
        
            
                
            
        

    
Night Taxi: The Price of Pleasure

Lesbian erotic tale of domination, submission, and forbidden backseat games
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“No matter which page you open… you’ll lose control.”

Serie: Unleashed Desires — Vol. 1
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AUTHOR’S NOTE & ACCESS WARNING

READ THIS BEFORE YOU TURN THE PAGE

This is not soft.
This is not sweet romance.
This is Unleashed Desires — raw, dark, unapologetic.

Total control. Absolute power. Pleasure pushed to the edge.

The first chapters tease. Nyx commands cold. A trembling girl. A taxi at night. Tension. Desire sparking.

But from Chapter 3 onward, you cannot escape. Enter at your own risk.

From that point on, the language turns darker, rougher, and far more explicit.
What was suggested becomes shown — nothing is softened, nothing is implied.

City lights vanish. Rules disappear. Extreme play. Unstoppable passion. Risk in public. Total surrender. Pleasure that burns. Nothing is held back.

WHO THIS BOOK IS FOR:

	Adults 18+ only. 

	Those who crave surrender so deep it erases her name. 

	Those who love stories where desire is power — and pleasure is both reward and punishment. 



The doors are locked.

The meter is running.

Nyx is waiting… and she’s just arriving.

Step inside, if you dare.
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Part 1 – Naked, One Untouched Access

“Did they really leave you like this?”

The back door of the taxi slams shut. The night vibrates.

The interior instantly fills with naked, trembling, sweat-slick flesh. The girl gasps hard. Her firm curves rise and fall with a life of their own.

Sensitive peaks stand rigid against the bite of cold air. She presses her thighs together, trying to hide her core. It glistens. Shines. She is already soaked.

She’s completely naked. Exposed. Trapped in the wrong damn taxi.

“I bet everything…” she whispers, her voice broken, not daring to lift her gaze.

Nyx watches her through the rearview mirror. Calm. Dangerous. With the stillness of someone who’s already won before dealing the cards. Her black eyes strip the girl more than she already is.

“Everything?” Nyx asks.

“Yes…”

“You sure? Did you really bet it all?”

The girl hesitates. Swallows with a wet sound. Her fingers slip over her slick intimacy, trying to cover the inevitable.

“Did you bet that most hidden part too?” Nyx’s voice drops. Husky. Sharp. “Or did you save that one?”

The girl lifts her eyes. Disoriented. Scared. Aroused to the edge of panic. The untouched spot clenches just hearing it named.

“No… I don’t think so…”

A half-smile curves Nyx’s lips. “Perfect. Then you still have something to offer.”

Nyx takes a deep breath. “It fires my blood just imagining it.”

The taxi pulls away smoothly. Decisively. The engine purrs low, complicit.

“Where are you headed?”

“The New District…”

“Fuck. That’s far. And they left you without cash too, right?”

Silence falls heavy. Electric. Only the girl’s ragged breathing and the distant murmur of the city.

“Then you’re going to pay with that tight forbidden corner you’ve got back there,” Nyx says, her eyes locked on the mirror.

“Get ready… because I’m claiming it for myself.”

The girl’s eyes widen. Fear. Raw desire.

Nyx drives with one hand steady on the wheel. The other has already slipped inside her own clothes. She seeks her own pleasure without breaking eye contact, devouring the girl as she drives.

“Come on, beautiful. Open up now. I want to see it live.”

“Now…?”

“Right now. Or I slam the brakes and throw you naked into the street so everyone can see: your center spread wide, your curves trembling, your body bouncing as you run.”

She swallows hard with a clumsy sound. Almost chokes.

She parts her legs slowly. Trembling like a leaf. Thighs separate with effort. Revealing her inner sanctum: swollen, flushed lips. Sensitive button exposed. Entrance throbbing. Dripping uncontrollably.

City lights slide over the wet flesh, making it glisten obscenely. She catches her reflection in the window glass: pale silhouette, rigid peaks, open center.

Exposed. Available to any gaze.

“More,” Nyx commands. The order yanks her from her thoughts.

“Open like the good gambler you are. Show me everything. Let me see that untouched spot. Lift it high.”

She obeys. Spreads until it burns. Hips raised.

Everything offered: the flushed center dripping shamelessly; the hidden point tender and pink, clenching under the gaze.

“You know what drives me wild about you?” Nyx whispers, voice low, filthy, perfectly controlled.

“That little corner no one’s ever touched… and I’m going to be the first. I’ll open it inch by inch until you don’t even know your own name and all you can scream is mine.”

The girl moans loud. Broken. The sound fills the taxi like a visceral echo.

The city lights fade behind them. The world blurs into liquid streaks.

“Touch your center. Now. I want you empowered by lust before I take that spot.”

The girl’s hand drops fast. She rubs the edges hard. Fingers slide endlessly. Long, intense moans fill the taxi.

“Like this, Nyx…?”

“Harder. Slide your fingers in. One. Two. Give yourself to me until you explode right in front of my eyes.”

She obeys like a well-trained pet. Buries two fingers deep.

Starts pumping without rhythm, without control. The center sounds obscene—wet slaps mixing with broken moans. A good-girl face completely lost in the lowest lust.

Nyx swerves into a dead industrial street. Black factories. Silence. Darkness.

She brakes hard. The girl’s body lurches forward. Center exposed even more.

Nyx kills the position lights. The taxi plunges into suffocating shadow.

The cab becomes a pressure cooker of human heat, sweet sweat scent, and the rhythmic wet sounds of the girl’s fingers plunging into her own slickness.

Nyx steps out. The crunch of her boots on gravel rings like a metallic, dry sentence slicing the icy air.

The back door flies open. The impact is brutal: night air, stagnant and cold, bites the girl’s sweat-slick skin, evaporating her arousal in seconds.

Brutally reminding her she’s naked and at the mercy of a stranger in the middle of nowhere.

Nyx slides in. Closes.

The door slams shut, sealing the bubble of perversion again. The space shrinks, dense, thick with heat and the scent of surrender.

“Lift those hips now.”

She rises trembling. A perfect raised offering. Her hidden point throbs with fear. Her center drips onto the leather.

“Relax that corner,” Nyx warns, low and firm.

“Or it’s going to hurt more.”
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Part 2 – Total Surrender, The First Claim

Nyx doesn’t wait. She slides a finger straight into the forbidden ring.

First she teases the tight entrance, slow, provoking. Then she pushes in deep, twisting, carving her way.

With her other hand she rubs the sensitive peak in fast, hard circles, merciless.

“Do you feel it, pet?” she forces her to look. “You saved this for me. This spot is mine now. Don’t look away while I stretch you open.”

The rhythm is relentless. Opening the untouched circle inch by inch.

The other hand never stops: finding the drenched depths of her center, squeezing, rubbing the peak until pleasure hurts.

“I’m coming… I’m coming from back there… I’m coming…!”

“Come for me. Spill everything. Scream that this spot belongs to me.”

She explodes. The cry comes raw, animal. Her body arches violently. Hot waves of surrender soak the seat and Nyx’s thighs.

The finger stays buried in her hidden sanctum, moving without mercy. She shakes uncontrollably, legs spread to the limit, completely unraveled.

Tears of ecstasy slide down her cheeks.

“Still… my legs are still trembling…” she gasps, the forbidden ring pulsing around the finger, the center flushed and swollen.

“And we’re just getting started.”

Nyx pulls her hand out slowly. It glistens, triumphant. She brings it to her mouth.

“Suck it. Taste your own surrender.”

She obeys. Wraps her tongue around the finger. Sucks, savoring her own yielding.

She remains spread, sweat-slick. Femininity flushed and heavy. Forbidden ring throbbing, slightly opened.

“On all fours. Now.”

“Here…?”

“Right here. Or I drop you on the asphalt and we do it there.”

She turns clumsily, knees sinking into the hot leather. Rear raised, perfect, tense, damp. The essence of her desire drips between trembling thighs.

Nyx opens the glove compartment. Pulls out a black toy, long, curved, thick as a forearm. She strokes it slowly, almost tenderly, as if it were a scepter of power.

“You know what drives me crazy about you?”

“What…?”

“That you haven’t opened your mouth once to tell me to stop. You’re completely surrendered. A pet who wants to be claimed entirely.”

She only moans and nods. Nyx kneels behind. Runs the thick tip along the center’s edge, without entering. Just teasing. Slow torture.

“Where do you want this? Beg for it with that filthy mouth.”

“In my center… please… take me in my center… drive it deep…”

She thrusts in hard to the halfway point. The moan comes long, filthy, surrendered; her body arches on its own.

“Like this, pet?”

“Yes… damn… deeper… break me…”

“What a hungry center you have…” she sinks deeper. “It swallows so easily, like it’s been waiting its whole life.”

Nyx starts moving with power. Hips slap with wet smacks. The seat creaks.

The girl grips the headrest, moaning like a creature in heat. Curves hanging and swaying wildly.

“You’re going to come again. You’re going to soak my toy.”

“I can’t… not anymore… I’m broken…”

“You come anyway, pet. Because I command it.”

She buries the length fully, pulls almost out, slams back in with force. Her hand drops to the sensitive peak, rubbing wildly, pinching.

The girl screams, trapped on the edge.

“More?”

“Yes…”

“Do you want me to claim that hidden spot too? To stretch it until nothing else fits?”

She nods frantically, tears falling.

“Yes… take my hidden spot, Nyx… break my hidden spot… drive it all the way in… please… destroy me…”

Nyx pulls the slick toy from the center. Presses it against the tight forbidden ring and pushes.

First slow, testing how the flesh resists. Then firm, steady. The flesh trembles. Yields. The untouched circle stretches around the thick length.

“Relax for me while I split you open.”

She breathes and pushes back like a good girl.

“Ahhh… yes… it’s going in… damn, it’s going in… it hurts so good…”

It slides all the way. Everything inside.

The girl collapses forward with a broken moan, as if coming undone. Her most private depth filled to the limit, stretched, throbbing.

Nyx moves with a brutal, commanding rhythm. One hand gripping the hip, fingers digging into flesh. The other kneading the curves, pinching peaks until she squeals.

“Do you love being used like this? Being taken completely?”

“Yes… damn, yes… you’re destroying me…!”

“Who owns this hidden spot now? Say it.”

“Yours…! All yours…! My hidden spot is yours!”

The orgasm hits like a blow without warning.

She comes writhing, her inner walls clenching the toy in violent spasms, the center dripping uncontrollably onto the seat.

Tears of pleasure stream down her face. Raw cries echo inside the closed cab.

Nyx pulls the toy out slowly, letting the flesh react with a wet, heavy sound.

The tip exits with a small pop, a trickle of slickness spills along her skin, slides down her center, and drips onto the leather.

She leaves her on all fours. Exhausted. Shaking. Ruined.

The girl’s body is a living wreck: sweat plastered to her back, face and curves pressed against hot leather, center flushed and swollen still dripping slow threads down her thighs.

The forbidden ring remains open, flushed deep, pulsing with visible spasms. Dripping slick mixed with traces of her own release. It’s a place that no longer fully closes. Breathing. Begging for more even if the body can’t.

Nyx wipes the toy calmly, almost lovingly, rubbing the black length against the girl’s inner thighs until it shines again.

She stores it in the glove compartment. Closes. The metallic click sounds like a lock.

She returns to the driver’s seat. Starts the engine.

The taxi leaves the darkness of the factories and bites back into the main avenues. The interior floods with streetlamp and neon glow.

Each light sweeps over the naked body like a cruel spotlight: red marks on hips, sweat gleaming on her back, rear raised.

The stretched hidden spot that doesn’t fully close, the swollen center cooling.

The girl, still on all fours and shaking, tries to bury her face in the black leather seat, as if she could vanish. No escape.

At every red light, the outside world seems ready to peer through the glass and see her like this: used, open, unable to close.

Nyx drives slowly. No hurry. Glances in the mirror every few seconds. Smiles crooked.

“I’ll drop you at your door, pet.”

They reach the building. Nyx double-parks. Lights on, engine running.

The girl steps out naked from head to toe. Night air licks her open center, stretched forbidden ring, rigid peaks.

She stumbles away, rear bouncing with every unsteady step. Slickness trailing down her inner thighs. Bare feet on pavement.

She turns once at the doorway. Naked. Exposed under the streetlamp. Hidden spot and center still open to the street.

Looks at Nyx without a word. Just breathes hard. Eyes glassy, face flushed with shame and lingering pleasure.

Nyx gives her a slow, dangerous smile.

The girl disappears inside the building, trembling, hidden depths still stretched, center pulsing weakly.

Nyx returns to the taxi. Sits. Breathes deep.

The scent of sex, sweat, and slickness clings to every inch of leather. She pulls away. The taxi vanishes into the night.

But tomorrow… she’ll be parked outside the bar again.

And it will be even worse.
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Part 3 – Two Tongues in Forbidden Play, The Fare for the Ride

Another night.

Nyx is already parked right outside the dyke bar.

Engine purring like a predator lying in wait.

This isn’t patience—it’s pent-up fucking hunger.

She’s had her hands locked on the wheel for ten minutes, but her pulse is hammering. She’s already soaked. Not because of them. Because she knows exactly what always happens next.

The two sluts stumble in laughing, drunk off cheap liquor and raw, filthy need.

One dives straight into the back seat behind Nyx, skirt hiked up to her waist with zero shame.

The other plops right in the middle, legs spread wide from the jump: skirt so short her swollen pussy lips are already peeking out, no panties, no fucking manners.

Puffy.

Glistening.

Throbbing.

Her clit bulging like it’s begging to get claimed.

“Straight to the center, gorgeous,” one rasps, voice thick with bottom-shelf whiskey and pure, nasty lust.

“But take it slow, yeah?” the other adds, locking eyes with Nyx in the rearview like she already knows this ride’s ending in raw meat, sweat, and gushing squirt-floods.

Nyx floors it without a word.

Words aren’t needed.

The silence already reeks of what’s coming.

She knows the route to downtown cuts straight through the industrial wasteland: dead streets, pitch-black factories like fucking graves, zero lights, zero laws, zero witnesses.

Perfect playground for filthy bitches to go feral with no limits.

In the back, the sluts don’t even last two minutes.

They devour each other’s mouths like animals in heat. Tongues jammed down throats. Teeth clashing. Drool running in thick strings down chins.

One rips the other’s top open with a savage yank. Buttons fly everywhere.

She dives onto those firm fat tits, sucking the nipples like hard candy. Biting. Licking. Leaving angry red welts that burn instantly.

They laugh dirty.

Filthy.

Grope without shame: hands shoved under skirts, fingers sliding through drenched pussies, pinching swollen clits, jamming one, two, three fingers deep.

They sneak glances, knowing Nyx is eye-fucking them in the mirror, slowly rubbing her own clit while she drives.

“Fuckin’ pair of hot dripping sluts,” Nyx mutters, eyes never leaving the road, voice low and dangerous. “You think my cab’s some free fuck motel?”

“Doesn’t bother you, does it, baby?” one answers, while her hand pistons under the other’s skirt. Fingers sloshing obscenely in that gushing cunt.

“Not one fucking bit.”

Beat.

“But it ain’t free. And it ain’t cheap.”

Your tight pussies, juicy asses, and slut mouths are gonna pay for this ride.

Eyes crash in the rearview.

Pure fire.

Challenge fucking accepted.

Heat rising thick like smoke.

Streets empty out as the car plunges deeper into the industrial zone.

Nyx swerves into a side alley between shadows and rusted metal. She kills the engine with slow, electric precision, like she’s savoring the freeze-frame.

Motor dies.

Silence crushes in.

A metallic clang echoes from the abandoned warehouse across the way. The sound mixes with their panting breaths inside.

Outside: nothing.

Inside: heat and the thick reek of pussy already owning every inch.

If someone screams, no one’s hearing shit.

“Alright. Point of no return.”

The girls look at her, still tangled, eyes wide, chests heaving.

Tits out.

Cunts exposed.

“What point?” one asks, smirking, lips swollen from making out.

“The pay-up or get fucked point.”

This stops being a cab. Now it’s my private goddamn playroom.

“Five-star hotel?” the other laughs, fingers still buried in her friend’s dripping hole.

“If you’re lucky.”

Nyx rakes her eyes over them.

“Room rate is your pussies, asses, and mouths.”

No cash.

No excuses.

Strip. Everything. Now.

Silence.

They glance at each other.

Then grin like starving wolves.

No words—just tearing off what’s left.

One’s buck naked in seconds: firm tits bouncing free, nipples rock-hard, shaved pussy leaking down her thighs, round ass quivering with anticipation.

The other flings her panties out the window. Skirt bunched like a belt. Everything on display: swollen pussy, clit standing straight up, pink asshole winking between those cheeks.

“Fucking perfect,” Nyx growls.

She pauses one beat.

“One of you flat on your back, legs spread wide like a good little whore.”

The other on top.

You’re starting with a real 69.

Mouths on cunts.

No escape.

You know how the fare gets paid.

They move instantly.

The bottom one sprawls across the back seat, thighs splayed obscenely. Her cunt shines like a filthy invitation: lips puffy and parted, clit rigid and pulsing, hole gaping and drooling thick juice that runs down her taint to slick her tight pink asshole.

The top one climbs on inverted, knees bracketing her friend’s head. Ass high over the waiting face. Dripping cunt hovering right above eager lips.

She lowers slow, controlling it, until her soaked pussy lips kiss the mouth below.

At the same instant, her own face buries between the wide-open thighs underneath.

Perfect fucking 69.

Symmetric.

Trapped.

Tongues lash out together.

Top girl starts gentle. Flat tongue dragging over the whole cunt. Slow circles around the clit. Sucking noises turning wet and nasty fast.

She shoves two fingers into the already-soaked hole below. Pumps slow. Builds speed.

Bottom girl doesn’t hold back.

Mouth stuffed with strange pussy, she spears her tongue straight into the clit above. Sucks hard. Dips deep into the hot entrance. Laps every fold.

She rams two fingers into the dripping cunt and slides a third down to tease the asshole. Circles. Presses the tight ring without pushing in yet. Just torturing.

Both writhe like bitches in heat.

Hips bucking into mouths.

Asses dropping harder to smother faces.

Fat tits bouncing wildly with every thrust.

“More… fuck… finger-fuck me deeper…” the bottom one moans, voice muffled against the cunt smothering her. “Suck me till I squirt down your throat… wreck me…”

“Shut up and eat, you filthy dyke,” the top one snarls, voice hoarse and broken. “My cunt’s on fire and gushing all over your slut tongue. Suck my clit harder… tongue-fuck me deep…”

They grind.

They thrash.

They fuck each other’s faces raw.

The seat groans like it’s about to snap under the pounding.

Fingers plunging with sloppy wet squelches. Tongues drowning in thick cream. Moans tangled with filthy insults and nasty promises muffled in soaked flesh.

Nyx watches it all.

Hand jammed between her own legs, circling her clit slow. Pussy soaked through her pants. Breathing heavy.

“Make it obvious who really wants to pay, you whores,” she says. “Cum hard for me. I wanna see you gush all over each other’s faces till you’re fucking empty.”

Bottom slut blows first.

She arches hard into the mouth above. Screams raw and choked into the cunt covering her. Hot squirt jets blast her friend’s face and neck, drenching her completely.

She shakes violently.

Cunt pulsing around the fingers.

Asshole clenching empty but desperate, gripping the teasing digit.

Top doesn’t stop.

Tongue buzzing on the spasming clit below. Sucking the orgasm waves brutally.

At the same time she slams her own cunt harder onto the mouth beneath. Fucking the tongue spearing her.

Bottom answers hungrier.

Sucks the clit above like she wants to rip it off. Rams three fingers into the leaking hole.

Then finally shoves her middle finger into the tight asshole.

Slow.

Firm.

To the knuckle.

Top slut shatters.

Screams into the cunt below. Body convulses. Hot squirt floods the mouth and face beneath. Asshole clamps down on the finger fucking it.

The orgasms rip through both.

Bodies jerking like they’re possessed. Moans turning to animal howls echoing in the cab. Juice and spit everywhere. Mixed squirts splashing faces, tits, seats, floor, thighs.

The taxi’s fucking baptized.

Every corner.

Every seam.

Every breath.

They don’t separate.

They keep licking slow. Savoring the mess. Soft tongues now on oversensitive clits. Fingers gliding lazy in stretched cunts and asses.

Both tremble.

Pant.

They kiss with mouths coated in each other’s cum, swapping the salty-sweet taste of their gushes.

Nyx grabs their faces.

Turns them.

Wipes their soaked mouths with her thumb. Sucks it clean.

Smiles.

“Fucking perfect,” she growls. “Now that you two bitches finished fucking each other like sluts in heat… time for me to collect.”

Get out.

Both of you.

Naked.

Out of the cab.

Now.

The girls glance at each other, gasping.

Faces shining with mixed pussy juice.

Tits heaving fast.

Cunts still twitching from the aftershocks.

No time for hesitation.

Nyx yanks the back door open. Industrial air slices in—rust and ice. The animal heat of the cab dies instantly. They freeze; new vulnerability hits. Their flushed bodies steam against the night cold.

“Here…?” one whispers, voice cracking.

“Outside. Both of you.”

And don’t cover a fucking thing.

I want you exposed.

They obey, shaking.

Stepping onto the filthy frozen asphalt rips gasps of pain from them. Under the busted streetlamp’s yellow glow, their skin turns ghostly pale. Punished nipples harden to hurting points under the wind’s whip.

First out is the one who’d been riding face—tits bouncing with every step. Asshole still loose from the fingering. Cunt gaping and glossy.

Then the other. Legs shaky. Round ass quivering. Puffy red pussy still leaking.

No more teasing.

Total surrender.

They’re wrecked in the middle of nowhere, where their screams just bounce off old metal.

Both stand naked on the cold deserted street. Black factories all around. Only the broken lamp lighting their sweaty, marked bodies.
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Part 4 – Feast on the Hood, Two for One

Nyx steps out of the cab slow as fuck, every move deliberate, blood-freezing calm. She slams the door shut—final nail in their safe little coffin—leaving the two sluts naked and shivering in the open air.

Without a word she stalks to the trunk.

Pulls out a harness strapped with a brutal black dildo: thick as a wrist, veiny, long enough to rearrange guts, curved head built to hammer deep spots that make bitches scream.

The leather and metal clink cuts the graveyard silence like a blade.

The girls flinch back on pure instinct, but Nyx already has them pinned with that predator stare—prey marked, ready to be torn apart.

“Against the car. Both of you.”

Asses high.

Legs wide.

Hands flat on the hood.

Right fucking now.

They scramble into position instantly. Palms slap the still-hot metal. Fat tits squash flat against the hood. Cunts and assholes bared to the freezing night air. Thick pussy cream already glued to their trembling thighs.

Nyx steps up behind them.

Straps the harness on tight.

Strokes the monster cock like it’s alive.

“Get ready, you filthy whores.”

You’re about to feel my dick buried balls-deep in both your dripping cunts.

She rubs her palms over their soaked slits first—scoops up handfuls of their hot, sticky juice—and slathers it all over the fat shaft until it gleams.

Lines the swollen head up with the first girl’s gaping pussy.

One brutal thrust.

Halfway in with a single slam.

The bitch screams. Back arches hard. Tits mashed tighter against the hood. Nails gouging paint.

“Fuck… you’re splitting me in half…”

Nyx doesn’t answer.

Just drives deeper.

Whole length rams home. Base smacks wet against swollen lips. Three hard, deep pumps—each one bottoming out.

The girl bows sharper. Raw, guttural scream rips out.

Nyx yanks out sudden—wet, filthy suction sound. Tip shines slick with her cream.

Switches to the second slut.

Lines the dripping head against her hungry hole.

No pause—slams balls-deep in one vicious stroke.

Second bitch shrieks. Ass quakes. Tits bounce wild against the hood.

Nyx hammers five fast, savage strokes—wrecking that tight cunt deep while the first one gasps empty, pussy throbbing and clenching air.

Back to the first.

Still-hot, cream-coated cock plunges in again. Brutal pounding.

Out.

To the second.

In.

Fucks hard.

Out.

Back and forth, relentless.

Deep thrust in one. Pulls free. Slams into the other. Pumps till she howls. Pulls free. Returns to the first.

The dildo switches cunt to cunt, glazed in mixed girl-juice, dripping thick ropes down both sets of shaking thighs.

“That’s it… fuck… take every goddamn inch…” Nyx growls. “Feel me wrecking both your sloppy holes with the same fat cock… one right after the other… no fucking mercy…”

One hand drops to the clit of whichever slut’s getting railed right then—rubs vicious circles while she pounds.

The other hand twists the waiting girl’s nipple—pinches and yanks till she yelps.

Nyx fucks harder.

Full-length strokes slamming in and out of one dripping cunt, then the next. Juice splattering thighs, asphalt, hood.

Both arch back. Asses shoved backward greedy. Mouths gaping in choked screams.

Three deep in one.

Yanks out soaked.

Three in the other.

Yanks out.

Back again.

Cunts pulsing and gripping the thick shaft. Fat tits bouncing like crazy. Sweat dripping everywhere.

Suddenly Nyx rips the dildo free.

Fat head pops out of the stuffed cunt with a loud, obscene slurp. A fresh gush of cream and lube slides down quivering thighs.

Two pussies left gaping—red-raw, twitching with visible spasms, thick shiny juice oozing between swollen lips and dripping onto the cold pavement.

Both assholes clench empty, winking under the busted streetlight.

Nyx unbuckles the harness.

Tosses the dripping monster through the open window onto the passenger seat—where it soaks the upholstery in their combined cunt-slop.

“Good little whores.”

Slow, wicked smile.

“But don’t think you’re done.”

She leans in close.

“On your knees. Both of you.”

Right fucking here.

I want your mouths on my pussy.

Together.

Till I squirt all over your slut faces.

The girls—exhausted, freezing, but still burning—lock eyes for one second.

Tits heaving fast.

Cunts still leaking onto the asphalt.

They drop to their knees in unison on the filthy ground. Knees scrape cold concrete. Faces level with Nyx’s shaved, swollen cunt.

Lips puffy.

Glistening.

Clit standing rigid, begging.

“Tongues out. Both of you.”

Lick me together.

Don’t fucking stop till my cum’s painted across your whole faces.

They dive in.

One locks onto the clit—flat tongue plastered tight, lapping fast and firm. Rapid circles making the swollen nub vibrate. Sucks hard. Lips sealing around it completely.

The other takes the hole—pointed tongue stabbing in and out, tongue-fucking deep. Lapping inner walls. Tasting the fresh flood starting to pour. Nose buried in the mound, inhaling nothing but Nyx’s hot, salty musk.

Nyx fists both heads of hair. Shoves their faces hard into her crotch.

Legs spread to the limit. One boot propped on the hood to open herself wider.

“That’s it… fuck… eat me good…”

Don’t stop.

I wanna feel both your tongues at once.

Nyx tenses.

Legs shaking.

Tits rising and falling fast under the rucked-up shirt.

“More… fuck… don’t you dare stop…”

I’m gonna cum in your mouths…

I want you swallowing every drop…

The sluts obey.

Clit girl sucks harder. Tongue buzzing like a fucking vibrator. Circles speeding up. Lips tugging the hood back.

Hole girl rams her whole tongue inside. Pulls it out dripping. Shoves it back in. Fucking deep and fast. Lips sucking the outer folds while the tongue spears as far as it’ll go.

Both moan into her hot flesh. Vibrations shooting straight to clit and entrance.

Nyx arches. Grips hair tighter. Hips buck forward, grinding against their faces.

“Yes… fuck… like that…”

I’m cumming…

I’m cumming right fucking now…

FUCK…!

The orgasm explodes through her.

Legs quake violently. Body convulses. Long, raw scream echoes down the empty street.

Hot squirt jets blast both faces. One stream nails the mouth sucking her clit. Another soaks the tongue buried in her cunt.

Nyx shakes like she’s possessed. Hips slam forward again and again. Wave after wave of squirt pours down chins, cheeks, necks, tits of the kneeling bitches.

They don’t stop.

Keep licking.

Sucking.

Swallowing.

Tongues dancing over the pulsing cunt. Lapping every drop while Nyx rides it out, cumming again and again until her legs finally give.

She collapses against the hood.

Panting.

Body trembling.

Pussy left red, swollen, hypersensitive.

The girls clean her slow now. Soft tongues tracing folds. Sucking up the last creamy remnants. Licking the trails running down Nyx’s thighs.

They kiss each other over her still-twitching cunt—sharing the salty-sweet taste of her gush, tongues tangled in leftover cum.

Nyx catches her breath bit by bit.

Looks down at them.

Smiles.

“Good whores.”

You paid up nice.

She eyes them kneeling on the freezing asphalt—faces drenched, tits gleaming with spit and pussy juice.

“Get in the cab.”

I’m dropping you sluts downtown now.

The engine roars back to life.

Takes the night.

The moans.

And the promise there’ll be more tomorrow.
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Part 5 – Taste of a Stranger, The Heat Wakes Up

“Hey…” she mumbles as she climbs in, eyes glued to the floor like it’s got all the answers she’s too chickenshit to spit out loud.

Nyx pins her in the rearview.

Tight dress, prim as fuck, no cleavage, no skin, nothing screaming to be grabbed, licked, bitten.

Everything that should be begging for rough hands and hungry mouths is locked away like a goddamn secret.

Legs crossed awkward, hands shaking in her lap, voice cracking like thin glass about to shatter.

“Where to, little slut?”

“Home… Upper Zone.”

The cab pulls away smooth, but the air inside’s already crackling with dirty electricity.

Outside night’s the usual: black, filthy, city lights glittering far off like nothing matters, like the whole damn world knows what’s about to go down in this locked metal box.

“You coming from the lezzie bar?”

“Yeah… well… I went in. Came out. Stood at the door staring. Went back in. Didn’t do shit. Couldn’t.”

“Couldn’t what?”

“Couldn’t get close. Couldn’t ask. Couldn’t touch.”

Couldn’t even look a woman in the eye without my whole body shaking like a leaf.

Nyx’s smile twists, dangerous, lips curling with the promise of breaking every fucking wall she’s built.

“You get wet thinking about women?”

Silence.

Heavy, ragged breathing, like every inhale costs her blood.

“Yeah… fuck, yeah. Always have.”

I cum alone picturing big heavy tits, wide-open glistening cunts, hot tongues licking me slow…

but I’ve never tasted shit. Never felt another mouth on my skin.

“Not even a kiss? Not even seen a pussy up close, smelled it, fingered it?”

“Nothing. Zero.”

I’m dying for it every time I walk into a bar, but I freeze like a fucking idiot.

I stare, soak my panties, then bolt before anyone talks to me.

Nyx drifts into the next lane slow, voice low and lethal, almost a purr that crawls under skin.

“I’m gonna ask you something. Answer honest, virgin whore.”

“Ask…”

“Is your cunt dripping right now? Does it hurt from how swollen and soaked it is?”

She clamps her thighs hard, bites her bottom lip till it’s almost bleeding.

“Yeah… leaking bad.”

It hurts how wet I am.

I feel it sliding down my thighs every time I shift.

The bar always leaves me like this.

“Then you’re not totally lost. Get up here.”

The cab veers toward the industrial wasteland.

Dead streets, black factories gaping like open mouths, zero lights, zero witnesses, zero way out.

Nyx swings into a wide dark side lot, brakes soft. Kills the engine.

Silence thickens, only the girl’s panting breaths and the pounding of her own clit heartbeat.

“Out of the back. Up front. Kneel between my legs. Now.”

“What…?”

“Either you get out and keep soaking your panties alone every Friday night, or you come here and finally learn what a real woman’s tongue feels like on your virgin cunt.”

She hesitates one endless second.

Then opens the door, slides forward clumsy, ends up on her knees between the seats, face-to-face with Nyx.

Nyx already has her pants shoved down to her thighs. No panties.

Shaved cunt—lips swollen red, clit rigid and gleaming, dripping thick trails down the folds.

“Look at it good. Like what you see?”

“Fuck… so much… it’s beautiful… I’m dying to taste it.”

“Wanna taste it with that virgin little mouth?”

“Yeah… but I don’t know… don’t know how… I’m scared I’ll fuck it up.”

“I’ll teach you. Start flat tongue. Lick bottom to top, no holding back.”

Like you’ll die if you don’t.

Like this cunt is the only fucking thing that matters in your worthless life.

She leans in shaking.

First time.

Stops an inch away, unsure, then the smell hits like a fist: hot, thick, animal.

Fresh sex. Salty. Metallic edge that burns the nostrils, mixed with musky sweetness that sets her pulse on fire and torches her chest.

When her lips brush the cunt, the wet heat shocks through her like live current.

Nothing like she imagined.

Brutal. Raw. Fucking real.

Tongue finally tastes the forbidden.

Flavor explodes like lightning: dense, metallic-sharp, cutting.

Then it shifts. Sweetens, musk-heavy, thick as the hot juices start pouring uncontrolled.

Taste spreads, digs in, stays.

Burning salt on the tip.

Soft acid sting on the edges.

Sticky viscous sweetness clinging to the roof of her mouth like hot honey, forcing her to swallow just to keep devouring the cunt.

She shakes hard, pierced by savage pleasure scorching her veins.

Never imagined her first time would taste like this.

Or light her up so fucking bad inside.

“That’s it… fuck… harder. Don’t tickle me, slut. Suck for real. Use that tongue like it’s a cock.”

The girl presses in. Dives between hot folds.

Long licks, perineum to mound, soft sucks at first, then hungrier, desperate.

Mouth soaked, salty-sweet flooding her.

“Right there… yes… don’t stop… shove it inside… tongue-fuck me.”

Nyx grabs her own tits over the shirt, pinches rock-hard nipples till they hurt good.

Breathing turns to jagged gasps.

The girl buries her tongue, pumps in and out, sucks the lips with loud, filthy slurps echoing obscene in the cab’s silence.

“Now the clit. Circle it. No teeth yet. Just fast tongue, tight quick circles.”

She obeys. Traps the clit in hot mouth.

Slow circles first, then fast, tongue buzzing like a motor.

Nyx arches, growls animal.

“Fuck… like that… suck it harder… bury your whole face… shove your nose in my cunt…”

Girl’s head moves possessed.

Mouth drenched, nose mashed against the shaved mound, obscene sucking filling the cab.

Smell of hot cunt, sweat, raw virgin lust.

Sloppy wet sounds of spit and juice indecent as hell.

“Don’t stop… don’t stop… I’m cumming… cumming in your virgin mouth…!”

Nyx grips the wheel white-knuckle, body strung tight like wire about to snap.

Orgasm rips through her: legs shaking violent, hips slamming into the face, long raw scream, hot squirt blasting lips, chin, cheeks.

She jerks possessed, moans feral, tits heaving under the shirt.

The girl doesn’t stop. Licks slow, savors every drop, swallows Nyx’s pleasure like it’s fucking nectar.

“Stop… stop… you’re doing fucking great—” Nyx pants, breathless, body still twitching.

Girl lifts her face: mouth shining with juice, eyes glassy with lust, cheeks flushed and soaked.

“Now what…?”

“Climb on. I wanna feel that virgin cunt soak me. Fuck me with your clit.”

Girl scrambles onto the driver’s seat, legs trembling wide, dress shoved to her waist.

One second hesitation—shaky fingers hook the panty waistband, drag them slow down her thighs, let them drop to the cab floor like shedding the last fucking shield.

Bottomless now.

Nyx grabs her waist hard, pulls her down.

Cunt to cunt. Clit to clit. Heat to heat. Wet skin sliding.

“Like this?”

“Exactly, whore. Now move. Grind on me. Fuck me with your dripping cunt. Make us both cum.”

Starts timid, tiny rocks, but Nyx digs nails into hips and sets a brutal rhythm.

Shoves her forward, guides her, bites her neck hard enough to bruise purple.

“Harder. I wanna hear your cunt slap wet against mine. Come on, slut. Rub that virgin clit till you explode.”

Filthy wet sound: clits grinding violent, lips sliding sloppy, moans crashing mouth-to-mouth.

Tits rubbing through clothes, hard nipples crushing.

Tongues hunting, biting, drool spilling.

“Didn’t know it could be so… fuck… so intense…”

“Shut up and keep grinding. Learn fast. Feel how your virgin cunt gets wetter with every stroke.”

They move like bitches in heat. Savage rhythm, synced, desperate.

Hips slamming, clits throbbing against each other.

“Driver… I’m cumming… cumming all over you…!”

“Drench me, whore. Gush. Spill every fucking drop.”

Orgasm splits her in half.

Body shaking violent, hips slamming one last brutal time, clit exploding in waves, choked scream into Nyx’s mouth.

She clenches, cums long and wet, soaking everything: Nyx’s thighs, seat, hot juice running rivers.

Nyx doesn’t let go. Keeps her pinned.

“Not yet. I want more. Gonna milk you dry.”

“Can’t… I’m shaking…”

“You can. I’ll drag it out till there’s nothing left in you.”

Spins her around, still on top, back to chest.

Forces her legs wide with brutal hands.

One palm under, fingers on the clit from behind, rubbing firm.

Other hand squeezing tits, twisting hard nipples.

“I want you to cum again. Beg for it. Ask like the virgin slut you are.”

“Nyx… please… don’t stop…”

Firm palm grinding swollen clit, finger finally sliding into the virgin cunt—first time—pumping fast, curling inside.

Girl screams, sweats, arches back into Nyx’s chest.

“Again… cumming again…!”

She blows a second time, body convulsing, hot squirts splashing Nyx’s thighs, cunt clamping the finger in violent spasms.

Orgasm leaves her trembling, wrecked, body still rippling aftershocks while Nyx holds her a beat, like she’s drinking every last twitch.

Then it snaps.

Nyx yanks the door open.

Cold shock rips through the girl, reminding her the outside world exists and it’s fucking merciless.

Nyx shoves her out hard, no mercy, forcing her down from the cab.

Industrial night air hits like an ice whip, slicing sweaty skin with invisible blades.

Brutal shift: from sticky taxi heat and tangled bodies to the frozen bite of the empty lot, every wind gust screaming no shelter, exposed, vulnerable, at the mercy of whatever comes next.

Bare feet burn on freezing asphalt, silence broken only by her ragged breaths, announcing the initiation ain’t over.

“Take off the dress. Everything. I wanna see you bare-ass naked, nothing covering shit.”
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Part 6 – Savage Initiation, The Price of Curiosity

The girl hesitates one fucking second, arms crossed tight over her tits like that’ll shield her from the wind licking her goosebumped skin.

“I’m freezing… I’m gonna turn to ice.”

Nyx grabs her chin hard.

“Don’t make me say it twice, little slut. Strip. Now. Or I rip it off you.”

Shaking harder, fingers clumsy from cold and fear, the girl snatches the hem of her dress and drags it slow up over her head.

Fabric hits the filthy asphalt with a soft slap.

She’s buck naked now—skin prickling, nipples rock-hard from the chill and the filthy thrill, fat tits quivering with every ragged breath.

Wind claws over her whole body, raising every hair, but she doesn’t dare cover up.

Just stares at Nyx with glassy eyes, waiting for the next command.

Nyx stalks to the trunk, pulls out the harness and that brutal black dildo—thick, veiny, forearm-long, curved head made to smash deep spots that make bitches scream.

Leather and metal clink sharp in the dead silence.

She straps it on slow, precise, no rush.

The girl’s eyes go wide, body still shaking, throat tight with raw fear.

She takes one step back. Cold air slices her bare skin.

Frozen. Helpless. Trapped.

“I’m… I’m scared…” she whispers, voice cracking. “Please… not that.”

Nyx closes the distance slow. Eyes her like fresh meat ready to be torn apart.

Grabs her jaw, forces her gaze up.

“No ‘please’ here. No way out.”

I’m taking that virgin cunt till you cry and beg for more.

Because that’s what you are now: my virgin to wreck.

The girl swallows hard. Heart hammering. Tries to close her legs.

Nyx knees them apart brutal, slams her back against the door.

“Hands on the door. Legs wide. Don’t fucking move or I tie you right here.”

She obeys, trembling.

Nyx rubs the fat head against the sensitive, soaked, still-virgin slit. Presses slow.

Tip slides in. Girl moans—half terror, half surrender. Body locks tight, muscles clenching.

“Relax… or it’ll hurt twice as bad. And you’re taking it anyway.”

Nyx pushes. Deeper.

First time anything’s ever breached that virgin hole.

Hymen tears with a sharp, dry stab—clean, sudden pain ripping through her like a razor bolt, blurring her vision for one endless second.

She chokes out a scream, nails gouging the door till knuckles bleach white.

The thickness stretches her mercilessly, splitting her open, fresh tear burning like molten fire spreading through her lower belly.

Hot tears spill down her cheeks, mixing with sweat.

Cold metal against fever-hot skin makes her shake violent, the contrast slamming her whole body like it can’t decide whether to run or give in completely.

“It hurts… fuck… it hurts so much… please…”

“Shhh… look at me. It’s in. The worst is over.”

Now you’re really mine. Breathe with me… that’s it.

I’m not stopping till that pain turns into the best orgasm of your pathetic life.

Nyx drives all the way home. Base smacks wet against swollen lips.

Girl arches hard, raw scream swallowed by the night.

Her cunt throbs around the thick shaft, gripping, fighting, but giving way.

Nyx pulls almost out. Slams back in.

Every thrust deeper, faster.

Girl sobs, but the sobs crack into moans.

Pain burns. Morphs into fire racing up her spine.

“Fuck… wait…” she gasps, but she’s not pushing away anymore.

Her hips rock on their own, chasing more.

Nyx ramps up. Pounds hard. Wet, filthy slaps echo loud.

Girl claws the door edge, fat tits bouncing wild, legs shaking.

“More…” she finally whispers, voice wrecked.

Nyx grins against her neck, bites her shoulder hard enough to mark.

“Good little whore.”

Nyx goes feral. Hammers savage.

Every brutal stroke makes the girl shudder head to toe.

Pain incinerates, melts into liquid pleasure flooding every inch.

“Don’t stop… wreck me completely…” she moans, shoving her ass back. “I’m your slut… do whatever the fuck you want…”

Nyx delivers. Fucks faster, deeper.

One hand drops to the clit, rubs vicious.

Other hand clamps her throat, controlling every breath.

Girl shatters.

Cums screaming, hot squirt jets blasting the asphalt, cunt clamping the dildo like a fist, convulsing desperate.

Nyx doesn’t let up. Keeps pounding till the girl collapses against the door, sobbing pleasure, shaking, tears and sweat running together.

Completely naked, legs jelly.

Nyx holds her tight by the throat, licks her earlobe, bites the shell till she whimpers pain-pleasure.

Deep kiss—tongue invading mouth, tasting cunt, spit, and submissive tears.

They melt together, panting, bodies glued, sweat mingling.

“Now we’re talking,” Nyx rasps, voice dark and rough. “You’re initiated. Now you know what a real woman’s fuck feels like.”

Nyx pulls the dildo out with a loud, wet slurp.

Girl whimpers at the sudden emptiness; her freshly baptized cunt gapes red and pulsing.

“Good bitch,” Nyx murmurs, unbuckling the harness slow. “Now you’re complete. Marked. Broken. Mine.”

She helps her into the cab.

Girl collapses into the passenger seat, still naked.

Her cunt throbs with sweet ache cooling in the cab air.

Looks at Nyx with glassy eyes and a shaky, blissed-out smile.

“Can I come back…?” More plea than question.

Nyx fires up the engine; it growls like it knows.

“Anytime you want, little slut. You’ve still got plenty left to break.”

The cab vanishes into the night.

She rides with legs spread, fingertips lazily circling her clit, feeling the city pulse between her thighs.

A freshly fucked whore, eyes shining with fresh hunger, surrender with no way back.
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Part 7 – The Queen and the Sub, Games on the Road

“Destination?” Nyx asks as they climb in.

First one through the door is a goddamn goddess—tall as sin.

Skin bronzed like burnt caramel, legs that could snap necks for fun, red dress so tight it looks painted on every filthy curve.

Big juicy tits straining the fabric, round firm ass begging to be slapped.

She drops dead center in the back seat, legs crossed shameless, owning the space.

Right behind her comes the younger one: perfect bun screaming to be grabbed and yanked, full wet lips made for sucking.

She presses tight to her queen’s side, thighs squeezed, short skirt riding up on its own.

“Don’t matter where. Just drive,” the woman says, tossing a fat stack of bills onto the front seat. “And keep your mouth shut unless I tell you to open it.”

Nyx hits the gas.

In the rearview she watches the young one barely daring to breathe deep.

“Spread ’em,” the woman orders, voice low and razor-sharp. “Right fucking now.”

The girl obeys instantly. Thighs part slow, skirt hiking itself higher.

Her cunt comes into view: shaved smooth, lips swollen pink, glistening wet.

“Wider. I want every inch on display. No hiding, no bullshit.”

She opens till it aches.

Cunt fully exposed now: clit peeking stiff and needy, hole twitching, thick juice already dripping down her taint onto the leather seat.

Nyx swallows loud; the wheel creaks under her grip.

“You know why you’re so fucking soaked, little slut?”

“Because… you ordered it…” she whispers, voice broken.

“Exactly. Your cunt listens before your brain does. You gonna do everything I say?”

“Everything… whatever you want…”

“Look me in the eyes and touch yourself. I want to watch you fuck yourself for me.”

Girl’s hand drops.

Fingers barely graze the lips and she lets out a filthy moan.

Nyx floors it a touch; engine growls low, like it knows what’s coming.

“Stop playing shy now,” the woman snaps. “Shove two fingers in. All the way.”

“I wanna hear that drenched cunt slosh.”

Fingers slam home. Wet, obscene, rhythmic squelch fills the cab.

Girl gasps hard, tits heaving under the thin blouse.

“Like this, Mistress…?”

“Deeper, cunt. Knuckles kissing your cervix.”

“Fuck yourself like the bitch you are. Don’t stop till your legs shake and you’re begging.”

Nyx veers into the industrial zone. Black streets. Dead factories.

Perfect silence for moans.

Nobody around. Just the three of them and the thick reek of pussy already owning the cab.

“Suck those fingers clean,” the woman commands when the girl’s moans get louder. “Pull ’em out and lick your own honey. I want that dirty tongue shining.”

She drags them out slow—dripping, strings of cream hanging. Brings them to her mouth.

Licks one, then the other; sucks like it’s the sweetest cock she’s ever tasted.

Nyx watches it all in the mirror: pink tongue swirling, eyes glassy with shame and lust.

“You burning up, little whore?”

“On fire… my cunt’s burning…”

“You gonna cum already or do you need to beg like the needy slut you are?”

“Please… let me cum… please…”

Woman grabs her nape hard, drags her mouth to her ear.

“Moan it right in my ear. Let it all out. I wanna feel you shake while you cum on my command.”

Girl surrenders. Raw, filthy moan right against her Mistress’s neck.

Fingers pumping faster, thumb grinding her clit. Back arched, legs rigid, tits bouncing wild.

Orgasm rips through her like lightning.

Choked scream.

Cunt clamping fingers in brutal spasms. Hot squirt jets splashing thighs and seat.

Body convulsing, pure pleasure tears streaming.

“That’s it. That’s how you obey your Mistress,” the woman whispers, stroking her hair like a good pet.

Heavy silence. Just ragged breaths and the fresh smell of cum-soaked cunt.

“You done, little slut?”

“I think so…” she pants, eyes shining, cunt still throbbing.

“Good. Because now it’s my turn.”

“Kneel right here. I want your tongue buried in my cunt before we finish this fucking street.”

Girl slides between her Mistress’s open thighs instantly.

Red dress hikes up easy—no panties underneath.

Big mature cunt: thick meaty lips, swollen clit, already soaked. Smells like ripe power and raw desire.

“Don’t breathe. Just lick. Like your whole life depends on making me cum.”

Tongue dives straight in—deep, steady, relentless. Nyx can’t tear her eyes from the rearview.

Girl’s neck strains, jaw working, lips sliding devoted between folds.

Loud, wet, filthy sucking noises.

“That’s it… fuck… slower now. Make me die with every long drag…” the woman moans, reclining, spreading wider.

One hand hauls out a fat hard nipple, pinches it brutal till it hurts so good.

“Shove that tongue all the way in. Suck my whole cunt. I wanna feel you deep inside.”

Girl moans muffled against the flesh; vibrations shoot straight to the clit.

Nyx eases off the gas. Mirror has her hypnotized: pink tongue plunging in and out, swollen lips, woman trembling on the edge.

“Clamp those lips around my clit. Suck it. Own it, whore.”

She does. Sucks hard, laps fast circles; tortures with savage tenderness.

“Yes, slut! Don’t stop! Don’t fucking stop till you’re painted in my cum!” woman screams, body strung tight like wire about to snap.

Orgasm hits violent.

Both hands fist the girl’s hair, slams her face deeper; cums with a dry, animal roar.

Hot squirt blasts mouth, chin, neck.

Thighs clamp the face, tits shaking, back bowed to breaking.

Silence. Just gasps and slow licking cleanup.

Girl lifts her head, mouth gleaming with juice, cheeks flushed red.

Woman thumbs her cheek gentle.

“Now get up front. Give the driver the same treatment. I wanna watch her explode while she’s driving.”
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Part 8 – Burning Midnight, Full Service

Nyx swallows hard.

“What the fuck…?”

“You heard me, slut. Undo her pants. I want her cumming all over your face while she drives.”

The girl slides forward quiet, bottomless, skirt bunched useless around her waist.

She braces against the back of Nyx’s seat. Bites the zipper slow, teasing, drags it down with her teeth.

Hand slips in, yanks the panties aside.

Nyx is fucking drenched.

Cunt throbbing, lips splayed open, clit standing rigid, thick juice already trailing down her thighs.

“Get that tongue on her. Slow… savor every goddamn inch,” the woman orders from the back.

And she does.

Starts soft—flat tongue dragging bottom to top, like writing filthy promises in wet ink. Then circles around the swollen clit. Then firm pressure. Then fast spirals.

“Fuck… yes… just like that…” Nyx moans, eyes half-shut, knuckles white on the wheel.

“Two fingers inside,” the woman says. “Give her the same moans you gave me.”

“Finger-fuck her cunt while you eat her out.”

Fingers slam in to the knuckles. Tongue never stops.

Nyx feels the whole cab vibrating with her own body. Everything burns, everything pulses.

“Faster,” the voice from behind snaps. “Make her squirt like she deserves all over your slut face.”

Nyx grips harder. Body locking tight.

“Keep going! Don’t fucking stop! I’m cumming… fuck… I’m cumming…!”

She explodes. Hard. Wet. Brutal.

Legs shaking violent, hips bucking into the mouth, hot squirt jets blasting the girl’s lips and chin.

Back arching off the seat, raw scream echoing through the cab, cunt clamping the fingers in savage spasms.

The girl licks up every last drop. Then plants soft kisses along the inner thigh, working slow.

Dead silence.

“Pull over. Right fucking now,” the woman orders.

Nyx doesn’t hesitate. Eases the brake, hunts a dark side lot. The cab rolls to a stop.

Engine idles a few seconds, purring low.

Back doors hang half-open; cool night air rushes in, mixing the thick reek of sex with damp asphalt.

The woman leans forward, forearms braced on the front seatbacks. Hot breath ghosts Nyx’s ear.

“You got something to fuck with? A toy? A strap? Don’t tell me a filthy bitch like you hits the streets without gear.”

Nyx swallows again. Her cunt still throbs, hypersensitive after the brutal oral.

She pops the glovebox, pulls out her harness—thick black silicone dildo already mounted, veiny, twenty solid centimeters of mean curved meat.

The woman smirks, pleased.

Leans back, digs into her designer bag, unfolds her own—deep crimson harness.

Her dildo’s a touch longer, fire-engine red, wicked upward curve, bulbous head sculpted to punish deep.

The girl—still bottomless, skirt a useless knot—watches from the passenger seat.

Eyes glassy, lips swollen, chin and neck shining with mixed girl-juice.

Breath ragged, but her voice comes out soft, devoted, almost worshipful.

“Mistress…” she whispers, drops her gaze a beat then lifts it again. “Are you both gonna use me?”

The woman thumbs her cheek, almost tender.

“Of course, my little whore. You’re gonna worship me while they wreck you. Thank me with every moan.”

The girl nods, trembling with raw anticipation.

The woman straps on her harness. Hikes the red dress to her waist, buckles tight with precise snaps. Metal clinks loud in the quiet cab.

The red cock juts up obscene against her pale belly.

Then Nyx—pants around her ankles—buckles hers on.

Black dildo stands thick and threatening.

“Out,” the woman tells the girl. “Stand by the open back door. Hands on the roof. Legs wide.”

The girl stumbles out. Cold air hits her bare skin like a slap, stealing her breath.

She plants herself back to the cab, feet spread, hands gripping the doorframe overhead.

Ass exposed, cunt still puffy and glossy, pink asshole tight and winking.

Whispers low, submissive.

“Mistress… I’m ready…”

Nyx climbs out the driver side, circles around to stand behind the girl.

“Me first,” the woman says. “I want her mouth while you open her from behind.”

She settles on the edge of the back seat, legs splayed, red cock pointing skyward.

Grabs the girl by the hair, forces her head down. Mouth opens instantly; swallows half in one greedy gulp.

Moans around the silicone, drool already stringing.

Nyx, behind, spits in her palm, slathers the black dildo generous.

Lines up with the cunt first. Pushes slow, inch by inch.

Girl arches, shoves back, taking more red cock down her throat in a choked moan.

Nyx starts pumping: hips steady, rhythm constant.

Every thrust makes the girl gag deeper on the cock in her mouth.

“Now her ass,” the woman whispers, yanking hair to lift the face a second. “I want to hear her scream with both of us inside.”

Nyx pulls out of the cunt with a wet pop. Aims higher.

Spits straight on the tight ring, rubs the black head in circles till the muscle finally gives.

Presses. Girl tenses, cries out sharp.

Nyx slides in slow, relentless. Halfway buried, the woman thrusts forward again, refilling the throat.

Double penetration. Girl pinned between them, impaled.

Nyx fucks the ass deep—slow at first, then faster.

Woman controls the throat rhythm: both hands fisting hair, fucking the mouth like she owns it.

They switch.

Now the woman takes the back. Bends the girl over the hood, ass high, face almost kissing the windshield.

Nyx slides into the open passenger door, legs wide.

Girl straddles backward onto Nyx’s lap.

Lowers slow onto the black cock, swallowing it balls-deep into her cunt. Long trembling moan as the silicone stretches and fills every inch.

Woman steps up behind, lines the red one with the already-gaped asshole. Pushes in.

Both buried again. Girl screams, body convulsing.

Nyx and the woman sync opposite rhythms: one thrusts in while the other pulls out, then reverse.

The cab rocks gentle with every brutal stroke.

Girl starts cumming without warning. Hot squirt jets drenching Nyx’s lap, asshole clamping the red cock in violent spasms.

Raw scream, pleasure tears streaming. She keeps cumming—wave after wave.

Finally both hold still inside her, letting the last tremors ripple through.

Woman pulls out first; wipes the red dildo clean on the girl’s crumpled skirt, casual and almost cruel.

Nyx does the same with the black, hands still buzzing.

“Good girl,” the woman says, delivering a sharp slap to the ass. “Now get in. We’re moving.”

The girl can barely walk. Collapses into the back seat, legs splayed, everything dripping.

The woman slides into the front passenger seat.

Nyx lingers a beat alone by the car body, wrapped in the industrial graveyard silence.

Dawn chill slams her bare thighs, brutal contrast to the furnace heat the girl’s body gave off.

Clumsy fingers unbuckle the harness; leather creaks, ordinary sound shattering the spell.

She hauls her pants up, feeling the sticky mix of sweat and foreign cum cooling against her skin.

Climbs behind the wheel. Seat leather’s marked, soaked.

“Keep driving till I say,” the woman orders, possessive hand landing heavy on Nyx’s thigh. “Night’s still young.”

The cab plunges deeper into the city heart, neon lights streaking across the windows, three ragged breaths and the unmistakable stench of raw sex saturating every inch.

The car finally stops one last time.

The woman smooths her red dress, checks her hair in the rearview, tits still heaving under the tight fabric.

“Thanks for the ride, driver. Good night.”

They step out. Woman strides away steady, untouchable.

Behind her, the girl—skirt still knotted useless, face gleaming with mixed juices—staggers with every step, pleasure and ache still throbbing deep inside.

Nyx sits a second. Engine idling.

Cunt still pulsing, hands shaking on the wheel.

The emptiness they leave is crushing.

She pulls away.

The night drags on.

But she’s not the same anymore.
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Part 9 – Striptease, Mouth Occupied

Black stiletto heels—sharp as sin—stab the asphalt before she climbs into the cab.

Short, glossy red dress barely covers that round, firm ass swaying with every step like a promise of brutal fucking.

She slides in, drops into the back seat legs already spread wide. Smile pure wildfire: full lips painted obscene red, eyes screaming “fuck me or die trying.”

“Where to, slut?” Nyx asks without turning, voice calm but already rough with raw hunger.

“Wherever the hell you want, driver—as long as there’s room for me to wreck your mouth with my dripping cunt,” she fires back, low and smoky, thick with whiskey. “Your cab’s got a reputation, but tonight I’m running the show.”

Nyx eye-fucks her in the rearview.

The stripper’s already peeling the dress down. Heavy, perfectly natural tits spill free, swaying like they own gravity: firm globes topped with silver piercings glinting over diamond-hard nipples, cutting sharp under the flashing neons.

Engine growls.

Nyx floors it without a word. City blurs behind in seconds. Wide streets, dim lights, then straight into the industrial wasteland.

“You want me to tell you how I tease on stage… or you want me to show you ass-up and spread?” the stripper whispers, already dragging the dress the rest of the way off.

Fabric hits the floor like shed skin.

She’s buck naked on the back seat now: body carved for hardcore fucking, black spiral tattoo curling from her mound down, disappearing between swollen pussy lips.

Nyx feels the lust detonate in her chest. In the mirror those eyes devour her, and without a word she starts hunting for a spot to pull over.

Engine drops to a low purr as she slows, veers into a familiar dark side lot. Kills the headlights but leaves the motor idling.

“Come here…” she purrs, yanking the door wide.

Nyx shuts the engine. Steps out.

Cold air licks hot skin.

The stripper struts naked across the asphalt, heels clicking sharp. Ass high and bouncing with every stride.

She vaults onto the hood like a cat, sits with thighs splayed wide, knees bent, cunt on full display like a pagan offering.

“Now watch close, Nyx. This is what I do when a client pays extra to have me all to herself.”

She leans back, palms flat on the still-hot metal. Lifts one leg high, hooks it behind the knee, spreads her pussy wide with the other hand.

Fingers part the lips: pink, puffy, soaked.

The tattoo gleams with sweat under the distant streetlamp glow.

“See how my cunt opens up? It’s fucking dripping just thinking about your tongue. It’s waiting for you to drop to your knees and eat it like your life depends on it.”

Nyx steps closer slow.

Hood still radiating engine heat. Smell of hot pussy, clean sweat, pure raw need.

She drops to her knees between those spread thighs.

Stripper fists Nyx’s hair hard. Yanks her forward.

“Lick me. Like you’re my dirtiest, most desperate client. Like you blew your whole paycheck for this.”

Nyx’s tongue dives straight in. Flat drag from taint up through the thick wetness, lapping the whole slit bottom to top.

Salty. Sweet. Fucking addictive.

Stripper hisses through clenched teeth. Tits heaving fast.

“Fuck… yes… deeper… shove that tongue all the way in…”

Nyx sucks. Pulls the lips into her mouth. Drinks every leaking drop.

Flat tongue, then pointed, plunging in and out of the gaping hole.

Stripper arches. Grinds her pelvis into the face.

“Hard on the clit, slut. Make my whole head buzz.”

Nyx ramps it up.

Traps the swollen clit between her lips. Sucks hard. Circles fast, then straight flicks, then vibrates her tongue like a goddamn engine.

Stripper rams two fingers into her own cunt while Nyx devours her. Then a third, stretching shameless.

Pumps hard. Ass grinding against the hot hood. Cheeks quivering.

“Keep going! Don’t fucking stop! Suck me harder…!”

Orgasm detonates.

Body locks rigid. Back bows to breaking.

Raw scream echoes through the empty night.

Cunt pulsing against Nyx’s mouth. Hot squirt jets blasting chin, neck, soaking her shirt.

Legs shaking. Tits bouncing wild.

Nyx pulls back, face drenched, lips swollen.

Stripper yanks her up by the hair, slams a savage kiss: tongue jammed down her throat, swallowing her own pussy juice mixed with spit.

“Good little whore,” she whispers against Nyx’s mouth. “Now get your ass back in the driver’s seat. My turn to show you what happens when a client drops a fat tip.”
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Part 10 – No Buttons, No Breath, Total Surrender

Nyx obeys like she’s under a spell. Drops heavy into the driver’s seat. Legs spread wide. Engine still idling low beneath her.

The stripper doesn’t waste a fucking second. Hands dive to Nyx’s waist, yank the fabric down in one savage pull that drags pants and panties straight to her ankles.

Cloth rips against thighs, leaving her cunt bare and throbbing.

“Fuck… you’re fucking drenched,” the stripper rasps with a throaty laugh.

A long, dark-red lacquered nail traces the inside of Nyx’s thigh—slow fire line that makes her shudder bone-deep.

“You this soaked for every bitch who climbs in your cab?”

“You’ve got me fucking insane,” Nyx moans, biting her lip hard.

“Then hold on tight, driver. Tonight you’re not steering shit. I’m driving your cunt.”

Stripper plants one knee beside Nyx’s thigh, then the other, straddling her like she owns every inch.

Those massive perfect tits hang right at Nyx’s mouth level.

Hard stone nipples graze chin, then open lips.

Nyx caves instantly.

Tongue flicks out, laps a nipple on instinct. Sucks hungry. Teeth nip the areola edge while hands climb up, grab fistfuls, mash the soft hot flesh against her face, drowning in it.

While Nyx’s suffocating, sucking hard, switching nipples with muffled groans, the stripper drops a hand between their bodies.

Long sharp nails gleam in the dim light.

Two fingers spread Nyx’s pussy lips, thumb brushing the clit once before index and middle plunge in—slow, merciless push.

Nyx arches off the seat.

Choked scream muffled into the tit in her mouth.

“Fuck…” she groans, sucking harder, teeth grazing the nipple.

Stripper starts pumping: fingers curled up, hunting that spot that makes Nyx shake.

Those long nails scrape lightly along inner walls.

Sharp, electric edge—pleasure kissing danger.

In and out cruel at first. Slow. Letting Nyx feel every inch, every wicked scratch on sensitive flesh.

Then speeds up, twisting her wrist so knuckles grind the clit with every thrust.

“You like getting finger-fucked with these claws, slut?” the stripper whispers hoarse, mashing her tits harder into Nyx’s face. “Getting your cunt pried open while you devour my fat tits like a starving whore?”

Nyx doesn’t answer.

Just sucks fiercer. Bites the nipple till the stripper gasps. Licks the deep valley between those heavy globes, drooling, lost in salty-sweet skin.

Her hips buck up, fucking the fingers wrecking her without mercy.

Pussy juice soaks the stripper’s hand.

Stripper shoves in a third finger, forcing her wider, curls the hand to brutal-massage the G-spot.

Nails rake the most tender inner tissue, shooting straight bolts to the swollen clit.

“I’m cumming…!” Nyx screams, nails digging into the stripper’s hips, sucking a tit like she wants to swallow it whole.

Orgasm tears her apart.

Pelvis bucking wild. Cunt clamping fingers in violent spasms. Hot squirt jets blasting the hand and thighs.

Legs quaking. Asshole pulsing empty. Tits still crammed in her mouth while she licks and moans into the flesh.

Stripper keeps pumping till the last tremors fade.

Pulls fingers out slow.

Shiny. Coated thick and clear. Dripping.

Holds them up in front of Nyx’s panting, glassy-eyed face.

“Clean them, whore. Taste what you gave me.”

Nyx doesn’t hesitate.

Mouth opens. Tongue out. Flat lap along the index first—whole length, collecting her own salty-sweet flavor.

Sucks the long nail, swirling tongue like it’s a cock. Soft moan.

Moves to the middle. Takes it deep to the base, lips tight, sucking hard while staring straight into the stripper’s eyes.

Finishes with the ring finger, licking between them to catch every drop.

Stripper smiles satisfied, but her own eyes burn with fresh hunger.

Leans in, kisses Nyx brutal: tongue invading, sharing the residue, biting the lower lip till Nyx whimpers.

“I like you, slut…” she whispers against her mouth. “Now it’s my turn to cum. And I’m gonna do it grinding on you till we both break.”

Grabs Nyx’s shirt with both hands.

One vicious yank—buttons explode.

Fabric rips open with a sharp crack. Buttons ping off the dash.

Nyx’s tits bounce free: nipples rock-hard, swollen from earlier, skin goosebumped from the cold air rushing through the open doors.

Stripper doesn’t pause.

Presses in tight. Tits to tits. Nipples clash electric.

Starts rubbing slow at first. Lazy circles. Soft flesh mashing soft flesh. Hard nipples scraping and sliding, shooting direct jolts to both clits.

Nyx moans loud. Arches. Hands climb to grip the stripper’s hips, pull her down harder.

“Your tits are gonna drive me fucking crazy,” Nyx gasps, feeling those stone nipples drag with every pass.

Stripper laughs filthy.

Speeds the grind. Nipples on nipples. Tits crushed. Sweat mixing.

Lowers her hips, readjusts on the driver’s seat.

Spreads Nyx’s thighs, slots her own between like scissors.

Swollen lips kiss. Clit to clit. Juice slicking every contact.

“Feel my clit throbbing against yours, slut,” she rasps, voice thick with need. “We’re gonna fuck till we cum together.”

Her pleasure center presses urgent against Nyx’s.

Hips lock into frantic circles.

Friction’s pure electricity. Nyx’s hood retracts from the relentless grind, leaving the raw clit-head fully exposed to the other’s pounding nerve-end assault.

“Fuck… your clit’s so goddamn hard,” the stripper moans, grinding harder. “Feel it? How it pulses… how it swells every time I rub you…”

Nyx answers with a choked groan. Pelvis rising to meet.

“You’re burning me… grind faster, whore… I wanna feel you explode all over me…”

Stripper ramps it up.

Clit on clit.

Merciless friction.

Up. Down.

Straight lines making the heads smash again and again.

Pure pleasure sparks racing up both spines.

They lock arms tight. Wrapped around necks and waists. Bodies crushed.

Tits bouncing with every thrust.

Mouths crashing in sloppy desperate kisses.

Tongues tangled. Teeth grazing. Spit mixing while they fuck with everything: clits throbbing one against the other, pressure building, heat detonating.

“I’m cumming… I’m cumming…!” the stripper screams, voice cracking. “Fuck, your clit… it’s making me explode…!”

Nyx’s right there too.

“Me too… cumming… cumming…! Don’t stop…!”

Orgasm rips them both.

Bodies shaking in perfect sync. Pelvises bucking together. Hot squirt splashing.

Cunts contracting, squeezing against each other in violent spasms.

Screams muffled in each other’s mouths.

Clits pulsing final waves that stretch pleasure right to the edge of pain.

They don’t pull apart.

Embrace drags on. Arms locked like they’re scared to let go. Legs still scissored. Tits glued sweating.

Panting breaths slowly syncing.

Stripper kisses Nyx’s neck slow. Soft lips now. Tongue tracing the collarbone.

Nyx answers with kisses to shoulder, jaw. Murmurs against skin:

“Fuck… what a fuck… don’t let go yet…”

Stripper squeezes tighter.

One hand stroking slow down Nyx’s back. Other tangled in her hair.

They stay like that forever—minutes stretching eternal in the still cab.

Bodies trembling with soft aftershocks. Clits still hypersensitive, brushing just enough with every deep breath.

Lazy kisses on mouths, foreheads, swollen lips.

World shrinks to that intense, warm, post-orgasmic hold.

Finally the stripper whispers hot in Nyx’s ear, voice rough and sated:

“Atomic fuck… whore. You left me shaking. My cunt’s so wrecked I can’t even move. Drop me home… no way I’m working tonight.”

Nyx pants. Body still twitching. One hand on the wheel, the other gripping the stripper’s thigh as she slides into the passenger seat.

Fires the engine; low growl vibrates straight between their sensitive legs.

Cab glides slow through dark streets. Neon streaking fogged windows.

“I think you paid more than enough…” Nyx mutters, voice wrecked.

Stripper leans over. Kisses her slow. Tongue soft but owning.

“I don’t pay, slut. I collect.”

Grabs the dress off the floor. Slips it on—no panties.

Heels back on.

Opens the door. Steps out slow.

“Thanks for the ride, driver. Next time… I’m bringing a strap. Wanna wreck your ass too.”

She walks off into the dark, ass bouncing. Cunt still leaking down her thighs.

Nyx sits there. Legs spread. Cunt throbbing. Face soaked. Tits out. Breath ragged.

Starts the engine.

And the cab pulls away once more, heavy with a reek of sex and asphalt that’ll take days to evaporate.
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Part 11 – Owned by the Brunette

“A cab driver… and here I thought the night was gonna end without me getting my cunt wrecked,” the woman says as she climbs in, voice low and gravel-rough, like she’s already dripping just thinking about it.

Nyx flicks her eyes to the rearview.

The passenger is pure danger wrapped in black: brunette, built like tempered steel, curves that could slice skin.

Tight leggings hugging every thigh muscle and that firm ass; cropped top clinging so hard her small, rock-hard tits push through, nipples poking like fucking diamonds under the fabric.

Matte black lips, eyes that bite and don’t let go. Tiny crossbody bag slung across her chest like she’s carrying the keys to the whole damn night.

“Where we headed?” Nyx asks, trying to sound neutral, but she already feels that hot tickle crawling up her cunt.

“To the most deserted fucking spot in this shithole city. Somewhere nobody hears me split you in half,” she answers without blinking, crossing her legs slow, leather seat creaking under that tight ass.

Nyx hits the gas.

Engine roars like it knows what’s coming. Night’s sticky, humid, streets dead empty.

As she turns into the industrial zone, streetlights wink out one by one. Just black asphalt, shuttered warehouses, silence made for screams and sloppy wet slaps.

“Stop here,” the brunette snaps sudden.

Nyx brakes soft.

Cab rolls to a halt beside an abandoned warehouse, long shadows, cold moon washing the hood silver.

Passenger opens her door slow, circles the car, plants herself right in front of Nyx, towering.

“Get out.”

Nyx freezes a beat.

Heart hammering in her pussy.

“You waiting for me to say pretty please, whore?” the brunette spits, voice like steel. “Get. The fuck. Out. Now.”

Nyx obeys.

Steps out.

Cold air licks her fever-hot skin. Brunette drags a palm across the hood like it’s her own flesh, gives a sharp nod.

“Right here. On your back. Legs spread wide like an obedient little slut.”

Nyx climbs onto the hood.

Still-hot engine metal sears her bare ass as she shoves pants down.

Cunt exposed: lips swollen, clit straining, slick shining under moonlight. She’s leaking just from following orders.

Brunette yanks her leggings to mid-thigh. Harness already strapped tight: thick black cock, veiny and mean, base grinding her own clit.

Steps between Nyx’s thighs, fat head kissing wet lips.

“Not a fucking word. Just feel me wreck you,” she growls, and slams in with one dry, brutal thrust.

Nyx chokes out a scream.

Cock buries balls-deep, stretching her wide, filling her merciless. Hurts so fucking good, burns so fucking good.

“You like that, huh? Getting your cunt railed raw with no warm-up, like a roadside bitch.”

Brunette pounds savage, hips slamming Nyx’s, wet filthy slaps echoing through the night.

Nyx moans loud, fingers gouging the hood, tits bouncing wild under the shirt that’s ridden up on its own.

“Fuck… yes… fuck me harder…”

“Look me in the eyes, slut. Don’t drop your gaze for one second,” the brunette orders, grabbing Nyx’s tits vicious, pinching rock-hard nipples till she squeals, licking them between thrusts, biting down.

Nyx shakes head to toe, cunt clamping the cock on every out-and-in.

Rhythm’s ruthless: deep, fast, brutal. Hood groans under them.

“You’re shaking like a bitch in heat… so fucking wet you’re dripping everywhere. Want more? Want me to wreck you till you beg?”

“Give it… all of it… wreck my cunt…”

Brunette ramps harder. Hammers Nyx relentless.

“You’re gonna cum, aren’t you? Gonna empty yourself, gonna scream you’re mine while you cum like a submissive little bitch.”

Nyx detonates.

Raw scream, body bowing off the hood, cunt convulsing around the thick shaft, hot squirt jets blasting the metal, thighs quaking out of control.

Pure pleasure tears streaming down her cheeks.

“One down,” the brunette whispers hot against her ear, biting the lobe sharp. “You’ve still got two holes left to surrender.”
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Part 12 – Double Pleasure, Tip Well Earned

The brunette doesn’t give Nyx a second to catch her breath. Grabs her hips with iron hands and flips her over the hood in one hard yank, manhandling her like a hot flesh doll.

Nyx slams chest-first onto the scorching engine metal, breath ripping out in a ragged gasp.

Brunette plants one palm between her shoulder blades, pinning her flat, while the other hauls her ass higher, forcing that back into a deep, slutty arch.

Legs kicked wide, cunt red and swollen leaking thick trails down her thighs, pink asshole clenching and quivering under the faint streetlamp glow.

Nyx twists her head just enough, voice shaky and edged with nerves:

“What… what the fuck is this? What are you gonna do to me now?”

Brunette laughs low and filthy, cracks a loud, stinging slap across one ass cheek—the meat jiggles with a sharp crack that bounces off the empty night.

Heat blooms red and fast across the skin, making Nyx shudder and grit her teeth.

“Relax, whore,” she orders, calm but loaded with command, rubbing the hot palm over the stinging flesh to soothe while her fingers already tease the tight ring. “Cooperate and enjoy… this is only getting better. Spread those legs wider and let me see you shake.”

Nyx exhales trembling, ass still burning from the smack, but obeys: knees part wider, back arches deeper, offering everything with zero fight left.

Brunette smirks satisfied, long nails grazing the asshole as she leans in to claim what’s already hers.

“No resistance. This tight little ass is mine tonight. And you’re gonna scream like the good slut you are.”

Nyx nods with a broken moan.

The fat cock head presses against the tight ring. Pushes slow at first, then firm.

Nyx chokes on a scream, body locking.

“Shh… breathe, bitch.”

The cock sinks all the way in.

Nyx screams—raw mix of pain and brutal pleasure.

Brunette starts moving: slow, deep, stretching, owning.

“Look at you: soaked, moaning, offering your ass like a perfect bitch.”

Nyx just moans. Opens wider, pushes back greedy.

Rhythm climbs: hard thrusts, ass cheeks slapping pelvis, wet meaty smacks filling the dark.

Brunette’s fingers invade the cunt—three deep, fucking it in perfect sync.

“Feel me stuffing both your holes. Cunt dripping, ass swallowing my whole cock.”

Nyx shatters.

Second orgasm hits fiercer, more feral. Body convulsing, asshole clamping the shaft in violent spasms, cunt squirting hard jets that splatter the ground.

Ragged scream, legs quaking, tears streaming.

Brunette pulls out slow, asshole gaping red and pulsing. Grabs Nyx’s wrist, yanks her down to her knees on the cold asphalt.

“You liked that, slut?”

Nyx—mouth slack, face slick with sweat and tears—nods frantic.

“Then clean it. I want your tongue licking your own cum off my cock.”

Nyx leans in without hesitation.

Mouth opens. Tongue drags the black shaft top to bottom: lapping her own pussy juice, the salty tang of her ass, thick spit.

Sucks the head, laps the sides, takes it to the base. Eyes closed, pure worship.

Brunette fists her hair with both hands, fucks her mouth steady.

“That’s it… fuck… what a good little whore… lick every inch… don’t leave a drop… right there… suck harder…”

Nyx obeys. Mouth stuffed, throat deep, moans vibrating around the thick silicone.

Brunette slams to the hilt in one thrust.

Sets the pace with her hips: slow at first, then brutal, face-fucking Nyx like a drenched cunt.

Every push grinds the wide harness base hard against her own swollen, sensitive clit.

Constant friction, pleasure circles climbing her belly like molten fire.

“Tonight you’re mine completely. Cunt, ass, mouth… all of it. And you’re gonna climb back in this fucking cab just so I can wreck you again,” the brunette growls, voice hoarse, hips speeding as the grind pushes her to the edge.

Nyx moans around the mouthful, drool running down her chin.

Swallows deep every thrust, throat squeezing the dildo, vibrations slamming the base harder into the brunette’s clit.

Brunette cums without warning.

Raw groan rips from her chest, body shaking, hips slamming forward to bury it while the orgasm tears through: hot squirt soaking inside her leggings, clit pulsing violent spasms against the harness base, legs trembling as she forces Nyx to take every inch till pleasure splits her open.

Pulls the cock out slow, gleaming with spit.

Nyx stays on her knees, mouth gaping red, face drenched, body quivering in total surrender.

Brunette yanks her soaked leggings back up, tucks the still-hot harness away like it’s real meat.

Thumbs Nyx’s cheek, wiping a tear mixed with spit.

“Good girl,” she whispers, voice soft now but promising. “Now take me home.”

Nyx staggers up, cunt and ass throbbing, tits still out, legs weak.

Climbs behind the wheel. Starts the engine.

Brunette slides into the passenger seat, crosses her legs, smiles with gleaming eyes.

“Drive, whore. And don’t clean a thing. I want you getting home reeking of me… my cum on your lips and my clit rubbed raw against your throat.”

The cab rolls out.

Creeps slow through empty streets, engine purr mixing with Nyx’s choked moans.

She drives bottomless—pants and panties left back in the dark factory lots.

Legs parted just enough for the wheel not to catch.

Brunette pulls a double-ended dildo from her bag—thinner than the last, but longer.

Without a word she leans forward, one hand clamping Nyx’s thigh to hold her still while she drives.

“Eyes on the road, slut,” she rasps, commanding. “Don’t stop… just open wider.”

Nyx exhales shaky, hands white-knuckling the wheel, as the first end presses against her swollen cunt.

Brunette slides it in slow but merciless, twisting a little to bury half, stretching her fresh.

No pause—the second end nudges her asshole.

One firm push and it sinks deep, filling both holes at once: cunt and ass impaled together, the double dildo linking them in a vibrating silicone bridge that jolts with every street bump.

Nyx moans loud, body arching off the seat, clit grinding the base every time she squeezes her thighs.

Brunette keeps one hand on Nyx’s shoulder for control, the other rubbing her own crotch over the leggings while she watches in the mirror.

“Drive like this, bitch. Every red light, every turn, you’ll remember who opened you up tonight.”

Nyx shifts gears and a lightning bolt of pain-pleasure shoots up her spine.

The double end keeps her stretched wide; every leg stretch for the clutch drives the ass tip deeper, while the cunt end slams her cervix on every pothole.

She can barely keep her foot steady on the brake; thighs shake so hard the car jerks.

Has to death-grip the wheel to stay planted, panting while she fights to see the road.

Brunette laughs dry at the cab’s stutters.

Squeezes Nyx’s thigh, nails digging into trembling flesh.

“Look at you shaking, whore. Can’t even work the clutch without soaking the seat. Keep the fucking car straight or I’ll drive from your lap.”

Nyx grits her teeth, wrestling the wheel while the double dildo buries deeper.

“If you wanna get home in one piece, spread wider and take it without whining,” the brunette declares, eyes back on the road like it’s nothing.

They reach the building entrance.

Nyx kills the engine, double dildo still buried deep, keeping her stuffed.

Brunette leans in one last time, bites her lip in a soft kiss, whispers hot in her ear:

“This is a gift, slut. The double stays inside you… so you don’t forget me for a single second. We’ll see each other again soon… and next time there won’t be a cab to save you.”

She steps out, door clicks shut soft, walks toward the entrance without looking back, heels echoing into the night.

Nyx stays there, bottomless, double dildo lodged like a filthy trophy, breathing hard while the brunette vanishes inside.

The cab falls silent.

She squeezes her thighs, feels both holes full, and smiles dirty staring at the entrance.

“Soon…” she mutters to herself, eyeing the fat stack of bills on the seat. “Doesn’t matter how big a tip you left, my gorgeous brunette. There’ll be payback.”
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Part 13 – Tied Up, Shared Feast

“I told you I wasn’t letting myself get tied up, fuck,” the girl growls, slamming the cab door so hard the whole frame shakes.

Her voice trembles, but it’s loaded with that pissed-off horniness that already reeks of surrender.

“And I told you you lost the bet, little slut,” the other fires back, pulling a coil of red rope from her bag with a smile that promises to break her completely. “Now you’re paying up like a good submissive bitch.”

Nyx, behind the wheel, barely turns her head, but the rearview catches everything:

The blonde’s already planted in the back. Arms and legs crossed like that’ll calm her down. Perfect round ass sinking deep into the leather. Thin shirt plastered to her body, outlining firm, gorgeous tits.

Hard nipples stab through the sweat-soaked fabric, ratting out how fucking turned on she is.

The other one’s lean and playful. Legs spread shameless, taking up every inch of leftover space like the cab belongs to her. Thick red lips curled in wicked grin, cat eyes that trap you and never let go.

Slim but explosive body crammed into a dress so short her perky ass cheeks are on full display.

“Where we going?” Nyx asks, voice steady even though her cunt’s already throbbing with curiosity.

“Downtown,” the blonde mutters, still arms crossed, trying to cling to control.

“No, bitch,” the lean one cuts in. “Detour first. I wanna stop before. There’s that dead factory zone nearby, right, driver? You know it?”

“Like the back of my hand,” Nyx answers, already cranking the wheel with a twisted smile. “Perfect spot.”

The cab glides through black streets while the two whisper-fight in the back, pure sexual tension crackling. The lean one toys with the rope, wrapping it slow between her fingers.

“What’re you gonna do to me once I’m tied up like a whore?” the blonde asks, half-joking, half-begging.

“Everything, slut. I’m gonna spread your cunt wide, tongue-fuck your ass, make you cum till you’re begging me to stop. And I won’t stop.”

“You’re already soaked just saying it… you scare me.”

“No, what scares you is how fucking hard you’re gonna squirt once I’ve got you bound and spread like a dirty magazine.”

Nyx chimes in:

“If she lost the bet, make her pay full price. To keep her from squirming, tie her up right. I know a knot that works like a charm.”

“Back seat, on her knees, arms lashed to the headrests. That’ll arch her back brutal, tits shoved forward, ass high, cunt wide open for both of us to wreck.”

“Fuck yes,” the lean one growls, already licking her lips. “Let’s make her cum just thinking about it.”

In the industrial wasteland, silence swallows everything. Engine killed. Night thick and sticky.

Dim cab lights throw perfect shadows over the flesh about to be devoured.

“Strip. Everything. Now,” the lean one orders.

The blonde sucks in a shaky breath, yanks the soaked shirt over her head. Firm tits bounce free, nipples hard as rocks. Then pants, drenched panties hitting the floor.

Naked now, smooth skin quivering, shaved cunt gleaming wet under the dome light.

“Up. Get in position like the driver said,” the lean one whispers.

Blonde kneels on the back seat. Arms braced on the front headrests.

Lean one starts tying—tight, perfect knots, red rope biting wrists, forcing that back into a savage arch, tits thrust out, round ass lifted high, thighs split.

Cunt on full display: swollen lips parted, clit peeking, already dripping.

“Legs wider, whore,” the lean one snaps, cracking a hard slap across one thigh that echoes.

“I can’t believe I’m doing this…” the blonde moans, voice cracking.

“And I can’t believe you’re letting me do it so easy,” the other answers, sliding two fingers between those open lips. “Look at you: gushing like a fountain before we even start.”

“Mmm… don’t say that…”

“What if I say it louder?” she whispers in her ear, twisting a hard nipple. “You’re a lost bet, and I’m collecting every filthy inch. I’m gonna make you cum screaming you’re my whore.”

Blonde moans as the fingers sink slow but deep, curling inside, hitting that spot that makes her arch harder. Lean one kisses down her back, licks the spine, bites soft.

Nyx steps out, circles the cab, opens the back door with the slow hunger of someone about to feast. Eyes rake the arched body, heaving chest, that blazing cunt offered like ripe fruit.

“Mmm… needs a better angle,” she says, reclining the front seat flat. Now there’s clear space ahead.

“What are you doing, driver?” the blonde asks, nervous but soaked.

Nyx grins, pulls thick rope from the trunk.

“Since we’re here… let’s do it right. For your legs. I want them spread so wide there’s no question tonight you’re dinner for two.”

“Hey! That wasn’t the deal!” the blonde protests as ankles get lashed to the far ends of the reclined front seatback.

Legs yanked to the max, cunt and ass fully exposed, pink asshole twitching.

“Now we’re talking,” the lean one growls, dropping to her knees in front of the spread crotch. “Look how fucking wet you are… your cunt’s throbbing on its own.”

“No, wait—!” the blonde gasps, biting her lip.

“You have any idea how loud you’re gonna moan tied and spread like this?” Nyx murmurs.

“You’re shaking, slut,” the lean one laughs. “You look so delicious when you lose.”

Lean one dives mouth-first into the cunt: flat tongue dragging swollen exposed lips. Shoves her tongue deep inside.

Sucks merciless, laps fast circles around the clit, rams two fingers in and pumps savage while her other hand pinches and twists the blonde’s hard nipples.

“Aaah… fuck! I can’t move!” the blonde screams, yanking the ropes.

“My turn,” Nyx cuts in. “You’ve had that cunt. Now it’s mine.”

Lean one pulls back a step, panting, eyes wide with surprise and lust.

Nyx grabs the blonde’s ass cheeks with both hands, spreads them brutal like she wants to rip her open.

Spits straight on the quivering pink asshole, then buries her pointed tongue balls-deep in one hard thrust.

“Fuck…!” the blonde howls, body bowing as far as the ropes allow.

Nyx tongue-fucks the ass, savoring every clench, every tremor. Pointed tongue sliding slow out, plunging deeper back in.

Other hand reaches under to the cunt, rams two fingers, pumping rough while her thumb grinds hard circles on the swollen clit.

Blonde thrashes useless, ropes creaking.

“Don’t move, whore,” Nyx growls against hot skin. “We’re just getting started.”

“No… please… I can’t take it like this!” she moans, but her cunt gushes harder, betraying her.

Lean one finds her own fun. Climbs up, one leg on each side of the seat, straddles the blonde’s face.

“Now eat my cunt while the driver keeps playing with your ass and clit.”

“I can’t handle everything!” the blonde gasps, panting.

“You will. You’re gonna soak your face with my squirt.”

Lean one grinds down on the open mouth: tongue spearing her cunt, lapping clit, swallowing juice.

Blonde can barely breathe. Face smashed against the drenched pussy, forced to lick and suck while Nyx’s tongue keeps drilling her ass and fingers pound her cunt nonstop.

Suddenly Nyx pulls back.

Blonde’s asshole gapes red and pulsing, slick with spit.

Nyx yanks open the glovebox, pulls out a black leather harness strapped with an obscenely thick dildo. Buckles it on with expert snaps while the blonde keeps devouring the lean one’s crotch.
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Part 14 – The Dessert, Served Without Limits

The cab’s dim light pulls sinister glints off the black leather.

The blonde, trapped between the lean one’s thighs, looks up and freezes mid-lick.

“What… what the fuck is that?” she stammers, voice cracked and shaking as she catches the harness strapped tight around Nyx’s hips out of the corner of her eye.

“Dessert, slut,” Nyx answers with a crooked grin. “Keep that mouth open and keep eating her cunt. Don’t you dare stop.”

The lean one laughs low, fisting the blonde’s hair tighter and grinding her hips harder against that obedient tongue.

Nyx spits into her palm, slicks the thick black dildo, lines it up with the blonde’s swollen cunt.

Pushes slow at first—just the fat head—watching those lips stretch wide around the girth.

“No… it’s too fucking big… please!” the blonde moans into the lean one’s pussy, but her body betrays her: hips lift a fraction, chasing more.

Nyx doesn’t wait. Slams halfway in one smooth thrust, then buries it to the hilt with a firm roll.

The blonde chokes out a muffled scream against hot flesh, the vibration shooting straight to the lean one’s clit.

Nyx starts fucking her steady and deep.

Every thrust rocks the bound body against the ropes.

Meanwhile the lean one writhes on the blonde’s face, riding harder.

“Keep going, whore… lick faster… I’m gonna cum all over your mouth,” the lean one gasps.

Nyx ramps up, pounding the cunt vicious.

Wet, filthy slaps fill the cab.

Then she switches. Pulls out of the dripping hole and aims the slick dildo straight at the still-gaping asshole from earlier tongue-fucking.

Presses the head against the pink ring. Circles slow and cruel so the blonde feels every thick inch about to invade, and whispers low and dangerous:

“Take a deep breath, slut… because this is going all the way in and I’m not stopping till you’re crying from how good it feels.”

“Aaah… no… not there… fuck!” the blonde screams, body bowing tight as the ropes allow, but Nyx doesn’t hesitate.

Pushes slow but relentless, watching the pink ring stretch and grip the black shaft—initial resistance melting into total surrender.

Blonde arches as far as the bindings let her.

Long, broken moan rips from her throat as the thickness fills her completely.

Nyx holds still a beat, buried to the base, letting the body adjust to the brutal stretch.

Then starts moving: deep strokes, slow at first, then faster, every one accompanied by the sloppy squelch of the cunt still leaking everywhere.

Meanwhile the lean one keeps riding the blonde’s face with fresh urgency.

“Keep licking… don’t stop… your screams make me so fucking wet,” the lean one pants, yanking hair hard.

Nyx speeds up in the ass, fucking brutal now.

Hips slap separated cheeks, harness smacking with every thrust.

Blonde can’t tell pain from pleasure anymore—just feels herself stuffed from behind while her mouth works desperate on the lean one’s cunt, swallowing juice, sucking the swollen clit.

The lean one tenses all over.

Sharp cry tears from her throat as she cums violent on the blonde’s face, hot squirt jets drenching from chin to chest.

“Fuck… yes… swallow it all…” the lean one moans, shaking before sliding off on wobbly legs.

Nyx pauses, dildo still buried in the pulsing ass.

“My turn on that mouth,” she says, unbuckling the harness quick and passing it to the lean one. “You keep wrecking her. I want to cum on her tongue.”

Lean one straps it on with a satisfied smirk and dives back in, alternating between cunt and ass now—both gaping, no mercy—keeping the brutal rhythm Nyx set.

Nyx climbs onto the seat, plants one leg on each side of the drenched face, lowers slow till her hot, soaked cunt hovers right over the blonde’s swollen lips.

“Lick me like your fucking life depends on it,” Nyx orders, fisting hair and starting to grind against the tongue.

Blonde’s tongue lashes out devoted: circles on the clit, deep sucks, plunging inside while the lean one keeps pounding both holes without pause.

Nyx grinds harder, moaning louder.

The blonde—caught between the dildo destroying her and the need to make Nyx cum—feels her own orgasm barreling in unstoppable.

She tenses.

Muffled scream vibrates straight into Nyx’s cunt as she cums violent, hot squirt jets splashing the seat and the lean one’s legs.

Nyx shatters when the blonde’s howl slams her clit.

She cums hard in an electric rush, smashing her pussy down on that wet tongue, emptying in long spasms that blur her vision.

Silence, just ragged breathing and the thick reek of sex hanging heavy.

The lean one pulls out slow, leaving the blonde’s ass and cunt gaping deep.

Nyx climbs down. Together they untie the ropes careful.

Blonde collapses onto the back seat, body drenched, shaking, face shining with mixed fluids, eyes glassy from exhausted bliss.

Nyx leans in, brushes swollen lips with a soft, almost tender kiss.

“Good whore,” she murmurs. “You took it like a champ.”

Lean one strokes the wet hair possessive.

“Next time we make another bet.”

Nyx fires up the engine.

The cab melts into the night, reeking of sex, sweat, and total surrender.
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Part 15 – Lesbian Swap, Double Portion

“Tonight’s swinger night, gorgeous,” a familiar gravel voice calls from the sidewalk just as Nyx kills the engine in front of the bar.

Motor still ticking hot.

It’s the brunette—built like tempered steel, the one Nyx knows too damn well.

Black short dress this time, slit high on both hips, flashing thigh muscle, the curve of that firm ass, tiny thong, and the hard tits barely contained, no bra. Nipples stabbing through the thin fabric like filthy invitations.

She stares at Nyx like she already has her spread and gushing, fingers stroking that little crossbody bag Nyx knows is packed with trouble.

“Need a partner to get in. You game, slut?”

Nyx smiles slow, dangerous.

Kills the lights, swings the door open, steps out without a word.

Brunette grabs her hand hard, fingers locked like cuffs.

They stride toward the bar, heels cracking wet pavement.

Sex hits at the door: sweat, expensive perfume, hot cunt, pure need to get wrecked.

Inside, electronic bass pounds like a dirty heartbeat.

Purple and red lights bounce off half-naked bodies: tits out, black harnesses gleaming between thighs, soaked thongs, nipple and clit piercings flashing, eyes fucking before hands even touch.

Center stage, a naked stripper grinds on a low platform.

Oiled body shining, big tits bouncing, hard nipples slick with sweat and oil, perfect ass circling obscene, shaved cunt flashing wide every time she bends a knee.

Every move screams “fuck me now.”

“Look who showed up,” a tattooed bombshell purrs, striding over—curves for days, massive tits spilling out of a leather top, blood-red lips curled hungry. “And who’s this fresh whore?”

She nods at Nyx, eyes ravenous.

Her girl—slim, high ponytail, sheer top showing dark stiff nipples—stares at Nyx like she wants to bolt.

“She’s new,” the brunette answers, amused and cruel. “Trade you mine for yours.”

“Deal,” the tattooed one says instantly.

Turns to her girl. “Go on, baby. Tonight you get the brunette again. You know how she gets. Take everything you can.”

Brunette cracks a hard slap across Nyx’s ass, fingers digging through denim.

“Have fun, slut. See you later.”

She vanishes into the crowd with the ponytail girl.

Tattooed one wastes zero time.

Grabs Nyx by the nape hard—no asking—slams a deep, urgent kiss. Tastes like liquor, raw lust, other women.

Nyx doesn’t fight.

Lets it happen.

Gives in like it’s inevitable.

Like she’s on the menu tonight too.

“I wanna taste you. Right here. Right now. In front of the whole fucking bar,” she growls in Nyx’s ear, voice thick with need.

Nyx meets her eyes—approval, cunt already throbbing.

Tattooed one spins her rough, back to chest.

Iron grip on the waist, other hand ripping Nyx’s button open impatient.

Zipper down, hand dives in, yanks pants and soaked panties to her ankles in one brutal tug.

Kicks them aside—clothes lost in the bar floor mess, trampled, forgotten.

Nyx stands legs spread, firm ass bare, cunt gleaming wet under the dirty lights.

“Spread wider, whore,” the tattooed one rasps in her ear. “Let me see that dripping cunt good. Already leaking for me.”

Nyx obeys.

Feet wider.

Knees bent, ass lifted.

Cunt opens with the move: swollen red lips, clit jutting hard and pulsing, thick string sliding down her inner thigh.

Whole bar seems to hold its breath; some glance sideways, others stare blatant, drinks frozen mid-air.

Tattooed one grabs both ass cheeks, spreads them brutal like she wants to rip Nyx apart for the crowd.

Spits straight on the open cunt.

Hot glob runs toward the asshole, mixing with the steady drip already pouring.

Pulls two dildos from her bag.

One thick red monster, one slimmer curved one. Both flared bases so they stay put.

Spits on them quick, lines them up merciless: thick one at the still-twitching asshole, curved one at the swollen gaping cunt.

Nyx feels both heads pressing at once—cold, hard against fever-hot flesh.

Low moan escapes.

Legs shaking.

But she opens her hips wider, offering everything.

Tattooed one pushes slow at first, hands synced: thick red stretches the pink ring inch by inch to the limit, while curved one sinks deep into the cunt in one firm stroke, slamming straight to the back wall.

“Fuck… yes… fill me…” Nyx hisses through clenched teeth, nails gouging the bar.

Tattooed one speeds up.

Both hands working in perfect sync: deep, synchronized thrusts, wrecking both holes with brutal rhythm.

Wet, obscene squelches mix with pounding bass, Nyx’s moans shattering into short, desperate gasps.

Cunt clamps the curved dildo.

Ass milks the thick one like it wants to swallow it whole.

Tattooed one twists them slightly with every push—curved one hammering the G-spot, thick one prying the ass wider and wider.

Nyx can’t hold back.

Pleasure builds like a tidal wave: legs quaking violent, cunt gushing thick ropes that splash the tattooed one’s thighs, asshole pulsing around the invading girth.

Tattooed one pumps faster.

Deeper.

No mercy.

Nyx explodes.

Broken scream rips from her throat, body convulsing head to toe.

Hot squirt jets blast from her cunt, soaking the hand, the floor, the heels.

Ass clamps brutal spasms around the thick dildo, milking it while Nyx cums again and again, endless waves leaving her shaking, knees buckling, held up only by the tattooed one’s grip and the bar.

Tattooed one holds still a beat, both toys buried to the base, letting Nyx ride the last tremors.

Then pulls them out slow.

One by one.

Wet, filthy suction sounds turning more heads.

“Delicious. Ready for round two, whore?”

Nyx smiles.

Legs still weak.

Cunt and ass throbbing.

The night’s just getting started.
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Part 16 – On All Fours, In Front of Everyone, Prelude to Revenge

“What the fuck do you mean?”

“That now you thank me properly, slut.”

No time to react—the girl grabs Nyx by the waist and shoves her hard toward the nearest pillar.

Spins her rough. Bends her forward. Drops her to all fours right on the gleaming dance floor.

Shirt rucked up over her tits, no pants, no panties, ass high and presented, cunt and asshole throbbing while thick juice runs rivers down her thighs.

Nyx spreads her legs without being told. She’s soaked, burning, ready for more. Music swallows everything, bodies grinding around like nothing else exists.

“Like this. On all fours. Right here in the middle of the fucking floor,” the tattooed one orders, hiking her skirt and shoving her own panties to her knees. “Open me up with that filthy mouth. I want you drenching me.”

Nyx dives in without hesitation.

Tongue straight between the tattooed one’s wet lips, parting them wide. Slow deep drags, savoring every fold, sucking the swollen clit hard.

Tattooed one braces on Nyx’s shoulders, grinds her pelvis down onto the face.

“More tongue… deeper… shove it all the way in…” she moans, fisting hair and forcing harder.

Tattooed one lifts a hand, snaps quick fingers at a waitress in the back—already strapped, thick black veiny cock jutting ready.

Behind Nyx, unseen, the waitress steps up. Strong hands pry open those cheeks. Ass pulsing. Hole still wide and deep from earlier.

“I’m gonna slide it in slow,” the waitress whispers. “So you feel every fucking inch, whore.”

Head presses the gaping entrance.

Cock slips into the ass easy, gliding deep without resistance. Nyx moans muffled into the cunt smothering her face, vibrations shooting straight to the clit above.

Waitress pushes deeper, buries to the hilt, grips hips brutal.

“Don’t stop sucking,” the tattooed one commands, grinding harder on the tongue. “Let them fuck you however they want… but that mouth never stops for a second.”

Nyx obeys.

Keeps licking while her body shakes. Tongue swirling the clit, plunging into the dripping cunt flooding her face. Behind, the harness slams hard and deep, savage.

“You look perfect like this,” the waitress growls, pounding without pause, ass cheeks slapping wet. “Spread, soaked, obedient.”

“And mouth nice and full,” the tattooed one adds, mashing her pussy harder against Nyx’s face. “Keep going… don’t stop… fuck yes, just like that!”

Pleasure multiplies like wildfire.

Nyx vibrates. Moans. Soaks inside and out. Every thrust shoves her face deeper into the cunt she’s devouring.

Wet slaps of cock in ass mix with choked moans and tongue squelches.

“You taste so fucking good… I’m gonna cum all over your mouth, whore,” the tattooed one moans.

And she does.

Body shaking, thighs clamping Nyx’s head, clit pulsing between lips. Screams her orgasm, hot squirt jets flooding Nyx’s mouth and face—she swallows and laps without missing a drop.

At the same instant Nyx blows from the anal pounding.

Back bows brutal. Ass clamping the cock wrecking her. Cunt throbbing empty but gushing. Muffled scream buried in the cunt drowning her.

Cums shaking, impaled from behind, mouth overflowing from the front, body split between two violent pleasures.

The whole bar seems to spin: lights, bodies, moans, raw sex stink.

“Goddamn… what a delicious fucking whore,” the waitress whispers, slamming a few final deep strokes before pulling out slow, leaving Nyx’s ass gaping wider, red and pulsing.

Nyx staggers upright.

Forces her way through the sweaty crowd. Legs weak. Taste of multiple women thick on her tongue.

Shirt in shreds, tits spilling through torn fabric.

Bottomless, red throbbing cunt on display for anyone who looks.

Steps into the night air, breath ragged, sweat clinging. Cool breeze licks hard nipples, slick thighs shining with juice and spit.

Walks like she’s floating. Purple club lights still burning behind her eyelids. Reaches her cab, opens the door, collapses into the driver’s seat.

Closes her eyes. Hands trembling on the wheel. Breathes deep.

“What a fucking insane night…” she whispers with a crooked smile, half blissed, half wrecked, still burning. “Jesus…”

Leans back a second. Sighs. Tries to calm the heartbeat pounding in her clit.

“Industrial zone.”

Nyx whips around, startled.

“How… how the fuck did you get in?”

Voice unmistakable. That steel calm that chills and ignites at once.

Brunette’s in the back seat. Legs crossed. Dark bag on her lap. Lips painted like nothing happened. But her eyes say the night’s far from over.

“Doesn’t matter, Nyx,” she answers with a slow smile. “What matters… is what’s coming. Drive.”

Nyx swallows hard. Feels fresh wetness flood inside without a touch—just from that stare.

Starts the engine.

In the rearview, the brunette’s eyes claim her all over again.

Nyx pulls away.

A slow smile curls her lips.

Her revenge just climbed in the back.

The night’s only beginning.

No telling who gets used this time.

But it’s gonna be brutal.

THE END
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The meter’s dead.
The engine’s quiet.

The back door hangs open, letting in the wet breath of the city: flashing neon, slick asphalt, smell of hot leather and raw sex.

Inside the fogged-up cabin, the seat still burns where I used them.

Their thighs shake from how hard I made them beg and break.
Their lips are bruised from biting back screams.

Their cunts throb where my fingers fucked them mercilessly, deep and ruthless, until they came hard against the seatback, squirting and shuddering, soaking everything in hot, helpless spurts.

You watched them fall apart.
Heard them plead.
Felt the heat of their total surrender crawl up your own skin…

…and now you’re not walking out the same.
You’re still dripping from what you witnessed.

I wrote Night Taxi for those who melt under absolute surrender.
For those who know the only way to taste real freedom is to be wrecked, fucked raw, and rebuilt from the ruins.

This is just the first ride.

Unleashed Desires is sharper, darker, more unforgiving than anything I’ve done.
No safewords.
No mercy.

Just dripping, desperate need—and the ones who demand it, and the ones who shatter beneath it.

If you’ve been riding with me from the start, you know I don’t hold back.
If you’re new… welcome to the deep end.

The water’s boiling.
And it’s rising fast.

Are you wet enough, hard enough, desperate enough for the next stop?

Volume 2 is coming soon.
The shadows are already whispering your name—hungry, impatient.

But if your body is still pounding, leaking, begging for more right now…

…my blackest world is waiting.
Legs spread.
Links open.
No way out.

THE UNLEASHED DESIRES SERIES

Vol. 1: Night Taxi – The Price of Pleasure
Vol. 2: [Coming Soon] — The shadows are calling. Answer… or let them take you.

COMPLETE YOUR COLLECTION: DOMINATED BY HER

Devour these filthy fantasies where power breaks willing flesh—slow, brutal, no remorse.

Vol. 1: At My Feet, Obedient Secretary – https://a.co/d/00nWqz7
Vol. 2: Obey, Little Tenant – https://a.co/d/9prU4ne
Vol. 3: Bent in the Lesbian Club – https://a.co/d/dJiYURI
Vol. 4: Bella on the Island of Submission – https://a.co/d/08GipnYI
Vol. 5: Seven Nights: The Price of the Bet – https://a.co/d/01RRTwzP

Follow me for the dirtiest previews and the next thing that’s going to wreck you:
https://www.amazon.com/author/lanaravish

Don’t make me wait.
I can already feel how badly you need to drop to your knees and beg again.

Click.
Submit.
Surrender.
Now.
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