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Dare 1 – Naked at the Window

The laptop screen flickers once.

The red notification hits like an order.

Dare 1.

Deadline: 11:59 p.m.

“Strip naked at the window. I want to watch you come with the lights on.”

Underneath, the rules sit dry and cruel.

Finish before the deadline.

Full video. No cuts.

Fail and you’re out.

Clara reads the line three times.

She’s been waiting days for that underground dares page to open.

Now the first one is right there and her palms are already sweating.

This is insane, she thinks.

All she has to do is close the tab and pretend she never clicked in.

The cursor hangs over the X.

One click and no one ever knows she was here.

But the hot tingle climbing from between her legs is heavier than caution.

She lets out a slow breath and looks back at the screen.

A green icon starts blinking: Chat active.

“Get up and strip. Now.” The woman’s voice in her headphones is low, steady, zero room for argument. “I don’t want a single scrap of clothes on you, Clara. Nothing.”

Clara stands and obeys.

The short tee rides up, showing the smooth plane of her stomach, her navel, the edge of a black lace bra fighting to hold her heavy tits.

Her nipples are already stiff against the lace, swollen and tight with anticipation.

“Bra off. I want to see them move when you breathe.”

The clasp gives.

Lace drops to the floor.

Her tits hang free—full, firm, the soft weight of them settling under the warm lamp light, pink nipples standing hard.

Clara cups one, pinches the tip between two fingers and tugs, knowing the camera is drinking every second.

“Now the shorts. Slow. I want to watch your pussy open when you peel them down.”

The denim slides over the soft curve of her hips.

Underneath, a thin black thong already soaked dark.

She hooks her thumbs and pushes it down.

The fabric peels off her pussy with a wet sound.

She’s completely naked.

Light catches the thick shine coating her inner lips, showing exactly how wet she is.

“Get to the window. Lean on it. Spread your legs for me.”

Clara walks to the frame.

Cool night air kisses her skin and tightens her nipples even harder.

She plants her hands on the sill, opens her thighs, and rolls her hips forward, offering every open inch of her pussy to the camera.

“Wider. I want to see that swollen clit. Watch how your pussy opens when you touch it.”

One hand drops between her legs.

Fingers find her clit—hard, slippery, already throbbing.

She rubs fast circles, pressing firm.

A low moan slips out of her throat.

Her pussy lips part under her own touch.

Thick wetness slides down the inside of her thigh.

“Harder. I want to hear how soaked you are.”

Clara moans louder, almost a cry.

Two fingers drive straight into her pussy.

The wet, filthy sound fills the room.

Her hips rock against her hand.

Cold glass brushes her thigh while heat burns between her legs.

“Take them out. Suck them clean. Let your tongue get every drop of your own juices.”

She obeys.

Fingers go to her mouth. She licks them slow, flat tongue, a string of spit and her own wetness dripping down her chin onto her tits.

The taste of her soaked pussy makes her eyes flutter shut for a second.

“Put them back in… and don’t stop until you come. I want to watch you shake. Watch that pussy clench.”

Her hand turns frantic.

Three fingers now.

Thumb grinding her clit without mercy.

Hips slamming into her own palm.

Cold air from the open window strokes her exposed ass, her open pussy, her stiff nipples.

The window glass throws her reflection back at her—naked, legs spread, tits heaving, fingers buried deep in her pussy under the bright room light.

That reflection shoves her over the edge.

She cries out.

Back arches hard.

Her pussy clamps down in violent waves around her fingers.

She comes hard, gushing over her hand and the sill, body shaking, eyes locked on her own reflection while the orgasm rips through her legs.

The voice comes back soft, satisfied, almost gentle.

“Welcome to the game, Clara.”

Clara drops onto the bed, still naked, breathing hard.

The window stays open.

Cool air mixes with the sticky heat of her skin and the thick smell of her pussy.

The echo of that voice keeps throbbing between her legs.

She moves the mouse and opens the public chat.

The screen floods with messages:

LoneWolf27: “Fuck… that tongue licking her fingers just left me soaked.”

RedHotWoman: “I want to watch you come again with my mouth sucking that clit until you scream.”

HotSands: “Loved every second of that open pussy.”

Xx_Mora_xX: “Get on your knees and spread wider… so I can picture my face soaked between those thighs.”

Clara runs her tongue over her lips like she’s answering the chat without typing a word.

Her nipples stay hard.

She leans back, lets her legs fall open a little more, feels the cool air kiss her still-sensitive, open pussy.

RedSirena: “Don’t close the window… imagine I’m still watching.”

SoftLia: “You’re brand new to us… and I love that.”

HotSands: “If you’d dropped one leg lower… I would’ve come twice.”

A private message pops up in the corner, same icon as the voice that owned her:

“You’ve earned your spot. Tomorrow at 11:00 p.m. you get the second dare. Have a dildo ready.”

Clara types without thinking:

“I’ll be ready.”

The public chat keeps burning:

Xx_Mora_xX: “Lick the screen. I need that tongue.”

LoneWolf27: “If you’re reading this, put two fingers in right now… pretend you’re obeying me.”

Clara closes the chat slowly.

She doesn’t need to touch herself again.

Not yet.

But she knows tomorrow, when the next dare drops, every one of those women will be watching…

and she’s going to give them a reason they can’t look away.


Dare 2 – Play in the Shower

The notification hits at exactly 11:00 p.m.

Intense red.

Same as the night before.

Dare 2.

“I want to see you in the shower. Camera low, pointed up. Soak yourself, touch yourself until you drip more than the water.”

Rules: No cuts. Continuous shot. Obey or you’re out.

The chat is already live.

Clara turns the camera on and slides it into a clear waterproof case.

She sets the small tripod right on the floor at the shower entrance, low angle that frames her from ankles to face.

Mic is open.

Bathroom light paints every curve of her body, still wearing nothing but a thin t-shirt.

The voice comes through clear.

Sure.

Dominant.

“Turn the water on. Let’s watch that pussy get soaked.”

The stream hits hard.

Splashes the tile.

Runs over her bare feet.

Clara steps in slow.

Lets the hot water climb her calves.

Stroke her thighs.

Reach her belly.

The t-shirt clings instantly.

Transparent.

Over nipples already hard.

Droplets shine under the light.

Run down smooth skin.

“Shirt off. Now. Completely naked under the water.”

She yanks it over her head.

Wet fabric drops heavy to the floor.

Her tits are free.

Heavy.

They bounce a little with the motion.

Water pounds them.

Slides over the firm curves.

Hardens the pink tips.

Leaves them swollen and shiny.

“Stand over the camera. Let me see the water running down your nipples. I want to watch them tremble.”

Clara positions herself right above the tripod.

Low angle shows everything.

Feet apart.

Thighs open.

Pussy already glistening.

Stomach tight.

Tits dripping.

She brings her hands to her breasts.

Squeezes.

Spreads them.

Pinches the tips.

Twists.

A soft moan slips out.

“Harder. Do it for me. Make them red.”

The pinches turn rougher.

Nipples go deep red.

Sensitive.

Every drop hitting them sends a shiver through her.

The heat of the stream lights up every nerve.

“Drop your hands. Spread your legs. Wider.”

She opens her feet until she feels the stretch in her inner thighs.

Water falls straight onto her pussy.

Hits her swollen clit hard.

The contrast between the hot stream and the cold metal faucet against her back rips a gasp from her.

Her pussy opens a little just from the pressure of the water.

“Use one hand to spread yourself… let me see the water running inside that cunt.”

Her left hand pulls her swollen lips open.

Hot water shoots straight in.

Slides over the pink inside.

Drips down the center of her thighs in thick clear strings.

The sound is filthy.

Water smacking wet flesh.

“Other hand on your clit. Slow at first. I want to watch it swell more.”

Soft circles.

Her clit is hard.

Slippery.

Throbbing under her fingers.

Clara tilts her head back.

Lets the water soak her hair.

Drip down her face.

Over her open mouth.

Moans mix with the constant rush of the stream.

“Look at me while you do it. Don’t close your eyes.”

Her eyes lock on the camera.

On that black lens she knows is hiding hundreds of stares.

Her hand speeds up.

Water sprays everywhere.

Her moan turns deeper.

Needier.

“Put a finger in. No… two. Push them all the way.”

She obeys.

Two fingers sink deep.

Easy.

Noisy.

Slap, slap, slap.

Her hips rock against her hand.

Rhythm getting faster.

Her pussy opens and closes around the fingers.

Sucks them in.

“On the floor. On your knees and don’t stop. Let me see that cunt from below while you fuck yourself.”

She drops to her knees.

Water keeps pouring over her head.

Soaking every inch.

Hair stuck to her back.

Tits hanging and dripping.

Ass up.

One hand buried inside.

The other rubbing her clit without mercy.

The orgasm builds like a hot wave.

Splits her belly.

“Now… come for me.”

Clara arches hard.

Moans loud.

The sound bounces off the bathroom walls.

Her cunt clamps in violent spasms around her fingers.

Water keeps falling.

Her legs shake.

A hot gush mixes with the shower and runs down her thighs to the floor.

She stays like that a few seconds.

Hair streaming.

Hands open on her thighs.

Breathing like she just ran.

The camera keeps rolling.

“Very good, Clara,” the voice says, lower, more dangerous. “But this is just the start. Don’t sit down. Don’t cut the camera.”

Clara straightens suddenly.

Water still falling.

Running from her hair.

Soaking her chest.

Her still-sensitive pussy.

Heart pounding in her throat.

“Get the dildo.”

She looks toward the mirror.

Swallows.

Opens the cabinet drawer.

Inside sits the stainless-steel dildo she already prepped, next to a bottle of thick water-resistant silicone lube.

She grabs it.

The metal is cold.

Sudden contrast against her hot skin.

Her breathing is already fast.

Not from effort.

From the mix of fear and arousal climbing straight from between her legs.

“Look at me while you do it. Face the camera. Low angle. Everything visible.”

She obeys.

Tripod frames from below.

Her soaked body.

Water dripping off hard nipples.

Down her belly.

To the pussy that keeps opening and closing on its own.

“Spread your legs. Wider. Open yourself with one hand. Show it all.”

She uses two fingers.

Pulls her swollen lips apart.

Reveals the pink inside.

Shiny.

Ready.

Water slides through the folds and drips to the floor in thick strings.

“Now… put it in. Slow. I want to watch your pussy swallow that.”

Clara brings the dildo close.

Cold tip brushes her clit.

She smears lube on her cunt.

An involuntary gasp escapes.

She breathes deep.

Pushes.

The thick shaft starts opening her.

Stretches the hot wet skin.

The cold sends a shiver up her spine.

Knees tremble.

“That’s it… more. Open all the way.”

She pushes to halfway.

Inner muscles tighten around the thick object.

Clara clenches her teeth.

Mix of discomfort and intense pleasure.

Her pussy stretches.

Shiny.

Sucks the metal in.

“Move it. Slow at first… now faster. Fuck yourself with that.”

The wet dildo slides in and out.

Friction sound mixes with the slap of falling drops.

Clara moans broken.

Chest rising and falling fast.

Tits bouncing with every thrust.

“You like it?”

“Yes…”

Her voice is shaky.

Ruined.

“Dirtier. Say it right.”

“I like it… I like feeling it open me… it makes me hot… makes my cunt so wet…” another ragged breath “I love getting stretched like this…”

“Take it out.”

The metal comes out coated in thick shine.

Strings of her juices hanging.

Clara holds it.

Pulse racing.

“Wash it under the water. Make it shine with the shower gel.”

She holds the dildo under the stream.

Water rinses the fluids away.

Gel leaves the steel clean and gleaming.

“Turn around. On all fours, back to the camera. That ass wide open.”

She obeys.

Lowers her torso.

Arches her back.

Offers her wet ass to the lens.

Water hits her back.

Slides between her cheeks.

“You’re going to put it in your ass.”

Clara hesitates a second.

Stomach tightens.

She coats the dildo with plenty of lube.

Breathing even faster.

“Do it now, or you’re out.”

Cold tip presses against the tight ring.

A louder moan escapes her.

The muscle yields slowly under the pressure.

The entry is intense.

Burning.

Delicious.

The dildo starts disappearing.

“Push… I want to watch your ass swallow it whole.”

She pushes more.

The sphincter stretches.

Opens.

Takes the dildo halfway.

Clara presses her lips together to keep from crying out.

Internal heat mixes with the water running down her back and between her cheeks.

“More… until I say. Move it… feel that cold metal warming up inside you. Fuck your ass with it.”

She obeys.

Body rocks forward and back.

Every thrust pulls a deeper, more broken gasp.

Sweat runs down her temple.

Mixes with the water.

Her pussy drips on its own.

Untouched.

Gushes onto the tile.

“Tell me you like it. Loud enough for the whole chat.”

“I love it…” her voice trembles, submissive and wrecked “I love having it inside… it drives me crazy knowing they’re watching me like this…”

“Enough. Pull it out slow.”

She withdraws it slowly.

Metal comes out shiny.

Wet.

Covered.

She sets it on the sink.

Clara’s legs stay open.

Thighs tight.

Pussy and ass still open.

Pulsing.

Water pouring over everything.

The voice drops lower.

Sounds more dangerous than ever.

“You passed Dare 2, Clara.

Tomorrow at 11:00 p.m. is the third.

And I promise you’re going to need more than towels.”

Clara stays on her knees under the stream.

The live viewer count is brushing four digits.

The chat is already on fire.

One pinned message stands out: “Five participants were eliminated tonight.”

Clara hesitates a second before looking away.

“Five eliminated!”

The camera keeps recording her trembling body, pussy and ass still open and dripping.

She knows tomorrow will be worse.

That they’re going to push her to the limit.

But she doesn’t plan on being eliminated.

She’s not going to fail.


Dare 3 – Orgasm Duel

The screen splits in two. On the left, Clara, completely naked on the bed, legs spread wide. Her pussy shines under the direct light; lips swollen, clit peeking out, a string of juices sliding down her inner thigh.

On the right, the redhead: white skin, pink nipples hard as rocks, wet red hair falling over her shoulders and a slow, cruel smile that promises to wreck her.

A counter appears in the top corner of the screen.

Active participants: 44.

Below, a warning in red letters: “The rules can change at any moment.”

The guide’s voice comes in.

Low.

Clean.

Absolute.

“Thirty minutes total. With a mid break. Whoever comes the most times advances. Don’t stop. Don’t fake it. And look at the camera when you orgasm.”

The redhead already has two fingers brushing her swollen clit.

She smiles at Clara.

Spreads her legs wider so the camera sees everything.

“Hope you can hold on, pretty. I’m going to leave that cunt crying.”

“I’m going to leave you behind,” Clara answers.

She spreads even wider.

Shows the pink hole.

Dripping.

“Go.”

Hands drop at the same time.

Clara starts rubbing her clit with her thumb while two fingers explore the entrance, first slow, then harder.

The redhead, bolder, sucks her whole hand, lets a string of spit fall onto her pussy and drives two fingers in deep, working them hard.

The wet sound fills both mics.

“I want to hear you louder,” the guide orders. “Whispers don’t cut it. I want you screaming for the whole chat.”

Clara cries out in pleasure.

Presses her clit in fast circles.

Fingers sink to the knuckles.

The redhead arches her back.

Red hair stuck to her face with sweat.

Tits bouncing with every thrust of her own hand.

“You’re already close, huh?” the redhead teases.

Looks straight at the camera.

Looks at Clara.

“I can see that pussy trembling.”

Clara doesn’t answer with words.

Her breathing says everything.

The redhead speeds up.

Fingers in and out.

A dirty wet slap.

Obscene.

She screams.

Belly contracts hard.

A thick string of fluid runs down her thigh to the couch.

0 – 1.

“Clara, don’t leave her alone on top,” the guide digs. “Come while you look her in the eyes. I want to see that cunt open for her.”

Clara locks her eyes on the screen.

Works faster.

Hand completely soaked.

The orgasm hits with a low groan. Hips push against her own hand while her pussy contracts for everyone to see and a hot little stream slides onto the sheet.

1 – 1.

The redhead smiles.

Grabs a thick black dildo.

Licks it slow like it’s a tongue.

Sinks it all the way in one push.

“Watch me take it…” she whispers.

Looks at Clara.

“Imagine it’s you.”

She pumps it fast.

Plastic in and out.

Coated in thick shine.

Her breathing breaks.

Legs shake.

A short but strong gush soaks the couch under her.

1 – 2.

Clara doesn’t fall behind.

Changes position.

Gets on her knees facing the camera.

Pushes three fingers in.

Works them hard.

Pinches a nipple with the other hand.

Turns it red.

A choked moan announces her second orgasm.

Body arches.

Pussy drips in shiny strings.

2 – 2.

“I want more spit, more sweat, more juices,” the guide demands. “I want to see you wrecked.”

The redhead obeys.

Spits into her hand.

The string of saliva lands on her clit.

She rubs without mercy.

Whole body trembling.

Moans turn into short cries.

With a hard spasm she comes a third time.

Leaves another puddle under her.

2 – 3.

“Time,” the guide says. “First break. Clara, you’re losing. And it shows in how that cunt is opening up from pure need.”

Clara breathes hard.

Chest rising and falling.

Sweat mixed with her own juices runs down her belly.

The redhead throws her one last filthy smile.

The screen freezes.

The screen lights up again.

Clara sits on the edge of the bed.

Hair stuck to her face.

Sweat drops running down her neck.

Disappearing between her tits.

On the other side, the redhead leans back in her chair.

Relaxed.

One leg bent.

The other completely open.

Shows without shame her red, swollen, shiny pussy.

The cunt Clara has to beat.

The guide comes in, dry:

“Second half. You know how this works: don’t stop until I say. Come until you can’t anymore.”

Clara clenches her jaw. She knows she’s 2–3 down and for a second remembers yesterday’s message: five participants had been eliminated from the competition. She forces the thought away and locks back in.

The redhead, on the other hand, smiles confident.

“I’m going to make it hard for you, brunette,” she says.

Brings two fingers to her mouth.

Sucks them with noise.

Then straight to her clit.

“I’m going to make you watch me come while you stay behind.”

Clara doesn’t answer with words.

Spreads wider for the camera.

Pushes two fingers inside.

Starts hard.

Direct.

No warm-up.

Her moans climb fast.

Hand pumps with force.

Inner muscles tighten.

In less than a minute the first orgasm of the half rips through her abdomen.

3–3.

“Fast… but not enough,” the redhead answers.

Without missing a beat she grabs a bullet vibrator, presses it to her clit and pushes two fingers in, working them hard.

The buzz hits her center.

Moans and wet sounds mix.

She screams.

Arches.

Leaves a small but visible puddle under her.

3–4.

Time is running out.

Clara knows it.

She sits up.

Pulls the camera closer to her pussy.

Spits straight onto her clit.

With that mix of spit and juices she starts rubbing.

A fast back-and-forth.

No rest.

“Watch me good…” she says, panting. “This is how you force a tie. This is how you leave a cunt wrecked.”

Her breathing cuts off.

Abdomen contracts.

She lets go with a long, wet orgasm.

Drips to the edge of the bed in hot strings.

Global: 4–4.

“Time,” the guide says with absolute calm. “Neither of you has understood yet what it really means to win.

This gets decided in sudden death. First one to come, wins.”

The screen goes silent, but both stay open, sweaty and breathing hard, pussies still pulsing.

The screen lights up again.

Clara and the redhead are exhausted.

Bodies shining with sweat.

Hair stuck to skin.

Chests rising and falling fast.

Neither moves her hands yet.

The guide says nothing.

Lets them look at each other.

Clara lifts her eyes.

The redhead is staring straight at her.

Dare in that look.

A slow fire that seems to cut through the screen.

Clara breathes hard.

Settles on the bed.

Spreads her legs wider.

Until it hurts.

The redhead watches her with a half-dirty smile.

“I’m going to stare at you until you can’t take it, brunette…” her voice is low, thick with want. “I’m going to come watching that open cunt.”

“Stare all you want, redhead… I’m going to come on your face just imagining you here with your tongue inside.”

Hands drop almost at the same time.

Clara brings two fingers to her clit.

Rubs fast.

Breathing broken.

The redhead pushes hers inside.

Sinks them deep.

A moan that sounds more like a command than pleasure.

“Mmm… you’re dripping… look at yourself, so wet…” Clara bites her lip.

Eyes locked on the screen.

“And you, with that cunt open… I picture burying my tongue and licking you until you cry, until you drown me in your juices.”

Sweat runs down their bellies.

Drops fall.

Mix with the wet shine of their pussies.

The wet sound amplifies through the mics.

The slap of fingers.

The soft thud of palm against clit.

The noise of flesh opening.

“Open more… I want to see all of you,” Clara says.

Doesn’t stop rubbing.

“I want to see that hole open for me.”

The redhead spreads her knees to the limit.

Pushes a third finger in.

Mouth open.

Moans hard.

“You’d make me scream… you’d feel so deep… you’d fuck my mouth with that pussy…”

Clara pants.

Picks up the pace.

Thigh muscles trembling.

Hips moving on their own.

The redhead tilts her head back.

Moans turn deeper.

Almost growls.

“I’m fucking you with my eyes…” Clara grits her teeth. “Every time you move I picture sucking that swollen clit… burying my tongue all the way…”

“Keep going…” the redhead speeds up, “I bet you come watching me finish…”

Their eyes lock.

Time shrinks.

Only two open bodies.

Two desperate hands.

Two breaths rising together.

Moans mix.

Tension builds.

Until it snaps.

“Now…!” Clara’s voice breaks.

“Yes…!” the redhead screams.

The orgasm hits them almost at once. Bodies arch, bellies harden, deep spasms shake their legs.

Clara soaks the sheet with a warm, thick stream.

The redhead leaves a shiny puddle on the couch.

Sweat and juices shine under the light.

Their pussies contract for everyone to see.

Open.

Dripping.

Both stay breathing hard.

Still open.

Wet fingers resting between their legs.

The guide finally breaks the silence.

Voice low.

Loaded with absolute control.

“You both earned my attention.” —pause, letting them both breathe hard— “You both made me wet watching you. But only one can continue, and Clara came first.”

Clara breathes with her mouth open, chest rising and falling.

The redhead wipes a hand across her cheek, catching a tear that already slipped out.

The chat starts flooding with messages:

“A lot of contestants eliminated.”

“Never before have two participants been this close.”

“The fourth dare won’t just face contestants against each other.”

“Active participants: 22.”


Dare 4 – First Time from Behind

The notification appears on Clara’s screen.

Red letters as always.

Dare 4.

“Record a friend while you put the dildo we sent you in her ass… make it her first time. Send the video before 11:00 p.m. After that you’re out.”

Clara smiles, but the smile lasts only a second.

She knows exactly who to call.

But, “What if she’s busy?”

Anxious, she scrolls the contact list with her thumb.

Stops on a name.

Only Eva, her college friend, is bold enough to say yes.

A couple of hours later, Eva is sitting on the edge of the bed.

Wine glass in hand.

Cheeks flushed.

On the shelf, a small camera points straight at the mattress.

“I need you to know one thing… This is a private game where a bunch of women are going to watch us fuck.” She locks eyes, watching her friend’s breath hitch.

Eva stays quiet a second.

Cheeks burning.

But her legs open on their own.

Seeking air.

Clit throbbing under the fabric.

“So… other people are going to see it?” Her voice trembles, but not from fear: from hunger.

“Women. Hot. Panties soaked waiting to watch me fuck you.” Clara slides her hand up to the crotch and presses with her thumb right where the fabric is already dark. “And you, here, about to be the star… with that cunt already crying just from thinking about it.”

Eva lets out a gasp and pushes her hips against Clara’s hand without realizing.

“Say yes,” Clara orders against her mouth. “Tell me you want me to record you while I fuck you.”

Eva sets the glass aside.

Licks her lips.

Smiles with that dirty malice only desire gives.

“Frame me right… and record everything.”

Clara smiles.

Opens the nightstand drawer.

Shows the dildo the organization sent for this dare.

Black.

Thick.

Veiny.

With a wide base.

Next to a bottle of lube.

Eva’s eyes go wide.

“What the fuck is that?”

“What you’re going to feel in your ass tonight,” Clara answers with a calm that sounds more like an order than a suggestion. “All the way. To the hilt.”

“No fucking way, not that…” she denies fast, looking away. “That’s going to hurt like hell.”

Clara moves closer, grabs her chin and forces her to look into her eyes.

“It hurts if anyone does it… but I’m not just anyone. I’m going to make you moan with this buried until you can’t think. I’m going to open that ass and make it mine.”

“Clara… no, seriously…”

“No?” Clara smiles and leans in to bite her neck, leaving a mark. “Your pussy says otherwise…” her hand slides down the inner thigh, reaches the crotch and finds it already wet, hot, slippery. “Look how soaked you are just thinking about me putting it in. That cunt is crying.”

“It’s just… you drive me crazy…” she says, biting her lower lip.

“I already know that and today you’re going to get your chance…” Clara kneels between her legs, yanks the underwear aside and leaves her completely exposed. “We’re going to do this: I prep you slow, and if you don’t like it, I stop. But you’re going to like it. You’ll see.”

Eva swallows.

Clara runs her tongue over her clit without warning.

Flat.

Slow.

Tasting.

A moan escapes her right away.

“See? If you moan like that from the front… imagine from behind, with this toy filling you.” Clara smiles and nods toward the shelf. “You’re live, baby. A bunch of women are watching you.”

Eva looks at the camera.

Bites her lip.

A shiver runs through her belly.

Clara’s hand travels to her ass.

Strokes the curve.

Spreads the cheeks.

Presses the tight hole with her fingertip.

Then wets two fingers in the thick juices of her friend’s pussy.

Takes them back.

“Relax…” she whispers, and pushes the tip of her finger in, slow, feeling the muscle yield millimeter by millimeter. “Open for me.”

“Ahh… fuck…” Eva grips the sheets, nails digging in.

“That’s it… breathe…” Clara pushes more, the whole finger, turns it in slow circles, stretching. “Feel how it opens for me.”

With the other hand she takes the dense lube bottle from the nightstand.

Coats the toy generously.

Sets it against the entrance.

The thick black tip contrasting with the pink tight skin.

“Now… you’re going to remember me for the rest of your life. Open for me…” she whispers, voice low and filthy.

“Fuck… Clara… it’s so big…”

“Don’t move and look at the camera while I put it in.”

The tip enters and her friend moans, mix of pain and pleasure.

The broken sound.

“Ahhh…!”

“That’s it…” Clara smiles, watching the flesh open millimeter by millimeter around the black plastic. “Feel how it fills you… how it stretches you… how it opens you.”

The dildo advances slow.

Sinks to halfway.

Sweat starts shining on both their skin.

The hole stretches.

Pink.

Shiny.

Sucking.

“Clara… no… I can’t…”

“Yes you can… and you’re going to do it for me.” Clara’s other hand drops and presses her swollen clit with her thumb, rubbing in fast circles. “Feel this… now tell me no.”

A long gasp breaks her resistance.

“Ahhh… fuck… yes…”

Clara pushes the rest in with a soft but firm thrust.

The wet, obscene sound fills the room.

The dildo disappears completely.

“Look how you swallow it whole… your ass looks so pretty with this inside. So open… so full…”

Eva clutches the sheets until her knuckles go white.

Her breathing cuts into short gasps.

“Fuck, Clara… it burns… but I like it…! I like how it opens me…”

“Of course you like it…” Clara starts moving it, slow at first, pulling out and pushing in, feeling the inner muscles squeeze hard. “You’re made to have that ass opened.”

“Ahhh… yes… keep going… more…”

“You want more?” Clara speeds up, each thrust making the mattress bounce, the dildo sliding in and out shiny with juices. “You’re going to come with this inside.”

Sweat drips from her friend’s neck down to her tits.

Tits bouncing with every push.

The smell of sex, intense, hot, fills the air.

The sound of flesh opening and closing is filthy.

“I’m… I’m going to come…” Eva’s voice is a dirty cry of pleasure.

“Scream it for them. Let them know you came with your ass full.” Clara picks up the pace, hand on the clit never stopping, rubbing without mercy.

“I’m coming, fuck! I’m coming with my ass open for you!”

The orgasm shakes her entire body.

Legs tremble.

The dildo stays trapped by the rhythmic, violent contractions of her muscles.

Clara doesn’t pull it out.

Watches her friend.

Ruined.

Panting.

Sweat sticking her hair to her forehead.

Ass still pulsing around the toy.

Smiles, stroking her thigh, feeling the heat.

“That’s how it’s done, pretty.”

She pulls the dildo out slowly.

Both stay panting, looking at each other, with a dirty smile of absolute satisfaction.

On the shelf, the camera is still recording.

Clara looks at Eva, still on all fours.

Smiles and with a click sends the video.

10:20 p.m.

“Dare completed on time.”

The laptop screen lights up on its own.

“Dare validated.”

“Active participants: 16.”

“The next dare is only for submissives.”

Clara reads the sentence out loud.

Eva turns her head.

“Submissives?” she asks with a smile. “And are you going to be one of them?”

Clara doesn’t answer. But her smile says everything.


Dare 5 – Submissive Slut on Camera

The dare appears on the screen as always.

With that short sentence that freezes her blood.

And at the same time sets her cunt dripping.

“Find a woman to dominate you and let her use you like her slut in front of the camera.”

Clara swallows.

Stares at those words.

Sweaty hands on the keyboard.

The thought of quitting crosses her mind.

Can I handle this?

But the hot vibration running through her lower belly won’t let her back down.

Clit already swollen.

Pussy soaked.

She knows that no matter what, she’ll do it.

She opens a quick-contact chat.

Types without filter.

“I want to be your slut tonight. At my place. With camera.”

The answer comes in seconds.

“Explain.”

“I want you to use me however you want. I won’t resist anything. I’m recording it all.”

Silence for a few seconds.

Then.

“Send me a photo of how you are right now.”

Clara obeys.

Lifts her shirt.

Pinches a nipple already hard until it hurts.

Snaps it with the front camera.

Sends it.

“Send another. Strip completely naked, standing, legs open, pussy on display.”

The new photo goes out.

Naked body.

Firm tits.

Tight nipples.

Legs spread showing her shiny, open cunt.

The reply pins her to the chair.

“Perfect. I’ll be there in thirty minutes. Wait for me naked, on your knees, mouth open, tongue out.”

Clara’s heart pounds like crazy.

She checks the camera.

Frames the rug, the couch behind.

It’s not hidden.

It’s going to record every second.

Thirty minutes later the door opens.

The sharp click of heels on the floor makes her shrink.

The woman walks in.

Tall.

Low voice.

A stare that crushes.

She stands in front of Clara, who is already kneeling, mouth open, tongue out, sweating, cunt soaked.

“Good… that’s how I like it. An obedient slut.”

She grabs her hair hard.

Forces her face up toward the camera.

“Are you already recording?”

“Yes…”

“Perfect. Keep it all. Let them watch how I use you.”

She opens her blouse.

Shows a black bra squeezing big, heavy tits with hard nipples.

She pushes a finger into Clara’s mouth all the way.

“Suck. Learn what it means to be used. Drool.”

Clara moans.

Spit runs down her chin in thick strings.

“Harder. I want to hear you drool like a whore.”

The finger goes to the back of her throat.

Almost makes her cough.

The dominant smiles.

Satisfied.

“That’s how I like it. On all fours. Ass up. Legs open.”

Clara gets into position.

Ass raised.

Knees spread.

Pussy and hole exposed to the camera.

The woman lands a hard slap.

So sharp the echo fills the room.

Skin turns red instantly.

“That’s it. Your ass is mine. Your cunt is mine. Everything you have is mine tonight.”

She positions herself behind her, yanks her own underwear down in one rough move and grinds her hot, wet pussy against Clara’s back, leaving a shiny trail.

The panties tangle at her ankles for a second before she kicks them aside.

“Don’t you dare come yet.”

The control is absolute.

The dominant rubs herself.

Uses Clara’s mouth.

Her hands.

Her whole face against her pussy.

Clara obeys without a sound.

Sweat runs down her neck.

Thighs shine with wetness.

“Open your mouth wider… yes, like that… swallow my whole cunt… deeper…”

The smell, the taste, the moans fill the room.

The woman presses her against her pussy.

Grinds.

Rides her face.

With gasps getting filthier and more broken.

“Don’t stop… don’t stop… Lick like your life depends on it.”

Clara almost chokes.

But keeps going.

The dominant grips her hair.

Presses harder.

And screams.

“Ahhh, yes… I’m coming, I’m coming, I’m coming…!”

The orgasm shakes her entire body.

She drops to her knees over Clara.

Heavy drops of sweat fall.

Pussy still trembling against her mouth.

Soaks her in hot juices.

She pants.

Satisfied.

Voice broken but firm.

“Very good… now you’re starting to understand what it means to be my slut.”

Clara stays on her knees.

Face wet with spit and fluids.

The camera catches every second.

The dominant stands slowly, still breathing hard, looks at Clara like a used toy and smiles with cruelty.

“Don’t move from there.”

She points with one finger.

Firm.

“On your knees, tongue out.”

Clara obeys.

Mouth open.

Face shiny with sweat and juices.

The woman opens her leather bag.

Pulls out a long, thick, black, veiny dildo.

Holds it up to the camera.

Like she’s showing it off.

“See this? Today you’re going to learn what it means to be truly open. All the way.”

Clara swallows.

Thighs trembling.

Ass clenching just from anticipation.

“Yes, ma’am…”

“Say it louder.”

“Yes, ma’am!”

The dominant smiles.

Moves behind her.

Lands another brutal slap on her ass.

Leaves the skin red and swollen.

“On all fours, legs wider. I want to see that tight hole.”

She spreads her ass with one hand.

Sets the tip of the dildo.

Huge.

Against the tight entrance.

Pours plenty of lube over the toy and the hole.

Strokes the area before pressing hard.

“You’re going to scream. And you’re going to do it looking at the camera.”

With one single thrust she pushes it halfway in.

Clara screams.

Voice shredded.

Nails scrape the rug.

“Ahhhhhh!”

“That’s it… let the world hear you. Let them watch how I open you.”

She drives the dildo all the way in.

Deep.

With brutal strokes.

Clara arches her back.

Tits hanging and bouncing.

Mouth open in a constant cry.

“You’re splitting me, ma’am!”

“You’re not splitting, you’re stretching. You’re made for this. Made to get your ass fucked until you can’t take any more.”

The dominant speeds up.

The dildo slides in and out with wet, filthy thrusts.

The sound fills the room.

The camera catches every push, every moan, every contraction of the hole around the dildo.

“Scream dirtier.”

“It’s filling me all the way, ma’am! I’m your open slut!”

She laughs.

Sweating.

Pulls a thin rope from her bag.

Without taking the toy all the way out, she crosses Clara’s arms behind her back.

Ties the wrists with fast, sure knots.

Turns her on her side.

Lifts her legs in the air.

Holds them with one hand while she pounds without mercy.

The dildo slides in and out.

Deep.

Shiny with spit and lube.

Ass stretched to the limit.

“Look at me.”

She grabs her face.

Forces her to look up.

“Do you like feeling how I open you to the edge?”

“Yes, ma’am!”

“Say it better. Say it like the whore you are.”

“I love it when you open me all the way!”

The dominant’s orgasm hits all at once.

No warning.

She grinds against Clara’s leg.

Moans with a broken voice.

Comes, soaking her in sweat and hot juices.

“Ahhh… yes…”

Clara trembles under her.

The dildo still inside.

Body tied.

The camera recording everything.

The dominant, still breathing hard, whispers in her ear.

“This isn’t over. I still haven’t seen you come.”

Clara pants.

Eyes cloudy.

Face pressed to the rug.

“Ma’am! Ma’am! You’re putting it in so hard!”

The dominant slides a hand to the front.

Crushing her swollen clit with her fingers.

Lifts her face toward the camera.

“Look at it while you come. Let them see what a whore you are.”

The double contact is too much.

Clara’s gasps turn into animal cries.

Body arches.

The rubbing on her clit plus the intense anal pounding drives her over the edge.

Her soaked, empty pussy starts contracting in violent, uncontrolled spasms.

The orgasm rips through her completely.

She convulses under the dominant’s cold stare.

A hot stream of her juices splatters the rug.

“Ahhh… ma’aaaam!”

She collapses exhausted, trembling, dildo still inside, mouth open, gaze lost, body wrecked with pleasure.

The dominant leans down.

Gives her a few soft pats on the face.

“Good slut… that’s how I like it. You took it like a champion.”

She steps to the camera.

Smiles with cruelty.

Still sweaty.

Chest rising and falling.

“You deserve a rest… before you get used again.”

Clara stays on the floor.

Tied.

Open.

The camera records every residual tremor of her body.

On the laptop on the table, the screen lights up by itself.

A private message from the guide blinks in the corner.

“You obeyed like an expert submissive. The game rewards that. You stay in the competition. Tomorrow, in the next dare, you’re going to use your mouth a lot. Rest.”

The participant counter updates: 9.


Dare 6 – Suck Ten Before Dawn

The message blinks on the screen.

“Suck 10 clits before 6 a.m. Deliver proof or you fail.”

Clara goes rigid.

Legs pressed together.

Feels the cold sweat on her back.

The clock reads 11:41 p.m.

She has a little over six hours.

She bites her lip.

Smiles crooked.

“Ten… fuck…” she murmurs under her breath.

The tingle climbs straight to her cunt until it’s soaked.

“Ten pussies before dawn… Ten swollen clits on my tongue.”

She stands.

Naked.

Paces the room like a caged animal.

Imagines the girls’ club.

Imagines mouths.

Moans.

Wet, hot clits under her tongue.

The tingle is already brutal.

A punch of desire that makes her drip down her thigh.

“I’m not failing. I’m going all in.”

She dresses with the bare minimum.

Black miniskirt.

No panties.

A light blouse open to the navel.

Leaves her nipples tight and marked under the fabric.

And walks out.

She decides on the private girls’ club she’s visited a couple of times.

The violet lights hit her the second she walks in.

Security cameras don’t hide.

The air smells of perfume mixed with sweat, gin and sex; low music, skin, laughter.

Clara walks slow.

Skirt stuck to her already-damp ass.

No one knows what’s in her head.

Only her.

She leans on the bar.

Orders a drink.

Watches.

A girl with curly hair, brown skin and a short dress looks at her.

Clara looks back.

Intense.

Locked.

Until the other one smiles shy.

Clara moves closer.

Brushes her arm.

“You’re gorgeous,” she says, low, straight into her ear. “And your pussy is calling me.”

“Yeah?” The brunette laughs nervous. “You look like trouble.”

“I am. The kind you enjoy.”

Clara doesn’t give her time for anything else.

Grabs the back of her neck and kisses her hungry.

Tongues collide.

Spit mixes.

The brunette moans and opens for her.

Clara takes the chance.

Slides her hand up the thigh and lifts the dress.

“Not here…” the girl pants, but doesn’t pull away.

“Right here. I want to taste your cunt right now. I want your clit in my mouth.”

Clara pushes her onto a couch.

Drops to her knees without thinking.

Pulls the underwear aside.

The wet, hot smell hits her face.

She doesn’t hesitate.

Opens her mouth and catches the swollen clit between her lips.

“Ahhh!” the brunette moans, head falling back.

Clara’s tongue licks it in slow circles.

Then sucks it hard.

With noise.

Pushes a finger in.

Spreads the pussy wide open.

Sucks with filthy sounds.

Spit dripping.

Obscene moans.

The girl grabs her hair.

Grinds against her mouth.

“Keep going, suck me harder! Suck my clit until I come!”

Clara obeys.

Even dirtier.

Sucks and licks without mercy.

Until the brunette screams and comes trembling.

Legs clamping Clara’s head.

Pussy contracting against her tongue.

Clara wipes her chin.

Looks at the still-pulsing cunt.

“One…”

She doesn’t waste time.

Stands.

Looks around.

A little blonde with light eyes is watching her from the bar.

With a crooked smile.

Clara walks over.

Touches her shoulder.

“You want it too?”

“Depends,” the blonde answers. “What are you offering?”

“My mouth on your clit until you can’t scream anymore. Until you come on my face.”

The blonde laughs and kisses her hard.

Clara grabs her tight.

They tongue-fuck.

Bite lips.

Suddenly Clara is already on her knees between her legs.

Pulling down the leather shorts.

The blonde opens her thighs without hesitation.

“Show me how much of a whore you are.”

Clara dives into her pussy.

Sucks the clit hard.

Bites it.

The blonde twists.

Screams.

Slams her hand on the bar.

“Like that, fuck, harder, don’t stop! Suck that button until I die!”

Clara pushes two fingers in and pumps while she sucks.

The sounds are disgustingly wet.

Splash.

The blonde grabs the back of her neck and pushes her deeper.

Her moan breaks into a long, shredded cry.

She comes in her mouth.

Soaks her in hot juices.

Clara lifts her face covered in it.

Smiles panting.

“Two.”

She wipes her chin with the back of her hand.

The music keeps thumping.

The smell of sex is already floating in the air.

Security cameras frame her from several angles.

Recording every second.

A tall dark-haired woman with endless legs and a red dress approaches with a glass in hand.

“They say you’ve got the sluttiest tongue in the club,” she drops straight, half-smiling.

Clara raises an eyebrow.

Still on her knees.

“Come closer and confirm it.”

The woman sits on the couch like it’s a throne.

Opens the dress without shame.

No panties underneath.

Clara crawls between the long legs.

Dives in without waiting.

A brutal lick from the ass all the way up to the swollen clit.

“God, like that!” the woman shouts, head falling back.

Clara buries her face.

Drives her tongue as deep as it goes.

Pulls it out dripping.

Focuses on the button.

Sucks like she’s damned.

The woman grabs her hair.

Masturbates her own tits.

Pants filthy.

“That tongue is mine tonight! Suck me until I come all over your face!”

The orgasm hits her in seconds.

The glass drops.

Wine spills.

Clara doesn’t pull away.

Sucks through the spasms until the other pushes her off with a leg.

Trembling.

Pussy still contracting.

Not a minute passes before two girls arrive together.

Holding hands.

One is short, freckles on her shoulders.

The other, blonde.

The blonde points at her like she’s a toy.

“You, on your knees, come.”

“I’m already on my knees,” Clara answers, voice rough and dirty.

Both sit at the same time.

One on each side of the couch.

Lift their skirts and make it easy.

Two soaked pussies in front of her.

Clara crawls.

First to the freckled one.

Quick kisses.

Tongue pushing deep into the cunt.

She moans low.

The blonde watches, turned on.

Until she grabs Clara’s face and forces her to switch.

“Now mine. Suck my clit.”

Clara dives into the blonde.

Tongue circles.

Sucks.

Pinches with her lips.

While her hand keeps working the freckled one.

The whole couch shakes with the double moans.

“Harder, make me scream!” the blonde orders.

“Yes, like that, I’m coming!” the other pants.

Both explode almost together.

Thighs clamping Clara’s head.

Soaking her in juices.

She laughs.

Dripping spit and come.

“Four… five…”

Clara starts feeling the fatigue.

Needs a few seconds to catch her breath, but another one appears right away.

A little brunette with a clit piercing.

Doesn’t even speak. Just drops her short shorts and plants it on her mouth.

The cold metal brushes her tongue.

The girl’s moan is instant.

“Suck it hard, slut, pull the piercing! Suck me until I come!”

Clara does it.

Sucks the clit like she wants to tear it off.

The brunette screams with every tug.

Comes violently.

Doubled over.

Drops onto the couch.

Laughing nervous.

“That tongue is a weapon, fuck…”

“Six.”

Clara checks the clock. Three hours left.

A mature woman appears.

Around forty.

Office suit and heels.

Crosses her arms and looks down at her.

“Let’s see if you’re as good as they say.”

Clara smiles sideways.

Still kneeling.

“Sit and shut up. I’m going to leave you shaking.”

The woman opens her blouse.

Lets her tits free.

Pulls her panties down with calculated slowness.

Clara ducks under the skirt.

Devours her with rage.

The mature woman moans, but keeps her voice steady.

“More tongue. Do it like you owe me your life. Suck my clit until I can’t take any more.”

Clara obeys.

Pushes two fingers in.

Sucks the clit without mercy.

The woman finally loses control.

Screams her orgasm with a force that turns heads all over the club.

“Seven.”

Clara barely has time to catch her breath.

Now she’s truly exhausted.

Hard to keep the rhythm, but she still needs three.

Checks the clock.

Time keeps running.

Two more girls arrive together.

One straddles Clara’s face.

Without asking.

The other gets behind.

Lifts her skirt.

Pushes a hand into her cunt.

“If you suck my friend, I’ll make you come,” she whispers in her ear.

Clara doesn’t hesitate.

Sucks the clit of the one on top.

Desperate.

While the other drives fingers deep.

Both scream.

Catch fire.

Get wet together.

Clara ends up swallowing one girl’s juices.

Comes herself on the other girl’s fingers.

“Eight…”

The whole club vibrates with the show.

The girls switch positions.

Clara licks desperate.

Clara pants.

Choking.

Spit and juices run down her face.

Looks around.

The lights keep going.

The music never stops.

She’s exhausted.

Mouth red.

Eyes burning.

And it’s still not over.

She walks to the bar.

Hair stuck with sweat and come.

Mouth red and drooling.

Skirt wet from so many pussies dripping on her.

Breathes deep.

The clock is dangerously close to 5:00.

Looks at the woman who’s been watching everything from the start.

The club owner.

A forty-something with powerful curves.

Leather pants.

Open blouse.

Thick collar around her neck.

The one who owns it all.

Clara leans on the bar.

Panting.

Says with a broken voice.

“Nine… I need one more. And it has to be yours.”

The owner looks at her with a dangerous half-smile.

Lights a cigarette and blows the smoke in her face.

“And why mine?”

“Because you have the recording,” Clara answers, direct, eyes on fire. “If you give me your cunt, I want all of it: every second of what I’ve done here.”

“Come.”

Clara follows her slow down a back hallway of the club.

Music fades distant.

Muffled by the walls.

They reach a black door with a sign: “Office.”

“Go in,” the firm voice says.

Clara opens.

The office is small.

Barely lit by a desk lamp.

One wall covered in screens showing different angles of the club.

The owner sits behind the desk.

Legs crossed.

Cigarette in hand.

A glass of red wine next to the keyboard.

Clara closes the door behind her.

Swallows.

Takes two steps forward.

Lowers her head, humble.

“Give me the recording.”

The owner smiles ironic.

Leans back in the chair.

Exhales smoke slow.

“Just like that? You ask me for the proof that you ate half the room and expect me to hand it over for a little suck?”

Clara presses her thighs together.

Voice trembling with lust and nerves.

“I’ll do whatever you want. Anything… just give me that recording.”

The owner stands slow.

Walks around the desk.

Stops in front of her.

Runs a finger over her cheek.

Over her wet lips.

“Anything, you say…” she laughs with contempt. “You’re just another desperate slut.”

Clara nods.

Without lifting her eyes.

“I’m your slut.”

“Then get on your knees.” The order is dry, sharp.

Clara obeys immediately.

Drops to her knees on the carpet.

Hands on her thighs.

Breathing hard.

The owner opens her leather pants.

Pulls the underwear down.

Leaves her pussy naked in front of Clara’s face.

Mature cunt.

Swollen lips.

Clit already hard and shiny.

“If you want your fucking video, you’re going to earn it with your tongue. I want you to leave me dry, understood?”

“Yes, ma’am…” Clara whispers.

Voice pure moan.

The owner sits on the edge of the desk.

Spreads her legs.

Grabs her hair hard.

Clara buries her face without hesitation.

Tongue hits the clit.

Sucks hungry.

“Aaah, hungry whore!” the owner moans high, pushing her head against her cunt. “Like that, swallow my juices… Don’t stop, slut, don’t stop!”

Clara pants against her flesh.

Licks.

Sucks.

Drives fingers inside.

The office fills with moans.

Obscene sucking sounds.

Spit and juices mixing.

“Look at me while you do it!” the owner orders, yanking her hair back.

Clara lifts her eyes.

Mouth glued to her clit.

Face shiny with sweat and fluids.

Moans filthy.

Tongue burns against the flesh.

“Yes, that’s it… that’s how I like it. A real submissive…” the owner bites her lips, panting. “Harder, devour my cunt!”

Clara pushes two fingers in.

Curves them inside.

While she sucks with everything she has.

The owner screams, back arched, nails digging into Clara’s neck.

“God, yes! You’re making me come, you’re making me come!”

The orgasm explodes brutal.

A wet stream soaks Clara’s mouth and chin.

She swallows.

Moans.

Keeps licking without stopping.

Until the owner trembles and pushes her away with a shredded moan.

“Ten.”

The owner composes herself.

Trembling.

Breathing in short bursts.

Walks to the desk.

Hits a few keys.

Projects a folder of files with all the night’s recordings onto the screen.

“There’s your prize. Download it yourself.”

Clara wipes her mouth with the back of her hand.

Still panting.

Smiles with lips shining with come.

“Thank you… ma’am.”

The owner looks at her with that cruel half-smile.

“Leave before I make you give me another one.”

Clara grabs her phone.

Transfers the files.

Walks out of the office, legs shaking, mouth swollen, heart racing, cunt still dripping. Her phone screen reads 5:48 a.m.

A green message blinks.

“Dare completed. 4 participants remaining. Prepare for the final test.”


Dare 7 – Tied in the Dark Hallway

“Hold out in the pleasure hallway… four girls, only one will remain.”

The pleasure hallway smells like sex.

Sweat.

Cheap lube.

Clara locks into the wooden frame.

Head trapped in a hole.

Forced to offer her open mouth.

Ass and pussy spread wide.

Within reach of anyone who passes behind.

Beside her, three other girls pant in the same position.

Naked bodies.

Knees apart.

Asses in the air.

Faces fixed in the holes.

Can I really take this?

Am I really going to let anyone fuck me from behind?

Let anyone shove their cunt in my face like I’m a tied-up doll?

Clara’s thought vibrates in her head, but it’s cut short when a thick dildo, soaked in lube, drives straight into her ass.

“I put plenty of gel on you, slut. Don’t say I didn’t prep you,” the voice behind her laughs.

The toy sinks to the hilt.

“Swallow it whole.”

Air barely reaches her lungs.

God… they’re splitting me open.

And then it happens.

A wet, hot, unshaved mound smashes against her mouth.

The smell of fresh sex invades her.

Chokes her.

Swollen lips.

Hard clit.

Juices already dripping.

“Suck! Get that tongue out!” the woman orders.

She grips Clara’s head hard.

Grinds against her face.

The penetration from behind and the pussy on her face wreck her at the same time.

No way out.

Swallow… breathe… suck her harder.

Her tongue pushes forward.

Finds the hard clit.

While the dildo in her ass sinks without mercy.

Stretches her.

Hits deep.

“Yes, deeper! Make her choke on my cunt!” the stranger in front screams.

“Squeeze that ass, whore,” the one behind spits.

Speeds up the thrusts.

Clara feels sweat running down her forehead.

Mixed with the juices the woman is grinding into her face.

“Look at her, look how she offers herself,” another guest laughs from outside. “A mouth begging for come and an ass that swallows it all.”

The pussy in her mouth trembles.

Clenches.

“I’m coming! Swallow it all!”

The hot stream slides over her tongue.

Floods her throat.

Clara gasps.

Choking.

The woman shakes over her mouth.

The dildo still pumping her ass.

No break.

The dare just started.

And I’m not going down.

The hallway turns into a tunnel of gasps and moans.

The elegant laughs of the guests mix with the sticky noise of tongues burying into soaked pussies.

The wet slap of dildos driving again and again into wide-open asses.

“I can’t… anymore…” one of the hallway girls moans.

Her cry breaks into an overflowing orgasm.

Legs give out.

Body collapses forward.

Her mouth pulls away from the hole.

“One down,” a woman with a pearl necklace laughs.

She drives the harness she’s wearing hard against Clara’s red ass.

“How long are you going to last, pretty?”

Clara answers with a muffled moan.

Tongue buried to the throat in the soaked cunt in front of her.

The woman on top yanks her hair and grinds her face against her wet pussy.

“Suck harder… I want to feel you swallow everything,” she orders, soaking her without shame, clit slamming against her lips.

Beside her, another hallway girl twists.

Rocks against the harness fucking her.

Her mouth trembles over the vulva she’s licking.

But the tongue stops a second too long.

A moan of defeat leaves her throat.

She pulls away.

Beaten.

“Two down,” a dark-haired guest announces.

She pours champagne over the ass of the girl who just quit.

“Now the real competition starts.”

Clara pants between licks.

Spit mixes with the thick nectar running down her chin.

The woman riding her laughs above.

“Look at her, she’s like a fountain… if she keeps this up she’ll soak all of us. What a filthy tongue.”

A sharp slap of the harness against her ass echoes down the hallway.

Every thrust rips a new moan from her.

The dildo slides in and out shiny.

Clara’s hole already red and swollen.

The only one who doesn’t give is the one beside her.

A strong blonde.

Sweaty.

Thighs tight.

Her mouth locked with rage onto the hairy cunt they put in front of her.

Their gasps mix.

Like they’re challenging each other without looking.

Competing over who lasts longer.

“Come on, only two mouths still working…” a female voice says from the crowd.

Excited.

Raises her glass.

“Let’s see which of these whores quits first. Place your bets.”

Clara bites.

Licks.

Sucks with fury.

Her tongue punishes and caresses at the same time.

While her ass is opened without rest.

The blonde next to her moans just as hard.

Sucks without stopping.

Face sticky with fluids dripping down her chin.

The crowd splits between them.

Cheers them on like a dirty, delicious fight.

“The brunette!”

“No, the blonde lasts longer!”

The bodies in the hallway tremble under the dim light. When the noise drops, only two tongues work frantic and two asses get fucked without pause.

Clara and the blonde. The last two.

Both are soaked.

Faces bathed in juices and spit.

Hair stuck to their faces.

In front, the women riding them take turns without mercy.

Grind dripping pussies onto their open tongues.

Behind, the harnesses drill them without pause.

“Harder, brunette!” a voice from the crowd shouts.

Raises a hand like she’s betting.

“The blonde’s going to wreck her!” another answers.

Their gasps mix.

Clara sucks with rage.

Works the swollen clit trembling in her mouth.

Strokes it with her tongue like she wants to pull the soul out of it.

The blonde does the same.

Moans with her face buried in the hairy pussy on her mouth.

Clara feels she can’t take much more.

Body trembling.

Throat burning from so much moaning.

Every thrust cuts her air.

Every gush over her mouth chokes her a little more.

“I quit,” she thinks.

Opens her mouth looking for air.

“Fuck… I can’t…” she whispers.

About to say it.

But right in that second a brutal thrust of the dildo drives into her ass and her mouth stays glued to the cunt she’s licking.

She can’t speak.

Only gasp.

Only let the filthy sounds mix with the sweat and the moan of the woman riding her mouth.

“I quit! No more!”

The crowd explodes in applause and laughter.

Glasses in the air.

Excited gasps.

Clara, tears of pleasure running down her cheeks, keeps sucking without stopping.

The toy buried in her ass.

Tongue punishing the clit they still demand she service.

The echo of “I quit” still rings.

But it didn’t come from her mouth.

Beside her, the blonde slams her forehead against the wall.

Beaten.

Face bathed in juices she can no longer swallow.

Between sobs and shredded moans, she repeats the words.

“I quit!”

The crowd screams.

Clara is the last one.

The only one still standing.

Or rather, trapped and open.

The woman riding her comes one final time over her face.

Soaks her completely.

The harness behind keeps pounding a moment longer.

Until an authoritative voice cuts the air.

“Enough. Clara has won.”


Dare 8 – Two Submissives for Pleasure

The screen lights up the dark room.

Clara still trembles, sweaty from the night before.

She can barely believe it, but there it is, in red letters taking up half the page.

“CLARA, ABSOLUTE CHAMPION.”

Her heart hammers her chest.

Fingers shake over the keyboard.

She breathes deep.

But she can’t hold back.

She scrolls down and the comments appear.

A flood of filthy lines hits her.

WildSiren: “Clara, my queen, they fucked you every way and you never quit. You’re the goddess of the open ass.”

TongueHungry: “Your tongue is a national treasure. I want it in my cunt right now.”

BurningSub: “You’re my owner, champion. Only you get to call me slut.”

DeepBrunette: “Your ass deserves an altar. I want to lick it after they fuck it.”

Clara reads.

Bites her lip.

Pants.

The comments feel like fingers pushing into her mind.

She squeezes her tits and slides a hand between her thighs.

Wet again.

Pussy already shining.

“Is it me?” she whispers to the mirror in front of her. “Am I really the champion of all these whores?”

On the screen new lines keep jumping.

Each one dirtier.

Clara moans low while she keeps reading.

The screen lights her while wetness runs down her thighs.

No doubt.

She did it.

She won.

Then a new line appears, bigger letters, pulsing like it’s breathing.

“Clara, this is your final dare.”

And underneath, the final sentence.

“Two submissives will be sent to you. They are also your prize. Use them. Your fans on the site are watching.”

Clara closes her eyes.

Breath short.

Her cunt throbs with every red word.

The absolute champion has one last dare.

The doorbell cuts the silence of the room.

Clara tightens her robe.

Opens the door: two figures wait.

The first is Valeria.

Tall.

Cinnamon skin.

Curly hair to her shoulders.

Strong curves.

Burning stare.

Full lips that look like they beg to be bitten.

She wears a short dress, no bra.

Nipples marked insolent.

Hard.

The second is Iris.

Slim.

Redhead.

Wet red hair falling over her shoulders.

Clara already knows her from Dare 3.

She wears a leather miniskirt and a torn t-shirt with nothing underneath.

Her pussy is outlined under the fabric.

“We’re your prize,” Valeria says in a low voice.

She holds out her hand like she’s handing over an invisible contract.

“And we have zero shame,” Iris adds.

She licks a finger.

Locks eyes with Clara.

Clara lets them in and closes the door.

“So… my submissives,” she says between pants.

Bites her lip.

“Whatever you want us to be,” Valeria answers. “I lost Dare 6. I was only two clits short and they gave me this chance to sign up again next year.”

She moves in until her mouth brushes Clara’s.

“Your toys, your little whores, your pets…” Iris whispers. “You already know who I lost to. Even though I almost beat you.”

Clara opens the robe in one motion.

She’s naked.

Skin still damp with sweat and need.

Pussy open and shiny.

“Then start,” she orders.

Arches her hips.

Iris doesn’t hesitate.

Lifts one of Clara’s legs and braces it against the wall.

Her tongue drives into Clara’s soaked cunt.

Licks from the hole up to the swollen clit.

Clara cries out.

Grabs the red hair.

Squeezes.

“Look at her, how she shakes…” Valeria laughs.

Moves behind.

Cups Clara’s firm tits in her warm hands.

“What a filthy champion. What a delicious cunt.”

“Keep going, redheaded slut, don’t stop!” Clara pants.

Pushes the head against her pussy.

“Suck my clit until I come on your face.”

Valeria takes advantage.

Slides a hand underneath.

Rubs the clit with two fingers while she bites her neck.

Iris moans against her vulva.

Swallows everything Clara gives.

The wet, filthy sound fills the room.

Clara feels herself split open.

Moans.

Arches.

Voice broken.

“You’re going to kill me with pleasure, whores…”

They pull away long enough to lower her to the floor.

Valeria undresses without hurry.

Shows a powerful body.

Big tits that bounce as she bends.

Pussy already shiny.

Iris already has the skirt at her ankles.

Sits naked on Clara’s face.

Spreads her legs wide.

“Clara, you’re the fucking queen.”

Clara gives no mercy.

She sits up in the middle, shakes the wet hair out of her face and smiles with that champion glow neither Valeria nor Iris can ignore.

“You satisfied already?” she asks.

With a laugh that sounds like a dare.

“A little…” Iris says.

Still breathing hard.

Pussy dripping.

“Not even close,” Valeria answers.

Licks her lips like she wants another round.

Clara clicks her tongue.

“Good. Because I’m not done with you yet.”

She leans over the side table.

Takes an open bottle of wine.

Takes a long swallow.

Lets a thread run down her chin to her tits.

Both girls stare, hypnotized.

“Want a taste?” Clara teases.

She sits with her legs wide open.

Lets Valeria and Iris kneel at her feet.

Hands them the bottle.

While she strokes her clit slow.

No shame.

Opens herself with two fingers so they see everything.

“Drink… then drink me.”

Both take a sip and immediately drop their heads.

Iris’s tongue goes straight to the clit.

Soft.

Playful.

Valeria, wilder, drives two fingers in hard while she bites the thigh.

“That’s it… like that…” Clara moans.

Sinks a hand into each one’s hair.

“One licks me, the other opens me… Don’t stop!”

Clara falls back onto the bed.

Spreads her legs wider.

Valeria crawls between them.

Eats her cunt with her whole face.

While Iris climbs onto her chest and offers her own.

“Suck me hard, champion,” Iris begs.

Rubs her nipples against Clara’s mouth.

Clara bites and sucks like she wants to rip a scream out of her.

“Come on, redhead, moan for me,” Clara orders.

And she gets it.

Iris arches her back.

Lets out a long, choked moan of pleasure.

Valeria lifts her head, face soaked.

“God, Clara… your taste is addictive.”

“Then don’t stop,” Clara answers.

Pushes the head back between her legs.

“I want to see you compete. See which of you makes me come more times before dawn.”

“Compete?” Iris asks.

With a wicked smile.

“Exactly.” Clara looks at both of them.

Sweaty and happy.

“I’m the queen. You’re my playful little submissives. Whoever pulls the most orgasms out of me tonight sleeps in my arms. The other… on the floor.”

Valeria and Iris look at each other for a second.

Burst out laughing.

“We accept,” they say at the same time.

Clara lies in the middle of the bed.

Opens her arms like she’s offering herself to a ritual.

Orders.

“Then start now. I want to feel both of you… at the same time.”

Valeria drops to devour her cunt desperate, tongue flat, sucking the clit without mercy, while Iris climbs onto her face and grinds her wet pussy against her mouth.

Clara grabs her hips.

Starts eating her hungry.

Moans against her flesh.

Swallows hot juices.

“More, Clara!” Iris screams.

Rocks over her mouth.

“Suck my clit until I come on your face!”

“Yes, fuck, swallow it all!” Valeria spits.

Without letting go of the clit.

Pushes three fingers in and pumps hard.

Clara is in the middle.

Vibrates with every movement.

Enjoys like never before.

This is her champion night.

She plans to drain it to the last second.

Clara no longer knows if she’s moaning, screaming or laughing.

Valeria’s tongue rips spasms from her clit while Iris rides her mouth wild.

The whole bed shakes.

Wet.

Soaked in the sweat and juices of all three.

“I’m coming, fuck, I’m coming!” Clara cries with her mouth full of Iris.

In that instant Valeria drives her fingers deeper.

Tongue rubs with fury.

Iris clamps her thighs around her head.

Screams like the pleasure is burning her.

All three hit together.

A brutal explosion that shakes them to the core.

Clara arches.

Gushes over Valeria’s face.

Iris trembles on her mouth.

Soaks her.

Valeria twists with her fingers still inside.

Moans against the champion’s cunt.

Screams, moans, and a final silence that drops like a collapse.

Bodies stay tangled, hot, exhausted.

Valeria face-down on Clara’s belly.

Iris lying on her side.

Clara smiles with her eyes closed.

Breath broken.

Chest rising and falling like she just ran a marathon.

“You’re mine…” she whispers.

Before letting go.

In the half-dark the red LED of the camera keeps blinking.

Recording everything.

Three naked bodies.

Wet.

Ruined.

Wrapped together on the bed.

On the website screen thousands of followers watch the scene live.

MonaX: “Clara is the absolute goddess, I want to be there.”

Anonymous22: “I’m coming watching them sleep.”

The view counter explodes.

The chat room boils.

Clara sleeps, satisfied, with Valeria and Iris stuck to her skin.

THE END.
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