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  Fantasy Island

A "Yachties" Free Use Series

Welcome to Fantasy Island.




Five women. Five roles. No hole is off-limits and there's only one rule—they don’t get to say no.




A billionaire has summoned the free use stewardesses of the infamous superyacht Cyrene to his private island for a weekend of debauchery, decadence, and performance. Each girl is cast into a fantasy—from comic book vixen to golden age starlet—and given a role to play in his twisted theater of flesh.




But these costumes aren’t just for show. On Fantasy Island, pleasure is public, obedience is expected, and free use is the default.




Yachties: Fantasy Island is a five-part, ultra-explicit erotica series featuring CMNF, age gaps, power exchange, degradation, gangbangs, forced performance, public humiliation, and the brutal breaking of glamorous women who were too proud to crawl—until now.





  Margot—Used Like A Superheroine

Cape Off, Legs Open.




She wanted the spotlight. They gave her the dungeon.




Margot was born to perform. The costume. The cape. The stage. She thought playing Girlwonder for a billionaire’s pleasure weekend would be easy and fun.




Smile, strut, moan on cue.




But the Master had other plans. Lots of them.




When her cape is yanked off in front of a crowd and her mouth is stuffed with cock, Margot learns what it means to perform for real.




Used. Stripped. Fisted. And broken. She loves all of it.




There are no safe words on Fantasy Island.




Margot's Story is a public use, no-limits degradation novella featuring costumed submission, free use gangbangs, CMNF, pain-as-performance, and a starlet who learns the only way to please … is to give everything.
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Margot—Used Like A Superheroine

The yacht was finally still.

No engines. No assholes. No wine to pour or cocks to dodge or broken glasses to sweep up barefoot at midnight. Just us girls in the salon, sprawled out, makeup half-melted, uniforms rolled halfway down like we’d survived something.

Because we had.

Ten days of tipsy finance bros and that one guy who kept asking for “sparkling vodka” like it was a thing. I had half a blister on my foot and a sore cheek from fake-smiling for so long.

But I was still buzzing. I always buzzed after charters—like the performance didn’t really end until I was alone. And even then, I was never really alone. Not in my head.

I’d just curled into the corner of the couch when Katie’s phone buzzed.

She ignored it at first. Typical Katie—cool, composed, queen of boundaries. But the thing kept going. And when she finally sat up, her face changed before she even spoke.

“Oh, yes, I’ve been waiting for this,” she said, reading the screen. “Girls, we’ve got a new gig.”

A wave of groans rippled across the room. Rosie flipped her hand like she might throw her towel at someone. I groaned too, but mine was quieter—part habit, part delay.

Because I saw the glint in Katie’s eye.

“But it’s different this time,” she added. “This isn’t another charter. It’s something special and it pays really well. Like, new car well. Or a deposit on a condo or something.”

Rosie leaned in, hungry. “Different how?”

I sat up straighter. There was a pulse behind Katie’s words.

“It’s a weekend event,” she said. “Exotic location. Extremely wealthy client—like, serious money. But there’s a catch. They want us in costumes.”

Something inside me clicked.

“Costumes?” I blurted, already feeling my heart rate kick up. “Like … sexy costumes?”

Katie nodded. “Superheroes. Movie stars. Stuff like that. It’s not just service—they want us performing.”

Performing.

I nearly squealed.

I mean, this was my thing. I’d done theater in high school. Cabaret on cruise lines. I thrived when people were watching. I loved becoming someone else. Someone bolder. Hotter. Sluttier.

I sat forward, hands on my knees. “Okay, I’m in.”

Katie blinked. I think she was surprised how fast I said it. But why hesitate?

“Come on,” I said, practically bouncing. “Costumes, an exotic location, a shit-ton of money? What’s not to love?” I could already see it—lights, music, slow turns in high heels. “I’ll even wear a cape.”

Rosie snorted. “You would wear a cape.”

Katie smirked. “Yeah, that tracks.”

Rosie was next, of course. “Hell yes! This sounds way more fun than serving drinks to rich assholes all night.” She sat up, eyes sparkling with mischief. “I call Harley Quinn.”

“Yeah, no surprise there,” Katie said.

I glanced across the room. Alice had gone quiet. She was hugging her knees again, her brow furrowed, lips pressed together like she was trying not to say something she’d regret.

“Costumes?” she said, voice small. “Are we expected to…?”

Katie softened. “You know how these things go, Alice. It’s not our usual gig, but we’ll manage. Just like always.”

Alice nodded, but she looked like she was going to crawl out of her skin.

Rachel hadn’t spoken. Not unusual. Katie asked, “You in?”

Rachel looked around, then gave a small nod. “As long as we stick together, I’m in.”

Katie stood. Calm. Sure. Already commanding the moment. “Alright, ladies. Let’s get ready for this. I’ll have more details tomorrow, but for now—rest up. We’ve got some roles to play.”

And just like that, it was decided.

But I was already imagining my character. Girlwonder. Obviously. Short skirt, high boots, cape flowing behind me like I was meant to be seen. Not subtle. Not safe.

The kind of girl who got tied up in the middle of the scene and everybody watched while she fell apart.

I felt a shiver down my spine.

God help me, I was excited.

**

We walked down the dock in a tight line—five girls, five heels clicking in perfect sync, all legs and bare shoulders and glossy lips, like sluts on a mission. Katie up front, commanding like always. Rosie strutting beside her like she owned the damn boardwalk. Me dead center, chin high, trying to pretend I wasn’t shaking. Alice clung to the edge, quiet and pink-faced. Rachel brought up the rear like she was watching for snipers. We didn’t speak much, but we didn’t need to. Yeah, OK, we were heading to some super snooty boutique to pick up our costumes for the weekend, but it still felt like the start of a heist—Reservoir Dogs with tits. Or like five bitches walking straight into their own fantasy funeral.

And I loved the way the men on the dock looked at us.

**

I stood in front of the full-length mirror, adjusting the fabric of the Girlwonder costume. The boutique had spared no expense—the material felt smooth, almost luxurious against my skin. But there was no denying it. This was revealing—even more the free-use stew uniform I was used to. The deep blue crop top barely covered my breasts, with a bright red "GW" emblazoned across my chest. The tiny red skirt hung low on my hips, barely brushing the tops of my thighs, leaving very little to the imagination.

My fingers trembled slightly as I tugged at the skirt’s hem, trying to pull it lower, but it was pointless. It was designed to be short. Designed to show off my legs, my curves, and the sliver of skin between my waist and hips. I shifted my weight, turning to look at myself from the side. The cape flowed behind me, almost regal, but the outfit… it was all about sex appeal.

“Damn, Margot,” I heard Rosie call from across the room. “Girlwonder’s never looked this hot.”

I glanced over my shoulder, feeling my face flush slightly. Rosie was already half-dressed in her own costume, pulling on knee-high red and black boots to complete her Harley Quinn look. Her eyes sparkled with mischief as she stood and sauntered over to me.

“I don’t know about this,” I said quietly, turning back to my reflection. The combination of the crop top and the ridiculously short skirt left me feeling more exposed than I expected. I wasn’t shy about my body—after all, being a free-use stew meant letting go of that sort of thing a long time ago—but this was different. This felt… playful. Like stepping into a fantasy I hadn’t even realized I was a part of.

Rosie chuckled and slid up beside me, her gaze trailing over my reflection. “Trust me, babe, you’ve got nothing to worry about. You look like you’re about to save the world—and break a few hearts while you’re at it.”

I swallowed hard, feeling a twinge of nervousness in my stomach. “It’s just … I’m not used to wearing something like this.” I tugged at the crop top again, trying to adjust the way it hugged my breasts. My nipples pressed against the fabric, clearly outlined through the thin material, and I could already imagine the kinds of stares I’d get when I walked into that party.

Rosie winked, stepping back to admire me from a distance. “That’s because this weekend’s all about fantasy. Don’t think of it as just a costume. Think of it as a role you’re stepping into. Girlwonder’s got strength. Power. But she’s also vulnerable, right? She’s the girl-next-door, but with a little extra something … and that’s you.”

Her words gave me pause. I’d never thought of it like that. Girlwonder wasn’t just some sexed-up version of a superhero. She was iconic—strong and feminine at the same time. And maybe that’s why I was hesitant. I’d spent so much time on the yacht, playing the role of the good girl, the obedient stew, that stepping into something so powerful … it was like stepping out of my comfort zone.

But that’s what this weekend was supposed to be about, right? Pushing boundaries. Letting go.

I exhaled slowly, smoothing the cape over my shoulders. Rosie was right. This was a chance to embrace something new. Something sexy. Something confident. I turned back to the mirror, this time looking at myself a little differently. The cape added an air of authority. The way the outfit clung to my body—tight, form-fitting, revealing—wasn’t something I should be ashamed of. I could own this. And I would.

“Okay,” I said, meeting Rosie’s eyes through the mirror. “I think I can work with this.”

She grinned, giving me a playful nudge. “Damn right, you can.”

**

From the deck, the island looked like a dream.

All golden light and lush green curves, framed by the kind of sunset that made your skin glow whether you liked it or not. I leaned into the railing, hair still damp from the shower, and let the wind whip around me like a fan cue. Rosie cracked some joke behind me. Katie stood rigid at the bow like she was bracing for battle.

I was trying to pretend I wasn’t vibrating.

It was stupid. We’d only just arrived, and I was already wired like I’d had three lattes and a line of coke. Not from fear—at least, that’s what I told myself. No, it was the anticipation. The feeling of something big starting. Like the moment before you walk on stage, before the lights hit and the world hushes and you belong to it.

I was ready to play the role. Girlwonder. The cape. The heels. The little blue skirt that barely covered anything. I was going to own it. I had to.

Because if I didn’t… what the hell was I doing here?

“We’re almost there,” Katie called, her voice steady—but her eyes were too sharp, scanning the shore like she expected it to bite.

I glanced at Rosie, lounging like she didn’t have a single nerve in her body. “You’re always ready for chaos, aren’t you?”

She grinned. “Damn right.”

God, I envied her.

I smiled too, but my grip on the railing tightened when the mansion came into view.

It was massive. White stone, towers, columns, the whole nine yards. Like the kind of place rich people went to get weird—and not in the fun way. My stomach flipped. I wasn’t just walking into a house. I was walking into someone’s fantasy.

The client’s fantasy.

And he already knew what he wanted to see me in.

I tried to breathe. Deep. Quiet. Be calm.

Katie turned to us again. “Golf carts are coming to pick us up. Just… stay calm, okay? We’ve got this.”

I nodded, gave her a grin. The kind of grin that said sure thing, boss, even as my pulse tapped double-time in my throat.

The carts pulled up and I climbed in next to Rachel, the tires crunching over gravel as we zipped toward the mansion. Palm trees blurred past. The scent of salt and heat mixed with something floral and expensive. And just beneath it—panic. Not full-blown. Just the creeping kind. The kind that sits in your belly and waits.

Rachel murmured, “This place is unreal.”

“Yeah,” I said, voice thinner than I meant. “Unreal.”

My hands wouldn’t stop fidgeting. Tugging my shirt down, then smoothing it out again. I kept picturing the costume. The cape. The eyes on me.

And the dungeon.

Katie had mentioned it once. Briefly. Casually. But it lodged in my brain and wouldn’t shake loose.

When we reached the front of the mansion, a man in white greeted us. Slick smile. Clean suit. Perfect posture. He bowed and motioned us inside.

And just like that, we were in.

Cool air. Flowers. Marble. Luxury so rich it didn’t have to prove anything. I tried not to stare, but everything shimmered. Every detail screamed control.

“This way, please,” the man said.

We followed, heels echoing through polished hallways. One room. Then another. Velvet curtains. Gold trim. A library that made me ache. A ballroom I could already imagine being fucked in.

And then… the hallway.

The air shifted.

The staffer stopped in front of a tall, ornate door.

“This,” he said, “is the dungeon. The Master wanted you to see it. All of you.”

My mouth went dry.

Katie stepped forward. Her hand hovered at the knob. She looked back.

“Ready?”

I didn’t answer. None of us did.

The door creaked open.

It wasn’t dark—not fully. Just dim enough to make every surface gleam. Stone floors. Wood paneling. Chains. A platform at the center like a stage designed for pain. Whips. Cuffs. Implements that didn’t even try to hide what they were for.

I felt myself sway.

This wasn’t playful. This wasn’t costumes and tip money.

This was theater built for ruin.

A stage where girls like me were tied down, stripped, broken. Not in private. Not whispered.

Performed.

Rachel shifted beside me. Alice made a sound—soft and scared. Rosie, for once, didn’t say anything.

I didn’t either.

Because I couldn’t trust what would come out if I opened my mouth.

The staffer cleared his throat, pulling us back into motion. He led us upstairs to a study and told us the Master would be joining us soon.

I smoothed my hair. Stood straighter. Tried to feel powerful again.

But my hands wouldn’t stop shaking.

**

I felt a shiver run down my spine as the heavy wooden doors creaked open, revealing the man we were all here to entertain–the Master, apparently. The moment he stepped into the study, everything shifted for us. The air felt different—charged, intense. He was tall, with sharp features, dressed in a tailored suit that screamed money. His eyes swept over us, calculating, as if he was assessing every inch of us in mere seconds. I swallowed hard, standing a little straighter, suddenly acutely aware of how little control we had here.

This is it, I thought, my pulse quickening. This is the man who’s in charge this weekend.

"Welcome, ladies," he said, smooth and commanding, filling the room effortlessly. He didn’t have to shout or assert himself—the power he wielded was evident in every subtle gesture, every glance. "I’m glad you could all make it."

I exchanged a quick glance with Rachel, who was standing beside me. She looked as uneasy as I felt. Katie stood just ahead of us, perfectly composed, as usual, but I could tell from the way her hands were clasped tightly in front of her that even she was feeling the tension.

"I’ve planned a very special weekend for all of you," the client continued, stepping forward, his eyes now fixed on Katie as if she was the leader of our little group, which, I guess, she was. "Each of you has been chosen for a specific reason. I’ve reviewed your roles, and I expect you to perform them perfectly." His gaze shifted to me, and I felt my heart skip a beat.

He was looking at me. He hadn’t even told us what our roles were yet, but somehow, I felt like he already knew everything about us.

"Failure to entertain will have consequences," he added, his voice dropping a little. He nodded back toward the narrow corridor we had just walked down. "And those consequences will involve a trip to the dungeon."

A cold chill ran down my back, and I shifted nervously on my feet. I couldn’t stop myself from glancing over my shoulder at the door, as if I could already picture myself being led back through it, dragged down that dark hallway to whatever awaited us in the dungeon. My stomach twisted in knots. I wasn’t exactly new to rough play—I mean, we had clients with pretty particular tastes—but this? The way he said it … there was something more to this.

"Are we clear?" he asked, his eyes scanning our faces one by one, waiting for each of us to nod. He paused on me for a moment longer than the others, and I quickly nodded, my throat too dry to speak.

"Good," he said, smiling faintly. "Then let’s get started. I’ll have someone show you to your suite and you can all get prepared.”

**

The suite was stupidly beautiful.

Marble floors. Floor-to-ceiling mirrors. A chandelier like something out of Versailles. It should’ve felt luxurious, glamorous, a reward for all the shit we put up with on charters. But tonight? It felt like the green room before a show no one had auditioned for.

I stood in front of one of the mirrors, fidgeting with the hem of my skirt. Again. And again. And again. Girlwonder. That was my role. Red cape, blue Lycra, short enough to flash my ass if I so much as bent over. I was supposed to feel powerful, sexy, in control.

But I didn’t feel powerful.

I felt like I was about to throw up.

Across the room, Rosie was towel-drying her hair like she didn’t have a care in the world. Katie was at the vanity, already half-dressed in her bombshell white gown, calm as ever. Alice sat on the edge of the bed, her costume untouched. Rachel paced.

Rosie said something about everyone being on edge. No shit. We were being prepped like party favors. I tugged the neckline of my top higher, then lower, then higher again.

"I don’t know," I mumbled, mostly to myself. "I just want to make sure I don’t mess this up."

Katie turned from the mirror, her face softening. “Stop worrying,” she said. “You’ll be amazing. Just own the role.”

I nodded, trying to believe her. I mean, this was my thing. Performing. Stepping into a role. Being seen. Being wanted.

So why did I feel like I was going to fucking crack?

I looked back at my reflection. My makeup was perfect. Lips red. Eyes dramatic. The cape draped just right over one shoulder. The boots made my legs look insane. On the surface, I looked like I was about to walk into a comic book cover.

But I didn’t feel like a superhero.

I felt like bait.

And I didn’t know if I was supposed to run… or smile and spread my legs.

I smoothed my tiny skirt again.

It didn’t help. I’d been told to report to the dungeon.

**

The dungeon was cold and dark, the kind of place where shadows played tricks on your mind. My heart raced as I stepped inside, the thick iron door creaking shut behind me. Chains clinked against the stone walls, and my boots echoed on the cold floor as I was led deeper into the room. The dim lights cast long shadows over the rusted shackles and leather straps hanging from the walls. This was where Girlwonder was supposed to break—where I was supposed to break.

I’d heard about this place all night, the whispers of what happened down here. My costume—tight, skin-hugging, revealing—felt more like a taunt than protection. The iconic emblem stretched across my chest, the red cape trailing behind me as I stepped into the role of the superheroine. But tonight, I wasn’t the hero. Not anymore. Tonight, I was the victim.

Two men—hulking, dominant, their eyes gleaming with lust and power—waited for me. They were dressed as villains, their leather-clad forms radiating control. They grinned as I approached, looking me up and down like prey.

"Girlwonder," one of them said, his voice low and mocking. "What a surprise. And here I thought you were supposed to be ... invincible."

The audience watched from the shadows, eager eyes tracking every move. The pressure was on, and I was determined to play my part, to resist for as long as I could.

"I'll never give in," I said, my voice firm, but inside, the knot of nerves twisted tighter.

They laughed, the sound echoing around the stone walls. The taller of the two men, his face masked, stepped forward and grabbed my wrist, yanking me close. His fingers were rough, squeezing just hard enough to hurt but not leave a mark.

"We'll see about that," he hissed in my ear, sending a shiver down my spine.

I struggled against him, my heart pounding as I tried to pull away. But it was no use. He was stronger than me. They both were. And with that realization, something inside me shifted—something darker, something that craved the loss of control.

Before I knew it, they had me pinned against the wall, my arms stretched out, shackled to the cold iron chains. The metal dug into my wrists as I tugged, testing the restraints, but there was no escape. I was trapped, fully at their mercy, and that thought sent a rush of heat straight between my legs.

They circled me like predators, teasing and taunting, their hands roaming over my body, peeling my costume away, brushing against the exposed skin of my thighs, my chest. I clenched my fists, trying to stay in character, trying to resist. But their fingers were relentless, exploring every inch of me, tugging at the hem of my costume until it slid up, exposing more of my flesh.

"You’re not so strong now, are you?" the second man said, his fingers trailing along the waistband of my panties, just teasing enough to drive me wild. I bit down on my lip, trying to keep the moan from escaping, but fuck, it was so hard to stay focused.

Their words, their hands, everything about them was meant to break me down. And I could feel myself slipping, already.

The taller one pulled out a vibrator, clicking it on with a low hum. "Let’s see how much you can resist, Girlwonder," he said, his voice dripping with cruelty as he slid the toy between my legs, pressing it hard against my clit.

My body jerked at the sensation, my legs instinctively spreading wider, trying to escape the overwhelming pleasure. But the shackles held firm, forcing me to stay in place, forcing me to endure the relentless buzz against my most sensitive spot. I whimpered, my thighs trembling as the vibrations pulsed through me.

"Look at her," the second man said, his voice filled with amusement. "She’s already starting to crack."

"No ..." I gasped, shaking my head. "I won’t ..."

But the moan that escaped my lips betrayed me. My hips bucked against the vibrator, the need for release becoming more and more unbearable with every passing second.

They laughed, watching as I squirmed, my body betraying every ounce of willpower I had left. The audience shifted, murmuring among themselves, their eyes glued to the scene unfolding before them.

"You're not so strong, are you?" the man with the vibrator whispered, leaning in close. "You’re just a weak little thing, pretending to be a hero."

The words burned in my ears, the shame mixing with the pleasure in a twisted, filthy cocktail that made me tremble. My breathing quickened, my body arching as they toyed with me, pushing me closer and closer to the edge. I could feel it building, the orgasm threatening to break me apart, and fuck, I didn’t know if I wanted to stop it or give in completely.

"I’m not weak ... I’m strong ..." I tried to say, but the words dissolved into a moan as the vibrator pulsed harder, sending me spiraling toward that inevitable release.

The second man grabbed my chin, forcing me to look at him. "You’re nothing but our plaything now," he said, his voice dark and commanding. "Admit it."

I couldn’t hold back anymore. The orgasm ripped through me, my body shaking uncontrollably as the pleasure crashed over me in waves. I moaned loudly, my legs trembling as the vibrator sent another shock of pleasure straight through my core.

"That’s it," the man said, his fingers tightening on my chin. "Admit that you belong to us."

I swallowed hard, forcing myself to hold my head high. My body was still trembling from the relentless teasing, the vibrator buzzing lightly between my legs, just enough to keep me on edge but not enough to push me over again. I could feel my resolve slipping, but I wouldn’t give in. Not yet. Not like this.

"I don’t belong to anyone," I managed to say, though my voice wavered, betraying the tension in my body.

The two men exchanged a glance, their lips curling into smirks. The one holding my chin let his hand drift lower, grazing over my chest with deliberate slowness. His fingers found my nipples, already sensitive and hard from the constant teasing, but he didn’t pinch or pull them like I expected. Instead, he flattened his palm against my breast, stroking my nipple gently as he moved his palm across it, making soft, warm circles with his hand.

The sensation was maddening—soft and sweet, yet persistent. I gasped, my hips involuntarily pushing forward, seeking more friction. My body was betraying me, every nerve alive and screaming for release, but I still refused to let go.

"You are strong, I’ll give you that," the second man said, his voice low as he trailed a finger down my spine. "But even the strongest break."

He wasn’t rough with me either. Instead, his fingers explored me, teasing down my back, brushing over the curve of my ass. I tensed as he picked up a small, smooth vibrator from the table beside him. My breath hitched when I felt the cold tip of it press against my ass, not penetrating me, just teasing the sensitive skin around it. The light buzzing sent shockwaves through my body, pulling me further into the mix of pleasure and torment.

They weren’t hurting me, weren’t forcing me—yet every slow, deliberate touch was chipping away at my defenses. I could feel myself getting wetter, my body responding to every stroke of their hands, every buzz of the vibrator teasing my ass. But I kept my jaw tight, determined not to give in.

"You're holding on," the first man whispered, his hand still caressing my nipple with maddening gentleness. "But how much longer can you last like this?"

I bit my lip, refusing to answer, but the truth was I didn’t know. The slow stimulation was driving me wild, pushing me closer to the edge with each passing second. I could feel the tension building in my core, my legs trembling as they kept me standing, chained in place. I was close—too close—but I wasn’t going to beg. Not yet.

The second man slid his vibrator down to collect a smear of my juices from my pussy lips before moving it back up to my asshole, teasing me again and again, never giving me the satisfaction of real release. My breath came in shallow gasps, my body trembling as the soft strokes on my nipples and the vibrating tease against my ass had me spiraling into helpless arousal.

"I’m not ... breaking," I gasped, though my voice sounded far less convincing than I wanted it to.

"Not yet," the first man said, his lips curving into a smile as his hand continued its slow, torturous strokes across my nipples. "But you will."

The vibrator pressed a little harder against me, as if threatening to penetrate me. The increased vibrations sent a jolt of pleasure through me. My hips bucked forward, desperate for more contact, for more pressure, but they kept me right on the edge. My skin was slick with sweat, my body shaking, my nipples so sensitive that every gentle brush of his hand felt like it was unraveling me.

"You’re close," the second man said, his voice thick with amusement. "I can feel it."

I squeezed my eyes shut, trying to hold on, but it was no use. My body was too far gone, too desperate for release. And then, with one more pass of the vibrator against my ass and the gentle stroke of his palm over my nipples, I felt the orgasm hit me.

It was slow at first, like a wave rising up inside me, growing stronger and stronger until it consumed me completely. My body convulsed, my thighs shaking as the pleasure crashed over me in waves. I came with a low, trembling moan, my breath hitching in my throat as they continued to tease me through it, drawing out every last bit of pleasure.

I could barely stand, my legs shaking, my whole body trembling with the aftershocks of the orgasm that had just torn through me, but my tormentors didn’t care. They kept working on me.

The first man continued stroking my nipples, slow and gentle, as if he had all the time in the world. The vibrator still buzzed against my ass, keeping me on that high, pushing me toward another peak.

"Let’s see you come again," one of them said.

I shook my head, trying to resist, but my body betrayed me. I was too sensitive, too overwhelmed, and as his hand slid back between my legs, teasing my swollen clit, I felt another orgasm building, faster and harder than the first. My nipples throbbed under the constant attention, every stroke of his hand sending electric shocks through my chest, making my breath come in ragged gasps.

I came again, harder this time, my body convulsing as the pleasure ripped through me. My head fell back, my mouth open in a silent scream as I trembled in their grasp. But still, I didn’t break.

"Admit it," the first man said, his voice still soft, still teasing. "You belong to us."

I was shaking, barely able to think straight, but I clenched my jaw, refusing to say the words. Refusing to give them that satisfaction.

"I ... won’t..." I gasped, my voice hoarse, my whole body aching from the relentless stimulation.

"Then we’ll just keep going," the second man said, the vibrator buzzing harder now, beginning to open me up, pushing me toward another peak.

I could feel it building, another orgasm right there, just waiting to tear me apart. My nipples ached, my clit throbbed, my ass buzzed with that steady pressure, and yet I held on. I didn’t break.

I wouldn’t.

“That’s it," the man whispered, leaning close, his lips brushing the shell of my ear. "You know it’ll be easier if you just admit it. You belong to us."

I clenched my teeth, forcing back a sob, my breath ragged. My whole body shook from the overload of sensations, the relentless teasing that left my mind foggy, my will crumbling. The vibrator buzzed against my ass, its soft hum never easing, while the other man's hands continued their slow, torturous strokes over my nipples. I was trembling, my legs barely holding me up as they kept me dangling at the edge of pleasure and pain.

"I don’t ... I won’t ..." My voice sounded weak even to me, but I forced the words out. I wouldn’t break. Not like this. Not for them.

The first man smirked, his fingers sliding down my jawline to grip my throat. His thumb pressed lightly against my windpipe, cutting off a fraction of my breath. My pulse raced under his touch, fear mixing with the raw, overwhelming pleasure still coursing through me.

"You're still resisting," he said, shaking his head. "But it’s only a matter of time, sweetheart. We'll make sure of that."

The other man knelt down between my legs, his breath hot against the insides of my thighs. I could feel him watching me, studying my every reaction. He pressed the vibrator harder against me, forcing it perhaps half an inch into my ass while his fingers slipped between my pussy lips, spreading the wetness that had already drenched me. I gasped, my body jolting forward, desperate for more contact but dreading where this was going.

"Look at her," he murmured, a low chuckle rumbling in his chest. "She’s fucking soaking. She wants this."

His fingers found my clit, pinching it just hard enough to make me wince, the sudden pain a stark contrast to the teasing strokes on my nipples. I whimpered, the sharpness of it shooting straight through me. My hips jerked, my body unable to escape the sensations.

"Please ... stop," I breathed, my head falling back, chest heaving. But my plea wasn’t convincing, even to myself.

"Stop?" the man between my legs echoed, amusement dripping from his voice. "Not a chance, baby. We’re just getting started."

His fingers pinched my clit again, harder this time, making me cry out. I tried to squirm away, but they had me locked in place, the metal clamps keeping my wrists stretched above my head, my legs forced apart. They controlled every inch of my body, and it was all too much. The pleasure, the pain—it blurred together, making my thoughts scatter.

The man at my chest switched tactics, abandoning the soft strokes of his hand. His fingers clamped down hard on my nipples, twisting them cruelly, sending a jolt of pure agony through my breasts. I screamed, arching my back, trying to pull away from the pain, but there was no escape.

"That’s right," he growled, his fingers twisting tighter. "Scream for us. Let it all out."

Tears pricked my eyes, blurring my vision as I gasped for breath. My nipples throbbed under his relentless grip, the pain radiating through my chest, but I still refused to give in. My pride, my defiance—it was all I had left.

"She’s not breaking yet," the man between my legs said, his voice low and full of intent. "Let’s see how she handles this."

Without warning, I felt the vibrator force its way past the tight ring of muscles that protected my asshole. I tensed, my body recoiling at the sensation, but they had me pinned in place. The man slowly pushed it deeper inside me, the vibrations filling me in ways I couldn’t block out.

"Fuck!" I cried out, my whole body shaking as the toy invaded me, the vibrations echoing inside me.

"You’re so fucking tight," the man groaned, his fingers spreading my pussy wide open as the toy vibrated deep inside my ass. "God, you must be close again."

I was. I could feel another orgasm building, despite the pain in my nipples, despite the shame burning through me. I hated how much my body responded to them, how easily they could push me to the brink of release again and again.

The man above me grinned, watching the anguish on my face. "You’re going to come for us, aren’t you? Even after all this, you’re still going to fucking come."

I bit my lip, trying to hold it back, but the pressure was too much. My nipples ached, my ass was buzzing with vibrations, and the sharp pulses of pleasure from my clit were driving me insane. I felt my muscles tense, the heat coiling low in my belly as the orgasm built inside me, threatening to break me apart.

"Admit it," the man snarled, his fingers still twisted around my nipples, tugging sharply. "Admit that you belong to us, or we’ll keep going until you fucking scream."

I whimpered, my body betraying me. I couldn’t take any more. I was so close, so fucking close to breaking, but I couldn’t let them win. I wouldn’t let them see me break.

"I ... I won’t," I gasped, my voice barely a whisper, my resolve hanging by a thread.

The man’s smile darkened, his grip tightening on my nipples, sending another wave of sharp pain through me. "Then we’ll make you."

I felt the vibrator inside my ass turn up, the intensity making me buck against the restraints, my breath catching in my throat. My whole body trembled, caught between the conflicting sensations of pleasure and pain, teetering on the edge of another orgasm. It built slowly, creeping up on me, and I couldn’t stop it.

With one final, agonizing twist of my nipples and the relentless buzzing inside me, I came again, my body convulsing as the orgasm tore through me. My vision blurred, my breath ragged, and I screamed—this time, a raw, primal sound that echoed through the dungeon.

But even through the haze of pleasure and pain, I didn’t break. I didn’t say the words they wanted.

I wouldn’t.

Not yet.

I was here to give them a show, to play the game. And I would give them their money’s worth and then some.

"Still resisting," the man to my left murmured, his voice a low growl of amusement. "You’ve got more fight in you than we thought." His fingers twisted cruelly around my nipples again, making my breath hitch, my chest heaving as pain shot through me like a shockwave. The sensation was electric, coursing all the way down to the vibrator in my ass, mixing with the pleasure that had already consumed me.

I was trembling, my muscles weak from the relentless torment. They sent me over the edge again and again, with no hope of escape.

"You like this, don’t you?" the second man taunted, his lips curling into a sadistic smile as he watched me writhe. "Being humiliated. Being toyed with like the little slut you are, in front of everyone."

I shook my head, tears blurring my vision. "No," I whispered, my voice hoarse. But even as I said it, my body betrayed me, the shudder of another impending orgasm rolling through me, betraying the last fragments of my pride. My breath came in short, ragged gasps as I fought against the sensations overwhelming me, but it was a losing battle. They had complete control over my body, pushing me further into the abyss with each calculated move.

The onlookers were closer now, their faces illuminated by the dim dungeon lights. They watched eagerly, their eyes fixed on me, drinking in every moan, every arch of my body, every tremor of pleasure that rippled through me. Some of them were whispering, their words lost in the haze of my suffering, but I could feel their eyes, their hunger.

"You’re putting on quite the show," one of the men sneered, leaning in close to my ear. His hot breath sent a shiver down my spine as he licked the shell of my ear, his teeth grazing my skin. "The crowd loves seeing you like this, Margot. Helpless. On the verge of breaking."

I bit my lip, trying to block out the humiliation. The shame was burning through me, searing me from the inside out, but the pleasure was stronger. The relentless pounding from the vibrating dildo in my ass, the way they worked my tits and clit—it was all too much. My body was on fire, my mind unraveling with every second that passed.

The man at my chest released my nipples, his fingers trailing down my body, nails scraping lightly against my skin. He cupped my breast, squeezing hard, and I whimpered. "You’re going to break soon," he whispered, his hand slipping lower, between my thighs. "We’re going to make sure of it."

I cried out, my body jerking forward against the restraints as he circled my clit with his fingers, teasing me with slow, agonizing strokes. Every nerve in my body screamed with the overload of sensation, my muscles shaking as I tried to hold on to whatever shred of resistance I had left.

"Please," I whispered, my voice barely audible. "Please stop."

"Stop?" the man at my chest chuckled. "We’ve barely begun." His fingers sped up, stroking me with the perfect amount of pressure, pushing me closer to another mind-numbing orgasm. "You’ll beg us to stop, but first you’ll beg us to fuck you. You’ll give in. Just wait."

The second man smirked, kneeling between my legs. His fingers joined the torment, slipping inside me, pumping slowly, methodically. I could feel the slick wetness between my legs, the way my body had given in despite my mind’s protests. "You’re fucking soaked," he growled, his fingers curling inside me. "You love this. Admit it."

"I don’t," I whimpered, but even as I said it, my hips rocked forward, my body seeking more of the stimulation they were dishing out so cruelly. The onlookers murmured in approval, some of them whispering filthy words I couldn’t make out through the fog of pleasure.

"You’re going to come again," the man at my chest said, his voice dark and full of promise. "And when you do, you’ll ask for more. You’ll beg us to fuck you in front of everyone, and we’ll make you come harder than you’ve ever come in your life."

Tears spilled down my cheeks as I shook my head, but my body betrayed me. My legs quivered, my hips bucked, and before I could stop it, another orgasm crashed through me, harder than the last. I screamed, my voice hoarse and broken, my whole body shaking violently as the pleasure consumed me. I couldn’t hold back anymore, couldn’t stop the waves of ecstasy from drowning me.

"That’s it," one of them whispered, his fingers slowing but never stopping their torment. "Come for us, Margot. Show everyone how much you love this."

I was sobbing, my breath coming in gasps, my body convulsing. "Please," I whimpered, my voice barely more than a breath. "Please ... I can’t take any more."

"You can take so much more," the man between my legs growled, his fingers still deep inside me. He twisted them cruelly, pushing against that sweet sensitive spot inside me, making my hips jerk violently in response. "You’ll take whatever we give you. But first ... kiss us both. Beg us to fuck you."

I froze, my heart racing. They wouldn’t stop. Not until I gave in. My chest heaved as I struggled to breathe, the weight of their words sinking in. The onlookers were waiting, eager for me to break. To submit.

I didn’t want to. I wanted to resist, to keep some shred of dignity, but my body was screaming for more. The pleasure was unbearable, every nerve in my body begging for release, even as the shame burned through me like fire.

"Do it," the man above me whispered, his hand gripping my throat lightly. "Kiss us, Margot. Beg us, and we’ll fuck you right here, right now. Give you the cum you want."

I closed my eyes, a tear slipping down my cheek. This was it. They had me. I was breaking. My lips parted, my voice barely a whisper.

"Please ..." I begged, my voice shaking. "Please fuck me."

The men exchanged wicked smiles, and I felt their hands loosen their grip on my body, their fingers tracing up to my lips. "Good girl," one of them said, leaning in close. "Now kiss us."

I did. I kissed them both.

My lips trembled as I leaned in, first brushing against the lips of the man in front of me. His mouth was rough, his kiss demanding, as if he knew he had already won. His hand cupped my chin, tilting my head to the side as he deepened the kiss, his tongue sliding over mine with a hunger that sent a jolt of heat through my body. I could taste him—whiskey and sin—his breath hot against my skin as he groaned softly into my mouth, savoring the moment of my surrender.

The second man wasn’t patient. His hand gripped the back of my neck, pulling me away from the first kiss with an almost feral urgency. He kissed me harder, his lips pressing into mine with a brutal force that made me gasp. His fingers tangled in my hair, yanking just enough to make me wince, but the pain melted into the pleasure as his tongue demanded entry, sliding between my lips, claiming my mouth in a way that left me breathless.

It was over. They had me.

When the second man finally pulled back, I was panting, my lips swollen from the force of their kisses, my body trembling with anticipation. My eyes fluttered open, and I saw the look in their eyes—dark, victorious, filled with lust. I was theirs now, no denying it.

“Good girl,” the first man growled, his voice rough with satisfaction. “Now get down. On your knees.”

Without hesitation, I obeyed. My legs were shaky as they unfastened my restraints, and I slumped to the floor, my knees hitting the cold stone. My hands trembled as I placed them on the ground, offering myself to them, my body weak and aching from the torment they’d put me through. But I was ready. My mind had broken long ago, and all that was left was the desperate need for release.

They wasted no time. One man positioned himself behind me, his hands gripping my hips as he spread my legs wider, forcing me to arch my back, making me fully exposed. The other stood in front of me, his cock already hard, pressing against my lips, demanding entry.

“Suck it,” he commanded, his tone leaving no room for argument.

I opened my mouth, wrapping my lips around him, tasting the salt of his pre-cum as I slid my tongue over the length of him, hollowing my cheeks as I took him deeper. His hand gripped the back of my head, pushing me down onto his cock until it hit the back of my throat, gagging me slightly, but I kept going. I didn’t stop. I couldn’t. Not now.

Behind me, the second man’s cock pressed against my cunt, teasing me for a moment before he thrust inside, hard and rough. The sensation was overwhelming, the stretch of him filling me completely, his hands gripping my hips with bruising force as he pounded into me. My body rocked forward with each thrust, my lips sliding up and down the cock in front of me, my moans muffled by the length filling my mouth.

The sound of their groans filled the room, mixing with the wet, obscene noises of our bodies coming together. My pussy clenched around the cock inside me, each thrust driving me closer to the edge, my body trembling with the intensity of it all. I was lost in it—lost in the feeling of being used, degraded, owned. My mind spun, barely able to keep up with the pleasure that pulsed through me, the sensation of being fucked from both ends pushing me to my limits.

"Look at her," one of them sneered, his voice dripping with contempt. "Our little superheroine, broken and begging for cock."

Tears pricked at the corners of my eyes, but they weren’t from pain. They were from the overwhelming rush of pleasure, from the humiliation, from the fact that I was coming undone. I had fought so hard, resisted so much, but now I was nothing. I had been reduced to this—to a woman on her knees, being used by two men, my body betraying me with every thrust, with every desperate moan that escaped my lips.

The man in front of me pushed deeper, his cock hitting the back of my throat again, making me gag. I could barely breathe, my throat tightening around him as he held me in place, his fingers tangling in my hair, pulling me forward until my nose pressed against his stomach.

Behind me, the other man slammed into me harder, his cock hitting deep, the sound of our bodies slapping together echoing through the room. My clit throbbed with each impact, the vibrations of my impending orgasm building inside me, threatening to shatter me completely.

“Come for us,” the man behind me grunted, his voice low and commanding. “Come like the slut you are.”

I couldn’t stop it. My body convulsed as the orgasm hit me like a tidal wave, my pussy clenching around his cock, my entire body trembling as I screamed against the cock in my mouth. The pleasure was too much, too intense, my mind lost in the haze of it as I came harder than I’d ever come before. My knees buckled beneath me, my body collapsing into the floor, but they didn’t stop. They kept going, pounding into me, using me until there was nothing left.

"Fuck, yes," the man behind me groaned, his pace quickening, his hands digging into my hips as he fucked me with brutal force. "You're ours now."

The man in front of me groaned, too, his hips bucking as he emptied his load into my throat, hot and bitter, his cock pulsing as I swallowed it down, tears streaming down my face from the intensity of it all.

"Take it," he growled, pulling out and stroking himself as the last few drops of cum landed on my face, dripping down my chin. "Take every fucking drop."

The man behind me thrust one final time, deep and hard, and I felt him come inside me, his cock pulsing as he filled me. My body shook with the aftershocks of my own orgasm, my muscles trembling as I collapsed fully onto the floor, spent and broken.

They had won. I was completely and utterly broken. My superheroine persona was shattered, my body nothing more than a tool for their pleasure. I lay there, covered in cum, my chest heaving as I struggled to catch my breath.

And the crowd ... the crowd was closing in.

**

I was too far gone to resist anymore. I was Girlwonder, or at least I had been. Now, I was just broken. Completely and utterly fucked. The dungeon’s dim light flickered, the shadows of the onlookers moving, shifting, as they crowded closer, their eyes locked on me as I knelt on the floor.

The man behind me grunted, slamming into my ass with a brutal force that made my breath catch in my throat. His hands gripped my hips hard, pulling me back against him as he thrust deeper. Each stroke was rougher than the last, each impact pushing my face harder into his trophy wife’s cunt. I had my face buried between her legs, my tongue moving in sync with the relentless fucking, tasting her pussy juices, her breathy moans filling my ears.

“Good girl,” she whispered, her voice laced with pleasure as she gripped my hair tightly, guiding my mouth over her clit. She had no shame, no hesitation. She was riding my face like she owned it, her fingers tugging at my hair, her hips grinding against me as I licked and sucked her to the edge. Her moans grew louder, more desperate, her body trembling under my touch.

I had no control left. My arms were limp, my legs trembling. I was stretched open in ways I never imagined, taking everything they gave me, my mouth working mechanically as I ate her out, trying to please her as best I could even as the man behind me stretched my ass wide, his cock plunging deeper with every thrust.

“God, you’re such a fucking whore,” he growled, his fingers digging into my flesh as he pounded harder. “Is this what Girlwonder was made for? Being fucked like this? Being passed around and used by everyone?”

His words stung, but it was true. That’s what I had become. I had surrendered completely to them, to the degradation, to the overwhelming sensations that tore through my body, leaving me weak, vulnerable, and shattered. I couldn’t even recognize myself anymore. The once-powerful superheroine was gone, replaced by this ... this broken thing, barely able to think beyond the next thrust, the next flick of my tongue, the next orgasm forced out of me.

The trophy wife above me bucked her hips as she came, her cries of pleasure mingling with the wet sounds of my mouth working her over. I felt her legs tighten around my head, her body shaking as she rode out her orgasm. Her husband laughed, his pace quickening as he chased his own release, slamming into my ass with an unforgiving rhythm. My knees ached from the rough stone floor, my arms shaking as I tried to hold myself up, but it was too much.

It was all too much.

He pulled my head up from between his wife’s legs, yanking on my hair, forcing me to arch my back as he continued to fuck me from behind. My vision blurred with tears as I stared blankly ahead, my body trembling uncontrollably, every muscle strained to its limit.

“Tell them,” he growled in my ear, his voice rough. “Tell everyone what you are.”

“I—” My voice cracked, barely above a whisper. “I’m ...”

“Louder, slut!” His hand came down on my ass with a sharp crack, sending a jolt of pain through me.

“I’m a whore!” I sobbed, my voice breaking. “I’m a fucking whore. Just ... just use me. Please.”

The words left my lips before I could stop them, spilling out in a rush of desperation. The shame burned through me, but I couldn’t hold it back anymore. I was broken, shattered beyond repair.

“Good girl,” he sneered, his hips slamming into mine one last time before I felt him twitch inside me. His cock pulsed deep in my ass as he came, filling me with hot, thick cum. I moaned weakly, my body convulsing from the force of it, every muscle in my body tense as I felt another unwanted orgasm building.

He pulled out slowly, leaving me gasping for breath, my body collapsing forward onto the cold floor. But it wasn’t over. A woman was approaching me, her eyes dark with hunger, eager to take her turn with me.

And I couldn’t stop her.

I closed my eyes. My mind was a blur, lost in the haze of pain and pleasure, the line between the two long since erased. I didn’t know how much more I could take. Every muscle in my body ached, every nerve felt raw, exposed, as if one more touch would push me past the point of no return.

And then I felt a hand, her hand—softer than the rest, gentler—slide across my skin. My eyes fluttered open, blurry with exhaustion, to see her kneeling beside me. She was older than the others, maybe in her fifties, with sharp, calculating eyes and a smile that sent a shiver through me. There was no rush to her movements, no urgency in her touch. She was calm. Methodical.

And I knew right then that she was going to ruin me in a way all the others hadn’t managed to.

"Such a pretty thing," she murmured, her voice soft, almost tender as she knelt beside me. Her fingers brushed over my breasts, trailing down my stomach, and I flinched instinctively, my body hypersensitive to even the lightest touch. “You’ve been through so much, haven’t you, Girlwonder? But you’re still holding on. Still not completely broken. Let’s see if we can change that.”

Her fingers found my pussy, and I gasped, my hips jerking involuntarily as she stroked me gently, her touch far more controlled than any of the men who’d had me before. It felt almost kind. But I wasn’t naive enough to believe that it was.

She was playing with me, teasing me, like a cat with its prey.

I bit my lip, trying to stifle the moan that bubbled up in my throat as she circled my clit with skilled fingers, slow and deliberate, building the tension with an agonizing precision. The rest of the room faded away, the crowd, the other guests—they didn’t matter anymore. It was just me and her, and I was at her mercy.

I came once, quickly, my body betraying me as her fingers worked me with practiced ease, sending me spiraling into another unwanted climax. My thighs clenched around her hand, my body shuddering as the pleasure rippled through me, but she didn’t stop. She didn’t even slow down.

“Good girl,” she whispered, her breath hot against my ear as she continued to stroke me. “That’s it, Girlwonder. Give in.”

I whimpered, my hands clenching into fists, my back arching off the floor as she brought me to the edge again. Her fingers moved faster now, relentless, pushing me higher, harder. My head thrashed from side to side, tears stinging my eyes as I came again, my orgasm crashing through me like a wave, leaving me breathless, gasping for air.

But still, she didn’t stop.

My mind was a mess of incoherent thoughts, my body wracked with pleasure and pain, my legs shaking uncontrollably as she dragged out every ounce of sensation she could from me. It was too much. I couldn’t take it anymore. I was falling apart, coming undone with every stroke of her fingers, every gentle, calculated touch.

Then her hand moved lower, slipping inside me with a deliberate slowness that made my breath catch in my throat.

“No, please...” I whimpered, my voice barely a whisper, but she didn’t listen. My pussy was so sore.

Her fingers slid deeper, stretching me in ways I’d never felt before, her thumb pressing firmly against my clit as she finger-fucked me with such skill that my vision blurred. Another orgasm built inside me, despite the burning ache between my legs, and I was powerless to stop it.

She kept going, her hand moving in and out, slick with my arousal, filling me more than I’d ever been filled before.

But then... she didn’t stop at her fingers.

I felt her other hand spread me open wider, her touch slow, careful. And then... the pressure.

“Oh god, no...” I gasped, my eyes widening as I realized what she was doing.

Her fist.

I’d never been fisted before. Never even imagined it.

But she was determined to make me take it.

“Relax,” she murmured, her voice low, soothing, as she continued to push inside me, stretching me impossibly wide. “You can take it. You’ll love it.”

My legs trembled, my body tensing as the pressure built inside me, my pussy stretched to its limit. It hurt. It hurt so much, but there was pleasure there too, dark and twisted, mingling with the pain in a way that made my head spin. My breath came in ragged gasps, my mind screaming for me to stop, but my body—my traitorous body—craved more.

Slowly, carefully, she worked her fist into me, her eyes locked on mine the whole time, watching every flicker of emotion that crossed my face. I felt like I was being torn apart, my body giving way, yielding to her touch, and I hated how much it turned me on. I hated that I wanted this. Needed it.

And then she was inside me, fully.

My body shuddered violently, my hips jerking as the sensation overwhelmed me, the fullness, the pressure, the sheer intensity of it. I screamed—a long, guttural sound that echoed off the walls of the dungeon—as she twisted her fist inside me, sending me spiraling into another orgasm, harder and faster than the last.

I had no control left. None.

I came again, harder than ever, my body convulsing around her hand, my mind shattered, broken.

She gave me a moment and then she went to work.

Her fist moved slowly at first, each thrust calculated, deliberate, as if she was testing the limits of what my body could take. My pussy was stretched so wide, I could feel every inch of her knuckles, every ridge of her skin as she worked me open, deeper and deeper. My legs shook uncontrollably, my thighs slick with sweat and cum, my body strung tight like a bowstring, on the edge of something so intense I couldn’t even comprehend it.

I gasped, my breath ragged, my mind swirling in a haze of pain and pleasure. The sensation was unlike anything I’d ever felt before—too much, and not enough all at once. My head thrashed from side to side, my fingers clawing at the dungeon floor as I tried to ground myself, tried to hold on to something, anything, but there was nothing. Just her hand, working me open, pushing me further than I’d ever gone before.

“Good girl,” she murmured, her voice smooth, dark, as her fist twisted inside me. “You’re doing so well.”

I moaned, my body trembling, my muscles screaming in protest as she increased the pace, her fist sliding in and out of me faster, harder. The pressure built, unbearable, overwhelming. My pussy clenched around her, my body involuntarily tightening, trying to reject the intrusion, but I was too far gone.

Then it started to change. Her pace quickened, and with each thrust, it felt like I was being punched from the inside. Each hit sent a jolt of pain and pleasure rocketing through me, my body jerking with the force of it, my breath caught in my throat.

“Oh god,” I gasped, my voice cracking as the rhythm became relentless, brutal. “Oh fuck, fuck, fuck ...”

She didn’t let up. Her hand pounded into me, deeper, harder, faster. It felt like my insides were being torn apart, the pressure building to the point where I thought I might burst, but the pleasure ... the pleasure was blinding. It consumed me, took over everything. The pain, the shame, the humiliation—none of it mattered anymore. All that was left was the fire coursing through my veins, the raw, aching need that grew stronger with every thrust of her fist.

My back arched off the floor, my legs quivering uncontrollably as she punched into me over and over again, each thrust driving me closer to the edge of something I couldn’t even name. I felt myself breaking apart, unraveling, as the pain and pleasure fused together, blurring the lines between them until I didn’t know where one ended and the other began.

“Come for me,” she growled, her voice harsh now, her hand unrelenting. “I want to feel you come around my fist.”

I screamed. Loud. Long. My voice echoed off the walls of the dungeon as I came harder than I’d ever come in my life. My body convulsed violently, my hips bucking wildly as my orgasm ripped through me, tearing me apart from the inside out. My vision blurred, my breath stolen from my lungs, and I couldn’t stop shaking, couldn’t stop coming.

But she didn’t stop. She kept going, her fist hammering into me, pushing me through the orgasm, dragging me toward another one. I couldn’t take it. I couldn’t hold on anymore.

“Please ... oh god ... please...”

Another orgasm hit me, harder, fiercer, and my body gave out, collapsing against the cold stone floor as the world went white around the edges. My screams faded into broken gasps, my limbs trembling uncontrollably as wave after wave of pleasure washed over me.

Then everything went dark.

The last thing I felt was her hand still inside me, stretching me, breaking me.
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Surrounded by murderous traitors hiding in plain sight and faithful heirs who will do anything to survive, how can you know who to trust?





Welcome to Inheritance Island—Come for the million dollars. Stay for the thrills and kills.


Gold Medal Diaries

Welcome to the Olympic Village, where the world's elite athletes are free to explore their deepest, most forbidden taboos.

Standalone Stories

Falling Star

The President, His Brother, and the Movie Star

She was America’s sweetheart. Now, she’s nothing at all.
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