dino was an undeniably attractive man, his charisma and authority both intimidating and alluring. The thought of submitting to his desires sent a forbidden thrill rippling through her veins.
Slowly, as if in a trance, Donna rose to her feet. Her fingers trembled slightly as she reached for the zipper of her dress. The soft hiss of the zipper seemed to echo in the charged silence of the room. With a whisper of fabric, the dress cascaded down her body, pooling at her feet. Donna stood before Dino, clad only in lacy panties and stilettos, her creamy skin bathed in the warm glow of the Art Deco lamps.
Dino studied her for a moment, then nodded. “And the rest.”
Wobbling on her heels, she slid her panties down her thighs until they dropped the rest of the way to her feet.
"Now, kneel in front of me," Dino commanded.
Still wearing her shoes, Donna stepped out of her panties and sank to her knees, the plush carpet cushioning her descent. She rested her arms on his knees and found herself face-to-face with Dino's crotch. With unsteady hands, she reached out and unzipped his pants, freeing his already hardening cock.
Her tongue circled his tip, and then she took him into her mouth, Donna's mind reeled with conflicting emotions. The degradation of the act warred with a dark, forbidden thrill. She couldn't deny the allure of Dino's dominance, the way he wielded his power over her. This was something new and exciting for her, and she felt her pussy getting wet.
Suddenly, Dino's hands gripped the back of her head, his fingers tangling in her hair. He thrust roughly into her mouth, over and over, setting a relentless pace. Donna gagged, her eyes watering as she struggled to accommodate his length. At first, the brutality of his actions repulsed her, a searing humiliation burning through her, but as the moments ticked by, a strange, twisted arousal began to unfurl deep within her core. The rough treatment, the surrender of control, ignited a dark, primitive hunger she had never known before.
Dino's grunts of pleasure filled the room, mingling with the obscene sounds of her own slurping and gagging. Donna's body tingled with a perverse mix of shame and desire, gasping for air between each thrust. Just as she thought she could endure no more, Dino abruptly pulled out of her mouth. Donna gulped air, her chest heaving, her lips swollen and glistening with saliva.
"On the couch," Dino ordered, his voice ragged with lust. "On your back. Spread your legs."
In a daze, Donna complied, her body moving as if disconnected from her thoughts. She lay back on the soft couch, her legs falling open in wanton invitation.
The cool leather caressed her bare skin as Dino loomed over her, his naked body exuding raw, masculine power. He raised his cell phone and clicked off one photo after another—Dino capturing the moment of her surrender for his own twisted pleasure.
Donna's eyes fluttered closed, her mind reeling with a tempest of emotions. Anticipation, fear, longing, and forbidden desire swirled within her as Dino positioned himself between her thighs. And then, with a single, ruthless thrust, he was inside her. Donna cried out, her back arching off the couch as he filled her completely. The intensity of the sensation overwhelmed her, eclipsing rational thought.
Dino set a punishing rhythm, his hips slamming against hers with each powerful stroke. Donna's body responded with a will of its own, her hips rising to meet his thrusts, her inner walls clenching around his thick length. Moans spilled from her lips, a chorus of pleasure and anguish. Her mind drifted, lost in a haze of sensations, even as her body remained limp and pliant beneath Dino's onslaught. Forbidden ecstasy built within her, tightening like a coiled spring. The room was filled with the sounds of their bodies colliding, Dino's heavy grunts mingling with Donna's cries. She was lost in the overwhelming sensation of being taken by this powerful man who was claiming her as his own. His dominant presence enveloped her, consumed her.
Donna teetered on the edge of oblivion, torn between the desire for release and the lingering shame of her submission. As if sensing her inner struggle, Dino slowed his pace slightly and leaned down to capture one nipple between his teeth. He nipped at it lightly before licking it with his tongue in slow circles. The dual sensation sent shockwaves through Donna's body, driving her closer to the edge, but then he abruptly pulled away and flipped her onto all fours. Donna scrambled to obey, trembling with anticipation as Dino positioned himself behind her once again. With one hand gripping tightly onto her hip and the other tangled in her hair, he held her still as he plunged into her from behind with renewed intensity.
Donna cried out at the sudden change in angle—each thrust hitting deeper than before—and she could feel herself unraveling at this new level of stimulation.
Dino grunted and groaned above and behind her like an untamed animal as they moved together in frenzied harmony. Donna's body trembled with every thrust—it was almost too much to handle—but she couldn't stop now. She was completely under his control, lost in a whirlwind of forbidden pleasure. As Dino continued to pound into her, Donna’s mind tumbled with conflicting thoughts. She knew what they were doing was wrong, an advantage that wasn’t fair to the others, but it felt so good. Every nerve in her body was on fire, each sensation pushing her closer and closer to the edge, but as she rode the wave of ecstasy, a small voice inside her cried out in protest. This wasn’t who she was supposed to be—she wasn’t supposed to be a slut. Or was she? With every powerful thrust, those random thoughts dissipated and her body took over once again. Her hips moved of their own accord, meeting Dino’s thrusts with eager abandon. She was completely consumed by the heat between them, lost in a haze of passion that obliterated all reason.
With one final, deep thrust, Dino let out a guttural roar as he reached his climax, and then he quickly growled at her, “Come for me, Donna. Show me what I’ve won.” Then the waves of ecstasy hit Donna at his command, her body convulsing beneath him as she cried out his name. Wave after wave of unadulterated bliss washed over her, obliterating all thought and reason. 
As the aftershocks still rocked her body, Dino pulled out of her and pushed her down into a kneeling position in front of him again, forcing himself into her mouth from his perch on the edge of the couch, thrusting slowly, groaning as the last of his semen pooled in her mouth and she licked his tip, and the salty taste and musky smell and movement made her come again, tensing and sucking him dry as she shook uncontrollably.
He pulled her up on the couch beside him. For several moments they lay there together, both panting and spent from their intense encounter. As reality began to creep back in, Donna couldn’t help but feel a twinge of guilt for what they had just done. Was she really this much of a slut? What would happen if someone found out? What would people think? What would Madison and Rita think? She knew they would have done the same, and they were probably having sex with the other investors right now.
As the last rays of the setting sun painted the room in shades of gold and shadow, Donna surrendered herself to the dark rapture consuming her, uncertain of where this treacherous path would lead, but powerless to resist its allure. 
She wanted to continue feeling this way.

      ***Madison West, the surfer girl with the smoldering gaze, walked along the moonlit beach with Heinrich Zeit, her feet sinking into the cool, damp sand, the hem of her long gown dragging behind her. The moon, full and glowing, cast an otherworldly light upon the waves that crashed in a hypnotic rhythm against the shore. The wine she'd drunk with dinner sat heavy in her stomach, dulling her senses and dampening her usually keen edge, making her feel confused and lightheaded. When she realized she was still stumbling along in her heels in the soft white sand, she put one hand on Zeit’s shoulder so she could reach down and unstrap her shoes. She held them in one hand as they continued, and she noticed she was now holding hands with Zeit.
“The most important thing you have to remember about this competition is to trust no one,” Zeit said. Not even your closest friends here." His eyes, as cold as the depths of the ocean, bored into hers as they walked, making her shiver despite the warm night air. “You may not know this, but you’re an audience favorite along with Donna, Rita, and Chloe, so you’re going to need every advantage you can get to win. I could be one of those advantages. I’m a very wealthy man, and I’ve funded several of Dino’s movies and television shows, so I have a lot of leverage with him.”
She stumbled again, but he gripped her forearm to maintain her balance.
"Are you okay?" Zeit asked with a low growl, stopping to put his hands on both of her shoulders and study her face.
“I feel dizzy,” she said. And confused. And hot. And a little horny.
"Let me help you," he said, his voice sounding concerned. "You're trembling. It's this dress, isn't it? It's too constricting." His hands, rough and unyielding, found the zipper at her back, and before she could object, the fabric pooled at her ankles, leaving her in nothing but her lacy underwear.
"Y-you shouldn't—" she started to protest, but her words were cut short by the heat that flooded her cheeks as his blunt, calloused fingers unsnapped her bra, freeing her breasts to the cool evening air. Her nipples hardened, betraying her budding arousal. She recalled what she’d read about Zeit’s depraved reputation, and his legendary orgies in Berlin.
"Shhh," he soothed, his German accent getting stronger, thick with menace. "Let me help you relax."
His lips descended on hers, and she gasped, her protests evaporating like the waves crashing against the shore. His tongue, hot and demanding, explored her mouth as his hands roamed her body, leaving goosebumps in their wake. She arched her back, delicious tingles shooting through her as his fingers dipped below her panties, finding her wet and ready. She moaned into his mouth, lost in a sea of sensation.
"Go ahead and moan. No one will hear you, meine Liebe," Zeit breathed into her ear, almost like a threat, as he ripped her lace panties apart. "This is just between us and the sea."
Madison couldn't believe what was happening. She had always prided herself on being in control, but here she was, giving in to this stranger's touch, letting him strip her bare on a deserted beach. Yet, she couldn't bring herself to stop him. The way his fingers expertly explored her most intimate places only heightened the pleasure coursing through her body.
"Ausgezeichnet," Zeit murmured as he stepped back, holding her forearms, admiring the sight of her glistening skin under the moonlight. "When I saw you naked on the stage, I knew I had to have you. And I always get what I want."
Before she could even catch her breath, he spun her around and pushed her down on the sand onto all fours, positioning himself behind her. Her confused mind screamed for her to stop, to push him away and run back to safety, but her body betrayed her as it responded eagerly to his touch. As he entered her with one swift thrust, Madison felt a wave of pleasure wash over her. It was like nothing she had ever experienced before; so rough and direct, yet strangely intoxicating. The pain was exquisite, the pressure building in her core with every relentless thrust. With each movement of his hips, she felt herself losing control and surrendering to this wild and dangerous encounter.
Zeit's grip on her hips tightened as he moved faster and harder inside of her, pushing them both closer and closer to the edge, her breasts bouncing with each impact. Madison could feel herself teetering on the brink of blissful release when Zeit suddenly pulled out and flipped her onto her back.
"I want to see your face when you come," he growled as he buried himself inside of her once again, lying down to keep her in place with his weight while holding her arms above her head. Breathing hard, he stared into her eyes.
The change in position brought a new level of intensity to their lovemaking. As Zeit thrust into Madison with a voracious hunger, their bodies moved in perfect synchrony under the starry sky. She wrapped her legs around him, pulling him deeper into the abyss of pleasure until they both reached their peak at the same time.
Their cries mingled together in the salty ocean air as they rode out their euphoria before collapsing onto the sand, spent and breathless.
Yes, she thought as the world around her was consumed by the flames of passion he'd unleashed. Every depraved word about him was true.
And yet, she couldn't have cared less. Something inside her had changed. She loved the way he had taken her.

      ***The hot tub's steamy tendrils curled around Rita Martinez, obscuring her naked form in a veil of mist. Beside her, Marty Bilderberg, played the role of the confident and wealthy investor, his voice a grating buzz that cut through the night air. With his clothes off, he looked like a skeleton wearing sunglasses, but he still had a kind of arrogant charm that made him look boyish with his spiky hair. She wondered what was hiding in his eyes behind the sunglasses. The area was lit only by the moonlight that silhouetted the palm trees looming over the deserted pool. Deserted except for the cameras, Rita thought as she listened to him, her mind fuzzy from the wine she'd consumed earlier, although she didn’t think she’d had that much. She fought to focus on Bilderberg's words as he advised her on the competition, warning her to be wary of her friends.
"The votes have you in the lead with Donna, Madison, and Chloe," Bilderberg said, his eyes gleaming with avarice. "But you'll need an edge to stay there."
Rita's thoughts churned like the bubbling water around her. She knew the competition was cutthroat, but hearing it from Bilderberg made it all too real. She felt a sudden urge to prove herself, to show she was worthy of the top spot.
As if sensing her resolve, Bilderberg leaned closer, his gaze raking over her body as his hand moved along her thigh under the water. "You'll need to be ruthless to win," he said.
Rita hesitated, her thoughts full of conflicting emotions. She knew what Bilderberg was implying, and the thought of submitting to his desires made her stomach churn. Yet, at the same time, she couldn't deny the allure of his power, the promise of success dangled before her like a shiny carrot. She’d done worse things to try and advance her career, and she knew she needed to stand out among her competitors.
With a deep breath, Rita stood up in front of him on the bench, the water cascading from her curves, with her pussy just a few inches from his face. She stepped closer to Bilderberg, breathing fast, and he leaned in to spread her folds and tongue her clit, circling and sucking until she gasped with pleasure. He slid two fingers inside her, moving slowly back and forth through her inner wetness as his mouth did amazing things to her clit, making her moan. The sensation was overwhelming, and Rita found herself torn between her pride and her intense animal lust. She barely registered the moment when Bilderberg reached between her legs and slid his finger into her ass, the intrusion both shocking and thrilling, making her moan again. As Bilderberg continued to explore her body, Rita's thoughts seesawed between degradation and pleasure. She couldn't help but think about how far she was willing to go to win, and how much she wanted to prove herself to him, to everyone.
Then he grabbed her hips and turned her around, pushing her over so she had to lean on the edge of the hot tub, her butt pointed towards his face. Still seated, he licked and nibbled on her butt for a moment, and then his hands gripped her hips again, his fingers digging into her flesh. Rita closed her eyes, bracing herself for what was to come. 
With a sudden thrust, Bilderberg surprised her by sliding into her ass, his movements swift and brutal. Rita’s hips were pushed against the rough ledge of the hot tub, her body shocked by the intrusion, her mind reeling from the sudden roughness. She didn’t normally like anal. “Wait! Not my ass—”
He thrust into her harder and deeper, and the hot water swirled around them as he took her from behind. After the initial pain of his entry, she couldn’t deny the intense pleasure deep inside her as she tried to relax. She felt a mix of emotions: pleasure, degradation, and an overwhelming desire to succeed. She knew she should feel used and objectified, but all she could think about was how badly she wanted to come. With every thrust, Rita felt herself slipping further into a haze of desire. ambition, and pure lust. 
She gritted her teeth, her mind focused on the end goal. She wanted to come, to release the tension that had been building within her. She reminded herself to focus, to stay in control, but it was a losing battle. She wanted to win, and she was willing to do whatever it took to make that happen, and a big part of her was enjoying this rough treatment, with a confident man taking her as he wished. The hot tub water swirled around them, a silent witness to their intimate encounter.
Rita couldn't help but think about how far she was willing to go for success. In that moment, it didn't matter how degrading or taboo their actions might seem—all that mattered was winning. Then, suddenly, it happened—an intense wave of pleasure crashed over Rita as she finally reached her peak. Her body shook with ecstasy as Bilderberg thrust into her one final time before finding his own release, and his semen oozed out of her ass and on down her inner thighs, floating when it hit the water. The two collapsed onto each other against the side of the hot tub, breathing heavily as they rode out their orgasms. She stepped back, her legs shaking, as Bilderberg withdrew his still-erect cock.
As Rita caught her breath, she couldn’t believe what had just happened. She had submitted to Bilderberg's desires, and she had enjoyed it. It was a sobering realization, but one that she couldn't ignore. In the short time she had been on Dino’s island, she had learned a great deal about herself…and what a slut she was.






  
  Chapter eleven

Rita stood under the hot shower jets, rivulets of water cascading over her olive skin as steam drifted through the open doorway into the bathroom. The fragrant tropical garden just outside the glass beckoned with its lush greens and riotous colors, and she hoped to have something similar at her own home one day. Her thoughts drifted to the previous night with Marty Bilderberg, a shiver running through her despite the heat, wondering how she had gotten so drunk. She could still feel him inside her ass. Washing her toned backside, she marveled at how much of his semen he had pumped into her, marking her as his own. Even after showering upon returning to her room, it seemed an impossibly copious amount that was still coming out of her. It was like Bilderberg had claimed her body, marking it as his own. Rita tipped her head back, closing her eyes as she lathered shampoo through her long curls.  

      ***Unbeknownst to Rita, a nude figure emerged from behind a towering bird of paradise plant, dark eyes fixed intently on her wet body. Jordan crept closer, a predatory hunger in his gaze as it raked over Rita's curves. He moved like a jungle cat stalking prey, all coiled readiness and dangerous grace. Seeing that Rita’s eyes were closed as she washed her hair, he drew closer to the glass, breathing harder as he stroked himself, so close now that his breath formed fleeting clouds on its surface. Seeing Rita lost in her bathing ritual, so vulnerable and exposed, sent a dark thrill through his veins. Breaths growing ragged, he pressed his straining erection against the shower glass as he pumped it, the engorged tip smearing pre-come on the shiny surface as he stroked himself mere inches from Rita's unsuspecting body, so shiny and wet. The risk of being discovered, and the power of his unseen presence, only heightened his arousal, and his previous successes doing this with the other women had made him feel invisible, like he could do anything to them without being seen. Jordan leaned his muscular forearm on the glass, working his cock faster, pressure building to a fever pitch low in his groin as he stared at her wet tits and on down to her dripping pussy, so inviting and ready for him. 
Biting back a groan, hot semen spurted from him to paint obscene white stripes across the glass. The choked sound of his climax pierced the quiet. And slowly, as if sensing the disturbance, Rita turned her head and opened her eyes.

      ***Rita's scream pierced the steamy air, a startled sound of shock and violation. Her dark eyes widened in horror at the sight of Jordan's red face and his engorged cock pressed lewdly against the glass, still pulsing with the aftershocks of his release. Ropes of his sticky liquid dribbled obscenely down the fogged pane.
Jordan staggered back, startled by her shriek. For a fleeting instant, something akin to fear flickered across his aristocratic features, but then his lips curled in a smug, satisfied smirk, even as his chest heaved with exertion. With a last, long look at Rita's vulnerable nakedness, he turned and vanished into the lush foliage.
Hands shaking, Rita fumbled for the shower controls, nearly slipping in her haste to escape the defiled space. She snatched a fluffy towel and wrapped it tightly around herself, a meager shield against the crawling sensation of eyes on her body. Her skin prickled with revulsion and a creeping sense of dread. Pulse racing, she scanned the garden through the glass, desperate to confirm Jordan's absence, the salty sting of tears pricking at the corners of her eyes.
The click of an opening door yanked Rita's attention away from the garden. She clutched the towel tighter, poised to flee if it was Jordan coming to rape her, only to sag with a mix of relief and dread as Bethany glided into the room. The willowy redhead moved with the poised grace of a dancer, her crisp English accent slicing through the charged silence. "Rita, darling, whatever is the matter? I thought I heard a scream."
Rita swallowed hard, the phantom sensation of Jordan's hungry gaze making her skin crawl. She parted her lips, the truth poised on the tip of her tongue, but something held her back. Fear, maybe, or a grim certainty that Bethany's loyalty lay elsewhere, or that exposing Jordan would make Dino mad enough to throw her out of the competition. "I...there was a man. Watching me. Through the glass."
Bethany's delicate brows lifted and it looked like she was holding back a laugh. "Oh, Rita. Sweet girl. Have you forgotten? Our audience has been watching your every move since you arrived. Your shower is no exception."
Heat flooded Rita's cheeks, a potent cocktail of embarrassment and indignation. Of course. The cameras. How could she be so naive? A strangled laugh bubbled up from her throat, the sound jagged with barely suppressed hysteria. "Right. I just...it felt different, somehow. More real."
Bethany's smile softened, something like understanding flickering in her pale eyes. "It's jarring, I know. But you'll adjust in time." 
Rita paused, head tilting as she pulled the towel tighter around herself. She had the feeling that Bethany knew exactly who she was talking about. "I don't suppose the cameras in the garden would have captured him?"
Bethany was already shaking her head. "No, I'm afraid not. The garden is a blind spot, you see. It’s not meant for people to walk through it, and every shower has its own. It’s only the gardeners who go in there, and they aren’t working this week." 
The hope in Rita's chest withered and died, replaced by a leaden sense of isolated dread. She was on her own in this. The knowledge settled like a stone in her gut, cold and heavy. Drawing a shuddering breath, Rita lifted her chin, determined to cling to the shreds of her composure. She would not let them see her break. "It's fine. I'm fine. Just a bit of a shock, is all."
Bethany studied her for a long moment, searching her face for cracks in the facade. Then she nodded, apparently satisfied with what she found. "Of course. Well, if you're quite sure you're all right, we really must discuss your schedule for the day."
As Bethany talked, Rita let her gaze drift back to the garden, wondering if he would come back. Though the lush greenery appeared serene, she couldn't shake the feeling that hungry eyes still watched from the shadows. Waiting. Biding their time. 
Beth's voice snapped Rita back to attention. "Now, as I was saying, your audience is eager to see you again after last night's encounter." The redhead's blue eyes sparkled with mischief. "And we have quite the treat in store for them. Today, you and the other ladies will begin some intense physical and mental training to prepare you for the next phase of the competition."
Rita's brows knit together, a flicker of unease darting through her. "Training? What kind of training?"
"Oh, just a bit of this and that," Beth replied airily, waving a hand. "Strength, endurance, flexibility. Mental stress testing. All the things a woman needs to keep our leading men satisfied." She winked with a sly grin. "Speaking of which, you'll be meeting with the male candidates this afternoon. So, be a dear and pop on your bikini and heels, visit hair and makeup, and then head to the gym by three o'clock sharp. Your breakfast will be here in a few minutes, so eat well to prepare for your day."
With that, Beth turned on her heel and sauntered out, leaving Rita alone with her thoughts. Moving farther into the bedroom where she couldn’t be seen through the shower glass, even though the cameras could still see her, she took a deep breath and reached for her bikini, the tiny pieces of fabric a scant shield against the challenges to come.
Then it finally occurred to her that everyone had watched her in the hot tub with Zeit last night, as Bethany had said, and she wanted to crawl under the bed covers. The entire viewing audience knew she was a slut.
****
The gym was tucked away in a remote wing of the villa, a fact that did little to settle Rita's nerves as she got lost in the twisting corridors. One of the staff finally gave her directions. By the time she arrived, Donna and Madison were already waiting outside the double doors, their own bikini-clad bodies a welcome sight.
"Dude, there you are!" Madison chirped, bouncing on her heels. "We were starting to think you got lost."
Rita managed a tight smile. "Nearly did. This place is a damn maze."
Donna huffed a laugh, tossing her glossy curls over one bare shoulder. "Tell me about it. I swear, I need a map just to find the bathroom." 
As the women shared a chuckle, Rita found herself studying her companions, searching for signs that they, too, were grappling with the aftermath of their "dates" the previous night, but Donna and Madison seemed unruffled, their faces bright with excitement for what lay ahead. Before Rita could dwell on it further, a lock clicked and the gym doors swung open with a pneumatic hiss, beckoning them inside. Drawing collective breaths, the women stepped over the threshold, impressed at the sight that greeted them.
The gym was a marvel of sleek equipment and gleaming surfaces, but it was the six men arranged throughout the space that commanded attention. None of them were wearing shirts, and their tight gym shorts revealed more than they kept hidden. Their muscular physiques had been oiled as if they were in a bodybuilding competition, and it looked like they’d all had experience with that. They were all around thirty years old.
Donna's gaze snagged on Mateo as the three women moved closer, his chiseled features instantly recognizable from their shared flight where he had been the best flight attendant ever. He gave her a wink, his smile a slash of white against tawny skin, and stepped forward to introduce the other five men. Beside him stood Zeke, bald and built like a professional wrestler, all bulging muscles and coiled power who could have been mistaken for a mountain. Willem, meanwhile, had short brown hair and icy blue eyes, and he sported an Austrian accent as intriguing as the ink etched into his forearm—a tattoo of a surfboard being held by a naked woman.
Gordo, the Latino with black collar-length hair, covered in tattoos, lounged against a weight bench, his dark eyes smoldering as they swept over the women. Jamal, a sharp-looking Black man, offered a courtly nod, even as his gaze lingered a bit too long on their curves. And then there was Rafe, with a tat of red and yellow flames all the way around his neck, but his most prominent feature was that his gym shorts strained to contain the prodigious bulge at his groin. Rita assumed he wasn’t even erect, and she couldn’t keep herself from staring and wondering about his size.
Mateo smiled again. "Welcome, ladies! We've all been looking forward to meeting you."
The air fairly crackled with sexual tension, ripe and ready to ignite, as the women admired the men and they admired the women. Rita could only pray that she wouldn't be the one to catch fire.
"Dio mio," Rita breathed, suddenly recognizing Mateo after she tore her eyes away from Rafe’s shorts. "You're him, aren't you? The flight attendant?"
Mateo nodded with a charming smile. “I do many things, as you’ll see.”
Rita wanted some of that. “Will the red team women be coming?”
“They’re scheduled for this evening,” Mateo said. “And I assure you, they’ll get the same hard workout.”

      ***Donna shivered as she looked Mateo over, an involuntary tremble that shot an arrow of need through her core. She knew better, she knew this was wrong, but his touch had left her aching for more. What was she turning into?
"Come," Mateo said, "let's get to know each other better. It’s your choice, ladies. Pick one man each to work out with, and they’ll serve as your personal trainers."
Before Rita could say anything, Donna walked over to Mateo. Rita thought about going to Rafe, but then decided to climb the mountain of muscles called Zeke. Madison, predictably, chose Willem because he had a surfboard on his arm.
Once they were paired off, the other three men walked over to lift weights while the chosen men guided the three women to different stations. Donna began to stretch and engage in light exercises with Mateo, and laughter filled the air. The tension that had been building in anticipation of this meeting slowly dissipated, replaced by camaraderie and flirtatious banter.
"Your form is impeccable," Mateo whispered into Donna's ear as they moved into a partnered stretch. His breath was warm against her skin. For a moment, the room seemed to grow smaller, the other women's voices fading into the background.
"Thank you," Donna murmured, her cheeks flushing. "You're an excellent teacher."
After Donna and Mateo spent some time on the treadmills, they moved to a bench press station where she lay down on her back on the padded bench. He spotted her while he helped her lift the weights from the stand and she lifted the bar up and down, careful with her form. It was a heavier weight than she was used to, so she was glad Mateo was there to help, saying encouraging things.
"All right, everyone," Mateo announced, clapping his hands to get their attention. "Time for some one-on-one exercises."
Then Mateo moved around to her side, knelt down, and put his hand on her stomach while telling her to keep her stomach muscles tight. The weights were feeling heavier now that she had done a few reps. Then she felt something strange. His hand moved up to one of her breasts and started pinching her nipple through the fabric of her bikini. Startled, she almost dropped the weight, but she was afraid if she did it would fall on her chest or rib cage and break bones.
“Stop it,” she gasped. “It’s not funny!”
Mateo smiled and squeezed her nipple hard, sending a jolt of lightning through her body. Then he grabbed her bikini top and yanked it off to expose her breasts. 
“Stop!” With a strong push, she managed to lift the weight just enough to get the bar back on the rack. As she did that, she realized Mateo had removed his gym shorts and his erection was hard to ignore. Her bikini bottom was yanked off, and as she tried to sit up, he forced her back down on the bench and straddled her chest. She tried to lift her knees to push him off, but she couldn’t hit him hard enough. He laughed and moved forward, his cock getting closer and closer to her face, so she snapped her mouth shut and started shaking her head back and forth. Mateo watched her for a moment, then Rafe, the one with the huge bulge in his shorts, caught her head between his hands and looked straight down at her, then pinched her nose shut so she had to open her mouth. Mateo pushed his cock straight in past her lips, nearly gagging her with his length. When Rafe released her nose, allowing her to breathe again as Mateo’s cock began thrusting in and out, Rafe held her angry gaze and dropped his shorts, and his unusually large member almost struck her face as it flopped out. Her eyes widened even more as Rafe swung his cock back and forth just an inch from her eyes, threatening her without saying anything. Donna was even more worried when he disappeared behind Mateo and then felt her thighs being pushed apart. He was going to penetrate her with that thing. She tried to struggle and close her legs, but Rafe was much too strong, and she tried to scream as the head of his cock rubbed up and down against her pussy lips, using some of her wetness to lubricate his path.
When Rafe entered her, she felt like someone had stuffed a baseball bat up her pussy, and when he began thrusting, she immediately began convulsing with unwanted pleasure, horrified that she was responding to this kind of rough treatment. 
Out of the corner of her eye, Donna saw the lens of a video camera moving toward her as she was violated and humiliated. The audience was witnessing her degradation and helplessness as she tried once again to struggle. Donna's heart was pounding, her breath coming in shallow gasps as she grappled with the reality of what was happening. She knew there was no escape, but she refused to give in entirely. With each blow, each violation, she held onto a sliver of hope that somehow, against all odds, she would find a way to survive this nightmare. Did Dino even know about this, or was he behind it all? She couldn’t believe that.
Then she heard the other screams and pleas of Madison and Rita. All the charming pretenses of the men had been replaced by brutal aggression. Past Mateo’s leg, she saw that the massive Zeke had Rita face down on an exercise mat, pulling off her bikini and stuffing the pieces into her mouth as a gag to muffle her screams. Gordo, the one with the tattoos and the scar on his face, knelt on her arms naked, his hands holding her shoulders down, as Zeke slowly shoved his cock into her ass while she squirmed and whimpered.
Beyond Rita, Madison was naked on another mat on her hands and knees, her wrists tied to heavy weights with exercise straps. Willem, the surfer, was about to push his cock into her mouth while Jamal used his big hands to hold her jerking hips in place while he roughly entered her from behind.
Donna's body trembled as the violence of the assault washed over her, a torrent of pain and humiliation that threatened to drown her. The once-lighthearted atmosphere had been shattered like glass, and in its place was an inescapable darkness that clung to her every breath, every thought.
Then Mateo groaned and exploded, his salty semen filling her mouth, making her gag as he pulled back a bit and finished coming on her face.
"Stop, please!" she choked out between sobs, her voice barely audible above the other muffled screams and the laughter of the men. She wasn’t sure if she was talking to Mateo or to Rafe, whose huge cock was pounding so far inside her that she thought he was hitting her stomach, and the mixture of pain and pleasure was too much.
Mateo used the tip of his cock to rub his semen around more on her cheeks. His face loomed over her, his charming smile twisted into a sinister grin. He seemed to revel in her desperation, drinking in her fear as if it were the sweetest nectar.
"Pathetic," he whispered, his words dripping with disdain. "You really thought you could play the game, didn't you? But you're nothing more than a pawn, a piece of meat to be used and discarded."
The realization struck Donna like a blow to the heart, and for a moment she felt the weight of her entire world come crashing down upon her. This was no mere exercise in seduction, no harmless flirtation meant to entertain Dino's audience. They had been led into a trap, their vulnerability laid bare for all the world to see.
With a loud moan, Rafe emptied his sperm inside her, and she felt it gushing out of her pussy onto her inner thighs. She realized she was close to her own climax when he pulled out of her, leaving her empty and, she was ashamed to think, wanting more of him, wanting to come.
As the cameras continued to roll, capturing every moment of their rough defilement, Donna couldn't help but wonder how far this twisted broadcast would reach. Who else would bear witness to their suffering? Friends, family, colleagues—all reduced to voyeurs, gorging themselves on the spectacle of their torment. What kind of an audience would be watching this show in the first place?
"Is this what you wanted?" Mateo sneered, his eyes cold and merciless. "To become a star? To have your name on everyone's lips? Well, congratulations, puta. You've finally made it."
Donna's thoughts tumbled in confusion, spiraling downward into a pit of despair from which there seemed to be no escape. She had allowed herself to be drawn into this nightmare, seduced by the promise of fame and fortune, but in the end, she had become nothing more than a plaything for these cruel, powerful men.
"Look at you now," Mateo continued, cleaning himself up. "Broken, humiliated, and utterly alone. Nobody back home even knows where you are."
As his words echoed in her mind, Donna felt something inside her shift—a spark of defiance flickering to life amid the darkness. She would not allow this man, or any of the others, to break her completely. She would not give them the satisfaction of witnessing her total surrender.
"Fuck you, Mateo," she whispered, her voice barely audible even to herself. "I may be broken now, but I'm not finished. And neither is this game."
The determination that welled up within her was fragile, delicate as the wings of a butterfly, but it was enough. It provided a sliver of hope, a reason to keep fighting even when all seemed lost.
She didn’t want to think about what might be coming next.






  
  Chapter twelve

Donna paced the plush confines of her room with just one small table lamp switched on to reduce visibility for the hidden cameras, her thick bathrobe swirling around her toned legs with each agitated step. She hugged herself tightly, fingers digging into the flesh of her arms as if trying to hold herself together. Sleep had eluded her all night, driven away by the relentless thoughts that circled like vultures in her mind. Escape. Revenge. How could she have been so foolish, so blinded by ambition, to willingly step into this gilded cage? Nobody back home even knew she was here, and she had no idea what was going to happen to them next. 
Her bare feet padded against the plush carpet, the luxurious texture a mocking contrast to the turmoil raging inside her. She paused by the window, staring out at the pre-dawn glow in the sky. Somewhere beyond the manicured grounds and pristine beach, freedom called to her—taunting, tantalizing, just out of reach.
A sudden knock at the door shattered the silence, jolting Donna from her spiraling thoughts. She froze as her gaze darted to the ornate clock on the wall. Dawn had barely broken, so who could be at her door at this hour? Cautiously, Donna approached the door, her hand hesitating on the cold metal of the handle. She drew in a steadying breath before turning it, the click of the latch unnaturally loud in the stillness. As the door swung open, she found herself face to face with Rita and Madison, their expressions mirroring her own haunted look. They also wore bathrobes and their feet were bare.
"Can we come in?" Rita whispered, her usually confident voice tinged with a rare vulnerability.
Donna nodded, stepping aside to allow them entry. As the door closed behind them, the three women exchanged tense greetings, their voices low and urgent, aware of the ever-present microphones that lurked in every corner.
"We can't talk here," Madison murmured, her blue eyes darting around the room. "They're always listening."
"The beach," Donna suggested, her voice barely audible. "We won't be heard there."
An awkward silence stretched between them. With a nod of agreement, they slipped out of the room, their bare feet silent against the plush carpet as they made their way outside, each lost in their own troubled thoughts.

      ***The cool sand shifted beneath their bare feet as they walked along the shoreline, the rhythmic crash of the waves providing a soothing yet ominous backdrop, reminding them of their isolation. The early morning breeze carried the tang of salt as it whipped through their hair. Seagulls wheeled overhead, their mournful cries echoing across the deserted beach. They pulled their bathrobes tighter around themselves. For a while, they walked in silence, each woman lost in her own thoughts, the enormity of their situation weighing heavily upon them. It was Donna who finally broke the silence, her voice low and urgent. "There's something wrong with this whole setup," she murmured, her dark eyes scanning the horizon. "This isn't just a normal reality show. It's something more sinister. That ambush in the gym proves it, among other things."
Rita nodded, her lips pressed into a thin line. "I know what you mean," she agreed, her voice barely audible above the crash of the waves. "I had an encounter with Jordan in the shower last night." She paused, her voice catching in her throat as she recalled the humiliating experience. "He was on the other side of the shower glass, but he was so aggressive, so entitled. It was like he thought he owned me."
Madison reached out, placing a comforting hand on Rita's shoulder. "And I had a strange conversation with Heinrich Zeit," she confided, her tone a mix of pride and unease. "He was so charming, so manipulative. I thought I could handle him, but now I'm not so sure."
As they walked, they shared their experiences, each story adding another piece to the disturbing puzzle. The realization that they were trapped in something far more dangerous than a simple reality show was clear to all of them, and yesterday’s violence could have revealed the true nature of this game. They had to find a way out, but the question was how?
"We need a plan," Donna said. "We can't let them control us like this. We have to fight back."
Rita and Madison nodded in agreement, their expressions grim yet determined. They knew the risks were high, but the alternative was unthinkable. Plush prison or not, they had to find a way to outsmart their captors, to turn the tables on those who sought to exploit them.
Donna paused, her brow furrowed in thought as she considered their options. "Rita," she said slowly, turning to face her companion. "Jordan seems to have taken a liking to you. Maybe you could use that to our advantage?"
Rita's eyes widened, a flicker of surprise and uncertainty crossing her face. She bit her lip, considering the implications of Donna's suggestion. On one hand, the idea of using her sexuality as a weapon made her skin crawl. It went against everything she had fought so hard to achieve, although she had occasionally slept with strangers to try and get ahead. On the other hand, what choice did they have? If playing along with Jordan's advances could somehow help them escape, wasn't it worth the sacrifice?
"I don't know, Donna," she said hesitantly, her voice tinged with doubt. "It feels wrong, using him like that. And what if it backfires? What if he sees right through me? He might just decide to take me."
Donna reached out, placing a reassuring hand on Rita's shoulder. "I know it's not ideal," she said softly, her eyes filled with empathy. "But we have to use every tool at our disposal. If you can get close to Jordan, gain his trust, maybe you can find out more about what's really going on here. It's a risk, but it might be our best shot."
Rita nodded slowly, her expression thoughtful as she weighed the potential risks and benefits. 
"I'll do it," she said finally, her voice steady with resolve. "Anything that might get us out of here."
Madison, who had been listening silently to the exchange, stepped forward, her blue eyes sparkling with a newfound determination. "I might have a way to get Zeit on our side," she said, a hint of excitement creeping into her voice. "He seemed interested in me, like he wanted to confide in me. If I can get him alone, maybe I can convince him to help us."
Donna and Rita exchanged a glance, a flicker of hope in their eyes. Madison's connection to Zeit was unexpected, but it could be the key to their escape. If she could exploit his apparent interest in her, gain his trust and sympathy, perhaps he could be persuaded to turn against Dino.
"It's worth a shot," Donna said, nodding approvingly. "I'll try to get close to Dino, see if I can bargain with him somehow. Maybe offer him something in exchange for our freedom."
The words tasted bitter on her tongue, the thought of bargaining with their captors making her skin crawl, but what other choice did they have? They were trapped on this island, at the mercy of men who saw them as little more than playthings for their audience. If bargaining was the only way out, then so be it.
The three women stood in silence for a moment, each lost in their own thoughts. They knew the risks they were taking, the potential for betrayal and heartbreak, but they also knew that they had to trust each other, to work together if they had any hope of escape.
"We're in this together," Donna said finally. "No matter what happens, we have to have each other's backs. We're stronger together than we are apart."
Rita and Madison nodded in agreement. They knew the road ahead would be difficult, fraught with danger and uncertainty, but they also knew that they had no choice but to fight with the tools available to them, to resist the twisted game that sought to consume them. As they turned to head back to the house, the sun rising higher in the sky, each woman silently vowed to protect the others and find a way off the island. They were actresses, skilled in the art of deception and manipulation. It was time to put those skills to the ultimate test.
That was when the drone appeared.
An approaching mechanical hum cut through the air. The women's heads snapped up, their eyes immediately locking onto the approaching drone as it hovered closer. Tension rippled through them, instinctively pulling them closer together.
"Shit," Madison said, her gaze never leaving the drone.
Donna gritted her teeth and shook her head. They had been so sure of their momentary freedom on this secluded stretch of beach, but now they were exposed. Fear threatened to swallow her whole, but she forced herself to push it down, to focus on their newfound alliance.
"Good morning, ladies," Bethany's smooth, posh voice sounded from the drone's speakers, amplifying her words into an eerie omnipresence. "I hope you're enjoying your little walk. I'm here to announce an upcoming challenge designed specifically for the three of you. It will test your physical and mental skills. It’s not until seven o’clock tonight, but we wanted to give you plenty of time to rest and prepare. Be in hair and makeup by five o’clock. Best of luck."
As the drone soared away, Donna clenched her fists. This was no game; it was an island prison dressed up in luxury, a trap designed for women like them. "Damn it!" she hissed, clenching her fists. "They can track us anywhere. We thought we were being so clever, but they knew where we were the entire time."
Rita's features hardened, her jaw set in grim determination. "The main thing is that they couldn’t hear us out here. We have each other now, and we'll find a way out of this hellhole."
Madison nodded, her confidence shining through despite the situation. "We're stronger together. We just need to be smart and use our connections to our advantage. And we should try to act normal until we get everything figured out. Let them think we’re onboard with whatever they want to throw at us because we’ll do anything to win."
“We’d better work fast,” Rita said. “We don’t know what they’re going to do to us tonight, so we should try to meet with our targets before then if we can. If we have to plead, or bargain, or convince, we need to get it done before tonight’s deadline. Otherwise, we might not have another chance.”
"Good idea," Donna agreed, her voice steady and determined. "And remember, we have to trust each other. That's the only way we'll survive this nightmare and make it off this island."
The women exchanged solemn glances, their resolve forged in the crucible of their shared fear and desperation. Together, they stood on the edge of an abyss, staring into the darkness that threatened to engulf them, but working together provided a flicker of hope—a beacon in the dark that promised salvation, or perhaps destruction.
Only time would tell.






  
  Chapter thirteen

Rita awoke with a start, her eyes flitting open as she found herself staring into the cold black eyes of Jordan Terranova. He stood over her, clad in a black silk button-down shirt, black jeans, and black boots. She had been napping on top of the bed covers in her bathrobe, which she now realized had been spread open while she slept. 
"Wha...what are you doing?" she stammered, her voice barely above a whisper. Panic shot through her as she jerked her bathrobe closed, but it was too late—Jordan's creepy smile bore into her like a drill.
"Hello, Rita. You seem surprised. You didn't think I'd come when I got your message?"
Her pulse pounded in her ears as she tried to jump off the bed, desperate to escape. Jordan was faster; he overpowered her easily, pressing a chloroform-soaked cloth to her face. Her vision blurred as she struggled against him. The suddenness and inevitability of her capture overwhelmed her senses, and darkness swallowed her whole.
When she regained consciousness, Rita found herself strapped naked to a Saint Andrew's X-cross, her limbs splayed and helpless. Disoriented, she looked around at the unsettling decor of Jordan's playroom. It was a chamber of horrors—BDSM equipment hung from the concrete walls, and candid nude photos of Rita from various challenges, and her shower, stared back at her from every angle.
As Jordan circled her, Rita could almost feel the sadistic pleasure radiating off of him. "You probably thought I was just some stupid pervert, huh?" he taunted, his eyes never leaving her. "Just another entitled rich kid? Well, I'm much more than that, and I'm going to show you. Do you like my little gallery? I’ve been watching you ever since you got here, Rita. Did you really think you could manipulate me?"
“Please, let me go,” she said.
Jordan smiled and licked one of her nipples, making her flinch, then circled it with his tongue several times before sucking on it. "I'm going to enjoy you," he whispered, his breath hot against her skin. He gave her nipple a bite, making her jump and yelp, and then slid his hand between her legs. She squeezed her eyes shut.
"Stop, please," she begged, trembling as his hand began to rub her pussy. He actually stopped for a moment, but when she opened her eyes she was horrified to see he was getting undressed, his gaze never leaving her face as his erect cock sprang out next to her.
Rita's fear-filled eyes darted around the playroom as if trying to find an escape, but there was none. Her pulse quickened, her chest felt constricted, and a cold sweat dampened her already flushed skin.
"Let me introduce you to my collection," Jordan said, sauntering over to a drawer. He opened it, revealing row upon row of dildos, vibrators, leather harnesses, ball gags, leashes, whips, floggers, and other sex toys. His fingers walked over them before selecting a large dildo. Holding it up with a smile, he asked, "What do you think of this one?"
Anxious, Rita managed to choke out, "It's...it's too big for me."
"Ah, you shouldn’t limit yourself," he laughed, walking towards her with the dildo in hand. “I’m sure you’ve had bigger dicks than this inside you.”
“You’ll hurt me!”
“You say that like it’s a bad thing,” Jordan said, beginning by slapping her pussy several times, making her wince at the sudden contact, but her traitorous body liked it. He licked two of his fingers, then inserted them into Rita's wetness, causing her to gasp. He moved his fingers in and out quickly, watching her face closely as she whimpered, but then a thought seemed to strike him.
"Wait," he said, pulling his fingers out of her and licking them. He walked to a closet and returned with a professional video camera on a tripod, along with a shotgun microphone on another tripod, and some lights. The room transformed into a macabre film set as he meticulously arranged everything, ensuring that every detail was captured perfectly. She was almost blinded when the lights were turned on.
"Smile for the camera," he taunted as he started filming. "This footage is going straight into my personal trophy collection, unless I need it to make you do what I want. Though, if it looks good when I'm done editing, maybe I'll release it to Dino's perverted audience on the dark web. I'm sure they’d love it."
Rita's horror and humiliation intensified at the thought of being recorded in such a vulnerable state. She tried to steel her resolve, but it crumbled under the weight of his cruelty.
"Please," she whispered, "What do you want from me?"
"Oh, I already know what I want, Rita. And you're going to give it to me, whether you like it or not," he replied coldly, picking up a flogger and using it all over her body. Rita jumped with each strike and whimpered, pleading with him to stop, but Jordan only smirked, gripping the large dildo. Her skin stung with each blow.
"Your pussy seems wet enough," he observed, leaning against her and pinching one of her nipples hard before inserting the vibrating dildo into her quivering folds. Rita moaned deeply as it slowly filled her and he thrust it in and out, his face just inches away from hers as she arched her back. “You like this, don’t you?”
“No...no,” she moaned, ashamed and aroused at the same time, unwilling to admit the truth.
“I bet you want my cock in your ass instead, is that right?” He was breathing faster now, his face red.
Her eyes widened. “No!”
"You can't keep yourself from coming, can you? You're so attracted to me."
She didn’t say anything, so he slapped her breast hard, then his lips found their way back to her nipple, sucking on it and nibbling while continuing to use the dildo on her. "I promise, Rita, when this is over, you'll remember this experience. Now, I want you to scream for me." The huge dildo began plunging into her harder and faster. “Come on. Scream. You know you want to. Let it out.”
Rita bit her lip, fighting to remain silent, but the more she tried to resist, the more the vibrations grew in intensity. Finally, a strangled moan escaped her lips, followed by another, and another. Jordan cackled with glee as he watched her squirm, her humiliation evident on her flushed face.
Without warning, he began to rotate the dildo inside her, eliciting a high-pitched whine from Rita's clenched jaw. Her fingers gripped the x-cross she was mounted on, the only thing grounding her in this depraved reality. Tears streamed down her cheeks as her body betrayed her once more, arching into the pleasurable torture.
Jordan was controlling her now, and she couldn’t do anything about it. She didn’t even want to.

      ***The sun cast its warm, golden light over Madison as she reclined by the pool, her tanned skin shimmering with a sheen of perspiration. She wore her tiniest bikini and stiletto heels, feeling like a goddess basking in the afternoon glow. As she lay there, absorbed in her thoughts, she sensed a looming presence and opened her eyes to find Zeit standing over her in his white suit.
"Ah, Miss West," Zeit said smoothly, his ice-blue eyes raking over her body with appreciation. "You are quite the vision."
Madison sat up gracefully, meeting his gaze with a mixture of feigned innocence and raw sensuality. "Why thank you, Mister Zeit. Care to join me for a swim?"
Zeit gave her a sly smile and snapped a photo of Madison with his phone before replying. "I was just going to ask you that. Hot tub, I think," With that, he began to disrobe, revealing his thin form that looked better covered by his suit. As usual, he kept his sunglasses on.
As they walked over to the hot tub, with Madison exaggerating the swing of her hips, she allowed Zeit to pull the strings and remove her bikini. Zeit hopped into the tub with a splash, then offered a hand as she removed her stilettos and stepped down into the water. The warmth enveloped her body, lulling her into a relaxed state. When she settled down on the bench next to Zeit, she reached underwater and ran her hand up his thigh.
"You know," she said, her voice a sultry whisper, "you’re a powerful man, Mister Zeit. I bet you have some real influence around here."
He grinned at her obvious flattery, but Madison could tell she had piqued his interest. "Perhaps," he replied noncommittally. "What is it that you want, Miss West?"
"Nothing much," she said, her hand now stroking his cock with practiced ease. "Just a little help in the game, maybe some advance warning about upcoming challenges. Look, if you help me out, I'll make sure you're well rewarded. You wouldn’t regret it."
As she spoke, Madison's eyes flicked to the security cameras surrounding them, a flicker of uncertainty crossing her face. She assumed the audio couldn’t be heard because of the bubbling water, but what if she was wrong, and what if she was discovered trying to bribe Zeit?
Zeit played with one of her nipples. “So, you want an advantage, Miss West? What about your friends? Isn’t that unfair to them?”
"My friends," Madison said, her voice dripping with disdain, "Donna and Rita are such dead weight. I'd be so much better off without them. I’m here to win this game, by whatever means necessary."
Zeit considered her words, his smile widening as he lifted Madison out of the water and sat her on the edge of the hot tub. Her legs splayed open before him as he pushed them apart. She blushed at her vulnerable position, knowing that the cameras and audience could see every inch of her, but Zeit didn't care; he held her thighs open, his face right in front of her exposed pussy.
"Such a pretty little thing," he said before his tongue made contact with her sensitive flesh, eliciting moans of pleasure from Madison. His fingers joined in, plunging into her depths as her moans grew louder.
"You're a god to me," she whispered breathlessly, her body writhing under Zeit's skilled touch. Her nerves were starting to sing.
"Of course I am," he replied, smirking as he continued his ministrations. "And I think we can make a deal, Miss West. Just remember who holds the power here. When I tell you I want something, I want it right now."
Zeit stood up on the bench and moved his dripping erect cock into position as he looked her in the eyes and grabbed her hips. “And right now, I want you.”
With one hard thrust, he was in.

      ***Donna hesitated outside Dino Terranova's private bedroom suite, smiling up at the camera over the door. She hadn’t knocked because she knew it wasn’t necessary. Dino’s private wing of the house was huge, and its entry was guarded by two men wearing suits with guns in shoulder holsters, and they had cleared her to proceed after giving her a thorough search with their hands, supposedly to look for weapons. Since she was clad in a skimpy white bikini and stiletto heels, she knew it had just been an excuse for the guards to feel her up, but as long as it got her through to Dino’s rooms, she didn’t mind. She took a deep breath to steady herself, knowing that what lay ahead was a desperate gamble for the safety of her friends and their return home.
"Enter," called Dino's voice from within, and she pushed the door open, stepping into his domain.
The first room looked like a smaller version of Dino’s office, with bookcases covering the four walls except for two portals into the carpeted bedroom and a large bathroom with black granite floors. Seated behind a glass desk working at a laptop computer, he was wearing a polo shirt with black silk shorts, and he was barefoot.
Dino finished typing something before he looked up at her, eyebrows raised. “I understand you wanted to see me? I hope you haven’t come to complain about your workout in the gym. You signed the contract and the waivers, so you knew what to expect. And I’ve been watching you, and you’ve done very well for yourself, adapting to each challenge and improvising like someone with real talent. The audience agrees with me.”
Donna cleared her throat, censoring all the complaints and objections tumbling through her head so she could stick to her own script. “No complaints, Mister Terranova. I’ve come to make you an offer.”
“An offer?” Dino sat back in his chair, studying her.
She cleared her throat again, trying to sound confident and failing. “Rita and Madison. I want to offer myself in exchange for their safe return home. I’ll do whatever you want, agree to anything, if you’ll please let them leave.”
Dino tipped his head. “If they leave now, they won’t have completed their contracts. They would forfeit fifty thousand dollars. Are they aware of you coming here to represent them?”
Donna nodded. “They know. They want out.”
“Well, that’s admirable of you to offer yourself up for them, and it’s certainly not an offer I expected.” He stood up and walked around the front of the desk to face her, then sitting on the edge of the desk, still three feet away, which was too close for her comfort. He crossed his arms and looked her up and down, lingering on her breasts. 
“It’s a serious offer,” she said, standing firm even as she tried to hide her nervous trembling.
“And you understand the implications of saying you’ll agree to anything?”
She licked her lips and took a step forward, using close proximity with one of her sultry looks to reinforce the point. She reached out and traced a finger down his chest. "Anything you want," Donna repeated in a husky voice.
“Very well.” As he spoke, he reached out to pull the strings that held her bikini top, and then the bottom, letting them fall to the floor. He brushed his fingers over her breasts, circling the nipples, and then stroked her pussy, eliciting a moan from her lips. “Kneel.”
She thought she knew what he was going to tell her to do next as she knelt down in front of him, but she was wrong. He went to a drawer and pulled out a leather collar with a leash attached, fastening it around her neck with practiced ease. Standing back to admire his handiwork, he seemed delighted by the sight of her naked and collared body. "From now on, you will be my personal pet. You will wear a leather collar and leash at all times and sleep here, in my bedroom, rather than your own."
She swallowed, surprised, but nodded as she looked into his eyes.
"Such a lovely pet," he said. “Bethany won’t be happy, but she’ll get over it.”
Her internal conflict reached its peak when Dino ordered her to unzip his shorts, and take out his cock. She could feel the weight of his hand on top of her head as she began to give him a blow job, and it was a constant reminder of the power he held over her.
"If you do a good job," he murmured, his voice both seductive and menacing, "I'll reward you handsomely. But if you dare disobey or displease me, rest assured that you will be thoroughly punished."
Once again, she began to wonder what she had gotten herself into, but this was the bargain she had made and she had to let it play out so that her friends, at least, would survive this “game.” Fighting her own inner turmoil, she drew on her acting ability, and the principles of method acting that she had learned, and found herself sinking deeper into submission, her sense of self slipping away like sand through her fingers. She couldn't understand why she continually made such poor decisions, or how she had ended up in this nightmarish situation, but this was a role she could play. She had been training for this part for years, and this could be the most important acting job she would ever have, convincing this powerful man that she was what he wanted so that she could make him do what she wanted. As the real Donna faded into the background in place of the sex slave she was becoming, she could only hope that, when this was over, she would be able to regain her sense of identity.
With Dino’s salty erect cock sliding in and out of her mouth while she tickled his balls, she couldn't help but wonder how much more she would have to endure before their twisted game came to an end.

      ***Rita's legs trembled as she pushed open the door to her room, her body still reeling from the horrors she had endured at Jordan’s hands. The room, once a sanctuary, now felt like a cage. Her reflection in the mirror was that of a stranger—eyes hollow, lips cracked, and spirit all but crushed. She glanced at the clock; it was nearly time for hair and makeup before tonight's competition. A bitter laugh escaped her throat as she realized how absurd it seemed to worry about appearances now, but she had to do it. She had to keep moving forward. She had to play the game.

      ***Madison was standing on the bench in the hot tub, her back arched and her hands gripping the edge as Zeit pounded into her ass from behind. Her skin was slick with sweat and the warm water, and her moans mixed with the bubbling of the jets. Despite the pleasure coursing through her body, there was a small part of her that wondered if this was going to be worth it in the end, but she had no choice. This was all part of their plan to bring down Dino and his twisted reality show. And besides, she couldn't deny that there was a certain thrill in playing this dangerous game with a man as powerful as Zeit. It was exhilarating, even though she knew it could all come crashing down at any moment.
As the ripples of pleasure built up inside of her and reached their peak, Madison let out a cry that echoed through the pool area and startled the birds out of the palm trees. Zeit's grip on her hips tightened as the pace of his thrusting increased and he released inside of her two minutes later, slumping against her back with his hot breath against her ear.
"You are mine," he hissed, sitting on the edge of the hot tub and turning her around so he could pull her mouth onto his dripping cock, squeezing out the last of his pleasure and gasping with delight. When he released her, she stood before him with her head bowed, trying not to think too much about what she had just done. 
“I own you now,” Zeit growled, catching his breath.
"Yes, master," she replied obediently, masking her internal turmoil with an enticing smile that she had practiced in front of the mirror.
Madison glanced at the clock above the pool, noticing several women watching her from behind a cluster of flowering bushes. It was time to report to hair and makeup.
Time for the next challenge.






  
  Chapter fourteen

The medieval village set shimmered under the bright lights of the green screen soundstage. Rita Martinez, dressed as a witch in a tattered peasant dress, stood bent over with her wrists and neck locked into wooden stocks in the village square. She was surrounded by an angry mob of men and women, their peasant faces twisted into snarls of hatred. The air crackled with tension, and Rita was trying to remember the lines from the short script she had been given. Dino had also warned her that she would be improvising her lines for most of the scene, which she had always hated doing in her acting classes. However, this was her chance to finally act in a scene for Dino and the rest of the audience, and she didn’t want to blow it, no matter how the scene evolved beyond what it said in the script. 
Rita's eyes widened as Mateo Lopez Serrano approached, his muscular form clad in chain mail and a thick moustache adorning his upper lip. A sword hung from his belt, gleaming ominously. He was playing Lord Falco, a knight of the realm. Fear and curiosity swirled within her, igniting a fire in her belly.
"Action!" Dino's voice boomed over the loudspeaker, jolting Rita back into the scene.
"Thou stand accused of witchcraft," Mateo growled, his dark eyes narrowing as he towered over Rita. "What say you?"
"Please! I am no witch!" Rita protested, her voice a mix of desperation and indignation. "You must believe me!"
"Thy villagers say otherwise!" Mateo barked, his smooth Spanish accent slipping through. The villagers erupted into shouts and jeers, their tumultuous anger escalating like a stormy sea. Rita knew they actually hated her because they were all of the losers who had failed the early challenges.
"Please, listen to me," Rita pleaded urgently. "I have done nothing wrong!"
Mateo shook his head, his expression betraying a hint of sympathy. "I want to believe you, but the people…" He gestured toward the mob, their cacophony of voices battering against Rita's ears.
"I swear upon my life I am innocent!" The words spilled out, laced with the raw vulnerability she had spent years trying to keep hidden.
The cacophony of the angry mob rose to a fever pitch, their voices harsh and unforgiving. Rita's heart pounded as she fought against the rising tide of panic. The air was thick with tension, the atmosphere oppressive, suffocating. She searched the sea of faces for any sign of mercy or understanding but found none.
"Enough lies!" Willem bellowed above the din, stepping forward with an accusatory glare, dressed as a peasant with a dirty face. "I saw her flying through the air like the devil himself had granted her wings!"
"Thou art the one who lies because I would not sleep with you!" Rita snapped, her eyes flashing with indignation. 
The villagers only grew angrier, their hostility fanned by the flames of suspicion and fear. One of them picked up a clump of mud and threw it against her shoulder.
"Silence, witch!" Crystal shouted in a shrill and venomous voice, her long blond hair hidden under a dirty rag wrapped around her head. "Thou healed my husband's limp cock with your dark magic!"
"No!" Rita said, desperation seeping into her voice. "I gave him herbs, not magic. It was just a remedy, nothing more."
Mateo raised his hand, trying to quell the growing chaos. "I have heard much suspicion, but we have yet to hear conclusive evidence that this woman is a witch. Are there no other witnesses?"
"Then let me speak!" Zeke boomed, his muscular frame shoving its way through the crowd in his ratty peasant cloak. He towered over Mateo, a menacing glint in his eye. "I saw her myself, dancing naked in the moonlight by the river. What else could explain such unnatural behavior, my lord?"
"Dancing?" Rita's voice trembled, her anger giving way to fear. "I only dance because it brings me joy. And I had just finished bathing! There's no harm in that!"
"Get her!" someone screamed, the mob surging forward like a tidal wave hellbent on destruction. Zeke shoved Mateo aside, ignoring his protests, and lunged toward Rita.
"Please, no!" Rita screamed as Zeke tore at her dress, ripping the filthy fabric from her body and casting it to the ground. Her wrists and neck were still locked in the stocks, leaving her vulnerable and exposed. Zeke grinned maliciously as he spanked her, making her jump and her breasts bounce with each cruel blow.
"Bastard!" she cried out, tears streaming down her face as Zeke gripped her hips tightly, pulling her butt cheeks open, and thrust his cock into her ass, causing her to scream in pain.
“The witch makes me do this!” Zeke yelled. “I cannot stop!”
Rita's screams echoed through the clearing as Zeke continued to ravage her, his thrusts growing more forceful and aggressive with each passing moment. It began to rain hard, and she felt the water mixing with the mud the peasants kept throwing at her as Zeke continued plowing into her.
"Bastard!" she cried out, struggling against her restraints, but Zeke only laughed, fueled by a twisted sense of pleasure from inflicting pain on her.
"You think you're so innocent, don't you?" Zeke yelled, grinning maniacally as he continued his assault. "But I know your kind. You witches seduce men with your devilish charms and then curse them!"
"I have done nothing!" Rita sobbed, feeling like a mere puppet in the hands of a cruel master. She could barely breathe under the force of his impacts, let alone fight back.
"Enough of this witch's lies," Rafe sneered as he stepped in front of Rita, his large cock slapping her face several times before he forced his erection into her mouth, muffling her anguished cries. “She makes me do this to her! She must be punished!”
The villagers roared in approval, their bloodlust insatiable, and Rita knew that her nightmare was continuing.

      ***On Soundstage Two, the dense jungle seemed to close in on Donna Fiero as she hiked through the undergrowth, her long hair tied up in a bun atop her head. Her Victorian clothing—ankle-length brown skirt, long-sleeved white blouse with a high neckline, corset, brown leather gloves, and Victorian boots—felt stifling in the tropical heat. Monkeys hooted and exotic birds called to each other high above in the tree canopy. Donna's breath came in short gasps, thinking how real all of this felt, making it easy for her to get her head into the part of the Victorian woman lost in the jungle. Dino had not given her many lines to learn, so at least she would be able to focus on her acting.
As she rounded a bend in the trail, an imposing figure swung down from the trees on a vine, landing directly in front of her. The muscular Latino with long black hair wore only a loincloth, his body glistening with sweat. Donna's eyes widened as she recognized the scarred face of Gordo, one of the “leading man” candidates who had attacked them in the gym. 
"Please, sir," Donna stammered, trying to communicate her predicament. "I'm lost and need help. I've heard of a big foreign man who lives here in the jungle. The natives think he's an evil spirit, but the animals like him."
Gordo glared at her, seemingly oblivious to her words, and began babbling angrily. His unintelligible speech only served to heighten Donna's sense of unease. Suddenly, a trained chimpanzee named Kimba joined the fray, chattering and baring its teeth at her. She had heard the stories about actors being harmed when working with unpredictable chimps, who could tear a man’s arm off if they got angry, and Kimba didn’t seem friendly.
"You may not understand me, sir," Donna said, her voice shaking with fear. "But I mean you no harm."
Gordo's anger intensified, and he gestured wildly at her clothing before thumping his chest. Something about her attire seemed to infuriate him further. Without warning, he lunged toward her, and Donna instinctively turned and ran back down the path, wanting only to get away from the wild man.
Adrenaline charged her muscles as she sprinted through the jungle, gasping for air. Kimba was relentless, quickly catching up to her and jumping on her back to pull her down to her knees under his weight. The chimp tore at her shirt, revealing the corset underneath. Donna fought free and ran once more, but Kimba tackled her again, this time nearly breaking her ribs as he ripped off the corset to expose her breasts.
"Let go!" Donna shouted, struggling to escape the chimp's grasp. As she broke free and continued to run, she felt a sudden rush of air behind her. Gordo swung past her on a vine, landing directly in her path, his erection lifting his loincloth.
Donna stopped suddenly, staring at Gordo’s erection, and Kimba caught up to her, yanking off her skirt as she tried to kick him away. Gordo grunted in anger or satisfaction—Donna couldn't be sure which—and swiftly tied her to a tree using a long vine. She yelled at him, squirming in her bonds, but he ignored her protests. With a final, swift motion, he pulled off her underwear, leaving her naked except for her ripped stockings and boots. Gordo tossed her panties to Kimba, who hooted as he sniffed them and then jumped up and down, swinging his arms.
"No...please let me go. Please," Donna begged, her voice quaking with terror, but Gordo didn’t understand her, or didn’t care. Gordo knelt down and pulled her folds apart, licking up and down as he made a hooting noise similar to the chimp, then stood abruptly and thrust his cock into her, clapping a hand over her mouth to muffle her screams as he continued to drive himself into her again and again. Her anguished cries gradually turned to moans of unwanted pleasure, horrified that her body was betraying her once more by enjoying this. Kimba hooted and jumped up and down, reveling in the spectacle, his hands occasionally reaching out to snatch at the shreds of her stockings.

      ***On Soundstage Three, the “sun” had dipped below the horizon, casting eerie shadows across the pine forest floor. Madison West, clad in a t-shirt, jeans, and hiking boots, trekked through the underbrush under the weight of a backpack, her mind consumed by thoughts of her big break in Hollywood. She'd been chosen for this scene at Zeit's request, and she couldn't help but feel a mix of nervous anticipation and dread, even though she had very few lines. The whole scene was so weird, it was more like something she’d see on a mushroom trip.
She looked up at the sky, but the dense canopy overhead blotted out any remaining traces of daylight. As she continued deeper into the woods, an overwhelming sense of being watched settled over her. This was true, of course, since a worldwide audience of perverts was watching her every move, waiting for something bad to happen to her, but she was also trying to imagine what was right for her part. She shook her head, trying to steady her breathing.
Suddenly, a blinding beam of light shot down from the sky, engulfing her entire body. She screamed, clutching at the branches around her, but they just slipped from her fingers as she was inexplicably lifted off the ground—higher and higher until she was swallowed into the belly of an alien spacecraft.
When Madison woke up again, she found herself strapped naked and facedown on a translucent white table that glowed from within. "Please, let me go!" Madison shrieked, pulling against the restraints. 
The expressionless aliens surrounding her were silent, their many huge eyes studying her with a cold curiosity. Their hairless gray bodies were tall and somewhat shapeless, each with four arms ending in three-fingered hands.
"Can't you understand me?" she pleaded, tears streaming down her cheeks. "I don't want any trouble!"
One alien floated past her head holding a shiny rotating probe about three inches wide and two feet long. She was afraid it was one of those probes she’d read about in silly backwoods stories, but then she was certain of it when the alien began to slowly insert the device into her ass. She screamed and begged for them to stop, but the aliens only observed impassively as the probe slowly moved in and out of her.
"Please...no more..." Madison whimpered, but her pleas were ignored and the slow thrusting continued, filling her completely, in and out. A second alien waved two arms at her, and she floated two feet above the table. The observer aliens looked underneath her and nodded, signaling for another long probe to be inserted into her pussy as another one moved toward her mouth.
Madison gargled out a muffled scream as the three probes thrust in and out of her in a regular rhythm. Her body betrayed her, responding with pleasure despite the terror coursing through her veins. The aliens watched intently, their unblinking eyes taking in every detail of her torment.
"Please...stop...I can't take..." Madison's voice faded as her body shuddered in climax, her screams echoing throughout the spacecraft, and she felt another wave building. She wished desperately for escape from this nightmare, her mind reeling from the cruel irony of what was supposed to have been her big break.
She felt relieved, but also frustrated, when the probes were removed. She lay there on the table, breathing hard, her pussy twitching, hoping they would let her go. It seemed like they were going to do just that when the restraints were removed and they turned her over on the table. She squinted against the bright lights from overhead, trying not to look at the faces of the aliens crowded around, some of them poking at her face and breasts.
“Let me go,” she pleaded. “I won’t tell anyone. Nobody would believe me, anyway!”
Then she saw the shiny black tentacles slithering up over the edges of the table. There had been no mention of this in the script. Some of them quickly wrapped around her arms and legs, pulling toward the sides of the table. She tried to squirm away from them, but they wrapped around her limbs like octopus tentacles and wouldn’t let go. Distracted by the sudden attack, pulled into a spreadeagle position, she didn’t see the other tentacles whipping toward her until one of them slid into her pussy, relentlessly shoving its way deeper and deeper. She started to scream, but another tentacle slithered into her mouth, probing inside and muffling her, still allowing her to breathe, while another one smoothly slipped into her ass. She shut her eyes tight, trying to block out the slippery sensations of the tentacles moving in and out of her, but it was too intense to ignore, even when she tried to struggle.
Her pussy was dripping wet, and she squirted as she came.






  
  Chapter fifteen

A hushed tension hung in the air as Dino Terranova, seated at his polished mahogany desk, engaged in a videoconference with a dozen eager investors. Their faces flickered on the large screen before him, each one a testament to the power and wealth he had amassed through his Hollywood empire. Bilderberg and Zeit lounged on a black leather couch in a corner of the office, observing the meeting with interest on a second large monitor above Dino’s head. 
Beneath the desk, hidden from the eyes of the virtual attendees but visible to Bilderberg and Zeit, Donna Fiero knelt on the lush carpet, her lips wrapped around Dino's throbbing erection. The only adornment on her exquisite, toned body was a thin black collar that circled her throat like a velvet ribbon, the leash extending from it held tightly in Dino's hand. She moved slowly, expertly, her tongue teasing the head of his cock while her dark eyes gazed up at him, pleading for his approval.
"Your show is truly groundbreaking," remarked one investor, a broad smile crossing his face. "The world has never seen anything quite like the Domination Game. Who knew there were so many perverts out there?"
“I did,” Dino replied.
"Of course. Of course. And the show is amazing," added another, his gaze intense, hungry. "I think I can speak for all of us when I say we're very much looking forward to the labyrinth. You do know how to keep us on the edge of our seats, but of course we’re all ready for more…extreme content."
Dino's voice remained steady, betraying none of the pleasure this conversation was giving him. "I can assure you, the labyrinth will be nothing short of spectacular. I've given the cast a day off to recover, allowing my crew to prepare the new sets and the CG effects. Trust me, what comes next will surpass all expectations."
Bilderberg smirked, his gaze never leaving Donna’s butt bouncing back and forth under the desk. "You've always been one for pushing boundaries, Dino. Keep it up." Zeit nodded in agreement, looking amused.
As Dino continued his verbal dance with the investors, his thoughts turned inward, contemplating the intricate web he had woven to ensure the success of his dark vision. The labyrinth would bring a new level of excitement and depravity to the show, riveting the audience to their screens. The power he held over these women, over Donna, fueled his ambition and desire for more.
"Your leadership is commendable," an investor chimed in, pulling Dino back into the conversation. "We look forward to seeing how far the Domination Game will go."
"Thank you," Dino responded, feeling the heat rising in his lower abdomen, the pressure building as Donna's lips continued their relentless assault on his senses. "I promise not to disappoint."
As the call came to a close, the investors expressing their satisfaction with the show's progress, Dino knew that the labyrinth would be his crowning achievement, solidifying his position as Hollywood's master of dark delights. As he punched out of the videoconference, Donna's skilled mouth was quite distracting, but he maintained his authoritative composure. 
"Speaking of wagers," Zeit began, his thick German accent adding an air of seriousness to his words, "I have placed a substantial bet on Madison. She has shown remarkable resilience thus far."
Bilderberg smirked and leaned back on the couch, brushing a wrinkle out of his expensive black suit. "Ah, but Rita is the one who has truly captured my attention. I've wagered quite a large amount on her success. She has the fire of a true winner."
Dino ran a hand through his graying hair, keeping his face neutral as he responded to their gambling. "Gentlemen, you know I never partake in betting myself, and the audience vote will determine the outcome of the game, but I hope you’ll continue with your much safer bets on my movies. Your investments are always appreciated." He glanced out the one glass wall with a view of the ocean. "However, Donna and Chloe shouldn't be underestimated, either; they are strong competitors in their own right."
"I guess we all have our favorites," Zeit agreed with a nod, his ice-blue eyes narrowing as he glanced at Donna’s butt.
"In any case, I just wanted to let you both know how grateful I am for your support," Dino said, his voice smooth and confident, even as Donna's mouth continued its relentless assault on him.
"Always a pleasure, Dino," Bilderberg replied with a dismissive wave of his hand. "By the way, I'm interested in speaking to Crystal, one of the losers. Is that possible?"
Dino's brown eyes darted between Bilderberg and Zeit, weighing the implications of this request. "I see no harm in that," he said finally, his voice betraying none of the tension coiling within him. "I’ll have someone send her to your room."
"Oh, one of your playrooms would be better," Bilderberg said, a sinister grin spreading across his face.
As the conversation continued, Dino felt contractions in his lower abdomen, his sphincter muscles tightening, the pressure building as Donna's lips brought him closer to the edge. He clenched his jaw and gripped the arms of his chair, struggling to maintain control over his physical reactions. The other men exchanged amused looks, their approval for the unfolding scene evident in their grins and raised eyebrows.
The sensation became too much for Dino to bear, and at last, he surrendered to the pleasure coursing through him. His body tensed, his breathing hitched, and a low groan escaped his lips as he came in her mouth. Donna never wavered in her actions, even as the intensity of the moment washed over them both.
"I guess this is a good time to ask you for favors," Zeit said with a chuckle. “However, I can’t think of anything right now, unless you’ll make sure Madison wins the game.”
Dino grunted, desperately fighting to regain his composure. "If you'll excuse me...gentlemen...I have some preparations...to attend to."
As the residual warmth of his climax began to dissipate, Dino was left with a languid sense of relaxation. He reclined in his chair, one hand still holding the leash attached to Donna's collar.
"Clean me up," he said. Donna obeyed without protest, using her skilled hands and mouth to ensure that no trace of their encounter remained.
"Is everything all right?" Donna asked, sensing the change in his mood.
"Just business as usual," Dino replied.
Donna hesitated before venturing another question. "What about Rita and Madison? You promised they'd be released."
Dino looked into her eyes, aware of the concern she held for her friends. "They'll be sent home soon enough."
"Will they be safe?" she pressed, the worry evident in her voice.
"Safe and sound," he reassured her, although his mind was already occupied with thoughts of the next phase of the competition. In the grand scheme of things, Rita and Madison were merely pawns in his game, and their safety mattered little to him.
"Good." She knew Dino wasn't a man to be trusted, but for the sake of her friends, she was willing to hold onto the hope that he was telling the truth.
"Come," Dino said, tugging at her leash to lead her away from the office. "There's much to be done, and we have a busy day ahead of us."
As they left the room, Donna couldn't help but feel the weight of the collar around her neck serving as a constant reminder of the power dynamics between them. She knew that in Dino’s world, nothing was certain, and danger lurked around every corner.






  
  Chapter sixteen

The playroom had no windows, and LED torches burned on the walls to give it more of a theatrical dungeon feeling that cast eerie flickering shadows on the walls. Marty Bilderberg paced back and forth with an impatient sneer, his black clothes clinging to his bony frame like a second skin. The anticipation of the evening's events had him on edge, and he was not used to being kept waiting. 
As Crystal entered, her initial bubbly demeanor was evident in her confident stride; she wore a skimpy bikini and towering heels that accentuated her long legs. She bounced into the room, stopping to strike a sexy pose and wink flirtatiously at Bilderberg, lightly running a finger over one of her enhanced breasts. Crystal’s dark eye makeup contrasted with her curly blond hair. Her seductive smile, however, faded as her gaze swept across the room, taking in the ominous array of sex equipment and toys mounted on the walls. 
Rafe and Willem silently approached Crystal from behind, their muscular forms casting looming shadows that seemed to swallow her up. As they grabbed her, she let out a piercing scream, her body writhing in a futile attempt to break free from their grips on her arms.
"Let me go!” 
Rafe and Willem ignored her pleas with a cold indifference. They walked her over to a padded spanking bench, bent her forward over it, and continued holding her arms as they secured her wrists and ankles to anchor rings mounted on the floor.
"Please," Crystal choked out, tears streaming down her face. "Don't do this!" 
Bilderberg looked at her with calm detachment, his dark sunglasses shielding his eyes from her pleading gaze. "They aren't going to do anything to you, sweetheart," he said coolly, a hint of amusement coloring his condescending tone. "But I am."
As the two men stepped away, she fought against her restraints, her inner thoughts a whirlwind of confusion and despair. Bilderberg took a switchblade out of his pocket, flicked it open, and stepped closer. 
Crystal stopped breathing, her eyes wide as she watched him approach, slowly shaking her head. “No, no, no.”
With a quick cut, Crystal’s bikini top dropped to the floor, letting her breasts swing free.
"Please," she whispered again, her voice barely audible. "I'll do anything, just don't hurt me."
“Of course you will,” Bilderberg said, making another cut. The rest of her bikini flopped open to expose her butt, but it was hung up on the bench, so Bilderberg pulled it free and knelt down in front of her face so she could watch him slice it into small pieces while she nervously shook her head. “You won’t be needing this, my dear.”
She struggled some more, making her long hair drop over her face and brush the floor. He reached forward and flipped it to the other side of her head so she could see him better.
"Such a shame you lost the game, my dear," he said. "But don't worry, there's still a prize to be won if you cooperate...or even if you don't."
Bilderberg methodically removed his clothes, revealing his skeletal body. He reached for a short flogging whip hanging on the wall, its leather tendrils snaking through his fingers. As he walked around behind her, Crystal trembled in anticipation, tensing against the blows she knew were about to come.
"Please don’t," she whispered. “You don’t need that. I’ll do what you want.”
“I like your tat,” Bilderberg said, brushing the whip over the black and white panda on her left bicep. “Do you have any others?”
“One,” Crystal said.
Bilderberg looked her over. “I don’t see it.”
“I’m lying on it. Just above my pussy.”
“Ah,” Bilderberg said with a nod. “I’ll see it later, then.”
With a flick of his wrist, Bilderberg brought the whip down on Crystal's exposed skin. She screamed as the first lash whistled through the air, stinging pain rippling across her butt from the impact. Her eyes filled with helpless tears as the whip struck again and again, each impact punctuated by her anguished whimpers.
"Your fear is so delicious," Bilderberg said, lightly running his tongue over her reddened skin. Crystal shivered at his touch, her involuntary wriggles betraying her discomfort and feelings of helplessness.
"Stop it!" she sobbed, but her words only seemed to fan the flames of Bilderberg's sadistic desires. With an almost casual motion, he spanked her pussy, the sudden jolt of pain sending shockwaves through her body. Despite her protests, Crystal couldn't help but feel a confusing surge of arousal, her body betraying her in the most intimate way possible.
"Interesting..." Bilderberg said, brushing his fingers over her wetness. He reached for a vibrator, switching it on and pressing it against her sensitive flesh. Crystal moaned, her whimpers escalating as the waves of pleasure began to build, her inner turmoil mounting with each passing moment.
"Rafe, Willem," Bilderberg commanded, never taking his eyes off Crystal. "Leave us."
The two men departed without a word, their heavy footsteps receding into the distance. Crystal was now alone with her tormentor, the sense of isolation only heightening her fear and vulnerability.
Bilderberg gave her little time to process this new reality. He slowly inserted a finger into her ass, giving her a moment to adjust to the pressure before removing it and replacing it with his own throbbing erection. As he began thrusting, Crystal's body tensed, torn between pain and reluctant pleasure, unable to move away because of the bench and the restraints holding her ankles and wrists.
"Such a delicate mix of emotions," Bilderberg said. "Let's see how far we can push them, shall we? I’ll show you some delights you probably haven’t experienced before."
Crystal hovered near the peak of her arousal, moving with his thrusts now to push her over the top. Bilderberg's eyes glittered with cruel delight as he abruptly stopped his ministrations, leaving her teetering on the edge of release. Her frustration and despair were palpable, her butt wiggling instinctively, craving more.
"Aw, poor thing," Bilderberg drawled mockingly, reaching for a dildo. "Let's see if this helps." With no warning, he inserted it into her already stretched ass, the added sensation heightening her vulnerability. Crystal gasped, her breath hitching as she struggled to adapt to the unfamiliar intrusion.
"Now then," Bilderberg murmured, looping a rope around Crystal's neck. He pulled back slightly, raising her head and upper body, forcing her to choke and gasp for air. The sense of danger escalated. "I've always wanted to try this," he confessed. "And you're going to enjoy it just as much as I will."
Crystal's eyes widened in terror, her struggles intensifying as the rope bit into her delicate skin. Bilderberg pulled harder against the rope, focused on his own approaching climax. She gagged and choked, her body convulsing as her air supply dwindled. In spite of her growing weakness, she fought to free herself, but to no avail; the ropes held her fast, her captivity absolute.
"Such a beautiful sight," Bilderberg mused, admiring the way she was displayed below him. His hand guided his cock into her damp pussy, shoving it in mercilessly. At the same time, he worked the dildo in and out of her ass, taking perverse pleasure in her pain and humiliation.
Crystal moaned and whimpered, then her body twitched and shuddered as she climaxed, her release bringing a temporary reprieve from the intense sensations. Her pussy juices washed over his cock, making his thrusts smoother in her slippery tunnel. Bilderberg continued pounding into her, prolonging his own pleasure as he reveled in her helpless state. As she came down from her high, her body succumbing to the lack of oxygen. Her face turned an alarming shade of red that Bilderberg couldn't see due to his position behind her.
Bilderberg's breaths grew ragged, the room growing hotter and more stifling with each thrust. The scent of sweat and sex filled his nostrils, and he could feel his own climax building, rising within him like a tidal wave poised to break, but he held back, wanting to prolong it.
"Almost there," he grunted, forcing himself ever deeper into Crystal's unresponsive body. Her limp arms swung back and forth in time with his thrusts, her body little more than a broken plaything for his amusement. And yet, as he reached the apex of his pleasure, Bilderberg couldn't help but feel an odd sense of satisfaction.
As he shuddered through his orgasm, he released the rope that had been so tightly wound around Crystal's neck. His body collapsed onto hers, spent and shaking from the force of his release. Devoid of any sense of urgency or concern, he lazily reached around and squeezed her breasts, then playfully licked the sweat from her back.
"Good girl, Crystal," he said, nuzzling against her damp skin. "You did well tonight. As I promised, I'll make sure your career takes off after this. Dino and I are good friends, and he likes my money very much, so I have plenty of leverage."
When no reaction came, not even the faintest twitch or gasp, Bilderberg frowned. Something was amiss. He had expected more excitement from her. Slowly, he lifted his head to one side, staring down at Crystal's prone form and her hair brushing the floor. Her face, once flushed with arousal and struggle, was now an unsettling shade of blue. Her eyes were vacant, unseeing.
"Crystal?" Bilderberg called, suddenly uneasy. He tried slapping her face. "Hey, wake up."
It was then that the horrifying truth began to dawn on him: she was dead. He had choked her to death, lost in the throes of his own excitement. A surge of frustration swept through him, anger overtaking any fear or remorse he might have felt.
"Damn it!" he roared, slamming his fist against her butt as he pulled out of her and stood up. "This wasn't supposed to happen!"
He wiped off his slippery cock on her thigh, then kicked her in the leg to make sure she wasn’t faking.
"Rafe! Willem!" he bellowed, his voice echoing through the now-silent playroom. "Get back in here! Now!"
As he waited for their arrival, Bilderberg stared down at Crystal's lifeless body. The realization that he had taken a life barely troubled him; instead, he saw her death as an inconvenience, a glitch in his plans. Shit happens, as they say.
"Stupid girl," he muttered, starting to get dressed. "You should've enjoyed it more."






  
  Chapter seventeen

Moonlight shimmered off the ocean's surface as Rita Martinez walked along the beach, her bare feet sinking into the cool sand. A myriad of emotions threatened to overwhelm her. The village peasants in her scene with Mateo, the competition losers, men and women, had all taken the opportunity for a gangbang with the town witch while she was trapped and helpless, an act captured on video for all to see, broadcast all over for the perverts on the dark web. Shame threatened to smother the flicker of defiance that burned within her. 
As each step carried her further from the mansion, Rita grappled with the unsettling realization that part of her found the rough sex she'd endured thrilling, along with the fact that so many people were watching. She couldn't help but wonder if there was something wrong with her, or if something in her mind had snapped during her time in the game. It was like Dino Terranova had unleashed her hidden nymphomania. The sound of waves crashing against the shore interrupted her thoughts, reminding her of the island's isolation. She felt trapped, not only by her surroundings but also by her own desires and ambitions. Was this the price she was going to have to pay for success in Hollywood? 
The air around her suddenly seemed to shift, and Rita felt a presence behind her. Before she could react, Jordan Terranova emerged from the shadows, his movements swift and purposeful. His black eyes focused on her with sinister intent as he stalked toward her.
"Hello, Rita," he said as if he’d happened upon her in a hallway.
"Stay away from me," she warned, her voice steady despite the tremors coursing through her body.
Instead of heeding her words, Jordan lunged at her, his hand clamping down over her mouth. The sickly-sweet scent of chloroform filled her nostrils, and she struggled against him, clawing at his arm in a vain attempt to free herself. She held her breath as long as she could, but her body needed air and she gasped. As the chemical took effect, the world around her blurred and her limbs grew heavy.
"Sleep tight, my little plaything," Jordan whispered into her ear.
Her eyes fluttered shut, and she succumbed to unconsciousness. Her body went limp in his arms, and he slung her over his shoulder. Carrying her like a rolled-up rug, he strode back toward the mansion, leaving the moonlit beach behind.

      ***A languid breeze swept through the open balcony doors, teasing at the gossamer curtains that framed Donna's view of the moonlit ocean. Despite the luxurious room and the silken sheets that tangled around her limbs, sleep eluded her. She stared up at the ornately carved ceiling, a thousand thoughts swirling in her mind like storm-tossed waves.
Dino Terranova lay beside her, his strong arm draped possessively over her waist. The scent of their recent lovemaking lingered in the air, a heady mix of desire and possibility. Yet beneath it all, an undercurrent of doubt nagged at her. Donna's heart yearned for the fame and success she had pursued with relentless determination, but as she traced her fingertips along Dino's hairy arm, she couldn't help but question if the price was too steep. Had she traded her dignity for a fleeting taste of power? Was this truly the path to her dreams, or just another dead end?
"Promise me," she whispered into the darkness. "Promise you'll make me a star."
"Of course, my dear," Dino said, his voice thick with drowsiness. "You have nothing to worry about."
Yet even as he spoke, Donna felt a chill creep over her skin, a premonition of shadows yet to come. She closed her eyes, willing away the doubts that haunted her.
Suddenly, the shrill ring of Dino's cell phone shattered the stillness, jolting them both awake. He fumbled for the device on the nightstand, answering it with a groggy, "Hello?"
As he listened, his relaxed demeanor vanished, replaced by an urgency that sent tendrils of unease winding through Donna's chest. She watched him intently, trying to glean any hint of what could have caused such a drastic change.
"Stay here," Dino ordered, his words clipped as he threw on a robe and strode to the door. "I'll be back soon."
"Wait," she called after him. "What's going on?"
He hesitated for only a moment, his eyes dark pools of secrets that refused to be revealed. "Nothing you need to worry about," he replied, then disappeared into the night.
Donna lay there listening to the waves that crashed against the island's shore. As she tried to make sense of the sudden turn of events, her thoughts shifted like shadows, each possibility more unsettling than the last. What could have happened? And what did it mean for her future?
The moon cast its ghostly pallor over the room as Donna wrestled with her fears, her dreams slipping farther out of reach with every passing moment. 

      ***The playroom was ringed with indirect red lighting, shadows clinging to every corner like specters waiting to pounce. Rita's senses slowly returned, her mind sluggishly piecing together the nightmare that had become her reality. She could feel the cold metal of the cuffs biting into her wrists, the rough fabric of the sheets beneath her naked body, and something heavy pushing her down into the mattress.
"Welcome back," Jordan whispered, his face only inches away from hers. His breath smelled like garlic. His words were a cruel wake-up call, and she realized with sickening clarity that the weight on top of her was his naked body, and his hard cock was pressing against her pussy. The weight on top of Rita was suffocating, crushing the air out of her lungs. With her wrists bound and her arms stretched above her head, she was completely vulnerable and trapped underneath Jordan's body. She tried to push him off, but he only pressed down harder, his lips devouring hers as if he couldn't get enough. Tears welled up in Rita's eyes as she struggled against Jordan's hold, trying to break free from his embrace, but he was too strong, too determined to take what he wanted. His tongue invaded her mouth, stifling her attempt at a scream.
"Stop," she managed to gasp out between kisses. "Please stop."
Jordan only laughed, his hands roaming over her body possessively. "Don't pretend you don't want this," he growled against her neck.
Rita felt bile rise in her throat as she realized that he truly believed she wanted this. That somehow, because of their past interactions, it gave him the right to take advantage of her now. She knew something wasn’t right in his head the first time she had seen him masturbating outside her shower, but now she knew something was seriously wrong with him as he pressed down hard and forced his way inside her without mercy. His cock plunged deep inside her and he held himself there for a moment, his eyes closed and a smile on his face.
"Stop!" she tried to shout, her voice muffled by Jordan's lips on hers. Her body strained against her restraints, desperate for escape as his thrusts grew harder and more violent. One hand slipped between them, gripping her nipple with bruising force.
As if summoned by her silent pleas for help, the door to the playroom burst open, revealing Dino's towering form. His eyes locked onto Jordan with an intensity that made the air crackle with danger, fury simmering beneath his composed exterior.
"Didn't I tell you to leave the women alone?" Dino growled, his voice low and dangerous.
Jordan barely registered the intrusion, too consumed by his own lust as he continued to violate Rita, pounding harder and harder, but Dino would not be ignored. He crossed the room in fluid, measured strides, snatching a bullwhip from its place on the wall.
"Jordan!" Dino barked, the whip cracking through the air. The leather bit into Jordan's flesh, over and over, leaving a trail of angry red welts in its wake. Each strike reinforced Dino's dominance, sending a clear message that he would not tolerate any defiance or disobedience.
"Fuck! Stop it!" Jordan cried out, scrabbling away from Rita as if her body were suddenly made of fire. He slid off the mattress and stumbled to the floor, his arms raised in a futile attempt to shield himself from Dino's relentless blows. The arrogant swagger that had once defined him was gone, replaced by the cringing desperation of a man cornered and cowed.
"I warned you," Dino snarled, his voice laced with disgust. He turned his attention to Rita, pulling her close as he deftly undid her restraints. "Are you all right?" he asked gently, concern etched into every line of his face.
Rita nodded, unable to find words, her body still trembling from the ordeal. But as she clung to Dino, the fragments of her shattered dignity began to knit themselves back together. She would not be broken so easily.
Jordan was slowly standing up in the corner, his hands covering his cock. “I’m sorry, okay? I didn’t think it would matter if I fucked this one. You already have your favorite.”
"Silence!" Dino barked, his eyes never leaving Rita's face. Dino offered her the whip. Rita's fingers trembled as she took the leather handle from Dino, her gaze locked on Jordan in the corner. His breath came in ragged gasps, his eyes wide with fear, and for a moment, she hesitated. Then she remembered the humiliation she had endured, the feeling of being violently used, and something inside her snapped.
As Rita stepped off the bed, the whip felt like an extension of her arm, a conduit for all the pain and fury that had been building inside her since the day she arrived on the island. With each step toward Jordan, she felt more in control, more powerful. The tables had turned, and now it was her turn to make him pay.
"Please, don't," Jordan whimpered, cowering in the corner as Rita raised the whip. She could see the terror in his eyes, but it only fueled her determination. 
"¡Maldito bastardo!" Rita snarled, the whip slicing through the air as it connected with Jordan's flesh. He screamed, his body recoiling from the force of the blow, but she didn't relent. Again and again she struck him, each crack of the whip a cathartic release, a symbol of her reclaimed agency.
"Stop! Fuck! Please!" Jordan cried, curling into a ball on the floor to protect himself from her wrath, but Rita wasn't finished yet. She stood over him, the whip raised high, her chest heaving as she reveled in the power she felt. It might be fleeting, but for now, she was the one in control. She was the dominant one.
"Enough," Dino said finally, placing a hand on Rita's shoulder. His touch was gentle, reassuring, and Rita let the whip fall from her grasp. She had made her point, and though it wouldn't change the past, it was a start. She pulled the sheet off the bed and wrapped it around herself.
As they left the playroom, Dino's face flushed with anger, he growled at Rafe and Willem, who appeared in the hallway. "Make sure Rita gets back to her bedroom safely."
"Understood, boss," Rafe replied, his eyes flickering between Rita and Dino, sensing the shift in power that had taken place as Dino stormed off toward his private wing of the villa.
Rita walked down the corridor, her head held high. She knew the road ahead would be treacherous, filled with more trials and tribulations at the hands of those who sought to control her. And yet, as she walked down the hallway, the taste of vengeance still fresh on her lips, she felt a newfound strength take root within her—and with it, a determination to rise above the darkness that threatened to consume her.
What puzzled her was that Dino had helped her. Why?






  
  Chapter eighteen

The sound of stiletto heels clicking on cold stone echoed down the long ramp to the entry portal for the underground labyrinth. Unlike the warm and humid environment they were accustomed to on the island, the air was cool and raised goosebumps on Donna, Madison, and Rita, dressed in skimpy bikinis and towering heels, wishing they’d been allowed to wear something warmer. They felt their apprehension grow with every step as Bethany led them along blindfolded, wondering what horrors awaited them this time. 
"Almost there, ladies," Bethany said, strolling along just ahead of them.
When the blindfolds were removed, the women blinked against the sudden light reflecting off the stone walls. A cameraman was moving slowly around the room to get reaction shots of their faces. Standing before them was a terrifying figure, over seven feet tall, clad in black robes and adorned with a massive bull head mask. The mask covered his head entirely, resting on broad shoulders, and its presence altered his voice, making it impossible for them to discern whether this was truly Dino Terranova.
"Welcome to my labyrinth," the Minotaur-like figure intoned, his deep voice reverberating through the chamber. "Each of you will face a separate path filled with challenges designed to test your courage, cunning, and determination. The path will stop at several locations, and each one is different depending on your choices, but your ultimate goal is to reach me at the center of the labyrinth. You will be watched the entire time, but you will be on your own. You must wear your shoes at all times because you will need them, but also because they contain tracking devices that will help our cameras follow you through the maze."
Donna was shaking, but she refused to let fear control her. She thought of the fame and success that awaited her if she could just impress Dino. Madison, on the other hand, tried to maintain her bubbly optimism despite the foreboding atmosphere, reminding herself that this could be her big break. Rita, ever the competitor, narrowed her eyes at the ominous figure and steeled herself, determined to prove she was the best and could adapt to anything, despite recent events.
"Choose your doors wisely," the Minotaur warned, gesturing to twelve heavy, iron-bound portals awaiting them. Each one bore intricate carvings that seemed to beckon them to the unknown, into danger and temptation.
With a mix of fear and determination, each woman approached a door, their eyes meeting briefly as they silently acknowledged the rivalry and camaraderie that bound them. Donna, her red nails shining in the torchlight, grasped the handle of the leftmost door; Madison, her blond hair wild and untamed around her face, picked one in the middle; and Rita, her toned body radiating defiance, chose one on the right. As the handles were turned, the heavy doors rumbled sideways into their alcoves and they stepped through.
As the doors slowly rumbled closed behind them, sealing each woman within her chosen path, the labyrinth seemed to inhale, ready to test their mettle and desire. The echoes of their heels faded, leaving only the whispers of the ancient stones and the beating of their own hearts as they stepped into the unknown.

      ***The tunnel stretched before Donna like a hungry maw, darkness swallowing her every step as she moved cautiously forwards. Her heels clicked on the uneven stone floor, amplifying her apprehension and serving as an unsettling reminder that there was no turning back. As she ventured deeper into the labyrinth, the air grew colder, dampness clinging to her skin. She wasn’t dressed for this sort of temperature, so she hoped it would get warmer soon.
Faint light filtered through the end of the tunnel, drawing her towards it like a moth to a flame. As she neared the source of illumination, she could feel the weight of her decision; this path, chosen with both ambition and fear, held her future in its dark embrace. In the depths of her mind, a voice whispered promises of success—if only she could conquer what lay ahead. One step at a time.
The light grew brighter, casting eerie shadows against the damp walls of the tunnel. Just as Donna began to believe she had reached some sort of sanctuary, her world collapsed. A heavy net dropped from above, ensnaring her in its embrace. Panic surged through her as unseen hands seized the edges of the net, dragging her off the main path and into a smaller side tunnel.
"Let me go!" Donna screamed, tumbling and clawing at the net. "Who are you? What do you want?"
Her cries were met with silence as several men in black robes pulled her into a stone chamber, the flickering glow of flaming braziers casting an ominous pall over the scene. Dominating the center of the room was a low sacrificial stone altar, its cold surface slick with moisture. The men wasted no time in tying her down on the cold altar, forcing her limbs into a spreadeagle position as she writhed and fought against her restraints.
"Please," Donna gasped, her voice choked with terror. "Please don't hurt me."
The Minotaur emerged from the shadows, his bull head mask lending an air of menace to his already imposing figure. In one hand, he clutched a huge silver dagger, its blade flashing hungrily in the firelight. As he approached Donna, the men formed a half-circle around the altar, their voices joining together in a low, rhythmic chant.
"Welcome, Donna Fiero," the Minotaur intoned, his altered voice resonating throughout the chamber. "Your journey through the labyrinth has only just begun. Let us see how far your ambition can carry you, or if you will ever leave here."
Donna's mind was gripped in fear, scrambling for any semblance of control as she stared up at the monstrous figure looming over her. Was this truly Dino Terranova? And if so, what depraved challenges lay in wait for her within this twisted game? As the chanting grew louder and the Minotaur raised his silver dagger, Donna steeled herself, too terrified to scream as her eyes locked on the silver blade in his hand that would determine her fate.

      ***Deep in the labyrinth, the damp heat made Madison West sweat as she cautiously picked her way along a jungle trail. The oppressive foliage seemed to close in around her, while unseen creatures shrieked and hooted in the shadows. 
Okay, Madison, she whispered to herself, you've got this. Just keep moving forward. Leaning on her surfing-honed balance, she navigated the treacherous path in the failing light, avoiding rocks and roots, the soles of her feet protected by her shoes.
Suddenly, the earth gave way beneath her, and she found herself tumbling headlong into a deadfall pit, landing hard about ten feet down in the hole. She rolled over and shook herself off, spitting dirt out of her mouth and brushing it out of her eyes. Before moving any farther, she took stock of her situation—trapped, bruised, and covered in dirt. Gritting her teeth, she refused to let panic overwhelm her. Instead, she scrabbled over to the sides of the pit and focused on trying to climb the walls, her fingers digging into the moist soil for purchase, but it was pointless; the damp walls were too crumbly and too steep.
"Damn it!" Madison spat, frustration flaring within her. Looking around some more, the only other option was a low, narrow tunnel that seemed to stretch into darkness. She wasn’t claustrophobic, but the tunnel did look quite narrow, and she wasn’t fond of rats, snakes, spiders, or any other creepy crawlies that might be living in that hole. With no choice, she swallowed her fear and began worming her way through the confined space, her body scraping against the sides of dirt and rock, hoping it wouldn’t all collapse around her. She heard scuttling and squeaking ahead of her, fading as she proceeded.
Totally gnarly, she thought darkly, more to distract herself than any genuine attempt at humor. Each movement sent fresh waves of pain through her battered limbs, but she persevered, driven by sheer willpower. At last, she emerged into a bright intersection, sunlight streaming down through a ventilation shaft high above. Relief washed over her like a cool wave, and she allowed herself a brief moment to savor it before the reality of her situation returned in full force. Another tunnel lay ahead—this one too narrow, and that left the tunnel on her right, which intersected at an odd angle that would require her to maneuver into it feet first and work her way backward. 
"Nothing's ever easy, is it?" Madison sighed, steeling herself for the next leg of her treacherous journey.

      ***Meanwhile, Rita Martinez found herself standing on a rickety dock, staring down at the rushing stream that roared beneath her feet. A small boat lay tethered to the dock, its wooden planks creaking ominously as it bobbed in the current. Not seeing any other alternatives, she clambered into the boat, which had no oars or motor, took a deep breath, and cast off from the dock, allowing the fast current to carry her away.
Despite her bravado, fear spiked through her as the boat suddenly plunged over a waterfall, landing with a bone-jarring impact in a pool below and spilling her into the water. Gasping for air, she swam for the surface through the roiling water, avoiding the remains of the boat floating past, her muscles screaming in protest. Drifting quickly, her eyes locked onto a fallen log that led to a rocky ledge above, so she hauled herself onto it and began to climb, her spiked heels giving her extra grip as they dug into the soft, wet bark. 
The rocky ledge was too small to stand on, but the narrow tree trunk continued over a deep pit, now parallel to the ground. Her sensitive parts weren’t going to tolerate being dragged the length of the tree trunk if she kept trying to straddle it, so she got up on her heels and stood upright, using her outstretched arms for balance, wishing there were some other way to go. The straps on her shoes were tight and secure, so she started out well, avoiding looking straight down at the drop of about twenty feet into a deep pool bounded by rocky banks and steep granite walls.
As she stepped past the halfway mark, thinking she was doing quite well, a group of men in loincloths and ragged furs, cavemen with long beards and wild hair, emerged from the shadows and started hurling rocks at her.
"¡Dejen de hacer eso!" Rita yelled, her anger flaring even as a rock smacked into her side and she lost her footing, screaming as she plunged into the cold pool below. The cavemen laughed, their voices echoing off the rock walls as they converged on her while she spluttered in the pool, her head dizzy and pounding from an impact. They captured her with surprising ease. As they dragged her onto the bank, Rita kicked and fought, but they tied her wrists and ankles to a pole and two men hoisted the pole onto their shoulders so she hung there like a dead deer. 
As one of the men walked over and squeezed her breasts while she hung from the pole helplessly, Rita tried to bite him, and that was the last thing she remembered before someone hit her on the head.

      ***The flickering glow of the braziers cast eerie shadows on the walls of the dimly lit chamber, where Donna Fiero lay spreadeagled upon the cold stone altar. Her fear had turned into pure terror as the Minotaur, his massive bull mask hiding any trace of humanity, loomed over her. With a swift, practiced movement and two cuts, he sliced through the thin fabric of her bikini, leaving her completely exposed to the lecherous gazes of the robed figures surrounding her. Their low chanting continued.
"Please," she whispered, her voice quivering with desperation. "Don't do this."
"Silence!" the Minotaur growled, his altered voice rumbling like an approaching storm. "You have entered the labyrinth willingly, and now you must face the consequences."
Donna felt like she was hyperventilating, not able to get enough air, as she steeled herself for whatever horrors awaited her. The Minotaur produced an assortment of sex toys, laying them out on the altar beside her, each one more menacing than the last. She could feel the heat of humiliation rising in her cheeks as he picked up a pair of nipple clips connected by a gold chain and clamped them on her nipples, making her yelp as she tried to wriggle away. Then he took a leather flogger and began whacking her pussy with it, making her jump with each impact as the resulting shocks woke her up inside, making her wet. A large vibrator was next, rubbing it flat against her pussy as he tugged on the chain to her nipple clamps. Little spasms rippled through her pussy, gradually building in their intensity.
Now sweating and begging for him to stop, not wanting to come in front of all these men and not knowing what they would do next, Donna screwed her eyes shut and prayed for the delicious torment to end as waves of pleasure built up inside her. However, the Minotaur wanted her full attention. Still using the vibrator, he also slid one finger into her ass and her eyes snapped open. Once her sphincter muscles adjusted to the invasion, he moved the finger in and out in a steady rhythm, making her moan, but before she could come from the total assault on her senses, he stopped.
But he wasn’t finished.
Donna was horrified when the Minotaur lifted the lower part of his robe and climbed up on the altar.
“You should be honored,” the Minotaur boomed. “You are good enough to be my sacrifice. I can do whatever I want with you now, so if you want to live, you must perform for me and my men so well that I will want to reward you and let you continue in the labyrinth. If you fail to please us, you will also fail this test. Do you give your consent to be the Minotaur’s sacrifice?”
His huge cock was throbbing just inches away from her pussy, bumping against her inner thighs. Fearing what would happen otherwise, she reminded herself that if she could endure this perverse ordeal to satisfy Dino’s twisted audience on the dark web, then perhaps she would finally earn her place in the spotlight. 
She nodded.
The Minotaur’s massive bull head loomed over her face as his cock slammed into her and she screamed.

      ***Meanwhile, Madison West was still in the narrow tunnel, her body scraped and bruised from the relentless crawl backwards in darkness, pushing with her hands and wriggling with her legs and hips to make progress. Every once in a while, her hips would get stuck and she’d have to lurch back and forth and push to break through, energized by panic. When she finally saw the glow of light behind her, she began to feel a glimmer of hope that she might escape this nightmare unscathed, except for a few scrapes, until her legs cleared the opening and her hips got stuck once again. She no longer had the leverage from her legs. She thought maybe she could push harder with her hands to break her hips through….
Then someone grabbed her legs.
More hands pulled off her bikini and held her legs apart.
"Get off me!" she cried, her voice muffled in the confined space as she tried to kick the hands away, but they were relentless, violating her with cold, cruel determination. Madison's terror and helplessness consumed her, as she realized that there was no escape from this torment. 
A finger plunged into her pussy. She tried to wriggle away, but more fingers joined it, stretching her open and probing deep inside, and then they backed out.
“What do you want from me?” she sobbed, looking around wildly in the darkness, slamming her fists into the dirt in front of her.
This couldn’t be happening. This couldn’t be real. Her cries went unheard in the tunnel, and she felt helpless and trapped, unable to fight back against her tormentors. 
Then someone moved up between her legs and tried to enter her, but she wasn’t wet enough. She felt a sensation like oil being rubbed on her pussy and her ass as she continued trying to wriggle back into the tunnel, but the hands still held her legs. A moment later, a cock pushed inside her and a finger plunged into her ass.
"Help me," she sobbed silently, praying for deliverance from her unseen attackers. "Please, someone, help me."
The only answer was the relentless thrusting, plunging deep inside her, someone powerful holding her in place and ignoring her futile attempts to struggle. In the darkness ahead of her face, she heard a small hum, and she was just able to perceive a tiny red light and a camera lens aimed at her face. An infrared camera.
As unwanted ripples of excitement began to build inside her pussy, she realized she must have picked the wrong tunnel. Now she was nothing more than a meat puppet for the men who wanted to use her, and she had lost the game. Her humiliation was being witnessed by all the perverts watching on the dark web.
The labyrinth had revealed its dark heart.

      ***The cavern's shadows jumped on the rough walls, flickering with the fire's every breath. Rita Martinez found herself trapped inside a crude wooden cage, her wrists and ankles no longer tied to the pole. The logs that formed the cage were rough against her soft skin, scraping her raw as she shifted her weight from one foot to the other, trying to balance on her shoes in a crouch to alleviate the ache that had settled into her bones. She also had a major headache and hoped she didn’t have a concussion from her fall. Frustration gnawed at her insides.
"Let me out!" she yelled, glaring at the men who had captured her. They paid no attention to her, their gruff voices filling the cave with words she didn’t understand as they feasted around a campfire. There were women among them as well, and they showed no interest in their captive. Beyond the fire, others were already sleeping by the walls.
"Let me go!" she demanded, her voice hoarse, but it seemed that no matter how much she begged or cursed, they would not be swayed. Her pride burned like acid in her chest, but she knew that if she wanted to survive, she would have to swallow it whole and figure out what they wanted. She tried gesturing for them to bring her food, but that didn’t work, either.
She tried to rest and gather her strength. Maybe they’d let her go in the morning. For now, they all had to play their parts. After the men were done eating, they joined the others sleeping on furs by the wall, and silence filled the cavern as the campfires burned lower.
It was then that Rafe appeared, his muscular body cloaked in furs, walking quietly up to her. He grinned as he approached the cage, his eyes raking over her body with a hunger that had nothing to do with sustenance. Rita thought she’d try gesturing for him to bring her food, thinking maybe she could get away when he opened the cage, but he just shook his head like he didn’t understand. Okay, what could she do that a simple caveman would understand? Considering how the game had gone so far, she had a pretty good idea.
She gestured for Rafe to come closer, giving him a sultry look. He walked up close to the cage, but rather than opening the cage, he just dropped his loincloth to allow his giant cock to swing free. She was impressed that he’d managed to stuff that snake into his loincloth in the first place. She tried shaking her head no, but he just stood there, so she reached through the cage and gripped his cock, and he moved up against the cage as she stroked it. Once he was fully erect, she opened her mouth, licked his tip, and then took as much of the rest of his cock into her mouth as she could. He began thrusting, and she had to move back a bit so she wouldn’t gag on his length, but he reached through to grab her hair and pull her head forward, not caring how far down her throat he had to go. She tried to recoil, but the pain from pulling her hair kept her in place as he pumped faster and faster. She was gagging and swallowing to avoid vomiting and it was hard to breathe, but he wouldn’t stop. Fear and determination warred within her as she performed the degrading act. She told herself it was just another sacrifice on the path to her dreams and millions of dollars, yet the shame lodged itself in her throat like a stone, and she knew her humiliation was being recorded and broadcast all over the dark web.
Finally, he came, flooding her throat and mouth with his semen, slowing his thrusting as it ran down her face and onto her breasts while he shuddered and closed his eyes for a moment.
His come was all over her face and chest. Distracted, she wiped at the sticky mess with her hands, and when she glanced up she thought he was just going to walk away, but then he stopped and turned around.
Rafe opened the cage and released her from her bindings, a twisted sense of satisfaction etched into his features. He grunted and gestured for her to follow, leading her out of the cavern and onto a narrow, rocky trail. Freedom beckoned, but Rita could not shake the weight of what she'd done. Was this the price she had to keep paying for chasing her dreams? She swallowed hard, forcing herself to focus on the task at hand.
As they made their way through the treacherous terrain, Rita became aware of a drone camera hovering overhead, its beady eye following her every movement. Her audience was watching, and she had to prove herself worthy of the success she craved. And she would seize it, no matter the cost. She was already proving that she was a winner.






  
  Chapter nineteen

The labyrinth wrestling arena seemed to throb with anticipation as Donna, Madison, and Rita stepped onto the wrestling mat. The spotlights above the ring made it hard to tell if there was anyone out there in the seats, but they heard the noises of a crowd. Their bare feet made slight whispering sounds against the padded surface. Each woman wore a blue bikini now that they were a team once more. Donna's long curly brown hair cascaded over her shoulders, fresh from the hair stylist after their overnight break. They had each been issued “weapons,” so Donna clutched a huge blue vibrating dildo in one hand. 
"Listen," she said, looking at Rita and Madison, "we're all tired, sore, and frustrated, but we need to work together if we want to take out the red team. We're almost to the end of this game."
Madison and Rita exchanged glances, nodding in agreement. Madison's golden tresses fell around her face in wild waves, her tattoos standing out against her tanned skin. She had a tight grip on a flogging whip with leather strands about three feet long. Rita's dark eyes were filled with fire, her olive-toned skin shining with perspiration beneath the arena lights. She held a riding crop, its black leather tip tapping against her thigh.
Across the mat, Chloe, Stephanie, and Jacinda stood poised for battle, clad in red bikinis that matched their fiery dispositions. Their eyes raked over the blue team, sizing them up for weaknesses. Chloe's statuesque figure was accentuated by the high-cut bikini bottom, her disdainful gaze flicking between her opponents. In one hand, she wielded a bullwhip, while the other rested on a large dildo attached to the strap-on harness she was wearing, making it appear that she had a huge erection.
"Isn't it cute how they think they stand a chance? Look how weak they are," Chloe said, loud enough for the blue team to hear. "After the videos Dino showed us, I'm surprised they can even walk straight, let alone fight."
Beside her, Stephanie smirked as she twirled the end of a coil of rope, her green eyes sparkling with malice. Jacinda snickered, her powerful physique tense and ready for action, holding handcuffs and a dildo.
Donna clenched her fists as she fought to control the anger that surged through her. "Let them underestimate us," she whispered to Madison and Rita. "That'll be their downfall. Just remember: whatever happens, we're in this together."
As Donna glanced at her teammates, she saw determination mirrored in their expressions. They were united by their ambition, driven by a common desire to triumph over their rivals and claim victory in this dark game of seduction and power. 
The stage was set; the players assembled. As the women faced each other across the arena, it was clear that the battle would be fierce, passionate, and utterly unforgiving.
A spotlight snapped on to illuminate the center of the mat, where a platform began to rise from a hidden hole in the floor. As it ascended, a figure stood proudly atop it: the Minotaur, his horned head held high and his powerful body imposing.
"Welcome, ladies," he bellowed, his voice echoing through the hushed space. "Tonight, you will engage in a battle that will test your strength, cunning, and resilience. The dark web audience members have placed their bets, ready to enjoy your struggle, and they will be scoring you. Only three of you will advance to the final scene."
Madison glanced at her teammates, feeling a surge of adrenaline at the thought of the unseen eyes watching their every move. Considering her failure in the last test, she would have to be very impressive to make up her lost points. She knew they had to prove themselves worthy not only to the Minotaur but also to the faceless spectators who would determine their fates. They had to be entertained.
"Your match will last ten minutes," continued the Minotaur. "You can work together or individually in this fight, but everyone should be considered your opponent. You have been provided with weapons, but you can take weapons from others or give yours away."
Donna closed her eyes for a moment to focus and calm herself, preparing to win.
"Let the games begin!" roared the Minotaur, and as the platform sunk beneath the mat, the two teams surged toward one another.
Jacinda wasted no time targeting Madison. Her long, wiry limbs seemed to blur as she lunged forward, grasping for Madison's blue bikini top. Caught off guard, Madison gasped as the fabric ripped away, leaving her exposed.
"Nice tits, Surfer Girl," Jacinda sneered, taunting Madison with the stolen garment. "Too bad they won't save you from me."
Madison's cheeks flushed with humiliation, but she refused to let Jacinda's mockery break her spirit.
"Come on, Madison!" Donna called out, her voice full of encouragement. "Don't let her get under your skin!"
As Jacinda tossed Madison's bikini top aside, the two teams clashed in earnest, their bodies colliding with ferocious energy. The red team seemed to have an advantage, their strength and aggression apparent in every move they made. Madison knew that she and her teammates would have to dig deep to overcome their formidable opponents.
In the chaos of battle, Madison tried to keep her focus, her senses heightened by the stakes and the voyeuristic gaze of the dark web audience. She could feel the heat of the other women's bodies as they grappled with one another, and she smelled their sweat. She squared her shoulders, gaze locked on Jacinda as they circled each other, with Madison snapping the flogger at her while Jacinda made suggestive motions with the dildo, sometimes using it to block Madison’s swipes with the flogger.
"Jacinda, you think you have me figured out?" Madison called out, whacking her hard on the butt with her flogger to make her flinch. "You're about to learn the hard way what it means to mess with a California girl."
"Bring it on," Jacinda taunted back, jingling the handcuffs at her. “I’m going to cuff you and fuck you. The audience is going to love me.”
Closing the distance between them, Madison lunged at Jacinda and got behind her, wrapping her arm around the thin woman’s neck in a chokehold. She could feel Jacinda's pulse pounding beneath her forearm, and the heat of Jacinda's slippery body against her own as they struggled.
"Give up, bitch," Madison whispered into Jacinda's ear. "You don’t belong in this game."
As Jacinda writhed and clawed at Madison's arm, desperation etched across her face, Madison felt a surge of power coursing through her. She tightened her grip until Jacinda's struggles grew weaker, ultimately ceasing when her opponent lost consciousness and dropped to the mat in a heap.
"Gotcha," Madison said, breathing hard. With practiced efficiency, she took Jacinda’s handcuffs and used them to cuff her wrists behind her back. As one final humiliation, she pulled off Jacinda's bikini and tossed the two pieces out of the ring, leaving her flat on her back with her legs spread wide. One down, she thought triumphantly, scanning the arena for her next target.
Across the mat, Donna faced off against Stephanie in one corner of the ring, their heated exchange punctuated by grunts and labored breaths as they grappled. In a swift move, Donna yanked off Stephanie's bikini, exposing the rest of her toned body to the leering gazes of the dark web audience.
"Is that all you've got?" Donna taunted, brandishing the vibrator she was prepared to use.
"Fuck you," Stephanie hissed, her cheeks flushed with humiliation and anger.
"Maybe later," Donna replied, trapping Stephanie in the corner as she maneuvered the vibrator toward Stephanie's most intimate area. "But for now, let's see how you handle this. I think it’s too big for that little pussy of yours, but we’ll find out. I’ll just have to force it in."
Stephanie's eyes widened in shock as the device made contact, her body tensing involuntarily. She tried to struggle and get out of the corner, but the relentless buzz of the vibrator seemed to consume her as Donna plunged it into her. Donna held it there, a wicked grin on her face as she watched Stephanie squirm. Stephanie tried pounding her arms on Donna’s back and almost got loose, but Donna pulled her down flat on the mat and straddled her stomach, keeping the vibrator in place the whole time.
"How do you like that, princess?" Donna said, twisting her head so she could look into Stephanie's eyes.
"Never…" Stephanie choked out through gritted teeth, her body trembling from the overwhelming sensations as she kicked her legs and pushed against Donna.
As Donna continued to wield her weapon with ruthless precision, Stephanie's resolve crumbled. Her breathing grew ragged and her limbs trembled until finally, with a loud moan and a cry of defeat, she succumbed to an earth-shattering orgasm for the viewing audience.
With beads of sweat dripping down her forehead, Donna glanced over to the other side of the arena where Rita and Madison were locked in a fierce struggle. To her surprise, she saw Chloe helping Rita instead of attacking her. Donna shook her head, trying to make sense of the unexpected turn of events.
"Rita? What the fuck are you doing?" Donna shouted, nearly out of breath.
"Playing the game," Rita yelled back. "Just like everyone else."
“With Chloe?”
Rita wrestled with Madison and ignored Donna, but Chloe smiled at her. “She’s a winner,” she yelled.
Donna's mind raced with the implications of Chloe's actions. Was this part of some larger plan? Had Chloe been working with Rita all along? The answers remained elusive, but one thing was clear: Chloe had just upended the delicate balance of power within the competition.
"Traitor!" Donna hissed under her breath, her anger igniting into a blazing fury. What was Rita thinking?
Meanwhile, Rita and Madison grappled with each other, their bodies slick with perspiration as they fought for dominance. Amidst the chaos, Chloe slipped the strap-on harness into Rita's hand, flashing her a conspiratorial grin.
"Make her remember this moment," Chloe said to Rita, her voice low and seductive.
Rita nodded, a fire burning in her eyes as she turned her attention back to Madison. With a swift kick, Rita knocked Madison off balance and brought her down on the mat, giving her the opportunity to pin her rival to the ground. Madison struggled beneath Rita's weight, her muscles straining with every attempt to break free.
"Get off me, you bitch!" Madison spat, her voice ragged from exertion and desperation.
"Sorry, darling, but this is how it has to be," Rita replied, her tone apologetic. As she spoke, she deftly maneuvered the strap-on into position over her pussy with Chloe’s help and cinched it tight around her legs, savoring the power she held over Madison in that moment.
"Rita, don't you dare!" Madison pleaded, her eyes wide with fear and disbelief, but Rita was relentless, driven by ambition and the intoxicating allure of victory, as she and Chloe pulled Madison’s legs apart and she plunged the strap-on dildo into Madison’s pussy. Madison screamed.
Madison was shaking with outrage and pain as the dildo thrust into her, over and over, a storm of emotion surging through her as Rita's betrayal cut deeper than any physical wound. Since Rita had control of Madison’s lower body, Chloe had spun around to hold Madison’s arms down on the mat above her head.
“Just go with it,” Rita told Madison. “You can’t win now.”
"Rita, how could you?" Madison screamed, her voice raw with pain and disbelief. She could feel the tears prickling at the corners of her eyes, but she refused to let them fall. Not here, not in front of everyone.
"Madison, it's nothing personal," Rita replied breathlessly as she continued thrusting. "It's just business. I have to do what it takes to win."
"Business!" Madison spat, rage flaring within her like a wildfire. "We were friends, Rita! I trusted you!"
"Friendship won't get me to the top," Rita said coldly, a hint of sadness creeping into her voice. "This had to happen eventually. I'm sorry it had to be this way."
Madison closed her eyes, no longer able to look at Rita as she began to moan, her hips unconsciously bucking against the dildo.
As the two women stared each other down, the Minotaur's booming voice echoed through the arena, announcing the end of the match and the winners: Rita, Donna, and Chloe.
The crowd erupted into a cacophony of cheers and jeers, the sound washing over Madison like a wave. She felt as though she was drowning, the weight of Rita's words and actions pressing down on her until she could barely breathe.
Madison shuddered, trying to hide the climax she didn’t want as her body stiffened and she gasped, her hips bucking against the dildo. She opened her eyes and glared at Rita. “Get off me, you cow!”
Rita pulled out of Madison and stood up. Madison rolled over on her side and curled up. Donna and Chloe exchanged wary glances, relief mingling with uncertainty as they processed their victory, but Donna wasn’t able to meet Rita’s eyes. They knew that they had emerged from the chaos as the victors, but at what cost?
For Madison, the pain of Rita's betrayal was almost too much to bear. They were supposed to be on the same team, but their friendship had crumbled beneath the crushing pressure of ambition and desire. And as she lay there on the mat, alone and broken, one thought echoed through her mind: How could her friend have betrayed her so completely?
Calmer now, Donna eyed Chloe with an air of suspicion, the afterglow of victory battling with her mistrust. The deafening noise from the arena audience seemed to fade away as she focused on the blonde with the perfect white teeth who had so unexpectedly changed the tide of the match.
"Chloe," Donna said, her voice laced with a mix of curiosity and caution. "Why did you switch sides?"
Chloe smirked, her gray eyes alive with mischief. "Well, darling, I saw an opportunity to make history," she replied, her words dripping with sarcasm. "Besides, it's not like loyalty means much in a place like this. I wanted to be on the winning team."
Donna could hear Madison, Stephanie, and Jacinda hurling insults at them from the sidelines, but she chose to ignore them for now. After all, there were more pressing matters at hand.
The Minotaur's deep, booming voice cut through the lingering tension, bringing them back to the present. "Winners, you will have time to rest and recover before the final scene tomorrow," he announced, his words reverberating throughout the arena. "Use this time wisely."
As they left the mat for the exit doors, listening to the cheering crowd, the stress of their impending fate kept them feeling anxious. The final scene loomed ahead, a final acting challenge that would also test the fragile alliances they had forged in the heat of battle. Who could be trusted? And who would emerge victorious?
Donna felt alone and exhausted, like she could no longer trust anyone. She also needed rest, but she had no idea what Dino was planning for her in his bed tonight. What she knew for sure was that, in this treacherous game, nothing was certain—and everyone had something to hide.






  
  Chapter twenty

In Dino Terranova's bedroom, Donna watched the full moon casting silver splinters across the ocean’s surface from the comfort of Dino’s bed as he typed on his laptop. She wore only the leather collar Dino had given her. The warm air smelled like men’s cologne, sea salt, and sex.  
A monitor on the wall opposite the bed was playing the daily rushes from various cameras used to shoot the big wrestling match in the arena, and Donna was still appalled to see Rita betraying Madison in the ring, preferring to rest her eyes on the slow rolling movements of the ocean through the window. She also didn’t like watching her own performance, which looked like it had less to do with acting than with sexual violence, even though she knew it had been required of her to compete in the game, just like all the other violent things that had happened to her throughout the competition. If nothing else, the game had shown her what lengths she was willing to go to for the achievement of her goals, and she wasn’t proud of what she’d learned. She had even learned to wear a leash so she could be a man’s sex slave. Admittedly, there were a lot of advantages to that arrangement right now, but she didn’t know how long she could tolerate it, or if she could really trust Dino to keep up his part of the bargain.
"Listen, Donna," Dino said, his voice as smooth and rich as the silk sheets draped across the king-sized bed. He looked at her and stroked her thigh with his hand, giving her goosebumps. "This competition is your ticket to everything you've ever wanted. Fame, fortune, connections—it's all within your grasp." He leaned in closer, his brown eyes locked onto hers. “But there’s more than one way to achieve your dreams.”
“Okay,” she said, prompting him to continue, even though she was already suspicious. 
Dino smiled. “We already have one deal, but I want to propose another one as well. Rita is the crowd favorite right now, so I’ve placed a large side bet on her to help fund my next film. It’s a private bet that nobody else knows about. If you do a big favor for me, you’ll still end up in a lead role in at least one of my films, along with the big payday that goes with it. Sound okay so far?”
“Maybe,” Donna said cautiously. “What’s the favor?”
“I want you to let Rita win in the final scene.”
Donna tipped her head, not sure she understood. “You want me to take a fall, like in a fight?”
“Yes. If you do, I’ll win my bet, and the end result for you will be the same as if you won the game. Since the final scene isn’t fully scripted, there’s no guarantee you would have won anyway.”
“And our other deal?”
“Oh, you’d still remain here on the island as my personal sex toy, except when we’re on location to shoot a movie, but I would treat you very well.”
“Sex toy. You mean sex slave, don’t you?”
Dino shrugged. “You can call it whatever you like. You’ll be well compensated.”
Confused, Donna wasn’t sure how to answer. It felt like he was always trying to outmaneuver her, or keep her off balance. “And if I don’t take a fall?”
“You’ll lose a lot of money. You won’t get any acting roles with me or anyone else. And you’d still have to stay here as my sex slave.”
“That’s not much of a choice.”
“It’s what you signed up for right at the beginning, you just didn’t know the details. If you want an easy life with fame and fortune, this is the deal, and you’re unlikely to get a better deal anywhere else.”
Deep down, Donna knew he was telling the truth. She had already established that she’d do anything for money, for her friends, and for her ambition, but to lay it all out in black and white like that made her feel very strange. As she weighed the allure of fame and luxury against the cost of her autonomy, she couldn't help but feel drawn in by Dino's offer. It was seductive, wrapped in promises of success that were hard to ignore, but she knew there was a darkness lurking beneath the surface—a threat that left her feeling uneasy. On one hand, this competition could still be the breakthrough she'd been waiting for—the chance to finally prove herself in Hollywood with real lead roles and leave her small-town life far behind. On the other hand, she couldn't shake the feeling that Dino was playing a dangerous game, one she wasn't sure she wanted to be part of.
"Think about it, Donna," he said, stroking her thigh. "Who else gets this kind of opportunity? You have the power to change your life forever, but you need to be willing to take risks and do what’s needed to come out on top."
Donna found herself caught in a web of seduction and fear, her thoughts tangled as she tried to make sense of the choice before her. The stakes were high and the game dangerous, but the allure of success was almost impossible to resist. And so, she stood at the edge of a precipice, uncertain whether to leap into the unknown or turn back from the darkness that threatened to consume her.

      ***The sun dipped low in the sky, casting long shadows across the dusty streets of the Wild West set, stocked with the standard white church with a steeple, saloon/brothel in the middle of town, undertaker’s office, sheriff’s office with jail, blacksmith barn, and general store, with a boardwalk in place of a sidewalk connecting several of the buildings. Donna stood by the window of her sheriff's office as she surveyed the bustling scene outside. She was dressed in a form-fitting long-sleeved white shirt, blue jeans, and brown leather vest complete with a star-shaped badge and white cowboy hat, her red nails tapping against the painted wood of the windowsill.
Across the street, Chloe looked every bit the seductive dominatrix on the second floor balcony of the saloon/brothel in her slinky leather outfit and high-heeled black boots. She held a French parasol to protect her from the last rays of the hot sun as she waved at various men passing on the street who smiled and tipped their hats in response. The saloon doors swung open with a creak, revealing a dimly lit interior filled with bleary-eyed drunk farmers and card players, along with the lustful gazes of patrons eyeing the whores who were eager to indulge in whatever pleasures awaited them upstairs.
On the outskirts of town, Rita rode in on her black horse, clad in an all-black outlaw costume that seemed to swallow the fading light. Her wide-brimmed hat cast her face in shadow, while the coil of rope and big stick at her side hinted at the dangerous games she was prepared to play.
"Looks like the party's about to start," Donna said to herself as she watched Trevor Stone and his men ride into town. Mateo and Zeke, armed with big knives, followed Trevor’s horse, their eyes cold and calculating as they scanned the town for any signs of danger. Rafe followed close behind, looking over his shoulder to make sure nobody sneaked up on them. Townspeople scurried out of the Stone Gang’s path, their faces etched with fear.
The Stone Gang stopped in front of the saloon where they could look up at Chloe and the whores who had joined her on the balcony. “Are you ready for us, ladies?" Trevor called out as he dismounted from his horse.
"Ready as we'll ever be," Chloe replied coolly from her perch on the second-floor balcony, “assuming you’ve got the gold to pay.”
Nearby, Rita swung down from her horse, tied it to the hitching post, and headed into the saloon ahead of the Stone Gang.
Watching through her office window, Donna considered her options. Dino wanted her to lose to Rita. She was also trying to save Rita and Madison and get them off the island. Now, the weight of her plan to sacrifice herself pressed on her like a suffocating blanket. She stared out the window of the sheriff's office, watching the townspeople scurrying about in a frenzy. Maybe there's another way, she thought desperately.
Before she could make a plan, the door to her office slammed open, then Willem and Gordo—the “wild man” who had taken her in the jungle—barged in, dressed as simple farmers in overalls and battered hats. Donna's breath caught in her throat, her body tensing instinctively as she braced for a sexual attack. Her past experiences with them had all been violent. To her surprise, they held no weapons, only expressions of urgency and fear.
"Sheriff," Willem panted, his eyes wide with alarm. "The Stone Gang is at the saloon, beating up the farmers. Stone is threatening to kill the sheriff."
“That’s you,” Gordo said, pointing at the gold star on her vest.
Donna frowned at Gordo. “Yes, I’m aware of that.”
Then Donna thought about what they had just told her, and she felt relieved. She couldn't let this opportunity slip away. "Round up the townspeople at the church," she told them firmly. "I'll talk to them there."
As Willem and Gordo hurried off to gather the townspeople, Donna took a deep breath and steeled herself for the confrontation ahead. She strode confidently towards the church, her mind full of thoughts of retribution against Dino and the Stone Gang. Her strategy might be risky, but it was the only chance she had for victory.

      ***Inside the church thirty minutes later, the townspeople whispered nervously amongst themselves. Donna stepped up to the pulpit, her gaze sweeping over the faces of the downtrodden and frightened citizens. "We can win this fight together," she declared, her voice unwavering. "We have numbers on our side. Arm yourselves with whatever you have and meet me outside the saloon."
At first, the crowd hesitated, their fear evident in the hushed murmurs and exchanged glances. Then, as Donna spoke passionately of standing up to their oppressors and reclaiming their dignity, her words seemed to ignite a spark within them. Nods of agreement began to ripple through the congregation, and soon they were surging to their feet, determination written on their faces. Without saying it out loud for the cameras, Donna also got her point across that all of these victims of Dino’s game could get revenge on him by doing what she said, or at least she thought they understood.
"Let's do this," Gordo shouted, raising a pitchfork above his head. The others followed suit, brandishing shovels, picks, and brooms like makeshift weapons as they filed out of the church and toward the saloon.
Donna felt strong as she led the charge, her resolve growing with each step. She would see Dino's twisted game crumble beneath her heel, even if it meant facing the Stone Gang and Rita head-on. As the townspeople gathered behind her, their eyes filled with newfound hope, Donna knew that victory was within reach. She was playing a classic part from a movie she’d seen hundreds of times, and she knew what to do.
The swinging saloon doors creaked as Donna pushed them open, the raucous noise within abruptly silenced by her entrance. The air was filled with the scent of stale liquor, cigar smoke, and sweat, and the piano player knew enough to grab his hat and run for cover.
Trevor Stone and his three henchmen occupied the bar, whiskey glasses clutched in their rough hands. Two unconscious farmers lay sprawled on the floor next to an overturned table, victims of the gang's brutal violence. Chloe stood watch from the second-floor balcony, her gray eyes cold and calculating, while Rita nursed a glass of whiskey at a corner table.
"Step outside, gentlemen," Donna called out, her voice laced with authority. "We have business to settle."
Laughter erupted from Stone and his gang as they turned around and saw Donna, then they swaggered toward the door, smirking at the sight of Donna's makeshift army waiting in silence. The townspeople's faces were set with grim determination, makeshift weapons held tightly in their grip.
Outside on the boardwalk in front of the saloon, Donna followed the men out. As his henchmen stepped into the street, Stone turned and sneered at Donna, brandishing a gleaming Bowie knife. ”Let's dance, Sheriff." 
With a speed that belied his size, he lunged at Donna, knocking her down on the boardwalk. Expertly slicing through her shirt with his knife, he tore off the shreds and bared her breasts as she struggled and tried to grab the knife. Simultaneously, Rafe and Zeke took her boots and yanked down her pants, leaving her naked.
She panicked, certain they intended to rape her in front of the crowd as Stone squeezed one of her breasts and laughed, but before Stone could do anything else, he was distracted as the townspeople surged forward and pulled Trevor's men away from Donna. With Stone crouched beside her and her legs free, Donna brought her knee up and slammed it into the side of Stone’s head, knocking him down. She seized the opportunity to grab her bullwhip from where it had fallen and jump to her feet, not caring that Dino’s audience and the townspeople were seeing her naked once again.
With newfound strength, Donna cracked the whip, its lash slicing through the air like lightning. Stone's vicious swings with his knife as he got to his feet were met with the stinging force of the whip, each strike landing with precision on his arms and torso. With each confident swing of the whip, her body moving fluidly with each defense and counterattack, Stone took another step back in surprise, yelping and wondering how the situation could have changed so fast.
Meanwhile, the townspeople swarmed around Stone's henchmen, their shovels, picks, and brooms finding their marks on the bodies of Mateo, Zeke, and Rafe. The sounds of struggle filled the air as the battle raged, each strike a testament to the community's refusal to be victims any longer. Confronted from so many sides, the bad guys could only try to protect themselves from the blows raining down on their heads, and it was clear that they were losing.
“You can’t win!” Stone yelled at Donna. “It ain’t right!”
As Stone reached the end of the boardwalk, Donna still finding her targets on his body with each crack of her whip, he fell backwards and the townspeople swarmed over to give him a beating.
Victorious, Donna watched as Stone and his men were dragged away by the farmers and locked in one of her jail cells, their battered bodies a testament to her leadership and the townspeople's courage.
Donna picked up her vest along with her hat, put them on, and strode back into the saloon with purpose, planning to confront Rita and Chloe in the upstairs brothel. It took some searching to find the right room, but one of the whores pointed the way. As she flung open the door to Chloe’s room, both women looked up in shock to see Donna framed in the doorway with her whip, having assumed that Stone had already dealt with her.
"Didn't expect to see me again so soon, did you?" Donna asked, defiance coloring her words.
Rita, still naked on her hands and knees on the bed, was in a vulnerable position with Chloe kneeling behind her wearing a strap-on dildo. Chloe’s dildo was deep inside Rita, and they were both breathing hard, responding too slowly to the new threat that had entered the room. Donna grabbed Rita’s coil of rope and Rita watched in disbelief as Donna quickly overpowered her, using her own rope to restrain her. Chloe, in turn, jumped off the far side of the bed and lashed out with her bullwhip, the leather slipping past Donna's vest and slicing into her stomach. Donna dove to one side, using a chair as a shield, and the whip cracked against it as Donna ran at Chloe. Chloe’s whip sliced into Donna’s arm once more before she was knocked down by the impact of Donna and the chair.
The two women wrestled fiercely, their bodies tangled together in a desperate struggle for dominance. Finally, with a well-aimed blow, Donna knocked Chloe out cold, leaving her and Rita lying defeated on the bed.
Rita had lost.
Panting from the exertion, Donna surveyed the scene, knowing full well that her defiance of Dino had just turned the competition on its head.

      ***The townspeople were having a party in the street, cheering and celebrating their freedom from the Stone Gang. Donna stood just inside the open doorway of her sheriff's office with a fierce sense of triumph, now wearing only her vest with the gold star, her hat, and a borrowed pair of pants. She had defied Dino, rallied the townspeople to her side, and brought Stone and his men to their knees. With Chloe and Rita locked up in the same cell as the dangerous criminals, she felt that she had taken control of her own destiny.
"Look, boys, the sheriff brought us fresh meat for lunch," Stone sneered, eyeing Chloe and Rita hungrily as they cowered against the bars of the jail cell. Stone’s men unbuttoned their pants and moved in to surround the two women. Stone’s lecherous gaze made Donna’s blood run cold, but she refused to let it show.
"Have fun," she told Stone, turning on her heel and walking out of the office. The screams that followed sent a thrill of dark satisfaction through her. She had played Dino's game and emerged victorious—now it was time to figure out her next move.
Donna barely noticed the quiet footsteps approaching her from behind. Thinking she was about to be attacked, she spun around, ready with her whip, but it was just Jordan Terranova offering her a sly grin with his hands raised in surrender. He was wearing a Western outfit with a hat that shaded his face from overhead cameras, and a fake beard, but she also noted the red welts from a whip on his face and hands.
"Quite the spectacle you put on today," Jordan whispered. "But I think it's time for you to make your exit, don't you?"
They heard women screaming inside the jail, but Donna didn’t bother to turn around. She eyed Jordan warily, unsure of his intentions. "What do you want?"
"I've got a way out," Jordan replied, an edge of impatience creeping into his voice. "A speedboat, waiting just a little ways down the beach at the guest dock. You can keep playing the game and take your changes with my father, or you can take matters into your own hands and leave."
“And why would I trust someone like you?”
“You want revenge on Dino, and so do I. You see what he did to me?” Jordan indicated the welts on his face. 
Donna hesitated, weighing her options. Trusting Jordan came with its risks, but so did staying under Dino's control. As the screams from the jail cell continued, giving her a grim satisfaction, she steeled herself and made her decision.
"All right," she said, a fire burning in her eyes. "Let's get out of here."
"Smart girl," Jordan said, leading her into the shadows as they snuck away from the set. He glanced at her breasts, barely covered by her vest. “Nice outfit, by the way.”
Donna ignored him, but with every step, she felt the danger around them intensify, knowing there were cameras everywhere, but she had made her choice. No matter what happened next, she had taken back control of her life, and that alone was worth the risk.
Then Donna grabbed Jordan’s arm and stopped.
“What’s wrong?” Jordan asked.
“We have one more passenger,” Donna said. “We have to go back.”
“Are you nuts? Father’s people are all over the place. It won’t take long before they know you’re missing.”
“Come with me,” Donna said, dragging Jordan along behind her.

      ***Crouched next to Jordan by a water trough outside the saloon, Donna questioned her choices once again as they watched the entrance. There were townspeople celebrating in the saloon, and they were on Donna’s side now, but she didn’t want everyone to know what they were doing.
"Okay, here's the plan," Donna said. "I'll go around to the back entrance, go upstairs, and find Madison while you wait here in case of trouble. We can't leave her behind."
"Fine," Jordan replied tersely. "But we have to be quick. Time is running out."
Donna climbed the back stairs to the brothel without being spotted. She began searching the tiny rooms where the whores worked and slept, occasionally seeing things she didn’t want to see and apologizing, until she ran into a woman named Sue in the hallway.
“Looking for something special?” Sue asked in a sultry voice, smiling as she looked at Donna’s vest without a shirt underneath. Sue was a tall woman wearing a fluffy skirt and a bustier that made her breasts look larger.
Donna smiled. “I’m just looking for Madison’s room.”
Sue looked disappointed, but she gestured at a door across the hall. “Come back any time, sheriff. Unless maybe you want a three-way with Madison?”
Donna shook her head and thanked Sue, then quickly walked over to Madison’s door, knocked, and entered. Madison was lying on her small bed dressed like one of Chloe’s whores, much like Sue but with long black stockings and a bustier that was too small and could barely contain her breasts.
"Madison," she whispered urgently, "we have to go. Now."
Blinking in surprise, Madison quickly pulled herself together and nodded, not bothering to ask any questions. Together, they slipped out of the room and down the back stairs. Donna retrieved Jordan and they all hurried off into the shadows. None of them mentioned Rita, now occupying a jail cell with her new friends.
Even so, as they raced toward the shoreline where Jordan's speedboat awaited, Donna couldn't help but feel the sting of guilt and loss that came with abandoning their former friend, Rita. However, in this dangerous game, sacrifices had to be made, and Rita had already betrayed them once.
Once was enough.

      ***The moon cast a silvery glow over the island as Donna, Madison, and Jordan jogged through the darkness. The sounds of night creatures seemed amplified, making them jump at every rustle and snap of twigs underfoot, thinking that Dino’s men had found them.
"Jordan, how much farther?" Donna panted as she struggled to keep up with his relentless pace in her exhausted state. The adrenaline from her fight on the set had already worn off, leaving her shaky and weak.
"Almost there," he replied, his eyes flicking nervously back and forth as they navigated the treacherous terrain.
As they approached the shoreline, the sound of waves crashing against the rocks reached their ears, mingling with the distant cries of seagulls. Jordan led them to a hidden cove where a sleek, black, forty-two-foot Cigarette speedboat bobbed gently in the water by the guest dock. Donna was relieved to know that Jordan hadn’t been leading them into another trap.
"Get in," Jordan ordered, his impatience barely concealed as he helped Madison onto the boat before climbing in himself. Donna hesitated for a moment, glancing back at the shadowy island that had been both her prison and battleground. Then, with a deep breath, she stepped aboard.
"Let's go," she said firmly, her gaze locked on the horizon as the speedboat roared to life, turning smoothly and easily cutting through the waves as Jordan accelerated. Wearing only her vest and a baggy pair of pants, she shivered in the cool wind, so Madison sat beside Donna and hugged her close to share her warmth.
As the island disappeared from view, Donna felt a strange mix of relief and uncertainty wash over her. She had escaped Dino's twisted game, but at what cost? The thought of Rita left behind haunted her, and she knew that the unresolved tensions between them would linger like a dark cloud over their newfound freedom.
As the wind whipped through her hair and the salty spray of the ocean stung her face, Donna couldn't help but feel a sense of freedom. No matter what lay ahead, she would face it head-on, refusing to let anyone else dictate her fate ever again.
"Where are we heading?" Madison asked, her voice barely audible over the roar of the engines.
"The mainland. I can get you a plane from there," Jordan replied, his expression unreadable as he focused on the bright map showing on the video navigation system.
"Anywhere but here is fine with me," Donna said, her mind filled with thoughts of the future—a future no longer tied to someone else's twisted whims. They weren’t in the clear quite yet, but she felt a defiant spark of hope deep within her soul.






  
  Chapter twenty-one

Donna Fiero lounged on her couch in a short bathrobe, legs stretched out before her, as the golden morning sunlight streamed through the window. The aroma of bacon and eggs wafted from the plate resting on the coffee table, beckoning her to indulge in her casual morning routine. She let her fingers glide lazily over the glossy pages of  The Hollywood Reporter, her eyes scanning the headlines with detached interest as she chewed on a piece of toast.
Her gaze fell on an ad for The Paradise Conspiracy—a film showcasing Rita Martinez, her former friend, as the lead actress alongside the handsome action star Trevor Stone. An image of Rita, her dark curls cascading around her striking features, was splashed across the page, her eyes smoldering with a potent mix of vulnerability and sultriness.
"Look at you, Rita," Donna said, half-admiring and half-envious. "You finally made it."
She studied the ad intently, her fingers tracing the contours of Rita's face, feeling an unexpected pang of envy mixed with admiration. Donna couldn't help but wonder what it might have been like if she had been the one cast in that role instead.
Her mind drifted back to their time together, recalling the nights they spent discussing their dreams, the fierce competition that fueled their ambition, and the inevitable rift that drove them apart. 
She took a deep breath, inhaling the scent of bacon and eggs, allowing the comforting aroma to ground her back in the present. With a sigh, Donna shook off the lingering feelings of envy, choosing instead to focus on her own journey and the things she had been forced to discover about herself on the island.
The glossy pages of The Hollywood Reporter seemed to whisper secrets as Donna turned them, her interest piqued by a headline that caught her eye: Labyrinth: Dino Terranova's Reality Show Sensation Takes Netflix by Storm. She shuddered at the mention of the name Dino Terranova. According to the article, an uncensored version of the popular show was rumored to be available for streaming on the dark web, but the producers would not confirm the rumor.
The article also mentioned that one of Labyrinth’s executive producers, Heinrich Zeit, had quit the show, reportedly having lost a lot of money on a related spinoff, although it was noted that he was in for a big payoff on the success of Labyrinth.
Donna sipped her coffee and looked around the room. A shaft of sunlight cast long shadows across the worn hardwood floor, stretching across the room like fingers reaching for something. Donna's eyes followed their path, her gaze lingering on the frayed edges of the secondhand rug she had picked up at a thrift store months ago. It was a far cry from the plush carpets and opulent décor that had adorned the island villa, where every surface seemed to sparkle with the promise of a life lived in luxury. Her small apartment felt almost claustrophobic in comparison—the faded paint on the walls told stories of previous tenants, and the modest furniture bore the marks of time and use. It was a simple space in Chinatown, but one that Donna had come to cherish as her own sanctuary from the pressures and chaos of Hollywood.
As she took in the unpretentious surroundings, she knew something within her had been changed by her visit to the island. The seeds of gratitude, previously dormant beneath the weight of her ambition, started to take root and grow. She thought of the cool touch of her own sheets against her skin each night, the warmth of her favorite mug cradled in her hands each morning, and the satisfaction of cooking her own meals—simple pleasures that she had once taken for granted, now imbued with a new sense of significance.
Donna savored the last bites of her bacon and eggs, the salty crunch of the crispy strips melding with the warm, velvety texture of the eggs. The tantalizing aroma of fried bacon, still lingering in the air, brought a contented smile to her lips. This was a simple pleasure she could never tire of—one that somehow felt even more delicious after all she had experienced.
Her appetite sated, Donna reached for the discarded news magazine on the coffee table and closed it with a definitive snap, setting it aside as if physically distancing herself from the glamorous world it represented.
She turned her attention to her laptop, its sleek silver surface catching the sunlight streaming through the window. She lifted the screen, revealing the keyboard that held the key to her next adventure. This time, though, it would be an adventure of her own making—one grounded in authenticity and fueled by her relentless ambition, not dictated by the whims of others. A personal story. Her fingers, tipped with red-painted nails, hovered over the keyboard, poised to unleash the torrent of words that simmered within her mind.
With a newfound confidence in her abilities, Donna typed out the title of the novel she had been outlining for months, the letters appearing on the screen like a promise—or perhaps a warning: The Domination Game.
Watch out, Hollywood, she thought, her fingers flying across the keys as her story unfolded before her. You have no idea what's coming your way.

END
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  HOLLYWOOD BOUND (excerpt)


Ava Martinez lounged in the dimly lit booth, her silky, low-cut gown exposing just enough to entice. The sultry atmosphere of the nearly empty Hotel Grande restaurant enveloped her like a warm embrace as she sipped her second margarita. The tangy taste delighted her tongue, and the world seemed to sway subtly around her, each sip taking her closer to intoxication. This was her last night in Cozumel where she had been working for the last three days on the photo shoot, and she was planning to spend the night with the first acceptable man who walked into the bar. When her younger self had dreamed of becoming a supermodel, she hadn’t realized what a lonely business it could be, and she needed the company, if only for one night. 
Taking her compact mirror from her tiny clutch purse, she checked her makeup, studying her high cheekbones, light brown skin, and green eyes, but everything looked perfect. She flipped her long black hair away from her face and put her compact back in the purse, which contained only cash, a brush, and makeup.
Maybe tonight will be different, she thought, scanning the entrance with eyes that gleamed with anticipation. She imagined the feel of another's touch, the heat of passion, an escape from the lonely reality that had become her life.
The restaurant door opened and Damien Castillo slipped into the room. Dressed as a respectable businessman, with a face like a leading man from a romantic telenovela, he surveyed the establishment with practiced ease. Ava couldn't help but notice the commanding presence he exuded, drawing her attention away from her idle fantasies.
"Ah, señor Castillo," the bartender greeted him, polishing glasses with deliberate nonchalance. He inclined his head toward Ava's booth, his expression carefully neutral. "You might find what you're looking for over there." Damien left some cash on the bar.
Damien's eyes locked onto Ava, and the air around them seemed to crackle with electricity. She felt a shiver of mingled excitement and foreboding, though she could not place its source. She flashed him a seductive smile, willing him to approach her, to see the potential for a thrilling encounter within her inviting demeanor.
"Good evening," Damien said, sliding into the booth beside her. His voice was velvety smooth, a hint of some South American accent underlying its calm authority. "May I buy you another drink?"
"Of course," Ava replied, her own voice lilting and enticing. "I never turn down a good margarita." As their conversation continued, she found herself drawn to him, her hand resting on his arm while his fingers inched their way up her thigh beneath the folds of her gown.
She told him she was in sales and marketing, rather than being a supermodel, which scared some men away, and he told her he was a sales rep for a pharmaceutical company. She knew they were both lying, but she didn’t care. He looked good enough to eat. His presence was undeniably alluring, yet a dark undercurrent seemed to simmer beneath the surface, hinting at something far more sinister than a simple one-night stand.
Ava's green eyes sparkled like emeralds in the dim light as she locked her gaze with Damien's, a seductive smile on her lips. Her heart pounded in anticipation, every sense heightened by the intoxicating ballet of temptation unfolding between them. As she felt the heat of his body pressing closer, Ava pushed aside her reservations. For tonight, she would relax for once and give in to her desires.
"Damien," she breathed, feeling the warmth of his breath against her neck as she leaned in closer, her breasts nearly spilling out of her low-cut gown. "Would you care to see my room?"
His eyes widened in surprise, but a slow smile spread across his face. "I'd be delighted," he replied. The scent of his cologne, a mix of spice and wood, enveloped Ava, and she wanted more of him. His presence was both alluring and unnerving, a thrill that she couldn't resist.
"Then let's not waste any more time," Ava whispered. 
They rose from the booth and left the restaurant, their fates now irrevocably entwined.

      ***Ava's spiked heels clicked on the polished marble floor of the hotel hallway, her heart beating in time with each echoing step. Damien's tall and imposing figure stalked closely behind her, his dark eyes never leaving her swaying hips. She could feel the heat of his gaze on her skin, stirring a mixture of desire and unease she couldn't quite shake.
"Right this way," she replied, trying to keep her voice steady as they approached her room. When she checked in, she had asked for the quietest part of the hotel because she liked her privacy. They were near the fire exit at the end of the hallway. Her fingers trembled around the keycard clutched in her hand, anticipating a big night.
Before she could open her door, Damien struck. His hand shot out, covering Ava's mouth before she could even gasp, while his other arm wrapped around her waist, yanking her sideways through the fire exit into the dark alley beyond. 
"Let go of me!" Ava yelled into his hand, adrenaline coursing through her body as she twisted and writhed in Damien's iron grip. She managed to bite down hard on his hand, tasting the metallic tang of blood as he grunted in pain. Seizing the opportunity, Ava slammed her elbow into his stomach and wrenched herself free.
"You think you’re a fighter?" Damien growled, anger flashing in his eyes. 
Outside in the dead-end alley that smelled like garbage, the glare of headlights from a shiny black SUV illuminated their struggle. Its tinted windows promised only danger and despair, but Ava refused to let fear consume her. With a surge of determination, she launched her attack, her fist connecting with Damien's jaw and sending him stumbling backward.
"Get away from me!" she shouted, desperation giving her strength as she turned to run. Her spiked heels and the alcohol in her system betrayed her, hindering her escape and sending her careening down the wrong path toward a dead-end.
"Run all you want, Ava," Damien called after her. "There's no escaping me."
Ava's heart pounded, the sound echoing in her ears as she stumbled down the alley. Her spiked heels scraped against the rough pavement, each step unsteady and treacherous. There wasn’t time to take off her shoes. Damien's laughter slithered through the air like a serpent, mocking her futile attempt to escape.
"Running the wrong way, Ava," Damien said with amusement. "But by all means, continue."
His footsteps echoed behind her, growing closer with every stride. A bead of sweat rolled down Ava's temple, her breaths coming in ragged gasps. She knew she was cornered, but she refused to give up without a fight.
"Leave me alone!" she shouted back, throwing a glance over her shoulder. Her eyes widened at the sight of Damien closing in.
"You’re coming with me, one way or another," he replied, his tone cruel and casual.
As despair threatened to engulf her, the SUV's door swung open, revealing the imposing figure of Ernesto in a black suit. He stepped out, his muscular frame cutting an intimidating silhouette against the glow of the vehicle's headlights.
"Need a hand, boss?" Ernesto asked with a smirk.
Damien nodded, his eyes never leaving Ava. "She's more trouble than expected."
Ernesto eagerly closed the distance between them, his heavy footsteps quick and purposeful. His shadow loomed over Ava, making her feel small and powerless. Fear coiled in her stomach, but she forced herself to focus on her burning need for escape.
"Two against one? Is that how real men fight?" Ava spat, defiance flashing in her eyes.
"Real men don't leave loose ends," Damien shot back, his icy gaze piercing her soul.
Before she was able to pick up a rusty section of pipe next to the dumpster, Damien tackled her onto a pile of damp boxes. The acrid scent of garbage and wet cardboard filled her nostrils, making it difficult to breathe and gather her thoughts. She tried to ignore the raw pain in her scraped elbows and focus on breaking free from his grip.
"Get off me!" Ava growled, thrashing against Damien's hold. Her voice was laced with both fury and desperation. She kept trying to ram her knees into his back.
"Ernesto, give me a hand," Damien ordered, his breath heaving from the exertion. The large man lumbered over to them with a sinister grin on his face.
"You put up a good fight, but it’s pointless, as I’m going to show you," Ernesto said as he knelt down and pressed one massive palm against her mouth, silencing her protests. His other hand reached down and yanked at the neckline of her gown, ripping it away to bare her breasts to the cool night air.
Ava's eyes widened in shock and horror as Ernesto began to roughly fondle her exposed flesh. His coarse fingers pinched and kneaded, sending waves of fear and revulsion coursing through her veins. She writhed beneath him, her muffled cries sounding pitiful even to her own ears.
"Enjoying yourself, Ernesto?" Damien asked, stepping back to observe the scene with a cold, calculating gaze.
"Very much, boss," Ernesto replied, straddling her hips so he could bend over and lick her nipple with his thick tongue. The sensation made Ava's stomach churn, but she couldn't escape his oppressive weight or overpowering grip. Her traitorous body responded by hardening her nipples.
In her mind, Ava screamed for help, knowing that no one could hear her, but beneath the terror, a small ember of defiant rage still burned, even as tears streamed down her cheeks.
The metallic taste of fear filled Ava's mouth as Ernesto forced a gag between her lips, tying it tightly behind her head. Her breath came in short, panicked gasps, the reality of her situation settling like a heavy weight on her mind. With a grunt, Ernesto hoisted her over his shoulder as if she were nothing more than a sack of potatoes.
"Take her to the car," Damien instructed, his voice cold and detached. "We have a long night ahead."
Ava tried to wriggle out of Ernesto’s grasp as every ounce of her being screamed for her to resist, but her body felt weak and disoriented from the brutal struggle moments before. She tried to kick out with her spiked heels, but only managed to strike Damien in the side as he opened the rear door to the waiting black SUV.
"If you keep fighting, we won’t be so nice," Damien said, rubbing his side where she had struck him. "You'll learn your place soon enough."
Ernesto shoved Ava face-first into the back seat of the SUV, his hand greedily fondling her butt as Damien climbed in on the other side. She squirmed uncomfortably under their lecherous gazes, feeling exposed and vulnerable in her disheveled state.
"Keep still," Damien commanded, his tone brooking no argument.
Desperate to escape, Ava fought against her restraints, her breasts bouncing as Damien expertly tied her wrists behind her back and then secured her ankles together. The tight knots bit into her skin, a constant reminder of her helplessness.
"Welcome to your new life, Ava," Damien said, leaning in close so that she could feel his warm breath on her cheek. "I told my boss I’d bring him a nice gift from my trip to Cozumel. You're our captive now. An object for our pleasure and amusement."
His words made her shudder with revulsion, but she refused to let him see how much they affected her. Instead, she focused on the anger burning within her, using it as fuel to stoke her determination. When she saw her chance, she would escape.
"Your defiance is admirable," Damien continued. "But it won't help you. You'll be broken and remade in our image, a willing toy for your masters."
A hot tear rolled down Ava's cheek as she tried to block out his menacing words. She knew that she could not let their threats and taunts define her fate. In the darkest recesses of her mind, she clung to hope, vowing that she would do whatever was necessary to survive this nightmare and reclaim her freedom.
The engine roared to life as Ernesto settled into the driver's seat, glancing at Ava through the rearview mirror. "Hector is going to love you, pretty one," he taunted, his voice thick with anticipation. "Just wait until we get to the plane—I can't wait to taste you myself."
"Patience, Ernesto," Damien chastised, though his eyes gleamed with a dangerous excitement. "We'll both have our time with her on the flight to California. There's plenty of time to start training her then."
Ava's breaths came in shallow gasps against the gag as she listened to their vile plans. Her panicked thoughts turned to the hotel—they were sure to notice when she didn’t check out, and they would find her things in her room, so they would know something was wrong. She strained against her bonds, refusing to give in to despair, even as Damien's cold fingers pulled off her gown, exposing her naked body to his chilling touch.
"She's clean," he said, his hands methodically roaming over her body, “and no identifying marks or tattoos.” His satisfaction at finding none only heightened her terror.
"Good," Ernesto replied, shifting gears as they pulled away from the hotel. "I've already had her checked out of the hotel and her belongings will be sent to the plane."
So much for the hotel noticing she was missing. Lying on her side on the back seat, she screamed into her gag in frustration. Her head was now in Damien’s lap, and she felt his erection against her cheek as he stroked her hair with one hand and idly fondled one breast with the other.
As the SUV sped through the night, Ava's thoughts raced just as fast, desperately searching for a way out. She refused to let these monsters dictate her fate, but fear gnawed at the edges of her resolve. The feel of Damien's hand cupping her breast felt like a flame burning through her defiance, weakening her resolve.
"Your beauty won't save you, Ava," Damien said, his words a sinister caress as his fingers traced the curve of her hip. "In fact, it's what got you here in the first place."
Though every cell in her body screamed for her to submit to this overpowering presence, to accept the crushing weight of her new reality so she would survive, Ava clung to the embers of hope that still flickered within her. She would fight, she would endure, and somehow, she would escape the hellish nightmare these men had plunged her into.
Or she would die trying.
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