
        
            
                
            
        

    
Forbidden Paris: Her Absolute Surrender

An Erotic Novel for the Bold: A Submissive Tourist Addicted to Obedience 

“On your knees, Hailey…” “Greet the lady properly.”

Hailey drops hard. Knees hit the rough carpet.

The dancer lifts her chin with a gloved finger.

“Open that mouth.” “Stick your tongue out.”

Hailey obeys.

Two gloved fingers slide in slow. Pump lazy.

“Good little whore.”

The dancer smirks.

“You’re gonna make a perfect toy.”

Pulls the fingers out. Wipes them across Hailey’s cheek, smearing slick.

“Strip.” “Slow.” “Let every mirror watch you give yourself up.”

Hailey obeys. Blouse hits the floor. Skirt pools. Soaked thong peels off swollen lips with a wet smack, thick strings of cream snapping and sliding down her trembling thighs.

Naked. Collar ring glinting. Nipples rock-hard. Cunt visibly dripping, shiny trails catching the low light.

Colette steps behind. Binds Hailey’s wrists. Precise knots. Tight. Just enough bite to scream no escape.

“Pull your wrists up.” “Arch your back.” “Show us that ass.”

“My ass is open for you both…”

Lana Ravish

“No matter which page you open… you’ll lose control.”

Serie: Unleashed Desires — Vol. 2


Part 1 – Mouth Surrendered: First French-Style Humiliation

Part 2 – At the Mercy of Her Mistress: Bound and Punished in the Hotel

Part 3 – Night in Pigalle: Used by Two

Part 4 – Blind and Bound: The Feast of the Mistresses

Part 5 – Moulin Rouge: Back Turned and Offered Up

Part 6 – Profaned in the Catacombs: Sex Among the Dead

Part 7 – On All Fours Facing the Eiffel Tower

Part 8 – Oiled Body: Double Penetration at the Spa

Part 9 – Two Soaked Bitches on the Sacré-Cœur Steps

Part 10 – Whipped Under the Seine Bridges

Part 11 – Orgy in the Marais: Wrecked by Every Bitch There

Part 12 – Last Fuck in Paris


Part 1 – Mouth Surrendered: First French-Style Humiliation

Paris after the rain smells like hot asphalt and drenched pussy.

Streetlights spill amber glow across puddles that mirror a body already aching for it.

Hailey walks dripping. Blouse plastered transparent to her skin. Fat nipples like bullets stabbing through the thin fabric. Soaked thong sawing right against her swollen clit with every fucking step.

She’s not hunting the Eiffel Tower.

She’s hunting to get wrecked.

She pushes into the bar, shoved by the city itself.

The noise and chatter die the second they spot her.

She freezes.

Nothing left but the heavy thud of her own cunt pulsing and the cold certainty: that woman already fucking owns her without laying a finger on her.

The Frenchwoman rules the bar from her stool. Silk skirt split open. Pale, firm thigh gleaming in the dim. Blood-red lips. Jet-black hair like a curtain of pure sin framing that cold porcelain face.

No hello.

The Frenchwoman exhales smoke slow. Deliberate.

Locks eyes straight on the drenched triangle between Hailey’s thighs.

Raw fucking hunger.

“Come here, petite touriste.”

The tiniest crook of her index finger.

Hailey obeys. Knees shaking like a bitch in heat.

When she gets close, the scent slams her: expensive perfume, blonde tobacco, and something pure animal cunt.

“You’re dripping all over my floor.”

The Frenchwoman presses one finger to Hailey’s lips. Sealing them before any sorry-ass apology can escape.

“And it’s not just rainwater I smell, slut.”

Hailey swallows hard. Heat shoots like an electric jolt from her soaked pussy straight up her throat.

The Frenchwoman twists wet fingers into Hailey’s soaked hair. Yanks her head back hard. Baring her throat.

“Tell me what you want…”

“But don’t give me tourist bullshit…”

“Tell me the filthy fucking truth that dragged you to my feet…”

“Say it. Now.”

“I want… you to fuck me until I can’t walk,” Hailey whispers.

The Frenchwoman smiles. Wolf that already has its prey pinned.

“No.”

“That’s a boring little wish.”

She leans in closer. Lips almost brushing.

“I demand total fucking surrender.”

Her breath ghosts Hailey’s mouth.

“Say it exactly: ‘I want to be your bitch tonight.’”

Hailey trembles. Pure dripping excitement.

The bar vanishes.

Only that strong hand gripping her nape exists.

“I want to be your bitch tonight…”

Shaky breath.

“I want you to make me cum until I beg you to stop…”

“and keep begging for more.”

The Frenchwoman goes quiet. Just a few seconds.

Her eyes rake the drenched body. From soaked hair down to quivering thighs.

“Good little whore.”

She yanks Hailey into her mouth.

The kiss is brutal. Tongue invading. Teeth sinking into her bottom lip. Ripping a raw moan out of her.

When she pulls back, voice low and dangerous:

“We’re going to your room…”

“And you don’t open that slut mouth until I say so.”

Hotel’s two streets away.

Heels clacking on wet cobblestones.

Panting breaths mixing with the light rain.

They reach the door.

Colette slams Hailey against the dark wood.

Pins her with her body. Tits crushed to back. Hips grinding hard against ass. Pressing through thin fabric.

Hot breath on her nape.

Hailey fumbles the key. Shaking.

The click sounds like a filthy moan.

The Frenchwoman shoves her inside.

One hard push.

Door bangs shut.

“Strip. Everything.”

“Slow.”

Eyes pure starvation.

“I want to watch you shake while you do it.”

Another command.

“And keep your eyes locked on mine the whole time.”

Hailey obeys.

Unbuttons the blouse. Fingers deliberate. Soaked fabric peels away. Erect nipples stiff in the cool air.

Slides the pants down. Slow. Hips rolling.

The drenched thong peels off swollen lips with a wet smack. A thick glistening strand snaps and slides down her trembling thighs.

Naked. Exposed. Cunt gaping. Dripping. A shiny river under the low light.

The Frenchwoman eats her alive with her stare.

“On your knees…”

“Hands behind your back.”

“Legs spread wide.”

Hailey drops.

The Frenchwoman hikes her skirt. Shoves panties aside.

“Open that mouth.”

“Stick your tongue out.”

“And don’t you dare put it in until I say.”

Hailey obeys. Tongue out. Quivering.

The Frenchwoman drags her swollen clit across the tip. Once. Twice. Three times. Torturing. Teasing with her slick.

“You want to taste me, don’t you, little slut?”

“Yes… please…”

The Frenchwoman spreads her folds. Brutal invitation.

Strong, salty cunt smell floods Hailey.

“Lick.”

“Now.”

“Non-stop.”

“And don’t breathe until I let you.”

Hailey dives. Flat tongue smashing against Colette’s pussy. One long wet drag up the entire slit. Pointed tip zeroing on the clit.

The Frenchwoman groans. Yanks hair. Sets the rhythm.

“Like that…”

“Deeper…”

“Suck my clit like your fucking life depends on it…”

She shudders. Thighs clamping around Hailey’s head.

“I’m gonna cum all over your face…”

“and you’re swallowing every drop, bitch…”

The orgasm hits hard. Shakes her. Gushes straight into Hailey’s mouth.

Hailey gulps. Licks. Doesn’t pull back an inch.

The Frenchwoman trembles. Screams. Cums again and again. Grinding her soaked cunt into Hailey’s face.

When it finally ends she releases her.

Hailey gasps. Chin shining. Eyes glazed.

The Frenchwoman smirks.

“Now it’s your turn.”

Voice lethal.

“But you don’t get to cum until I give permission.”

“Yes, Madame…”

She hauls Hailey up like she weighs nothing. Throws her on the bed. Flat on back.

Wrenches her legs apart. Gripping ankles.

“Look me in the eyes while I eat this pussy.”

“If you cum without permission…”

Smiles.

“I tie you up and leave you throbbing all night with nothing touching you.”

Hailey nods. Desperate.

The French tongue plunges in. Deep. Starving.

Licks furiously. Sucks the clit until it throbs.

Three fingers slam inside. Pumping. Brutal rhythm.

Obscene wet squelching. Drowned moans. Sloppy soaked flesh slapping.

“You wanna cum, whore?”

“Yes!”

“Please…”

“Not yet.”

Laughs.

“Say: ‘I’m your bitch, Madame. My orgasm belongs to you.’”

“I’m your bitch, Madame…”

“Louder.”

“Repeat.”

“I’m your bitch, Madame!”

“Let me cum in your mouth!”

The Frenchwoman ramps it up. Sudden. Merciless.

Tongue whipping. No mercy.

“Please… let me.”

Rubs swollen lips. Sucks hard. Relentless.

“Tell me you want me to stay in your room.”

“Fuck…”

“I want you to stay…”

Choppy breaths.

“As long as you want…”

Tongue speeds up even more.

“The whole week.”

“Seven days as my personal fucktoy.”

“Paris reeking of your dripping cunt.”

“Yes…”

“Please…”

“My pussy is yours the whole week…”

Hailey’s body is gone. Edge. Suspended. About to shatter.

The Frenchwoman’s voice cuts through. Right on time.

“Cum now, you filthy slut…”

“And scream my name.”

“Scream ‘Colette.’”

Hailey detonates.

“Colette!”

Back arches. Gushes in heavy waves.

The Frenchwoman drinks. Laps every squirt. Milks the orgasm longer. Until Hailey sobs.

Collapses spent.

The Frenchwoman bites her neck. Soft.

“This is just the start.”

“By the end of the week…”

“you’ll beg me never to let you go.”

Hailey smiles. Hooked. Ruined.

The Frenchwoman pulls slick fingers out. Coated in cream.

Brings them to Hailey’s lips.

“Clean them…”

“With your tongue.”

Silence.

Then whispers:

“And get ready…”

That smile is pure danger.

The night’s barely fucking started.


Part 2 – At the Mercy of Her Mistress: Bound and Punished in the Hotel

The room fucking reeks of sex.

Thick air heavy with the stink of mixed girl-cum, fresh sweat, and the last wet traces of rain still clinging to their skin.

Sheets twisted and wrecked like they’ve been fighting for their lives.

Hailey lies flat on her back. Chest heaving. Legs splayed wide. Her swollen, glossy cunt throbs in time with her heartbeat. Every puff of AC air hits her like a tease, making her drip harder, the chill dying right between her thighs.

Colette rises. All feline grace. Naked. Strolls to the entryway slow as fuck. She knows every dragging second jacks up the slick pouring down her prey’s inner thighs.

Hailey tracks her with wide, dry-throat eyes.

“What… what are you gonna do to me now?”

Colette scoops up her black velvet bag. Dropped in the rush when they burst in. Opens it slow. Deliberate.

Slides a black leather collar around her own neck—silver rings glinting. Pulls out bright red ropes. Then silver nipple clamps chained together. Last, a sleek matte-black curved vibrator with a remote.

“I told you the night’s barely fucking started,” the Frenchwoman whispers, crawling back onto the bed. “Tonight you’re already mine.”

Voice low. Controlled.

“And you’re gonna feel it in every goddamn inch of your skin.”

She kneels between Hailey’s spread thighs. Drags her nails up the soft insides—barely touching.

“Hands over your head…”

“Now.”

“And don’t you dare lower them till I say.”

Hailey stretches her arms to the carved headboard.

Colette ties her wrists. Knots precise. Tight. Just enough bite to scream you’re not going anywhere.

Yanks the ropes once. Twice.

Wood creaks. Shoulders pull. Hailey lets out a low, filthy moan.

Colette leans in. Hot breath on Hailey’s ear.

“You like feeling helpless? Like you can’t fucking move?”

“Yes, Madame…”

“Then say it.”

Hailey drags in a shaky breath.

“It turns me on so fucking much to be tied up for you, Madame.”

Colette smiles. Cruel. Beautiful.

Watches Hailey’s fat tits rise and fall with every panicked breath.

Picks up the silver clamps.

“You’re gonna feel a sweet little bite…”

“Pleasure that fucking hurts.”

Opens the first clamp. Slides it slow onto Hailey’s left nipple. Cold metal bites down on hot flesh.

Hailey hisses sharp. Back arches hard. Ropes snap taut.

“Fuck…”

“Breathe deep.”

Colette’s voice stays calm. Commanding.

“Let the pain flow straight down to that greedy cunt…”

“Look at me.”

Hailey’s eyes snap open. Glassy.

Colette clamps the second nipple. Chain dangles cold between them, brushing burning skin.

Gives it a gentle tug.

Hailey moans long and low. The sound vibrates through her chest.

Colette grabs the vibrator. Clicks it on. Lowest setting.

Deep animal buzz fills the room.

“Look at yourself.”

Eyes rake Hailey’s body.

“Nipples red. Swollen. Begging.”

Gaze drops.

“That cunt dripping like a faucet and I haven’t even touched it yet…”

“Tell me what you feel.”

Hailey pants.

“I need it inside me…”

Shaky breath.

“Please, Madame…”

Colette shakes her head slow.

“Not yet, slut.”

Leans closer.

“First you beg for every fucking inch.”

“And every time I give you more, you tell me exactly how it feels.”

She drags the buzzing tip along Hailey’s inner thighs. Up. Slow.

Brushes the puffy lips. Spreads them with fingers.

But doesn’t push in.

“Beg.”

Hailey shakes.

“Madame… please…”

“I want to feel it vibrating deep inside my cunt.”

Colette nudges just the tip in.

Hailey moans. Tries to buck her hips. Ropes hold her pinned.

“No.”

Colette’s voice turns steel.

“Stay still…”

“Or I pull it out and leave you like this all fucking night.”

Hailey freezes. Trembling. Sweat beads on her forehead.

“More…”

“Please…”

“Madame…”

Colette feeds another inch. Buzz spreads through wet flesh.

“How’s it feel?”

“It’s driving me fucking insane…”

Another inch. And another. Halfway.

Colette locks eyes.

“Tell me you belong to me.”

Hailey gasps.

“Madame…”

“My cunt belongs to you…”

“Please…”

“Give me all of it…”

The Frenchwoman slams it home. Balls-deep.

Hailey screams hoarse. Back bows. Chain yanks the clamps. Pain and pleasure crashing hard.

“There…”

“Take it…”

“All of it…”

She starts pumping. Slow. Deep.

Every thrust pulls out a wet, sloppy squelch that echoes.

Cranks the speed. Buzz turns vicious. Merciless.

Hailey pants. Eyes rolling back. Mouth open in one long broken moan.

“Don’t you fucking cum yet.”

“Hold it…”

“If you cum without permission I punish you.”

Colette’s smile is lethal.

“I leave that vibrator buried inside on random mode till sunrise.”

“And I don’t touch you again.”

Hailey shakes.

“Madame… I’m right on the edge…”

“Please… let me…”

Colette leans down. Bites the chain between the clamps.

Keeps working the vibrator.

“Pull this with your teeth.”

“If you want permission to cum…”

“But only if you’re ready to beg even harder after.”

Hailey opens wide. Catches the chain in her teeth. Yanks hard.

Clamps bite deeper. Pain rockets her straight to the brink.

“Madame… I can’t…”

“Please…”

For one second her body fights—resist or break.

Then shatters.

Orgasm rips through brutal. Body jerking against ropes. Hot gush floods out. Soaks the vibrator. Colette’s hand. The sheets.

Colette doesn’t stop. Doesn’t look away. Drinks in every second of her toy breaking the tourist apart.

Keeps fucking her with it. Slower now. Drawing out the aftershocks.

Until Hailey explodes again.

Silence.

Colette watches the tremors still rocking her.

Pulls the vibrator out. Drenched.

Slips the collar off her own neck.

Fastens it around Hailey’s. Tightens the ring.

“Now you wear my mark…”

“This collar means you’re mine.”

Grabs the remote. Flips to random.

Unpredictable pulses. Hard. Soft. Long. Short.

Shoves the vibrator back in. Deep.

“You came without permission…”

“So this stays inside till dawn.”

“Just like I promised.”

Hailey shudders.

Room quiet except for the traitor buzz kicking on between her legs.

“All night?”

Colette leans in. Kisses her soft. First real tenderness.

“All fucking night.”

Strokes sweat-soaked hair.

“And when the sun comes up…”

“you’ll know tonight was only the beginning.”

Vibrator hits its first hard random pulse.

Hailey moans long. Body arching into the ropes.

Colette kills the main light.

Only amber bedside glow left.

Low moans. Erratic buzzes. Choppy breaths.

And Hailey’s heartbeat thudding steady against the ropes.

The night refuses to fucking end.


Part 3 – Night in Pigalle: Used by Two

Pigalle boils like an open fucking artery.

Red lights bleed across shop windows full of thongs shining like wet promises.

Cabarets exhale muffled moans from behind heavy curtains.

Hailey walks hand-in-hand with Colette.

That’s the Frenchwoman’s name—the one she whispers like a dirty secret every time she claims another kiss.

Fingers locked. Possessive grip.

Blouse scraping rock-hard nipples like razor blades.

Thong already fucking soaked before the first corner.

Every step tortures her swollen clit with slick friction.

Colette leans into her ear.

“Ever set foot in a neighborhood that fucks you with its eyes before it even touches you?”

Hailey presses tighter against her side.

Colette’s body heat scorches her skin.

“No…”

Deep shaky breath.

“But right now this whole fucking district has me hornier than all of Paris combined.”

Colette bites her neck. Soft. Just a warning shot.

“Paris was built so sluts like you could lose their clothes every goddamn night…”

“And tonight you’re gonna cum until you forget how to say ‘no.’”

Hailey whimpers low. Knees weak.

They stop in front of a tiny cabaret.

No neon sign. No tourists.

At the door, a woman in an open silk vest over bare tits. Tattoos crawling up her neck.

No whip needed.

Her stare alone makes Hailey drop her gaze.

“Come in, mesdemoiselles.”

Smiles.

“You’ll leave drenched…”

“And marked.”

Inside everything burns red and faded gold.

Air thick. Expensive perfume. Sweat. Masked sex.

And the unmistakable reek of wet cunt.

They barely sit at a back table when the main lights die.

Only red spotlights hit the stage.

Whispers. Held breaths.

Subtle wet fingering under tables.

Two dancers emerge.

Long black satin gloves. Stiletto heels stabbing the boards.

Lace barely covering shit.

One teases her own nipples until they’re bullet-hard.

The other licks a slow line down her stomach. Lower. Between spread thighs.

Tongue plunging into a cunt already gleaming.

Amplified moan thunders through the speakers. Intimate thunder.

“Ohhh… oui…”

“plus profond…”

“Deeper, you whore!”

The one standing grabs hair. Grinds the licking face hard into her pussy. Wet violence.

Shoves two fingers deep.

Stares straight into the crowd—right into eyes.

“Shhhlup… shhhlup…”

Wet sucking sounds blasted loud. Obscene.

“Suck my fingers, slut.”

“Taste how fucking soaked you are.”

Dunks drenched fingers into the kneeling girl’s mouth.

She sucks greedy. Her own juices. Eyes shut. Pure bliss.

Hailey’s breathing ragged. Presses harder against Colette.

This isn’t theater. It’s real. Raw. Filthy.

Colette pinches a nipple through the blouse.

“See how they use each other?”

Hot whisper.

“That’s gonna be you real soon.”

Hailey shivers.

“I want you to do that to me.”

Breathless.

“And anything you fucking want.”

Colette grips her nape. Forces eye contact.

“Good little whore.”

On stage everything flips.

The one who was licking lies back. Legs wide. Cunt shining under red light.

The other dives. Tongue deep. Three fingers slamming in.

The girl writhes. Screams.

“Putain… je me corrrrsssss!”

Brutal orgasms. Squirt splashing the stage. Tongues drinking. Fingers wrecking without mercy.

Crowd gasps. Some openly rubbing themselves.

Hailey grinds against Colette’s thigh. Dripping.

“I can’t take it…”

Colette slips a hand under her skirt. Brushes the soaked thong.

“You’re leaking like a bitch in heat.”

Hailey trembles.

“Colette… please…”

“Take me to the private room…”

Colette smirks. Drags her down a dark hallway.

Behind the curtain: small private booth.

Red velvet armchair. Rings bolted in. Candles.

And a dancer waiting.

Tall. Short platinum hair. Black leather corset crushing generous tits.

“So this is the tourist you can’t stop fucking.”

Looks Hailey up and down.

“Look at you…”

Smiles.

“Already shaking.”

Colette shoves Hailey to the center.

“On your knees, Hailey…”

“Greet the lady properly.”

Hailey drops.

The dancer lifts her chin.

“Open that mouth.”

“Stick out your tongue.”

Hailey obeys.

Two gloved fingers slide in slow. Pump lazy.

“Good whore.”

Smiles.

“You’ll make a fine toy.”

Pulls out. Wipes them across Hailey’s cheek.

“Strip…”

“Slow.”

“Let us enjoy watching you tremble.”

Hailey peels everything off. Naked. Vulnerable. Gushing.

Colette and the dancer haul her up. Tie her to the armchair.

Wrists. Ankles. Spread in perfect V.

The dancer kneels between her thighs.

“Look at me while I spread you open…”

“And don’t you dare look away.”

Thumbs part swollen lips. Hot breath ghosts over clit.

“How long since you came?”

“Since… the hotel…”

“Then you won’t last long.”

Tongue drags once. Long. From asshole to clit.

Hailey arches. Ropes bite.

“Shhh…”

Colette’s hand clamps over her mouth.

“No screaming yet.”

“Or we gag you.”

Dancer licks again. Sucks clit hard.

Colette sheds her dress. Stands in lingerie. Plants her cunt over Hailey’s mouth.

“Open.”

“Lick while she wrecks you.”

Hailey tongues desperate. Colette grinds violent.

“Like that…”

“Deeper…”

“Drown in my pussy…”

Dancer shoves two fingers. Then three. Fucking hard.

“Wanna cum?”

“Yes!”

“Please…”

Colette laughs.

“Not yet…”

“Remember what happens if you cum without begging.”

Hailey gasps.

“I’m begging you…”

“Make me cum…”

“I can’t fucking take it…”

The two women share a look. Ignore her pleas like background noise.

Colette pinches a nipple. Sharp pain.

Dancer blows cold air on the throbbing clit.

Every time Hailey bucks, ropes yank her back.

They laugh. Low. Cruel.

Tongue teases. Retreats. Keeps her right on the fucking edge.

Where want turns to agony.

“Now,” Colette orders.

Dancer sucks hard. Fingers pounding.

Colette grinds faster.

Hailey detonates.

Brutal orgasm. Squirt drenching the dancer’s face.

She drinks. Doesn’t pull away.

Colette cums almost at the same time. Flooding Hailey’s mouth.

All three pant.

Now kisses. Caresses. Sweaty skin.

Colette unties her. Slow. Too fucking slow.

Hailey collapses to the floor. Legs jelly. Can’t stand.

Her cunt still throbs. Unsated.

Colette crouches. Lifts her chin. Wipes a tear.

“Look at you…”

“Tomorrow you won’t be a tourist anymore.”

Tightens the collar.

“Tomorrow you’ll be on that stage.”

Voice a whisper.

“I’m gonna offer you to all of Paris.”

They leave the cabaret. All three.

Pigalle’s cold air slaps Hailey’s wet skin.

She tries to cover up. Pointless.

Walks naked under red lights.

Shielded only by Colette’s shadow.

And the dancer’s hand fisted in her hair.

A grip that takes no argument.

The neighborhood doesn’t blink. It’s seen it all.

Hailey feels the collar metal scrape her throat. Residual buzz in her belly.

She knows.

She’ll never be the same.

When the plane takes off, her body goes home.

But her will stays chained to this filthy city.

“Colette…” she whispers. Squeezing her hand.

Colette doesn’t look.

“Shut it, whore…”

“Save that breath for the room.”

The dancer walks the other side. Satin glove grazing bare hip. Firm hand on nape. Setting the pace.

They don’t let her cover.

Escort her like a shared trophy through the red glow.

They talk French. Plans. Promises.

What they’ll do once the suite door locks.

Hailey smiles. In the shadows.

Paris’s night isn’t ending.

It’s just revving up to devour her whole.


Part 4 – Blind and Bound: The Feast of the Mistresses

The hotel room door clicks shut.

Soft. Almost reverent.

Like the room itself knows what’s coming next can’t be fucking interrupted.

The air stinks of all three of them:

Salty sweat.

Sweet-musk girl-cum.

Leather from the collar already hugging Hailey’s throat like a second skin.

Outside, Pigalle keeps throbbing.

In here, time’s frozen in a loop of pure filthy want.

Colette and the dancer circle slow. Deliberate.

Like wolves who know their prey doesn’t want to run anymore.

Hailey stands dead center. Naked except for that black leather collar.

Silver ring resting cold against hot skin right at the base of her throat.

Constant reminder: You’re not free. Not tonight. Maybe never again.

Colette steps up first.

Hooks a finger through the ring. Tugs down gentle.

Hailey drops her gaze by instinct.

“Look at me,” Colette orders.

Voice low but razor-sharp.

“Tell me what this collar around your neck means.”

Hailey drags in a shaky breath.

Voice trembling but obedient.

“It means I’m yours…”

“My throat, my breath, my words… every fucking thing belongs to you, Colette.”

“Without it I feel… empty.”

The dancer presses in from behind.

Tits mashed to Hailey’s back.

One arm snakes around her waist.

Hand slides down slow, brushing the smooth mound above her cunt.

Hailey’s eyes flutter shut for a second.

Feels the dancer’s hot pussy grinding against her ass.

Hard nipples scraping her spine.

Colette smiles. Cruel.

Pulls a black satin blindfold from her bag.

And two thick dildos—one double-ended, the other strapped.

“Tonight you don’t get to see shit.”

“We’re playing a game first.”

“You guess by smell.”

“By the pressure of fingers.”

“By the tone of voice.”

“Guess right… you get a reward.”

“Guess wrong… punishment.”

She ties the blindfold careful. Smooth fabric sealed tight over eyelids.

World goes pitch black.

Nothing left but sounds:

The two mistresses’ ragged breathing.

Faint creak of floorboards.

Hailey’s own heart slamming in her ears.

“On your knees,” Colette commands.

Hailey drops hard onto the rough carpet.

It scratches her thighs, goosebumps everywhere.

Colette crouches in front.

Grips her chin.

“Open that mouth.”

“Tongue out.”

“And don’t fucking move it till one of us says.”

Hailey obeys.

Cool air teases her exposed tongue.

The dancer kicks her knees wider from behind.

Forces her spread.

“Hands behind your back.”

“Cross your wrists.”

“Don’t move them.”

Hailey crosses.

Feels the dancer bind them tight.

Just enough bite so every twitch screams how helpless she is.

Colette speaks first.

Voice right at her left ear.

“Who’s about to touch you now, petite salope?”

“Guess.”

Hailey trembles.

Tries to focus on the scent: dark vanilla perfume and leather…

It’s Colette.

“Colette…” she whispers.

A finger—Colette’s—traces her bottom lip.

Down her chin. Neck.

Dips between her tits.

Circles a nipple without touching it.

“Correct.”

“Reward.”

Colette leans in.

Licks the nipple slow—one long wet drag with the tip of her tongue.

Hailey moans. Arches hard.

The dancer’s voice comes from behind. Deeper. Hoarser.

“And now?”

“Who’s spreading your thighs with her hands?”

Hailey feels soft hands—the dancer’s—prying her thighs apart.

Long nails grazing sensitive inner skin.

Smells lipstick and something exotic. Pure.

“Colette,” she says on purpose.

A single finger from the dancer ghosts over her swollen clit. Barely a whisper touch.

“Good little whore.”

“But you guessed wrong.”

“Time for punishment.”

The dancer drops behind her.

Blows hot breath right on Hailey’s asshole.

Licks one slow line from there up to her perineum.

Stops short of her cunt.

Hailey shakes violently. Ropes creak.

Colette yanks the collar forward. Sharp tug. Ring jingles.

“Now we punish you and all you get to do is beg.”

“We’re gonna stuff these toys in every hole.”

“Use your cunt and throat like they only exist for our cum.”

Colette pulls harder.

“Now say exactly how you want us to do it…”

“And which one of us first.”

Hailey pants. Voice wrecked with need.

Ropes biting skin.

“I want… I want you to fuck my mouth and my cunt at the same time…”

“I want to feel your thick toys buried deep inside me… please…”

“Colette in my mouth…”

“The dancer in my pussy.”

Colette laughs low.

Stands. Peels her panties slow. Drops the soaked scrap right over Hailey’s face like a wet blindfold.

“Smell.”

“Smell how fucking bad I want you.”

“Then open that whore mouth wide.”

Hailey inhales deep. Moans into the drenched fabric.

Colette steps in front.

Grabs hair behind the collar.

Shoves the tip of the double dildo against Hailey’s open lips.

The other end already buried deep in Colette’s own cunt.

Connecting them through the same thick black silicone pulsing with both their heat.

“Suck it.”

“Deep.”

“Non-stop.”

“Swallow it till it chokes you.”

Hailey opens wide. Tongue flat.

Colette rams the thick dildo down her throat in one brutal push.

Fucks her mouth slow and cruel at first.

Then faster.

Drool rivers down her chin.

At the same time…

The dancer kneels between Hailey’s spread thighs.

Rubs the oiled tip of her strapped cock against swollen lips.

Spreads folds with fingers.

Pushes in slow.

Inch by inch.

Until it’s buried to the hilt.

“Don’t you fucking cum yet,” Colette growls. Voice hoarse.

“Every time you’re close, say:

‘Not yet, Mistresses. My orgasm belongs to you.’”

Hailey moans around the dildo stuffing her throat.

The dancer ramps up.

Thrusts slamming in with obscene wet slaps.

Hammering deep while Colette wrecks her throat merciless.

Room fills with the soundtrack:

Slobber.

Soaked flesh smacking.

Muffled moans.

Colette yanks the collar harder.

“Cum when I cum down your throat.”

“And scream my name.”

Hailey feels Colette’s orgasm hit first.

Body shaking.

Brutal thrusts choking her deep.

Colette cums with a guttural groan.

“Now,” she orders.

The dancer pounds furious.

Dildo nailing that spot that makes her shake.

Hailey explodes.

Body convulsing against ropes.

Hot squirt gushing.

Scream muffled around the cock in her throat.

They don’t stop.

The dancer stands.

Peels off her corset. Sits on the bed.

Yanks the wrist rope to drag Hailey closer.

“Get up here.”

“Straddle me.”

“And don’t stop till I cum.”

Hailey—still shaking—crawls to the bed.

Positions over the dancer’s strapped cock.

Lowers slow.

Thick dildo splitting her open again.

Filling her to the root.

The dancer grabs fistfuls of ass.

Slams her down hard.

Fucks up into her with deep, punishing thrusts.

Hailey screams. Writhes on the toy.

The dancer uses Hailey’s cunt like a flesh sleeve.

Grinds the base against her own clit with crushing pressure.

Moans.

On the edge from every impact.

Their cream mixes, slicks the silicone root.

Friction builds. Heat turns electric.

Until the final slam sends her over.

She cums hard. Trembling.

Claws Hailey’s ass.

Thrusts up one last time.

Muscles lock in electric spasm.

They collapse together.

Sweaty. Shaking. Entwined.

Dildos still glistening with their mixed cum.

Hailey smiles into the dark.

Exhausted. Hooked to the fucking bone.

“Thank you… Mistresses… for not letting me escape.”

Colette doesn’t answer.

They share a look.

A faint, almost invisible smile crosses the dancer’s face.

Not tenderness.

Not cruelty.

Complicity.

Outside, Pigalle keeps pounding.

Inside, there’s still plenty of fire left.

Hailey hasn’t figured it out yet.

Dawn is a long way off.

And they’re nowhere near done with her.


Part 5 – Moulin Rouge: Back Turned and Offered Up

Paris rains red lights.

The Moulin Rouge blazes on the boulevard.

More than a symbol, it’s a living, breathing promise.

Throbbing behind every heavy curtain.

Hailey steps in hand-in-hand with Colette.

Thin black leather collar cinched tight around her throat.

Silver ring scraping her windpipe with every nervous swallow.

Her heart pounding so hard between her legs…

Every beat feels like a ghost finger pressing right on her swollen clit.

Black thong already fucking drenched.

Before they even hit the second act.

Warm, thick girl-juice trickling slow down the insides of her thighs.

Leaving sticky, glistening trails that catch the golden lights.

Air thick with:

Spilled champagne.

Other people’s sweat mixing with expensive perfume.

And that raw, musky reek—pure aroused cunt sneaking under skirts and sticking to skin like a dirty fucking vow.

Dancers move under spotlights that turn them into pagan goddesses.

Endless legs splitting wide in obscene spreads.

Corsets barely holding back bullet-hard black nipples.

Firm asses bouncing to the beat like they’re begging you to drop and bury your tongue.

Hailey’s breathing choppy.

Chest heaving fast.

Nipples scraping thin blouse fabric with every inhale.

Colette leans in.

Lips glued to Hailey’s ear.

Voice low, hoarse, dripping authority.

“Like what you see, petite salope?”

“Tell me exactly what part’s got you leaking the most…”

“Whisper it, but loud enough for only me.”

Hailey swallows hard.

Voice shaky but obedient.

Almost a broken whisper.

“The spread legs…”

“The hard nipples poking through those corsets…”

“Those asses moving like they’re calling me to shove my tongue deep…”

“But mostly I’m dripping because you decide when and how I get to join…”

“My cunt only throbs because you allow it.”

Colette smiles against her neck.

Tugs the collar ring gentle.

Hailey feels the sweet choke. Pleasure squeeze.

A tall brunette—tattooed like living fire—slides up.

Black roses climbing her thighs, twisting around her hip.

Snakes coiled on her ribs, seeming to writhe with every breath.

She approaches the table.

Black nails scraping Colette’s bare shoulder under the open blazer.

Whispers something fast and filthy in French.

Hailey doesn’t catch every word.

But it soaks her panties instantly.

Like the words themselves are invisible fingers.

Colette nods.

Eyes gleaming with possessive hunger.

She stands.

Grabs Hailey by the nape—firm.

“Come.”

“Tonight you’re done being a spectator.”

“You’re this brunette’s private show.”

“And you’ll beg permission for every fucking moan.”

A dark hallway swallows them.

Narrow. Suffocating.

Body heat mixing with distant music echoes and sweat.

From the other side of the wall, the orchestra erupts in wild applause.

Furious heel stomps vibrate the floor.

Like the whole damn Moulin Rouge pulses to the rhythm of their throbbing cunts.

Back door creaks open.

Old wood groans into a private dressing room.

Air dense. Hot. Sticky.

Reeks of soaked-in sex.

Dark vanilla lube.

Fresh desire piling up with every ragged breath.

Walls floor-to-ceiling mirrors.

Multiplying every body.

Center: blood-red velvet chaise.

The brunette lets her dress fall.

Slow. Deliberate. Almost ritual.

Fabric slides down tattooed thighs.

Heels clicking like whips on the floor.

Naked except fishnet stockings and stilettos.

Shaved pussy gleaming under amber light.

Puffy outer lips.

Dark pearl clit peeking out.

Colette shoves Hailey forward.

Voice whip wrapped in velvet.

“Kneel and greet her properly.”

Hailey drops hard onto rough carpet.

For one second the distant roar reminds her she could still back out.

Pretend it’s all just a game.

Voice trembling but steady, echoing in the mirrors:

“I want to be your whore tonight.”

“I want you to wreck my ass without mercy…”

“While Colette fucks my cunt raw and reminds me who owns me…”

The brunette lifts Hailey’s chin with a tattooed finger.

“Good little slut.”

“Strip.”

“Slow.”

“Let every mirror watch you surrender.”

Hailey obeys.

Blouse hits floor. Skirt pools.

Soaked thong peels off swollen lips with a wet smack, strings of cream snapping down her thighs.

Naked.

Collar ring glinting.

Nipples rock-hard.

Cunt visibly dripping.

Colette steps behind.

Binds Hailey’s wrists.

Precise knots. Tight.

Just enough bite to scream no escape.

“Pull your wrists up.”

“Arch your back.”

“Show us that ass.”

“My ass is open for you both…”

“My back hole belongs to you…”

“My shame is your pleasure…”

The brunette kneels in front.

Spreads Hailey’s cheeks with strong hands.

Nails grazing sensitive skin.

“Look in the mirrors.”

“Watch us spread you.”

“Watch your asshole twitch waiting.”

“Every time I see my reflection tied up… I get wetter…”

Colette sheds the blazer.

Stands in black lingerie, harness already strapped.

Thick black veiny dildo slick with her own spit.

Spits straight on Hailey’s asshole.

Rubs the fat head against the quivering ring.

“Breathe deep.”

“Relax.”

“And beg permission for me to wreck your ass.”

Tip presses. Doesn’t enter.

Hot, firm threat against trembling hole.

Hailey feels her asshole clench hungry.

Fear and raw want mixing so hard she drips more cream.

Her body silently begs her to cross the line.

To break her already.

“Colette… please…”

“Shove it in my ass…”

“I want to feel you split me open…”

Colette pushes slow.

Head pops in with a soft wet sound.

Hailey screams into the brunette’s cunt.

Legs spread wide over the chaise.

Sound bounces infinite in mirrors.

“There… take it…”

“Inch by inch…”

“Say the words every time I thrust.”

“Thank you, Colette… for wrecking my ass…”

“My pleasure is yours…”

Colette slams home.

Harness slapping wet against cheeks.

Every thrust rocks Hailey forward.

Burying her face deeper in brunette pussy.

Brunette fists hair.

“Lick harder, bitch… Make me cum on your tongue while she reams your ass.”

Hailey tongues desperate.

Plunging deep.

Sucking swollen clit.

Fingers shoving into wet cunt.

While her own ass gets mercilessly fucked.

Colette speeds up.

Open-palm slaps Hailey’s ass.

Red handprints glowing in mirrors.

Quick yank on ropes reminds her she can’t move.

Collar pressure.

Deeper thrust.

“Wanna cum yet?”

“Yes! Please… permission…”

“Not yet. Hold it.”

Colette tightens collar grip.

Buries the dildo tip.

Whispers:

“Move before I say and you’ll regret it…”

“As you command, Madame.”

“My orgasm only comes when you order…”

“I’m your Moulin Rouge whore.”

Brunette cums first.

Violent spasm shaking her whole body.

Under amber mirror light…

Black roses on her thighs seem to bloom.

Snakes twisting alive with every convulsion.

Like pleasure’s a living fire under her skin.

Floods Hailey’s face.

Hailey swallows nonstop. Moans muffled.

Salty-sweet taste filling her mouth.

Infinite reflections catch her total surrender.

“Now you,” Colette orders.

Fucks from behind brutal.

“Cum.”

“Make a Paris puddle.”

Hailey detonates.

Body jerking against ropes.

Asshole clamping the dildo.

Cunt squirting all over red velvet.

Muffled screams never pulling away.

Room reeks of cunt, sweat, lube.

Thick. Addictive.

All three collapse tangled.

Sticky. Sweaty. Shaking.

Hailey in the middle.

Ass gaping and pulsing.

Collar tight.

Mind fogged with absolute pleasure and submission.

Colette strokes her face.

Licks a pleasure tear off her cheek.

“Rest a second, whore.”

“This is Moulin Rouge—we don’t stop till the sun drags us out.”

“We’re not done.”

“And you’re gonna make us cum till there’s not a drop left in us.”

Brunette smiles.

Covers Hailey’s mouth with her own.

“Start here.”

“Lick every inch of my mouth slow.”

“Make it last.”

Hailey obeys. Tongue slow. Reverent.

Colette caresses her tits.

Pinches still-sensitive nipples.

Paris night refuses to die.

Dawn can wait outside.

In here, in the infinite mirrors…

Three women keep breaking and rebuilding each other.

In endless fucking pleasure.


***

The private dressing room at the Moulin Rouge doesn’t breathe.

Air hangs thick.

Hot.

Saturated with the raw stink of gaping ass, salty sweat glued to skin like an invisible second layer.

Mirrors throw the scene back from every angle.

Bodies tangled.

Juices gleaming under low amber lights.

Moans bouncing and multiplying into one big obscene chorus.

The blood-red velvet chaise groans under three women who aren’t done breaking each other yet.

Hailey lies flat on her back.

Wrists bound behind.

Ankles now lashed to the chaise legs with red ropes biting just hard enough to leave marks.

Ass and cunt fully exposed.

Pulsing.

Dripping a sloppy mix of lube, spit, and her own heavy squirts.

Collar tugs every time she tries to arch, reminding her throat belongs to Colette.

Colette kneels over Hailey’s chest.

Lowers slow.

Until her soaked cunt hovers right above that panting mouth.

“Look at yourself in the mirrors,” Colette orders, voice hoarse, dripping total ownership.

“See what you are: tied, spread, leaking all over Parisian velvet.”

Hailey turns her head toward the endless reflections.

Sees herself multiplied forever.

Ass lifted.

Cunt swollen red.

Asshole gaping and shiny.

Face drenched in the brunette’s cream.

The sight humiliates her.

And jacks her arousal so hard she starts to sob.

“I’m the Moulin Rouge’s private show… my body exists so my Mistresses can cum all over it…”

A hard thud slams the other side of the door.

Brutal.

Like a whip cracking the thick air.

Followed by hoarse voices.

Low, filthy laughs.

Seeping through the wood like smoke.

Promising more flesh.

More starving eyes.

Doorknob turns.

Slow click.

Deliberate.

Door doesn’t open.

But it rattles in the frame like the whole fucking Moulin Rouge wants to burst in and join the feast.

Colette ignores the voyeurs outside.

Drops her knees lower.

Smashes her cunt down onto Hailey’s mouth.

“Open.”

“Tongue out.”

“And don’t stop till you swallow every drop of my squirt.”

Hailey sticks her tongue flat.

Licks slow. Devoted.

Sucks the swollen clit while Colette rocks up and down.

Fucking her face with controlled rhythm.

Salty-sweet taste floods Hailey’s mouth.

Drips down her chin.

Coats her neck.

Soaks the collar.

The brunette steps between Hailey’s spread thighs.

Already strapped into Colette’s harness.

Thick black dildo shining with the cream from Hailey’s wrecked ass.

Spits straight on Hailey’s cunt.

Rubs the fat head against puffy outer lips.

“You’re gonna feel it again.”

“But this time double penetration.”

“Cock in your pussy and three fingers up your ass.”

Brunette slams in. Balls-deep.

Hailey screams into Colette’s cunt.

Sound comes out muffled.

But raw.

Vibrating right into wet flesh.

Brunette fucks slow.

But deep.

Every thrust pulls out a filthy squelch that echoes in the mirrors.

Colette feels her own explosion building.

Moves faster.

Fucking Hailey’s face harder.

“Don’t stop…”

“Lick deeper…”

Hailey obeys.

Tongue plunging.

Nose and chin grinding.

Wet friction sliding through Colette’s drenched, open cunt.

Trying to drown inside.

Brunette speeds up.

Shoves a fourth finger into Hailey’s gaping asshole.

While pounding her pussy with thrusts that feel like they hit her throat.

Colette arches.

Grabs Hailey’s hair behind the collar.

Yanks hard.

“Lick… swallow me… make me cum one last time!”

Hailey tongues with total desperation.

Sucks the clit till it swells bigger.

Colette detonates.

Violent squirt drenching Hailey’s whole face.

Hailey gulps. Coughs. Moans hoarse.

Colette shakes. Another hot spasm.

Soaks face. Hair. Collar.

Hailey swallows every drop.

Muffled moans.

Colette laughs low.

Cruel.

And sweet.

Grips Hailey by the collar.

Stares straight into her eyes.

Keeping her mouth sealed to cunt.

“And you—with cock and fingers buried deep.”

“Your pupils are blown wide.”

“But your cum only gets permission if you beg hard enough.”

“I can’t take it… I’m cumming for my Mistresses… permission to cum… my body’s breaking for my Mistresses…”

Colette thrusts brutal.

Fingers curling in the ass.

Dildo hammering the G-spot merciless.

Hailey explodes.

Body convulses against ropes.

Violent squirts splashing the chaise.

Colette’s thighs.

The floor.

Muffled screams into Colette’s still-throbbing cunt.

Pleasure tears rolling down her temples.

Reflected infinite in the mirrors.

Colette slides off.

Licks Hailey’s face.

Tastes her own cream mixed with tears.

Pulls away sudden.

No contact.

No orders.

No pressure.

Just the echo of music.

And murmurs of dancers outside.

Hailey opens her eyes.

Lost.

Heart slamming in her throat.

And between her legs.

Waits for the next command that doesn’t come.

Her cunt clenches around the brunette’s still-buried dildo.

“Good little whore… you’ve watered the Moulin Rouge with your pleasure,” Colette finally says, voice rough and satisfied.

Brunette pulls the dildo out slow.

Brings it to Hailey’s mouth.

“Clean your own mess.”

“Taste how fucking broken we made you tonight.”

Hailey licks the dildo.

Tongue tracing every vein.

Swallowing the remnants of herself.

Colette unties her careful.

Soft caresses now over the red rope marks.

“And tomorrow…” Colette whispers, biting her ear with controlled force…

“we go to the catacombs.”

“Surrounded by bones.”

“Tied to a cold tombstone.”

“I’m gonna fuck you till the dead feel your name echoing in their graves.”

Hailey smiles.

Exhausted.

Lost in eternal vice.

“Then never stop… Mistresses… take me to hell already.”

“I want you to wreck me where no one can hear me scream… except you.”

The Moulin Rouge night refuses to end.

Dawn creeps closer.

But they still hunger to own her.


Part 6 – Profaned in the Catacombs: Sex Among the Dead

The descent is slow.

Deliberate.

Like every step knows there’s no fucking way back up.

The spiral staircase drips eternal damp.

Each tread exhales wet stone.

Thousand-year mold.

That faint mineral sweetness of bones that forgot how to breathe.

Hailey follows Colette down.

Her heart pounds so hard in her cunt every beat feels like an invisible finger mashing her swollen clit.

Collar tugs with every step.

Cold ring reminding her: her breath isn’t hers anymore.

“You sure this is allowed?” Hailey whispers, voice cracked, shaking, almost begging.

Colette doesn’t turn.

Her smile echoes in the dark before it’s seen.

“Who said we’re asking permission, petite salope?”

“Say it right now:

‘Down here I don’t ask permission. Down here I only obey.’”

Hailey swallows.

The echo of her own voice scares her.

And soaks her harder.

“Down here I don’t ask permission… down here I only obey.”

The catacombs weren’t built for love.

They were built for eternal silence.

For bones keeping secrets nobody wants to hear.

That’s why they’re perfect for fucking:

every moan ricochets down infinite tunnels.

Every wet slap multiplies like the dead themselves are cumming along.

They reach a side gallery.

Colette’s flashlight cuts across walls of perfectly stacked skulls.

Crossed femurs forming gothic columns.

Empty sockets staring.

Cold rises from the floor.

Icy fingers stroking Hailey’s bare ankles.

Colette leans back against the skull wall.

Flings open her black coat:

completely naked underneath.

Nipples diamond-hard from the chill.

Cunt gleaming in the dim beam.

“Kneel.”

“Here.”

“In front of the dead.”

Hailey drops to her knees on the uneven wet stone.

Cold bites her kneecaps.

Climbs her thighs.

Brutal contrast to the hot liquid pouring between her legs.

“I kneel before the bones and before my Mistress…

my mouth is your altar tonight…”

Colette fists her hair.

Yanks her forward.

“Open.”

“Tongue out.”

“And lick like the dead are judging you.”

Hailey buries her face in Colette’s cunt.

Salty-sweet taste hits like a fist.

Mixed with mold and ancient stone.

Flat tongue drags the full length.

Pointed tip punishing the swollen clit.

Sucking with desperate hunger.

Colette moans loud.

Sound bounces through tunnels like a ghostly wail.

“Fuck… whore… yes, like that!”

“Deeper…

“Suck my clit like it’s your last fucking prayer.”

Hailey’s mouth locks on the clit.

Obscene soundtrack:

wet slurps.

Broken moans.

Faint bone creak in the distance.

Colette grips skulls.

Arches back.

Shakes.

“I’m cumming!”

“Ahhh, I’m cumming, slut!”

“Swallow it all… thank me for flooding your mouth.”

“Thank you for cumming in my mouth, Mistress…

I’m your catacomb whore…”

Colette explodes.

Hot squirt Hailey gulps down without spilling a drop.

Muffled moans.

Colette yanks hair hard.

Shoves Hailey against the opposite wall.

Another row of skulls grinning with yellowed teeth.

For seconds neither moves.

Naked bodies pressed tight.

Sweaty skin on skin.

Colette’s firm tits crushed against Hailey’s trembling back.

Hailey pants ragged.

Chest heaving in short desperate bursts.

Mouth still swollen and shining with cream.

Colette breathes deep and heavy.

Chest expanding greedy.

Long hungry exhales.

Promising more.

So much fucking more.

“Now the real fun starts, whore.”

“Spread your legs.”

“Brace against the bones.”

Colette unzips the backpack.

Eyes gleaming in the gloom.

Pulls out the harness with a thick plastic dildo.

Cold from underground air.

“Look at it good, slut.”

“You’re gonna take this cock down here.”

“Tell me you’re ready.”

“I’m ready for you to split me in half…

my ass and my cunt belong to you.”

Colette forces her wider against the skull wall.

Spits on cunt and asshole.

Presses the ice-cold tip to her dripping entrance.

“Beg, whore.”

“Colette… please…”

“Shove it in…”

“Rip my cunt open in front of the dead…”

Colette slams home. Balls-deep.

Hailey screams.

Back jammed against cold skulls.

Frozen dildo burning pleasure-pain inside her.

“You’re breaking me!”

“You’re splitting me in two!”

“And I’m just getting started…” Colette growls, pounding savage.

Every deep thrust shakes the bones around them.

Like the dead themselves shudder.

Hailey arches.

Mouth open in a silent scream.

Cunt pulsing, clamping the thick plastic filling her to the root.

Colette fucks her merciless.

Harness slapping wet and brutal against ass cheeks.

Distant sound cuts through the tunnel:

metal on stone.

Muffled dragging footsteps in the passages.

Colette pauses one second.

Dildo still buried to the hilt.

Both listen.

Choppy breaths.

Echo dies slow among skulls.

Suddenly Colette spins her violent.

Drops her on all fours on the cold wet dirt.

Spits on the cream-slick dildo.

Lines up to the stretched asshole.

Rams in without warning.

Until cheeks slam her hips.

“Madame!”

“Yes!”

“Wreck my ass!” Hailey moans.

Pushes hips back desperate.

Asshole stretches around the girth.

Pleasure tears rolling as her body begs for more.

“I’m gonna leave you gaping forever…” Colette growls.

Fucking harder.

Until the ground vibrates.

Hailey detonates.

Violent squirts splashing cold stone.

Body convulsing while asshole clamps the buried dildo.

Colette doesn’t stop.

One more brutal thrust.

Milks the orgasm till Hailey shakes uncontrollably.

Colette goes still.

Dildo sunk to the root.

Flashlight lighting her face as she watches Hailey gasp.

No touch.

No orders.

Just watches her breathe in short furious bursts.

Chest heaving.

Cunt visibly throbbing in the underground silence.

Like she’s measuring how much more this body can take before it shatters completely.

Hailey lies flat on the icy floor.

Colette rips off the harness in one rough move.

“Now filthy scissoring.”

“Smash your cunt against mine till you bleed pleasure.”

Colette yanks Hailey’s legs wide.

Climbs on top.

Cunt to cunt.

Staring straight into eyes.

Swollen clits collide slow and deep at first.

Then furious.

Shhhhlup… shhhhlup…

Echo multiplies the wet friction like war drums in the tunnels.

“Look at me while I fuck you, whore,” Colette whispers, voice hoarse and possessive.

“I look you in the eyes while you fuck me, Mistress…

Our cunts fuck each other among bones…”

Clits smash again and again.

Drenched.

Soaking stone.

Slipping on every brutal grind.

“Cum with me, slut.”

“Soak Paris from below.”

“I cum with you, Mistress…

My soul breaks with you…”

Both explode together.

Hailey shrieks hoarse.

Colette growls animal.

Cunts erupting in hot squirts that stain the dirt.

Splash nearby skulls.

They stay locked.

Moaning.

Convulsing.

Until they collapse exhausted on cold stone.

Bodies shaking.

Mixed cream dripping between thighs.

Silence of bones returns.

But air now reeks of open cunt, sweat, and eternal sin.

Colette pulls her close.

Bites her ear soft.

“Tomorrow we fuck under the Eiffel Tower.”

Hailey smiles.

Face bathed in tears and pleasure.

Voice wrecked.

“I want to cum staring at it shining…”

“And let the tourists hear my screams.”

“And you will.”

“You’re gonna soak the whole damn city…”

“Because Paris already owns you.”

The catacomb night refuses to end.

Dawn waits above.

Down here, the bones keep their secrets.

There are still moans left.


Part 7 – On All Fours Facing the Eiffel Tower

Paris burns in golden reflections.

They spill like hot honey across the Champ de Mars.

The Eiffel Tower rises like a metal god watching everything.

Tourists stroll with cameras.

Distant laughter.

Flashes snapping innocent selfies.

Hailey walks hand-in-hand with Colette.

Every step a reminder of the catacombs:

cunt and ass still tender and stretched, rubbing against the tiny black thong she’s barely wearing.

“We didn’t come to see the Tower, did we?” Hailey whispers.

Colette stops.

Shoves her against a tree trunk.

Grips her nape and kisses her violent, possessive.

Tongue invading, teeth sinking into her bottom lip till a whimper escapes.

Hailey’s almost out of air.

Back ground against rough bark.

Tower glowing behind Colette, lighting the moment.

“You know we didn’t,” Colette’s voice rasps, dangerous.

“Tonight the whole fucking city’s gonna smell your wide-open cunt.”

“I’m gonna fuck you right in front of the Eiffel Tower.”

“And the tourists are gonna hear your whore screams while you’re impaled.”

Colette smiles cruel.

Drags her to a stone bench half-hidden behind bushes.

Tourist laughter and camera clicks way too close.

Impossible to forget where they are.

Colette sits legs spread.

Flings open her blazer—naked underneath.

Nipples stiff from the cool air.

Cunt shining under the Tower lights.

“Mount me with the Tower staring right at my pussy.”

Hailey straddles her.

Dress hiked up, tiny thong grazing Colette’s cunt.

The contact rips a moan from her, sound leaking into the night.

Colette grabs the thong.

Yanks it off.

Fling it toward the street full of tourists.

Squeezes Hailey’s ass cheeks hard, nails digging in.

One hand slides to her cunt.

Spreads soaked lips.

Shoves two fingers in without warning, curling up.

“One… two…” Colette counts, pumping deep.

“Say the number every time I add one more.”

Hailey holds her breath.

Knows what’s coming won’t be gentle.

“Three!” Hailey clutches Colette’s neck.

Starts riding the hand, hips bucking desperate.

Wet sounds obscene.

Sloppy squelch.

Broken moans.

Flesh slapping flesh.

“Four… you’re fucking dripping, bitch…” Colette laughs.

Pulls out shining fingers, shows them.

“Suck them.”

“Clean your own filthy shame.”

Hailey opens wide.

Sucks the fingers like they’re a cock.

Bites.

Swallows them to the base.

Colette spins her to face the Tower.

Ass and cunt exposed to Parisian night.

Presses to her back.

Tits crushed against Hailey’s trembling back.

One hand circles her throat over the collar.

Not squeezing. Just reminding who owns her.

The other hand drifts slow down her belly.

Barely brushes the swollen clit.

“Don’t touch yourself,” Colette whispers in her ear.

Lips grazing lobe.

“Not till I say.”

Hailey swallows.

Voice shaky but obedient.

“My cunt throbs exposed for you, Madame…”

Colette presses the clit with two fingers.

Slow, torturing circles.

Hailey arches.

Knees weak.

Moan escaping into the night.

“Feel me touching you in front of the whole city,” Colette continues.

“Let the tourists get closer.”

“Let them see your cunt glistening under the golden lights.”

We start counting again.

Colette slams two fingers back into the cunt.

Curls them up.

Hunts that spot that makes Hailey tense rigid.

Wet sound clear in the night.

Soft squelch.

Broken moans blending with distant Seine murmur.

“Three fingers now,” Colette whispers.

Adds another.

“I’m opening you right in front of the Tower.”

“In front of everyone.”

Hailey grips Colette’s arms.

Hips moving on instinct, chasing deeper.

Colette keeps her right on the edge.

Fingers fucking slow but deep.

Thumb merciless on the clit.

“Four…” Hailey moans.

“Mistress, please… I’m right there!”

Colette doesn’t speed up.

Holds the rhythm, torturing with precision.

“Feel your cunt pulsing around my fingers.”

Colette slides her thumb into the ass.

Double hand penetration: fingers wrecking cunt, thumb drilling asshole.

Hailey screams.

Sound carrying to the tourists.

“Feel me filling you,” Colette growls.

“My body is your public altar…

permit me to cum.”

Colette ramps sudden.

Fingers pumping brutal.

Thumb fucking ass in sync.

“No chance.”

Colette yanks her hand out, slick with cream.

Rips the dress open.

Hailey’s tits bounce free.

Hard nipples lit by Tower’s golden glow.

Colette shoves four fingers back in.

Pushes slow but deep.

“You’re gonna swallow my whole fucking hand now, slut.”

“Keep going, fuck… don’t stop!”

Hailey fights it.

Clenches teeth, delaying the inevitable.

Colette pushes harder.

Whole palm sinking into soaked cunt.

“Five…!” Hailey screams possessed.

“I’m cummiiing!”

Squirt drenching the bench, Colette’s thighs, grass below.

Colette smiles.

Doesn’t rush.

Doesn’t stop.

Uses Hailey’s gushing slick.

Sweeps palm to lube even more.

Presses with all knuckles.

Hailey feels brutal stretch.

Filling that steals her breath.

Flesh straining to the limit before giving.

“Ahhhhhh!”

“That’s it… all of Paris inside your cunt.”

“The Eiffel Tower enjoying your squirt.”

Hailey pants ragged.

Body shaking on all fours.

Colette pushes deeper.

Whole hand vanishes to the wrist in drenched, stretched cunt.

Every move makes inner walls clamp greedy around knuckles.

Sucking like they never want to let go.

Tower lights catch the squirts leaking around the wrist.

Colette pulls out slow.

Pauses a second.

Hypnotized by the shine coating her forearm.

And Hailey’s gaping, trembling cunt.

“Now for what we came for,” Colette says.

“On all fours.”

“I want the Tower to see your ass wide open too.”

Hailey obeys.

Hands and knees in wet grass.

Ass lifted toward the towering, glowing Eiffel.

Colette tears the dress off completely.

Hailey naked under golden lights.

Skin shining.

Cunt and ass exposed.

“Show that little asshole, whore.”

“Here it is.”

“Rip my ass open…”

“Don’t care who sees.”

“Do it fast…”

“Before the cops show up.”

Colette pulls the harness from the bag—thick black dildo.

Straps it on slow.

Hailey glances back over her shoulder, dripping just looking at it.

“You’re gonna feel it all at once.”

Colette spits on the dildo.

Lines it up to Hailey’s ass.

Slams in to the hilt.

Hailey screams.

Hands digging into wet grass.

“Ahhh, you’re splitting me!”

“I’m gonna leave you shaking, slut.”

“You’re gonna soak all the way to the Seine.”

She speeds up.

Fucks harder.

Suddenly Colette pulls out her phone.

Hits record.

Screen light floods the public scene.

Hailey on all fours.

Tits bouncing with every thrust.

Ass gaping and exposed.

Eiffel Tower blazing right behind.

Tourists pass.

Some hurry by.

Others slow.

A few stop, staring shameless.

“Look at me, whore…”

“Smile for the camera.”

“Scream that you’re cumming with the Tower as witness.”

“I’m cumming with the Eiffel Tower as witness!”

Colette laughs.

Licks sweat off her back.

Keeps filming while pounding faster.

“That’s it… soak the grass.”

“Soak Paris.”

“Scream for the city.”

Hailey lets go in a violent anal orgasm.

Convulses.

Colette kills the recording.

Pockets the phone.

Flips Hailey onto her back, still gasping.

Licks her ass, swallowing effort sweat.

A tourist claps.

“Everyone loves Eiffel Tower souvenirs…”

“and you’ve got the best: your ass wrecked right in its light.”

Colette pulls her close.

Sticky bodies against cold grass.

Hailey smiles.

Voice wrecked.

Hooked to the fucking bone.

The Eiffel Tower shines indifferent.

Night stretches golden.

Sirens wail closer.

Hailey lifts her head, nervous.

Colette leans to her ear.

“Let them come if they want,” she whispers.

“Paris already knows you’re mine.”


Part 8 – Oiled Body: Double Penetration at the Spa

“This isn’t on any map…” Hailey whispers.

Her voice cracks against the final click of the dark wood door.

Like the outside world just got erased.

Colette shoves her against the narrow hallway wall.

Strong fingers on her nape, nails digging just enough.

Mouth glued to her ear, breath scorching.

“Because the best pleasures in Paris don’t get advertised, slut.”

“They hide for slaves like you.”

Hailey swallows hard.

Heart hammering ribs.

Between her legs, a dull throb turning into full blaze.

Air thick, hot.

Loaded with wild jasmine and burnt sandalwood.

Golden light sweats.

Walls seem to breathe.

A bed waits like a sacrifice altar.

A mulatto woman steps out first.

White robe open to the waist.

Skin gleaming like liquid bronze, hard nipples stabbing thin fabric.

Behind her, a feline blonde.

Lips the color of a fresh wound.

Colette steps back one pace, smirks wicked.

“Strip. Slow.”

“I want to watch her break from anticipation before anyone really touches her.”

The mulatto closes in.

Slides a finger down Hailey’s arm.

Trail of hot oil dripping to her elbow.

“Everything off, slave.”

“Show us what Colette brought for us to wreck.”

Hailey hesitates.

Colette clicks her tongue.

“Need help, whore?”

“Or you want me to rip your clothes off in front of them?”

Shaky hands unbutton the blouse.

Fabric falls to her feet like a surrendered flag.

Hot air kisses bare tits instantly.

Nipples rock-hard, pointed, quivering with every ragged breath.

Now the skirt.

Thumbs hook the waistband.

Zipper drags slow, torturous.

Metallic rasp tears the air like filthy promise.

Cloth slides over hips.

Skirt pools wrinkled at her feet.

Round ass almost bare, only a tiny thong wedged between swollen lips.

Mulatto spins her.

Eyes rake her body.

Only the thong left, soaked and outlining lips obscenely.

Firm tits trembling in the open air.

Nipples like wet pebbles.

“Everything. Including that drenched rag.”

Thong drops to ankles, slow, ceremonial.

Cunt fully exposed.

Glistening, still marked from the Tower.

Soaked with fresh anticipation.

Clit swollen, red, throbbing.

Raw sex smell floods the room.

Thick, musky, impossible to ignore.

Colette sits in an armchair.

Legs crossed, voice low and rough:

“Spread your legs, Hailey.”

“Show them your Parisian whore cunt real good.”

“Tell them who it’s exposed for.”

Hailey obeys.

Thighs shaking.

Lies back on the bed.

Fingers parting her sex like a flower begging to be devoured.

“This cunt… is exposed…

For my Mistress… and for you both…

So you can use me however the fuck you want…”

Mulatto smiles.

Pours hot oil over her own body.

Slides on top of Hailey.

Tits to tits.

Nipples sparking against each other.

Slippery belly on belly.

Whole body turned into burning second skin.

“God… so fucking slick… so hot…” Hailey gasps.

“I’m gonna melt before you even penetrate me…”

Colette leans in, eyes blazing:

“You haven’t started melting yet, slave.”

“Beg for it.”

“Beg her to eat your cunt like it’s her last meal.”

Hailey arches:

“Eat it, you bitch!”

“Bury your tongue to the fucking root!”

“I want you devouring every inch of me!”

Mulatto dives without warning.

Tongue plunging deep, ravenous.

Hands clamping thighs wide open to the limit.

Sucks the swollen clit like she wants to rip it off.

Hailey screams, nails clawing oiled sheets.

Colette watches, voice sharp:

“Look at me while they wreck you with their mouth, whore.”

“I want to see your eyes when you cum without permission.”

Blonde joins.

Grabs a thick double-ended dildo from the shelf, gleaming with oil till it drips.

Hands it to the mulatto.

Mulatto rubs one end against Hailey’s drenched cunt.

The other against her asshole.

“Ready to get both holes stuffed, slave?”

Hailey pants, chest heaving frantic:

“Y-yes… please… fill me… wreck me…”

Colette rises, steps closer:

“Beg better.”

“Say: ‘Please, Mistresses, wreck my cunt and ass till there’s nothing left of me.’”

Hailey sobs with need:

“Please, Mistresses…

Wreck my cunt and ass till there’s nothing left of me…

I want to be just a hole for you both!”

Mulatto pushes.

Both ends sink in together, thick, merciless.

Hailey shrieks, body convulsing.

Blonde grabs a wide-base anal plug, black crystal.

Presses it to the already-stretched ass.

Works it in inch by inch, twisting to stretch maximum.

Colette leans over Hailey.

Grips her chin:

“Look at me.”

“I want to watch you fall apart with both holes packed.”

“Say my name when you cum.”

Mulatto thrusts one end into the cunt, savage rhythm.

Swollen clit grinding every time it bottoms out.

Blonde twists the vibrating plug deep in the ass.

Hailey claws her own tits, nails digging:

“Colette…! Mistress… I’m gonna explode…”

Hot squirt arcs out.

Splashing mulatto, sliding down trembling thighs.

Mulatto laps the mess, savage smile.

“Dirty fountain. But you’re nowhere near done.”

Blonde drives the anal plug deeper.

Twists with cruel precision.

Stretches the ring to breaking.

Vibrating merciless against inner walls.

Mulatto kneels between spread thighs.

Eyes locked on the gaping, dripping cunt.

Starts slow: two long thick fingers gliding in easy.

Hailey gasps, thighs quaking.

“More…” Colette whispers.

“Make her feel every inch, bitch.”

“Don’t stop till your whole fist is buried.”

Mulatto obeys.

Adds a third finger, then fourth.

Slow circular motions, wrist twisting to graze every inner fold.

Hailey arches, nails shredding oiled sheets.

“Fuck… you’re opening me…!” she screams, voice cracking.

Mulatto grins feral.

Pushes harder.

Knuckles breach with wet, obscene pop.

Cunt yields around the full hand.

Forearm sinks slow, inch by inch.

Twist while fist presses deep, hitting bottom.

Stretching walls to sweet rupture point.

Hailey screams uncontrolled.

Body bowed like a broken bow.

Tits bouncing with every spasm.

Plug vibrates fierce in her ass.

Pressing against the hand filling her front.

Double pressure making her convulse.

“You’re wrecking me…! Mistress… Colette… I’m so full… both holes… I’m gonna break completely!” she sobs.

Colette grips chin, forces eye contact:

“Look at me while they fist you like the whore you are.”

“Say my name when you cum.”

“Say you’re mine.”

Everything freezes a second.

Hailey suspended between breaths.

Body taut, eyes locked on Colette’s.

Heavy silence in the room.

Mulatto speeds the forearm twist.

Pumping slow but relentless.

Fist grazing that spot that makes her gush nonstop.

Hot squirts erupting around the wrist.

Splashing mulatto thighs, floor, bed.

Hailey unravels in one long broken scream:

“Colette…! Mistress… I’m cumming… cumming with your hand inside… with my ass plugged!”

Orgasm rips through like lightning.

Thick liquid cascading.

Body shaking violently while mulatto keeps the hand buried to the elbow.

Final twist to milk the last drop of surrender.

She’s left gasping.

Holes pulsing and gaping, shining with oil and cream.

Mulatto pulls out slow.

Arm gleaming, drenched.

Brings it to Hailey’s mouth:

“Clean it, slave. Taste how much of a whore you are.”

Hailey obeys.

Tongue lapping every finger, every knuckle.

Glassy eyes fixed on Colette.

“Thank you… Mistress…”

Colette leans in, kisses Hailey’s parted lips, tasting her surrender:

“They never filled you like this before, did they?”

Hailey, voice wrecked, barely audible:

“Never… Mistress…”

Colette licks a pleasure tear from her cheek:

“And you’ll beg for it again.”

“Paris is a river and we’re its dirtiest currents.”

Mulatto and blonde lean in.

Tongues gathering the remnants.

Kisses mixing every forbidden flavor.

The secret spa night doesn’t end.

Dawn can wait outside.

In here the oil keeps burning.

Hailey stays open, surrendered, broken and rebuilt.

Just to be used again.


Part 9 – Two Soaked Bitches on the Sacré-Cœur Steps

Rain wakes Paris before the sun.

Fine, relentless, like thousands of tiny tongues licking the city clean.

Hailey feels it on her skin before her eyes open.

Furious drumming against the window.

Wet air sneaking under the sheets, teasing rock-hard nipples and the cunt still throbbing from last night.

Beside her, Colette sleeps.

Possessive leg thrown over her hip.

Cunt still hot and sticky pressed to her thigh.

Hailey slides a slow finger down the valley between Colette’s tits.

Catches a nipple that hardens like wet stone.

Pinches soft, then harder.

“Wake up, Mistress…” she whispers against her neck.

“Paris is crying for us.”

Colette opens her eyes without moving the rest of her body.

Grips Hailey’s wrist in a brutal hold.

Guides it straight between her legs.

The cunt’s swollen, scorching, soaked to the outer lips.

Hailey’s fingers slide in on their own, sucked into soft flesh that clamps down.

“Already itching to hit the streets, whore?” Colette growls.

“First make me cum.”

“Finger-fuck me before the day soaks us more.”

“Wreck my cunt for breakfast.”

Hailey obeys.

Two fingers to the knuckles. Then three.

Raw sex smell floods the room.

Colette barely arches, exhales a long guttural moan.

“Deeper… fuck… wreck me before Paris does.”

“I want to feel you opening me for the whole damn city.”

Hailey pumps merciless.

Palm grinding the swollen clit.

Fingers curled hitting that spot that makes her shake.

Colette claws the sheets, nails tearing fabric.

“Yes, slut! Harder!”

“Make me gush before I even stand up!”

Colette holds her breath one second.

Orgasm hits violent.

She bows like a drawn bow.

Hot squirt splashing Hailey’s hand, thighs, sheets.

Screams into the pillow, body convulsing.

“Good bitch…” Colette pants.

“Now get dressed.”

“No panties. No umbrella.”

“I want you dripping wet all fucking day.”

One hour later they walk Montmartre under nonstop rain.

Light dresses plastered to skin.

Transparent second skin: tits outlined, nipples like bullets, thighs shining with rivulets that look like secret cum trails from their cunts.

On the Sacré-Cœur steps, Colette shoves her against the cold iron railing.

Hand under the soaked dress.

Fingers find the flooded cunt instantly.

“Wet as always, whore…” Colette murmurs.

“Paris has had your legs spread since you stepped outside.”

Hailey bites her own lip till it bleeds a little.

“It’s Paris… it opens my legs like you do, Mistress.”

“If you want to wreck me, do it here.”

“Let the city hear me cum.”

Colette speeds up.

Fingers curled, palm smashing the clit, pumping furious.

Rain hides the cream running down Hailey’s thighs, blending with sky water.

She moans into Colette’s mouth.

Tongue invading, spit and rain mixing.

“I’m cumming, Mistress!”

“I’m gonna soak these fucking Paris steps with my squirt!”

Orgasm shakes her whole body.

Muffled moan into gray sky.

Body trembling against the railing, legs buckling.

Colette holds her by the waist.

Fingers still buried, milking the last spasms.

Rain keeps falling as they break to breathe.

Colette doesn’t release Hailey’s wrist.

Pulls her down the steps, leading through wet streets with firm stride.

Hailey can only follow.

Drenched, tension still buzzing between her legs.

Under a Haussmann Boulevard arcade, Colette corners her again.

Against a marble column she hikes the soaked dress.

Water drips from fabric like it’s weeping.

“Lots of people. They’ll see us…” Hailey whispers, voice cracked with want.

“Spread wider, slut.”

“I want the city to know what a filthy whore you are.”

Colette presses with her whole palm.

Rubs brutal circles.

Pinches the clit between index and thumb.

It throbs needy under swollen flesh.

Hailey grips the column.

Nails scraping marble.

“Ahhh… I’m cumming again, Mistress… I’m cummiiing!”

Colette yanks her hand away one second before, cruel smile.

Hailey’s left gasping.

Legs shaking so bad she almost collapses.

Colette smiles, savoring the held-back desperation.

“Good whore.”

“But not this time.”

“I want you dripping horny for what’s next.”

Licks her own fingers, tasting rain and cream mix.

In a small café they sit face-to-face.

Legs open under the table.

Faking normal while their eyes keep burning.

Then they enter the Louvre.

Pretend to look at statues.

Colette strokes Hailey’s clit over the wet dress, slow cruel circles.

Hailey barely breathes.

“Look at that Venus…” she whispers, awed.

Colette digs fingers harder under fabric.

“She doesn’t have your cunt, slut.”

“Yours throbs for real.”

“It’s leaking into my hand while you stare at cold marble.”

Hailey stares at the white stone.

Feels obscene.

Venus stands perfect, dry, eternal.

She’s a hot mess of dripping flesh.

Insulting contrast: museum purity against the sex-and-rain stink pouring off her body.

Colette’s hand sinks deeper into her cunt.

Reminding her she’s not art to admire.

She’s a wet bitch about to cum in the temple of beauty.

“Come on, whore.”

Night falls.

Paris glows under endless rain.

Eiffel Tower in the distance, lit like a lust beacon.

Colette bites Hailey’s neck hard enough to mark red.

“Let’s go to the Seine.”

“I want you cumming staring at the river.”

“I want to watch you break with water licking your ankles.”

Hailey moans, cunt pounding just thinking about it.

They reach the dock.

Colette grips Hailey’s hand possessive, nails digging.

The Seine moves dark under rain.

Slow, deep, like it’s waiting.

In front of them, moored under amber lantern light, a sleek black boat.

Red lights pulsing on deck like heartbeats.

At the bow stands a woman watching them.

Tall, mature.

Tight shiny leather suit creaking with every move.

Thigh-high boots, heels that could pierce flesh.

Lit cigar between long fingers, black manicure.

Gaze like an invisible whip cracking wet air.

“Looking for a Seine cruise?” voice low, slow, slicing rain.

Hailey swallows.

Cunt visibly throbbing under plastered dress.

Fresh trickle sliding down inner thigh.

Colette smiles defiant.

Nipples stabbing fabric.

“Yeah. We want to see Paris from the river.”

Woman flicks cigar into water.

Spark dies in the Seine with a hiss.

Looks them up and down.

Long, deliberate pause.

“Tonight the fare isn’t money.”

“The price is different.”

“Will this whore do?” Colette asks, ripping Hailey’s dress off in one yank.

Bare tits to rain and stranger’s stare.

Hailey shrugs shoulders.

Water streams over hardened nipples, exposing her completely.

Last shred of shame makes her try to cover.

But the woman’s steel gaze pins her to the spot.

“No, one alone won’t cut it,” the woman answers, voice rough and starving.

“I want two bitches or go find another boat.”

Colette feels the throb of want in her own cunt.

“We accept,” she says, voice cracked with excitement.

Woman steps forward.

Leather creaks.

Close enough her breath brushes both faces.

“You’ll be my bitches tonight.”

“Both of you. Completely. No limits.”

“Say it together now:

‘We accept being your soaked bitches on the Seine… our pleasure no longer belongs to us…’”

Hailey feels pulse in her throat.

Cunt clenching empty.

Colette pinches her ass brutal.

Both say in unison, voices trembling but firm:

“We accept being your soaked bitches on the Seine… our pleasure no longer belongs to us…”

Woman smiles.

White teeth against black-painted lips.

“Get on board.”

Hailey feels her excitement pulse mix with rain drumming.

Knows what’s coming won’t be some easy cruise.

Boat pulls from dock with a wood groan.

Rain doubles down.

Red lights flicker on deck like hungry eyes.

Irreversible choice.

Paris watches from the banks, indifferent and complicit.

And they, two drenched whores, own nothing anymore except their surrender.

The night promises to wreck them.


Part 10 – Whipped Under the Seine Bridges

The Seine gleams.

Black mirror shattered by the Eiffel Tower and lit bridges.

Water slaps the boat’s sides.

Wet smacks, filthy.

Same rhythm as the sloppy squelch already echoing between their legs.

Rain doesn’t quit.

Falls in thin curtains, mixes with sweat and cream.

The dominatrix sits in the black leather chair.

Legs wide, thigh-high boots shining under pulsing red lights.

Points to the floor.

Gloved black-leather finger, long nail scratching air.

“On your knees. Right in front of me. Both of you. Now.”

“No hesitation. Not one fucking inch.”

Hailey and Colette drop instantly.

Soaked dresses plastered to tits like clear plastic wrap.

Cold wood bites their knees.

Heat between thighs burns hotter.

“Stick out your tongues.”

“I want them ready, drooling, desperate to obey.”

Dead silence.

Only raindrops and ragged breaths.

They glance at each other one second.

Hearts slamming chests.

Boat creaks under their knees.

Tongues slide out together.

Shiny, quivering under red glow.

Saliva drips in thick strings down chins.

Dominatrix leans forward.

Strokes their faces with cold wet glove.

Leather smells new and old sex.

“Good… Now kiss.”

“Like starving whores.”

“More spit down your chins. I want to hear you fuck each other’s mouths.”

Colette grabs Hailey’s nape.

Brutal force. Nails sinking into wet skin.

Crushes lips. Eyes blaze with control.

No doubt. Just hunger to dominate.

Hailey swallows.

Shaking. Every command makes her falter, but obedience is her drug.

Colette smirks cruel.

Knows she’ll own Hailey’s mouth completely.

Tongues tangle.

Mouths wide open.

Teeth clashing.

Saliva cascades thick over bare tits spilling from ripped dresses.

Muffled moans. Choppy breaths.

Dominatrix laughs low. Voice gravel soaked.

“More.”

“Suck. Bite lips.”

“Fuck each other’s mouths like you’ll cum from kisses alone.”

“Say it.”

“Say it loud so Paris hears:

‘We’re kissing like whores… to please you, Madame…’”

They rise.

Asses against the railing.

“I want Paris to see your cunts and asses wide open to the night.”

They turn backs to the city.

Dresses hiked to waists.

Cunts exposed, swollen.

Dripping in cold river breeze.

Invisible tongue licking outer lips.

The Seine watches like an accomplice.

Every move echoes with river sound.

Dominatrix approaches slow.

Thin black leather crop in hand.

Tip traces round ass cheeks.

Slides up cracks.

Brushes clenched assholes.

“Show me those little holes proper, sluts.”

“Spread them with your hands.”

“All of Paris needs to see how you surrender those tight rings.”

They obey.

Shaky fingers pull cheeks apart.

Everything on display: pink clenched assholes, dripping cunts, glistening perineums.

Sharp crack on each ass.

Snaps over water.

Hailey moans loud.

Colette bites her lip till it bleeds.

Leather cold under bodies.

Wet wood sticks to knees.

Rain soaks to the bone.

Another lash. Harder.

Crop leaves perfect red line.

“Now finger yourselves.”

“Three deep. No mercy.”

Colette shoves three fingers in her cunt.

Hailey does the same.

Moans fill the deck.

Blend with river rumble.

“Deeper, little bitches. Pump.”

“I want squirts over the Seine.”

“Let the river drink your cum.”

Colette arches.

Squeezes tit with free hand.

Pinches nipple till it hurts.

“I’m cumming! Ahhh, cumming for you, Madame!”

“Take my squirt!”

Hot load splashes railing.

Arcs into the Seine.

Drops sparkle before sinking.

Hailey pumps furious.

Orgasm fights back.

She gasps, frustrated.

Dominatrix grabs her hair.

Yanks back.

Forces her to face the city.

“Inside.”

Slams open the cabin hatch.

“Now you’ll be my real bitches.”

“No lights. No excuses.”

“Just absolute obedience.”

Cabin: lust pit.

Varnished wood creaks under steps.

Huge mirror covers one wall.

Low blood-red leather bed.

Chains jingle soft.

Incense and Seine damp smell.

She shoves them in with a crop lash.

Leather bites wet skin.

“On your knees.”

“No Paris here. No love.”

“Just my pleasure.”

They drop. Cunts throbbing.

Rainwater streams down trembling tits.

Dominatrix sheds coat.

Underneath: tight black corset.

Harness strapped with thick veiny dildo, oil-dripping.

“You’ll pay for the ride with your mouths and asses.”

“And you’ll do it right.”

Grabs Hailey by hair.

Drags to the harness.

Tip brushes lips.

“Open that mouth, slut.”

“You’re swallowing this whole.”

Hailey opens.

Tip enters.

Dominatrix rams to throat without mercy.

Hailey gags. Eyes tear.

Saliva bubbles at corners.

“Swallow it. I want to hear you choke on my cock.”

Hailey moans around it.

Vibrations travel up the dildo.

Hot tears roll down cheeks.

Dominatrix releases.

Turns to Colette.

“Now you, French bitch.”

Shoves dildo into Colette’s mouth.

Saliva runs down chin.

Drips onto tits.

Runs crop over erect nipples.

Over open cunts.

Light lashes sparking pleasure-pain.

“To the mirror.”

“Stand. Legs wide. Tits hanging.”

Forced in front of huge mirror.

Reflections multiply bodies:

Soaked whores. Swollen mouths. Reddened cunts.

“Look at yourselves.”

“Two drenched offerings, rented meat ready to use.”

“Say it: ‘We’re your rental slaves, Madame.’”

“We’re your rental slaves, Madame…” they whisper, voices wrecked.

Lashes on tits. Loud moans. Involuntary arches.

“Now on all fours. On the bed.”

“Asses up. Cunts spread. Tongues out.”

They obey. Cold leather under burning tits.

“Show me that hole, slut.”

“Spread it.”

Hailey pulls cheeks apart with trembling hands.

Sharp lash on asshole. Hailey shrieks.

Another on open cunt. Pure pleasure scream.

Dominatrix rams dildo into Hailey’s ass. To the base.

“Let’s see if that makes you cum, filthy bitch.”

“Ahhh, you’re wrecking my ass! Splitting me open!”

Pounds hard. Savage rhythm.

Tits bounce wild. Squirt trails down thighs.

Colette plants soaked cunt on Hailey’s mouth.

“Lick me while she reams your ass, whore.”

Hailey plunges tongue deep.

Sucks swollen clit.

Dominatrix thrusts brutal from behind.

Cabin fills with wet moans.

Leather slapping flesh.

Obscene squelch.

Dominatrix pulls out.

Grabs huge black plug, wide base.

“I’m shoving this all in. Hold still.”

Presses to pulsing sphincter.

Still stretched from dildo.

Doesn’t slam.

Lets wide base stretch skin slow.

Hailey feels like she’ll tear.

Breath cut short.

Every fiber screams.

Hard push. Base slams against cheeks.

Hailey’s scream echoes off wood walls.

“Ahhhhhhh! You’re ripping my ass… ripping me wide!”

Dominatrix grabs hair—one hand each.

“Cum now, bitches.”

Orgasms explode together.

Colette floods Hailey’s mouth.

Hot squirt chokes her throat.

Hailey convulses with plug buried to base.

Violent cascade soaks leather bed.

They collapse gasping.

Tits shining with sweat and spit.

Cunts gaping, trembling.

Hailey’s asshole pulsing around the plug.

Dominatrix lights a cigar.

Exhales slow smoke.

Watches them like freshly branded property.

“Don’t move. Now it’s my turn.”

Unhooks corset.

Big tits spill free.

Nipples hard like black bullets.

Sits on bed edge. Legs wide.

Cunt gleaming dark.

Puffy outer lips, red swollen clit.

“On your knees. In front of my cunt.”

“Crawl like bitches.”

They crawl. Hair plastered to faces.

Red-striped asses from crop.

“Stick out your tongues.”

“I want you cleaning me before you devour.”

Hailey licks first. Slow.

From sweaty asshole to clit.

Shiny trail of spit and cream.

“One tongue isn’t enough,” dominatrix moans, voice cracking.

“I want both together. Eat me.”

They dive.

Colette sucks clit hard.

Hailey buries whole tongue in cunt, lapping inner walls.

Tongues clash inside.

Spit and cream mix in hot mess.

“Yes, little sluts! Bite my cunt!”

“Rip my clit with your mouths!”

Colette sucks fierce. Teeth grazing.

Hailey pushes tongue deeper.

Dominatrix grabs heads. Crushes to sex.

“Harder! Drown in my cunt!”

“Drink it all!”

Hailey gasps, face drenched, nose buried.

With every head thrust, feels the black plug’s weight.

Constant dull pressure.

Reminds her she’s still claimed from behind.

Mouth lost in folds.

Fullness so total every tongue thrust against stranger clit echoes in the plug stretching her ring.

Both pleasures fused in one axis of surrender.

For one second everything hangs.

Only three ragged breaths and Seine slap.

Violent thick squirt blasts faces.

Flood blinds for a second.

“Drink it all, whores!”

Hailey opens mouth to catch burning flow.

Doesn’t spill a drop.

Colette wipes face with hands.

Smears wetness over tits.

“Good bitches…” dominatrix murmurs, satisfied.

“You paid the fare well.”

Hailey, mouth wet, voice hoarse:

“Are we… done, Madame?”

Cruel smile. Long drag on cigar.

“With me it never ends.”

Stands. Walks to mirror.

Points at reflections: two kneeling bitches.

Tits gleaming fluids. Mouths open. Cunts stretched.

“See that? That’s Paris.”

“Tomorrow you can take the next step.”

Colette, sweaty, shaking with want:

“What do you mean?”

Dominatrix exhales slow smoke.

Lets it drift.

“A party. Private penthouse in the Marais.”

“Women only. Soaked. Starving. No limits.”

“Bodies slathered in oil.”

“Cum chains.”

“Moans till sunrise.”

Hailey swallows. Heart racing.

Plug still in ass.

Electric pressure in belly.

Knees no longer shake from cold.

From irreversible addiction to command.

“I don’t think I can take more… but I need to go.”

“An orgy?” Colette, voice wrecked with desire.

“A celebration,” dominatrix corrects.

“Pure lesbian swinger. Tongues, fists, straps, fluids.”

“Decide now.”

Colette kisses Hailey’s neck.

Licks drop of stranger cream.

“Tomorrow’s your last night in Paris, slut.”

“You really want that den?”

Hailey looks at her.

Nipples harder than ever. Legs spread. Cunt still dripping.

Dominatrix stubs cigar against wall with hiss.

Picks up gloves.

Pulls gold card from inside pocket.

“Midnight. Exact address here.”

“Don’t be late.”

“Pleasure doesn’t wait for whores like you.”

“But be sure.”

“Because from that penthouse, you won’t escape.”


Part 11 – Orgy in the Marais: Wrecked by Every Bitch There

The room throbs with low moans.

Heavy bass pounds the floor like a runaway heart.

Champagne flutes abandoned on low tables.

Naked bodies gleaming with sweat, oil, and shared cream.

The dominatrix greets them from the black velvet chaise.

Lit cigar between red lips.

Doesn’t stand.

A young girl kneels between her wide thighs.

Tongue buried to the root.

Devouring her cunt with submissive worship.

“Welcome, my soaked bitches…”

For a second I thought you wouldn’t show,” she exhales slow smoke, voice rough and lazy.

“Tonight I’m not the one breaking you.”

“They are. All of them.”

She smiles.

Takes a long drag.

“Now go to them.”

A tall woman—strong arms, black tattoos crawling up shoulders like vines—takes Hailey’s hand.

“Come with me, little one.”

“I want to taste every inch of you…”

“And I want to hear you beg before I give you a damn thing.”

Hailey feels the tug on her wrist.

Like an invisible leash.

I can’t resist. I don’t want to resist. I want her to use me till nothing’s dry anymore.

They drag her to a corner of the room.

Colette gets snared by an elegant redhead.

Short black lace dress barely covering shit.

Feline eyes promising sweet pain.

She strokes Colette’s hair with fake tenderness.

Licks her mouth slow.

Whispers in her ear:

“You’re coming with me, gorgeous.”

“I want to watch you moan with my strap buried deep…”

“But only when I say you can cum.”

Colette trembles.

Voice cracked:

“But you don’t own me.”

Redhead smiles dangerous.

Bites her earlobe.

Hard slap across the face.

“Here you’re just another whore.”

“Walk ahead.”

“I want to watch that ass drip for me.”

The tattooed woman stops Hailey in front of a leather sofa.

Shove.

Flips her onto her back.

Forces thighs wide with her knees.

No warning, she plants her cunt right on Hailey’s face.

Hailey tries to pull away.

Looks around.

Lights hitting sweaty bodies.

Dizzying mass of oiled flesh everywhere.

Legs, arms, asses, tits moving in every direction.

It hits clear: in this orgy she’s nobody.

Just another whore.

“Eat it, now.”

“Open that slut mouth wide.”

“Stick your tongue out.”

“I want to feel you drown in me before I even touch a finger.”

Hot wet cunt smashes her nose.

Drops onto her tongue.

Hailey swallows forced.

Taste of sex and sweat from who-knows-how-many others.

Tries to breathe.

Only gets wet thrusts that choke her.

“Lick deeper, bitch!” the tattooed woman yells—

Grabbing hair, slamming face harder into her cunt.

“Drink everything I brought from the others!”

Hailey moans muffled.

Buries her face.

Licks desperate.

Flat tongue first, then pointed tip punishing swollen clit.

Tattooed grinds violent.

Both hands clamping head.

Rubs clit against nose and mouth.

“More tongue. Don’t stop.”

“Suck like your fucking life depends on it.”

Hailey tries to speak.

Voice smothered:

“You’re drowning me with your cunt.”

Tattooed grins.

Speeds up.

Sweat rivers down her chest.

Tits bouncing.

“Yes, whore!”

“Drown and get ready to swallow every drop when I give it to you.”

Hailey gulps air.

Dives back in.

Tongue nonstop.

Musky salty taste.

Nose full of cream.

Smell driving her insane.

Cunt spasms open in her mouth.

Like it wants to swallow her whole.

Tattooed moans loud.

Body shaking.

Cunt convulsing.

“I’m cumming on your face, slut!”

“Ahhh… swallow it all!”

Hot squirt floods Hailey’s mouth.

Soaks chin, neck, hair.

Hailey gulps, drinks, gasps under the weight.

Face drenched.

Meanwhile Colette’s been dragged to the center.

Redhead strips her with theatrical calm.

Kisses nipples till they harden like stones.

Bites tits leaving red marks.

“Kneel first.”

“I want to see you beg for my cock.”

Colette drops to her knees.

Looks up, but steady.

“If you’re gonna fuck me, do it already.”

Redhead smiles.

Straps on thick oiled dildo.

“Not so fast, slut.”

“Turn around first.”

Colette gets on all fours.

Ass up.

Cunt spread.

Back arched, waiting.

Redhead behind.

Harness gleaming, aimed straight.

“Look me in the eyes while I split you, cheap whore.”

Slams in.

Oiled plastic collision.

Brutal invasion to the hilt.

Colette howls.

Arches.

Inner muscles fight the stretch.

“Fuck… you’re destroying meee!”

Redhead grips hips.

Nails digging.

Pounds animal rhythm.

Tits slap carpet.

Nipples scraping rough.

Moans turn to hoarse screams.

“Look at me, whore.”

“Watch how I wreck you completely.”

“Don’t cum.”

“Hold it till I say.”

Colette twists head.

Furious glare.

Cunt clenching around the strap.

Redhead speeds up.

Deep slams shaking her soul.

“Hold it, slut!”

“Feel every fucking inch!”

Colette shakes.

Body convulsing.

Teeth clenched.

One hand drops to clit.

Redhead catches wrist.

Pins it to floor.

“No. Hands down, whore.”

“My cock decides.”

“You just take it.”

“Please… let me cum already!” Colette begs.

“Not yet.”

“Ten more thrusts.”

“Count loud, slut.”

Room is chaos.

Moans and gasps.

Other women watching, touching, laughing.

Redhead pounds.

Every hit rocks Colette.

“One…”

“Two… three…”

“Four, five…”

Cunt gushes uncontrolled.

“Six… seven…”

Colette arches.

Nails digging.

Screaming numbers like pleas.

Redhead ramps.

Pounds like she wants to split her in half.

“Eight… nine…”

“Ten!”

Colette hangs on the edge.

Breath shattered.

Waiting for the command.

Body shaking.

“Cum now, whore!”

“Explode on my cock!”

“Now!”

Colette detonates.

Violent squirt rivers down thighs.

Broken howl.

Body convulsing.

Cunt clamping strap.

Pure ecstasy.

Room erupts.

Hoarse screams.

Savage applause.

Choppy gasps.

Wet flesh slapping flesh.

Redhead, panting, looks at the tattooed woman.

Hungry smile.

“Switch?”

“Yours is already melting like jelly.”

“Mine’s begging to get torn in half.”

Tattooed licks lips.

Eyes blazing lust.

“Deal.”

“I want to hear yours beg while my tongue buries in her ass till she cries from pleasure.”

Dominatrix laughs guttural.

Submissive still devouring clit nonstop.

Tongue tireless.

“Swap them, bitches!” she orders—

“Make them beg for every orgasm.”

“I want to see them break.”

Redhead grabs Colette by the nape.

Wrist twisted.

Drags her trembling.

Hands her to tattooed with possessive shove.

“Your turn, slut.”

“You’re gonna beg again.”

Tattooed releases Hailey.

Redhead yanks her off the sofa.

Drags to center.

Flips her onto her back on carpet still warm.

Smells of Colette’s squirt.

Climbs on top.

Tits brushing.

Hard nipples on hot skin.

Strokes face with fake sweetness.

Fingers tangled in soaked hair.

“I’m gonna fuck you like a delicate doll…”

“Real slow…”

“Till your body begs for more…”

“While you swallow your friend’s scent.”

Hailey moans just hearing it.

Doesn’t close legs.

Spreads wide.

Offers herself like a bitch in heat.

Heart pounding in her cunt.

Eyes locked on redhead.

Only begging her to start already.

She’s broken, surrendered, ready.

Even before the strap touches skin.


Part 12 – Last Fuck in Paris

The penthouse slowly empties.

Sofas drenched in cream and sweat.

Carpet reeking of raw sex and total surrender.

Exhausted bodies piled in corners like sleeping trophies.

Only Hailey and Colette stay awake.

Sweaty.

Legs still shaking from chained orgasms.

Cunts swollen and throbbing.

Outside, the sky starts to lighten.

Dawn paints Paris in soft, dirty gold.

The Eiffel Tower flickers like it’s still horny from the night it just watched.

Colette rises slow, feline.

Rummages through scattered cushions.

Pulls out a black harness gleaming under dim light.

Straps it to her hips with precise moves.

Long thick dildo shines fresh-oiled.

Looks at Hailey with that predator smile.

Always breaks her from the inside.

“Come here, little slut,” she orders, voice low and rough.

“I want you carrying one last memory of this city.”

Hailey swallows.

Heart slamming in throat and between legs.

Drops to her knees in front of Colette.

Looks up.

Colette strokes her cheek with the back of her hand.

Then grabs hair and yanks upward.

“To the rooftop.”

“I want the whole city watching how I wreck you one final time.”

They climb stairs naked.

Push open a rusted iron door.

Step onto the roof.

All of Paris spreads before them.

Eiffel Tower distant, perverted beacon.

Seine reflects first dawn light in silver ripples.

Chimneys drip leftover rain.

Air cold, biting.

But their bodies burn like they’re still inside the penthouse.

Hailey drops to all fours at the roof edge.

Bare tits crushed against freezing iron railing.

Metal chill hardens nipples till they hurt.

Brutal contrast to the heat climbing her spine.

“Do it,” she begs, voice trembling.

“Wreck my ass while Paris wakes up.”

“I want the city to see how you say goodbye to it.”

Colette spits on the dildo tip.

Rubs it slow against Hailey’s already-stretched asshole from the night.

“Open wide, my little whore.”

Pushes slow.

Inch by inch.

Every spasm of Hailey’s is hers to toy with.

Hailey moans, braced on the railing.

Tits bouncing against icy metal.

“You’re splitting me!”

“Open more, slut.”

“I want to mark you from ass to heart.”

“Remember where this all started?”

Hailey gasps.

Dildo sinking deeper.

“In the hotel…”

“First night…”

“With Paris smelling like rain…”

“I came in your mouth against the door… Ahhh!”

Frenchwoman thrusts harder.

Grips hips, nails digging.

“And Pigalle? Remember the alley?”

“Yes!”

“You ate me against the wall!”

“And I licked you till you came on cold marble!”

“Deeper, please!”

Another brutal shove.

Hailey screams.

Tits slamming iron.

“And Moulin Rouge? Mirrors and red lights…”

“They used me in front of the mirrors!”

“I came on that dancer’s thighs while you reamed me from behind with the strap!”

“Fuck, I love how you destroy my ass!”

Frenchwoman ramps rhythm.

Wet slaps echoing on the roof.

“And the catacombs? Skulls and darkness…”

Hailey arches.

Ass pulsing around the dildo.

“You made me cum against the bones!”

“You opened my cunt with your fingers till I screamed like a madwoman among the dead!”

“Don’t stop!”

Anal orgasm slams her hard.

Cunt squirts violent without warning.

Hot cream splashes railing iron.

Runs down thighs.

Mixes with night sweat.

Colette keeps pounding merciless.

“And the Eiffel Tower? Remember how I fucked you on the grass?”

“You put me on all fours!”

“You filmed me cumming while the city watched!”

“I want Paris to see my ass gaping now!”

Frenchwoman bites her back.

Leaves red mark.

“And the spa… remember how they stuffed every hole?”

“Yes, fuck!”

“I came on those huge toys!”

“They wrecked my cunt and ass at the same time!”

“Fuck me harder, Colette!”

Dawn floods the roof in golden light.

Hailey screams.

Another hot squirt bursts from her cunt.

Colette keeps reaming her ass without mercy.

“Want one last cum, whore?”

“Beg proper.”

“Please… let me cum one last time!” Hailey pleads, voice wrecked, ass burning—

“I want to soak Paris with my final surrender.”

Colette doesn’t waste a second.

Switches holes expert.

Buries dildo in Hailey’s cunt that’s gushing like a highway in a downpour.

Obscene squelch.

Flesh and plastic slamming ruthless.

Colette speeds up.

Drops hand to Hailey’s clit.

Grinds it furious.

“Cum now, slut,” she growls in her ear, biting lobe—

“Cum screaming for all of Paris!”

“Ahhhhhhh!”

Hailey’s scream cuts the air.

Final orgasm shakes her whole body.

Squirt splashes railing and falls like her own rain.

Colette keeps thrusting short and brutal.

Hailey convulses.

Milks every last drop of pleasure till her body gives out completely.

Only then Colette stops.

Dildo still buried.

They cling together against cold iron railing.

Sweaty.

Drenched in fluids.

Panting like animals after the hunt.

Dildo slips out with wet, filthy sound.

Hailey turns.

Devours Colette’s mouth with devotion.

“Paris is ours,” the Frenchwoman whispers, pressing tits to Hailey’s marked back—

“We soaked it all.”

“Every street, every corner carries our trail.”

Sun breaks on the horizon.

Baths their naked bodies.

Reveals bruises, scratches, red skin.

Hailey and Colette, embraced, bare.

Gaze over Paris from above.

Cunts still pulsing.

Bodies marked.

Souls wide open.

The Eiffel Tower stops flickering.

Paris wakes.

But Hailey is no longer the same tourist who arrived.


──────────────────────────────

THE END.

──────────────────────────────
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