
        
            
                
            
        

    
Obey, Little Tenant

Filthy Rules, Total Lesbian Submission, and Uncontrollable Pleasure

“Inside,” she orders. “I want to feel your tongue deep inside me.”

Ellie pushes her tongue as far as it will go.
In. Out. In again.
Slow. Relentless. Deliberate.

Marlowe’s heat spills down Ellie’s chin, trails along her neck, dripping onto her trembling chest.

Ellie moans against her, the vibration making Marlowe tense, breath hitching.

“Deeper… yes… deeper…” Marlowe whispers, hips beginning to move, taking Ellie’s mouth with brutal control.

Ellie obeys.

Her tongue plunges, presses, explores the inner walls, drinking every wave that follows.

One hand grips Marlowe’s thigh for balance.
The other drifts instinctively to her own center—

Too late.

Marlowe yanks her hair.

“No.

Touch yourself only when I say.

Your pleasure is mine.

Your mouth is mine.

Everything is mine.” ...

Lana Ravish

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

Serie: Dominated by Her — Vol. 2
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Part 1 – Tuesday: Naked and Completely Obedient

Ellie shows up with the backpack dangling off one shoulder, jacket folded over her arm like some pathetic shield against the shaking in her legs. Freshman in college, just rented this room to start her solo life. Her heart is hammering so fucking hard she can feel the pulse throbbing right through her tight, young tits. Anxiety has her nipples rock-hard like bullets, scraping the thin braless tee with every breath. Her pussy keeps clenching over and over from pure nerves, soaking her panties straight through until they’re see-through, plastered to her swollen, spread-open lips. A thick, hot little stream keeps leaking down her ass crack nonstop, slicking up that tight virgin asshole that pulses with every shaky step.

She rings the bell. Her finger trembles so bad she accidentally mashes it twice. The movement makes her firm tits jiggle, rubbing the fabric and shooting a lightning bolt straight to her swollen clit that’s throbbing against the drenched cotton.

The door opens instantly.

“You’re on time,” Marlowe says. No smile. No question. Voice cold as steel.

She’s barefoot, black satin robe hanging open to the middle of her sternum, deep cleavage showing the inner curves of those perfect firm tits and the sweaty valley between them. The satin clings to her hot skin, outlining the hard nipples poking out like knife points. No hiding. Just pure fucking power.

“Get in.”

Ellie steps inside. The click of the door locking behind her sounds final as a death sentence. The air in here is heavy: subtle perfume, warm skin, and that dark, thick scent of sex already simmering. Marlowe’s been fantasizing for hours about how she’s gonna wreck this girl, and the smell gives it away.

The house is big, modern, spotless. Everything in its place. Everything controlled. Everything just waiting for the moment Marlowe decides to tear it apart.

Marlowe walks ahead without looking back. The robe flutters just enough to flash that round, high, tight ass swaying with every step like a silent threat.

“You’ll sleep here. Locked closet. Street window. Everything else is shared. Everything. No fucking exceptions.”

Ellie nods, mouth dry, tongue glued to the roof. Her pulse is pounding in her tits and in her cunt that keeps squeezing uncontrollably, another wave of traitorous heat flooding her already ruined panties.

“House rules?”

Marlowe turns slowly. Looks her up and down like she’s already picturing her naked, tied, spread wide: nipples stabbing the shirt, trembling thighs, the dark wet stain spreading between her legs.

“Three. Non-negotiable.”

“What kind of rules?”

Marlowe walks toward the kitchen without answering. The robe slips open a little more, flashing the side of one tit, the nipple grazing the fabric. Ellie follows like she’s hypnotized by the straight back, by the cruel sway of that ass, by the certainty that those rules are gonna involve every inch of her body.

“I’m not explaining them now,” Marlowe says without turning, voice flat. “Tonight when you get back from class, they’re on the fridge. You read them. You obey them. If you don’t like them… door’s right there. And you never cross it again.”

She stops at the fridge, yanks it open with a sharp tug. The cold air brushes her skin but she doesn’t flinch.

“And Ellie,” she adds, finally looking at her, eyes hard, zero warmth. “There’s no room here for doubts or scared little girls. You either obey and get dripping like a filthy slut… or you leave dripping, alone, and forgotten.”

She slams the fridge shut. The sound slices the air.

Then she stops. Turns slowly. Locks eyes.

“But if you do obey…” her voice drops, cold but loaded with dark promises, “you’re gonna discover something no shitty room in this city could ever give you. You’re gonna learn what it really means to surrender. What it feels like to get used until you’re crying from how good it hurts… and still beg for them not to stop.”

Ellie feels the heat explode from her cunt straight up to her throat. Her face burns red. The panties are beyond soaked—juice is overflowing, a thick hot line sliding down her thigh almost to her knee.

“That work for you?” Marlowe asks with murderous calm, eyes drilled into Ellie’s.

Ellie nods, voice hoarse, shaking, broken.

“Yeah… whatever you say.”

Marlowe steps closer. Slow. Real fucking slow. Brushes her fingertip across Ellie’s shoulder. Barely. The touch burns. Ellie shudders hard, cunt clenching violently, another hot gush soaking the fabric, legs going weak.

Marlowe drags the finger down another inch. Grazes the nipple through the shirt. Doesn’t pinch. Just grazes. Ellie lets out a choked moan, knees buckling.

“Go to class,” Marlowe orders, stepping back, stare locked, voice steel. “Tonight we start.”

Ellie stumbles out trembling. Her pussy throbs with every step, drenched panties glued to her swollen lips. The whole day is hell: classes a blur, seat soaked, clit grinding against the fabric every time she shifts, nipples scraping the hoodie like sandpaper. She hears nothing. Only feels the savage pulse in her cunt, the heat that keeps building.

When she comes back at night, her heart is slamming her ribs like it wants to break them. Opens the door. Steps in. Closes it with sick reverence. The air smells like imminent sex.

She heads straight to the kitchen on shaky legs, cunt pounding.

There it is. White paper, folded perfectly, red magnet.

She unfolds it with fingers that barely work.

Three rules. Black ink. Hard handwriting. No mercy:

Strip naked the second you walk in.

Spread your legs for me.

Finger your cunt where I can watch.

That’s it. Nothing else. And that’s more than enough to make her pussy clamp down brutally hard, the throb shooting up her throat and ripping a strangled moan out of her.

The ritual begins.

Backpack hits the floor. Jacket. Sneakers yanked off. Socks. Hoodie over her head, hair a mess. Tee. Her tits bounce free, firm, dark nipples hard as fucking rocks. Jeans drop. White panties transparent, center dark and sticky, molded to her swollen lips. She peels them down slow. A thick rope of cunt juice stretches, snaps, and drips lazily down her thigh.

Naked. Completely. In the entryway.

Cool air licks her exposed clit, nipples tighten even more, painful. Every step makes her tits sway, ass flexing tight, pussy dripping down her thighs.

She walks to the living room. Stops in front of the mirror.

Looks at herself. Outer lips swollen, red, parted. Thick clit shiny and pulsing. Clear string sliding down her thigh.

Whispers: “First rule… done.”

Hand drops. Brushes her stomach. Keeps going. Barely grazes her clit and a harsh moan rips from her throat. So sensitive it hurts so fucking good.

“No… not yet…” she gasps. “Still gotta do two.”

And then the voice. Low. Calm. Merciless.

“Spread wider.”

Ellie spins like she’s been whipped.

Marlowe’s in the doorway, robe flung wide open, tits bare, nipples diamond-hard, shaved pussy glistening wet. Staring with an intensity that steals breath.

“Look at you… not even one day and you’re already soaked and ready for me. You were fucking made to obey.”

Ellie spreads wider. Until it hurts. Cunt on full display: lips gaping, clit throbbing, hole shining.

Marlowe crouches. Hot breath washes over the swollen lips.

“You know why you’re this fucking wet, little girl?”

Ellie shakes her head, biting her lip till it bleeds.

“Because your body already knows it belongs to me. Every rule you follow, your cunt gets wetter than it ever did for any dick you’ve ever taken.”

Ellie lets out a long, shattered moan.

“Remember the third?”

“Yeah… finger myself where you can see…”

“Exactly.” Marlowe sits in the armchair, legs spread wide, cunt exposed and dripping. “Come here. On your knees. Right in front of me.”

Ellie obeys. Knees on the carpet. Cold up her spine. Burning heat in her cunt.

“Open. I want to see everything.”

Ellie spreads her thighs to the limit. Lips part on their own. Clit pulses visibly.

“Look at yourself,” Marlowe orders, grabbing her chin and forcing it toward the mirror. “Look how much of a filthy slut you turn into just from obeying me.”

Ellie stares: flushed face, glassy eyes, tits trembling, cunt wide open and drenched. She moans loud.

“Touch it. Slow. Show me how much you love being mine.”

Hand drops. Fingers slide through the slick. Barely brushes the clit and her back arches hard.

“More,” Marlowe commands. “Press. Fuck yourself with your fingers right in front of me.”

Ellie shoves in two. Then three. The wet, obscene squelch fills the room. Breathing wrecked.

“Want help?”

“Please… Marlowe… please…”

“Stay still then. I’m not touching you. I want to watch you break yourself.”

Marlowe leans in close but doesn’t touch. Just watches, breathes hot over the soaked cunt.

“Look how fucking drenched you are… you were born for this… to spread… to give me everything…”

Ellie pumps faster, three fingers slamming in, thumb grinding her clit. Hips bucking on their own, tits bouncing wildly.

“I’m gonna… I’m coming… Marlowe…!”

“Hold it. Look at me.”

Ellie lifts her eyes. Tears of pleasure. Mouth hanging open.

“Now. Come. Give it all to me. Show me how much you love being mine even when I’m just fucking watching.”

The orgasm obliterates her.

She screams Marlowe’s name. Body convulsing. Hot squirt blasts out, splashing the carpet, her thighs, the floor. Tits shaking violently. Legs trembling out of control.

She collapses, forehead on the carpet, gasping, shaking, fucking destroyed.

Marlowe watches from the chair, cunt shining, untouched.

“Good girl. You came without me laying a finger on you.”

Then she leans down, kisses Ellie’s temple, whispers hoarse:

“Tomorrow… three new rules.”

“And I promise… you’re gonna beg me to completely fucking ruin you.”

Ellie closes her eyes. Smiles through the tears.

There’s no going back.

Her body, mind, and soul just signed a contract in invisible ink.

And the price is exactly what she wants to pay.
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Part 2 – Wednesday: Show Off in Slutty Lingerie and Sky-High Heels for Me

Ellie shoves the door open with her shoulder, the bag crashes to the floor with a dull thud that echoes straight through her chest. She doesn’t pick it up. Can’t. Her eyes lock on the fridge like the note is screaming her name, yanking her cunt with invisible, burning strings.

There it is.

White paper. Red magnet.

She can already feel the brutal pulse between her legs before she even touches it—a deep, pounding throb that climbs her spine and forces her thighs to squeeze together on instinct.

She peels it off with shaking fingers. Unfolds it.

Put on whore lingerie and nothing else.

Walk in heels for me.

Come all over my hands.

“Fuck…” she whispers, the word comes out cracked, broken, almost a strangled moan ripping from the back of her throat.

She’s already drenched. Just from reading it.

Her cunt throbs like it’s been waiting for that command all goddamn afternoon, clenching hard, liquid heat flooding her regular panties, soaking the fabric until it’s glued to her swollen, parted lips. A hot little stream starts trickling down the inside of her thigh before she even reaches the stairs.

She runs up, normal shoes clacking on the wood like war drums. Bursts into her room. Slams the door so hard the walls shake.

She freezes for a second, breathing ragged, feeling her nipples stab into the tee—hard, painful, begging for attention that hasn’t come yet.

She yanks open the deep drawer. The one she never opens in front of anyone.

Pulls out the black set.

Lace so thin it looks like black smoke.

The one she bought on impulse months ago, thinking “someday…”

The one she never dared wear because it was too much.

Because it showed too fucking much.

Because it was made for someone to look at her like they wanted to devour her alive, piece by filthy piece.

She strips in a furious rush.

Hoodie ripped off like it’s on fire.

Tee over her head, hair a wreck.

Bra snapped off violently. Tits bounce free, firm, nipples already red and hard like they’re burning from the inside.

Jeans and panties shoved down in one go.

They’re so soaked they cling to her swollen lips.

A thick, glossy rope stretches obscenely before snapping and dripping down her thigh, leaving a wet trail almost to her knee.

Naked in front of the mirror.

She stares.

Goosebumps everywhere.

Tiny tremors across her stomach.

Outer lips swollen, parted, red, shining with juice.

Clit peeking out, thick, visibly pulsing under the light.

“Something’s happening to me…” she whispers, a nervous, hot little laugh slipping out. “And I fucking love it.”

She slides on the black panties.

Lace that’s barely there.

The sheer fabric shows everything: smooth mound, swollen red clit, the wetness already soaking the crotch and spreading down the slit.

Then the bra.

Tiny cups.

Nipples stab right through like they’re trying to escape, dark and pointed, trembling with every shaky breath.

She grabs the heels.

Twelve-centimeter stilettos.

The ones she never wore because “they’re not practical.”

Today there’s nothing practical.

Today it’s total fucking surrender.

She straps them on.

The click-clack down the stairs slams straight into her clit with every step.

Every stair is cruel foreplay.

The lace grinding against her swollen cunt.

Thighs rubbing.

Vibration shooting up her legs straight to her core, making more juice leak down the insides, dripping almost to her ankles.

She reaches the living room.

Stops in front of the big mirror.

Sees herself.

A total whore vision.

Black lingerie that hides jack shit.

Tits quivering under the tiny lace.

Panties drenched, plastered, transparent, obvious wet shine between her legs.

Legs endless on killer heels.

And between her thighs… a slow river running down the insides, dripping nonstop.

She moans just looking at herself.

Fingers drop to the edge of the panties on their own.

She presses.

Fingertip sinks into the soaked fabric.

Her clit jumps with a violent throb that makes her back arch.

“No…” she forces herself to stop, panting. “Not yet.”

The third rule is the one that matters.

And then the voice.

Low.

Calm.

Fucking lethal.

“You look perfect.”

Ellie whips her head around so fast she almost gets dizzy.

Marlowe’s there.

In the darkest corner.

Legs crossed.

Robe open to the waist.

One hand resting lazily on her own thigh.

The other holding a glass of red wine she hasn’t touched.

She’s been watching for hours.

Ellie knows it instantly.

“That set…” Marlowe says, rising slowly. “I’m so glad you saved it just for me.”

Ellie straightens. Chest out. Hips tilted forward.

“I bought it… but I never…”

“Never what?” Marlowe cuts her off, closing in. “Never had the guts? Or never found someone worthy of seeing how much of a filthy slut you can turn into?”

Ellie swallows.

The answer spills out hoarse:

“Both.”

“And yet…” Marlowe stops an inch away, drags her fingertip along the edge of the bra, mercilessly grazing the nipple. “Here you are. Panties dripping. Nipples like fucking rocks. Waiting for my approval.”

She pauses.

“Remember the second rule?”

“Yeah…” Ellie sucks in a breath. “Walk for you.”

“Then walk.

Show me what belongs to me now.”

Ellie takes the first step.

Heels echoing.

Hips swaying slow.

Every move makes the lace grind against her swollen clit, more juice sliding down her thighs.

“Slower,” Marlowe orders. “I want you to feel every inch of fabric dragging across your cunt.

Every vibration.

Every drop that leaks out.”

Ellie obeys.

Struts like the living room is her private catwalk.

Like every step is a filthy confession.

“Turn.”

Ellie turns.

“Slower…

Show me your back.

Arch that spine.

I want to see how that perfect ass looks framed by those ridiculous panties.”

Ellie arches.

Lace wedges deep between her cheeks.

The wetness gleams in the dim light.

Marlowe lets out a low laugh.

“You’re fucking soaked, little girl.”

Ellie feels the flush crawl up her chest.

“Say it,” Marlowe commands. “I want to hear it.”

“I’m… drenched… for you.”

“And do you like it?”

“Yes… fuck yes…”

“Run your hand between your legs.

Just for a second.

Gentle.”

Ellie does.

Fingers sink into the soaked lace.

Brush her clit.

Her back arches on its own.

A long moan tears from her throat.

“Look at you…” Marlowe whispers. “Is that obedience… or pure fucking desperation?”

“I… I don’t know…” Ellie gasps.

“I do.

It’s total surrender.

And we haven’t even gotten to the third.”

Ellie moans louder.

Legs trembling.

“Come here.”

Marlowe sits in the armchair.

Spreads her legs shamelessly.

“Sit on me.

Facing up.

Legs wide.

I want to feel you dripping all over me… and watch you in the mirror.”

Ellie obeys.

She settles in.

Back against Marlowe’s chest.

Thighs spread wide on either side.

Cunt completely exposed, throbbing, glistening, dripping straight onto Marlowe’s thighs.

Marlowe locks one strong arm around her waist.

The other hand dives straight down.

“Third rule,” she whispers hot against Ellie’s ear, voice rough and loaded. “Come all over my fucking hands.”

No waiting for an answer—she yanks the lace aside with an impatient finger.

Fingers plunge in.

Two at once.

Deep.

Curled.

Ellie screams, head thrown back against Marlowe’s shoulder.

Marlowe isn’t gentle.

She’s not looking for caresses.

She wants total fucking submission.

Thumb on the clit.

Fast, brutal circles.

Fingers pumping relentless.

The wet, obscene squelching, the constant sloppy splashing, fills the whole room.

“Look in the mirror,” Marlowe orders. “Watch yourself fall apart on my hand.”

Ellie looks.

Sees her reflection:

Legs splayed wide.

Panties shoved aside.

Marlowe’s fingers disappearing inside her to the knuckles.

Tits quivering under the lace.

Mouth open in a continuous scream.

“Moan for me.

Louder.”

Ellie moans.

No control.

No shame.

Marlowe squeezes her throat with the other hand.

Not hard.

Just enough to remind her who owns her.

“You’re on fire…” she murmurs. “Your cunt is begging me to wreck it.”

“Don’t stop… please… Marlowe… don’t stop…”

“Never.

Now come.

I want to feel you soak my hands.

I want this chair marked with your filthy pleasure.”

Fingers speed up.

Three now.

Stretching.

Hammering that exact spot.

Ellie shatters.

The orgasm rips through her like a nuclear blast.

She screams Marlowe’s name, voice cracking into a long, animal wail.

Body convulses hard.

Hips bucking against Marlowe’s hand.

Hot squirt explodes out, spraying fingers, palm, Marlowe’s thighs, the chair.

Legs shake uncontrollably, muscles spasming brutally.

Nipples tighten to the point of pain, tits bouncing with every wave.

She collapses backward against Marlowe’s chest, gasping, trembling, fucking destroyed by pleasure.

Her cunt keeps clenching in aftershocks, pushing out more juice that slowly drips down Marlowe’s fingers.

Marlowe kisses her neck slow, tongue dragging across salty sweat.

Bites the earlobe with cruel tenderness.

“Good girl…” she whispers. “You came like a perfect little whore all over my hands.”

She pulls her fingers out slow, glistening and drenched.

Brings them to Ellie’s mouth.

“Clean.”

Ellie opens, exhausted.

Sucks.

Tastes her own dripping arousal off Marlowe’s fingers, licking slow, with absolute devotion.

And while she does, Marlowe whispers in her ear, voice hoarse and dangerous:

“Tomorrow… the note’s gonna be way shorter.

And way fucking harder.

Three words.

And you’re already dying to read them.”
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Part 3 – Thursday: Spread Wide Open, Beg for My Tongue

Ellie bursts through the door straight from campus, slamming it so hard the whole house shakes.

The bag slides off her shoulder and hits the floor.

Her skin is on fire. Not from the street heat. It’s the note. No surprise anymore. Pure fucking need burning through her guts, squeezing her cunt like an invisible fist and forcing her thighs to clamp just to keep from moaning right there in the hallway.

She runs to the kitchen.

There it is: white paper, red magnet, three lines that nail her clit the second she sees them.

Lick to warm up.

Finger yourself on your knees.

Beg for my tongue.

“What the fuck am I supposed to lick?” she whispers, voice shaking, hoarse with raw anticipation.

Then she sees it.

On the couch, propped between the cushions like a filthy offering:

an antique silver soup spoon, gleaming, curved, completely coated in thick golden honey, dripping slow, sticky threads down the handle that look exactly like hot cum.

Ellie exhales hard.

“No fucking way…” she mutters, a dark, hot laugh ripping out of her chest. “She’s training my mouth… with honey. She wants me addicted to whatever taste she decides to shove in front of me.”

Backpack drops.

She rips the tee over her head like it’s on fire.

Bra yanked off in a furious tug. Tits bounce free, firm, nipples already raging red bullets, furious, pointing straight up at the ceiling.

She walks to the couch.

Sits on the edge, legs spread, cunt throbbing against the soaked fabric of her panties.

Grabs the spoon by the handle with trembling fingers.

Brings it to her lips.

First lick is slow, careful.

Just the tip of her tongue.

Sweet. Sticky. Warm.

Eyes close. Soft moan slips out.

Second lick is braver.

Flat tongue, base to tip, scooping honey in one long, obscene drag, like she’s sucking an invisible dick.

The taste explodes in her mouth—sweet, thick, forbidden.

She licks again.

Faster.

Deeper.

Lips part around the metal.

Tongue slides up and down, swirling the curved handle, sucking the dripping honey, swallowing hungry.

“Fuck, Marlowe…” she whispers between licks, voice cracked. “Is this what you want? Me addicted to your flavor, whatever you decide to feed me? My mouth only ever tasting what you give it?”

She attacks it with savage urgency.

Honey drips down her chin, down her neck, between her tits, leaving shiny sticky trails that slide all the way to her stomach.

Her body shakes.

Panties are drenched, fabric plastered to swollen, gaping lips.

She rests the spoon on her own chest.

Fingers drag the honey from her stomach straight to her clit, smearing a thick, glossy trail that makes every touch slower, nastier, dirtier.

She stands.

Rips jeans and panties down in one pissed-off yank.

Naked.

Except for the black stiletto heels that are now her uniform of total fucking surrender.

She drops to her knees in the middle of the living room.

Right where she knows Marlowe wants her seen.

Legs spread to the fucking limit.

Back straight.

Tits thrust forward.

Hands on thighs, shaking.

She stares at herself in the big mirror.

“I’m on my knees for you, Marlowe…” she whispers, voice broken. “And it makes me so fucking horny it hurts. I’m really becoming your whore.”

One hand goes to her left tit.

Squeezes hard.

Pinches the nipple until a harsh moan rips out.

The other hand dives straight to her cunt.

Fingers slide through the thick wetness, mixing with the honey still clinging to her skin.

Cunt pounding like an angry heartbeat.

First touch is pure lightning.

“Fuck…!” she screams.

Shoves two fingers in without warning.

Deep.

Curled.

Pulls them out.

Sucks them clean.

Tastes her own dripping arousal mixed with the sticky sweetness still coating her tongue.

Back in.

Faster.

Harder.

Other hand grinds brutal circles on her clit, slick with honey and cunt juice.

“Come… come…” she orders herself, voice wrecked. “Finger-fuck yourself like an obedient little slut… so she can see.”

Hips move on their own.

Thrusting into her hand.

The room fills with wet, filthy sounds—fingers slamming mercilessly, the obscene splashing pouring out of her cunt.

“Marlowe…! Look at me…! I’m gushing all over the fucking floor…! I’m fucking my hand thinking about your tongue…! About your mouth sucking me till I cry!”

The orgasm is right there.

About to rip her in half.

And then…

The door opens.

She doesn’t see her come in.

But she feels her presence like the air just got thicker, hotter, heavier with her.

Ellie doesn’t stop.

Keeps finger-banging herself.

Harder.

More desperate.

Three fingers now.

Thumb smashing her clit.

Hips bucking, tits bouncing wild.

“You can stop touching yourself now,” Marlowe says from behind, voice low, calm, fucking lethal.

Ellie yanks her fingers out with a broken moan.

Leaves them hanging, glistening, trembling, dripping honey and cunt cream.

Marlowe walks slow circles around her.

Looks down.

Naked.

On her knees.

Honey smeared across tits, stomach, thighs.

Cunt wide open, red, dripping.

Face wrecked with pure want.

“Look at you…” Marlowe whispers. “All sticky with honey and your own filthy juices.

Shaking.

Begging from every pore.”

She stops right in front of her.

“Tell me what you need.”

Ellie lifts her eyes.

Glassy.

Tears of pure anticipation.

“Your tongue…” she whispers.

“Louder.”

“I want your tongue on my cunt!” she screams, voice shattered. “Please, Marlowe… lick me… wreck me with your mouth…! Suck me till I pass the fuck out!”

Marlowe smiles.

Slow.

Dangerous.

“Good girl.”

She pushes Ellie back with brutal gentleness.

Flattens her on the carpet.

Spreads her legs wide as they’ll go.

Kneels between them.

And dives.

No teasing.

Tongue straight in.

Flat.

Long.

One hungry swipe from asshole to clit.

Ellie screams, back arching, nails clawing the carpet.

Marlowe licks without mercy.

Fast.

Deep.

Furious circles over the swollen clit.

Then traps it between her lips.

Sucks hard.

Shoves two fingers in.

Curved.

Hunting that perfect spot.

Ellie arches hard.

Hands ripping at the carpet.

“Fuck…! Yes…! Fuck…! You’re eating me like you want to kill me with pleasure!”

Marlowe doesn’t stop.

Licks faster.

Fingers pumping relentless.

The wet sounds of her mouth, the suction, the fingers slamming inside Ellie fill the whole damn room.

“I’m coming…! I’m coming in your mouth…!”

“Not yet,” Marlowe murmurs against her clit. “Beg better.”

Ellie lets out a pleasure-sob.

“Please…! Make me come! Suck me till I scream! Make me completely yours! Don’t stop… never fucking stop…! I’m yours… only yours…!”

Marlowe ramps it up.

Tongue merciless.

Fingers brutal.

Thumb pressing the clit from the outside while she licks inside, sucking, soft bites.

And then she does it.

The orgasm obliterates her.

Ellie screams Marlowe’s name like it’s a curse and a prayer at the same time.

Body convulses violently.

Hot squirt blasts across Marlowe’s face, the carpet, her own thighs.

Marlowe doesn’t pull away.

Keeps licking.

Softer.

Deeper.

Milks a second orgasm out of her before she can even breathe, a climax that makes her shriek and cry pure fucking pleasure.

When she finally lets go, Ellie is sprawled on the floor.

Shaking.

Covered in honey, spit, cunt juice.

Chest heaving like she ran a marathon.

Marlowe lies down beside her.

Strokes her cheek with the back of her fingers.

“Tomorrow…” she whispers, voice hoarse, “…you’re gonna learn what it really means to crawl.

For real.”

Ellie, still gasping, smiles through the tears.

“I’m not… gonna resist… ever again.”

And in that moment she knows her body doesn’t belong to her anymore.

And that…

is exactly what she wants most in the fucking world.
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Part 4 – Friday: On All Fours, Lick Whatever I Put in Your Mouth

Ellie bursts in and slams the door shut with her hip, the sharp bang echoing straight through her chest.

Keys don’t even hit the table—her eyes are already locked on the fridge like the note is calling her name with invisible fingers pinching her clit without touching it.

There they are.

Three orders.

Black ink, hard, merciless.

Crawl on all fours.

Spread yourself open on the floor.

Lick whatever I put in your mouth.

“Fuck…” she whispers, voice coming out hoarse, broken, almost a moan born deep in her gut. “Is this how it starts today…?”

Her body answers before her brain can catch up.

Cunt throbs hard, a deep pounding that climbs her spine and forces her thighs to squeeze.

Nipples stab into her blouse like they’re trying to tear through, hard, furious, aching.

Wetness already soaks her panties and shows with every step: a hot little trail slides down the inside of her thigh before she even reaches the hallway.

“Every day she demands more… and every day I want more…” she mutters, a dark, hot smile crossing her face, eyes gleaming with something that’s no longer fear.

Backpack drops.

Kicks off her shoes.

Walks to her room with her heart slamming her throat.

Stripping is no longer a question.

It’s ritual.

It’s respect.

It’s total fucking surrender.

Blouse ripped over her head.

Bra yanked off in a violent tug. Tits bounce free, firm, heavy, nipples red and hard like they’re burning from the inside.

Jeans and panties shoved down in one furious motion.

Fabric drenched, plastered to swollen, gaping lips.

A thick, glossy rope stretches obscenely before snapping and dripping down her thigh, leaving a wet streak all the way to her knee.

Naked in front of the mirror.

She stares.

Back straight.

Desire blazing in her eyes.

Body already trembling with anticipation.

“Crawl on all fours…” she repeats under her breath, and slowly lowers herself to the floor.

Hands and knees on the carpet.

Cold seeps into her palms and kneecaps.

Her body burns.

She starts moving.

Tits hang heavy with every crawl, swaying, brushing the carpet and shooting jolts straight to her clit.

Ass high, exposed, spread.

Cunt completely bare, dripping, pulsing, leaking nonstop.

“I’m crawling like a bitch for you, Marlowe…” she whispers as she moves down the hallway, voice cracked. “And it makes me so fucking horny it hurts. I’m really becoming your whore… and I fucking love it.”

Every foot forward soaks her more.

The feeling of moving on all fours, offered, shameless, back arched, ass up, cunt shining and gushing… it’s addictive.

It’s humiliating.

It’s fucking glorious.

She stops in front of the living-room mirror.

Looks at herself.

Beautiful girl, naked, on all fours, cunt wide open and glistening, gaze submissive, body screaming to be used.

“Don’t stop.”

The voice cuts the air like a whip.

Ellie feels a spasm rip through her belly, cunt clamping down hard.

Marlowe’s in the doorway.

Arms crossed.

Robe open to the waist.

Tits bare, nipples hard and dark.

Watching with absolute calm, savoring every inch of the scene, every drop that falls from Ellie to the floor.

“So you already know how to crawl like a good obedient bitch.”

“I always obey…” Ellie whispers, not quite daring to lift her eyes fully, voice trembling with want.

“Then stay right there.

And spread.”

Ellie stops in the center of the room.

On all fours.

Knees slowly parting.

“Wider.”

She spreads wider.

Marlowe wants to see her shine, see her gush for her.

Ellie arches her back until it hurts.

Knees split to the limit.

Cunt blooms open like a filthy flower—swollen red lips, exposed throbbing clit, wetness running in thick slow ropes down her thighs, dripping audibly onto the carpet.

“Look at yourself,” Marlowe says, circling her slow like a predator savoring prey. “Look at how you are…

So open… so fucking wet… so completely surrendered slut…”

“I’m… exactly how you want me…” Ellie gasps, voice shattered, body shaking.

“Touch yourself.

Not to come.

Just to show me how bad you need me to wreck you.”

Ellie reaches back.

Spreads her lips with two fingers.

Trembling.

“Slower,” Marlowe orders. “Let me see it all.

Let me watch you open yourself up.”

Ellie obeys.

Fingers glide, parting soaked lips, exposing the swollen clit that pulses visibly.

Wetness drips nonstop, forming a small puddle beneath her.

“You know what drives me crazy about you?” Marlowe asks, voice low and dangerous. “You don’t fake it.

You’re submissive to the bone without me forcing you.

And that… gets me dripping.”

Ellie gasps hard.

Body wide open.

Back arched.

Fingers coated in her own juice.

“Want the third rule?” Marlowe asks, stopping right in front of her face.

“Yes…” Ellie whispers. “Tell me…”

“No.

Beg for it.

The way you know how.”

Ellie barely lifts her face.

Mouth wet.

Eyes shining with tears of pure want.

“I want your last order…

I want you to use me…

Fill my mouth…

Please, Marlowe… shove it all in… make me swallow your pleasure…”

Marlowe smiles.

Kneels in front of her.

No rush.

No hesitation.

“Open your mouth.”

Ellie does.

Slow.

Like she already knows exactly what’s coming.

Like her tongue has been waiting for hours.

Marlowe slides in the fingers that just grazed her own wetness.

Slow.

All the way to the back.

“Suck them.

Like it’s your only fucking job.

Like your life depends on tasting me.”

Ellie wraps her lips around them.

Licks.

Sucks.

Tongue tracing every fold, every drop.

Saliva mixes with Marlowe’s flavor and her own.

It leaks from the corner of her mouth, dripping down her chin.

“That’s it…” Marlowe murmurs. “That’s how you use an obedient mouth.”

Ellie moans around the fingers.

Can’t speak.

Eyes say everything: total devotion.

Marlowe pulls them out with a wet pop.

Wipes them across Ellie’s lips.

Then, hoarse:

“Now… open wider.

I’m gonna fill you for real.”

Ellie straightens to her knees.

Mouth stretched wide.

Eyes locked on Marlowe.

Marlowe dips her hand between her own legs.

Wets her fingers slow.

Deep.

Then, one by one, feeds them into Ellie’s mouth.

“Swallow my wetness.

Prove you were made for this.”

Ellie does.

Tongue flat.

Eyes closed.

Throat relaxed.

Sucks with absolute worship.

Lips stretch.

Chin coated in spit and desire.

“Touch yourself while you do it,” Marlowe orders. “Don’t stop.”

Ellie obeys.

One hand in her mouth, sucking, licking, swallowing.

The other between her legs, grinding her clit furiously, slamming fingers inside without mercy.

Pleasure climbs fast.

Too fucking fast.

“Marlowe…!” she tries to scream, mouth still full, muffled around the fingers.

Marlowe grabs the back of her neck.

Shoves the fingers deeper.

Holds her there.

“Come.

Come with your mouth stuffed full of me.”

Ellie explodes.

Orgasm rips through her whole body.

Screams against Marlowe’s fingers, the sound choked and feral.

Body convulses hard.

Hot squirt soaks her own hand and the carpet.

Legs shake out of control.

Marlowe doesn’t let go.

Lets her empty out.

Trembling.

Receiving.

Used.

Ellie collapses forward.

Face between Marlowe’s thighs.

Tongue still out.

Mouth thoroughly fucked.

Marlowe’s shaved cunt hovers inches from Ellie’s parted lips.

The smell hits first: hot skin, thick arousal, wetness already gleaming on swollen outer lips and the red, throbbing clit peeking out.

Marlowe watches.

No caress. No continuation.

Just stillness.

Ellie stays right there. Body still twitching, breathing wrecked… and the absence. The wait weighs heavier than any command.

Marlowe lets the silence do its work.

“Stay still.”

Ellie obeys without moving. Every second stretches.

Marlowe tilts her head just slightly.

“Look at me.”

When Ellie lifts her eyes, Marlowe has already decided.

“Now open again,” she orders, voice low, almost a purr. “We’re not done. I want your throat buried in my cunt.”

Ellie obeys.

Jaw stretched to the limit.

Tongue instinctively flat, trembling, offering itself.

Marlowe grabs Ellie by the hair at the nape—not hard at first, just enough to guide.

Leans forward slightly.

First contact is slow, deliberate: swollen clit brushes the tip of Ellie’s tongue.

Ellie moans instantly, a muffled sound that vibrates against hot flesh.

Tongue moves on its own: slow licks, bottom to top, scooping the thick juice already dripping.

Flavor floods her: salty, sweet, raw.

Marlowe’s flavor.

The flavor that’s already addiction.

“Just like that…” Marlowe whispers, voice rough. “Lick every drop like it’s the only air I let you breathe.”

Ellie licks with devotion.

Flat tongue, long strokes, parting outer lips carefully, spreading them like petals.

Then up to the clit, circling slow, pressing right on the swollen tip.

Marlowe lets out a low moan—the first sound of pleasure Ellie pulls from her.

That lights Ellie up harder.

She speeds up.

Tongue hungrier, faster.

Sucks the clit between her lips, tugging gently, then harder.

Marlowe tightens her grip on Ellie’s hair, pushes her face deeper into her cunt.

“Get it inside,” she orders. “I want to feel your tongue fucking my pussy.”

Ellie shoves her tongue as deep as it goes.

Thrusts in, pulls out, thrusts again, mimicking a slow thick cock.

Marlowe’s juice runs down Ellie’s chin, down her neck, dripping onto her trembling tits.

Ellie moans into the flesh, vibrations making Marlowe tense.

“Deeper… fuck… deeper…” Marlowe gasps, hips moving now, fucking Ellie’s mouth with brutal slowness.

Ellie obeys.

Tongue plunges, licks the inner walls, sucks the waves of juice pouring out.

One hand grips Marlowe’s thigh for balance, the other drops to her own cunt, rubbing her clit furiously while she eats.

Marlowe yanks her hair.

“No.

Touch yourself only when I say.

Your pleasure is mine.

Your mouth is mine.

Everything is mine.”

Ellie lets out a frustrated moan but obeys.

Hands return to Marlowe’s thighs, spreading them wider, digging fingers into hot flesh while her tongue never stops.

Marlowe picks up speed.

Hips thrust harder.

Clit grinds against Ellie’s nose, outer lips smearing across her cheeks.

The sound is filthy: suction, choked moans, wet slurping of tongue inside.

“Suck my clit… hard…” Marlowe orders, voice cracking for the first time. “Make me come in your fucking mouth.”

Ellie does.

Traps the clit between her lips, sucks hard, tongue battering the tip in fast brutal strokes.

Marlowe goes rigid.

Legs tremble.

A long broken moan rips from her throat.

“Fuck… yes… yes… like that…!”

Marlowe’s orgasm slams her.

Hips buck one last time, smashing her cunt against Ellie’s face.

Hot squirt blasts out, flooding Ellie’s mouth, tongue, chin.

Ellie doesn’t pull away.

Swallows.

Licks.

Sucks every drop, every spasm, like it’s the only thing that matters in the world.

Marlowe shudders a few more times, body twitching softly.

When she finally releases, Ellie’s face is drenched, lips swollen, tongue still out, savoring Marlowe’s pleasure.

Marlowe crouches, strokes Ellie’s cheek with the back of her fingers, scoops a thread of her own juice and feeds it back into Ellie’s mouth.

“Good girl…” she whispers, voice hoarse and satisfied. “You just earned me wrecking you tomorrow in ways you can’t even imagine.”

Ellie, exhausted, smiles with glossy lips.

“I’ll be ready… for whatever you command.”

And in that instant, with Marlowe’s taste still thick on her tongue, she knows there are no limits anymore.

Only surrender.

Only desire.

Only them.
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Part 5 – Saturday Morning: Ass Up to the Neck

Ellie stumbles through the door and slams it shut with her back, leaning all her weight against it like she needs the whole fucking world to freeze for one second. She’s drenched from the street heat, blouse plastered to sweat, skirt wrinkled to shit, but the real shaking isn’t from the sun. It’s the note.

She walks toward the fridge with her heart pounding straight in her cunt, every step grinding soaked panties cruelly against swollen, gaping lips.

There they are.

Three more orders.

Wake up naked.

Offer your ass.

Take it with moans.

“What…?” she whispers, voice cracked, stuttering, like her throat already knows what it’s gonna scream later.

She swallows so hard it hurts.

Almost drops the bag.

Almost shoves her hand between her legs right there in the hallway to calm the furious throb hammering her clit and making black spots dance in her vision.

“Wake up… naked?” she repeats, glancing around.

Marlowe isn’t there.

But it feels exactly the same: like she’s being watched from a hidden camera, from every corner of the house, counting every drop sliding down her thighs, every twitch of that virgin asshole already starting to pulse with anticipation.

“And the other two… Jesus…” she mutters, feeling fresh heat gush down the inside of her thigh—hot, thick, unstoppable—leaving a shiny trail almost to her knee.

She heads to her room with the paper scorching her brain.

Wake up naked.

Offer your ass.

Take it with moans.

She strips with shaking hands, piece by piece, like every garment is a barrier she doesn’t need anymore.

Sweat-soaked blouse ripped off violently.

Bra damp, nipples stabbing through like they’re trying to escape, unsnapped in one yank that sets her heavy tits bouncing free—red, swollen with arousal, nipples hard and pointing at the ceiling.

Wrinkled skirt drops to the floor.

Panties drenched, dark fabric molded to swollen, parted lips.

She peels them down slow. A thick, glossy rope stretches obscenely before snapping and dripping down her thigh to her ankle, leaving a wet streak on her skin.

Naked in front of the mirror.

Heavy tits, dark stone-hard nipples.

Goosebumps everywhere.

Wetness shining between her thighs, visibly dripping, forming a small puddle on the floor.

“I’m obeying…” she whispers, biting her lip till it bleeds a little. “And I’m going fucking insane for you. I’m becoming your absolute whore.”

She slides into bed with nothing.

No sheet at first.

Just skin on skin.

She has to wait for dawn.

Stays awake hours before she can even try to sleep.

Body tense.

Cunt throbbing nonstop.

Asshole clenching over and over, imagining the invasion.

Imagining how she’ll offer her ass.

How Marlowe will make her moan.

How much she’s willing to give… if it means Marlowe touches her, fills her, wrecks her from behind until nothing’s left but pure pleasure and exquisite pain.

And the worst part…

the best part…

is tomorrow—today—is Saturday. No classes.

The whole fucking day belongs to them.

Ellie wakes with her heart slamming directly into her clit.

She didn’t dream.

She felt.

The whole time.

Opens her eyes and the first thing that registers: “I’m naked.”

The thin sheet sticks to sweaty skin, soaked.

Between her thighs, a hot undeniable puddle.

Her juices have made a sticky little lake on the sheet.

Then she hears the footsteps.

Marlowe walks in without knocking.

Doesn’t need to.

Looks at her lying there, legs slightly parted, back stretched, body already surrendering without a word.

“Good morning,” Marlowe says, voice low, rough, loaded with dark promises. “I see you followed the first one.”

“Yeah…” Ellie gasps, barely audible. “Woke up naked. Like you wanted. Dripping. Ready. Prepared to give you everything.”

Marlowe doesn’t answer.

Just watches her another second, eyes raking every curve, every gleaming drop, every tremble.

Then the order:

“Face down. Now.”

Ellie flips without hesitation.

Tits drag across the hot sheet.

Hips lift.

Knees spread.

“Higher,” Marlowe commands. “I want to see every curve.

Every inch.

Every drop leaking out of you.”

Ellie arches her back until it hurts.

Ass cheeks part, round, tight, completely exposed.

Virgin asshole visibly clenching—pink, tight, pulsing.

Cunt shining, open, dripping thick slow ropes onto the sheets.

“That’s it…” Marlowe whispers. “Perfect.

A perfect vessel for my pleasure.”

Ellie breathes hard.

Cool air kisses her exposed cunt and ass.

Everything trembles.

“You realize what you’re doing?” Marlowe asks, voice low and dangerous.

“Yeah…” Ellie murmurs, face buried in the pillow. “I’m offering myself.

To you.

To your game.

To your rules.

To the pain and pleasure you’re gonna give me from behind.”

Marlowe sits on the edge of the bed.

Doesn’t touch her.

Not yet.

“I want you to understand: you’re giving me your body, your ass, your pleasure… without me having to take it.

You’re handing it over.”

Ellie nods, panting, face pressed into the pillow, breath hot and ragged.

“And I’m giving it… because I’m dying for you to use me.

To open me.

To fill me until I can’t take anymore.”

“No.

You’re giving it… because you know with me you’re gonna end up screaming until your voice is gone.

And because your virgin ass doesn’t belong to you anymore.”

Ellie shudders hard.

Back glistening with sweat.

Legs shaking.

Asshole visibly twitching—tight, untouched, throbbing with equal parts fear and want.

Then she hears the click.

A drawer opening.

“Today you’re gonna learn something new,” Marlowe says, voice lower than ever, almost a dark purr. “And you’re gonna take it with moans.

Your virgin ass is gonna be mine.

In the most brutal way I can imagine.”

Ellie doesn’t look.

Doesn’t dare.

But she feels it.

The dildo.

Cold at first.

Long. Thick. With that wicked curve aimed straight at the spot that’s gonna destroy her.

Barely lubed.

Just enough to slide in… and make her suffer equal parts pleasure and pain.

“Lift your ass higher,” Marlowe orders. “I want to see everything. I want to watch it open for the first time.”

Ellie obeys.

Shaking.

Arches her back to the absolute limit.

Cheeks spread wider, tiny hole exposed—pink, clenched, twitching like it’s begging for mercy.

Marlowe positions behind her.

Cold tip presses against the tight ring.

Ellie gasps hard—a sound caught between pure fear and raw excitement.

“Breathe,” Marlowe whispers. “And moan. For every inch.

You’re gonna feel it all.

You’re gonna break for me.”

Ellie breathes.

Marlowe pushes.

Tip presses.

Ring resists for a second.

Then gives.

Slow.

Painful.

Thickness slides in just a bit.

Ellie lets out a deep, guttural moan from the pit of her stomach.

It hurts.

It burns.

And at the same time… something ignites inside, a dark forbidden pleasure that blurs her vision.

Marlowe pushes a few more centimeters and stops.

Dildo lodged inside, stretching every bit of Ellie’s ass, filling her, but no movement. No rhythm.

Ellie pants, trembling, eyes full of pleading, trying to rock forward, trying to push back.

But Marlowe holds firm just a second longer, making it crystal clear: she decides when.

“Stay still,” Marlowe whispers, brushing sweaty skin on her back. “All your pleasure belongs to me now.”

Ellie freezes rigid.

Breath ragged.

Heart slamming in her veins, clit throbbing, wet, burning… and still no thrust.

Every endless second is a brutal reminder that Marlowe owns everything.

Ellie can do nothing but surrender, wait, and burn in silence.

After what feels like forever, Marlowe shifts her hips just slightly and smiles, satisfied.

“Now… yes,” she says, and starts pushing again—slow, brutal, merciless.

Deeper.

Wider.

Every inch an invasion.

Every moan the perfect response.

“Harder,” Marlowe orders. “I want to hear you break.”

“Ah…! Fuck…!” Ellie bites the pillow but doesn’t hold back.

Moans open.

Moans drenched.

Dildo slides without mercy, stretching virgin ass inch by inch, filling it.

Pain and pleasure explode together, blinding her.

Body shakes, legs spread wider on their own, cunt gushing uncontrollably onto the sheets.

“You’re such an obedient little slut…” Marlowe whispers. “Look at you… taking every inch in your virgin ass.

Look at you… moaning like you were born for this.”

Ellie can’t take anymore.

The pressure is unbearable and perfect.

The rhythm wrecks her.

Pleasure floods her.

“I’m… gonna…” she gasps, voice shattered.

“Not until I say.”

Marlowe speeds up.

Harder.

Deeper.

More brutal.

Dildo slams in and out, pounding that spot that makes white stars explode behind her eyes, stretching her ass to the absolute limit.

Ellie screams, moans, sobs with pleasure and pain.

Ass opens wider with every thrust, body shaking, tits crushed against the sheet, nipples scraping with every savage movement.

Marlowe grips Ellie’s hips hard, fingers digging into flesh.

Thrusts to the hilt.

Once.

Again.

Again.

“Now,” Marlowe orders, voice rough and ruthless. “Come.

Scream.

Give me everything.”

Ellie arches violently.

Orgasm rips through her like lightning scorching her guts.

Dildo buried to the base, completely claiming her virgin ass.

Legs shake out of control.

Muffled scream into the pillow turns into a broken, animal howl.

“Yessss! Marlowe…! I’m coming…! You’re wrecking my ass…! Fuck…! Don’t stop…!”

Whole body convulses in brutal spasms.

Asshole pulses around the dildo, clenching in waves of pleasure and pain.

Tits bounce, nipples scraping fabric until they hurt.

She collapses.

Skin burning.

Inside throbbing around the toy.

Final moan is pure gratitude, pure surrender, pure submission.

Marlowe pulls out slow, leaving an aching, exciting void.

Asshole stays open, red, pulsing, marked for the first time.

She strokes Ellie’s sweaty back with an open palm, sliding down to trembling cheeks, brushing the sensitive hole with a fingertip.

“And your ass isn’t virgin anymore,” Marlowe whispers, voice hoarse and satisfied. “It’s mine.”

Ellie smiles weakly, still shaking, naked, open, filled, broken and blissed out.

“I’m ready… for whatever you command.”

Marlowe leans over her, palm gliding across sweaty back, eyes locked on every twitch:

“I’m leaving now, but tonight there’ll be new rules,” she says slowly, breath hot against Ellie’s ear.

“And they’re gonna change everything you thought you knew about obedience.

It won’t just be pleasure…

It’ll be every thought, every breath, every movement under my control.”

Ellie feels her heart race, fear and excitement and absolute need twisting together.

Ass still throbs, reminding her what Marlowe already claimed.

But now something deeper looms: a challenge that will touch every fiber of her body.

Total surrender.

Total pleasure.

Total Marlowe.

And as she relaxes, a dark exquisite anticipation clamps her clit with the promise of new rules—harder, more intense, more merciless.

OceanofPDF.com


Part 6 – Saturday Night: Oiled Up for Two

It’s 9 p.m.

The phone buzzes on the nightstand like an electric heartbeat slamming straight into her clit, the vibration shooting up her spine and forcing her thighs to clamp together on instinct.

Ellie’s naked, fresh from the shower, skin still hot and slick with water, droplets sliding down the heavy curves of her tits, over her tight stomach, pooling in her navel before continuing down to her shaved cunt—already wet with anticipation, swollen lips parting on their own, clit visibly throbbing under the dim light.

She has no idea what’s coming.

Marlowe’s text:

Three rules for tonight:

Take pics and send them to me.

Be in bed by 10 with the blindfold on, oiled up good, legs spread wide.

Obey everything.

Immediate follow-up:

Blindfold’s in the closet box. Put it on. Everything else stays visible.

From the mouth down. Every inch. Every drop.

Ellie swallows so hard the sound echoes in the empty room.

Her heart slams brutally, a fist straight to her cunt that rips a choked gasp out of her.

She stands, legs shaky, pussy already pounding with every step, a hot thread starting to leak down the inside of her thigh.

Walks to the closet.

Opens the box.

There it is: black lace blindfold, soft, adjustable, delicate edges that look innocent… but aren’t.

“It’s all planned…” she whispers, nerves and desire twisting in her voice, goosebumps rising as she slips it on, lace grazing her cheeks like cruel foreplay.

Perfect. Anonymous from the top.

Only her mouth visible—parted, wet, trembling.

Body completely on display: heavy tits, red-bullet nipples stabbing at the ceiling. Stomach clenching. Shaved cunt already gleaming with juice that starts dripping without permission, thick rope sliding slow down her thigh.

Marlowe’s text:

Full-body shot first. Standing. No touching yet.

I want proof you’re obeying from the very first second.

Ellie positions in front of the full-length mirror.

Holds the phone with shaking hands.

Turns on the camera.

Naked body, relaxed mouth, erect nipples pointing at the lens like they’re begging, wet cunt, lips slightly parted showing the slick inner shine, swollen clit peeking out red and pulsing.

Click.

Sent.

Endless seconds drag.

Pulse hammering in her clit, every beat a reminder of what’s coming.

Marlowe’s reply:

My friend loved your navel. Says she wants to see more. Way lower.

Ellie bites her lip till it hurts, a low moan slipping from her throat.

“Friend…?” she whispers, chest pounding with a brutal mix of jealousy, fear, and raw excitement that makes her cunt clench and release another hot thread.

She doesn’t ask more.

Just obeys.

Sits on the bed edge.

Spreads legs to the fucking limit, knees almost touching the mattress, cunt blooming wide open to the air.

Lowers the camera.

Freshly shaved vulva shines under the low light.

Oil she rubbed in earlier makes everything slick, lips looking coated in hot honey, clit peeking swollen, red, begging, visibly throbbing.

Click.

Sent.

Immediate text:

Now one from behind. Knees on the floor. Ass out. More. More. Don’t stop till everything’s showing.

Ellie trembles hard, body on fire.

Sets phone on timer.

Drops to all fours on the floor.

Arches her back to the breaking point.

Spreads knees.

Lifts ass high.

Asshole visibly clenching—tight.

Cunt drips a slow thick rope that falls to the carpet, forming a shiny little puddle.

Click.

Sent without looking.

Marlowe’s text:

Perfect. Get ready. You’re not alone tonight.

Ellie swallows again.

Pulse thundering in her clit, her asshole, her whole body.

Feels her cunt open wider on its own, like it already knows there’s no turning back.

Checks the time: 10:04 p.m.

She’s late.

Rushes to lie down.

Legs spread to the absolute max.

Skin gleaming with oil.

Blindfold secure.

Opens camera again.

Overhead shot: soft heavy tits trembling with every breath, stomach clenching, legs wide with everything exposed, oil catching light like her skin’s about to melt, cunt gaping and dripping.

Click.

Sent.

Immediate reply:

She says your clit looks like a ripe little fruit.

I say you’re gonna be screaming before we even get there.

Ellie arches just reading it, a broken moan tearing from her mouth.

New text:

I want to see your finger there. Just one. Don’t go in. Just touch. Slow.

Ellie obeys.

Aims the phone.

Slides one finger along the wet slit.

Vulva parts like a soaked flower.

Clit swells even more under the pad.

A long, desperate moan escapes without permission.

Click.

Sent.

Text:

That’s it.

She says you should record yourself breathing while you touch.

You’re getting us both soaked from here.

Ellie opens video.

Props phone on a pillow.

Starts stroking, only outside, slow.

Legs wide.

Body tensing.

Mouth parted.

“I’m… obeying…” she whispers into the video, voice cracked, panting. “For both of you. Dripping… open… ready for you.”

Sends the clip.

Seconds pass.

Text:

Close your eyes.

Arms stretched out on the bed.

Don’t move.

We’re on our way.

Ellie freezes.

Legs spread.

Cunt wet and throbbing.

Warm oil slick over her stomach.

Breath ragged, fast, desperate.

The certainty burns between her legs:

Tonight it won’t be just one using her.

Door clicks open softly.

Ellie doesn’t move.

Just breathes.

Trembling.

“Just like I promised,” Marlowe says, voice calm, a smile you can feel without seeing it.

“And gorgeous,” adds Jade, voice rough, unfamiliar, starving. “So obedient… she’s fucking drenched. Look how she shines.”

Ellie swallows.

Footsteps.

Mattress dips.

“No talking,” Marlowe orders. “Just listen. Just feel.”

One hand strokes her inner thigh.

Another roams her tit, pinches a nipple with cruel precision, tugging till pleasure-pain shoots through her.

“Is this how a well-trained girl wakes up?” Jade whispers.

“This is how a tenant gets prepped to obey two,” Marlowe answers.

Fingers slide down.

Between her lips.

Everything soaked.

Slippery.

Ready.

Ellie spreads wider, till the insides of her thighs burn.

Body begging to be used.

Completely.

“Let’s see how well she obeys,” Marlowe says.

Jade leans in.

Tongue drops.

Brushes her clit like it’s a jewel she wants to devour slow.

Ellie moans loud.

No filter.

A choked scream from the depths.

“That’s it. More. Don’t stop,” Marlowe whispers in her ear, pinning one wrist to the bed.

Another tongue.

More pressure.

More wetness.

More fingers.

Ellie doesn’t know who’s doing what anymore.

Only knows she’s losing control.

Two mouths, two sets of hands, two wills wrecking her, breaking her, rebuilding her in pure pleasure.

Jade sucks her clit with feral hunger, tongue spinning fast brutal circles, sucking till it hurts so good.

Marlowe shoves two fingers into the drenched cunt, curled, hammering that spot that makes white stars explode, pumping merciless.

“You’re gonna come,” Marlowe says. “But you’ll do it when I say.”

“Please… oh fuck…” Ellie moans, voice shattered, sobbing.

“Give me more of those sounds,” Jade whispers. “You’re getting me soaked too.”

Tongue doesn’t stop.

Fingers plunge.

Three now.

Stretching.

Pounding.

Ellie screams.

“Marlowe…! Jade…!”

“Now,” Marlowe orders.

“Now lose your fucking mind.”

And Ellie detonates.

Legs snap shut on instinct.

Body arches violently, back lifting off the bed.

Nipples rigid as diamonds.

Mouth screams pure broken animal pleasure.

“Ahhh…! Yesss! I’m coming…!”

Hands hold her down.

Tongues keep going.

Orgasm stretches.

Multiplies.

Wave after wave leaving her shaking, crying, destroyed.

Hot squirt blasts across their faces, the sheets, her own thighs, soaking everything.

When she crashes, trembling, drenched, surrendered, covered in oil and them, body still twitching in aftershocks…

Marlowe leans to her ear, voice rough and triumphant:

“Good girl.

But now… your turn.

You’re gonna return the favor.

To both of us.

At the same time.”

Ellie gasps, exhausted, but desire reignites like a flame that never dies—hotter, wilder.

Jade and Marlowe sit side by side on the bed edge, legs shamelessly spread, cunts exposed and glistening.

Marlowe—shaved smooth, perfect, lips soft and parted, dark swollen clit peeking like a pearl, throbbing.

Jade—dark triangle of pubic hair framing thick wet outer lips, clit hidden in folds begging to be spread, scent stronger, more animal.

Ellie rises slow, still shaking, blindfold on, mouth swollen and wet from her own juices.

Kneels between them on the bed, body shining with oil and sweat, face still drenched.

“Lick,” Marlowe orders. “Both of us. At the same time. Make us come in your mouth.”

Ellie obeys.

Leans to Marlowe first.

Flat tongue, long stroke from bottom to shaved clit, smooth as hot silk.

Sucks the clit with savage devotion, tongue spinning fast brutal circles till Marlowe moans low and deep.

Marlowe’s hips buck against her face, fucking her mouth.

Without stopping, Ellie turns to Jade.

Pubic hair tickles her nose, intense animal scent flooding her.

Parts thick lips with her tongue, licks the dense wet inside, sucks the hidden clit buried in hair, tugging with lips, tongue plunging into furry folds.

Jade growls like a beast, grabs Ellie’s hair hard, shoves her face deeper.

Ellie alternates with frantic worship.

Devours Marlowe with fury, tongue inside, sucking clean hot juices that run down her chin.

Then Jade, tongue parting hair, licking deep, tasting wilder, denser, rawer flavor.

Both women moan in unison.

Marlowe—low controlled moans rising higher.

Jade—rough animal growls turning to howls.

Ellie doesn’t stop.

Tongue in Marlowe, three fingers slamming into Jade.

Then reverse—curled fingers in Marlowe, sucking Jade’s furry clit.

Mouth full of both their juices, face drenched, Jade’s hair stuck to her cheek, Marlowe’s smooth skin shining against her tongue.

“Fuck… yes…” Marlowe moans, hips thrusting hard.

“Suck harder… shove it all in…” Jade growls, yanking Ellie’s hair till it hurts.

Ellie obeys.

Licks both with epic, legendary hunger.

Tongue flies from cunt to cunt like a weapon.

Sucks clits, laps lips, plunges inside, alternating relentless, no breath.

Hands rise to both sets of tits, pinching nipples hard, squeezing flesh, tugging till both scream.

Marlowe and Jade look over Ellie.

Smile wicked.

Kiss each other furiously.

Tongues clashing, biting, while Ellie devours them below like a beast.

Pleasure builds like a storm.

Marlowe first.

Body goes rigid.

Screams.

Orgasm hits like lightning, hot squirt flooding Ellie’s mouth, filling her, drowning her in pleasure.

Jade follows instantly.

Growls primal.

Shoves Ellie’s head into her hairy cunt till she can barely breathe.

Comes with a savage howl, thick hot juices soaking Ellie’s face, hair sticking to her lips, dripping down her neck.

Both explode almost together, simultaneous orgasms filling the room with screams, moans, wet filthy sounds.

Ellie doesn’t stop.

Licks the spasms.

Sucks every drop, every contraction, every squirt.

Swallows both their pleasure, mouth overflowing, face drenched, tongue working till both are shaking exhausted.

When they finish, Ellie kneels between them, face soaked in Marlowe’s and Jade’s juices, mouth swollen and red, tongue still out, savoring the explosive mix of both.

Marlowe strokes her hair with cruel tenderness.

Jade kisses her forehead, licking her own juices off Ellie’s skin.

“Good girl,” Marlowe says, voice rough and satisfied. “You obeyed two owners.

And made us come harder than ever.”

Ellie smiles, exhausted, broken, blissed, face shining with their pleasure.

And lets Jade’s mouth start again.

Because the night’s just beginning.

And tomorrow there’ll be new rules.
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Part 7 – Sunday: Her Three Holes for Two Owners

Ellie opens her eyes and she’s already in position.

She doesn’t know the exact second she dropped to her knees.

Doesn’t remember deciding anything.

All she knows is she’s been obeying since before she fully woke up, like her body moved on autopilot, driven by the rule burning through her brain.

Naked.

In the middle of the living room.

Knees spread wide on the carpet.

Back ramrod straight.

Mouth gaping open, tongue slightly out, saliva already starting to drip from the corners and slide slow down her chin in thick, obscene strings.

Rule number one is taped to the wall right in front of her, black ink, hard letters:

Wake up on your knees with your mouth open.

Beg to be fucked.

Take it in every hole.

Her heart slams once—brutal.

Cunt clamps down hard, a savage throb that shoots up her throat and rips a choked gasp out of her.

No doubts.

No fear.

No pause.

“I’m ready…” she whispers to herself, mouth still wide, voice hoarse with pure want, saliva shining on her lips and dripping faster.

From the kitchen—low laughter.

Footsteps.

Cups clinking.

Marlowe and Jade are awake.

And she’s already in place.

Exactly how they expected.

Exactly how she’s supposed to be.

Her heavy tits rise and fall with every ragged breath.

Dark nipples hard as rocks, pointing at the ceiling, throbbing with need.

Cunt already leaking without a single touch—thick hot rope sliding down the inside of her thigh to the carpet, pooling in a small shiny puddle.

Exposed.

Ready.

Waiting.

Footsteps close in.

Marlowe appears first.

Holds a coffee mug, sets it on the table without looking at her yet.

“Good morning, doll,” she says, voice low and dangerous, eyes raking every inch of the kneeling body like she’s already fucking it with her stare.

Ellie doesn’t close her mouth. Just looks up from below, blue eyes gleaming with total submission, tears of anticipation already forming.

“Is this how you wake up on Sundays?”

Ellie nods, mouth still open, saliva dripping more, falling onto her tits.

“I like it,” Marlowe adds, voice rough. “I like it a lot. Gets me dripping seeing you like this, ready to be wrecked.”

Jade steps up.

Wearing only an open long shirt, hair loose, heavy tits swaying, nipples poking through thin fabric.

Looks her up and down and smiles with raw, predatory hunger.

“She doesn’t need the blindfold anymore, does she?” Jade asks Marlowe.

“No.

She’s ours.

Completely.”

Jade crouches.

Lifts Ellie’s chin with a firm finger, forcing her gaze up.

“What are you gonna beg me for?” she whispers, wicked smile curling.

Ellie swallows.

The second rule scorches her mind like fire.

“Fuck me…” she whispers, voice shaking, broken. “Please.

Fuck me now. Take me everywhere. Wreck me.”

Marlowe lets out a soft, dark laugh that hits Ellie’s clit like a slap.

“You’re doing good.

Real fucking good.”

She turns to Jade.

“You want her first or should I fill her?”

Jade licks her finger and says:

“Both at once.

Wherever we fit.

And make her scream till her voice is gone.

Make her beg us to stop and never stop at the same time.”

And Ellie…

Ellie’s already moaning, low animal sound ripping from her chest, cunt clamping hard, a hot squirt escaping without control, soaking the carpet.

“Open wider,” Marlowe orders.

“Mouth and legs. At the same time.

We’re gonna double-fuck you.

Then triple.”

Ellie obeys instantly.

Mouth stretches wider, tongue out, saliva falling in thick ropes.

Knees spread farther, cunt blooming completely open, dripping nonstop, swollen clit throbbing visibly.

Tits thrust up with every desperate breath, trembling.

Jade straps on a big black harness dildo—thick, veined, glistening head lubed and ready.

Marlowe grabs a heavy curved glass dildo—cold to the touch, long, unforgiving.

Both know exactly what they want.

And Ellie knows she’s not escaping.

Doesn’t want to escape.

Her body is already begging to be destroyed.

“Ready to take us both?” Marlowe asks, stepping behind with the glass toy in hand.

Ellie doesn’t hesitate.

“Yes… use me.

I want to feel you both.

Please… wreck me.”

Jade positions the harness perfectly.

Steps in front, grips Ellie’s jaw with a firm hand.

“Mouth wide.

Don’t close it till I’m done.

And don’t let go till you moan around it.”

Ellie opens.

The dildo slides in firm, straight.

Thick.

Filling.

Her tongue wraps it.

Lips seal around it.

Eyes look up, seeking approval, tears already forming.

Jade smiles.

“Good girl.”

Right then, Marlowe lines up behind.

Glass tip brushes Ellie’s soaked entrance.

And without warning…

“Ahhh…!”

It enters.

Slow but relentless. Curved. Cold at first.

Burning seconds later.

Stretching.

Filling.

“So fucking wet,” Marlowe whispers, pushing deeper. “Your body was already waiting for us. Your cunt’s begging us to wreck it.”

Ellie moans, but the sound drowns in her stuffed mouth.

Harness dildo slides deep into her throat, thrusting.

Marlowe’s glass buries between her thighs, slamming that spot that makes her arch violently.

Jade, without releasing Ellie’s head, drops her other hand between wide legs.

Fingers straight to the drenched cunt.

Spreads swollen lips.

Thumb grinds fast brutal circles on the clit.

Then shoves three fingers in alongside Marlowe’s toy, stretching more, filling the cunt to the absolute limit.

Ellie screams around the dildo in her mouth—muffled, feral, tears streaming down her cheeks.

Three holes claimed at once: throat, cunt, and asshole waiting its turn.

“Don’t stop,” Jade orders. “I want you swallowing me whole while we fuck your cunt with hand and toy.”

Ellie obeys.

Takes it all.

And more.

Saliva rivers down her chin.

Juice streams down her thighs in hot squirts.

Sounds are uncontrollable.

Gluck… gluck… ahhh… deep-throat gags, wet suction, obscene splashing of Jade’s hand pounding the cunt beside the glass toy.

“Now move it yourself,” Marlowe whispers in her ear. “Make that ass bounce back on me.

Make us forget what fucking day it is.”

Ellie starts rocking.

Forward.

Back.

Mouth.

Cunt.

Jade’s hand slamming her clit and fingers merciless.

They fuck her three front holes at once.

Control her without free hands.

And she offers everything, pushing, swallowing, moaning with every savage thrust.

“More, more, more,” Jade pants, gripping her head and setting brutal rhythm. “Swallow.

Swallow everything while we hand-fuck your cunt.”

Ellie can’t speak.

Can’t think.

Only obeys.

Pleasure builds like a bomb in her gut.

“You’re gonna come inside,” Marlowe whispers. “And we haven’t even touched the last hole yet.”

Ellie moans around the stuffed mouth.

Tears stream from pure overload.

“And now,” Marlowe says, slowly pulling the glass from her cunt, leaving an aching void. “I want you on your back, legs up.

That perfect little ass offered wide.”

Ellie flips like her life depends on it.

“Yes… use me there.

Please.

I’m so… so ready… wreck my ass.”

And there she is:

On her back.

Legs hoisted high, held by Marlowe’s hands.

Ass gleaming with oil, perfectly presented, asshole twitching in anticipation.

Jade keeps her hand in Ellie’s cunt—four fingers now, pounding hard, thumb crushing the clit without mercy.

Marlowe’s glass toy is back in her hand…

but this time aimed at the tightest entrance.

“Breathe,” she whispers in her ear. “You’re gonna take us completely.”

Jade keeps the harness on, standing beside, but now drops her free hand to cruelly pinch nipples while the other keeps destroying the cunt.

“Want me back in your mouth while Marlowe takes your ass and I fist-fuck your cunt?”

Ellie, gasping, opens her mouth without a word.

The dildo plunges in.

One hard thrust.

All the way.

And her throat takes it like it’s been waiting, swallowing deep, sucking hungry.

Marlowe presses the glass tip to her asshole.

Brushes.

Pushes.

Tension makes Ellie arch hard.

“Relax.

Let me in like it’s the most natural thing.”

Ellie obeys.

Exhales.

Feels the tip push slow…

so slow…

“Ahhh…!”

It opens.

Enters.

Body accepts it, inch by inch, asshole stretching, burning, filling to the absolute limit.

Jade speeds her hand in the cunt—four fingers slamming, thumb grinding clit.

Ellie doesn’t know if she’s moaning or crying.

Everything is pleasure.

Everything is fire.

Three holes stuffed at once: throat swallowing Jade’s dildo, cunt devoured by Jade’s hand, asshole opened and fucked by Marlowe.

“Look at me,” Jade orders. “Look at me while we use every fucking hole.”

Ellie, through tears, looks.

Eyes wide open.

Mouth stuffed full.

Marlowe starts moving.

Slow at first.

Then deeper.

Harder.

Glass dildo slides in her ass like her body was born for it, pounding deep, stretching to the breaking point.

Jade pumps her hand in the cunt with fury—fingers curled hammering the G-spot, thumb crushing clit.

Harness dildo fucking her throat with savage rhythm.

“Look how she takes it all,” Jade pants. “Like a fucking gift.

A wet, obedient gift coming from three places at once.”

Ellie arches.

Legs tremble.

Fingers claw the sheets.

Orgasm is coming.

Feral.

From the ass.

From the throat.

From the cunt crushed by Jade’s hand.

From every fiber.

“Now…” Marlowe orders, burying it one last time to the hilt. “Come.

Now!”

And Ellie screams.

Muffled by the stuffed mouth.

But a scream.

She comes undone.

Body shaking violently.

Tits convulsing.

Three holes wide open.

Exploded.

Hot squirt blasts from her cunt, soaking Jade’s hand, the sheets, everything.

Both hold her as her body surrenders, convulsing in endless waves.

“I don’t know how you’re still breathing,” Jade says with a predatory smile.

“Because she was born for this,” Marlowe whispers, kissing her sweaty forehead.

Ellie doesn’t speak.

Just smiles.

Satisfied.

Filled.

Broken.

Happy.

And ready for when dawn comes again.
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Part 8 – Monday: Tonight You Exist Only for My Pleasure

Ellie walks into the house like every other day.

Backpack dangling off one shoulder, hair messed by the wind, soft lips bare of makeup, but with a new shine in her eyes: it’s no longer blind submission. It’s power. Control. Hunger she’s learned to wield.

She heads straight for the fridge.

There’s the paper, folded with surgical precision, held by the same red magnet.

Three rules. The nightly ritual that used to make her tremble with need.

But this time…

Ellie doesn’t touch it with reverence.

Doesn’t unfold it with shaking fingers.

She grabs it between two fingers, crushes it silently into a tight ball, and tosses it into the pedal trash can.

The sound of paper hitting plastic echoes like a slammed door in the house.

Like a declaration of war.

She sits on the couch.

Legs crossed.

Tight clothes hugging every curve: thin almost-see-through tee letting her rock-hard nipples stab through like bullets, jeans molded to thighs and ass, panties already soaked underneath, the wet spot darkening the denim.

Hands on her thighs.

Waiting.

Marlowe arrives ten minutes later.

Hair wet from the shower, towel around her neck, phone in hand.

She stops dead when she sees Ellie sitting there like she owns the fucking place.

“Ellie?”

Ellie lifts her gaze. Blue eyes locked, soft but unyielding, with a spark Marlowe has never seen.

“Hi.”

“Didn’t you see the rules?”

Ellie nods toward the trash can, not moving another muscle.

“They’re in there.”

Thick silence, heavy enough to crush the air.

“Did you read them?”

“No. They didn’t interest me.”

Marlowe frowns. Confused. Not angry. Just thrown, like the floor shifted under her feet.

“What’s going on?”

Ellie leans forward, elbows on knees, voice low and calm, cutting like a razor:

“I’m leaving.”

Marlowe takes two steps.

“What…?”

“It’s not drama. Relax.”

“Then what?”

Ellie pulls a folded paper from her back pocket. Unfolds it slowly, deliberately.

“This is what I have for you. Accept it, and I stay.”

Marlowe takes it.

Opens it slowly.

Reads:

I decide when it starts.

Inside me, you obey.

Tonight is only for my pleasure.

You come for me.

If you complete the four points, you write three rules for tomorrow.

Marlowe looks up. Eyes intense, shining, pupils blown, breath quickening.

“Five rules…”

“That’s right,” Ellie says, voice low and firm. “You decide.”

The silence turns electric, crackling with static.

“And if right now… I accept the first one,” Marlowe whispers, voice rough, almost pleading.

Ellie leans back on the couch without breaking eye contact.

“Then you’ll have to wait. Because I decide when it starts.”

And without another word, she peels off her tee.

Slow.

No rush.

Left in a black bra.

Then that disappears too. Tits free, nipples already diamond-hard, skin goosebumped, chest rising and falling with deep, controlled breaths.

Marlowe doesn’t blink.

Ellie shoves down the jeans.

Soaked panties cling to swollen lips.

She peels them off.

A thick glossy rope stretches obscenely before snapping and dripping down her thigh, leaving a shiny trail.

Naked.

She lies back on the couch.

Spreads her legs with the elegant confidence only earned after weeks of total surrender.

Cunt shining, wet, parted, throbbing, swollen clit pulsing visibly, slow rope sliding down the slit to the cushion.

But she doesn’t touch herself.

Not once.

“Don’t look at me like you’re confused,” Ellie says, settling in, voice silky and firm.

“I’ll open for you however you want.

I’ll moan like always.

But now… only when I say.”

She brushes one nipple with a fingertip—slow, deliberate—a low moan slipping from her throat.

Marlowe swallows audibly.

“Tell me when,” Marlowe whispers, voice hoarse, almost begging, body trembling with anticipation.

Ellie slides her hand to her stomach.

Barely caresses.

A thick drop leaks down her inner thigh, hot.

“Now.”

Marlowe doesn’t wait.

Strips silently.

No words.

Eyes locked on Ellie’s open body.

Straps on the harness.

Thick dark dildo, perfect, veined, glistening head lubed and ready.

Wets it with her own mouth while Ellie watches without blinking.

When she presses it to Ellie’s entrance, Ellie doesn’t move.

“Enter,” she orders. “Now. No pause.”

Marlowe obeys.

Slams in with one deep, brutal thrust.

Ellie’s body arches violently.

The moan is pure fire, a scream echoing through the room.

“Yes… fuck… like that…! Deeper!”

Marlowe starts moving.

Couch creaks under the force.

Hips slam.

Wet, obscene sounds fill the room like a savage heartbeat.

Ellie gasps.

But now she speaks.

“Deeper.

Faster.

Don’t stop.”

Marlowe raises an eyebrow.

“Flip me face down,” Ellie orders. “Make me scream into the cushion.”

Marlowe flips her hard.

Round ass lifted, spread.

Slams back in.

To the hilt.

“Spank me!

Fuck me hard!”

Marlowe growls.

Thrusts turn feral.

Ellie’s ass bounces off her hips with every impact, skin reddening.

“Now spit on my back,” Ellie gasps. “And tell me I’m your best tenant.”

Marlowe spits.

Bites her shoulder hard enough to mark.

Whispers in her ear, voice cracked:

“You’re the best thing I’ve ever had under my roof.

My perfect tenant.

My obedient… and my owner.”

Ellie writhes in pleasure.

“Again!

Say it while you make me come inside!”

“You’re mine, Ellie.

My slut.

My queen.”

And right there…

Ellie comes.

With a sharp scream.

Body convulsing.

Cunt clamping the dildo in violent spasms.

Hot squirt blasts across Marlowe’s hips, the couch, both their legs.

Marlowe stays buried.

But Ellie doesn’t collapse.

She turns, sweating, panting… and smiles dangerously:

“Good. Point two done.”

Ellie lies on the bed, sheets wrecked, legs spread, body still trembling from the last orgasm.

Marlowe enters with a tray.

Hot oil, powerful vibrator, thick glass dildo, double-ended toy.

Sets them on the nightstand without a word.

Ellie raises an eyebrow.

“All that… for me?”

Marlowe nods.

“I’m not touching myself tonight.

I’m not coming inside.

I’m not doing anything for me.

Tonight… I’m all yours.”

Ellie smiles.

Spreads wider, slow, like she’s inviting the heavens down.

“Do it like you’ll never get to touch me again.”

Marlowe kneels between her thighs.

Kisses her ankles.

Licks up calves.

Knees.

Inner thighs.

Ellie gasps before she even reaches the center.

When Marlowe spreads her lips with fingers and kisses her clit with flat, firm tongue…

Ellie melts.

“Mmmhh…!”

No pause.

Marlowe eats her with lethal precision.

Tongue swirling.

Up.

Down.

Sucking whole lips into her mouth.

Ellie writhes.

“No… not so soft…

Bite me!”

Marlowe obeys.

Small bite, right on the most sensitive spot.

Ellie arches with a sharp moan.

“God…!

Again!

Right there…!”

Tongue returns.

Bite.

Fingers plunge in.

Two.

Three.

Ellie’s gone.

“Not stop.

Don’t fucking stop!”

Marlowe flips on the white vibrator.

Presses it straight to the drenched clit.

Fingers inside never stop.

“Look at me!” Ellie screams, face flushed. “I want you to watch me come!”

Marlowe looks up.

Ellie explodes in her face.

Liquid orgasm, intense, belly shaking, hoarse gasps.

Hot squirt splashes Marlowe’s lips, chin, chest.

But it’s not the last.

Vibrator keeps going.

Fingers pull out.

Glass dildo slides in.

Cold at first.

Burning after.

Ellie moans desperate.

“I can’t… anymore…!”

“Yes you can.

And you’re gonna come again.”

Toy thrusts in and out.

Deep.

Perfect.

Vibrator presses merciless.

Ellie trembles.

“Now…!

Marlowe… I’m…!”

And she comes.

Harder.

Thighs slamming the mattress.

Hands clawing sheets.

Eyes closed, mouth open in a silent scream.

Marlowe kisses her stomach.

Looks up.

“There’s nothing sexier than watching you lose control.

Tonight you’re art.

And only you come.”

Ellie breathes hard.

But smiles.

“Good. Point three done.”

Ellie lies naked on her side, legs parted, body still pulsing.

Marlowe sits in the chair, legs crossed, breath held, body burning.

Ellie rises.

Walks over.

Pulls off Marlowe’s robe.

Spreads her legs.

“Now it’s your turn,” she says softly. “I want to watch you fall apart.

I want you to come for me.”

Marlowe opens her mouth to answer, but Ellie presses a finger to her lips.

“Shh…

Just do it.

Let me see.”

Ellie kneels between her thighs.

Kisses inner thighs.

Spreads wider.

Marlowe’s cunt shines, drenched.

Ellie blows on it.

Then, without warning, licks bottom to top—firm, slow, wet.

“Mmmh… E-Ellie…”

“No talking. Just feel.”

Ellie licks deep.

Sucks.

Swirls tongue on the clit.

“Look at me,” she orders. “I want to see your eyes when you’re about to explode.”

Marlowe looks.

Eyes wide.

Mouth parted.

Ellie slides two fingers in.

Perfect rhythm.

Marlowe gasps.

Writhing.

“Oh… Ellie…!”

Ellie looks up.

“You gonna come for me?”

Marlowe nods, voiceless.

“Say it.”

“Yes!

I’m gonna come for you!”

Ellie adds a third finger.

Sucks the clit hard.

Marlowe comes.

Deep, guttural moan.

Body arched.

Legs shaking.

Cunt convulsing against her mouth.

Ellie doesn’t stop.

Holds her.

Carries her to a second orgasm—softer, longer, more liquid.

When it ends, Marlowe is wrecked.

Sweaty.

Trembling.

Ellie climbs into her lap.

Kisses her soft.

“That’s how I wanted to see you.

Wet.

Shaking.

For me.”

Marlowe smiles.

Closes her eyes.

Ellie strokes her face.

“You’ve got one point left.

Complete it, and you can write rules again.”

Marlowe stays in the chair.

Legs spread.

Cunt still wet, marked by Ellie’s tongue.

Ellie slides to the floor like a cat.

Rests her head on her thigh.

Looks up.

“Five points,” she whispers. “And you completed them all.”

Marlowe tilts her head.

“And now?”

Ellie stands.

Wipes her mouth with the back of her hand.

Walks naked toward the kitchen, leaving a shiny trail between her thighs.

“I’m going to shower,” she says without turning. “When I come out, I want three rules on the fridge.”

“Any hints?”

Ellie stops.

Raises her arms.

Stretches her back.

Voice silky:

“Make me scream like never before…

or tomorrow I sleep dressed.”

And keeps walking.

Marlowe stays alone in the living room.

Watches her disappear down the hallway, round ass catching the light.

Smiles.

“Tomorrow, little one…

you’re gonna beg for mercy.”

She stands.

Grabs paper and pen.

Starts writing.

Naked.

Dripping.

Body still trembling.
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THE END.

──────────────────────────────

No matter which page you open… 

Find Volume 3 (Part of the DOMINATED BY HER series) and you’ll lose control... again and again.

Follow Lana Ravish on Amazon
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