
        
            
                
            
        

    
OBEY

5 Lesbian Domination Stories

1- Obey, Little Tenant: Filthy Rules, Total Lesbian Submission, and Uncontrollable Pleasure

2- At My Feet, Obedient Secretary: Forbidden Lesbian Games Under the Boss’s Control

3- The Price of the Bet: A Dark Erotica Story of Ruthless Domination and Absolute Surrender

4- Bent in the Lesbian Club: Extreme Submission and Forbidden Passion Between Women

5- The Island of Submission: An Erotic Tale of Lesbian Seduction and Obedience Games

Lana Ravish

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


1- 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.” ...


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.


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.”


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.


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.


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.


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.


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.


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.


2- At My Feet, Obedient Secretary: Forbidden Lesbian Games Under the Boss’s Control

“Here, ma’am?” “Exactly here. Get that head down and use your mouth on me… right now. Or I’ll pull over on the shoulder and give every trucker on this highway a front-row show. You want that?”

Emily’s fingers tremble as she unbuckles her seatbelt.

She shifts, kneeling on the seat, body pressed awkwardly against the wheel. Her face lowers between Sloane’s parted thighs as Sloane spreads them wider, never easing off the gas.

“No panties—because that’s how it’s going to be on this entire trip. Just like I told you this morning. From now on, you stay ready for me… and I take what I want, whenever I want it.”

Emily lets out a soft, muffled sound against her skin. “Forgive me, ma’am. I’ll make it up to you… with everything I have.”

“Make it up to me now. Use your tongue. I want to feel you deep while I push this car faster.”...


Part 1 – Her Mouth Between Her Thigh

The black Audi slices down the highway at 100 mph. The engine growls low and steady, matching the frantic pulse hammering in Emily’s chest. Sloane drives with one hand loose on the wheel, the other clenched into a fist on the armrest.

Dark sunglasses, lips pressed tight, skirt hiked just high enough to flash black lace. The AC blasts cold, but inside the car the heat is suffocating—thick, heavy, built up for hours.

“Get your head between my legs. Now.”

Sloane’s voice is pure steel. Low, sharp. No room for argument.

Emily’s heart slams against her ribs. The seatbelt cuts into her breath.

“W-what?”

“I’m only saying it one more time,” Sloane says without looking at her, pushing the needle to 105 mph. “Get that head down and shove your tongue in me. Or I dump you at the next rest stop and you can forget this job forever.”

Emily’s trembling fingers fumble the seatbelt open. She kneels on the seat, body crammed against the dash. Her tits squash against the wheel as she leans in. Sloane’s skirt is already bunched around her waist. The tiny black thong is soaked through.

“Pull it off with your teeth. And do it slow, you little slut. I want to feel every fucking second.”

Emily obeys. Teeth catch the elastic, drag it down. The scent hits her like a fist: hot, raw sex, pure dripping want. Sloane’s pussy is swollen, glistening, lips spread wide in a filthy invitation.

“Lick me. Deep. Like your life depends on eating my cunt right.”

Emily buries her face. Her tongue dives in hungry, plunging deep, dragging one long, brutal stroke from the bottom all the way up to the clit. Sloane moans loud, her free hand digging into Emily’s hair, shoving her head down hard.

“Deeper. Shove it all in. I want to feel you fucking me with your mouth while I drive.”

The car vibrates at 110 mph. Emily licks like a woman possessed—tongue flat and wide, covering everything, then pointed and whipping the clit. She sucks, slurps, nips gently. Sloane clamps her thighs around Emily’s head like a vise.

“Don’t breathe until I say. I want you drowning in my pussy.”

Emily obeys. Tongue never stops—thrusting, curling, lapping the slick inner walls while her nose grinds the swollen clit. Sloane pants, body rigid.

“Suck harder. You’re mine, Emily. This cunt is yours to worship. I’m gonna come all over your face and you’re swallowing every drop.”

Sloane’s orgasm rips through her like an explosion. She screams—a raw, animal sound that bounces off the windows.

Her thighs quake and crush Emily’s head. A hot gush floods Emily’s mouth; she gulps it down greedily, licking through every spasm, every pulsing contraction.

Sloane only lets go when the last shudder fades. She strokes Emily’s hair with lazy, possessive contempt.

“Sit up straight, slut! Don’t you dare wipe that whore face! I want you walking into the hotel with my cum dripping down your chin and stinking of me.”

Emily straightens suddenly, panting, lips swollen and red, chin shining with thick sticky strands dripping to her neck. Her own cunt throbs so violently it hurts, a brutal pulse making her clench her thighs to stifle a loud moan.

The city already sparkles on the horizon like an indifferent sea of lights.

The Audi slams to a stop under the glass canopy of the Grand Hotel. The valet approaches immediately, but Sloane doesn’t open the door. She sits silent a second, listening to Emily’s ragged breathing.

“Fix yourself a little,” Sloane orders, voice now an icy whisper. “Wipe the worst with your hand, but don’t dare use a tissue. I want you feeling my sticky trail on your skin while you cross that lobby full of business suits.”

Emily obeys with trembling fingers. The contrast is brutal: the hotel AC is freezing, but she feels like she’s steaming. Stepping out, her legs wobble. Sloane’s sex smell clings like a cloud, and she’s sure the bellhop grabbing the bags can smell it.

They cross the lobby. Sloane strides upright, perfect image of the successful executive. Her right hand clamps Emily’s arm hard, nails digging in. In the elevator, a suited man joins them. Silence crackles.

Emily feels a drop of slick sliding down her thigh. She glances at Sloane; her boss stares ahead, but the pulse in her neck throbs savage. As soon as the doors close and they’re alone, Sloane slams Emily against the mirror.

“Feel that?” Sloane growls. “You’re leaking in a five-star hotel elevator. You’re a little animal in heat, Emily.”

The elevator dings softly at the top floor. Sloane releases her abruptly, like she burns.

The suite is cold opulent luxury: panoramic views of a plaza bathed red by sunset. One massive king bed, huge, dominant, waiting.

Sloane slams the door hard enough to rattle crystal lamps, echo cracking like a whip in the charged air. Her eyes burn with animal fury, black pits devouring Emily whole as she shrugs off her jacket brutally, tossing it to the floor like trash.

“Strip, whore! Right fucking now!” she roars, voice deep and slicing like a knife. “And do it slow, so I can watch you shake knowing your cunt’s gushing for me, that you’ve got my cum drying on that cheap slut face.”

Emily, heart pounding, chin still sticky, obeys with shaking hands. Unbuttons the blouse slow, revealing flushed skin, hardened nipples pointing like accusations under lace.

Sloane doesn’t blink; stands arms crossed, jaw clenched, breathing like a predator ready to pounce.

The skirt drops. The panties… fuck, the panties are a total wreck: soaked dark, shining with her own arousal mixed with the salty trail still burning her tongue.

Pulling them down, a long thick string stretches between fabric and her swollen throbbing sex before snapping with a wet sound echoing in the silence.

Sloane steps forward. Just one. But Emily backs instinctively till her calves hit the huge bed’s edge.

“Stay!” Sloane bellows, grabbing her throat firm, not squeezing yet, just marking territory. “Spread your legs. Spread them wide and show me what belongs to me, bitch.”

Emily drops sitting on the mattress, spreads thighs with a choked moan. Her exposed cunt pulses in the cold suite air, red and inflamed, leaking uncontrollably. A thick drop falls to the pristine carpet.

Sloane kneels in front slow, deliberate. Her breath ghosts sensitive flesh without touching.

“Look at you,” she spits venomously. “Leaking like a whore in heat in a suite costing more than your monthly salary. Does it turn you on thinking the maid could walk in and see you like this? Naked, filthy, my dried squirt on your face and your slick running down your thighs.”

Emily sobs a moan, hips twitching seeking contact. Sloane smiles pure cruelty, leans close… and just blows. A cold cruel puff making Emily writhe violently.

“Beg me, slut! Beg like the desperate whore you are!”

“Please, Sloane… please, boss…!”

“Please what? Say it clear or I leave you like this all night!”

“Touch me… fuck me… make me scream… I need to come… I need you to destroy me…”

Sloane leaps up, fists Emily’s hair brutally, yanks her flat on her back on the bed, bouncing against the mattress. Straddles her face without removing more than panties, suit skirt still hiked, heels digging mattress on either side of Emily’s head.

“First you swallow everything I give you,” she orders, dropping violently till her soaked pussy crushes Emily’s open mouth. “Lick! Suck! Swallow my cum till I drown you in it!”

She starts riding savage, hips slamming nose and chin, hands gripping headboard as she growls orders echoing the suite.

“Harder, fuck! Deeper with that slut tongue! Yes… like that… you’re mine, Emily! Mine to break, to use, to mark till you can’t walk tomorrow!”

Sloane’s moans turn guttural screams, body tensing as she comes violently over Emily’s face, flooding her, drowning her in pleasure without mercy.

When she finishes, panting, she leans forward and whispers against her soaked ear:

“This is just the beginning. Tonight you learn what it really means to be mine. And by sunrise, there won’t be an inch of you without my mark.”

Sloane pulls off Emily’s face slow, one last cruel hip twist wrenching a muffled moan. Her own cum now shines on Emily’s lips, nose, cheeks, mixing with the dried earlier load.

She looks down satisfied, watching Emily gasp mouth open, eyes glassy, chest heaving in spasms.

“Don’t move,” she orders hoarse, still shaking from orgasm. “Stay exactly like that, spread and filthy, while I decide what to do with you next.”

She strips her blouse deliberate calm, button by button, no rush, letting Emily watch. Shirt falls. Black lace bra follows, Sloane’s firm tits bared, nipples diamond-hard. Zips skirt, lets it slide down hips, kicks it aside.

Only high heels and thigh-high stockings left.

Emily tries closing legs instinctively, but Sloane pounces, grabs knees, forces them wide violently till almost dislocating.

“I said don’t move, slut!” she roars. “Your legs spread when I order and close when I order. Understand?”

Emily nods frantically, sob escaping her throat.

Sloane climbs the bed again, crawling over Emily’s naked trembling body till straddling her belly. Slides hand between her own thighs, scoops still-hot juices, spreads them deliberate over Emily’s nipples, neck, mouth.

“Taste,” she orders, ramming two fingers deep into Emily’s throat. “Taste what you caused, whore. Swallow it all.”

Emily sucks desperately, tongue swirling fingers as humiliation-desire tears slide temples.

Sloane pulls fingers with wet snap, leans till lips brush Emily’s without kissing.

“Now you come for me. But only when I allow. And you come screaming my name till your voice is gone.”

Drops hand between Emily’s legs without warning. Two fingers slam deep, curling brutal precision against her kill spot. Thumb crushes swollen clit merciless.

Emily arches with broken scream, hips bucking seeking more.

“Still!” Sloane pins her hip with free hand, immobilizing against mattress. “Don’t dare move. Hold it. Hold till I say.”

Starts finger-fucking savage rhythm, fast relentless. In-out with obscene wet sounds filling suite. Every thrust punishment and promise.

Emily cries, begs, shakes whole. Cunt clenches fingers, edge, edge…

“Please… Sloane… please… I can’t hold…”

“Want to come, slut?”

“Yes! Please, boss, let me come!”

Sloane speeds more, arm pistoning, fingers slamming merciless.

“Then come. Come now screaming who owns you.”

Emily detonates with howl echoing walls, body convulsing violently, hot squirt splattering Sloane’s hand and expensive sheets as she screams over and over:

“Sloane! Sloane! I’m yours, fuck, I’m yours!”

Sloane doesn’t stop. Fucks through orgasm, dragging it till Emily sobs overload, body trembling uncontrollable.

Only then pulls fingers, shoves them into Emily’s mouth forcing her to lick clean.

“Good girl,” she whispers finally, voice dark possessive. “But we’re far from done.”

Slides down, kneels between trembling thighs, dives mouth into sensitive wrecked cunt without warning.

Emily screams again, hands flying to Sloane’s hair—not pushing away, but clinging like drowning.

“The night’s just starting, my whore,” Sloane murmurs against pulsing flesh. “And before sunrise, you’ll beg me to stop… but I won’t.”

Sloane lifts her head from between Emily’s thighs, lips and chin shining with juices, eyes black obsession pits.

Emily is wrecked: body shaking uncontrollable spasms, voice raw from screaming, face and neck layered in cum and spit, red swollen cunt throbbing in air.

Sloane rises slow, crawls over till straddling chest, crushing tits with thighs. Fists Emily’s hair both hands, yanks back till neck arches limit, exposing vulnerable throat.

“Look at me,” she orders deep, almost low roar. “Look while I tell you what you are now.”

Emily opens glassy eyes, fresh tears sliding temples. Tries speaking, only hoarse moan.

“You’re mine. Completely. Every hole, every thought, every beat of that desperate whore heart. Emily doesn’t exist without my permission. Understand?”

Emily nods best she can, sobbing.

Sloane spits direct into open mouth, thick glob landing tongue.

“Swallow. And repeat.”

Emily swallows hard, throat convulsing.

“I’m… yours… Sloane… I’m yours…”

Sloane smiles first time tonight—cruel predator smile, not reaching eyes.

“Good whore.”

Leans in, bites Emily’s lower lip till light blood beads, licks red drop, then kisses violently, invading mouth, marking every corner with her taste.

When she pulls back, Emily cries uncontrollably, but hips lift seeking more, betraying her.

Sloane stands from bed, walks naked to window overlooking dark plaza. City sleeps below, indifferent. Turns, back to cold glass, spreads arms.

“Come here. On knees. Crawl.”

Emily slides from bed best she can, legs weak, body bruised by fingers, teeth, nails. Crawls to Sloane’s feet, kneels between spread legs, rests cheek on thigh, trembling.

Sloane strokes hair with brutal tenderness, tangling fingers then yanking hard forcing look up.

“Tonight you learned who’s in charge. Tomorrow, leaving this room, you’ll carry my marks under clothes. And every time it hurts to sit, walk, breathe… you’ll remember this.”

Drops voice to lethal whisper.

“And if ever, even a second, you doubt you’re mine… I’ll break you again. But worse.”

Emily closes eyes, final sob escaping as she kisses Sloane’s inner thigh with absolute devotion.

Sloane looks out window, city at feet, presses Emily’s head against her sex one last time.

“Sleep here. On the floor. Naked. With my taste in your mouth and my smell on your skin.”

And so, with the plaza silent witness and suite quiet broken only by Emily’s ragged breathing, Sloane closes eyes.

Possession absolute.

Dawn will come.

And Emily will never be the same again.


Part 2 – Whatever My Boss Commands

The Audi eats up the highway again. Doing 105 mph, hot asphalt shimmering under the afternoon sun. The landscape stretches out like a sea of green and gold, but inside the car, the real fire is raging between Sloane’s thighs.

She drives with one hand on the wheel, sunglasses on, beige linen dress hiked up to her waist. No panties. She won’t wear them again on this trip.

“Suck my pussy again. Right now.”

The command is sharp, absolute. Emily feels the seatbelt like a chain. Her heart pounds in her throat—and in her cunt.

“Here, ma’am?”

“Exactly here. Get that head down and shove your tongue deep inside me, or I’ll pull over on the shoulder and finger-fuck you in front of every truck that drives by. You want that?”

Emily’s trembling fingers unbuckle the belt. She kneels on the seat, body crammed against the wheel. Her face dives between Sloane’s golden thighs as Sloane spreads them wide without slowing down.

“No panties—because that’s how it’s gonna be on this trip, just like I ordered this morning. Remember? This is how we travel from now on: you ready to be used, my cunt ready to be eaten whenever I fucking feel like it.”

Emily moans against her skin.

“Forgive me, ma’am. I’ll make it up to you with my mouth.”

“Make it up to me now. Lick me hard. I want to feel you tongue-fucking me while I floor it.”

Emily attacks like she’s possessed. Her mouth seals over Sloane’s shaved, glistening pussy, sucking with brutal hunger. Her tongue plunges deep in one savage thrust, dragging long, wild strokes from the bottom all the way to the swollen clit.

The taste is thick—heat of the day, sweat, pure raw lust. Sloane growls, her right hand fisting Emily’s hair, slamming her face down harder.

“Deeper. Fuck me like the obedient little whore you are. Don’t stop… even if a truck comes barreling straight at us.”

The car hits 118 mph. Emily licks mercilessly—tongue flat and wide, coating every inch of that dripping sex, then pointed and whipping the fat clit. She sucks, gently bites the lips, thrusts deep again. Sloane clamps her thighs around Emily’s head like a trap.

“Faster. Wreck my cunt. I want to come all over your face and make you swallow every fucking squirt.”

The orgasm detonates. Sloane roars, thighs shaking violently, hot gushes flooding Emily’s mouth. Emily gulps it down greedily, licking through every pulsing contraction, every animal spasm.

Sloane only lets go when the pleasure ebbs. She yanks Emily’s hair, forcing her to look up.

“Look at me. You’ve got my cum dripping down your chin. That’s how I want you—always marked by me. Sit up and don’t wipe it off. I want you stinking of my pussy again today.”

Emily obeys, panting, her own cunt throbbing with aching, unsatisfied need.

The new hotel suite is ancient stone and dark luxury. Wide window overlooking moonlit fields, king bed with an iron headboard that looks perfect for tying someone to.

Sloane walks in with an open bottle of wine, wearing only an unbuttoned white shirt that shows off her heavy tits and bare pussy. Barefoot, owning every inch of the room.

“Strip. Everything. Now. Then get on your knees in front of the window, ass up high.”

Emily tears off her clothes in a fever. Drops to her knees, ass in the air, tits squashed against the cold glass. Moonlight bathes her skin, nipples hard as rocks.

Sloane steps behind her, wine glass in hand. Takes a long drink. Then pours red wine down Emily’s back—from the nape of her neck to her ass. The warm liquid trickles between her cheeks, drips over her pussy.

“Don’t move. I’m drinking my wine off your body.”

She kneels. Tongue follows the trail—neck, spine, ass. Licks the cheeks, spreads them wide, and shoves her tongue straight into Emily’s tight asshole without warning. Emily screams, back arching.

“Quiet. Take it.”

Sloane rims her deep, then slides lower to the pussy dripping wine and slick. Sucks hard, wide tongue lapping every drop, then sharp and flicking the clit.

“You’re soaked, slut. This cunt is crying for me.”

Emily trembles, palms pressed to the glass.

“Ma’am… please… now…”

Sloane rams four fingers in with one brutal thrust. Pumps fast, other hand spanking Emily’s ass until it’s glowing red.

“You don’t come. Forbidden until I say.”

Emily whimpers on the edge of breaking. Sloane stands, drags her to the bed, throws her on her back. Straddles her, pussy to pussy, skin on skin.

“Now I’m gonna fuck you until I’m satisfied.”

They grind in a savage rhythm. Sloane controls everything—grips Emily’s hips, sets the brutal pace, slams clit against clit.

“Look me in the eyes. Don’t you dare close them, no matter how bad you need to come.”

Emily obeys, tears of raw intensity streaming. The friction is electric, filthy, wet slapping sounds filling the room.

“Beg me to let you come.”

“Please, ma’am… I can’t hold it… let me come with you…”

Sloane pinches her nipples viciously.

“Not yet. Hold it.”

She ramps up to a punishing speed. The iron headboard bangs the wall. Moans turn to screams.

“Now. Come with me, my little whore!”

They explode together. Ragged screams, bodies convulsing, hot squirt mixing between their pussies. Wine and sweat soak the sheets. Sloane bites Emily’s neck as she comes, marking her.

When the final shudder fades, Sloane stays on top, crushing her possessively. One hand slides down, a finger slipping into Emily’s still-throbbing cunt.

“Listen close,” she whispers against her ear, voice hoarse with dominance.

“Tomorrow you’re going to fuck yourself with a dildo until all you can do is scream. And when I decide you’ve had enough, you’ll start again. Because you’re not Emily anymore. You’re mine. My personal fucktoy. My exclusive slut.”

Emily trembles beneath her, body surrendered, soul owned.

“Yes, ma’am. I’m yours.”

Sloane smiles in the dark, finger still buried deep.

“Good answer. Sleep. Tomorrow you’re gonna need every ounce of strength to survive what I’ve got planned for you.”


Part 3 – Legs Spread on the Open Road

The Audi screams down the highway at 112 mph, engine roaring like a constant threat. Fields blur into streaks of green and gold, but inside the car, the real hell burns between Emily’s thighs.

Sloane drives with one hand on the wheel, dress hiked to her waist… no panties.

Emily leans toward her, starving, chasing that familiar heat between Sloane’s thighs. But before her lips can brush skin, Sloane’s voice cracks like a whip.

“No. Today’s not about me. Today you suffer.”

Emily freezes, hot breath ghosting over Sloane’s pussy.

“Open the glove box. Now.”

Emily obeys with shaking hands. Inside, wrapped in black velvet, a thick, veiny, realistic silicone dildo—warm to the touch. Huge. Intimidating. Wide base screaming control.

“Is this… for me, ma’am?”

“You see any other slut in this car? Shove it in. Right now. Slow. I want to watch every fucking inch disappear.”

Emily swallows hard. The AC blasts cold, but her cunt is on fire, soaked since they left the hotel.

“You came without panties like I ordered, right?”

“Yes, ma’am… always ready for you.”

“Perfect. Sit up straight, spread your legs until they hurt, and bury it balls-deep. No rush. I want you to feel yourself stretch wide open.”

Emily hikes her dress to her waist. Her thighs quake. Her pussy is swollen, lips parted, dripping. She presses the fat tip against her entrance and pushes slow. A loud moan rips out.

“Quiet,” Sloane snaps, flooring it to 118 mph. “You’re keeping it buried the whole goddamn trip. Three hundred miles with my silicone cock stuffed in your cunt. Every pothole, every curve, every brake is my punishment.”

Emily sinks it deeper. The thickness stretches her to the limit, veiny head grinding that spot that drives her insane. She arches in the seat, feet digging into the floor.

“I want you to feel it like it’s me fucking you. Watching you. Owning you.”

Emily bites her lip. The dildo fills her completely, pressing against her inner walls, clit rubbing the base with every vibration from the engine.

“Are you gonna be a proper secretary or my personal whore?”

“Your personal whore, ma’am. Always.”

“Then fuck yourself on it. But you don’t come. Coming is forbidden until I say.”

Emily spreads wider. She rocks slowly, wet obscene squelches of the dildo sliding in and out mixing with the engine roar. Sloane glances over, cruel smile curling.

“Today you’re gonna soak yourself just from my voice and that cock inside you—like the desperate slut you are.”

Emily moans, already on the edge.

“I’m… I’m coming…”

“No.” Sloane’s voice is pure ice. “Hold it or I pull over and spank your cunt until it’s raw red. Understand?”

Emily nods, tears of frustration burning. The dildo throbs inside with every heartbeat. Every bump is torture, every turn a brutal thrust.

“Don’t close those legs. I want to see you leaking all over that cock.”

Emily spreads even wider, fully exposed, cool air teasing her swollen clit.

“It might slip out, ma’am…”

“If it slips, you shove it back in. No mercy here. Only total obedience.”

The miles drag on forever. Emily shakes, sweats, whimpers with every jolt. Sloane brakes and accelerates on purpose, dragging out the torment.

“How much longer?”

“As long as I fucking decide. Stay like that—spread wide, drenched, right on the edge. My good little whore.”

The new city finally appears. Sloane slows in city traffic, but gives no relief.

“When we get to the hotel, close your legs and act normal. But that cock stays buried. No one will know. Only me. And that’s enough to make me come later.”

Emily nods, teetering on insanity, dildo lodged deep while they cruise past crowds.

The hotel is sleek and discreet, windows overlooking a lively beach. Sloane strides into the suite like she owns the world.

“Bathroom. Don’t take the cock out. I want it inside all the way to the shower.”

The bathroom is huge—rain shower, black tiles, glass wall. Sloane strips slow, perfect body glowing under dim light.

“Were you a good girl?”

“Yes, ma’am… didn’t take it out for a second.”

Sloane’s smile is vicious.

“Then I’ll pull it out. Get under the water. Legs spread to the max. Hands on the wall. Ass out.”

The shower roars on, hot water pouring like a storm. Steam fills the room. Emily obeys, exposed, water cascading down her back, ass, dripping between her legs.

Sloane kneels behind. Eyes locked on the base peeking from Emily’s swollen lips. She licks around it, sucks the slick silicone coated in Emily’s juices.

“You warmed it up so good, slut. But now I’m pulling it out with my mouth.”

She tugs slow with her teeth, inch by inch, tongue lapping the stretched pussy. Emily screams, legs buckling.

Sloane spits the dildo to the floor. Spreads Emily’s cheeks wide and slams her tongue deep into the gaping cunt in one thrust.

“Hold it. Don’t come yet. I want you begging.”

She eats her savagely—tongue plunging deep, then wild circles on the clit. Sucks hard, gentle bites on the lips, rams four fingers in and pumps fast.

“This cunt is mine. I eat it when I want, how I want.”

Emily moans against the wall, body seizing.

“Please… ma’am… I can’t hold it…”

Sloane slaps her wet ass hard.

“Spread wider. I own you. Obey.”

Emily forces her legs farther. Sloane devours her relentlessly—tongue and fingers merciless.

“Grab my tits. Look at me while I wreck you.”

Emily obeys, hands on Sloane’s firm tits, eyes locked.

“I’m gonna come… fuck… I can’t…”

Sloane pinches her clit viciously.

“Now. Come in my mouth. Show me what a filthy whore you are.”

Emily detonates. A gut-wrenching scream echoes off the tiles. The orgasm rips through her brutally—legs giving out, back arched, hot squirt flooding everything.

Her body convulses uncontrollably, endless waves of pleasure leaving her shaking, crying, shattered.

Sloane holds her up with iron arms, licking every spasm, drinking every drop, never pulling away.

When Emily slumps against the wall, Sloane stands, spins her, kisses her hard—sharing her own taste.

“Good girl,” she whispers against her lips. “But this is nothing, little slut. Tomorrow you’ll see what I do to you on the beach. I’m going to fuck you everywhere until you break.

You’ll only hear my voice giving orders. Because you have no will left. You’re mine, Emily. Completely mine.”

Emily drops to her knees under the water, head resting on Sloane’s thigh, utterly surrendered.

“Yes, ma’am. I’m yours. Forever.”


Part 4 – Bare Under the Sun, Drenched in the Waves

The sun burns like divine punishment on the crowded beach, packed with exposed bodies and raw lust. Sloane stalks across the sand like an absolute predator, blood-red dress clinging like a second skin, lips painted the same lethal shade.

Emily follows one step behind, her pussy throbbing under thin fabric, knowing nothing stays hidden with Sloane for long.

“Strip. Everything. Right now, slut. Completely naked.”

The command cracks loud and clear in public. Emily goes pale, eyes darting—families, tourists, groups of friends. Her heart explodes in her chest.

“Here, ma’am? In front of everyone?”

“Exactly. Strip or I’ll rip it off you and spank your cunt until you’re crying in the sand for the whole beach to see what a filthy whore you are. You want that kind of humiliation?”

Emily shakes but obeys. The dress pools at her feet. She’s fully naked—heavy tits bared to the scorching sun, shaved pussy glistening with arousal, firm ass on display. Sloane strips too, slow and brutal: dress tossed aside, nothing underneath.

Both bare, pussies exposed, tits swaying free.

They walk barefoot to the waterline, completely naked. Eyes devour them—whistles, hidden phones, jaws dropped. Sloane smirks cruelly, grabs Emily’s hand, forces her to walk tall.

“Look at that brunette,” she growls in her ear, voice thick with lust. “Strong legs, hard tits. I’d fuck her right now on her knees in the sand, tongue buried in her pussy while you watch and drip.”

The woman passes with a surfboard, body dripping, pussy outlined under neoprene, staring at them with open hunger.

“And that pale blonde topless, pussy practically hanging out,” Sloane continues. “I’d bite her thighs until she begs me to eat her in front of everyone.”

Emily can’t answer. Her cunt leaks shamelessly, juices running down her inner thighs, visible to anyone looking. She reeks of pure sex. They strut naked along the shore—pussies on full display, tits bouncing, asses marked by the sun.

“You’re gushing like a fucking fountain, whore,” Sloane says loud, sniffing her. “Everyone can smell your cunt in heat. Feel those eyes fucking you?”

“Yes, ma’am… they’re staring… I’m getting wetter…”

“Don’t touch yourself. Walk naked and suffer. Imagine how we’d fuck them all. Who’d scream loudest with my tongue in her ass while you suck her tits.”

They pass two girls making out on a towel, both topless, one with her hand inside the other’s bikini bottom. The girls spot them naked and freeze, fingers still, staring with raw lust. One licks her lips. Sloane squeezes Emily’s ass hard.

“Think those sluts could fuck like me? Invite them with your eyes. Show them your spread-open pussy.”

Emily moans, legs shaking. The sea laps at their bare feet, but the stares burn them alive.

They reach a less crowded spot—still visible. Sloane splashes saltwater over Emily’s body, then drops her mouth and sucks nipples viciously, biting until marks bloom.

“I want everyone to see how I use you. But don’t come yet. Walk naked. Get yourself worked up under their eyes until the sun drops.”

The sun sinks, painting the sea in fiery hues. They wade in to their waists, naked bodies floating, pussies hidden under the surface but tits fully exposed. Sloane stops, hair plastered, tits gleaming.

“Come here, my little whore. Now.”

Emily closes in. Sloane grabs her nape brutally, slams her close. Tits crushed together, pussies brushing under the water.

“Straddle my thigh. Legs spread as wide as they’ll go. Fuck my bare leg like the desperate slut you are.”

Emily obeys. Clings to Sloane’s shoulders, spreads wide, mounts that strong thigh. Direct skin-on-skin friction—pussy grinding thigh—devastating. Waves push her, making her fuck harder.

“Move. I want the shore to see you leaking all over me while the ocean licks your open ass.”

Emily moans loud, hips circling wildly. Sloane flexes her thigh, presses hard against the exposed clit.

“Don’t come yet. Hold it, slut.”

Sloane slides a hand underwater, spreads Emily’s cheeks, rams two fingers into her asshole without warning. Pumps while Emily grinds her pussy on the thigh.

“Spread wider. Let them see me using you in public.”

Emily speeds up, lost in the sea. Sloane shoves three fingers into her cunt—brutal double penetration.

“Come now. Scream. Let the whole beach know you’re my whore.”

Emily detonates with a howl that echoes over the waves. Savage orgasm—hot squirt shooting into the sea, legs convulsing, nails digging into Sloane. She collapses, but Sloane holds her, biting her neck like a brand.

“Good whore. They watched you come, but now back to the hotel. I’ll wreck you in private.”

They walk naked across the beach to the hotel, bodies salty, Emily’s juices drying on her thighs. Eyes follow them all the way to the hall. The suite overlooks the night bay, huge bed waiting.

Sloane slams the door.

“On your back. Legs spread until your muscles scream. Arms over your head. Tits, pussy, and asshole completely exposed. Don’t move until I say.”

Emily obeys instantly. Sprawls in the center, legs in an obscene V, pussy lips parted, clit still swollen and red from the ocean come. Arms stretched, heavy tits fallen to the sides, nipples rock-hard. Asshole visible, twitching with tension.

Sloane stands beside the bed, inspecting her property. Paces slowly. Silence thick, broken only by Emily’s ragged breathing.

“First I devour you. No mercy. No break.”

She kneels between Emily’s thighs violently, grabs knees, forces them wider until Emily whimpers in pain-laced need.

Drops her head and attacks—no warning: wide flat tongue dragging from asshole to clit in one long, brutal lick. Sucks the outer lips hard, tugs them with teeth, releases. Latches onto the clit with surgical precision, like she wants to tear it off.

Emily screams, back arching hard.

“Don’t close an inch or I’ll tie you naked to the balcony all night so the whole city watches you squirt like the whore you are.”

Sloane rams four fingers in one savage thrust, bottoming out, curling knuckles against Emily’s kill spot. Pumps fast and hard, wet slaps filling the room. Free hand slaps the pussy between licks—sharp smacks leaving skin glowing red.

“Come. Now. Soak my whole fucking face.”

The first orgasm explodes. Emily howls, violent hot squirt flooding Sloane’s mouth and chin. Body convulses wildly, hips bucking on their own, heels digging into the mattress. Sloane keeps her mouth sealed, drinks every drop, tongue whipping the oversensitive clit to drag the waves out forever.

When Emily slumps spent, Sloane doesn’t stop. Works her whole fist in slow, inch by inch, stretching her to the absolute limit. Twists inside, pressing every wall.

“Hold the next one. Come without permission and I’ll really punish you.”

Emily sobs from overload and bliss.

“Please… ma’am… I can’t… it’s too much…”

Sloane fists faster, brutal in-and-out rhythm, tongue lashing the clit relentlessly. Free hand pinches a nipple until Emily screams.

“Come again. Shatter for me.”

The second orgasm destroys her. A long, broken wail rips from her throat, even harder squirt drenching Sloane’s face, the sheets, the mattress. Body jerks like she’s electrocuted, tears streaming, breath wrecked.

Sloane pulls her fist out slow, licks it clean while staring into Emily’s eyes. Then straddles her face, drops her soaked pussy straight onto Emily’s open mouth.

“Now you eat me. Tongue deep. Until I come twice in a row down your throat. Don’t stop even if you suffocate, slut.”

Emily obeys desperately. Tongue plunges deep, sucking Sloane’s clit while Sloane grinds brutally on her face. Sloane grips the headboard and fucks Emily’s mouth mercilessly, hips in savage circles.

“Harder. Suck like your life depends on my pleasure.”

Sloane’s first orgasm hits fast—hoarse roar, hot squirt flooding Emily’s mouth and nose. Emily gulps greedily, keeps licking without pause. Sloane doesn’t slow, grinds faster.

“The second. Now.”

It slams even harder—Sloane roars, body shaking, squirt literally drowning Emily, who coughs and swallows at once, face drenched.

Sloane collapses beside her, breathing hard for endless seconds. Then fists Emily’s wet hair, forces eye contact.

“Listen close,” she whispers, voice dangerous, fingers sliding back into Emily’s ruined cunt.

“We have four nights left. Tomorrow you choose—keep being my secretary or become my public whore. If you choose whore, every day gets worse. Worse for your body, your shame, your limits. Better for my pleasure. You’ll have no rights, Emily. No privacy. No boundaries. You’ll be my naked slave anywhere I decide. My absolute property. My toy to break and rebuild whenever I want.”

Emily trembles beneath her, body still twitching, mind shattered by pleasure and surrender.

“Yes, ma’am… I’m yours… expose me… break me… use me… I don’t want to be anything else.”

Sloane smiles in the dark, fingers moving slow inside her as a constant reminder.

“Good answer, my perfect whore. Sleep now. Tomorrow your real training begins.”

The bay glitters outside, silent witness. Inside, only ragged breathing from two exhausted bodies—and the promise of even more intense days ahead.


Part 5 – Alone in the Mountains, No Witnesses, No Mercy

“You decide right now, slut,” Sloane growls, eyes locked on the road, voice slicing like a blade. “Back to the city pretending you’re a normal secretary, or I take you to the place where you become my absolute slave? My broken whore. My three holes to use, wreck, and discard whenever I fucking want.”

Emily turns her head slow, breath caught. She doesn’t speak. Her pussy clenches hard, a thick hot gush soaking the leather seat. Cheeks burn, nipples stabbing through her blouse like nails. The stench of sex gives her away.

Sloane smells her surrender without looking.

“Whore in heat. That’s what I thought.”

The road narrows to a goat trail, twisting between black rock walls and pines closing like a cage. Civilization vanishes mile by mile. Only the engine roar, rain hammering the roof, and Emily’s visceral pulse throbbing between her legs.

Sloane drives one-handed, the other fist clenched on her thigh, knuckles white.

“When we get there, you don’t ask. You don’t speak without permission. You do what I order with your body, your mouth, your cunt, and your ass. Disobey, and I punish you until you beg forgiveness with a broken voice. Understand?”

Emily trembles.

“Yes, ma’am…”

“Louder, bitch!”

“Yes, ma’am! I’m your obedient whore!”

The cabin rises like a dark fortress at the end of the muddy track: cold stone, ancient wood, chimney ready to spit black smoke. Completely isolated. No lights for miles. No one will hear the screams.

Sloane slams the brakes.

“Out. Shoes off. You’ll walk barefoot and naked like the bitch you are.”

Emily steps out, frozen mud biting her soles. Mountain air cuts her skin. Sloane shoves her inside with a hand on her nape.

She lights the fire. The chimney roars. The air reeks of wood, leather, and anticipated sex.

The bed is massive, cream sheets pulled tight. Thick rug in front of the fire.

On a low table: blood-red ropes, black leather whip, heavy-tailed flogger, nipple clamps with chain, large steel anal plug, monstrous veiny black dildo with reinforced leather harness, high-powered wand vibrator, leather collar with ring, and a long leash.

Floor-to-ceiling window shows only endless forest and darkness. No one will see. No one will interrupt.

Sloane slams the door, echo booming.

“Strip. Slow. I want to watch you suffer exposing yourself piece by piece.”

Emily obeys with shaking fingers. Blouse, skirt, bra drop with wet obscene sounds. She stands naked—heavy tits swaying, nipples rock-hard, shaved pussy swollen and dripping visible juices down her thighs.

Sloane circles like a predator, whip in hand.

“No covering. Look me in the eyes while I inspect you.”

She grabs Emily’s chin brutally, forcing eye contact.

“Tonight you forget everything. You have no name. No rights. You’re my whore. My slave. My absolute property. Your holes, your tits, your pain, and your pleasure are mine. Only mine.”

Emily moans, cunt throbbing.

“On the rug. Kneel. Legs spread as wide as they’ll go. Hands behind your neck. Tits and cunt offered up.”

Emily drops, exposed like a sacrifice. Sloane buckles the leather collar tight around her throat, digs in just enough, clips on the leash.

“Now you’re my leashed bitch. You’ll crawl if I say. Lick the floor if I command.”

First lash of the flogger across her tits. Emily screams, pain exploding like fire. Nipples harden more.

“Scream louder, slut. The forest is the only witness here.”

Sloane binds wrists behind her back with biting ropes. Ankles to a metal spreader bar, legs forced painfully wide. Cunt and asshole completely exposed, helpless.

She clamps the nipples, chain dangling. Yanks hard. Emily howls, tears spilling.

“These stay until I decide. Every move will hurt.”

She slaps the open cunt with her palm—wet, loud smacks straight on the clit. Emily sobs, but leaks harder.

Sloane kneels behind, rams three fingers into the cunt in one thrust, pumps fast while whipping ass cheeks with the lash.

“Want to come already, bitch?”

“Yes, ma’am! Please, wreck me!”

“Hold it. Pleasure is mine, not yours.”

She keeps whipping: ass, thighs, cunt, tits. Skin blooms red and purple lines. Emily begs, voice cracking.

Sloane grabs the wand, cranks it to max, presses it mercilessly on the swollen clit.

“Forbidden to come. Do it without permission and I shove that steel plug dry up your ass and leave you tied all night.”

Emily shakes on the edge, tears streaming, body seizing. Sloane pulls it away at the last second.

She straps on the harness, monstrous dildo pointing.

“First I wreck your cunt.”

One savage thrust, impossible thickness stretching to pure pain. Emily screams gut-wrenching. Sloane fucks like an animal—deep, fast, brutal strokes, yanking the clamp chain, leash in the other hand.

“Tell me what you are.”

“Your whore! Your slave! Your property to break!”

Sloane speeds up, pounding to the hilt. Emily detonates in a brutal squirt soaking everything, body convulsing in the bonds.

Sloane doesn’t stop. Keeps fucking the oversensitive cunt, forcing two more forbidden orgasms. Emily cries, begs, squirts uncontrollably.

“No mercy here. I break you until nothing’s left. Now your ass, slut. That hole’s mine too. Relax or I ram it in one thrust and split you in half.”

Sloane pulls the monster dildo from Emily’s ruined cunt with a filthy wet slurp. It’s coated thick in creamy juices—the perfect lube. She rubs it slow between the red-striped cheeks, smearing the tight asshole that clenches in fear and want.

Emily trembles in the bonds, knees on the rug, ass high, cunt still dripping from earlier comes.

Nipple clamps tug with every ragged breath, chain swaying cruelly. Sloane grabs the leash and yanks hard, forcing Emily to arch deeper, pink asshole fully exposed.

“Breathe deep, whore. Or I shove it in dry and you scream till your voice is gone.”

The fat head presses the entrance. Emily moans—a guttural mix of panic and lust. Sloane pushes slow at first, inch by inch, forcing past the tight ring. The asshole stretches impossibly, burning like liquid fire.

Emily howls, tears streaming, body straining against ropes.

“Fuck… ma’am… it hurts… it’s too big…”

“Too big?” Sloane laughs dark, yanking the leash to choke her lightly. “This is just the start. Take it, slut, or I whip your ass while I force it in.”

Another firm push. The head pops past the ring with an audible sound. Emily screams raw, asshole swallowing the veiny girth, stretching until it feels like tearing. Sloane doesn’t stop—relentless, deeper, until the harness base slaps purple cheeks.

“Feel me opening your ass, bitch. Now you’re completely mine. Three holes to fuck whenever I want.”

Emily gasps, body shaking uncontrollably, sweat coating marked skin. The steel plug waits cold on the table, but punishment comes first.

Sloane starts ass-fucking with rising ferocity—savage, deep, fast pumps, pulling almost out then slamming home. One hand rubs the swollen oversensitive clit viciously, brutal circles.

The other yanks the leash like reins, forcing Emily to arch more, offer more.

“This is what you are: my anal whore. My slave with a broken ass for my pleasure.”

The sound is obscene—flesh slapping leather, dildo plunging the stretched asshole, cunt juices dripping down thighs. Emily cries, moans, begs, but her empty pussy gushes, betraying her.

Sloane ramps up, piston-fucking the ass: violent thrusts shaking Emily’s tits, clamp chain clinking. Free hand yanks clamps, pinching nipples until screams rise higher.

“Don’t come yet. Forbidden.”

Emily teeters, anal pleasure surging unstoppable. The dildo hits forbidden spots driving her insane.

Sloane feels the clenching.

“Now. Come with my cock in your ass, slut.”

Emily shatters in an explosive anal orgasm—animal roar echoing through the cabin, violent squirt from her empty cunt splattering the rug, asshole clamping hard around the invader, body convulsing in bonds like electrocution.

Tears, sweat, juices everywhere.

Sloane doesn’t stop. Keeps fucking the sensitive ass, forcing another immediate anal climax. Emily begs mercy in a broken voice, but Sloane yanks the leash harder.

“Another. Break more for me.”

The second anal orgasm is even more brutal—Emily screams herself hoarse, endless squirt, asshole pulsing, body collapsing against ropes.

Sloane pulls out slow, gaping red asshole left exposed and throbbing. Grabs the cold steel plug, rubs it in spilled juices.

“This stays in until tomorrow. So every move reminds you who owns that ass.”

She rams it in one sudden thrust. Cold heavy steel stretches the wrecked asshole again. Emily screams raw and animal, body shaking violently.

Sloane admires her work: Emily bound, plug buried, clamps on nipples, leash on collar, skin striped by whip and hand.

She partially releases the legs but leaves wrists bound and leash on.

“Crawl to the bed, bitch. With the plug up your ass and clamps on. I want to watch you drag every inch.”

Emily crawls slow, plug shifting inside with every move, clamps tugging nipples, leash guided by Sloane. Every inch agony and ecstasy, asshole stuffed, cunt leaking again.

Sloane watches from the bed’s edge, legs spread, shaved pussy glistening with her own arousal, eyes dark with absolute dominance.

“Faster, slut.”

Emily speeds as best she can, plug grinding deep in her stretched ass with every muscle clench, sending waves of pain and forbidden pleasure.

Nipples burn under clamps, neck marked by tight collar. She finally reaches the bed, panting, head bowed in total submission.

Sloane fists her hair violently, yanks her up brutally. Emily screams, body lifted like a broken doll, plug sinking deeper from the sudden jolt. Sloane throws her onto the cream sheets, instantly stained with juices and sweat.

“Spread for me. Legs wide as they’ll go. I want your wrecked cunt against mine.”

Emily obeys instantly, legs splayed, plug visible between striped cheeks, swollen red pussy open like an obscene flower. Sloane mounts her with animal violence, knees pinning Emily’s hips, dropping her weight to crush her into the mattress.

Pussies grind skin-on-skin, raw, direct, no barriers. Sloane’s swollen clit presses Emily’s with brutal precision—savage tribbing starting slow but turning ferocious in seconds.

Sloane sets the rhythm with powerful hips: wide circles, then straight fast thrusts, then long crushing presses making both clits throb together.

The sound is wet, filthy, unmistakable—sloppy flesh slapping, juices mixing, plug shifting inside Emily with every thrust. Emily moans loud, hands still bound behind, helpless under her owner’s weight.

Sloane drops her head and kisses possessively—not soft: total invasion. Tongue plunges deep into Emily’s mouth, exploring, dominating, throat-fucking like another hole. Bites the lower lip viciously, licks the saliva greedily, moaning into her mouth.

“Your cunt is mine. Your mouth is mine. Your pain and pleasure are mine, broken slut.”

She speeds the tribbing: brutal hip circles, clit whipping clit, pussies gushing together.

One hand yanks the clamp chain, making Emily scream into the kiss, nipples stretched to the limit. The other grips the collar, squeezing, controlling breath, lightly choking while she fucks.

Emily unravels beneath, plug in her ass amplifying every grind, nipple and anal pain mixing with visceral pussy pleasure. Sloane gives no mercy: bites the upper lip, tongue invading deeper.

“Come with me, whore. Now. Soak me like the slut you are.”

They explode together: shared violent orgasm, hot squirt mixing between their pussies, bodies convulsing as one. Emily screams into Sloane’s mouth, Sloane roars against her lips, hips crushing one final brutal time.

Sloane stays on top for endless seconds, breathing hard, tasting saliva in her slave’s mouth. Then pulls off slow, leaving Emily trembling, lips swollen and lightly bleeding, cunt throbbing, asshole stuffed with cold plug.

Only then does she rip the clamps off in one dry yank. Emily howls again. Sloane licks the sore nipples with unexpected tenderness, contrasting the brutality.

“Good whore. We continue tomorrow. But sleep like this: marked, stuffed, broken. Mine.”

She tucks Emily between her legs under thick blankets, plug still buried, collar on, bleeding lips against Sloane’s chest. Emily closes her eyes exhausted, still twitching with aftershocks, completely surrendered.

Outside, wind howls through the Pyrenees. Inside, only the crackle of fire and the breathing of a satisfied owner with her destroyed slave.


Part 6 – High Above the City, Her Deep Commands

“Did you sleep good, slut?” Sloane asks without taking her eyes off the road, voice low and sharp like a whip.

Emily shifts in the seat, her asshole still throbbing around the steel plug Sloane left buried all night. Her pussy pulses empty but soaked since she woke up.

“Yes, ma’am… though my holes are still aching.”

“Good sign,” Sloane replies with a cruel smile. “Means you obeyed like the broken whore you are. The plug stays in your ass until I decide to pull it out.”

The car winds down narrow roads through dense forests. Morning light filters through the trees, but inside the Audi the air is thick with lust and control. The mountains fade in the rearview. A new city waits like a dark promise.

After three hours, they park near the old town center. They step out with fake elegance: Sloane in strict black, dark sunglasses, suitcase in hand, striding like she owns the world.

Emily follows half a step behind, light skirt, soft blouse, face calm on the outside—but the plug shifting with every step reminds her of her place.

“Today we’ll be visible,” Sloane says as they walk cobblestone streets. “No one will suspect a thing. But you’ll know my plug is stuffing your ass and your cunt is leaking just because I ordered it.”

Emily swallows hard.

“I know, ma’am.”

They climb to a secluded viewpoint. At the top, they’re alone. Wind whips hard, the city tiny below like a toy. Sloane takes off her sunglasses, tucks them in her cleavage.

“On your knees, slut. Now.”

Emily drops to the hot stone, plug sinking deeper from the motion. Heart pounding.

She lifts Sloane’s black dress with trembling hands. Underneath, soaked pussy waiting.

“This is what an obedient slave earns. Start licking like the whore you are.”

Sloane’s shaved pussy glistens, swollen, dripping. The scent slams into Emily: raw lust, absolute power.

“Open that mouth wide. I want your tongue buried deep.”

Emily buries her face. Tongue plunges brutal and deep in one stroke, dragging from asshole to clit. Sloane growls, fists Emily’s hair, slams her closer.

“Deeper. Tongue-fuck me while the wind whips us.”

Emily thrusts, sucks the clit viciously, licks the asshole without asking. Sloane spreads wider, braced on the railing, heavy tits heaving with every pant.

“Lick my ass good now, slut. Shove that tongue in until I scream.”

Sloane’s command is a low animal growl, eyes narrowed against the sun beating down on the viewpoint. Emily, kneeling, feels her heart explode.

The steel plug stays buried in her own ass, shifting with every tremble, reminding her what a whore she is.

She doesn’t hesitate. Hands slide up Sloane’s firm thighs. Her boss’s asshole is tight, pink, glistening from juices dripping down from her soaked cunt.

Emily presses her wide flat tongue, licking slow and long from perineum to asshole, tasting salty day-sweat and that intense forbidden flavor she knows so well. Sloane moans low, guttural sound echoing off ancient stone.

“Harder, whore. I want to feel you opening my ass with that obedient tongue.”

Emily attacks with fresh hunger. Tongue tip presses the tight ring, forces past muscle resistance, sinking inch by inch deep into Sloane’s hot narrow asshole. Sloane arches, fingers digging into Emily’s hair, shoving her deeper.

“Fuck… yes… shove it all in… ass-fuck me with your tongue like the slave whore you are.”

Emily doesn’t stop. Tongue pumps in and out in rhythmic thrusts, fucking the asshole with brutal precision, twisting inside, lapping inner walls while her nose grinds Sloane’s gushing cunt.

Sloane moans loud now, not caring if someone climbs the stairs or the whole city hears from below. Thighs quake, cheeks clench around the invading tongue. She yanks Emily’s hair harder, fucking her sub’s face into her ass.

“Don’t stop… fuck me deeper… I want to feel you wrecking my ass with that tongue while I come…”

Emily ramps to the limit, tongue plunging fast, wet, hot. The sound is filthy—deep licks, hard sucks on the asshole.

Sloane tenses like a wire about to snap, back arched, tits bouncing with every spasm. Hands crush Emily’s head violently, trapping her between cheeks, forcing the rhythm, making her taste every inch.

“I’m coming… all over your slut face… swallow it all…”

Sloane detonates with a choked roar echoing over the city: thighs shaking violently, clamping Emily’s head like a vise until she’s nearly suffocating.

Hot gushes flood Emily’s mouth and chin—mix of cunt juices and ass sweat, intense, salty, addictive.

Emily doesn’t pull back. Gulps every drop desperately, licks clean every spasm, every contraction, alternating sucking asshole and cunt to drag out her owner’s orgasm.

Sloane pants long, body easing, hands releasing Emily’s hair only when the last shudder fades. Looks down, dark eyes gleaming with cruel satisfaction.

“Good whore… you cleaned me to my soul.”

Emily pulls back slow, face drenched, lips swollen, chin dripping. Sloane’s intense taste coated on her tongue, down her throat. The plug in her own ass throbs approval.

Sloane lowers her dress calmly, covering her still-pulsing cunt and asshole.

“Stand. But don’t wipe that obedient slut face.”

Emily obeys, knees scraped from stone, face shining with juices. Stands trembling, plug reminding her of her own unsatisfied need with every shift.

Sloane slips on sunglasses, dangerous smile.

“To the hotel. Tonight I fill all three of your holes until you beg. And I still won’t stop.”

They descend the viewpoint, oblivious city below, wind carrying the scent of forbidden sex. Emily walks behind, owner’s taste in her mouth, ass stuffed, cunt leaking down her thighs. Ready for whatever comes. Always ready.

In the hotel room, Sloane locks the door and clicks the deadbolt like a final sentence. Dim streetlight filters through curtains, bathing the wide bed in pale glow. She opens the suitcase with criminal calm, laying out tonight’s arsenal:

A monstrous double-ended dildo, thick and veiny on both ends, black as night—and a long curved one designed for deep throat, with a wide base.

Emily swallows dry, heart drumming as she eyes each object, each promise of pain and pleasure Sloane prepares.

“Strip. Face down on the bed. Legs spread wide. Ass up like the whore on offer you are. Now.”

Emily obeys instantly. Sprawls face down, legs splayed, ass high, steel plug gleaming between cheeks still striped from mountain whips.

Sloane kneels behind, grips the plug base, yanks it out brutally without warning. Emily screams gut-wrenching, gaping asshole throbbing empty, clenching at air. The emptiness hurts as bad as the fullness.

“All your holes are mine tonight, whore. And I’m using them until you can’t walk.”

She spits thick on the swollen cunt, rubs rough with fingers, then on the pulsing asshole. Grabs the double dildo: first fat end presses her cunt entrance and rams in one violent thrust, stretching to the limit.

Emily howls, veiny girth filling her completely, grinding spots that make her seize.

“Hold it yourself. Fuck it into your cunt. Don’t let it slip an inch while I open your ass again.”

Emily grips the base with shaking hand, keeping it buried deep, feeling every vein against inner walls. Sloane spits straight on the gaping asshole, rams two fingers, then three, stretching rough, twisting, forcing wider.

“Relax.”

The second thick end presses her asshole. Emily moans in anticipation and terror. Sloane pushes firm, relentless: fat head forces past resistance, pops in wet and painful.

Emily screams raw, tears spilling, brutal double penetration—cunt and ass stuffed to bursting, stretched to absolute limit, double dildo swallowed whole.

Sloane grips the center and starts thrusting savage: rhythmic, deep, fast pumps, wrecking both holes mercilessly. The sound is filthy—wet flesh slapping, juices gushing, asshole and cunt slurping the invading plastic.

“Tell me what you are while I fuck you.”

“I’m your whore! Your slave!”

Sloane pistons faster: brutal thrusts shaking the bed, Emily’s tits crushed into sheets, hands desperately holding the base. Emily begs, voice breaking, on the edge of collapse.

“Don’t come yet, slut. The third one’s missing. Hold it or I whip your ass till it bleeds.”

She flips her onto her back roughly, double dildo buried in cunt and ass shifting with every gasp, visible between spread legs. Sloane grabs the long curved dildo, wets it in her own mouth calmly, licking it like her real cock.

“Open that mouth, bitch. Suck it like my cock. Choke on it till you drool like a slave throat whore.”

She slides it slow at first, letting Emily feel the thickness, then rams deep to the back of her throat.

Emily gags hard, drools thick, eyes watering, throat convulsing. Sloane throat-fucks viciously: thrusts bottoming out, curve grinding her gag spot, free hand pumping the double in cunt and ass with brutal rhythm.

“Three holes stuffed at once. This is how I wanted you: completely filled, no escape, just for my sadistic pleasure.”

The rhythm is hellish: throat fucked deep till Emily chokes on drool and tears, cunt and ass wrecked by the monster double, body shaking uncontrollably, juices everywhere, sheets soaked, air thick with wet obscene sounds of used flesh.

Emily is lost in ecstasy and pain: mouth stuffed, throat invaded, cunt and ass stretched to breaking, nipples crushed by intensity. Sloane feels the clenching around the double.

“Now! Come with all three holes wrecked to bursting, my whore! Come like the broken slut you are!”

Emily detonates in a devastating apocalyptic orgasm: muffled guttural scream around the throat dildo, violent thick squirt escaping around the double, hot gushes soaking sheets.

Sloane’s hands, thighs. Body convulsing possessed, asshole and cunt clamping hard on plastic, throat swallowing the invader in spasms, pure ecstasy tears flooding her face, drool pouring down chin.

Sloane pulls the throat dildo slow, thick string of spit and drool hanging, leaving Emily coughing and gasping. Yanks the double out with wet obscene slurp, holes gaping and throbbing, asshole and cunt red and swollen, leaking juices.

Emily lies completely shattered, panting, trembling in endless aftershocks, voice gone, body limp on ruined sheets.

Sloane watches a moment, then strokes with unexpected tenderness: tongue lapping sweaty salty tits, kissing neck marked by old bites, fingers tracing tear tracks.

“This is how a great day ends, my perfect whore,” she whispers hoarse against her ear, voice satisfied and dangerous. “Tomorrow more. I’ll break you a little more each day until only my voice commands you, my hand guides you, my toys inside you.”


Part 7 – To Pay the Debt: My Body on Demand

The Audi devours the highway once more. Emily sits silent, no panties, shaved pussy always accessible, waiting for Sloane’s command. Short blouse, no bra, hard nipples poking through the thin fabric like bullets ready to fire.

Every curve, every shift in speed makes her body tremble in anticipation of what’s coming.

“Today’s different, slut,” Sloane growls without looking over, voice rough and cutting.

“We’re going to Alexandra’s—my old boss. I owe her big favors, but she doesn’t want cash. Today I’m handing you over. Your body’s the payment. Your cunt, your ass, your mouth, your tits. All hers today.”

Emily swallows hard, electric thrill shooting from her gut to her neck. Every word from Sloane is a command and a warning, and her body already shakes imagining what’s waiting.

“What’s she like, ma’am?”

“A real dominatrix. More experience breaking women than me. Hungrier. Crueler. Lives alone in a cabin by the sea. Cheerful, direct, cultured… and a predator who’ll wreck your soul while she fucks your holes.

I’ll watch. And come hard seeing you suffer.”

Emily smiles nervously, but her pussy clenches violently, a hot gush soaking the seat.

“An offering?”

“A filthy, obedient offering. No weird faces. No questions. Just broken-whore attitude.

You look gorgeous naked and wet, and that’s enough. She’ll use you however she wants. Only look at me if you hesitate… or when you’re about to come without permission—because today permission comes from her.”

Half an hour later, they arrive. Alexandra’s house is white and modern, endless glass to the sea. Walls covered in explicit erotic art: giant photos of spread dripping pussies, bronze sculptures of hard cocks and stretched asses.

Alexandra opens the door in a loose dress, nothing underneath, barefoot, predator smile. Fifty and carrying it hot—strong body, big tits swinging free under fabric.

“My dear Sloane,” she says, hugging her tight, kissing almost on the mouth, tongue brushing. “Fuck, it’s been too long. And this… this the whore you brought me?”

“She’s broken and trained,” Sloane says proudly. “But with you she’ll learn to be a real slave.”

“We’ll see. Come in, Emily. No office today. Today I inspect every hole until you beg.”

Emily steps in biting her lip, pussy leaking visibly down her leg.

Alexandra yanks the curtains shut, hot dimness falling. The living room smells of sea and old sex.

“Strip, whore. I want you fully exposed, ready for me to wreck your holes one by one.”

Alexandra’s command cracks like a whip in the dim room.

Sloane’s already sprawled on the white leather couch, legs spread shamelessly, hand buried under her black skirt, fingers pumping her own cunt slow while she watches with dark hungry eyes.

Emily obeys instantly, trembling fingers ripping off the short blouse and light skirt in seconds. Clothes hit the floor like surrender.

She stands completely naked, skin goosebumped from AC and anticipation, nipples hard as rocks, heavy tits swaying slightly, shaved pussy swollen and red, fat lips parted, clit throbbing visible, thick strings of juices dripping down inner thighs to her knees.

Alexandra stalks close like a predator, grabs her nape brutally, fingers digging into flesh. Spins her like inspecting livestock, forces Emily to arch, spreads her cheeks rough and possessive, exposing asshole and cunt mercilessly.

“Fuck, what a tight little ass,” Alexandra growls, voice thick with lust. “And this cunt… already gushing like a whore in heat just from being naked for us.”

She spits thick and hot straight on Emily’s asshole, the glob sliding over the forbidden ring.

No warning—drops her head and attacks: wide flat tongue dragging over asshole and perineum in one long lick, then sharp and pointed forcing deep into the tight ass, twisting inside, mouth-fucking her hole while hands spread cheeks wider.

Emily gasps hard, knees buckling, body shaking uncontrollably. The plug from previous days left her asshole sensitive, and now Alexandra’s expert tongue opens it again, devours it like property.

Alexandra shoves her down onto the thick rug with animal roughness, a push sending Emily sprawling on her back. Grabs ankles and yanks legs apart like splitting her in half, cunt fully exposed, asshole pulsing.

“Spread wider, cunt. I want to see you leak.”

Alexandra’s tongue assaults the pussy mercilessly: clit sucked viciously like she wants to rip it off, fat lips bitten and tugged with teeth, entrance tongue-fucked deep and fast. Emily arches violently, screams like a bitch in heat, hips bucking for more.

Sloane, from the couch, speeds her fingers in her own cunt, wet sounds loud.

“Can this whore come yet?” she asks breathlessly, eyes locked on the scene.

Alexandra lifts her juice-soaked face, chin glistening, cruel savage smile.

“No, not yet. First I want this slut eating my cunt. I want that obedient tongue working until I come all over her face.”

Emily crawls between Alexandra’s powerful thighs, face inches from the mature wet pussy. The scent hits her: intense desire, experienced woman, absolute power.

Alexandra fists her hair hard, slams her head forward.

“Lick, whore. All your tongue inside. Start with the cunt and drop to my ass when I say.”

Emily obeys with desperate hunger: wide tongue coating the whole sex in long drags, licking from asshole to swollen clit.

Sucks thick lips, plunges deep into the vaginal entrance, rigid tongue fucking Alexandra’s cunt while her nose grinds the clit.

Alexandra moans loud, hips bucking, face-fucking Emily.

“Deeper… yes… fuck, this whore’s got a tongue… suck my clit now, hard…”

Emily latches on the clit viciously, whips it fast with her tongue, rams three fingers into Alexandra’s cunt and pumps while licking. Alexandra yanks hair harder, crushing her face in.

“Now my ass, whore. Shove it in my ass.”

Emily drops obediently: flat tongue lapping the mature asshole, then tip plunging deep, ass-fucking with fast hard strokes while fingers keep pumping the soaked cunt.

Alexandra roars in pleasure, thighs quaking, big tits bouncing with every pant.

“Don’t stop… fuck my ass with that tongue while I come… now!”

Alexandra detonates with an animal scream: hot gushes flooding Emily’s face, thighs clamping her head like a vise, asshole clenching around the invading tongue. Emily gulps what she can, licks every spasm, every contraction, dragging the orgasm out until Alexandra releases her panting.

Alexandra sits up, face sweaty and shining, grabs Emily’s hair and forces eye contact.

“Good whore. But this is just the start.”

Alexandra pads barefoot to a dark wood drawer, opens it with deliberate calm, like unwrapping a gift she knows she’ll destroy. Pulls out a strap-on: a gleaming red monster, thick as a forearm, raised veins, bulbous cruel head, impossible length.

She strokes it like it’s alive, slicking it with lube in slow obscene motions, watching it shine in the dim light.

She straps it on like ritual: leather harness cinching her wide hips, straps biting flesh, dildo jutting forward like an erect threat. The weight makes it sway heavy, intimidating.

“On all fours, whore,” she orders, voice deep and thick with want. “Ass high, legs spread. I want your asshole and cunt exposed, dripping, begging to be wrecked.”

Emily obeys shaking hard, dropping to all fours on the thick rug.

Arches deep, ass obscenely high, knees spread till inner muscles burn, cunt gaping and dripping thick strings to the floor, asshole still throbbing from the tongue, pink and twitching in anticipation and fear.

Sloane stands in front, spreads her legs with authority, fists Emily’s hair iron-tight, shoves her head into her shaved soaked pussy.

“Suck while you get fucked like the broken whore you are. Tongue deep. Swallow it all. Distract yourself and I slap your face with my cunt till you cry.”

Emily buries her face obediently: tongue plunging deep into Sloane’s cunt, sucking clit desperately, nose smashed against her mound, gulping hot salty juices already running down her chin.

Alexandra kneels behind, grips Emily’s hips brutally, fingers digging in. Spits thick straight on the open cunt, rubs the monster head between swollen lips, coating it in Emily’s own slick.

No warning—one savage thrust: the entire dildo slams balls-deep into her cunt, veiny girth stretching walls to the absolute limit, bulbous head punching her cervix with exquisite pain.

Emily screams raw into Sloane’s pussy, muffled guttural sound, body convulsing from the sudden invasion.

Alexandra pounds uncontrollably: deep, fast, brutal strokes, ass cheeks slapping ass with loud wet smacks, yanking Emily’s hair back like reins to arch her deeper, force her to take more.

“Feel me wrecking your cunt, payment whore. This hole’s mine now. I’m fucking you till you gush like a broken fountain.”

Sloane moans loud, face-fucking Emily with circling hips, her own squirt building. She comes again with a roar: thick hot gushes flooding Emily’s open mouth, drowning her as she gulps desperately, coughing, juices shooting out her nose, face drenched and shining.

Alexandra doesn’t slow. Keeps pounding the ruined cunt, dildo pulling out coated thick in white cream, juices pouring down Emily’s thighs to the rug.

She yanks it out with a filthy wet slurp, rubs the soaked monster across Emily’s face, wiping it on cheeks, lips, chin, forcing her to lick her own juices while gasping.

“Now your ass.”

Spits thick straight on the pulsing asshole. Rubs natural lube rough with fingers, ramming two in to open it. Emily moans, asshole clenching.

The fat bulbous head forces the tight ring. Emily howls, tears streaming thick down cheeks, the stretch burning like liquid fire.

Alexandra pushes relentless, slow but merciless: inch by inch, veiny girth splitting her asshole to the limit, until the base slaps cheeks hard.

“Breathe, whore. This hole’s mine today. I’m wrecking it till you can’t sit for weeks.”

Alexandra ass-fucks with pure animal ferocity: deep, fast, savage thrusts, pulling almost out then slamming home, asshole slurping the monster with wet obscene sounds.

Sloane slides underneath on the floor, face under Emily’s hanging dripping cunt, tongue lapping swollen sensitive clit greedily, sucking while Alexandra destroys the asshole from behind.

Emily is lost in hell of pleasure and pain. Alexandra ramps to inhuman: piston-fucking the ass, spanking cheeks till they’re purple, growling filthy orders.

“Come with my cock in your broken ass, whore. Now!”

Emily comes brutal, explosive, devastating: anal orgasm ripping her apart, violent thick squirt splattering Sloane’s face, asshole clamping hard around the dildo, raw animal scream echoing through the house.

Body convulses uncontrollably, tears and drool pouring, reduced to trembling broken flesh.

Alexandra keeps pumping through it, dragging it out till Emily begs in a lost voice, then buries deep, letting the asshole pulse around the monster.

Sloane licks the last gushes, smiles drenched.

“Good payment whore.”

Alexandra pulls out slow, gaping red asshole left exposed, throbbing, leaking lube and juices.

Emily collapses on the rug, panting, trembling, holes throbbing empty, body marked, soul surrendered completely to the two dominants surrounding her.

Sloane crouches, strokes her cheek with cruel tenderness.

“We sleep here tonight. In her sheets, smelling of sex, with the debt paid by your wrecked body.”

Alexandra laughs, still licking her lips.

“And tomorrow if you want, we repeat. Your whore’s addictive.”


Part 8 – Neon City Lights, Striptease, and Total Surrender

The morning is clear and scorching. Emily and Sloane leave Alexandra’s house with barely any words.

They slept little, fucked a lot. Their bodies carry fresh marks: bite marks on necks, purple asses from spankings, swollen sensitive pussies throbbing with every step.

Emily walks with legs slightly spread, asshole still pulsing from the massive ass-fucking the night before.

“Shopping today, ma’am?” Emily asks, buttoning a light shirt that barely covers her braless tits.

“Yeah, slut,” Sloane answers, voice hoarse, dark sunglasses on. “We’re strolling. But remember: your cunt’s mine. No panties. Always accessible. Always soaked because I fucking ordered it.”

They climb into the Audi. Half an hour later, the city swallows them. Sloane drives one-handed, the other occasionally dropping to pinch Emily’s thigh or shove fingers quick under the skirt, checking the constant wetness.

The Grand Avenue first. They walk among luxury shops. Emily feels the stares: tits straining the thin fabric, hard nipples poking like bullets, short skirt showing thighs glistening with juices. Sloane watches possessively.

“Everyone’s eyeing your cunt, whore. They know you’re in heat.”

Emily blushes, but her clit throbs harder.

Sloane shoves her against a building wall, hand under the skirt, fingers parting soaked lips right in the street.

“Look me in the eyes while I finger-fuck you here,” Sloane orders, voice thick with dominance. “I want to watch you suffer, dying to scream while people pass two feet away.”

Two fingers slam deep to the hilt, curling against that exploding spot. Emily moans low, knees buckling, hands gripping the wall like an anchor.

Sloane pumps fast, thumb crushing the swollen clit in brutal circles, free hand inside the blouse kneading a tit, pinching nipple till it hurts deliciously.

“You’re squirting already, slut. Feel it running down your leg while people snap pics feet away.”

Emily bites her lip, a small hot gush visibly trickling down her thigh, splattering the ground.

People brush past, some sneaking looks, smelling raw sex in the air. Sloane doesn’t stop till Emily shakes on the edge, then yanks her dripping fingers out.

“Swallow your taste,” she orders, shoving the soaked fingers into Emily’s mouth. “Now we keep going. Your cunt’s not done paying for this walk.”

They climb to a high viewpoint over the city. Sloane hugs her from behind against the railing, hand inside the blouse mauling tits hard, pinching rock-hard nipples till Emily moans loud, not caring if anyone hears below.

“You’re burning like a wide-open whore in public,” she whispers in her ear, biting the lobe. “Want me to fuck you right here for everyone? Make you squirt against the railing while they watch?”

Emily begs with her eyes, hips grinding back against Sloane’s hand already dropping under the skirt again, fingers rubbing clit viciously.

“Please… ma’am… fuck me…”

Sloane laughs dark, rams three fingers in suddenly, pumps fast while squeezing her throat with the other hand.

“Hold it, whore. Your squirt comes later, in a dirtier spot.”

They reach a park. Mosaic benches under scorching sun. Sloane sits on a secluded but visible one, spreads her legs slightly.

“Sit on my lap, slut. Skirt hiked. Cunt direct on my thigh.”

Emily obeys shaking, skirt bunched up, soaked pussy grinding the expensive fabric of Sloane’s pants. Skin-on-fabric contact electric.

“Move slow, whore. Fuck my leg while we watch the city. I want to feel you soaking me with your heat-struck cunt.”

Emily starts slow obscene circles: clit dragging firm thigh, hot juices instantly soaking the fabric, leaving a dark visible stain. Sloane grips her hips, forces the rhythm harder, making her speed up.

“Look at me. I want to see you falling apart in public like the exhibitionist whore you are.”

Emily moans low, tits bouncing under the blouse, nipples scraping fabric, pussy sliding faster and faster, wet sounds audible. Sloane slides a hand under the blouse, pinches nipple viciously.

“Come slow on my leg, whore. But no screaming. Let people just see a secretary on her boss’s lap… while you squirt like a bitch.”

Emily detonates in forced silence: body shaking, hot gush flooding Sloane’s thigh, soaking pants to the knee. Sloane holds her tight, prolonging the orgasm with clit pressure.

“Good whore. Now a bar. I’m making you come for real in public, like the uncontrolled slut you are.”

The underground bar is a red wet den, hidden behind a discreet alley door: intense purple light tinting everything obscene purple, air thick with hot pussy smell, spilled booze, and female sweat.

Women only: couples making out in dark corners, groups of friends devouring the stage with hungry eyes, solos touching themselves discreetly under tables.

Music thumps deep and filthy, vibrating straight into wombs, making clits pulse like the floor itself is fucking them.

Sloane picks a table glued to the stage, almost touching the raised runway. Sits with legs spread, skirt hiked so Emily sees her shaved pussy glistening under purple light.

“Spread your legs too, now. I want to smell your heat-struck cunt while we watch.”

Emily obeys, skirt obscenely bunched, knees wide, pussy exposed to the thick air, juices already pouring down thighs and dripping to the worn wood floor.

The stripper bursts in like a goddess: tall, lethal curves, bronzed skin shining with oil, black dental-floss thong covering nothing—thick outer lips spilling out the sides, hard clit bulging the tiny fabric.

Topless except thick gold chains dangling between big pierced nipples, silver rings glinting as she moves.

She struts like absolute queen of desire: hips hypnotic circles, heavy tits bouncing, firm ass clenching the floss till it nearly snaps. Every step pulses pussies in the room—moans, hands diving under skirts, collective arousal stench thickening.

Emily swallows hard, her own flooded, hot gush running visible down the chair.

Sloane shoves her hand in without warning: three thick fingers part soaked fat lips like blades, slam deep to the hilt, grinding cervix violently. Emily chokes a moan, hips bucking.

“Spread wider, slut,” Sloane orders, voice thick and dominant. “I want to fuck you deep while you watch that whore strip and touch herself for me.”

Emily spreads knees farther, pussy gaping exposed. Sloane pumps with animal roughness: fingers slamming in and out fast, wet sounds loud, thumb crushing swollen clit in fierce painful circles.

Every hip sway from the stripper syncs with a thrust inside Emily, Sloane conducting cruel.

The stripper grabs the center pole like a giant hard cock: mounts it slow, sliding down with her pussy grinding cold metal, spreads legs in wide V to the crowd, tits bouncing, chains clinking.

Pinches pierced nipples till she moans loud, yanks rings making pain visible.

She rips the thong off brutally: it flies into the crowd, lands on a nearby table. Fully naked now: shaved pussy gleaming with oil and her own juices, thick lips spread like a carnivorous flower, big hard clit throbbing.

She kneels on stage, spreads wide right in front of Emily and Sloane, rams four fingers deep into her cunt with audible wet slurp, pumps fast, pulls them out coated thick white cream and licks them staring straight at Sloane, long tongue swirling every finger like cock.

Sloane speeds inside Emily: fingers fucking uncontrollably violent, knuckles grinding entrance, thumb whipping clit mercilessly.

“Look at her dead on, whore. That pro slut fucking herself for me. I’m making you squirt in front of all these women, no control, like the filthy slut you are.”

Emily bites her fist hard to not scream, pleasure tears spilling, body shaking uncontrollably.

The stripper sprawls on the stage floor, legs to shoulders, rams her whole fist into her cunt violently, pumps fast and comes hard for the crowd: violent squirt splattering the runway, animal scream echoing the den, body convulsing while nearby women moan in sympathy.

Emily can’t hold.

Detonates without permission, brutal devastating orgasm: cunt clamping hard around Sloane’s invading fingers, violent thick squirt soaking the leather chair, sticky floor, splattering shoes and legs of women at nearby tables staring with open lust.

The gush is audible, hot, endless, Emily shaking whole.

Sloane leaves fingers buried deep, prolonging spasms with short cruel twists, then yanks them out and shoves them straight into Emily’s mouth.

“Swallow your whole squirt, slut. Clean my hand with that whore tongue while everyone smells your come.”

Emily licks desperately, gulping her own salty-sweet taste.

“Tonight you dance in the hotel like that pro whore, but only for my eyes.”

The den applauds the stripper, but many women clap for Emily too, grateful for the raw sex they just witnessed.

Sloane smiles dark, eyes gleaming like blades under the purple light. She stands from the table with predator calm, grabs Emily’s wrist hard and drags her out of the bar without another word.

Night city air hits cool, but the heat between their legs doesn’t drop a degree. Emily stumbles, pussy throbbing from the public squirt, juices drying sticky on thighs, raw sex smell trailing like perfume.

“Taxi,” Sloane snaps at the doorman. They slide in back. As soon as it pulls away, Sloane dives under the skirt again, pinching the swollen sensitive clit viciously, tugging till Emily moans loud.

“Quiet, slut,” Sloane whispers, biting her earlobe. “Or I make you squirt on this seat and force you to lick it clean.”

Emily bites her fist while Sloane pinches and rubs merciless the whole ride.

Luxury hotel. Private elevator. Sloane slams Emily against the mirrored wall as doors close, hand buried between legs, four fingers slamming into the wrecked cunt.

“I’m fucking you the whole ride up,” she growls, pumping fast while pinching a nipple with the other hand. “I want you arriving at the room dripping to your ankles.”

Emily moans against the mirror, fogging it with hot breath, small gush splattering the elevator floor.

The room is a wide suite with endless city views. Champagne open on ice, two glasses ready. Music playing: deep filthy bass thumping from hidden speakers, slow but visceral rhythm vibrating straight into clits.

Sloane strips in two brutal moves: clothes hit the floor like trash. Fully naked now, powerful body gleaming with bar sweat, shaved pussy dripping visible juices down thighs.

She sinks into the velvet armchair facing the bed, legs spread wide, pussy exposed and throbbing, swollen clit begging.

“Filthy music for my filthy slut. Dance, whore,” she orders, voice thick. “Strip slow and fuck yourself for me like the slave you are. I want to watch you suffer with need while I see you break alone.”

Emily stands in front, music pounding her chest. Starts moving: hips slow obscene circles, hands sliding up her body like stranger caresses.

Unbuttons the blouse button by button, letting one tit spill first, hard purple-pinched nipple, then the other, heavy tits swaying free.

Pinches nipples viciously, yanks till they hurt and she moans loud, eyes locked on Sloane in absolute submission.

She sways hips like the bar stripper, skirt sliding slow down trembling thighs till it pools mid-thigh, making clear she’s bare underneath.

Bends shamelessly, spreads legs wide and uses fingers to part fat lips, showing Sloane how soaked she is: cunt gaping, red, swollen, thick strings of juices dropping straight to the marble floor.

Turns her back to Sloane, arches like a bitch in heat, spreads cheeks with both hands showing her pulsing asshole. Rams a finger deep there while the other hand fucks her cunt viciously.

Moans loud and broken, turns again, drops to knees in front of Sloane with legs spread max, fucking herself with both hands: four fingers in cunt, two in asshole, pumping alternate, tits bouncing, squirt splattering floor and Sloane’s legs.

Sloane licks her lips, cunt gushing from watching, hand rubbing her own clit slow.

“Come here, desperate whore. I want to wreck you till nothing’s left.”

Emily crawls fast, asshole and cunt throbbing.

Sloane flips her onto her back on the bed violently, kneels between max-spread thighs and attacks like a beast: wide flat tongue dragging from asshole to clit in long brutal licks, sucking with animal ferocity, plunging tongue deep in both holes alternating fast, four fingers fucking cunt merciless, fist nearly in, stretching to the limit.

Emily screams, fists Sloane’s hair hard, clamps legs around her back like a vise.

“Fuck, ma’am… wreck me… fuck me harder, destroy my holes!”

Sloane sucks clit like she wants to tear it off, works her fist in slow but relentless, knuckles forcing entry, stretching to exquisite pain.

Emily squirts violent and thick straight into Sloane’s face, endless gushes soaking everything: face, tits, sheets, floor.

Sloane doesn’t stop a second. Climbs up leaving a trail of juices on Emily’s body, devours tits hungrily: tongue lapping sweat and squirt, biting nipples till light blood beads, deep scratches down back leaving red welts.

Emily flips her desperately, wants to eat her cunt. Sloane allows but dominates: slams down on her face brutally, crushing gushing pussy against open mouth, hips savage circles.

“Eat my cunt till I come down your throat, possessed slut. Swallow it all.”

Emily licks like mad: tongue plunging deep fucking Sloane’s cunt, sucking the big clit. Sloane grips the headboard with both hands and face-fucks furiously, brutal hips slamming mouth.

“Yes! Swallow it all, whore! Lick deeper!”

She comes screaming: direct violent squirt into Emily’s throat, hot gushes drowning her, forcing desperate swallows or suffocation, juices shooting out nose and mouth.

Sloane flips Emily onto her back again, drops on top in savage possessive scissor: pussies slamming skin-on-skin direct, clits whipping clits brutally hard, juices mixing in hot puddle on the bed.

They fuck like animals in heat: hips crashing with loud wet slaps, nails raking backs till blood, bites on necks and shoulders, screams echoing the room, chained endless orgasms leaving them shaking, mixed squirt soaking everything.

Finally exhausted, sweaty, marked inside and out—bites, scratches, red swollen pussies, throbbing assholes—Sloane pulls Emily onto her chest, fingers buried deep in the pulsing sensitive cunt, moving slow as constant reminder of ownership.

“I don’t know how to go back to the office,” Emily gasps, voice broken, trembling, body still vibrating.

Sloane pulls her tighter, like letting go isn’t an option.

“We’re not going back,” she whispers, voice low, no longer harsh but heavy with irreversible truth. “They fired me a week ago. The day we left on the trip.”

Emily lifts her head slow. Eyes shining, wet, wide open. Looks at her without blame, without fear—just raw tender vulnerability that disarms.

Sloane exhales long; her fingers, now still between Emily’s legs, turn into slow protective caress, almost intimate.

“This new contract… it’s not just sex,” she says, firm now. “It’s real. You and me. No office, no schedule, no one above us. Just what we build together.

My eternal whore, if you choose to keep being her… my everything. Forever. No escape,” she adds, forehead against hers, “because I don’t want there to be one.”

They kiss slow. No rush, no bites. A long deep kiss full of salt, exhaustion, and future. Outside, the city sparkles like a sea of lights celebrating shared freedom. Inside, only the beat of two hearts that have chosen no way back.


3- The Price of the Bet: A Dark Erotica Story of Ruthless Domination and Absolute Surrender

… “Good show, you insatiable little things,” she rasps, voice thick with barely-leashed pleasure, black eyes burning like hot coals. “But now you serve me. Both of you. Together.”

She fists their hair hard—fingers knotted in sweat-soaked, lust-drenched strands—and drags them to the armchair like living trophies. Settles in with regal calm, spreads her legs wide without a shred of shame.

Her core is swollen and shamelessly exposed, throbbing with its own dark hunger: thick red lips splayed open in a scorching invitation, rock-hard nub standing proud and glistening under the low light, radiating pure dominance.

The heavy, musky scent hits like a whipcrack straight to the senses.

“Tongues out. Both of you at the same time,” she orders, voice low and razor-sharp. “Devour me like your worthless lives depend on making me explode down your greedy throats.”

She shoves their heads down.

Avery attacks the center of her pleasure—fast flat tongue lashing, sucking fierce, rolling the stiff peak between hot lips.

Eliana devours the whole entrance—tongue plunging deep into the scorching depths, slurping thick cream that floods her chin in sticky rivers. Their tongues clash, tangle, slide against each other inside the same pulsing flesh…

Part 1 — Whoever Walks Through That Door Owns Your Ass Tonight

How the fuck did I bet my own body when everything should've gone my way?

Now I'm stuck here seven goddamn nights—seven—naked, on my knees on this rough carpet, wrists crossed and tied tight behind my back, waiting for whatever walks through that door to come wreck me… —Avery thinks, right before she hears it.

Click.

The lock turns with a sharp snap that cuts the silence. A thick perfume hits first: burning amber mixed with hot skin sweat and pure fucking dominance. Slow, confident heels owning every inch of floor they touch.

The door shuts with a soft thud. Bolt slides home. Silence so heavy it chokes her breath.

The woman who steps in is raw power and filthy lust made flesh: tall, killer curves poured into a skin-tight black dress that hugs her fat heavy tits and wide hips like the fabric wants to claim her body for itself.

Dark hair, plump red lips painted with surgical precision promising to devour without mercy, green eyes sharp as broken glass, blazing with a hunger that soaks your cunt just looking at them.

Every step makes her thick thighs brush under that short skirt, screaming she's bare underneath: just hot slick skin, swollen clit grinding the lining, and the absolute certainty she's about to ruin every hole she can get her hands on.

Her gaze eats Avery alive: rakes over those firm perky tits, slides slow down the quivering belly, locks on the wide-open pussy already dripping, throbbing without permission; bound hands behind her back accidentally brushing her own round ass cheeks, completely exposed in this position.

"So you're Avery… the one who lost," she says, gripping Avery's chin with two fingers and forcing her face up like she owns it.

"I heard your story. Poker superstar, sniffing out bluffs from a mile away, ice in your veins when you break tables. But last night you ran out of luck against the Club Swinger owner. Hand after hand, the pot slipped away, but that pride of yours never did."

"Open that mouth. It's mine tonight."

Avery obeys instantly. Lips part, tongue out flat.

The thumb slides in, pins her tongue to the roof of her mouth.

"Deeper. Swallow my finger like it's the only thing you'll taste all fucking night," she orders, pushing in slow and firm, setting the rhythm.

"When you had nothing left on the table, you threw in the dumbest bet of your life: 'One night as your submissive if I lose this hand.' And you lost. And instead of folding, you doubled down. Another night. Another hand. Another loss. Night after night, you stacked that debt until it hit seven. Now it's just a pro gambler's code. A debt's a debt. And it gets paid—even if it burns."

"Swallow. Get used to obeying with that slut mouth."

She pulls the dripping finger out and spits a thick hot glob straight onto Avery's waiting tongue. "Swallow it, bitch."

Avery gulps. The taste scorches her throat and makes her cunt clench hard without warning.

"Good girl. So here you are, alone in my apartment. Naked on this scratchy carpet that's burning your knees, wrists bound behind you with rope.

You don't have fire in your eyes yet—just proud resignation. You know that door's gonna open seven nights straight. She lost you to me tonight, and I'm collecting."

A loud open-handed slap cracks across Avery's ass, skin blooming red instantly.

She spins her around, inspects every inch: tits swaying, tiny waist, round juicy ass, open wet pussy glistening under the low light.

"Look at you… your cunt's crying just from smelling my perfume. Already soaked and I haven't even really touched you yet," she says, crouching down, dragging two fingers through the dripping slit, lifting them shiny and sticky with thick girl-juice.

"Suck them clean. Taste how fucking desperate you are before the real fun starts."

Avery latches on hungrily, tongue swirling, moaning low as she licks every drop. The woman stands, drops onto the couch legs spread wide, no shame. Skirt hiked. Nothing underneath.

Fat swollen pussy: thick red lips, rock-hard clit pulsing visibly, hot dominant musk hitting like a slap.

"On your knees. Here. Now."

Avery crawls, carpet scraping her knees raw. The woman fists her hair hard and slams her face straight into the drenched cunt.

"Stick that long tongue out and lick my slit like your life depends on every fucking swipe."

Avery drags flat and slow from bottom to top, tasting every hot fold. The woman lets out a guttural animal groan.

"Suck my clit. Hard. No pussy-ass teasing."

Avery traps it between her lips, sucks fierce, rolls the tip with her tongue. Nails dig into her nape; the woman sets a brutal rhythm.

"Yes, fuck… get inside, tongue-fuck my hole, swallow everything I'm about to explode."

Avery spears her tongue deep, mouth-fucking the tight cunt. It clamps, gushes over chin, nose, cheeks. The woman moans loud, shameless.

"Look up at me while you eat my pussy."

Avery's eyes lift. The woman's burn like fire. She grinds harder, smothering her in hot juicy flesh.

"Keep going… don't stop… I want to paint your whole face with my squirt."

Avery speeds up, sucks, laps fast circles. The woman tenses, shakes, grabs with both hands and cums screaming, hot jets blasting mouth, nose, neck, tits. Avery drinks, licks, doesn't stop.

Still panting, the woman shoves her lower.

"You're not done, you filthy slut. Tongue in my ass. Now."

Avery stretches her mouth wider, plunges straight into the tight puckered hole. Intense, forbidden, addictive taste. The woman groans brokenly.

"Deeper. Shove it all in, rim my ass like the pathetic gambler bitch you are."

Avery tongue-fucks it, in and out, stretching the ring. Saliva drools down her chin in thick ropes, splattering her own tits. The woman clamps her head with both hands, uses her mercilessly.

"Fuck yes… you're gonna leave my asshole soaked and shining…"

Suddenly yanks her hair back.

"On your back. Couch. Legs wide open."

Avery flops backward, bound hands under her, tits gleaming with sweat and spit. The woman climbs on like a feral goddess. Massive tits crush Avery's, grinding rough.

"Tit to tit, feel how they stick together with sweat and pure fucking need?"

Avery gasps.

"Yeah…"

"Louder, whore."

"Yes!"

She drops her hips, lines cunt to cunt. Clit slams clit, open lips slapping and sliding in shared slick. The friction is electric, vicious.

"Grind that sweaty pussy on mine, Avery. I want to feel you give up completely."

Avery bucks up, chasing the grind. The woman rides harder, violent, moaning in her ear.

"Harder, bitch. Make me cum again rubbing my swollen clit all over yours."

They frot, clash. Moans tangle, skin shines with sweat and cream. The woman rides without mercy.

"Yes… your cunt surrenders to mine… just like that…"

Avery explodes first, savage orgasm ripping through her. The woman follows seconds later, pussy throbbing, soaking her even more.

No break. She flips her roughly.

"Ass up. On all fours. Now."

Avery scrambles: knees and bound hands on carpet, ass high and spread.

The woman steps behind. Leather snap, metal buckle clink. Avery twists her head—black harness, thick glistening dildo swinging.

"Look at it good. This is gonna teach you to beg."

She drags it across Avery's lips.

"Suck it. Get it sloppy for the hole it's about to conquer."

Avery opens wide, throats it deep, drool pouring in long strings. The woman groans low.

"Enough."

Grips Avery's hips brutally, spreads her shaking thighs wider. Thick lubed tip kisses the drenched entrance. One hard shove—buries to the hilt. Avery screams into the carpet, body arching like she's been speared with red-hot steel.

"Your pussy opens like a flower for me, slut. Watch it swallow every fucking inch."

She thrusts: slow at first, letting Avery feel every ridge stretch her walls, then savage, deep, merciless. The dripping cunt squelches loud with each slam, clit scraping carpet, heat roaring up her belly. Avery pants, bites her lip, pro-gambler pride fighting the pleasure tearing her apart.

"Say you love getting railed like this."

"I love it… fuck, I love it…"

"Say you're mine."

"I'm yours."

Burning slap on the ass.

"Now your ass."

Tip slides lower, nudges the tight ring. Avery tenses, pulse hammering her ears.

"No… wait… I've never taken it there—"

The woman smiles cruel.

"Relax, whore. You're giving me everything. This ass is mine. Open."

Avery breathes deep. Tries. The fat head pushes, stretches slow. Burns like slow fire while her body finally gives up its last boundary.

She arches, screams filthy. Pleasure-pain tears streak her cheeks. The woman fists her hair, locks her in place. No escape.

"Feel me taking your virgin ass… deep… all the way… look at you, Avery, that tight little hole swallowing cock for the first time."

She alternates without mercy, slamming between cunt and ass with cruel precision. Every switch, every invasion of front and back, breaks Avery a little more, rebuilds her around the brutal pleasure, surrenders completely.

Ass now stuffed, pulsing around the thick shaft, pussy gushing nonstop, clit grinding carpet with each thrust.

"You're mine. Every fucking inch."

Carpet's soaked beneath: sweat, cream, spit. Another orgasm rips through her, dirty and vicious, body convulsing as her ass clamps the relentless cock.

Avery collapses spent, spread wide, shaking, reeking of raw sex in every pore, ass burning and throbbing—virgin minutes ago, now used and claimed.

The woman stays buried a second longer, still, possessive, dildo still pulsing inside the freshly broken ass.

"That's how I want you, Avery… drenched in sweat, fucked raw, pussy dripping, ass no longer virgin, my squirt painted on your face and my toy still buried in your holes."

One last slow deep thrust, dragging out inch by inch so Avery feels every bit leaving her gaping ass.

Seven nights.

And she doesn't know if she'll survive the other six.


Part 2 — Obedience to the Cruel Winner

Avery’s back on her knees again, same rough-ass carpet chewing her skin, same wrists crossed and roped tight behind her back, the fibers already carving red welts into her flesh.

Her naked body glistens with the oil they slathered on her, firm tits heaving with every ragged breath, swollen traitor pussy already leaking again without a single touch.

She knows the door’s about to open—another winner’s coming to collect her debt.

Click.

The door swings slow. In she struts. Heels arrogant, owning every step. Expensive perfume hits like a slap: aggressive jasmine.

Long blonde hair spilling over perfect shoulders, ice-blue eyes slicing the air, plump lips begging to ruin, body carved like a weapon—deadly curves wrapped in a skin-tight red dress that clings like it’s fucking her.

Fat generous tits straining the deep plunge neckline, tiny waist flaring into wide hips and thick powerful thighs.

Those blue eyes rake Avery like she’s counting chips from a won pot: linger on the exposed tits, slide down the trembling belly, lock on the shiny dripping cunt peeking between shaky thighs.

“What a fucking prize…” she drawls, voice silky, mocking, elegant. “Casino handed me the keys and this address. I won the bet. And they promised me an obedient little slut all to myself.”

She circles slow, predator stalking prey. One long red nail traces Avery’s cheek, drags down her throat, flicks a nipple that pebbles instantly.

“You lost, didn’t you?” She hooks Avery’s jaw, forces eye contact. “Doesn’t matter. You pay with this body. These perfect tits. This round juicy ass. This shaved, soaked little cunt.”

She releases her abruptly. Heels click as she drops into the armchair, crosses her legs slow and deliberate, points the sharp black stiletto toe straight at Avery’s mouth.

“Crawl over here, you little whore.”

Avery crawls, knees scraping, tits swinging heavy. The blonde presses the heel to her lips.

“Suck it. Lick it. Worship my heels like they’re my rock-hard clit.”

Avery opens wide, lips wrapping leather, tongue flat lapping the tip, dragging slow up the spike. Spit drips down the shoe in thick strings.

“You kiss shoes better than most bitches eat pussy. Keep going, slut—get it dripping.”

Fist in hair, yanks her up hard. Slams her face-first against the wall: tits mashed flat on cold plaster, ass pushed out, legs kicked wide with one firm shove.

“Wider. I wanna see that cunt dripping from here.”

Expert hands roam thighs, climb, grip the soaked pussy, squeeze hard.

“Fuck… I haven’t even started and you’re already a sloppy mess.”

She pulls metal clamps from her purse—they clink cold like chains ready to bite. Holds them up, lets Avery stare at the silver gleam, the tiny screw that controls how tight they crush.

Avery’s eyes go wide—shock, pure nerves: pupils blow, breath hitches, lower lip trembles as a shiver races her spine.

The blonde clamps the left nipple first—deliberate hard pinch, twists the screw until it bites deep into tender flesh.

Avery screams—high, broken sound ripping from her throat; electric pain lashes her chest like a whip, cunt clenching hard in reflex, gushing more slick.

Second clamp snaps on the right nipple—metallic click echoes like the door lock. Pain doubles, spreads liquid fire through her tits, nipples swelling fatter inside the jaws, breaths turning into short desperate gasps.

“Quiet, whore,” she orders low and firm, tugging the connecting chain so both nipples yank at once. “These tits wear my clamps now. Every deep breath you take, they bite harder—reminding you who fucking owns you.”

Spins her rough, shoves her face-down over the couch. Crushed tits against cold leather drive the clamps deeper, ripping another muffled moan.

Now the thick shiny plug comes out of the bag. Blonde holds it right in Avery’s face—so close she smells fresh lube, sees her own warped reflection in the polished surface.

“Look at it good,” she whispers, cold tip brushing lips. “This is going balls-deep in your tight little ass until you feel it in your guts. Open your mouth first. Get it sloppy for the hole it’s about to wreck.”

Avery gasps short, tongue trembling out. Blonde slides the tip between her lips slow, letting her coat it in hot spit.

Cold metal hits tongue, pushes halfway in—Avery sucks obedient, drooling thick around it, eyes squeezed shut. Ropy saliva spills down chin, drips onto bare tits where clamps still crush swollen nipples.

“Good little whore,” blonde purrs, pulling the now-glistening plug free. “Now you feel it for real. Ass up. On all fours.”

Avery scrambles. Blonde spreads her cheeks wide, exposes the pink pulsing hole. Avery pants fast, body shaking, cunt dripping despite the fear.

“Don’t clench,” she commands, voice low dominant. “Relax or it hurts worse.”

Tip presses the tight ring. Avery whimpers, feeling her resistance give way to the merciless stretch. Blonde pushes slow: fat head pops past the rim, inch after inch splitting her open. Avery screams filthy, slow-burning fire delicious pain.

“Breathe, slut,” blonde whispers, never stopping. “Your ass is opening for me. Feel it sliding in.”

Steady push—no rush. Plug sinks deeper, hole stretching wide around thick metal, throbbing with every gained inch.

Avery arches, pleasure-pain tears streak her cheeks, tits smashed on couch, clamped nipples yanked with every twitch. Base finally kisses hot skin—plug buried to the hilt, stuffing her full.

“There we go,” she says, landing a sharp loud smack on each cheek. “Your ass is plugged tight around my toy now. Look at you, Avery: spread, used, leaking everywhere.”

Tugs the base gentle, twists it inside, pulls halfway out, slides slow back in. Avery moans, ass pulsing cold metal, empty cunt clenching jealous. Blonde leans in, drags tongue from plug to dripping slit, tasting the mix of juices and spit.

“Your ass tastes so fucking good,” she murmurs against skin. “Now you’re my complete bitch: clamped tits, plugged ass, cunt gushing.”

Makes her crawl around the room on all fours. Clamps tug with every move, plug presses deep, vibrates with each step. Blonde follows, heels echoing, laughing.

“My casino trophy parading… fat tits swinging, ass stuffed, pussy soaked and begging to be filled.”

Shoves her back to the carpet, neck to floor.

“Who do these nipples belong to, Avery?”

“You…”

“And this plugged ass?”

“You…”

“And this dripping cunt?”

“Yours too…”

Hard slaps crack both cheeks—red instantly.

“Good bitch. That’s what I wanted to hear.”

Drags her to the armchair, forces her to kneel between spread thighs. Skirt up, panties shoved aside. Smooth shaved pussy—swollen, glossy, throbbing.

“You kissed my heels first. Now kiss my cunt.”

Slams Avery’s face into the hot pulsing sex.

“Stick that long tongue out and lick my pussy like your life depends on every swipe,” she growls, voice thick with lust. “Start slow, my little whore.”

Avery drags flat tongue bottom to top: from hot perineum to stiff clit. Flavor floods—salty-sweet, pure musk, thick juices coating tongue and chin instantly. Blonde moans low, arches slight.

“Deeper. Get all in. Lick my lips like you wanna swallow them whole.”

Avery spears between fat folds, laps hot wet inner walls, sucks swollen outer lips gentle. Blonde fists hair tighter, grinds hips into mouth.

“Now the clit. Suck it hard. Circle it with your tongue, bitch. I wanna feel it throb against your lips.”

Avery traps the hard nub, sucks rhythmic fierce, tongue flicking fast firm circles. Blonde moans loud, nails digging nape, sets brutal face-fucking rhythm.

“Yes fuck… get inside my cunt, tongue-fuck the hole, swallow every drop… don’t leave anything dry.”

Avery plunges deep, mouth-fucks with long fast strokes, tip scraping sensitive walls. Cunt clamps tongue, soaks chin, nose, cheeks—small squirts dribble down neck to clamped tits. Blonde moans shameless, body shaking.

“Look up at me while you eat my pussy, whore. I wanna see your eyes when I cum in your mouth.”

Avery lifts glassy tear-filled gaze. Blonde’s blue eyes burn like cobalt fire. Grinds harder, smothers her in hot juicy flesh.

“Keep going… don’t stop… lick faster… I’m gonna paint your face with my squirt… swallow it all…”

Avery ramps up: flat fast tongue on clit, hard sucks, frantic circles while shoving two fingers deep in hot entrance, pumping in sync. Blonde tenses, whole body quakes.

“I’m cumming… swallow every fucking drop, slut…”

Arches with guttural animal scream, cunt spasming violent around Avery’s tongue. Thick hot jets blast: flood open mouth, nose, cheeks, chin, neck, tits.

Avery gulps desperate, swallows what she can, keeps licking as blonde’s body jerks in long brutal spasms, moaning loud.

Blonde pants, slowly releases hair. Avery’s face shines—juices, spit, swollen red lips, glassy eyes.

“Good whore… you swallowed almost everything,” she rasps, pleasure-rough. “But you’re not done. Clean up what’s left.”

Pushes head back to sensitive cunt. Avery obeys, laps remnants, soaked folds, still-throbbing clit. Soft tongue gathers every drop, swallows intense salty flavor while blonde sighs satisfied, body loose but still trembling aftershocks.

“Just like that… slow licks… savor it. Your mouth is mine, Avery. And this is only the start of the night.”

Avery kneels, face and chest gleaming with squirt. Blonde stands, adjusts, gives sharp slap to hair.

“Floor. On your back. Legs wide. I wanna see all of you.”

Avery flops back on carpet. Bound hands under her, tits on display with clamps still biting swollen nipples, open glistening cunt.

Blonde towers over her—a goddess of flesh and power—smiles cruel, blue eyes blazing possessive hunger.

“Look at these pretty tits…” she says, tugging one clamp until chain pulls taut, ripping broken moan from Avery. “So hard… begging for my mouth, aren’t they?”

Leans slow, traps left nipple in hot lips, sucks furious, tongue swirling trapped flesh. Avery screams—pain blending electric pleasure straight to clit. Blonde switches to right.

“These tits are mine to play with,” whispers against skin, biting soft but firm, tugging teeth until Avery arches and cries out loud.

Suddenly yanks both clamps off in one pull. Pain explodes like whips across tits, shoots direct to cunt. Avery screams, pussy pulsing, squirting short burst. Blonde laughs rough, satisfied.

“You react so fucking good… look how much wetter you get.”

Slips dress off fluid. Stands naked: big firm tits, hard nipples, flat belly flaring wide hips, shaved glossy cunt. Kneels over Avery, drops heavy tits onto her face.

“Tongue out.”

Avery obeys. Blonde drags stiff nipples across open mouth, soaks them in hot spit, rolls them against lips.

“Suck. Hard. Like you wanna swallow my whole tits.”

Avery latches one nipple, sucks hungry, soft bite, pulls until blonde moans.

“Keep going… tongue all over my tits till they shake… lick, whore, lick.”

Arches, gasps, grinds nipples on tongue and teeth.

Suddenly sits full weight. Hot wet pussy smashes Avery’s tits.

“Now I fuck your tits.”

Squeezes breasts together hard with both hands, slots swollen clit between them. Rides—slow first, then fast violent. Slippery skin, tits crushed, clit grinding hot flesh.

“Look at me while I cum on your tits, little slut.”

Avery gasps, feels hips weight, heat rubbing skin. Blonde speeds up, moans loud, body shaking.

“Your tits are my pillow, my toy, my pleasure…”

Cums hard, milks every drop, leaving Avery’s tits shiny sticky.

“I fucking love this.”

Blonde laughs satisfied, panting, still trembling aftershocks.

“We’re not done, whore.”

Yanks her up by hair—scalp burns under claw grip.

Face to cold wall, body on fire. Blonde presses front to back, big tits squashing against Avery, hard nipples stabbing sensitive skin.

“Open that cunt, slut,” she growls low dangerous in ear, hot breath promising ruin.

Fingers slam in without warning: one, two, three, four—to knuckles. Avery screams, body jackknifing, cunt stretching brutal around invading hand, walls spasming desperate around filling digits.

Blonde pushes deeper, palm grinding swollen slippery lips, thumb brutal circles on throbbing clit.

“Swallow my whole fucking hand in your greedy cunt, drooling bitch. Feel me fist-fucking your pussy,” she whispers, curling fingers inside, scraping sweet spots that make Avery shudder whole and moan broken.

Sinks deeper—entire hand vanishes in hot tight cunt, knuckles scraping walls. Thick juices pour down wrist. Avery’s pussy throbs fierce around intrusion, clit pulsing against palm base, walls gripping like they’ll never let go.

“Look at you… gulping my whole hand like the starving whore you are,” she continues, slow rough pumps, fist-fucking complete, stretching wider with each twist.

“Your cunt opens so good… look how you gush around my wrist, slut. You were made for this.”

Yanks out sudden—wet obscene slurp. Small squirt sprays thighs. Light filthy slap on open throbbing cunt—wet smack echoes. Avery gasps, chokes on pleasure, empty cunt clenching frantic for more.

Blonde licks shiny fingers, savors Avery’s juices with cruel smile.

“Don’t cum till I say,” she snaps. “Hold it, bitch.”

Avery writhes, pants, hips bucking involuntary toward teasing hand.

“Say it.”

“I won’t cum…”

“Louder.”

“I won’t cum!”

Fingers slam back in: four, pounding deep hard, thumb grinding clit brutal circles. Cunt clamps invasion, juices flooding whole hand.

“Now. Scream.”

Orgasm rips savage—hot jets blast. Avery roars hoarse, body convulsing. Blonde doesn’t stop: fucks faster, deeper—second orgasm crashes seconds later, more squirts, more screams.

Keeps going relentless till Avery’s a trembling puddle of sweat, squirt, hot fluids pooling under her ass on floor.

“You’re a perfect fucking mess, Avery,” blonde rasps pleasure-rough. “Sweat, cream, squirt… all mixed. Look how your used cunt still shines, still throbs for more.”

Leans, spits straight into open panting mouth.

“Swallow.”

Avery gulps weak, salty heat sliding throat. Final loud wet slap on soaked cunt. Sound echoes. Avery shudders, tiny aftershock, empty cunt twitching sensitive.

“Very good, little whore.”

Blonde stands. Heels click judgment as she circles the sprawled trembling body—open, marked red, juices drying. Leaves Avery on floor exhausted, her scent soaked into every pore, echo of cruel laugh filling night like promise of more.

Seven nights.

And this is only the second.


Part 3 — Ruthless Dominatrix: Two Bodies Under Her Total Control

The lock snaps with a dry click that slices the air. Avery’s naked, on her knees dead center of the carpet. Wrists crossed and roped tight behind her back. Her tits rise and fall fast with every shallow breath.

Door creeps open slow. In steps a redhead—completely fucking naked. Slim, skin gleaming with nervous sweat; small firm tits, tight round ass, pussy already shining wet.

She stops right in front of Avery. Takes a deep shaky breath, chest heaving just as hard.

“I lost at the casino,” she rasps, voice thick with raw excitement. “They sent me here. Told me to strip in the hallway and walk in bare-ass naked.”

She drops to her knees beside Avery. Her small tits brush Avery’s bound arm as she settles. Avery swallows hard, feeling that naked skin radiating heat like a furnace. The redhead’s trembling fingers trace the rope on Avery’s arm.

“I’m Eliana,” she whispers. “They said I’m supposed to untie you… tonight they want both of us with our hands free.”

Her fingers work the knot slow. Rope falls away. Eliana squeezes one of Avery’s freed hands tight.

Both kneeling, naked, cunts throbbing in perfect sync, they wait.

Lock clicks again—sharp, final. In strides a brunette in a skin-tight black suit that molds every lethal curve like armor made of pure lust.

Sky-high heels stabbing the floor. Expensive aggressive perfume flooding the room. Hair pinned severe, eyes steel-cold.

She stops. Rakes them head to toe: trembling tits, rock-hard nipples, dripping cunts, asses barely parted.

“Perfect,” she says, voice calm and lethal. “Two fresh little whores to break tonight. Two crying cunts, four tits begging to get crushed.”

She shrugs off the jacket slow, lets it drop on the armchair. Heels echo as she circles them, inspecting every inch: Avery’s shaking tits, Eliana’s slim curves, exposed pussies glistening under dim light.

“You two know each other?” she asks, low and controlled.

“Yeah…” Eliana answers, voice cracking.

“Good. Because you’re gonna fuck each other like you’ve been tongue-fucking pussy and ass your whole damn lives.”

She orders them to sit facing each other on the carpet, knees spread wide, cunts open and pulsing in rhythm. Silence weighs heavy and hot. Only their fast breathing fills it.

“Hands on each other’s thighs. Slide up slow. Feel every fucking inch of skin.”

Avery plants palms on Eliana’s firm hot thighs. Eliana mirrors her. Sweaty, slippery skin. They creep higher, brush shaved mounds, swollen wet outer lips, clits jumping like live wires at first touch.

“Look in her eyes and say it loud: I want you.”

They lock stares. Mouths parted, trembling. Hard nipples already brushing in the thick air.

“I want you,” they say together, voices shattered with lust and surrender.

The dominatrix smiles cold, pleased.

“Now kiss. Tongue on tongue. Swallow each other’s spit like starving sluts.”

Lips crash. Soft at first—humiliating, almost shy. Then deep, tongues tangling violent, hot spit swapping in thick streams. Muffled moans rip from throats. Brunette circles, heels cracking like an invisible whip.

“Dirtier. Suck her whole mouth. Bite. Drool. I want spit dripping down your tits.”

They devour: biting lips, sucking tongues like swollen clits, thick saliva pouring down chins onto throbbing cunts.

“Good filthy bitches,” the dominatrix whispers, voice rough with held-back pleasure, eyes gleaming like she’s already tasting every moan she’s about to rip out of them.

She yanks them apart with a sharp hand gesture—hair-pull that makes them gasp, thick spit strings hanging between open mouths.

“Tits to tits. Smash them hard. Rub nipple on nipple till they hurt from the friction.”

They lean in together, obeying instantly. Tits meet with a soft heavy slap: hot flesh on hot flesh, sweaty skin sticking immediately.

Hard nipples clash first—sensitive tips sparking electric jolts straight to both clits.

Avery feels Eliana’s firm nipples stabbing hers, hot, slick with sweat and leftover kiss spit.

Eliana feels the same: Avery’s thick stiff nips grinding hers with every shaky breath.

“Harder,” the dominatrix snaps, voice low and cutting. “Crush them. I want those tits melting together, nipples scraping till they cry with pleasure.”

They shove chests harder—firm tits flattening, deforming against each other, slick skin sliding. Sweat turns friction slippery, hot, almost unbearable.

Avery moans low—the constant grind burns her nipples, swells them fatter, makes them throb like they’ve got their own heartbeat. Eliana gasps against her mouth, nipples scraping nonstop, sweat running down both bodies.

“Faster,” the dominatrix whispers, savoring the show. “Rub like you wanna cum just from your tits. I want you shaking, sweating, moaning.”

They speed up: tits slapping, nipples grinding furious, frantic circles, skin slipping. Nipples redden, swell more—every scrape hurts and lights them up.

Avery feels heat roaring up her chest, empty cunt clenching, juices running down thighs.

Eliana moans loud, hips bucking involuntary, chasing friction that isn’t there, clit pulsing desperate.

“Fuck… they’re on fire,” Eliana gasps, voice wrecked.

“Keep going,” the dominatrix orders. “Rub till they burn. I want you right on the edge, trembling, begging with your tits… but no cumming. Not yet.”

Tits keep grinding. Sweat rivers down curves, red sensitive nipples scraping relentless, bodies shaking with pent-up need.

Moans blend into a filthy broken chorus, cunts gushing uncontrolled—but neither cums. Pleasure builds, burns, pushes them to the brink.

The brunette sits in the armchair, legs crossed, chin in hand. Relishing her private show: two whores burning just from tit friction, teetering on the edge, waiting for her permission to fall.

“You—” she points a long accusing finger at Avery—“spread that cunt wide. Hands holding your fat lips open. Show me everything: clit, hole, all the dripping mess I’m gonna watch leak.”

“You—” to Eliana—“bury your face in there and eat her like your life depends on every lick.”

Eliana crawls forward on knees, small tits bouncing, eyes glassy with lust and obedience.

Avery obeys instant: legs splayed wide, shaky hands peel swollen slippery outer lips apart. Her red swollen clit throbs visibly, thick juices pouring from the gaping hole, soaking perineum and dripping shameless down her ass crack.

Eliana dives: flat wide tongue dragging full vulva bottom to top, tasting every wet fold, lips locking on clit hard, sucking firm, tugging gentle but relentless.

Avery screams high and broken, back arching like a bow, tits bouncing wild, hard nipples stabbing ceiling.

“Harder. Get inside. Tongue-fuck her cunt, make her moan like the whore she is,” the brunette orders, voice rough, lounging with legs crossed, drinking in the view.

Eliana spears tongue deep into hot entrance, laps slick inner walls, sucks thick juices flooding her mouth, running down chin.

Avery writhes whole body, hips bucking into the mouth, clit hammering, cunt clamping tongue, juices soaking Eliana’s cheeks till they drip onto carpet.

“No cumming,” the dominatrix warns, steel voice, eyes locked on exposed throbbing pussy. “Hold it, bitch. Switch.”

Eliana pulls back, mouth shining with Avery’s cream, lips swollen glossy.

Avery drops between Eliana’s spread thighs. Eliana’s soaked open cunt right in her face: soft red lips parted, thick juices streaming down perineum to tight virgin asshole, brutal hot-sex musk hitting Avery’s nose like a fist.

“Tongue in her ass,” the brunette cuts, voice ice-cold from the chair. “Open Eliana’s virgin asshole and get all in. Rim it like you wanna swallow it whole.”

Avery grabs Eliana’s firm cheeks, pries them wide, exposes pink tight virgin hole, quivering. Eliana moans in anticipation, body arching.

Avery plunges tongue straight in: tip pressing sealed ring, then sinking slow but firm. Intense forbidden heat—salty sweat tang.

Eliana fists Avery’s hair with both hands. Avery rims hard—wide circles around the hole, tip twisting to open path. Hot spit mixes with cunt juices dripping from above. Eliana arches, pushes ass back into Avery’s face, moaning filthy loud.

The dominatrix watches from the chair, legs crossed, chin in hand, cold smile.

“Now her clit,” she snaps. “Suck it furious. Make her cum all over your face. Don’t stop licking.”

Avery drags tongue up the slit, leaves ass wet and gaping, wraps swollen clit in hot lips. Sucks hard, tongue rolling fast.

Eliana arches whole, grinds cunt on Avery’s face, clit throbbing against tongue, ass still trembling open and spit-slick.

“Tell her,” the dominatrix orders.

“I’m your whore… use me… wreck my cunt with your tongue…” Eliana moans, voice shattered with pleasure.

Clit hammers against Avery’s mouth—and Eliana explodes: hot jet blasts Avery’s face, soaking nose and cheeks.

Avery keeps licking nonstop, swallows what she can, tongue sweeping from cunt to asshole while Eliana shakes and screams, hips slamming into the unrelenting mouth.

The brunette claps slow—dry deliberate sound cutting through moans and cream-soaked air.

“Good show, little sluts,” she rasps, pleasure-thick, black eyes burning like coals. “But now you serve me. Both of you. Together.”

She fists hair—one hand each—fingers tangled in sweat-and-spit-wet strands, drags them to the armchair like living trophies.

Settles regal, spreads legs shameless. Shaved pussy swollen, thick red lips splayed open like a hot wound, rock-hard clit pulsing visible, gleaming with her own power and arousal, musky dominant scent hitting like a whip.

“Tongues out. Both at once on my cunt,” she orders, voice low cutting. “Eat me like your lives depend on making me squirt down your whore throats.”

She shoves heads down. Avery laps swollen clit fast and flat, sucks fierce, rolls it between hot lips.

Eliana tongues full vulva, dives deep in hot hole, sucking thick juices running down chin. Tongues clash, tangle, rub in the same throbbing sex.

The dominatrix moans deep, clamps both heads, grinds cunt on the dual mouths.

“Yes… suck my clit, tongue-fuck my hole… don’t leave anything dry… two tongues for my pussy… fuck, you’re good…”

Avery drops to ass, pries cheeks wide with shaky hands, tongue plunging balls-deep, fucking the hot ring in circles. Eliana attacks clit furious—hard sucks, soft bites, tugs. Dominatrix laughs between loud moans, voice rough satisfied.

“Two tongues in my cunt and ass. That’s how I want you always: devouring me together, drowning in my sex… deeper in my ass, Avery… harder on my clit, Eliana… make me cum all over your slut faces…”

Cunt clamps, clit hammers Eliana’s mouth, ass squeezes Avery’s tongue. Dominatrix tenses, shakes whole, nails digging half-moons in napes.

She cums roaring guttural animal—hot thick jets blast faces, noses, necks, tits of both. Avery and Eliana lick nonstop, swallow every drop they can, tongues still working clit and ass while her body jerks in long brutal spasms.

She stills a second, panting, heads still crushed to sensitive sex.

“Good bitches… you earned a reward,” she whispers, voice rough satisfied, black eyes blazing fresh hunger.

Yanks them off by hair—pulls ripping muffled moans.

Stands slow, heels ringing final judgment. Pulls massive black strap-on dildo from bag—huge, thick, gleaming lube. Holds it up, swinging like a living threat.

“Ass to ass. On all fours. Cheeks spread wide with your hands. I want those holes exposed and begging.”

Avery and Eliana line up side by side: knees and one hand on carpet, other hands prying cheeks apart with trembling fingers, asses open and pulsing.

Eliana shakes harder—her virgin pink tight asshole never touched by anything that thick. Avery’s already broken from last night, still sensitive, throbbing.

Dominatrix rakes long nails over spread cheeks, lands hard smacks leaving red prints, spits direct on quivering holes.

“Such tasty asses… I’m gonna wreck you till you beg,” she says, voice low dangerous. “Eliana, your virgin ass is mine first. Avery, you already know what it’s like getting reamed. Hold still and watch.”

Pushes into Eliana first: tip kisses virgin ring, presses slow. Eliana whimpers pain and anticipation, body rigid. Dominatrix drives harder, splitting untouched flesh wide.

Eliana screams, tears streaking cheeks, ass stretching brutal around thick shaft, pulsing with every inch claimed.

“Feel me fucking your virgin ass, slut,” she whispers, slamming balls-deep. “That tight little hole swallowing cock for the first time… fuck how it grips.”

Eliana arches, small tits bouncing, cunt gushing down thighs while virgin ass opens and fills. Dominatrix thrusts slow first—letting her feel every ridge—then brutal, deep.

Then into Avery: tip grazes used hole, slams home. Avery screams into carpet, ass opening around familiar but still vicious thickness, throbbing with each pound.

Dominatrix alternates merciless: pulls from Eliana, buries in Avery to hilt, smacks echoing on cheeks, sweat flying. Eliana moans wrecked, freshly broken ass pulsing strap. Avery writhes, ass clenching every thrust.

“Now one on top of the other. I want you stuck together, sweaty, screaming.”

Eliana climbs atop Avery. Sweaty bodies magnet-lock, small tits bouncing on Avery’s slick back, asses pressed trembling, open soaked cunts exposed with every shift.

Dominatrix steps behind, huge black strap-on swinging slick. Pushes first into Eliana’s cunt: tip kisses swollen lips, slams in.

Eliana roars hoarse against Avery’s neck, cunt stretching brutal around girth, walls spasming desperate.

Dominatrix pounds deep, pulls out cream-soaked, rams Avery’s cunt savage, hips crashing bodies harder with each thrust, tits smashed bouncing, nipples stabbing nonstop.

“Feel me fucking both your cunts at once,” she whispers, alternating ruthless: buries in Eliana to hilt, yanks out dripping, slams Avery brutal, hips slamming till bodies jolt.

“Kiss, whores,” she growls rough cutting, never slowing thrusts. “Tongue on tongue. I want you devouring mouths while I wreck your cunts. Kiss like you’re gonna swallow each other.”

Eliana and Avery obey instant: mouths crashing over shoulder, lips wide, tongues tangling savage, thick spit pouring down chins while they moan into each other.

Filthy deep desperate kisses—biting lips, sucking tongues, saliva dripping in strings over crushed sliding bodies. Every kiss breaks with a moan when black cock plunges one or the other, slamming bodies harder, juices mixing in hot wet mess.

Dominatrix speeds up, drives deeper faster, alternating merciless between open throbbing cunts.

“Cum, sluts. Now. Both together. I wanna feel your cunts clamping my cock while you kiss like bitches in heat.”

Orgasm rips through like brutal lightning: wet savage, mixed squirts soaking thighs, carpet, shaking bodies. They scream in unison, convulse violent, cream each other, cunts spasming around relentless strap-on milking every last drop.

Dominatrix lets them collapse on carpet: sweaty, spread, cunts leaking, bodies still twitching while tongues stay tangled in a kiss tasting sweat, spit, shared squirt.

Wipes hands in their soaked hair, smiles satisfied, voice low possessive.

“That’s how I like my bitches: broken, drenched, trembling. You were perfect little whores tonight.”

Seven nights—and this is only the third. Avery knows: the next ones will be filthier, harder. She’ll beg for every second, every thrust, every drop.


Part 4 — Wrapped in Lust: Burning Honey and Total Fucking Surrender

The door slams open with a sharp bang that shakes the already thick air—sweat and raw desire choking the room. Another night.

The winner struts in laughing, practically bouncing with excitement, eyes blazing like she just scooped the entire casino jackpot.

She drops a heavy bag on the table and rips it open, yanking out the goods with brutal hunger: a fat jar of thick honey, black silk blindfolds, a bottle of deep red wine, a thermos of ice, a thick red candle, and capping the whole filthy scene, a massive double-ended dildo—obscene, impossible to ignore, two thick curved cocks joined at a wide base.

Her body’s on fire, vibrating with need. She strips slow. Her pussy’s already gleaming: swollen lips, clit standing proud and throbbing.

Avery’s on her knees, naked, wrists bound tight behind her back, tits heaving fast.

The new owner steps close. Hot fingers stroke Avery’s face, then she dives in—deep kiss, tongue claiming, licking down her chin.

“You know what I’m gonna do to you, Avery? I’m gonna coat you head to toe in sticky fucking mess. Tonight you’re my living dessert… my sweet filthy pig.”

She pops the honey jar with a dry snap. Thick sweet scent floods the room, heavy like hot sex. Tilts it—thick golden stream pours straight over Avery’s tits.

Honey slides slow, coats rock-hard nipples like glaze, drips shining trails down trembling belly, finally reaches the wide-open pussy already pulsing traitorously.

“Look at you… already my cake. Tits dripping, ready to get sucked clean,” she rasps, voice thick with lust. “Sweet and slutty all at once. Perfect fucking flavor.”

Grabs one nipple, pinches hard between fingers, smears even more thick honey over it. Drops her mouth and sucks animal-hungry—loud slurping, tongue lashing sensitive flesh, teeth grazing firm but mean.

Avery moans loud, empty cunt clenching hard with every pull, juices mixing with the honey running down her thighs. The owner laughs wild, tongue circling the swollen nipple.

“Fuck you taste good… honey and hot skin… your nipple’s so hard it’s gonna burst in my mouth.”

Spins her rough, shoves her on all fours on the scratchy carpet. Pops the jar again, pours a fat generous stream right over Avery’s ass.

Honey creeps slow between round cheeks, coats the tight pink asshole, slides down to the swollen open vulva, drips over fat lips till it soaks the stiff clit. Avery gasps, whole body shaking, ass pulsing around the sticky sweet seeping inside.

“Don’t fucking move, bitch. Stay still while I eat you,” she orders, voice low dominant. “I wanna taste every drop of your honey-glazed ass and cunt.”

Kneels behind, grabs cheeks hard, pries them wide. Flat hot tongue drags from asshole to clit: scoops thick honey mixed with salty juices, savoring the sweet-animal contrast that drives her insane. Flavor hits like a punch—hot caramel and raw pussy.

“Fuck… honey and cunt. Best thing in the world,” she moans against skin. “Your ass tastes like forbidden candy, your pussy like pure sin… what a filthy treat.”

Spits hard—thick spit mixing with honey—rubs open hot palms all over, smearing everything: round cheeks, full slit, swollen clit throbbing under fingers. Avery moans, arches back, cunt gushing more cream that blends with the sticky mess.

“You’re a delicious fucking disaster,” the owner whispers, fingers sliding through hot sticky crack, slathering more thick honey into the still-virgin asshole pulsing and the swollen cunt entrance.

“Look how you shine… all coated, all mine. And this is just the warmup. Now dip your fingers in the honey and suck them like the sweet little whore you are.”

Avery plunges two fingers into the jar, pulls them out dripping thick golden ropes. Brings them to her trembling mouth, sucks, laps the sticky sweetness coating her tongue, moaning soft as the flavor floods her throat.

The owner laughs rough, black eyes gleaming possessive pleasure.

“More. Shove them in your cunt and suck them again. Make your own filthy mess. I wanna watch you taste yourself.”

Avery obeys: buries fingers deep in hot cunt, mixes thick honey with her abundant salty cream, inner walls clamping greedy around pumping digits, gathering everything.

Pulls them out shining sticky—honey-cream strings connecting fingers to pussy—and rams them down her throat.

Sucks greedy, licks every drop, moaning dirty and turned-on, sweet-salty explosion on her tongue, empty cunt throbbing begging for more.

The owner leans in, grabs Avery’s wrist, forces those fingers deeper into her own mouth.

“Swallow it all, slut,” she growls, voice rough possessive, honey-juice-slick fingers pressing tongue flat.

“Taste how your honey-glazed cunt and pre-cum cream mix. This is what you are now: my dessert, my sweet filthy pig. Every drop sliding down your throat belongs to me. Swallow and moan so I can hear it.”

The owner drops to the floor graceful like a cat in heat, back on rough carpet, legs splayed shameless wide.

Grabs the honey jar, slathers her whole vulva: fingers gliding over swollen outer lips, coating the stiff clit till it gleams like a caramel button, shoving two fingers inside to blend sweetness with her own hot juices.

Sweet-sexual scent floods the room—thick, addictive.

“Open wide and lick,” she whispers, fisting Avery’s hair hard. “Devour my honey-soaked cunt. Make it shine with your tongue.”

Slams Avery’s face into the hot sticky sex. Honey instantly coats nose, cheeks, lips—sweet heat blending with salty arousal musk.

Avery licks frantic: flat tongue dragging full vulva bottom to top, scooping thick honey and juices coating tongue and chin.

Sucks honey-glazed clit, traps it in hot lips, tugs gentle but firm, rolls tip with tongue while plunging two fingers deep to fuck her in rhythm with the mouth.

The owner moans loud, arches back, fists hair tighter, grinds cunt desperate against face.

“Deeper… tongue-fuck the hole, swallow the honey and my cream… suck my clit like you wanna rip it off…”

Avery obeys: tongue spearing deep, fucking hot wet walls, rhythmic hard clit sucks, fingers curling inside hitting that sweet spot.

Honey and juices pour down chin, neck, tits—sticky shining trails under the light. Owner shakes, nails digging nape, hips slamming mouth.

“I’m gonna cum… swallow it all, slut… drink my squirt mixed with honey…”

Tenses whole, body convulsing. Cums roaring animal—thick hot jets blast. Honey and cream mix in sweet-salty mess flooding face and chest.

Avery licks nonstop, swallows every drop she can, tongue still working throbbing clit and spasming hole in long brutal waves.

Owner keeps grinding, milking every last squirt, leaving Avery’s face glossy sticky, lips swollen red, eyes glassy with pleasure and submission.

Releases slow, panting, body trembling aftershocks. Stares down at Avery a second, satisfied cruel smile.

“Good little whore… you swallowed almost everything,” she rasps, voice rough pleased, still-wet fingers brushing Avery’s chin. “But you’re not done. Clean up what’s left. I want my cunt sparkling.”

Trembling tongue slips out again. Avery leans slow, laps swollen outer lips long and soft, gathering leftover thick honey mixed with hot juices still dripping.

Tongue traces every fold, dips gentle into sensitive entrance to suck the last bits inside, cleans pulsing clit with delicate but firm licks that make the owner sigh residual pleasure.

“Just like that… slow licks… savor what I won with you. Your mouth’s already mine, Avery. And this is only the start of the night,” she whispers. “I’m gonna use every inch of you. I want you coated, sticky, filthy… I’m living every fucking fantasy.”

Shoves Avery flat on her back with a firm push—body hitting carpet with a wet thud.

Owner dumps the entire jar over her: thick golden honey pours hot streams, coating upright tits, sliding over swollen nipples down trembling belly, pooling in navel, running down open slit till it soaks inner thighs and puddles carpet beneath.

Avery gasps—the sticky sweet covering her like hot second skin, scent overwhelming, making her cunt clench involuntary and leak more cream blending with honey.

Owner kneels over her, crawls atop like a bitch in heat. Big firm tits drop heavy on Avery’s, crushing brutal, hard nipples stabbing and grinding like electric nails.

Drops hips, lines soaked cunt to soaked cunt: vulva to vulva, swollen clit slamming straight into stiff clit, fat lips sliding in honey-sweat-cream mess. Friction’s electric—brutal and sticky; honey makes everything glide slicker, hotter.

“Grind that honey-soaked cunt on mine, Avery,” she orders, voice rough dominant. “I wanna feel your clit throb against mine while we both get drenched.”

Owner chases friction desperate, rides animal-violent, crushed tits bouncing together, nipples scraping nonstop, sweat pouring down backs and sides.

Clits clash with every buck, vulvas slipping in honey and cream, wet obscene sounds filling the room: sticky slaps, ragged breaths.

“Harder, slut,” she moans, nails digging Avery’s shoulders. “Grind your sweaty honey-drenched cunt on mine till we both explode. I want your clit to break against mine.”

They frot furious: hips crashing, clits battering merciless, honey and cream pouring down thighs and carpet. Pleasure surges like brutal tide, cunts pulsing against each other.

Owner cums first. Orgasm rips her whole—hips slamming violent against Avery, clit hammering hers. Avery can’t hold—constant grind, sticky honey, owner’s hot squirts break her.

She cums screaming into the woman’s mouth, her own jets mixing with the owner’s, cunts spasming synced, cream flooding everywhere—soaking tits, bellies, carpet.

They stay stuck—sweaty, coated, shaking, breathing like beasts after the kill.

Owner lingers a second longer, clit still grazing Avery’s in soft aftershocks, tits crushed to tits, honey-cream mix dripping down joined bodies.

“That’s how I want you… drenched, sticky, wrecked by my cunt,” she whispers, kissing filthy one last time. “And this is just the warmup.”

Pulls off slow, leaves Avery sprawled in a hot sticky puddle of honey, sweat, shared cream—cunt still throbbing, body trembling residual pleasure.

Owner pants, turned-on, body glistening. Digs in the bag—pulls thermos of ice, red candle, small bottle. Eyes blazing.

“Now we really go deep, Avery.”

Shoves her flat again—firm push, body smacking carpet wet and dull.

Grabs silk blindfolds without mercy. Ties Avery’s ankles to furniture legs: legs splayed wide, thighs quaking, cunt and ass fully exposed, vulnerable. Body locked arched, tits pumping fast, nipples hard as rocks.

“Look at you… bound, coated, ready to get destroyed,” she growls low hard. “Cunt spread, ass pulsing, tits shining with honey… perfect to break.”

Grabs an ice cube from thermos, drags slow over swollen red nipples—brutal contrast burns, nipples hardening instant.

Avery screams, arching against bonds. Owner laughs cold, shoves whole cube into open mouth.

“Don’t spit it out. Swallow, bitch.”

Ice melts in hot mouth, cold water sliding throat, mixing with spit and sticky honey. Avery coughs, gasps, cold spreading chest like a whip.

Another cube straight on swollen stiff clit—spasm instant, cunt clenching violent.

Owner lights red candle—dry lighter snap. Tilts over honey-coated tits. Hot wax drips merciless: onto honey, searing sensitive skin, hardening in red stiff spots. Every drop’s a strike, straight to cunt, making clit throb against lingering ice.

Avery screams, back arching till bonds bite ankles, tits shaking under wax-honey rain. Pain and pleasure twisting, body coated and tortured.

“My canvas,” the owner’s rough voice echoes. “Tits covered in wax and honey… look how they tremble… gonna paint you till you explode.”

Wax keeps falling: nipples trapped cold-hot, cleavage burning drop by drop, empty cunt clenching, leaking cream mixing with honey and hardening wax.

Avery shakes, body teetering, exposed and tormented between cold, heat, sweet, pain. This isn’t the end—it’s just the fucking beginning.

Owner yanks wrists free quick. Grabs the massive double dildo: two thick curved cocks joined wide base, slick with thick lube. Coats it heavier, holds it to Avery’s face.

“Open wide, slut,” she snarls low cutting. “Shove it in yourself. Cunt and ass at once. Pump while you eat me. I wanna feel you break while you tongue-fuck my cunt.”

Avery—hands free now—grabs double dildo with shaky fingers. Positions: one tip kisses soaked cunt, other nudges open vulnerable ass.

Pushes slow. Cunt swallows thick cock with wet slurp; ass resists a second then yields, stretching around second shaft.

Moans hoarse, trapped between dual invasions, inner walls clamping brutal girth.

Starts pumping: slow first, then faster—double dildo sliding in and out of cunt and ass together, juices mixing and pouring down thighs and toy base.

Owner pops red wine cork—dry pop. Takes long swig, dark liquid spilling chin down to tits. Leans over Avery, spits thick wine stream into open mouth.

“Drink, slut,” she orders firm merciless. “Swallow every drop.”

Avery gulps—wine blending honey and spit, throat burning. Owner pours more wine over Avery’s tits, running belly to cunt where double dildo keeps pumping relentless.

Straddles Avery’s face, vulva smothering mouth and nose.

“Suck till there’s nothing left,” she commands, yanking hair hard while pouring wine over own vulva, mixing with honey and cream. “Swallow it all: honey, wine, my squirt.”

Avery licks—tongue plunging hot entrance, sucking swollen clit, gulping sticky hot mess. Hands keep pumping double dildo—cunt and ass stretched throbbing around relentless girth.

Owner moans loud, hips grinding face desperate, body shaking.

Takes final wine swig, spits it on Avery’s face and cums screaming: thick hot jets mixing honey and wine. Avery swallows frantic, tongue still working, while double dildo keeps wrecking her holes.

Owner grabs toy base, starts pumping brutal—deep, fast, merciless.

“Cum, slut,” she snaps dry. “Explode for me. I wanna feel your cunt and ass clamp my toy.”

Avery can’t hold. Orgasm tears through savage brutal: muffled scream against owner’s vulva. Cunt and ass spasm violent, body convulsing, tears and sweat mixing honey, wine, cream. Tits shaking, nipples burning hard.

Left sprawled—exhausted, spread, leaking everywhere, body slathered in cream, honey, wine, spit, sweat.

Owner lingers a second, panting, then pulls off slow, leaving Avery in hot sticky puddle.

“You were my perfect filthy pig, Avery. My living fantasy.”

Avery smiles surrendered, knowing three more nights of madness still wait.


Part 5 — Pleasure Allies: Surrendered to the Game

The door clicks open, slicing through the thick silence buzzing with raw anticipation.

Avery’s on her knees center of the carpet, naked, wrists bound tight behind her back with black rope that’s already biting red welts into her skin. Legs spread wide, thighs quivering, cunt and ass completely exposed and vulnerable.

Three nights left to pay off the bet. Three more nights of sweat, spit, and squirt.

She wonders what crazy bitch is walking through that door tonight, and a filthy smile curls her lips. As long as they don’t coat her in honey again… though fuck, she loved that sticky mess way more than she’ll ever admit out loud.

In she steps: gorgeous girl, clear eyes shining with nerves and pure lust, shy but curious smile.

Stops in the doorway, devouring Avery with her gaze—upright tits, nipples hard as bullets, glistening cunt peeking between trembling thighs, ass cracked open in submissive pose.

“You’re her?” she asks, voice soft, shaky. “They said I can do whatever the fuck I want with you… my prize.”

Avery nods, swallowing thick. The new girl approaches slow, measured steps on the carpet, no rush. Warm fingers stroke Avery’s cheek, trail down her throat, graze a stiff nipple—barely pressing, just enough to make it throb.

“You’re tied up… want me to cut you loose?”

“Yeah,” Avery whispers, voice already thick with excitement.

Fingers work the knot calm, soft tips brushing marked skin. Rope falls away. Avery flexes her wrists—free but still exposed, vulnerable.

The girl strips slow, controlling every move like she’s playing with fire. Blouse slips off shoulders first, sliding down smooth skin, revealing firm round tits, nipples already peaked hard and pointy, begging for mouths to suck them raw.

Bra follows—unhooked delicate, fabric dropping like it burns, freeing tits that bounce soft with each breath.

Skirt finally glides over wide hips and strong soft thighs, pooling at her feet. Perfectly shaved young cunt gleams—swollen pink outer lips, red fat clit bulging and pulsing with every fast breath.

Thick cream already starting to drip slow down the slit, soaking inner thighs. Sweet animal musk hits like a fist—cunt on full display, ready to get eaten alive.

She steps closer, leans in, one finger tracing Avery’s wet inner folds—barely touching, smiling satisfied as Avery’s body jerks instant.

“Look at you… all primed, all fucking soaked,” she whispers, voice suddenly firm and sure. “We’re gonna savor every goddamn second.”

Avery arches, breath ragged, shaking with need. Doesn’t know what’s coming, but every brush scorches her skin. Girl presses closer—body on body: nipple to nipple, hips to thighs, electric contact vibrating every nerve.

Drops beside her, kisses. Soft lips first—caressing, exploring slow and hot, electric shiver racing Avery’s spine. Then tongue invades mouth raw hungry—sucking, soft bites, thick spit swapping in ropes that drip onto bare tits and hard nipples.

Teeth graze lips in firm gentle nips, pulling muffled moans. Tongues fuck each other’s mouths like desperate cunts craving pure lust.

“I wanna taste you, Avery… eat you fucking whole,” she whispers against lips.

“Do it,” Avery gasps. “You earned it.”

Girl pushes her gentle onto carpet, settles between spread legs. Tongue grazes swollen clit, sucks hungry. Avery arches hard, moans rough, hands fisting girl’s hair, shoving face deeper into her vulva.

Tongue devours: flat drag up full slit, plunging deep into hot entrance, slurping juices flooding chin and neck, soft bites on swollen outer lips.

Two fingers slam in without warning, curling hard to hammer that sweet spot; third joins, stretching violent rhythm while thumb grinds clit in fast circles.

Avery writhes, heavy tits bouncing, cunt clamping invading fingers. Orgasm rips through like a whip—hot jets blasting girl’s face. She licks nonstop, swallowing every drop, moaning into pulsing vulva.

“Now you,” Avery rasps, grabbing girl’s waist, flipping her possessive onto back.

Girl’s cunt shines wet, sweet animal scent hitting all senses. Avery drags flat tongue from perineum to clit, buries mouth in open vulva, sucks furious, tongue-fucking entrance while fingers pump fast, curling precise to nail that spot.

Girl moans loud, nails raking Avery’s back, tits heaving with every ragged breath.

“Yes, Avery… fuck yes… don’t stop… tongue-fuck my cunt… shove more fingers in me,” she moans, body shaking.

They trade off relentless: mouths devouring cunts, tongues attacking clits, juices soaking faces and chins. Moans tangle, two women unleashed—wild, no chains, no orders, just pure filthy pleasure.

“I wanna cum together,” girl whispers, eyes glassy, breath wrecked.

They slide into perfect sixty-nine: mouth to cunt, tongue to clit. Avery laps, sucks, shoves two fingers deep in hot hole while girl mirrors—tongue plunging Avery’s vulva, fingers pounding furious, thumb grinding stiff clit.

Fat tits rub, hard nipples clash, asses tremble with every precise lick.

“I’m cumming!” girl screams, cunt spasming violent around Avery’s fingers.

“Me too!” Avery growls, tongue trapping clit, convulsions ripping through her.

They explode together—hot thick jets blasting faces, noses, cheeks, hair. Collapse exhausted, panting, tangled, sticky with spit, cream, sweat—laughing between moans and ragged breaths.

But they don’t stop. Girl shoves Avery flat possessive. Straddles like a feral amazon—firm round tits bouncing with every move, dark stiff nipples pointing ceiling as she drops hips, lines soaked cunt to soaked cunt.

Vulva to vulva. Swollen clit slams straight into stiff clit, fat lips sliding in hot cream mess already pouring down both thighs.

Wet obscene sounds fill the room: filthy slaps, slick flesh on flesh, muffled moans blending with constant grind.

“Look how we’re soaking each other… feel it?” girl gasps, hips circling slow deep. “Your cunt’s dripping hot thick down my ass.”

“Yeah… your pussy’s flooding my tits,” Avery moans, voice shattered with pleasure. “I feel your clit throbbing right on mine… fuck, so good.”

They grab tits hard—fingers digging soft hot flesh. Twist hard nipples till they burn pleasure-pain, nips scraping and stabbing each other.

Kiss filthy—thick hot spit, open mouths crashing careless.

Friction’s brutal: clit on clit grinding merciless, outer lips slipping in uncontrolled cream, two soaked cunts battling to cum together, swollen vulvas slamming with every hip buck.

“Harder, Avery… wreck my cunt,” girl moans, nails clawing shoulders, hips ramping savage thrusts.

They speed up. Hips crashing animal-rage, clits burning constant friction, swollen vulvas frot without mercy. Orgasm surges brutal tide: cunts pulsing synced, clits throbbing perfect grind, cream pouring thighs and carpet in hot puddles.

Girl, mid-spasm, leans back, snags massive double dildo from nearby bag—two thick curved cocks joined wide base, slick with lube. Coats it quick in her own cream, positions between bodies.

“Let’s explode together again,” she whispers, voice trembling lust. “Take it with me.”

Shoves one end deep in her soaked cunt—moans hoarse as it stretches her wide to base. Other tip kisses Avery’s cunt, which opens greedy. Avery bucks hips up—dildo slams home in her hot hole, filling her same time it fills the girl.

Both scream unison, cunts clamping thick shafts, base pressed tight between vulvas, clits grinding the junction as they start moving.

Double dildo binds them. Every hip roll slides it in and out both cunts together, cream pouring base, clits clashing each thrust.

Crushed tits bounce, nipples scraping nonstop, mouths hunting filthy desperate kisses.

Friction’s unbearable: cunts fucked by same toy, clits grinding base, cream mixing hot sticky disaster.

“Faster… wreck my cunt,” girl moans, hips furious.

Avery thrusts up savage. Double dildo pumps both holes, stretching to limit, inner walls clamping double girth. Pleasure builds explosive: cunts throbbing synced, clits frot merciless.

They cum together again. Brutal simultaneous orgasm—hot thick jets blasting both cunts, soaking thighs, dildo base, carpet.

Scream into each other’s mouths, bodies convulsing, crushed tits trembling, cream flooding uncontrolled while cunts keep swallowing the cocks.

Stay locked—sweaty, shaking, panting like post-hunt beasts. Cocks still buried deep, cunts pulsing aftershocks, cream and sweat dripping everywhere.

Girl collapses onto Avery, kisses filthy one more time.

“You’re the best fucking madness I’ve ever had… no idea how many loads we’ve blown already,” she whispers, voice wrecked.

“Doesn’t matter… we’re gonna keep cumming till we can’t.”

Moans, gasps, dirty laughs, endless squirts, hot puddles soaking carpet. All night fused— no owners, no ropes, no commands. Just shared savage free pleasure.

Carpet’s a wreck—drenched cream, sweat, spit. They collapse exhausted, tangled, cunts still throbbing, tits glued, mouths seeking more filthy kisses.

Avery closes eyes, smiles. Fifth night. And she fucking loved it.


Part 6 — Sanctuary of Excess: Flesh, Sweat, and Pure Fucking Sin

The apartment door slams open with a sharp crack that punches straight into Avery’s chest.

Another night. Another winner struts in like she owns every inch of the place—heels stabbing the floor, expensive aggressive perfume flooding the already thick air reeking of sex and sweat.

She circles Avery, who’s waiting on her knees, naked, but tonight no wrists bound.

“Look at you, Avery…” Her voice cuts like a soft whip, dripping mockery and raw lust.

“Casino star, the one who broke tables and crushed players with your cards… until luck bent you over and fucked you raw. Now you’re mine. And you’ve been a damn good little slut. Just this night and the last one left.”

Avery swallows thick, pulse hammering her throat. She knows that voice.

The Club Swinger owner’s fingers trace Avery’s bare back, slide down to the round juicy ass, pry it wide—exposing the tight pink asshole pulsing under her starving gaze.

Winner opens a closet, pulls out sky-high black patent heels—shiny, sharp as knives. Kneels in front of Avery, slips them on slow and deliberate, buckling straps that bite ankles like a promise of total control.

“Look at yourself now,” she whispers, voice thick with desire. “Those heels are so you strut like the high-class whore you are—every step making your cunt drip harder, your ass gape wider.”

The heels lift Avery’s ass, thrust her tits forward.

“Tonight I’m not fucking you alone, slut. We’re going to a party. I want every bitch there to smell your dripping cunt, watch your fat tits bounce free, shove fingers in your open holes. Put this on too.”

She tosses a glossy black latex dress onto the bed—liquid-tight, obscene cutouts: one at the chest leaving tits completely bare, nipples stiff and exposed; another at the crotch and ass leaving pussy and asshole wide open to the air, vulnerable, begging to be invaded by anything that wants in.

“Come on, slip it on. No panties, nothing. I want you walking with cunt and ass bare, leaking for every single one of them.”

Avery obeys, slides into the dress. Cold latex clings to sweaty skin like cruel second skin, squeezes her waist, molds every curve, rides up thighs leaving tits swinging free, hard nipples pointing straight ahead like invitations.

She catches her reflection: tits bouncing with every breath, shiny open cunt framed by the cutout, trembling exposed ass.

One step and air kisses swollen outer lips, stiff clit bumping latex edge. Heels force her back arched, legs spread wider for balance.

“You’re a perfect fucking doll,” winner whispers from behind, grabbing nipples hard, twisting till Avery moans loud. “A living trophy every bitch here is gonna want to taste, suck, fuck, wreck.”

Hand dives between spread legs, toys with wet clit, rubs rough—fingers gliding through hot cream.

“You’re already gushing like a fountain, Avery. Barely got it on and your cunt’s crying for cock, fingers, tongues… anything that wants to ram inside.”

“Can’t help it…”

“Don’t want you to help it, whore. I want you walking into that party wide open, soaked, desperate for every hole to get used till nothing’s dry on you.”

Bends her over the bed sudden—three fingers slam into drenched cunt, pumping violent deep. Avery screams, tits mashed to mattress, ass high.

“Shut up. This is just rehearsal. I want you arriving dripping, cunt throbbing, ass begging for more.”

Pulls slick fingers out, smears them across Avery’s open lips.

“Suck them clean. Swallow your own lost luck. Your own pre-cum cream.”

Avery licks, sucks hungry, moans at her salty-sweet flavor flooding her mouth. Winner laughs rough.

From the table she grabs a thick long black plug, slathers it heavy in lube, dangles it in front of Avery’s face.

“And since I want you walking straight and tight, ass stuffed full reminding you who owns you… this goes in your ass right fucking now.”

“Please…”

“No buts. Bend over and spread those cheeks with your hands.”

Avery folds, pries ass open with shaky fingers. Plug slides slow—cold thick head popping past ring, stretching inch by inch till base kisses hot skin. Avery moans deep hoarse, ass pulsing around the intruder.

“Fits you perfect,” winner says, landing hard loud smacks on each cheek that echo like thunder. “Now you’re ready. Strut like the luxury slut you are. Cunt bare, ass plugged, tits bouncing free.”

Forces her to pace the room. Latex gleams under light, tits swing heavy with every step, plug presses deeper making cunt clench and leak more down thighs. Heels force arched back, hips swaying with every sharp click-clack.

“Look at yourself, Avery. Exhibitionist whore. My favorite prize. Cunt dripping, ass stuffed, tits out, heels shining with your own juices. Perfect for every bitch to fuck.”

“I’m yours…”

“Every fucking inch. And tonight you’re everybody’s. Cunt, ass, mouth, tits. All of it.”

Grabs her purse, nods toward the door.

“Walk in front. I want every eye on what belongs to me when you open that party door.”

Avery’s heart hammers her throat, pulse throbbing in her clit. Heels echo sharp down the hallway—every click-clack driving plug deeper, cunt leaking harder, tits bouncing under thin coat.

They descend stairs in tense silence. Coat barely covers exposed tits and ass. Plug shifts with every step, cunt cream running down thighs, soaking knees and heels.

Black car waits outside, tinted windows like a secret. Winner shoves her in back seat, slams door, slides beside. Driver pulls away wordless.

In the car, winner wastes no time. Yanks Avery’s coat open—exposes tits to cold air, pinches hard nipples till she moans.

“Spread your legs,” she orders low cutting. “I wanna watch you drip the whole ride.”

Avery obeys. Legs wide. Cunt gleams open under passing streetlights. Winner slams two fingers in without warning—slow deep pumps, juices squelching loud.

“Look at you… already soaking the leather. Your cunt knows it’s getting used by every bitch tonight. Feel me prepping you.”

Avery moans, hips bucking involuntary against hand. Plug presses ass with every bump, heels lift ass higher, spreading cunt wider.

Winner speeds up. Thumb grinding swollen clit, fingers curling slamming sweet spot.

“No cumming,” she warns. “Hold it. I want you arriving on the edge, dripping, desperate.”

Taxi cruises night city. Winner keeps finger-fucking nonstop—digits plunging soaked cunt, cream soaking seat, sex smell filling car.

Avery trembles, right on brink, cunt clamping fingers—but holds. Doesn’t dare.

Car stops at mansion. Winner yanks slick fingers out, shoves them in Avery’s mouth.

“Clean them. Can’t walk in like this.”

Avery licks, sucks, moans. Winner buttons coat, opens door.

“Out, slut. Time to pay your debt to every bitch inside.”

Avery steps out—legs shaking on sky-high heels, cunt dripping thighs, ass plugged full, tits marked under thin coat. Mansion looms—low lights, muffled music leaking out.

Winner grips arm, shoves toward entrance.

“Walk. And when you open that door, show them exactly what you are: my trophy, my bitch, my debt paid in flesh.”

Door swings open.

Music. Strobe lights. Laughter, voices, naked and half-naked bodies.

Dozens of hungry eyes lock on Avery instant.

Winner rips coat off.

Shoves her center stage.

“Look close, ladies,” she announces loud proud. “This is Avery—fallen casino star. My prize. Tonight she’s all yours. Use her. Break her.”

Circle of women closes fast. One pinches hard nipple till it burns. Another slams two fingers straight into wet cunt, pulls them out shining, licks clean.

“She’s already dripping. What an eager little whore.”

“Won’t last five minutes.”

They grab hair, spin her, kiss deep—tongues invading mouth, thick spit dripping chin to tits. One drops to knees, spreads legs wider, attacks clit furious. Latex stretches, cunt drips onto her face.

“Tastes fucking delicious.”

Another kneels behind, yanks plug out with wet pop. Avery gasps choked—the sudden emptiness almost hurts, gaping hole pulsing, trying to close on cold air.

No mercy. Before muscles can react, hot flat tongue plunges deep into the void, licking still-burning walls. Not plugged anymore—wide open, claimed by whoever wants in.

They shove her to floor. Three pile on: one plants soaked cunt on Avery’s mouth; another grinds massive tits in her face; third mounts her cunt, clit grinding clit savage.

“Lick harder, slut. Swallow my squirt.”

“Spread wider—I wanna wreck your whole cunt.”

Fluids everywhere: spit, cream, sweat. Avery shakes, cums screaming—hot jets soaking women around her.

“Look at her! Cumming like a bitch in heat!”

Slaps on ass, fingers in mouth, tongues on tits. They line her up to eat cunt after cunt: one after another, different flavors, juices flooding face, neck, tits.

“Keep going right here, slut,” a brunette growls, fisting hair, guiding to her cunt—thick shaved lips, swollen clit throbbing visible, cream already running thighs.

Avery obeys—tongue-fucking entrance, sucking juices pouring chin and neck. Woman cums fast—hot jet blasting Avery’s face: nose, cheeks, lips. No breath—pushed to next.

This one’s wild hairy cunt—strong animal musk. Avery laps through wet bush, tongue parting fat lips, sucking hairy clit.

Moans vibrate against pussy—second woman tenses, cums screaming, thick cream flooding Avery’s face, mixing previous loads.

Next: small shaved cunt, tiny but hyper-sensitive clit. Avery traps it in lips, rhythmic hard sucks, tongue circling fast. Woman screams, cums in steady small jets—flooding Avery’s mouth till it drips tits.

Fourth: big meaty cunt, hanging swollen lips. Avery sucks them one by one, tongue diving deep entrance. Woman grabs head, grinds face hard—cums long scream, hot jets splashing face and hair.

Line continues: tight young cunts, experienced mature ones, hairy and shaved—all different, all gushing over Avery’s face.

Each grabs hair, slams pussy to mouth, cums screaming, soaks her more. Hot cream rivers down chin, neck, tits, belly—mixing leftover honey, hardened wax, sweat.

Avery licks nonstop—tongue numb but obedient, swallowing every squirt, every jet, every drop flooding her mouth. Her own cunt throbs empty, clit pulsing air, cream running thighs soaking high heels forcing ass high, legs spread.

Every stranger’s orgasm is another jet on her face, another scream echoing room, another flavor mixing throat. Avery drowns in taste, smell, wet heat coating her whole. Face shines soaked; lips swollen red, eyes glassy pleasure-exhaustion.

Club owner lounges in armchair, glass raised, triumphant smile.

“That’s how you pay a debt, ladies. That’s how you enjoy a fallen star.”

They lift her, bend her over table. Two strap-ons at once: one wrecks cunt with brutal thrusts; other rams open ass—double-fucking savage rhythm making her scream voiceless. Tits bounce, nipples scrape wood, cunt and ass stuffed full, clamping.

“Harder… break her completely…”

She cums again—hot jets splashing thighs and floor. They flip her, sit her on floor. One mounts face, another thigh, another uses hand to jerk off. Tongue lost in stranger clits, body used like living furniture.

“Harder, Avery—suck me deeper…”

“Make her swallow—don’t let her breathe…”

“What a delicious filthy pig…”

Squirt everywhere: face, tits, cunt. They rub her till she’s blind with cream.

Winner approaches, lifts her by soaked hair, kisses mouth full of stranger flavors.

“Enough.”

Hoists her over shoulder while party roars behind. Avery shakes—broken, coated spit, sweat, cream, honey. Latex stuck to skin, cunt and ass throbbing, tits burning.

“One night left, Avery,” she whispers in ear carrying her to apartment. “And I swear it’ll top every filthy second of this.”

Apartment silence feels unreal after wet chaos. Drops her on bed, pours drink, watches like admiring masterpiece.

“Look at you, Avery. Destroyed but still breathing. Cunt dripping, ass gaping, tits marked. What a fucking jewel you are.”

Avery barely breathes. Winner sits beside, strokes face, spreads thighs, smiles seeing still wet.

“No one takes what you took tonight.”

“Tomorrow… more?” Avery rasps broken.

Laughs, leans, spits straight liquor into mouth—booze mixing her spit.

“No. Tomorrow you rest. Stay here naked, no leaving. But don’t get comfy: I’m sending a surprise. Don’t want you forgetting who owns your body.”

Slams fingers into cunt sudden. Avery screams, arches, cums hard in her hand. Winner licks fingers, stares like devouring again.

“And the final night?” Avery whispers trembling.

Smile shifts—cold, possessive.

“Ah… the last night is someone very special. The casino owner.”

“What?”

Grabs nape, forehead to forehead.

“Listen close, Avery. I owe the casino owner big. Huge debt. And we decided how I pay it.” Bites lip hard till she moans. “With your cunt, your ass, your mouth. I’m handing you over as payment. She’ll use you like never before.

And I’ll be grinning knowing my debt’s cleared with every moan you make, every squirt you give her.”

Shoves her flat, spreads legs, lands sharp dry slap on cunt making her scream.

“Sleep if you can, Avery. Tomorrow’s calm… but day after… your final night.”

Kills light, leaves her soaked, legs shaking, cunt throbbing—knowing no escape: she’s currency, loaned trophy, whore delivered.


Part 7 — Silk and Oil: The Ritual of Endless Orgasms

The doorbell cuts the apartment silence like a scalpel—precise, demanding.

Avery opens the door. Thin almost-see-through robe barely covers her body, still wrecked from last night’s party: tits red and marked, cunt swollen fat, ass gaping loose.

Standing there is a Chinese woman—medium height, skin smooth as porcelain glowing under the light, almond-black eyes radiating hypnotic calm dominance.

Jet-black hair falls straight to her waist; thin lips painted deep red curve in a serene, dangerously seductive smile.

Short black silk kimono hugs small but high firm tits, tiny waist flaring delicate hips and strong thighs.

Every move elegant, controlled; hot jasmine and massage oil scent wraps her like a promise. Big black case in one hand, silent authority radiating—she owns the room without trying.

“Good afternoon, Avery. I’m your masseuse. They told me today’s your day of absolute relaxation. To prep you for the final night.”

Avery nods mute, clit already pulsing hard.

For a second her eyes widen real surprise—she expected another cruel winner, another night of brutal orders and merciless use, not this calm serene woman with that quiet smile promising something different—maybe worse, maybe better, but definitely throwing her off balance.

Heart hammers—relief mixed with distrust—wondering if this is really a good surprise or just a slower way to break her.

Masseuse steps in sure-footed, sets up portable table center living room, spreads pristine white towels, pulls out aromatic oil bottles: hot cinnamon, fresh citrus, deep vanilla. Air floods sweet carnal scent that makes Avery’s cunt clench instant.

“Strip and lie face down. I want to see all of you.”

Avery obeys fast. Robe drops. Naked: skin bruised with last night’s bites and slaps.

Face down on table—tits mashed flat against towel, ass high, open wet cunt visible between spread thighs.

Masseuse warms oil between expert hands, starts at shoulders: firm professional pressure, kneading deep, pulling long deep sighs from Avery.

“Relax, Avery… let me open you completely.”

Hot oil slides down back like sweet lava. Hands move deliberate slow, glide sides, brush outer curves of tits, lift them slight to massage underneath. Reach ass cheeks, grip hard, knead till Avery moans rough, ass trembling.

Oiled fingers dip lower—graze crack, brush wet shiny cunt, tease stiff clit.

“You were ready the second I walked in. Your cunt’s already leaking oil and cream.”

Fingers plunge without warning: two slam straight into hot cunt, deep direct like she mapped every fold. Avery screams into pillow, tits crushed, ass arching up.

“God… yes…”

“Shhh… breathe and open wider. This is just the start.”

Fingers move surgical—curl inside, hammer exact spots while thumb grinds oiled clit hard, throbbing like a runaway heart.

Every press rips a spasm; every rub makes cunt clamp and gush more.

“More… don’t stop…”

Masseuse flips her easy. Oil coats tits—heavy kneading, squeezing, pinching nipples till they burn pleasure. Mouth descends, sucks one nipple fierce—soft bite, tug. Avery arches hard, moans loud.

“Your moans tell me everything, Avery. Your body’s begging. And I’m gonna give it all.”

Fingers return to cunt—three now, stretching wider, pounding deep fast. Other hand presses clit firm circles. Oil rivers thighs, table soaks; cream mixes cinnamon scent.

“You’re gonna cum in my hands. Now. Give me everything.”

“Yes… yes… I’m cumming!”

Orgasm slams her—hot jets soak hands, forearms, table. Avery shakes whole, tits heaving, cunt spasming around expert fingers.

“That’s just the first. I’m gonna give you so many orgasms you’ll lose count.”

Masseuse strips slow feline. Kimono slips shoulders—reveals small high firm tits, dark pointy nipples, pale skin. Fabric drops waist—delicate hips, round ass, strong soft thighs brushing.

Shaved cunt finally bare: thin pink outer lips, small swollen clit pulsing visible, wet glistening entrance.

Climbs table graceful, lies full on Avery—oiled skin on oiled skin. Firm tits slide against Avery’s, hard nipples scraping with every breath—liquid fire making Avery’s nips harden more, empty cunt clench desperate.

“Look how your clit trembles just feeling my skin…” whispers in ear.

Hand dives between spread legs—fingers find dripping cunt, slide easy, fuck deep slow at first. Avery arches, trapped between firm tits and expert hands.

“Ahhh… yes! Fuck me…”

“Give it all, Avery… keep moaning, keep gushing,” whispers, speeding rhythm—three fingers now, palm grinding swollen clit firm circles.

Lips claim mouth deep—thick hot spit swapping. Avery drinks her moans, tongue fucking mouth while cunt gets pounded merciless.

“Cum in my hands again. Soak my whole body.”

Can’t hold. Screams against tongue—hot liquid orgasm floods to elbow. Masseuse ramps up. Both hands on cunt now: one fist-fucking four fingers, stretching sensitive walls; other brutal circles on clit, thumb mashing stiff button savage.

“God… cumming again!”

“Do it—drench my skin, all my skin. Break in my hands.”

Another orgasm rips Avery: hoarse screams, violent jets, table drenched, bodies sliding oil and cream. Masseuse doesn’t stop—keeps fist-fucking, milking every spasm, every drop.

Moves calm feline. Opens black case—shiny objects under light: slim powerful vibe, thick crystal plug, long curved dildo.

Helps Avery flip face up expert secure—body exposed immobilized, legs splayed wide, cunt throbbing leaking slow rivers down crack soaking ass and table.

Warms more oil palms—cinnamon burn and deep vanilla flood room—pours hot streams over trembling belly.

Hands glide down oiled skin, soak inner thighs, tease swollen outer lips, dip into cunt entrance slathering every fold hot oil—making Avery shudder and moan rough.

Vibe hums low deep buzz that echoes in Avery’s bones.

“Get ready for what I came to give you,” whispers masseuse, voice soft loaded authority. “I’m gonna make you explode.”

Presses vibe direct on swollen stiff clit. Intense buzz rips instant broken moan from Avery—hips buck involuntary toward toy.

“Ahhh… fuck…!”

“Good… let go,” orders, pressing harder—deep buzz making clit hammer wild against vibrating head.

While vibe never stops on sensitive button, oiled fingers plunge back into hot soaked cunt—straight to G-spot, curling surgical to hammer exact trigger making Avery tense whole.

Combo detonates: body arches bow-tight, wet quick orgasm jets table violent, hot cream splashing thighs and hands. Avery screams rough, tits shaking, nipples burning air.

“That’s it—let it all out… still more coming,” whispers masseuse—no pulling vibe or fingers, speeding rhythm, hand-fucking while buzz tortures clit.

Switches vibe hand—keeps pressed relentless on clit; deep buzz echoes whole body. Other hand takes heavy cold crystal plug.

Spreads ass calm—lubed fingers pry cheeks, shoves plug deep firm push—filling to base. Brutal cold-hot contrast inside makes Avery scream again—ass pulsing thick crystal, cunt clamping harder around fingers.

“Now you’re almost complete: cunt vibrating, ass stuffed cold,” whispers, twisting plug slow—making Avery feel every crystal facet scrape sensitive walls. “Feel how I open you entirely.”

Avery writhes, moans loud broken. Everything maxed: clit buzzing nonstop, cunt pounded by fingers slamming G-spot merciless, ass plugged cold crystal warming with her heat. Masseuse ramps vibe—deep constant pulse making clit throb runaway.

“Can’t take more!” Avery screams, pleasure tears streaking temples, body convulsing.

“You can, Avery. Watch,” answers masseuse firm dominant. “Take the curved dildo.”

Grabs curved dildo, slathers hot oil, rams deep—slow precise thrusts hitting deep. Vibe on clit, plug in ass, dildo fucking relentless: triple stimulation shatters her completely.

Avery’s body explodes final spasms. Savage orgasm tears through like blast: screams echoing apartment, cunt spasming violent around dildo, ass clamping crystal plug till cold burns hot, clit hammering under vibe brutal pulses.

Orgasm feels endless: body convulsing uncontrolled, pleasure-exhaustion tears down temples, tits trembling, nipples hypersensitive fire.

Masseuse removes everything slow careful: vibe first, dildo next, crystal plug last—wet pop leaving ass gaping pulsing. Cleans soft hot towel, kisses sweaty trembling forehead.

“You’re ready for the final night. Relaxed and wide open.”

Avery lies limp, body dripping oil, but gut-twisting fear thinking casino owner. Electric feeling: physically wrecked pleasure, mind spinning—knowing tomorrow she’s handed over as payment for a debt.

Knows final night won’t play with her—they’ll break her completely.


Part 8 — The Casino Owner: Body Delivered All the Way In

The apartment door crashes open with a boom Avery knows too fucking well. No need to look—she feels it in her gut.

The winner storms in like a hurricane of raw lust and power, heels stabbing the floor, eyes blazing hungry. Grabs Avery’s arm without asking—fingers digging deep into soft flesh, claiming ownership.

“Come on, Avery. Debt gets paid tonight. All yours.”

Avery’s body betrays her before her voice can. She shakes. Cunt clenches hard, wet traitor.

“With… her?” she whispers, almost breathless—anticipation and fear twisting her belly.

Winner smiles slow, savoring it.

“Yeah, slut. With the casino owner. And you’re full payment: cunt, ass, mouth, tits. Everything.”

No choice. Drags her down stairs. Avery’s naked under thin coat barely covering tits bouncing with every step, round ass impossible to hide. Every stair another surrender.

Black car waits, tinted windows like secrets. Shoves her in rough. Ride silent except winner’s hand squeezing thigh, fingers brushing hot wet cunt—reminding her over and over she doesn’t own herself anymore.

Mansion looms grand. Cold marble gleaming under low lights. Door opens itself—like it knows who’s coming. Inside, silence heavy, thick, waiting. Winner drags Avery down dark hallway to massive room.

There she is.

Seated in blood-red leather armchair, crystal glass in hand. Casino owner. Mature, commanding, lethal curves. Doesn’t need to move. Cold gaze scorches skin as it rakes Avery slow, shameless.

“So you brought me Avery,” she says, voice low rough, finger tracing glass rim. “Famous player who lost to you. Fallen star.”

Winner shoves Avery center room, rips coat off brutal. Fabric hits floor. Avery stands naked, trembling. Red marks still visible on tits and ass. Cunt shiny, open. Nipples stiff, pointing forward, exposed.

“She’s all yours,” winner says firm. “With this, my debt’s cleared.”

Casino owner doesn’t answer right away. Just watches. Smiles faint. Slow. Certain. Night’s just starting.

Rises deliberate. Heels echo like gunshots on marble. Circles Avery slow—no rush, predator who already won. Hand trails bare back, slides down without permission, grips ass hard, pries wide—exposing pink tight asshole.

“You look pretty. Shiny. Already used… just how I like it. Cunt dripping, tits ready, ass primed for more.”

Grips chin hard—fingers bruising, forces face up. Gazes lock.

“You know who I am, right?”

“Yes… the owner…”

“And you know what it means I have you here, whore.”

Avery nods speechless, shaking head to toe.

“Good.”

Releases sudden, lands hard loud slap on ass—sound cracks room, humiliating.

“Then kneel.”

Avery drops to knees. Impact on cold marble rips gasp. Stays still, exposed, waiting.

Casino owner sits front. Spreads legs slow. Black dress rides up deliberate threat—revealing shaved cunt: swollen, glistening with lust.

“Start, Avery,” she orders—no raise voice. “Taste me. Lick like your life depends on it.”

Avery’s mouth trembles before leaning in. Winner watches from armchair, glass raised, savoring every second. Owner fists Avery’s hair hard—no gentleness.

“Don’t be shy. Eat my cunt like the bitch you are.”

Avery buries mouth. Flat tongue drags full vulva, sucks stiff clit, laps swollen outer lips, plunges deep. Flavor intense, wet, strong. Owner moans rough, slams head harder against sex.

“Yes… swallow me whole… get all in my cunt.”

Winner raises glass.

“To my debt cleared. Enjoy her.”

Avery drowns between powerful thighs—tongue-fucking, sucking, gulping hot cream. Owner cums roaring—thick jets soaking Avery’s face and neck. Winner stands, smiles satisfied, waves casual goodbye.

“Debt’s paid. She’s all yours.”

Door shuts. Silence weighs hot lead. Owner grabs Avery’s throat, hauls her up from knees. Cold eyes pierce.

“Come with me, slut.”

Drags down dark hall to smaller room. Low lights.

Wide bed black sheets center. Side table: toys lined shining—huge harnesses, thick plugs, powerful vibes, curved dildos, chains, thick lube—like instruments for ceremony already decided. Shoves Avery against bed.

“Spread wide. Legs open. I wanna see you gaped before I wreck every hole.”

Avery obeys. Lies back, legs splayed wide. Hard tits rise fall short breaths. Dripping cunt leaves shining trails down thighs. Ass exposed, trembling. Owner steps between legs, spits direct on open vulva, rubs firm slow dominant.

“Look how you shine with my spit… cunt leaking, ready for me to break you.”

Sudden flip. Avery lands face down, bouncing mattress.

Owner seizes wrists merciless. Chain clink breaks silence—loops through bedposts. Cold metal bites skin. Each link clicks final.

Then ankles. Four limbs locked. Body crucified spread on mattress, just enough slack to position better.

“Spread and chained,” owner whispers low dark pleasure. “No running. No closing anything. Every inch yours is ready for me.”

Puts her on all fours. Knees sink mattress. Ass high pom-pom. Back arches from metal tension. Tits hang heavy, swing every ragged breath.

Chains pull. Cold metal on hot skin. Cunt and ass exposed, pulsing—cream running slow thighs.

Owner positions behind—firm, certain. Grabs cheeks hard, pries wide—exposing pink trembling asshole. Slathers thick cold lube, slow ceremonial strokes.

Fingers circle pulsing ring. Slides one, then two—stretching slow merciless, ritual precise. Avery moans rough, ass clamping invading fingers. Every move measured, calculated, no escape.

“Looks like your ass already knows how to open,” whispers rough. “Let’s see how it handles something thicker.”

Pulls fingers firm. Grabs thick metal plug, coats heavy lube till it gleams. Cold tip presses hole—slow, deliberate. Pushes: head pops past ring, stretches flesh. Every press reminder who owns.

Avery screams filthy, body jerked against chains. Owner doesn’t stop—drives plug deep firm, filling max till base kisses hot skin. Every ass pulse around metal marks absolute control rhythm.

“There it is,” owner says, hard loud slaps each cheek echoing room. “Your ass stuffed tight around my toy.”

Leaves it in—pulsing every Avery breath. Grabs massive thick curved strap-on, slathers lube, positions. Rams in sudden—opening cunt brutal calculated.

Avery screams long broken, body convulsing chains, tits swinging, ass plugged full now cunt too.

“Your cunt opens like a flower for me,” owner whispers loaded firm. “Every thrust measured, brutal, perfect. Fast deep rhythm, every move total control act.”

Avery’s body answers double weight toys—cream squelching every pulse. Chains yank limbs, cold metal biting hot skin. Every spasm, every gasp ritual act: total submission, absolute control, complete possession.

“Feel how I own you, slut,” owner whispers, speeding up—free hand grabbing tit, pinching nipple. “Every hole, every muscle, every scream. All mine.”

Orgasm rips Avery lightning. Pleasure consumes—body shaking chains, cream flooding, all under owner gaze and control. Every move, every metal throb marks possession ceremony.

Owner keeps firm—thrusting, milking every reaction. Toys pulsing perfect sync with Avery’s body, dominating every throb, every shudder—till whole being marked: sweat, cream, metal, absolute control.

“That’s how I want you… sweaty, used, dripping, my toys buried every hole,” whispers firm slow.

Pulls strap-on slow—leaving cunt gaping pulsing, cream stuck thighs. Plug stays in—throbbing every Avery pulse. Sprawled trembling exhausted, chains pulling limbs, body marked soaked.

“You’re mine now, Avery. Mine to settle scores. Cunt leaking, ass open, tits used—and I’ve got so much more to do to you.”

Owner moves cruel calm, stands front Avery—harness still on, huge cock gleaming Avery’s cream swinging before panting face. Fists hair hard, yanks head up.

“Open that mouth, slut,” orders low dangerous. “Your cunt already tasted it. Now your throat’s swallowing it whole.”

Avery opens trembling mouth—swollen red lips parting. Owner shoves cock in sudden: tip grazes tongue, slides slow first—filling hot wet mouth. Avery moans choked, spit pouring corners instant, throat clamping thickness invading.

Owner grips hair tighter, pushes deeper—mouth-fucking slow relentless.

“Feel me fucking your throat, whore,” whispers, hips rocking forward back. “Swallow it all. Suck like it’s the only thing that matters. Your mouth’s mine now.”

Cock drives throat-deep—base kissing lips, tip hitting back. Avery coughs, drools, tears streaking cheeks—but no escape: chains yank wrists ankles, body locked all fours, ass plugged thick pressing every head bob.

Owner fucks mouth merciless—steady deep rhythm, thick spit splashing every in-out, throat clamping tip slamming bottom.

“Suck harder,” orders, yanking hair so Avery sucks fierce. “Use that tongue—lick the cock that wrecked your cunt.”

Avery obeys—tongue swirling thickness filling mouth, sucking hard, throat squeezing tip bottom.

Owner speeds—fucking mouth harder deeper—till Avery’s throat opens complete around girth.

“Look at you… gulping my cock like the whore you are,” moans owner, hips relentless. “Your throat opens so good… same as your cunt and ass. You’re swallowing everything I give.”

Owner thrusts faster—cock pounding mouth nonstop, spit squelching every stroke, throat spasming girth. Avery moans muffled, tears streaming, empty cunt throbbing leaking more cream down thighs, ass clamping thick plug every throat slam.

Strap-on base grinds owner’s swollen clit relentless every deep thrust into Avery’s mouth. Constant slick spit-cream friction makes clit hammer wild against hot silicone.

Every push throat-deep—base mashes sensitive button harder, ramping her own heat—own cream running thighs while mouth-fucking rage builds.

Owner moans louder—hips frantic rhythm, clit burning base merciless stimulation.

Tenses, moans rough—final deep thrust, pulls cock—empties cunt into Avery’s mouth: thick hot jets fill throat, force desperate swallow. Spit and squirt escape corners, drip tits chin. Avery gulps all she can—mouth clamping cunt claiming her, throat squeezing every drop.

Owner shoves cock back in. Avery’s throat clamps—trapping. Stays second longer—still, possessive—cock pulsing inside, marking control.

“Swallow every drop,” whispers. “Every bit’s yours now.”

Pulls slow—leaving mouth gaping panting, ragged breaths, spit-squirt dripping chin tits. Avery coughs gasps—body shaking chains, cunt throbbing, ass plugged full.

Owner stares down—satisfied cruel smile.

“That’s how I want you… mouth full my squirt, ass stuffed my plug, cunt dripping nonstop.”

Owner removes strap-on calm possessive, wipes soft towel.

“You’re ready. But this isn’t over.”

Leans slow—kisses sweaty trembling forehead, tongue grazing hot skin. Then grabs chains one by one—metal clinking as unlocks firm careful fingers.

Wrists first: steel opens dry click. Ankles next: chains drop floor metallic crash—legs free but shaking, inner thighs shining cream sweat.

Avery stays all fours—waiting order move. Ass high trembling. Owner grips plug base, pulls slow. Metal slides out—stretched hole resisting second before yielding—leaving hot pulsing void.

Avery moans long broken as plug exits complete wet obscene pop—ass gaping pink exposed, trembling sensitive. Empty hole throbs like begging more.

“Your ass breathes now… feels the void I left,” whispers owner—finger tracing open rim, teasing sensitive flesh clenching touch.

Avery gasps—ass throbbing hot stretched, cunt leaking uncontrolled, body shaking exhaustion residual pleasure.

Owner stands front—body gleaming shared sweat cream, big firm tits rising falling controlled breaths, shaved cunt shiny her own squirt.

“You know, Avery… I get why you were best at tables,” says low—stroking cheek back hand. “Cold blood, learned surrender when time comes.”

Avery tries smile—exhausted, swollen red lips.

“Lost… ended up here.”

“No,” owner answers—leans, bites lower lip controlled hard making Avery moan. “Ended up here because no other would take what you did. And you loved it. Every hole stretched, every squirt swallowed, every scream given… pure pleasure.”

Strokes soaked hair—fingers tangling wet strands.

“Could leave you debt cleared, forget you. But that’d be waste.”

“What… do you want from me?” Avery whispers broken—body trembling under caress.

Owner laughs soft—paces slow around bed, every step reminder who runs game.

“Want your body when I need it. And your card talent. With me, Avery—you never lose again.”

Avery’s eyes lock hers—still shaking, but fierce unbreakable spark. Fear melted desire strategy; body pulses anticipated victory rhythm, clit throbbing reminder she’ll run shit too.

“Allies?” whispers—mouth parted, ragged breath, body still quaking.

“Allies, lovers—call it what you want,” owner answers—hard loud slap wet empty ass. “Together we’re unbeatable.”

Voice booms sealed fate. Best player… now beside casino’s most powerful woman—every gesture, every look fire-control pact.

Kisses fierce precise—tongue invading mouth, victory raw lust flavor. When pull apart, Avery feels it clear: no longer bet loser. Now Avery—casino’s most valuable card.

Lies back soaked sheets—swollen lips, body vibrating pleasure-triumph mix; every mark, every past-night memory wakes unquenchable fire. Every nerve alert—anticipating what’s coming. Smile challenge, promise: this time she wins everything.

No more debt.

Now she’s queen.

Seven nights ended.

But real game… just beginning.


4- Bent in the Lesbian Club: Extreme Submission and Forbidden Passion Between Women

“...April swallows hard. A shiver races down her spine.

Victoria leans in, brushes lips against lips but doesn’t kiss—just tastes, laps up the leftover spit, and juices still clinging to April’s mouth.

“Get up,” she orders, releasing the hair. “We’re going into the dark. I want to watch you disappear under hands and tongues…”

She grabs April’s wrist and drags her down the narrow hallway to a heavy black curtain.

The air flips the second they cross: hotter, thicker, reeking of sweat, expensive perfume, and drenched heat that sticks to skin like glue.

The darkness pulses, alive, starving.

Instant touch on April’s back—a hand clamps her waist, possessive squeeze.

Another slides up the inside of her thigh and grazes her swollen lips...”


Part 1 – Five Hungry Women Devouring One Body: The Sofa Debut

“Strip. Everything. Right fucking now.” Victoria’s voice cuts through the air, loaded with that cold, iron authority that doesn’t allow even half a second of hesitation.

April feels the deep-wine dress slide off her shoulders like it’s got a mind of its own. The straps drop, her fat tits spill free, nipples rock-hard and stabbing straight up at the ceiling.

The fabric drags down her stomach, over her hips, and pools in a crumpled heap at her feet.

Victoria snatches it up with one rough swipe, chucks the dress and heels into the locker, then steps back and eye-fucks April’s naked body like she just carved it out of marble herself.

“Look at you, fuck…” She smirks, reaches out, and digs her fingers into one juicy ass cheek hard enough to leave marks.

“This fat ass, these big juicy tits, this dripping cunt… every goddamn inch of it belongs to me. And tonight every filthy bitch in here is gonna smell it, taste it, and fucking remember it.”

She shoves the gold door open with her shoulder.

A wall of hot, thick air slams into them—pure concentrated pussy juice, sweat, expensive perfume, and raw, animal sex. Moans, gasps, wet slurping sounds everywhere. Red lights bathe the whole place in blood and lust.

“Jesus…” April breathes, eyes wide.

“Don’t pray to anybody, baby girl,” Victoria cuts her off with a dangerous little smile. “In here I’m the only god. And you’re gonna do exactly what I say until your legs are shaking and you’re begging for more cock-less cock.”

She pushes April through the room slow, letting every horny slut present devour her naked body with their eyes.

To the right: two chicks mauling each other’s mouths while a third rams fingers knuckle-deep into both their gaping, sloppy cunts.

To the left: a platinum blonde on her knees gorging herself on a brunette’s swollen clit, the brunette yanking her hair and howling like she’s possessed.

“Right here. Sit.” Victoria points at the blood-red velvet couch in the center like it’s a throne built for whores. “Spread those legs. Wide. I want every bitch in this place staring at that shiny wet pussy.”

April drops onto the cushion. Victoria grabs her thighs and yanks them apart brutally, drags two fingers through the soaked slit, spreads the lips open like petals, then slams both fingers balls-deep in one vicious thrust.

“Let them see it. Let them smell it. Let them fucking die wanting what’s mine.”

It doesn’t even take five seconds.

Four bitches swarm like starving wolves.

A buzzcut brunette drops to her knees and buries her whole mouth over April’s cunt. Flat tongue, aggressive, sweeping bottom to top in long, nasty strokes. She latches onto the swollen clit and sucks hard, like she’s trying to swallow it whole.

“Fuck, she’s already gushing… what a sweet, obedient little cunt,” she growls, then dives back in harder, faster, making wet, gluttonous slurping noises.

A ice-eyed blonde climbs up on the backrest behind April, grabs both fat tits in a brutal double grip, and squeezes like she’s milking them dry.

“These tits were made to be bitten,” she hisses, then sinks her teeth into the left nipple while yanking the right one like she wants to rip it off. “Your little slut’s got perfect fucking tits.”

Another woman—tall, golden skin—straddles April’s face without asking, plants her drenched, scorching cunt right over her mouth and nose.

“Eat my pussy, gorgeous. Tongue all the way in. Now.” She fists April’s hair and starts grinding her hips in short, brutal thrusts, literally fucking April’s face.

Victoria clamps a hand on the back of April’s neck and shoves her head up harder into the dripping slit.

“More tongue, bitch. I wanna hear her scream while you tongue-fuck her cunt with your mouth. Do it right, my little whore.”

The fourth one—vicious curves, blood-red lips—shoves in between April’s thighs right next to the brunette. They fight over the clit: one licking, the other sucking, shoving each other, elbows clashing.

Red-lips jams two fingers in deep, curls them viciously hunting that G-spot, while the brunette keeps attacking the clit like a feral animal.

April’s fucking gone: mouth stuffed full of hot, grinding, leaking cunt, clit tortured by two starving mouths, tits bitten and pinched raw, ass grinding into the velvet, and Victoria owning every single filthy second.

“Swallow it all, baby… swallow that pussy while they wreck yours,” Victoria whispers hot against her ear, then bites down on her neck. “Enjoy the show, slut. You’re nothing but open holes for these bitches to empty themselves into.”

The moans turn into a filthy symphony. The brunette speeds up on the clit, sucking with obscene wet noises. Red-lips shoves a third finger in and pistons them mercilessly, splashing inside the soaked cunt.

The blonde twists and chews the tits harder. The tall one grinds faster, drenching April’s entire face in slick.

“I’m gonna come… I’m coming…” April gasps into the cunt smothering her.

“Come right fucking now, my slut. I want them all to feel you shake,” Victoria orders.

The orgasm rips through her like lightning. Thighs quaking, back bowed, muffled scream vibrating against wet flesh. Her cunt clamps down in violent spasms. The four don’t stop—they double down.

“Don’t let her breathe,” Victoria growls, sadistic grin splitting her face. “I want her coming until her eyes roll back. Until she can’t even talk.”

The brunette attacks the clit again, sucking with animal brutality. Red-lips keeps three fingers buried, pounding and curling without mercy, squelching loudly.

The blonde twists and bites the tits in rhythm. The tall one rubs harder, soaking April’s face completely.

“She’s even wetter… this whore comes and begs for more,” red-lips mutters, licking her lips.

Victoria leans down, traps a nipple between her teeth, bites slow, then sucks it violently while her hand drops and pinches April’s clit right alongside the brunette’s tongue.

“Spread wider, baby. Wider. I want this cunt on full display so everyone sees it get ruined.”

April obeys instantly, legs splayed to the limit, shaking.

Victoria shoves two of her own fingers in alongside the other three. Five fingers now, stretching, colliding, fucking her mercilessly.

“Fuck… yes… fuck me…” April moans, arching her whole body.

Victoria switches tits, attacks the other nipple with savage sucking, leaves it glistening with spit while her free hand clamps down on the freshly bitten one.

“Look at me. Look me in the eyes, little whore. I wanna see your face when you break for me.”

April’s eyes flutter open, glassy, surrendered. Victoria’s stare is pure fucking ownership.

“Give it all to me. Shatter. Now.”

The brunette sucks the clit like she’s trying to rip it off. Red-lips rams the fingers harder. Victoria rubs vicious fast circles on the clit.

“I’m coming! I’m fucking coming!” April screams, voice shredded.

“Come hard, baby. Squirt for me. Break yourself wide open.”

The second orgasm detonates like a bomb. April’s body arches so hard she almost snaps. A primal scream tears her throat raw.

Her cunt clamps down so violently it shoots the fingers out in a hot, gushing stream that splashes the brunette’s face, soaks red-lips’ tits, and drenches the couch. Legs jerk uncontrollably. Pleasure tears streak down her temples.

Victoria fists her hair, drags her in, kisses her mouth still slick with another woman’s cunt, and whispers with sick sweetness:

“That was just the appetizer, my gorgeous little whore… now the real fun starts.”


Part 2 – Meat Swap: Used Balls-to-the-Wall

“Come here, my gorgeous little slut…” Victoria snatches April by the nape, legs still quivering, cunt still dripping rivers onto the couch from round one. “We’re moving. You’ve teased the crowd enough. Now it’s time to get used for real.”

“Where…?” April gasps, voice shredded, thighs gleaming with her own slick.

“To get your holes fucked until you can’t walk straight. To get used like the obedient fuck-toy you are.”

They weave through the writhing bodies and bouncing moans, skin slapping skin everywhere.

They push into a smaller room—thicker red light, low wide bed like a goddamn altar of flesh. Two women are devouring each other’s mouths on the mattress, hands buried wrist-deep in each other’s sloppy cunts.

A golden-skinned brunette with black snake tattoos crawling up her arms and throat lifts her eyes and locks onto April like prey she’s already tasted.

“She’s all yours,” Victoria says flat and cold. “Use her. Break her. Do whatever the fuck your cunt tells you to do with her. I’m taking yours.”

“Deal,” the tattooed one answers, shoving her girl aside with a gentle-but-firm push.

Victoria shoves April toward the bed.

“All yours. Make her scream, make her beg, make her come until she forgets her own fucking name.” Then she’s gone, disappearing behind the curtain with the other one, not even a backward glance.

The tattooed bitch stares down at April like a predator that already knows the flavor of the kill.

“Sit in the middle of the mattress. Legs wide open. Now.”

April obeys instantly, heart hammering in her throat. The tattooed one leaps onto the bed like a cat, kneels between her thighs, and yanks them even wider with one brutal tug.

“Look at you…” she whispers, sliding an open palm up the inside of April’s thigh until she grazes the swollen, puffy lips. “Cunt already soaked, clit red and throbbing, fat tits shaking… You were built to be used, weren’t you, little whore?”

No answer expected. She dives.

Whole mouth clamps over the clit, sucking vicious from the first second like she’s trying to rip it off. Flat tongue, aggressive, sweeping and slapping.

April lets out a high, broken scream and claws the sheets.

“Fuck… yes… like that… don’t stop…!”

“Not fucking stopping,” the tattooed bitch growls into wet flesh. “This cunt belongs to me now.”

She rams three fingers in balls-deep, all the way to the knuckles, and starts pounding with savage rhythm, curling them up hard. Other hand clamps April’s hip in a bruising grip, pinning her so she can’t squirm away.

“Good girl… just like that… spread wider… let me drill this pussy to the fucking bottom.”

Tongue returns to the clit—sucking, flicking fast, nipping lightly. Fingers inside speed up, wet obscene squelching filling the whole damn room.

“You love getting fucked hard, don’t you? Say it.”

“Yes… fuck yes… I love getting my cunt pounded like this…!”

“Then hold the fuck on,” the tattooed one says, licking her lips and fingers clean. “We’re just getting started. I haven’t even begun wrecking you yet.”

She stands, yanks open a drawer beside the bed, pulls out a thick black strap-on—veiny, curved, long as hell, fat at the base. Holds it up like a trophy.

“Face down. Now. Ass up. Legs spread. I want you exposed like the good little slut you are.”

April rolls slowly, body shaking. The tattooed one grabs her hips, kicks her knees wider, shoves her chest down so her back arches to the limit. Ass high, tight virgin pucker winking, completely vulnerable.

“Fuck… what a juicy fucking ass,” she mutters, hands spreading the cheeks wide. “Perfect for breaking.”

She leans in and drags her tongue from the dripping cunt all the way up to the asshole—slow, wet, insistent. Circles the tight ring, pushes the tip inside, pulls out, dives back in.

April moans deep.

“You love getting your ass eaten, huh? Love getting rimmed open so it can get fucked. Say it loud, bitch. I want your tongue in my ass… I want every fucking inch…”

“Yes… yes…”

The tattooed one bites one cheek hard enough to mark, then grabs the strap-on. Slathers it thick with lube, presses the fat head right against the clenched hole.

“You’re gonna feel every goddamn inch. Breathe… and push back when I tell you.”

She pushes slow at first. Head pops in. April groans low and guttural. The tattooed one keeps going, inch by inch, no rush but no mercy, until half the monster is buried.

“Good little whore… now the rest.”

She shoves two fingers into the soaked cunt at the same time, filling her front and back.

“I wanna feel everything clench when you come. Holes working for me both ways.”

She starts thrusting the strap-on—rhythm building: in, out, deeper. Fingers slam the pussy without pity. The room fills with pure filthy sex sounds: wet slaps, squelching, obscene gushing.

“Fuck…” April moans, shoving back to meet it.

“I’m gonna make you come from your ass for the first time, slut. You’re gonna squeeze this cock so hard you scream my name even if you don’t know it.”

She ramps up. Strap-on pounds in and out with brutal, deep strokes. Fingers drill relentlessly. She reaches under, grabs a fat tit, twists the nipple viciously.

“Give it to me. Come now. Break.”

The anal orgasm hits like a fucking freight train. April screams raw, asshole clamping down violently around the thick shaft, cunt spasming and squirting around the fingers.

Whole body shakes, convulses, arches. The tattooed one keeps pounding through every spasm until they fade, until April collapses face-down, drenched in sweat, panting, strap-on still buried deep, fingers dripping.

The tattooed bitch leans over her back, kisses the sweaty neck, and rasps in a hoarse, satisfied growl:

“Pretty girl… now you’re finally ready to be passed back.”


Part 3 – Broken by the Club Queen: Total Fucking Submission

The new room is a straight-up pleasure inferno. Bodies tangled everywhere, moans cracking like whips, hands plunging deep, tongues devouring without mercy.

In one corner a brunette’s getting double-penetrated balls-deep while she desperately tongue-fucks another chick’s mouth; in the center two filthy sluts take turns biting and twisting a third’s nipples until she’s screaming like a banshee.

Victoria and April step in naked, hand in hand, skin slick and shining with sweat and cunt juice.

The Patrona’s eyes—a tall, stacked blonde with thick cock-sucking lips, big firm tits, and a wide round juicy ass—lock onto them instantly. First on Victoria, pure challenge flashing; then on April, raw hunger, like she’s already balls-deep inside her.

“You two… right here. Now,” the Patrona orders, no question, pointing at the center of a massive bed.

Victoria gives a slow, elegant smile edged with razor danger.

“What’s the play, Queen?”

“Both of you on me. Make me gasp for air. Make me come so hard my legs shake. And then… I’m gonna wreck you both.”

Victoria tilts her head.

“April, think we can handle her. Right, my little slut?”

“Whatever you say, ma’am…” April answers, eyes dropping submissively.

The Patrona flops onto her back in the middle, snaps her legs wide open, obscenely, flashing a pink, swollen, dripping cunt.

“You, delicious brunette,” she points at Victoria, “I want that mouth right here. Now. I want that long expert tongue buried inside me.”

“And you, little whore,” eyes on April promising total ruin, “finger-bang my pussy while she eats me out. Deep. No mercy.”

Victoria slides between the spread thighs, drops her head, and plants her whole mouth over the sloppy vulva. Flat tongue, aggressive, sweeping bottom to top, latching onto the clit and sucking viciously from the jump.

April kneels beside her, rams two fingers in without warning, deep to the knuckles, and starts pounding.

“Yes… fuck… both of you… faster… harder…” the Patrona growls, one hand clamping Victoria’s nape, the other gripping April’s wrist, nails digging in. “Fuck me like you mean it.”

Victoria laps with long brutal strokes, soaking everything, up and down, plunging her tongue inside, pulling out, sucking the swollen clit hard.

April ramps up, slamming fingers to the hilt, feeling the walls clamp and pulse.

“Mmm… yes… you’re driving me fucking insane…” The Patrona arches, claws the mattress, hips bucking for more.

Victoria glances up, lips glistening.

“April, deeper. Give that cunt everything. Make her gush.”

April obeys, shoves in a third finger, then a fourth, stretching wide, pumping violently. The Patrona moans loud, thighs quaking.

“More tongue, brunette… shove it all the way in… I want you eating me alive.”

Victoria mashes her tongue against the clit while sucking like an animal, nipping lightly, flicking fast. April speeds up, wet obscene squelching flooding the room.

“Fuck… don’t stop… I’m gonna come… I’m gonna—” The Patrona bites her lower lip. “Fuck, I’m coming!”

A deep, drawn-out roar rips from her throat. Body convulses in brutal spasms, cunt clamping down on April’s fingers in savage waves, squirting hot juice that splashes Victoria’s mouth and chin.

Victoria doesn’t pull back—keeps licking, dragging the orgasm out until the Patrona collapses back, panting, wearing a satisfied queen’s smirk.

“Good… very fucking good…” she breathes. “Now it’s your turn. On your knees. Both of you. Right in front of me. I want to see how obedient you can be.”

Victoria and April drop to their knees instantly, chests heaving, right in front of her.

The Patrona sits up against the pillows, spreads her legs again, points.

“You, little one, mouth right here. Eat my pussy. Make me feel that tongue disappear inside.”

“And you, brunette, give me that ass right here—” She slaps the mattress in front of her face. “Ass up, spread wide. I’m gonna fuck you while your slut eats me.”

Victoria turns around, bends forward, arches deep, offering her high round ass. April buries her face between the blonde’s thighs, lapping desperately, flat tongue sweeping the clit, diving inside.

“Mmm… yes… like that, baby… more tongue… deeper…” The Patrona fists April’s hair, sets the brutal rhythm, while both hands spread Victoria’s cheeks wide.

“What a perfect fucking ass, brunette… made to be stretched.”

She rams two fingers straight into the tight asshole.

“Ah… fuck…” Victoria groans.

“Easy, gorgeous… I’m gonna fill you good. You’re gonna squeeze my fingers tight while your whore sucks me off.”

She adds a third finger, starts pounding deep and hard. April sucks the Patrona’s clit, tongue-fucking her cunt, lapping nonstop.

“More… give me more…” The Patrona grins. “Open that pussy wide with your tongue—I wanna come all over your face while I wreck your boss’s ass.”

The Patrona drives her whole hand in, brutal, wrist-deep in Victoria’s ass. Other hand grips April’s head, forcing the pace. Moans and wet filthy sounds fill the room like a nasty symphony.

“Mmm… just like that… both of you working for me… perfect little whores…” the Patrona growls. “Look at me. Look at me while I use you.”

Victoria twists her head slightly, eyes locking with April’s.

April attacks harder, sucking the clit viciously, licking frantic.

The Patrona leans forward, bites Victoria’s neck hard, and shoves her hand even deeper.

“Squeeze… I wanna feel you shake around my fist.”

Victoria moans louder, pushes back, chasing more depth. April never stops devouring the Patrona’s clit.

“Now we switch…” the Patrona growls, yanks her hand free from Victoria’s ass, flips both girls onto their backs side by side, legs splayed wide. “I’m gonna eat you both.”

She dives on April first: brutal tongue on the clit, three fingers slamming into the cunt, pounding mercilessly. Then switches: tongue on Victoria, fingers in April, alternating fast, no breaks.

“I want you both to come for me… give me every drop of your pleasure…” the Patrona snarls, speeding up, sucking, plunging, fucking with fury.

The two arch, hands finding each other, fingers locking tight on the sheets.

“Now! Come for me, you filthy whores!” the Patrona commands.

They scream in unison. Bodies tensing, shaking violently. Cunts clamping down on fingers, clits throbbing under the relentless tongue. Hot squirts splashing, spasms rocking them head to toe.

The Patrona doesn’t let up: keeps licking, keeps finger-banging, milks every last tremor until they’re wrecked, gasping, drenched in sweat, legs spread, completely fucking surrendered.

The Patrona rises. Her fingers gleam under the red light. She lifts them like trophies, spreads them wide, brings them first to her own nose and inhales deep, predatory smile splitting her face.

“Mmm… smell how fucking good your mixed cunt juices are…” she rasps, voice hoarse and smug. “Now clean me like the obedient sluts you are.”

She leans forward, shoves them first toward Victoria’s mouth.

“Open up, boss… Suck your own juices off my fingers. Taste how much of a whore you turn into when you get fucked.”

Victoria, still panting, opens wide without breaking eye contact.

The Patrona rams four fingers down her throat. Victoria moans around them, tongue swirling, sucking every drop, swallowing her own flavor mixed with April’s. Eyes glaze over as the Patrona slowly fucks her mouth with the slick fingers.

“Just like that… good girl… swallow it all.”

She pulls them free, moves to April, who’s already mouth open.

“Your turn, little slut… suck the fingers that were just buried in your mistress’s cunt.”

April latches on, tongue curling around each digit, licking, sucking hard, gulping down spit and foreign juices. The Patrona pushes deeper until April gags a little, but she doesn’t pull back—she moans louder, eyes locked on the Patrona’s.

Now both are kneeling in front of her, mouths gaping, tongues out. The Patrona shoves fingers from both hands at once: right hand into Victoria’s mouth, left into April’s, forcing them to suck in perfect rhythm.

“Look how pretty you are… both lapping my fingers like bitches in heat… cleaning your own cunts off my hands.”

She makes them suck faster, deeper, until the fingers shine only with spit.

“Very good… my perfect little whores…” the Patrona whispers, licking her lips. “You can keep fucking in my club tonight… but every time you come from now on, you’re gonna remember who you really belong to.”

She stands, regal as hell, gives each of them one last hard slap on the ass, then strides away, leaving Victoria and April kneeling, trembling, still tasting the absolute surrender she fucked out of them.


Part 4 – Ambush in the Black: Groped by Strangers

The Patrona melts back into the club’s shadows with that low, throaty laugh still ringing in Victoria and April’s ears. The main room’s moans bleed into the sudden quiet hanging between them like thick smoke.

Victoria stays kneeling a second longer, tongue still coated in the Patrona’s fingers and April’s cunt juice, then drags in a deep breath. Her black eyes lock onto April—shivering, skin gleaming with sweat, pussy still twitching and leaking.

Victoria rises slow, regal, naked body catching the dim lights like wet leather. She steps to April, still on her knees, fists a handful of hair—firm, not cruel—and yanks her head back so she’s forced to stare up.

“You think just because the Patrona fucked me we’re done?” Victoria whispers, voice gravel-rough and dripping reclaimed power. “No, my gorgeous little slut. She borrowed me for a minute. Now I’m back in charge.”

April swallows hard. A shiver races down her spine. Victoria leans in, brushes lips against lips but doesn’t kiss—just tastes, laps up the leftover spit and juices still clinging to April’s mouth.

“Get up,” she orders, releasing the hair. “We’re going into the dark. I want to watch you disappear under hands and tongues…”

She grabs April’s wrist and drags her down the narrow hallway to a heavy black curtain.

“Step inside, pretty little whore… step in and give it all up.” Victoria’s voice scrapes low, loaded with non-negotiable command. One hand clamps the back of April’s neck and shoves her through the curtain like fresh meat tossed to wolves.

The air flips the second they cross: hotter, thicker, reeking of sweat, expensive perfume, and drenched pussy that sticks to skin like glue. The darkness pulses, alive, starving.

Instant touch on April’s back—a hand clamps her waist, possessive squeeze. Another slides up the inside of her thigh and grazes her swollen cunt lips.

“Fuck, what smooth skin… made to be groped,” an unknown voice breathes hot against her ear. Lips capture her earlobe and bite down hard.

Victoria hangs back one step, crooked smile twisting her mouth. She doesn’t interfere. Lets the black start its work.

April tries to turn— a hard hand grabs her chin, fingers digging in.

“Stay still, bitch. Open your mouth.” A tongue rams down her throat in a sloppy, urgent, spit-dripping kiss. Drool runs down her chin in thick strings.

From below, three fingers plunge straight into April’s soaked cunt—no warning, knuckles-deep—and start slow, deep pumping.

“She’s gushing like a bitch in heat…” an excited voice mutters.

Strong hands yank April’s arms high overhead and pin them. Two mouths attack her fat tits instantly: one bites the left nipple viciously, tugging with teeth; the other sucks the right hard, licking and slurping until it’s red and throbbing.

“Wider… I want that cunt fully exposed,” a deep voice growls. Four sets of hands seize April’s thighs and wrench them apart to the breaking point.

A hot tongue drags from her navel straight down and buries itself in her pussy—slow, wide circles, sucking the swollen clit like it’s trying to pull it inside.

A naked body with huge tits presses tight against her back. Tongue traces her neck while a finger pushes into her asshole.

“I could come just from your screams… scream for me, slut.”

The tongue between her legs speeds up, sucks harder, laps faster. Victoria slips her own hand in front, pinches the clit right alongside the devouring mouth.

“Feel how they’re using you… but remember: when they’re done, I’m gonna fuck what’s left of you until there’s nothing but holes and obedience.”

Someone grabs her chin again, kisses her brutally—strange tongue invading while the rest keep working below.

April shatters. A savage orgasm rips her in half. Body convulses. Cunt clamps down on the fingers, hot squirts spraying faces, hands, floor. Asshole squeezes the invading digit. Tits quake.

“Don’t stop… keep going…” Victoria orders, gripping April’s nape tight while another woman drops to her knees and laps up every dripping drop running down her thighs, drinking it like it’s fucking nectar.

The dark zone stinks of pure sex—wet cunts, sweat, raw pleasure. April collapses onto a low couch, legs splayed to the limit, chest heaving, pussy red and pulsing, asshole twitching.

Victoria kneels beside her, strokes sweat-soaked hair, and leans in with a satisfied hunter’s smile, whispering right against her ear:

“This is just the warmup, my gorgeous little slut. The darkness still has so many hands… so many tongues… and the whole night to use you until all that’s left is pleasure and total fucking surrender.”

As she says it, another unknown hand already snakes between April’s wide-open thighs, hunting the throbbing clit, ready to start all over.

The darkness grins. And waits.


Part 5 – Tied & Spread: The Thrill of Being Watched

The darkness still throbs around April when Victoria clamps a hand around her wrist. Fingers dig into slick skin—not brutal, but owning every goddamn inch.

“Enough,” Victoria orders, voice low and razor-sharp. “You’ve had your fill of anonymous hands. Now it’s time for the real thing.”

She doesn’t let go, drags April backward through the black curtain again, out of the pitch-black zone and back into the main club.

April stumbles, legs still jelly from the orgasms that wrecked her, swollen cunt hypersensitive, juices sliding down her thighs in thick trails, asshole pulsing like it’s got a heartbeat of its own.

Victoria shoves her firmly down a dimly lit hallway straight into the main room.

The air shifts—heavier, expectant. Low red lights pour like warm blood over a round bed smack in the center of the stage. The crowd around it holds its collective breath.

Two women already own the spotlight: a tall, ripped brunette with steel-dominant eyes, and a pale redhead bound hand and foot with black ropes that bite into trembling white flesh.

Victoria and April drop onto a low red-velvet couch in the front row. The room’s heat slaps their naked skin; the thick reek of sex and anticipation floods their lungs.

“Look close at that redhead, April…” Victoria whispers, voice hot and low. “That’s exactly how you’re gonna look soon. And me? I’m gonna break you right in front of every bitch here.”

The brunette grabs a harness strapped with a thick, obscene red dildo. She buckles it on with precise, practiced moves, then steps up to the redhead, who’s already panting hard, cunt swollen and gleaming under the lights.

She penetrates her front-on, slow at first so the whole crowd can watch every inch stretch that tight pussy open. The redhead groans deep, back arching, fat tits heaving up and down.

“That size… fuck…” April mutters, nervous.

“It’ll look even better crammed down your throat,” Victoria answers, hand already sliding up April’s inner thigh, grazing the slick lips. “You’re gonna swallow it whole, little slut. Until you choke on it.”

The brunette ramps up, slamming hard, the harness pounding in and out with wet, echoing slaps. Without pulling out, she leans in and shoves two fingers straight into the redhead’s ass, driving deep.

“Both holes at once…” Victoria breathes against April’s ear, already curling one finger slowly into her own dripping cunt.

“I’m gonna do the exact same to you. My strap buried in your pussy, my fingers wrecking your ass. And you’re gonna moan just like that whore.”

The brunette yanks the dildo free but jams a third finger into the ass. The redhead screams, back bowing so hard she almost snaps.

The brunette dives in, tongue plunging between the cheeks, circling the stretched hole around her fingers, sucking, tongue-fucking while she keeps pumping.

“And the third hole…” Victoria rasps, voice filthy and thick. “My tongue in your ass while I ruin you. Can you picture it? My whole hand stretching you? My mouth devouring your tight little pucker?”

April nods, eyes glued to the stage, swallowing the spit pooling in her mouth.

The brunette flips her sub without releasing her: face down, hips yanked high, round ass presented to the crowd like a fucking offering.

She slams the red dildo back into the cunt—deeper, faster now, brutal dry thrusts that make the redhead’s heavy tits bounce wildly. One hand fists the hair, yanks her head back hard, forcing her to face the audience while she gets used like a toy.

“I want you looking at me the same way,” Victoria whispers, voice trembling with promise. “Mouth gaping, legs shaking, cunt gushing while I fuck you in front of everyone. I want them all to see how I break you wide open.”

The redhead howls when the brunette shoves a fourth finger into her ass and rams the strap at the same time. Wet, nasty, squelching sounds flood the entire room.

“Listen to that…” Victoria says, already pumping two fingers slow and deep into April’s soaked cunt. “That’s the exact sound your body’s gonna make when I get you up there. Dripping, clenching, begging.”

The brunette pauses for a heartbeat. Spins the redhead around. Props her sitting up, legs splayed wide toward the crowd, cunt red and dripping. Climbs on, crouches in front of her face, and shoves the slick dildo straight into her mouth.

She fists the nape, forces her to take it slow—inch by inch—until the redhead’s lips kiss the base, throat stuffed full, thick ropes of drool cascading down her chin.

“That’s how you’re gonna feel it—swallowing every inch,” Victoria says, thumb already circling April’s swollen clit. “You’re gonna suck my strap clean of your own cunt juice. Gonna deep-throat it until pleasure tears stream down your face.”

“That deep…?” April’s voice shakes, eyes never leaving the stage.

“Deeper. Way fucking deeper. Until you gag on my plastic cock and look up at me with those surrendered whore eyes.”

The brunette yanks the spit-drenched strap free and slams it right back between the redhead’s legs, pounding with fresh brutal force.

One hand stuffs fingers down her throat, making her suck them clean while the other mercilessly drills her ass.

“All holes, April… every single one,” Victoria drags out, voice like a dirty caress. “My strap wrecking your pussy, my fingers ruining your ass, my other hand fucking your mouth. You’re gonna be stuffed full from every angle.”

The crowd murmurs, some openly fingering themselves, tongues on tits. April swallows hard, breathing deep, trapped in the sight, her own cunt throbbing violently.

The brunette shifts angle, puts her on all fours. Thrusts the dildo into the cunt and fingers into the ass at the same time. The redhead screams, back arching, legs spreading wider on instinct, cunt exposed, ass gaping, completely fucking surrendered.

“Look at her…” Victoria says. “She doesn’t even try to close up. That’s what I want from you. Total openness for me. Letting every bitch here watch me fuck you until you shatter.”

The pace turns savage. The redhead’s body shakes, tits bouncing, ass clamping the fingers, cunt spasming around the thick strap. The brunette never eases up—slamming, pounding, owning.

On the couch, April’s breathing fast, hands gripping her own thighs, not daring to touch herself… yet. Victoria smirks at the sight.

The brunette freezes suddenly, still buried to the hilt in the sub’s cunt, staring her down. The redhead—sweat-drenched, trembling, mouth slack, legs splayed to the max—nods slowly, eyes glassy with absolute bliss.

A single electric second of silence.

Then the brunette snaps her hips—one final brutal thrust. Presses the dildo a centimeter deeper. At the same time, drives all four fingers balls-deep into the ass, curls them upward, slamming against the thin wall separating the holes.

That’s the trigger.

The redhead’s eyes fly wide. She breaks.

A raw, animal roar rips from her throat, hoarse and shredded, echoing off the walls. Her whole body arches like lightning’s ripping through her from toes to skull.

Heavy tits bounce violently, rock-hard nipples stabbing at the ceiling as her chest heaves in uncontrollable spasms.

Her cunt clamps down brutally around the thick dildo—squeezing, pulsing, blasting hot, thick squirts that drench the brunette’s stomach and soak the mattress. Her ass grips the four fingers in rhythmic spasms, trying to swallow them whole.

Legs quake nonstop, thigh muscles flexing and releasing in waves, knees buckling and straightening, instinctively trying to close but the ropes keep her spread obscenely wide.

The brunette holds position: dildo locked in the cunt, fingers buried in the ass, thumb now pressing cruel fast circles on the hypersensitive clit. Every flick rips another squirt, another scream, another convulsion.

It’s not one orgasm—it’s a fucking chain, overlapping waves that steal her breath. The redhead howls again, voice cracking into a guttural wail, body jerking like she’s being electrocuted with pure pleasure.

Cunt gushes nonstop, clear thick juices cascading down thighs, dripping over her ass, soaking everything. Ass clenches so hard around the fingers the brunette feels every pulse, every heartbeat.

Tits tremble with each spasm, nipples so hard they look ready to snap. Back arches to the breaking point, ropes cutting red lines into pale skin that gleam under the lights.

One final long, guttural, animal scream—body tenses in a perfect bow—then collapses. Legs jerk one last time, cunt throbs with slow, deep contractions, still leaking small spurts onto the bed.

The redhead slumps back, held only by the ropes, mouth gaping, eyes glassy and unfocused, chest heaving like she ran a marathon, pleasure tears streaking her cheeks, sweat drenching every pale inch.

The brunette doesn’t pull out. Keeps the strap buried, fingers deep in the ass, thumb resting just enough on the overstimulated clit to turn every heartbeat into delicious torture.

Silence hangs for an eternal beat.

Then the whole room explodes: furious applause, hot whistles, hoarse laughs, screams of “More!”, palms slamming tables, women yelling in heat while they finger themselves raw.

The brunette raises her sub’s hand like a champ after a brutal fight. The redhead smiles, legs still forced wide, cunt throbbing and glossy, ass marked, body shaking from contained and released orgasms.

She takes the ovation like the filthiest, most perfect prize in the world.

Victoria claps slow, dangerous half-smile curling her lips, then leans in until her mouth brushes April’s earlobe.

“Listen…” she murmurs, voice thick with promise. “That’s what happens when you really give it up. When you let them use you, fuck you, break you in front of everyone.”

April doesn’t answer. Just keeps staring at the now-empty stage, swallowing the drool flooding her mouth, feeling the club’s heat pool between her legs, in the pulsing cunt, in the clenching asshole already imagining it.

The lights dim slow. The brunette helps her sub up, kisses her deep, possessive hug, then both vanish down a dark hallway.

The echo of applause lingers in the room… and in April’s head like a promise she can’t fucking wait for anymore.

Victoria squeezes her hand hard.

“Your turn’s coming soon, my gorgeous little slut. Get ready to climb up there… and let every bitch in this place watch me claim you in front of the whole damn world.”


Part 6 – Forbidden Reflections: Every Corner Exposed

Victoria’s hand clamps down on April’s like iron chains wrapped in skin, fingers locked tight and possessive. She rises in one smooth, predatory motion, yanking April up with her.

April feels the sharp tug on her wrist, the scorching heat of Victoria’s palm against hers, and lets herself be dragged without a shred of fight.

Her heart hammers in her throat, her temples, her dripping cunt. The swollen pussy throbs with every step, juices sliding thick and sticky down the insides of her thighs.

Victoria doesn’t speak. Just strides forward, cutting through the main room like she owns every bitch in it. Hungry eyes rake over them from every corner, but Victoria doesn’t give a fuck. Her target is locked.

They hit a narrow hallway lit only by dim violet strips that make their naked skin gleam like it’s been slathered in oil. The air shifts—cooler, cleaner, metallic. Victoria stops at a glossy black door, no sign, just a silver knob.

“Your turn’s getting close, my gorgeous little slut,” she finally whispers, spinning to face April.

Releases the hand only to fist the nape of her neck, forcing eye contact. “But before every whore in this place watches you shatter in front of the world… you’re gonna learn to watch yourself shatter first.”

She shoves the door open. The mirror room explodes in front of them—an endless maze of reflections and filthy promises.

“Get in, pretty little whore… get in and take a good long look at yourself.” Victoria pushes April through with controlled, possessive force. The door clicks shut behind them, sealing out the rest of the world.

The room is pure infinity mirrors. Every wall, ceiling, pillar, even the floor under their bare feet is flawless glass throwing April’s naked body back at her from a hundred angles.

Glistening skin under soft, strategic lights. Nipples hard as bullets. Thighs quivering with dried juices glued to the inner skin. Swollen pink cunt exposed without mercy.

One step and she sees it all: round juicy ass, high fat tits, throbbing pussy. She swallows hard, pulse slamming in her throat.

“It’s… too much…” she breathes, hands twitching to cover herself.

“Don’t you fucking dare cover up, bitch.” Victoria seizes her wrists in a brutal grip and yanks them down. “In here you’re gonna watch yourself get fucked. Watch yourself spread, gush, break.”

Two women lounge on the central couch, surrounded by mirrors. One with a buzzcut and eyes sharp as switchblades watches April like prey she’s already tasted.

The other—cinnamon skin, thick full lips—rises slow, circles her, tits dragging across April’s back, wet cunt brushing her ass, until they’re face to face.

“You’re gonna see every filthy thing we do to you,” buzzcut says, grabbing April’s wrists and steering her until her back slams against a massive mirror.

“Don’t take your eyes off yourself for one second. I want you to see what the hottest fucking slut in this club looks like.”

Cinnamon drops to her knees slow, hands sliding up inner thighs and wrenching them wide—obscenely open.

“You’re already dripping, little whore…” she purrs with hot mockery. “Look how your cunt’s leaking.”

“Show her how you do it,” buzzcut orders, voice like steel.

Cinnamon’s tongue dives straight in—flat, aggressive, sweeping hard from taint to clit, burying deep between swollen lips. She sucks the red button viciously, laps fast circles, plunges her tongue inside.

April lets out a long, broken moan, staring at the mirror: her own mouth gaping in a perfect O, fat tits bouncing with every gasp, cunt spreading wider under the starving mouth.

“Wider,” buzzcut growls, shoving April’s hips forward with hands gripping her ass cheeks. “I want the mirror to see that pussy get wrecked.”

A finger rams in without warning, then another, then three—brutal, deep thrusts. April sees it all in a thousand reflections: pink vulva gaping, tongue sliding up and down, fingers plunging in and out with wet, squelching rhythm.

Cinnamon looks up while she works, eyes locked on April’s through the glass, like she knows every multiplied detail is driving her insane.

“Look at yourself,” buzzcut whispers hot against her ear, voice rough. “Look at how they’re pounding your cunt. Look at how you spread like an obedient little whore.”

“What the fuck is this…” April moans, hypnotized by her own surrendered reflection.

Cinnamon speeds up, fingers slamming to the hilt while her thumb grinds cruel fast circles on the swollen clit. April slaps both palms against the cold mirror, watching her own ass clench, thighs quake, face lose every scrap of control.

“I want you to come staring into your own eyes,” buzzcut says, twisting her nipples viciously. “See what the wettest slut in the club looks like.”

Moans turn short, ragged, desperate. Wet finger-fucking, sucking tongue, spit and cunt juice mixing—fills the room. April tries to look away on instinct; buzzcut grabs her chin hard, forces her back to the reflection.

“That’s it… look at yourself… come watching yourself break.”

A brutal spasm rips through her. Legs shake violently, mouth opens in a silent scream that explodes, and the orgasm slams her like a whip.

Cunt clamps down hard on the fingers, blasting clear squirts that hit the mirror, streak down the glass, drip down her thighs.

Mirrors multiply it: soaked vulva pulsing, clit red and throbbing, drops falling, tits quaking, face twisted in absolute bliss.

“Gorgeous…” buzzcut whispers, releasing her chin with a possessive stroke. “Now you know why so many mirrors: so you can see exactly what a filthy whore you become when you give it all up.”

April’s still catching her breath, back glued to the cold mirror, legs splayed and shaking, when Victoria materializes behind her like a dominant shadow. Strong hands circle her waist, squeeze tight.

“We’re not done yet, my gorgeous little slut,” she breathes against her neck, nipping the skin. “I want you coming again… but this time my way. Hard. Dirty. No fucking mercy.”

Buzzcut smirks and steps back, eyes blazing with heat.

“Your girl knows her shit.”

“And you don’t go far,” Victoria orders, voice slicing like a blade. “I want you spreading that cunt wide while I handle the rest… and wreck her the way she deserves.”

Cinnamon drops back to her knees, rams three fingers in without gentleness, stretching April to the limit, brutalizing the inner walls.

Mirrors throw back the obscene view: wet pink insides hungry, swallowing fingers like they’ll never get enough.

“Look at yourself, April,” Victoria demands, shoving her hips forward against the cold glass. “Look how they use you. Look how they pound your cunt right in front of your own eyes.”

Victoria steps away for a second, bends to a corner, grabs a massive black dildo—thick as a forearm, long, veiny, bulbous head glistening with lube. She straps it on with precise snaps, the black plastic gleaming.

Presses back against April’s back, the monster cock wedged between her ass cheeks.

“You’re gonna moan my name… and hers… I want the whole club to hear you scream that you’re my whore,” she whispers, lips glued to her ear.

“Victoria… fuck…” April gasps, watching Cinnamon ramp up the fingers, curling them viciously.

Victoria spreads April’s cheeks hard, the fat head of the giant black dildo nudging her tight asshole.

“Relax… you’re taking it all. Pussy, ass, tits… every inch is mine.”

Cinnamon’s now working four fingers in the cunt, stretching, pounding mercilessly.

Buzzcut steps in front, grabs April’s fat tits in both hands, squeezes brutally, twisting nipples, pinching, pulling until the sweet-pain line blurs. Then drops her mouth, sucks one hard, bites the edge, laps the swollen bud while her free hand milks the other tit like she’s trying to drain it.

Victoria works a finger slow into the ass, then two, then three—opening the tight ring while the monster dildo waits.

April screams—her reflection is pure unleashed lust: half-lidded eyes, gaping mouth, sweat running down neck and between tits, cunt and ass stuffed, tits shaking under buzzcut’s mouth and hands.

“They’re gonna break me,” she whispers, voice cracked.

“Tell it to your reflection,” Victoria orders, gripping her chin to keep her staring. “Tell your mirror what a whore you are. Scream who you belong to.”

“I’m… your whore…” April trembles.

“Louder. Let the whole club hear.”

“I’m your whore! I’m victoria’s fucking slut!” She screams, and Cinnamon answers by slamming fingers deeper, curling hard against the G-spot.

Victoria presses the giant black dildo against the asshole, bulbous head forcing its way in inch by inch. Slow at first, letting April feel every vein, every stretch to the max.

Buzzcut never lets go of the tits: sucks one nipple viciously, bites, laps, while her hand twists the other, pulling until April arches and moans louder.

When half the monster is buried, Victoria slams forward—buries it to the base in April’s ass. The scream that rips out is animal, shredded, echoing through the mirror maze.

Reflections multiply: ass gaping and stuffed, cunt stretched around four fingers, tits quaking under mouth and hands, face twisted in pleasure-pain bliss.

Victoria starts thrusting—slow, then faster, each slam rocking April’s body against the glass.

Cinnamon matches the rhythm, pounding fingers in the cunt; buzzcut sucks and bites tits relentlessly, leaving red marks on pale skin.

“Please… they’re breaking me…” April begs, voice shattered.

“Say it looking,” Victoria demands, holding her chin. “Scream you’re my whore, that I’m wrecking your ass with my giant cock while they spread your cunt and ruin your tits.”

“I’m your whore! You’re fucking my ass, victoria! They’re breaking me apart!” April screams, and all three answer at once: Victoria pounds furiously, Cinnamon drills deeper, buzzcut bites and sucks tits with savage hunger.

April can’t hold it:

“I’m coming! Fuck, i’m coming!”

“Look at yourself… come watching yourself shatter,” Victoria commands.

The orgasm tears her apart in violent spasms.

Thighs lock, belly contracts, clear thick squirts blast from her cunt, slam the mirror, streak down the glass, pool on the floor while her ass clamps the giant black dildo in brutal contractions.

Tits quake under buzzcut’s mouth, nipples swollen and red. Reflection face is total surrender: glassy eyes, open mouth, pleasure tears streaking temples.

Victoria doesn’t pull out. Keeps thrusting slow, milking every last spasm. Cinnamon holds fingers deep, pressing the G-spot. Buzzcut sucks one final bite on each nipple before releasing, leaving teeth marks.

Victoria holds her until the last tremors fade, until April’s panting, slumped against the drenched mirror, legs limp, body marked by hands, mouths, and the giant dildo still buried in her ass.

“Now you get it,” Victoria says, stroking her face with a hand slick from her own juices. “The mirrors know exactly who you are. And they’ll never forget how you broke for me… how you gave every fucking inch.”

Mirrors throw it back from every angle: April gasping, legs weak, cunt red and swollen, ass stuffed with the giant black dildo, tits marked by mouths and fingers, sweat and juices shining on skin.

Victoria leans in, kisses her deep, slow, devouring—tongue invading while her free hand gives the dildo one last squeeze inside April’s ass, ripping a choked moan from her.

Then, without warning, Victoria pulls the dildo out slow and deliberate—inch by inch—leaving a deep, aching void in April’s ass that makes her clench and groan long, hoarse, almost animal.

The black plastic emerges gleaming with thick, clear juices, dripping viscous down the veiny length, sliding off the bulbous head in hot drops onto the mirror-room floor.

Victoria holds it like a freshly fucked cock, coated in April’s slick. Brings it slow to the girl’s panting mouth, still slumped against the soaked mirror, legs trembling.

“Open,” Victoria orders, low and possessive, fisting her nape. “Clean your own mess, little slut. Suck every drop you left on my cock.”

April obeys instantly. Mouth wide, tongue out—Victoria pushes the head between her lips. The strong, salty taste of her own ass floods her: raw, intense, mixed with lube and body heat.

April moans around the plastic, sucking greedily, tongue swirling circles, lapping every vein, every dripping drop.

Victoria pumps slow, fucking her mouth with the giant dildo, pushing until the head bumps her throat and April gags a little, drool cascading down her chin—but she doesn’t pull back; sucks harder, glassy eyes locked on Victoria’s through the mirror.

“That’s it… good little whore… swallow your own filthy flavor,” Victoria whispers, hand on nape guiding the rhythm. “Look at yourself: on your knees, sucking the cock that just wrecked your ass, cunt still dripping. That’s what you are. Mine.”

Mirrors multiply it forever: April sucking, throat working, spit shining on lips, tits trembling with each thrust, ass still gaping and red, cunt pulsing and leaking onto the floor.

Victoria pulls the dildo free slow, wipes it one last time on April’s tongue, leaves it strapped on like a satisfied cock.

“Good whore,” she murmurs, thumb stroking her cheek, wet with her own juices. “But the night’s far from over. There’s still more places to break you.”


Part 7 – Liquid Pleasure: Drenched & Devoured Under Water

Victoria snatches April by the wrist and hauls her out of the mirror room. The door clicks shut behind them, dumping them back into the narrow hallway.

April staggers on trembling legs, ass still tender and gaping, cunt red and throbbing with every step.

Victoria doesn’t let go for a second, leading her like a queen parading her prize.

They cut through the main room again—bodies still grinding in the shadows, low moans, hands sliding over slick skin.

Heads turn as they pass: Victoria towering and dominant, giant black strap-on still buckled on, gleaming wet; April beside her, naked, marked, eyes glazed in endless pleasure.

The hallway opens to a descending staircase. Air turns thicker, hotter, heavy with chlorine cut by raw pheromones and sex. Steam slams them like a wall as they hit the bottom steps.

The heated pool sprawls out: turquoise water lit from below by blue lights slicing through thick fog, bodies floating, swimming, fucking in near-silent gasps swallowed by vapor.

Victoria stops at the edge, releases April’s wrist only to fist her nape and shove her forward.

“Water’s hot,” she whispers, plastering herself to April’s back—wet, firm tits mashed against skin, rock-hard nipples scraping like fire points. “But not as hot as your cunt and ass right now… and not as hot as my cock still keeping you stretched.”

The massive black dildo, still strapped tight to Victoria’s hips, wedges between April’s cheeks with every move. It grazes the sensitive, freshly-opened asshole from the mirror room.

April feels the weight, the length, the lingering heat of her own insides coating the shaft.

Warm water licks ankles first, then calves, brushes ass cheeks, slips between inner thighs, finally swallows the throbbing cunt and stiff nipples that harden even more on contact.

The dildo submerges with them, pressing harder against April’s ass, bulbous head nudging the tender entrance, reminding her inch by inch what it wrecked earlier.

Victoria glues herself completely—tits crushed against back, monster cock lodged between cheeks like a constant threat. One arm bands April’s waist in a possessive vise, the other drops to graze the swollen clit, fingers gliding through slickness the water only amplifies.

“Feel this,” Victoria rasps, lips brushing her ear, voice rough and owning.

“My hard cock pressed against your ass, my hand on your clit, hot water wrapping us… I want you coming right here, with every bitch watching. I want these sluts to see me break you in the water. I want your cunt to gush so much the whole pool gets hotter.”

April moans low, body quaking as the dildo presses, rubs the sensitive back door with every subtle hip roll Victoria makes.

Turquoise light glows from below, throwing silver flashes across wet skin, across the bodies starting to glide closer like sharks scenting fresh blood—eyes gleaming through fog, hands hungry.

Victoria doesn’t release her. Keeps her pinned, the giant dildo an extension of her control, steam thick around them.

The pool waits for its next offering, and April knows this time she won’t just feel it—she’ll scream it, squirt it, give every fucking drop while Victoria’s cock reminds her who she belongs to.

“Now I’m gonna watch the sharks eat you right in front of me,” Victoria whispers, low, hoarse, laced with cruel sweetness.

April flashes a shaky smile, nipples peaking harder as water fully engulfs them.

Two women glide in like predators that’ve smelled fresh kill.

A short-haired blonde with ice eyes braces one arm on the pool edge. Her free hand strokes April’s leg slow, climbing the inner thigh until fingers brush swollen outer lips.

“You look fucking gorgeous like this… soaked, spread, ready to get fucked,” she murmurs, letting fingertips barely tease the clit.

Another starving one—brunette, wavy hair, green eyes—settles in front. Without a word she leans forward, traps a dripping nipple in her mouth, sucks hard like she’s trying to drink the water off it.

“Spread wider, little slut,” Victoria orders, iron grip on April’s waist. “Let them work. I want them to open you completely for me.”

April obeys instantly, thighs parting to the limit under water. Blonde smirks sadistic and plunges her hand between them. Water hides the motion, but the pressure’s brutal: three fingers ram in deep, curling up hunting the G-spot.

“Ahhh…” April hisses, back arching, tits breaking the surface with every gasp.

“Don’t stop moaning,” Victoria growls in her ear, biting the lobe. “I want every bitch here to know they’re using you for my pleasure. That your cunt is mine and these whores are just borrowing it.”

Brunette switches nipples, bites gently, tongue flicking the edge, sucking vicious while hands squeeze the fat tits. Blonde ramps speed under water—four fingers now, pounding merciless, muffled but squelching loud.

“Fuck… she’s wrecking my cunt…” slips from April’s mouth.

Victoria kisses her nape while her hands roam the belly, dropping to guide the blonde’s rhythm.

“Faster. I want her shaking. I want her squirting into the water.”

Water churns mixed with April’s sharp gasps. Blonde goes brutal, brunette sucks nipples harder, biting, stretching. Victoria holds her wide open, one hand on nape, the other pinching the clit alongside the fingers wrecking her.

“Look at me, April,” Victoria demands, stepping in front, gripping her chin hard. “Don’t close your eyes. I want to see your face when you come. I want to see your eyes roll back in pleasure.”

April pants ragged, moans climbing higher, hips bucking against the hand pounding under water.

“I’m coming…” she breathes, and her body snaps taut like a bow. A long, shredded moan rips out, water exploding around her cunt as hot squirts blast, bubbling up. Legs quake, tits heave with every spasm.

Victoria smiles satisfied, leans in for a deep, claiming kiss while April still trembles.

“That’s my girl… wet inside and out. Good little whore.”

April barely catches her breath before brunette slips between her legs, diving under without hesitation. Hands clamp April’s thighs, wrench them wide, exposing the red, swollen cunt.

“I want her eating you without coming up for air easy,” Victoria says, staring her down while stroking her face possessively. “I want her devouring your cunt until you beg.”

Blonde slides behind April, mashes wet tits to her back, wraps arms around to grip nipples in both hands—twisting, pulling.

“Just like that… let us fuck you,” she whispers in her ear, nibbling neck, leaving red marks.

Under water, brunette’s tongue attacks: flat, aggressive, sweeping the clit, plunging inside, sucking, spinning nonstop. Surfaces only to gasp, then dives again—devouring, sucking—while fingers slam in and out: three, then four, curling vicious.

April chokes out a muffled scream, hands gripping pool edge.

“Oh… fuck…”

“Louder—let the whole room hear,” Victoria orders, squeezing her jaw to force her mouth open. “Scream you’re my whore.”

Blonde seizes the chance, slams lips to April’s in a brutal kiss, tongue down her throat, mixing spit while fingers twist and yank nipples in time with the tongue wrecking below.

Victoria doesn’t stand still. Eyes rake the scene: brunette between April’s legs, tongue and fingers ruthless; blonde plastered to her back, wet tits crushed, hands mauling nipples.

Victoria smiles—slow, dangerous, total control. Without releasing April’s nape, she glides feline behind the blonde, who’s still biting April’s neck and squeezing her tits.

The giant black dildo, strapped to Victoria’s hips, drags across the blonde’s lower back, dripping water and lube.

Blonde tenses at the contact, but before she can turn, Victoria clamps her hips hard, nails digging wet flesh.

“Don’t move,” Victoria orders, voice low and whip-sharp. “You’re gonna feel it too.”

Blonde moans, aroused, legs spreading instinctively under water.

Victoria doesn’t wait. Spreads the blonde’s cheeks with one hand, fat head of the giant black dildo nudging her tight asshole. Presses slow at first, letting her feel every thick inch, every vein, every stretch.

“Fuck…” blonde gasps, back arching, tits quivering while she keeps mauling April’s nipples.

Victoria slams forward—buries half the monster in the blonde’s ass. The scream that rips out is high, pleasure and shock mixed.

Victoria doesn’t ease up: pounds hard, each thrust slamming the blonde forward into April, hands squeezing April’s tits harder, moans vibrating against her neck.

Brunette below never stops: tongue sucking April’s clit, fingers drilling her cunt, water bubbling around her head.

Blonde, ass-fucked by Victoria’s giant dildo, rocks with the thrusts—tits bouncing against April’s back, hands twisting nipples mercilessly.

Victoria pounds harder, each slam driving the blonde into April, chaining the pleasure: dildo wrecking blonde’s ass, blonde’s tits mashed to April’s back, blonde’s hands on April’s tits, brunette’s tongue and fingers devouring April’s cunt.

“Feel that, bitch,” Victoria growls in the blonde’s ear while thrusting deep. “While you eat my whore, I eat you.”

Blonde moans loud, ass clamping the dildo in spasms, tits shaking, hands digging into April.

Brunette speeds below, tongue and fingers relentless. April arches, screams, body convulsing again in the water.

April’s orgasm hits violent: hot squirts blast from her cunt, mixing with bubbles, water churning. Legs shake, thighs clamping brunette’s head, tits quaking under blonde’s hands.

Blonde breaks too—the giant dildo in her ass pushes her over, ass spasming hard, choked scream ripping out as her own cunt squirts, blending with the water.

Victoria doesn’t stop: keeps pounding the blonde’s ass, dragging her orgasm longer, while blonde keeps mauling April’s tits and brunette keeps devouring the cunt without letting go.

“That’s it… good whores… come for me,” Victoria growls, voice hoarse with pleasure and dominance.

Water churns, bubbles rising, squirts mixing, moans bouncing off wet walls. April and blonde tremble together, bodies tangled, wrecked and surrendered.

Victoria, giant dildo still buried in the blonde’s ass, leans over her shoulder to kiss April’s neck.

“Good wet little whore,” she whispers in her ear.

She grips the blonde’s hips hard and pulls the dildo out slow—inch by inch—letting her feel every vein, every stretch leaving her gaping, sensitive ass.

Black plastic emerges gleaming with juices and water, dripping thick, leaving a deep void that makes the blonde groan long and broken, body jerking one last time.

“Good sluts,” Victoria smiles. “You served well.”

Without releasing April’s nape, she unbuckles the harness with quick, precise snaps. The giant dildo drops to the pool edge with a wet thud, splashing water and slick, lying there like a used trophy.

The harness slides off her hips and falls too, leaving Victoria completely naked—skin gleaming, high firm tits, cunt glistening with pent-up heat.

Now free of any toy, she fists April’s nape harder.

“Enough,” she orders, voice low and blade-sharp. “You’ve put on enough show down here. Now we’re going to the cage.”


Part 8 – Cage Captive: Mercy-Free Punishment

Victoria hauls April out of the water. April stumbles. Victoria gives no quarter: drags her along the pool edge, past bodies staring with raw hunger but not daring to touch. Steam fades behind them.

They climb the stairs. Victoria solid as a statue of pure dominance. The hallway narrows, lights shift to screaming neon red and purple, distant moans blending with the metallic echo of bars.

They reach a reinforced black door. Victoria stops in front of it.

“Your real turn’s here,” she whispers to April, lips grazing her ear. “You’re going in there. Into a cage where I’m gonna do every filthy thing you never even dreamed of.”

She shoves the door open. April steps through slow, naked, skin gleaming from water and sweat. Multiple eyes track her straight to the barred gate.

“Get in the cage, my little slut… get in and get ready to break completely,” Victoria’s voice rings firm. An order that accepts zero doubt.

The gate screeches open—metallic clang ringing like a death knell.

Inside, neon lights throw dancing shadows over a corner piled with gear: black leather whips, thick ropes, cuffs, plugs in every size, harnesses dangling strap-ons like hard cocks, vibrators buzzing alone on the floor.

April steps deeper into the cell. Outside the bars, several chicks watch: hands reaching through, fingers twitching, eyes starving, already eating her alive with looks.

“Look how they’re staring at you, bitch,” Victoria whispers, stepping in behind her.

“Let them stare at whatever the fuck they want…” April answers, flashing a dangerous smile Victoria doesn’t catch.

Victoria slams the gate shut with a final, brutal clang.

The lock clicks like a death sentence, sealing the outside world and leaving only the hungry hands snaking through the bars.

Victoria buckles on a harness with a long, thick, veiny dildo. Grips the base and stalks forward, black eyes pure ownership.

“I’m gonna leave you unable to sit for days… gonna wreck your cunt and ass until you beg,” she growls, holding the shaft, closing in slow.

She reaches for April’s waist—but April twists away like a cat, dodges, grabs Victoria’s wrist and slams her back against the bars hard. Cold metal hits Victoria’s spine. Laughter and gasps explode from the spectators like a wave.

“Damn! Looks like the little one wants to play rough,” a female voice calls from outside, dripping excitement.

Hands surge through the bars like tentacles: fingers pinching Victoria’s nipples, nails raking skin, quick strokes over her vulva, palms sneaking in to squeeze tits and ass.

The air thickens with sex stink, expensive perfume, hot sweat.

Victoria tries to claw back control, but April clamps her hips, presses her ass against the bars, exposing it even more.

“You’re not calling the shots here anymore…” April hisses in her ear, voice low, hoarse, loaded with unknown authority.

Hands already pry Victoria’s cheeks wide, merciless, leaving her asshole exposed and twitching with nerves. One chick presses a cold metal plug against the entrance, teasing, nudging the tip without pushing in.

“What the fuck…” Victoria moans, fighting to keep her knees straight, but her body’s already shaking.

“See?” April whispers, biting the lobe. “They’re starving for you. They want to spread you, fuck you, break you the way you’ve always broken me.”

In a flash, April rips the harness off Victoria’s hips with one vicious yank.

“What the hell…? You’re crossing the line,” Victoria snaps, rattled, eyes wide.

Outside hands clap and cheer: “Go on, baby!” “Flip the boss! Put her on all fours!”

April doesn’t waste time: straps the harness on with help from the chicks feeding her the straps, cinching them tight and mean.

“I want you looking at me when I shove it in,” she whispers, spinning Victoria hard against the bars, tits mashed to cold metal. “I want to see your face when I fuck your ass in front of every bitch here.”

A strange hand snakes through the bars, strokes Victoria’s clit fast and filthy.

April grips her waist, presses the dildo tip against the tight asshole.

“Not up the ass!” Victoria pleads.

“Relax… or it’s gonna hurt so much sweeter,” April spits, and slams forward—buries the cock deep in Victoria’s ass with one brutal thrust.

“Aaahhh!” Victoria’s scream echoes through the cage.

“That’s it… take it… take my whole cock,” April whispers, setting deep, rapid strokes, fisting Victoria’s hair to arch her back.

“Fuck… you’re fucking my ass…” Victoria’s voice cracks—no authority left, just trembling gasps mixed with deep moans.

Outside chicks take turns: fingers stuffing her mouth, forcing her to suck; nails dragging red lines down her back; hands sneaking between legs to pinch the swollen clit.

April speeds up—every thrust slams Victoria against the bars, tits flattened, ass gaping and stuffed.

“You’re gonna come for me, Noe… gonna squirt in front of all of them,” April says, driving another hard slam that rips a louder scream.

“Aaahhh…” Victoria shatters. Orgasm rips through her violently—cunt spasming around a hand wrapped from outside, ass clamping the dildo in brutal spasms, hot squirts running down her thighs while strange hands keep mauling her tits without mercy.

“No… fucking… way…” Victoria whispers, slumped against the bars, body shaking.

“Believe it…” April answers, keeping the strap buried, smiling through heavy breaths. “Now the real fun starts.”

Victoria surges with desperate strength, shoves April back against the bars, trying to reclaim control.

“Now you’re gonna learn who’s really the boss here…” she growls, gripping April’s waist.

April moves lightning-fast. Grabs Victoria’s hands, yanks them up overhead with a brutal pull.

Metallic snap—cuffs lock around Victoria’s wrists.

“No, Noe…” April whispers close to her ear, voice cold and owning. “You don’t run shit anymore. Now you’re the cage whore.”

Victoria struggles, but April already snags two thick ropes from the pile in the corner. Kneels with perverse calm, ties each ankle to a different bar, spreading her legs to the absolute limit—cunt gaping, ass vulnerable, tits trembling.

“Let me go!” Victoria protests, yanking the cuffs, but her voice is weak.

“Look at her… wide open for all of us,” one chick comments, eyes gleaming. Reaches through bars, grabs a cheek, spreads it mercilessly. “What a perfect ass to wreck again…”

Another steps up, shoves two fingers straight into Victoria’s ass without warning, twisting slow while Victoria chokes out a muffled groan.

“Like that, boss?” April mocks, stepping in front and readjusting the harness around her waist. “This is just getting started.”

The dildo gleams with fresh cold lube. April lines up, presses the tip against Victoria’s dripping cunt entrance—trembling between the front invasion and the persistent fingers behind.

“No… no…” Victoria tries, but her voice cracks into a moan.

“Yes, Noe… all mine,” April whispers, starting slow, deep thrusts—each slam making Victoria’s body tense against the bars.

The chicks don’t let up: one grips and spreads her cheeks wide, another drives three fingers deep in the ass, stretching while April pounds the cunt without mercy.

“Harder, champ,” one laughs.

April ramps up. Grips Victoria’s hips tight, dragging her back onto every thrust. Wet, savage slapping fills the cage.

“Look at me… look at me while I fuck you like this,” April orders, slamming another stroke that rips a scream.

Victoria tries to turn away, but April seizes her chin, forces eye contact while pounding furious. Between thrusts, the ass fingers never stop—stretching, filling to the limit.

“Say it…” April demands. “Tell me who’s in charge now.”

“You…” Victoria tries, but another slam cuts her off with a broken cry.

Wet body-slaps mix with the excited murmur outside. Sex stink floods the air. Victoria can’t hide anymore—legs tensing, cuffs pulling wrists, pressure front and back shoving her toward the edge.

“That’s it… that’s it…” April whispers, burying deep again and again until Victoria’s orgasm explodes in an animal scream—whole body shaking, trapped, spread, used while strange hands keep groping through bars, pinching nipples, stuffing fingers in her mouth.

April, with sadistic calm, pulls the small key from the cuffs. Holds it between her fingers slow, savoring Victoria’s nervous stare.

“Know what this is, bitch?” she whispers, biting her lip.

Victoria tries to keep the haughty tone:

“Give it to me… and let me go.”

April closes in, grips Victoria’s jaw, squeezes cheeks until her mouth pops open. Shoves the key inside and spits straight down her throat.

“Swallow,” she orders, eyes locked.

Victoria obeys, feeling cold metal slide down her esophagus. Outside, watching chicks burst into hot laughter and gasps.

“Now… you stay like this all night,” April whispers, sweet and cruel. “Club closes in two hours… and I’m leaving you for them to devour. They’re gonna stuff your cunt, your ass, your mouth… make you come until you can’t even scream.”

Metallic screech—the lock opens. April swings the cage door wide, and a flood of hot bodies and starving hands surges onto Victoria.

One grabs her hair, licks her neck violently; another kneels behind, spreads cheeks and rams three fingers up her ass without warning. Victoria moans loud, thrusting her chest forward where another mouth latches onto a nipple and sucks vicious.

“Look at her… she’s fucking soaked…” one mocks, landing a sharp ass slap that echoes.

“Spread wider, gorgeous… we’re gonna fill you every hole,” another adds, kneeling between thighs, licking vulva bottom to top like she’s starving, tongue plunging deep.

Inside the cage, Victoria’s trapped in a filthy, savage dance.

A long dildo rams her from behind while a vibrator tortures her clit nonstop.

Two mouths fight over her tits, biting and sucking. Fingers plunging in and out of cunt and ass without mercy.

“That’s it… scream for us…” a hoarse voice growls in her ear.

“We’re gonna leave you shaking… broken… empty…” another whispers, nibbling her ear.

Victoria gasps, writhes, but every move only drives her harder onto the mouths and fingers invading her. The cage vibrates with the rhythm; cold metal scrapes hot, wet skin.

April, unhurried, unbuckles the harness and lets it drop with a wet thud. Circles the cage naked, like a queen strolling her court. Kneels, strokes Victoria’s sweat-soaked hair, whispers:

“When they’re done with you… if you can even walk… I’ll come console you.”

Without looking back, she opens the club door. Steps out naked, clothes balled in one hand, heels dangling from two fingers. Night breeze caresses hot skin while neon lights paint her body red.

Behind her, Victoria’s wet, choked screams mix with laughter, gasps, and bar-rattling thuds. April melts into the cobblestone street, letting the city receive her like a goddess who’s decided to reign—naked as an obscene statue, nothing to hide, power thick on her lips.


5- The Island of Submission: An Erotic Tale of Lesbian Seduction and Obedience Games

... Bella’s tight asshole clenched around the thick black dildo as the director drove it deep, stretching her wide while she moaned into the pillow.

The director grabs a fistful of Bella’s hair, guides her head up toward the closet mirror.

“Look at yourself. Look how deep I’m fucking your ass.”

In the reflection: Bella face-down, ass high, the black dildo sliding in and out of her stretched hole, her face flushed with pleasure and surrender, mouth open, drool spilling onto the pillow.

The room smells of hot lube and her own dripping wetness, thick cream trailing down her thighs.

She moans louder, bites the fabric—the hotel could hear and she doesn’t care. Only the steady wet rhythm exists: the dildo thrusting in and out, her cunt leaking nonstop.

Suddenly the door opens. Heels click. A new perfume—sweet and sinful—fills the air. A stunning woman steps in: killer curves, massive tits straining a blood-red dress, lips glossy and wicked. She closes the door slowly, smiles.

“Started without me?” the hotel manager asks, grin sharp and hungry.

The director doesn’t pause—keeps thrusting the dildo into Bella’s ass with firm, deep strokes.

“Come join,” she says. “This little one’s wide open and ready for both of us.”...


Part 1 – The New Girl at the Casting: Willing Mouth

—Get over here, wannabe. Open that fucking mouth right now.

The director’s voice doesn’t leave room for argument. Bella doesn’t even blink. Her stomach clenches tight, but her body stays put.

Red lights glaring, black leather couches soaked in sweat and cunt juice. Spilled wine glasses, ripped panties scattered like trophies, high heels stabbed into the sticky floor.

This casting on the Island isn’t a fucking game.

The director—carmine lips glossy and wet, skin-tight black suit hugging every filthy curve—points with one long, blood-red nail.

A brunette is already spread wide on the couch, skirt shoved up to her waist.

She rips her panties off in one yank. Then spreads her lips wide with two fingers and shows everything: swollen clit like an angry red button, glistening hole, thick creamy juices sliding straight down to her asshole.

Drenched. Throbbing. Fucking desperate.

—First test: make her cum so hard she soaks every bitch watching —the director declares, voice flat and final.

Bella drops to her knees, still half in shock about what the hell is happening.

The room’s intensity slams her face-first. The air hangs thick—metallic sex stink, expensive designer perfume, and the sharp reek of sweat evaporating under the hot lights.

Did I come here for this? she thinks, heart hammering her ribs like a jackhammer.

The other girls are already finger-fucking themselves in a contagious frenzy. Some slam digits knuckle-deep, others twist their nipples purple; a tattooed blonde rolls her eyes back and shoves the neck of a glass bottle into her dripping cunt.

Bella buries her face between the brunette’s thighs. The heat pouring off that soaked pussy is blinding—humid, salty steam flooding her lungs before she even touches skin.

First lick is savage: flat, wide tongue dragging up the entire slit bottom to top.

Then she attacks the clit like a starving animal—sucking hard, pulling it between her lips, stretching it, nibbling just enough to sting.

—Harder, you little slut—devour my whole fucking cunt, newbie! —the brunette screams, grabbing fistfuls of Bella’s hair and smashing her face into the sopping wet pussy.

The sounds are pure filth: loud wet slurps, broken moans bouncing off the walls.

Bella shoves two fingers into the gaping hole while she keeps devouring that swollen clit.

The brunette bucks and grinds.

—Look at her, fuck—she’s eating pussy like a street bitch in heat! —a redhead cackles, ramming four fingers into her own slit while pinching her nipple black and blue—. That slut knows how to lick!

The brunette’s right on the edge. Thighs shaking, ass clenching, cunt clamping down on Bella’s fingers like a vice.

—Don’t stop—drink it all, swallow every fucking drop.

Bella ramps it up: tongue buzzing on the clit, fingers slamming in and out brutally.

The brunette detonates.

—Yes—cumming in your mouth—take it all, bitch!

A thick hot jet blasts Bella’s face, chin, neck.

Bella doesn’t flinch: mouth wider, gulping what she can, letting the rest pour down her tits, glazing them shiny.

The brunette howls like she’s possessed, legs quaking, hips jerking, cunt spasming in violent waves. When it’s over she collapses gasping, slit wide open, glistening, still pulsing.

Bella lifts her face: lips puffy and red, chin and neck drenched, tits gleaming with another girl’s cum.

The director smiles, calm and sadistic.

—Welcome to the company, Bella. Here only the ones who flood the floor survive. And you’re off to a damn good start.

Two she-wolves step forward: a blonde with an outrageous peach of an ass—round, firm, juicy; the other a curvy brunette with brutal tits, big and perfect.

—Don’t let her breathe! —the director orders, raising her glass—. I want to see her earn that official spot—right fucking now!

The blonde’s eyes burn pure lust. She yanks her thong to her ankles, spins, and bends over, ass high.

Hands spreading her cheeks wide.

—I want that tongue buried balls-deep in my asshole. Suck it, lick it, tongue-fuck it open and make me cum from my shithole. Don’t stop till I fucking explode!

The curvy brunette rips her blouse off violently.

Her fat tits bounce free, nipples rock-hard bullets, already swollen and begging.

—And I want you to wreck my big juicy tits with that whore mouth. Suck them, bite them, bruise them, make me scream while you nurse on me like a filthy pig.

Bella’s panting, chest heaving fast, sweat and cunt juice running down her body.

Still dazed, heart pounding, but instinct screams one word: obey.

She gets behind the blonde. Spreads those cheeks wide till the tight pink asshole winks right in her face, pulsing like it’s begging to be violated.

Bella sticks her tongue out full length and drags it slow and nasty up the crack.

Circles the hole slow, filthy rings.

Then pushes the tip in—slow, inch by inch, stretching it open.

The blonde moans like a bitch in heat.

—Yes, you dirty slut—shove that whole tongue up my ass, wreck my shithole with your mouth, suck it till I cum!

Bella drives deeper, swirling inside the throbbing asshole, pulls out dripping spit, slams back in hard.

The curvy brunette grabs her head, yanks her tongue out of the blonde’s ass, and rams a stiff fat nipple into Bella’s open mouth.

—Suck my tits, bitch! Bite them, suck hard, leave your pretty teeth marks!

Bella switches without mercy: tongue buried to the root in the blonde’s quivering asshole, mouth latched onto the heavy tits of the brunette—sucking, biting, stretching.

Spit everywhere, nipples swollen red, asshole shiny and gaping.

The blonde’s close, hips grinding on their own, smearing her asshole all over Bella’s face.

—Shove a finger in my ass, slut! I want it deep while I rub my clit!

Bella obeys instantly.

Slides one finger straight into the slick, stretched asshole—buries it to the knuckle in one hard push, feeling the hot walls grip like a fist.

Twists slow and deep, pressing the walls.

Meanwhile the blonde’s fingers fly over her swollen clit—fast, furious.

—Yes fuck yes! Deeper—finger-fuck my ass while I cum, you whore! —the blonde screams, voice cracking, hips slamming back to bury the finger even more.

Bella doesn’t let up for a second.

Finger buried root-deep in the blonde’s pulsing asshole, circling faster and harder, while her mouth engulfs one of the brunette’s huge stiff nipples.

Sucks with brutal force, nibbles, stretches it with her teeth till the brunette arches and howls.

Bella on her knees—hand sunk between the blonde’s spread cheeks, finger drilling circles in her ass; mouth at the same time ravaging the brunette’s massive tits.

The blonde shakes apart, asshole clamping the finger like a trap, clit throbbing under her own frantic fingers.

Asshole squeezes violently around the invading digit, body convulses, legs give out.

She explodes with a primal scream:

—Cumming with your finger buried in my ass—fuck—come here slut, drink my anal orgasm!

Bella releases the brunette’s nipples—leaves them red, swollen, spit-shiny, perfect bite marks—and whips her head to the blonde’s ass.

Pulls the finger out with a wet pop, mouth wide open, seals her lips to the spasming asshole. Tongue plunges back in as hot thick squirts blast from the cunt, flooding her mouth, chin, neck, tits.

Bella gulps what she can, licks every drop sliding down the taint, sucks the convulsing asshole, swallowing the whole orgasm like it’s fucking nectar.

The blonde collapses forward gasping, ass still trembling, asshole open and gleaming, thighs dripping.

Bella, mouth full of hot salty flavor, looks up at the curvy brunette who’s already breaking.

—Now you, whore… finish what you started with my tits and finger-bang my cunt till I explode.

Bella doesn’t think. Doesn’t choose. Barely breathes. Dives back in: mouth on the nipple, sucking harder, biting deeper, while slamming three fingers into the brunette’s soaked cunt—curling, pounding mercilessly.

The brunette arches, fat tits bouncing, broken screams:

—Yes you slut—wreck my tits and fuck my pussy—I’m cumming—I’m cumming!

Hot jets splash Bella’s hand, arm, chest. Bella doesn’t stop: bites the nipple till it rips one final scream, fingers slamming till the brunette collapses backward, exhausted, tits bruised and shiny, cunt gaping and pulsing.

Bella stays on her knees, face and body drenched in different orgasms.

Breathing hard, eyes glassy, shaky nervous smile. Hands trembling. Thinks she passed.

The room erupts in applause, gasps, wet laughter.

The director takes a slow sip and smiles that sadistic calm smile.

—Well done, Bella. You turned two of my best models into human fountains. And the night’s just getting started.

Bella, still kneeling, gives a weak smile, tongue still coated in strange pussy and ass.

—What do you mean just getting started?

The director sets the glass down and opens a black leather case.

Inside: monster dildos, giant plugs, harnesses.

—You already tasted cunt, mouths, and assholes. Now you’re gonna choke on plastic and moan like a good little whore for all of us.

A skinny redhead straps on a purple veiny 10-inch dildo.

A thick-thighed mulatto holds a massive metal plug topped with a fox tail dangling.

—On all fours, slut. Nothing closed: mouth open, ass up, cunt on display.

Bella obeys instantly. Body reacts faster than brain.

Down on hands and knees, mouth wide, tongue out, ass high, pussy visibly dripping.

The redhead grabs her hair.

—Swallow this rubber cock till it hits your stomach, whore.

Shoves it balls-deep down her throat. Bella gags, eyes watering, thick ropes of drool pouring, but doesn’t pull back. The redhead pumps mercilessly, ramming it to the hilt over and over.

—Swallow it, bitch—I wanna see your throat bulge, wanna see you choke on my dick.

From behind, the mulatto slaps her cheeks open.

—This ass is begging to be ruined.

The cold metal plug hits burning skin—electric shock that makes her hole clench right before it claims space.

The huge metal plug slides in without mercy.

Wet pop, fox tail hanging between trembling spread cheeks.

—Look at her fuck! Mouth impaled, ass stuffed, fox tail swinging —one spectator spits, fist-deep in her own cunt while writhing.

The mulatto rams three fingers into Bella’s drenched pussy while twisting the plug in her ass—spinning, vibrating, stretching.

—Moan, slut—I wanna feel you open up completely.

Bella’s at the edge: throat stuffed, asshole stretched wide, cunt brutally finger-fucked.

The orgasm rips through her.

Body convulses, hot squirts blast out, soaking thighs, floor, the mulatto.

She moans choked around the dildo, tears and drool mixing, fox tail whipping with every spasm.

The redhead yanks the cock out. Thick strands of spit dangle from Bella’s open mouth to her tits.

The director approaches, heels splashing through the puddle of fluids.

—Soaked. Used. Perfect.

Lifts Bella’s chin with one finger.

—This is only the beginning, little slut. The reality show just started… and you’re already our favorite new candidate.

The room reeks of savage sex—cunts gushed, assholes opened, tits bitten.

Bella’s still shaking, fox tail swaying, throat raw, pussy throbbing, face and body coated in other girls’ cum.

And she smiles nervously.

Because she’s not leaving.


Part 2 – The Director’s and Manager’s New Sweet Treat

The room reeks of expensive perfume, hot sweat, and chlorine drifting in through the cracked window. Outside, the hotel lights flicker like dirty promises.

Bella twists on the king-size bed, convinced they’ve already kicked her out, that the whole night was just a fever dream. She squeezes the cold sheets against her still-throbbing tits, trying to calm the feral pounding between her legs.

The lock clicks hard. Slow heels sink into thick carpet. The air thickens instantly—pure, raw power.

“Who the fuck…?” Bella mutters, propping herself halfway up.

The director emerges from the shadows like a dark goddess. Red lips, eyes that slice, body poured into a black dress that looks painted on. She leans over the bed, voice low, venomous, dripping honey and whip.

“Shhh, little slut. No casting tonight: you’re mine. All fucking mine. Let’s see how far you can really go.”

Bella swallows hard. Heart slamming ribs.

The director tosses a black leather bag onto a chair. Pulls out a harness, straps it tight around her narrow, powerful hips. A monstrous black veiny dildo hangs there, thick lube already dripping off the tip.

Its shadow looms huge on the wall like a living threat.

“Face down. Now. Ass up, legs wide, cunt on full display. Don’t make me say it twice.”

Bella obeys instantly.

Flips over, buries her face in the pillow, hikes her ass high, spreads her knees till her swollen pussy gapes open, shiny and dripping. Whole body shaking.

The director climbs onto the bed with slow, predatory grace. Rips Bella’s panties off in one vicious yank. Drags two fingers through the soaked slit, plunges them deep, then shoves them straight into Bella’s mouth.

“Suck. Taste how fucking drenched you are. Thought I was gonna toss you aside?”

Bella moans around the fingers, sucking greedy, tongue swirling like they’re cock.

The director lines up the fat head of the dildo right at the swollen entrance and slams it home in one brutal thrust.

Bella arches, screams muffled into the pillow, nails ripping sheets.

“Spread wider, whore. This is just the warm-up.”

The director starts pounding her deep—every stroke shakes the mattress, wet slapping echoes off the walls.

Bella’s gushing uncontrollably. Juices run down her thighs, soaking the sheets under her cunt. She begs through broken moans:

“Harder… fuck me harder, boss… wreck my pussy, I wanna make the cut…”

The director cracks a sharp, ringing slap across her left ass cheek, leaves a bright red handprint glowing.

“Easy. You’re doing good, slut.”

“Yes… yes boss… fuck me… use me…”

The dildo hammers her G-spot mercilessly, over and over. Bella squirts like a broken faucet. The director leans over her back, bites her neck hard enough to mark, licks the sweaty skin.

Suddenly yanks the dildo out with a filthy wet slurp. Slides it down the soaked crack, presses the tip right against the tight pucker.

Bella clenches instinctively.

“No… not there… it’s too big…”

The director spreads her cheeks wide with both hands, spits straight onto the pink asshole.

“Yes, right here. I wanna hear you break for me. Wanna watch you scream while your ass swallows every inch.”

Pushes slow at first. The thick head forces the ring open, stretching it wide. Bella moans dirty, animal.

“Fuuuuck… you’re splitting my ass in half…”

“And I haven’t even started for real, whore.”

Speeds up. Starts slamming hard—every thrust rocks the whole bed, makes Bella’s tits slap against the mattress.

Pain melts into brutal pleasure, asshole stretching wider, gulping the entire length with each punishing stroke.

Bella’s cunt keeps squirting while her ass gets wrecked.

“What is this, boss?… don’t stop… fuck my ass harder…”

The director grabs a fistful of hair, yanks her head up toward the closet mirror.

“Look at yourself, slut. Look how I’m ass-fucking you like a bitch in heat.”

In the reflection: Bella face-down, ass high, black dildo vanishing balls-deep in her gaping asshole, face wrecked with pleasure and submission, mouth drooling onto the pillow.

She moans louder, bites the fabric—the whole hotel could hear and she doesn’t give a fuck. Only the relentless rhythm exists, dildo pistoning in and out of her ass, cunt dripping nonstop.

Suddenly the door opens again. Heels. New perfume—sweeter, more sinful. A spectacular, obscene woman steps in: brutal curves, massive tits crammed into a blood-red dress, lips painted like liquid sin. Closes the door slow, smiles.

“Started without me?” the hotel manager asks, sadistic grin spreading.

The director doesn’t miss a beat—keeps ramming the dildo into Bella’s ass with vicious force.

“Come join. Enjoy this little whore. She’s wide open and ready for both of us.”

The manager climbs onto the bed, kneels right in front of Bella’s face, hikes her dress—no panties. Her hairy, swollen, dripping cunt hovers inches from Bella’s nose.

Musky, wild, overpowering scent floods Bella’s senses.

“Lick my cunt, whore. Suck me till you drown in my bush.”

Grabs Bella’s hair with both hands and grinds the soaked slit all over her face.

Bella moans muffled. Dildo wrecking her ass while her tongue plunges desperate into the hot, hairy pussy.

Licks the swollen clit, sucks hard, shoves her tongue as deep as it’ll go, swallowing thick juices while the manager’s coarse pubes tangle in her tongue, forcing her to taste every inch of that drenched jungle—musk and cream sticking to her palate.

“That’s it, slut! Suck me good—use that mouth the way it’s meant to be used,” the manager moans, grinding violently against her face.

Bella buries her whole face. Thick curly bush scrapes her nose and cheeks, soaking in spit and cunt juice.

The director speeds up even more—every ass thrust forces Bella’s mouth deeper into the hairy cunt she’s devouring.

“Look at her—she’s our perfect little fucktoy already.”

The manager shudders, clamps her thighs around Bella’s head as she dives back into the bush.

“Ahhh… yes, whore—I’m cumming in your filthy mouth!”

Hot jets flood Bella’s face, chin, neck. She gulps what she can. Spits out pubes.

The director, maxed out, rams even harder into the ass.

“Don’t stop sucking even after she cums—got it, bitch?”

Bella nods, mouth stuffed, muffled, ass burning with delicious pain and pleasure.

The director pulls out suddenly, drops the harness, digs into the bag again.

Pulls out two more: one thick clear glass dildo, another double-headed monster with two massive ends.

“You haven’t seen shit yet, little slut.”

The manager laughs, dripping with excitement.

“Open her wide. I want her double-stuffed.”

The director shoves the glass one straight into Bella’s soaked cunt. Cold, hard, all the way to the base. Bella screams.

“Fuck… you’re gonna wreck my pussy again!”

“Shut up and take it all,” she orders, slamming mercilessly.

At the same time the manager grabs the double-ender, aims the thicker head at Bella’s already-stretched asshole.

“Let’s fill both your holes like the whore you are.”

They sink them in without mercy.

Mattress creaks like it’s about to snap. Sheets drenched, a puddle of juice pooling under Bella’s trembling body.

“Look how this slut opens up!” the manager laughs, twisting the double-ender in circles inside the ass.

“Moan nice and pretty… you were made to be used like this,” the director whispers, biting the sweaty nape.

The manager isn’t satisfied just fucking from outside.

Stops for a second. Pulls the double-ender out of Bella’s ass and rams the thicker head into her own swollen, hairy cunt—half disappears into the soaked dark bush.

“Now yes… I’m gonna fuck you with my cunt and your ass at the same time,” she growls, lining up again and driving straight into Bella’s gaping asshole.

Leans over her, grips her hips hard, thrusts forward.

The double-ender brutally connects them: one end buried deep in the manager’s hot hairy pussy, the other slamming mercilessly into Bella’s ass.

Wet pubes slap and stick to Bella’s ass cheeks with every violent stroke.

Thick musky scent fills the air between choked moans.

Bella can’t take any more. Body shaking apart, juices pouring nonstop, thighs slick.

“Fuck… you’re destroying me… I can’t anymore!”

The director hammers the glass dildo straight into her G-spot. The manager doubles the pace in the ass.

“You’re gonna cum like the most used whore on earth.”

The orgasm hits like lightning. Bella screams into the pillow, both holes convulsing, hot squirts blasting, body thrashing in total spasms under their complete control.

They hold her while she shakes. Slowly pull the dildos out—dripping, gleaming.

The director grabs her chin, spits straight into the open mouth.

“Swallow, whore. You’re our property now.”

Bella swallows—spit and cum dripping down her chin, eyes glassy with shattered pleasure.

In the mirror she sees herself: holes gaping and pulsing, body soaked, face ruined… and she smiles weakly.

The director stands, wipes her hands on Bella’s thighs, grabs the bag.

“Sleep a little, slut… tomorrow I want you completely naked in the sauna. No bed, no mercy. Just steam, sweat, and a lot of hungry cunts waiting for you.”

The door clicks shut softly.

Bella lies there trembling, ass and cunt still open, sheets turned into a lake of her own juices. Barely breathing, mouth full of spit, cum, and pubes.

And through the exhaustion, one thing is crystal clear:

This isn’t just a reality show anymore.

This is her new life.

And she’s not letting it slip away.


Part 3 – In the Sauna: Naked and on Trial

The sauna steam hits like a hot wall that suffocates before you even step inside. Walls dripping, wood burning alive, air thick with the stink of aroused cunt sweat and prepped assholes.

Bella pushes the glass door and steps through completely naked. Heart instantly racing.

Inside, six models are already sprawled on the scorching wooden benches.

Slippery bodies, hands buried in their own or someone else’s dripping cunts, nipples swollen red and begging to be bitten.

Every pair of eyes snaps to her the second she enters—hungry stares, filthy smirks.

The director sits highest up, legs crossed, sweat carving rivers down the deep cleavage of her tits, steel gaze locked on.

She takes one slow second to drink in Bella’s naked curves.

“You. Face up on that bench. Now.”

Bella doesn’t blink. Heart already in her throat.

She lies back on the searing wood, gasping hard, spreads her legs wide till her cunt gapes open on its own, shiny and swollen.

The director uncrosses her legs with sadistic calm.

“Official test: your face is gonna be occupied the whole fucking time. No air for you—just pussy, ass, and tits in your mouth. Got it, little whore?”

Bella nods, already trembling.

A blonde with massive fat tits steps up first. Climbs on without warning, slams her soaked cunt straight onto Bella’s open mouth.

“Lick, newbie. Stick that tongue out and make me sweat even more than I already am.”

Bella stretches her mouth wide, tongue dragging the full length of the hot slit. Sucks the swollen clit like it’s hard candy, shoves her tongue as deep as it’ll go into the pulsing hole.

The sharp, thick taste floods her—dripping down her chin, neck, tits.

At the same time a round-assed brunette kneels between Bella’s spread thighs, rams two fingers knuckle-deep into the gushing cunt.

“Fuck, look how drenched this slut is.”

Fingers piston in and out full speed, squelching loud, slamming the walls without mercy.

Bella arches, moans muffled inside the cunt riding her face.

“Harder, whore—lick my clit, bite it, wreck it with your mouth,” the blonde screams, fisting Bella’s hair and grinding violently against her face.

Sweat drips straight from hard nipples into Bella’s eyes.

Another girl stands by Bella’s head, furiously masturbating—three fingers buried in her own slit—watching the show.

“I’m next. Don’t stop licking till it’s my turn, slut.”

The director leans forward, eyes gleaming with pleasure.

“No breathing unless it’s through a cunt. If you’re starving for air, swallow theirs.”

The blonde riding her face explodes first.

“Fuck—I’m cumming—I’m cumming in your filthy mouth! Swallow every drop!”

Thighs clamp Bella’s head, hot thick jets flood her face, mouth, nose.

Bella gulps, the rest pours down her cheeks, neck, tits.

No break. The standing girl shoves the blonde aside and takes her place, smearing her swollen dripping cunt straight onto Bella’s open mouth.

“Now me, doll. Tongue to the fucking bottom—suck like your life depends on it.”

Three fingers now in Bella’s cunt, pumping brutal, soaking everything.

Sauna heat multiplies every sensation: sweat, cream, sticky skin.

Bella moans into the new cunt, tongue plunged deep, sucking clit, swallowing nonstop.

Thick steam burns her lungs while her tongue drives deeper, spreading swollen lips with long obscene licks—the salty, musky flavor of every cunt drowning her mouth.

Three fingers turn to four in one savage push, stretching her cunt to the limit, knuckles grinding her G-spot with every wild thrust, forcing hot squirts to splash her thighs.

The director gives the tiniest gesture—Bella catches it instantly. Chest tightens, knowing what’s coming.

Suddenly one girl appears with a bucket of ice water.

“All over the new girl—cool her down,” the director orders.

The water crashes like a whip across Bella’s burning body.

Shock.

The brutal contrast makes her convulse.

Ice water sluices over swollen tits, down her quivering belly, mixes with the thick cream pouring from her open cunt, forming a river that soaks her ass.

Bella screams muffled into the cunt riding her, arches violently, nipples hardening to bullets, clit throbbing harder.

The girl on her mouth clamps hips tighter, grinding her cunt even more viciously. Fluids mix, sticking to Bella’s nose and cheeks while she’s forced to swallow every drop splashing into her gasping open mouth.

Meanwhile the four fingers keep slamming nonstop.

The filthy wet squelch of her cunt getting finger-fucked echoes like wet slaps, every pull-out splashing hot juice that steams in the scorching air.

“What a delicious whore!” the brunette laughs. “Listen to that slit snap—it’s begging to be ruined.”

“Fuck… you’re killing me… I’m cumming… I can’t anymore!”

The director leans in, grabs the soaked hair, whispers hoarse in her ear:

“You cum when I say. Not a second sooner. Understood?”

Bella nods as best she can, mouth stuffed with cunt, muffled moans.

Another girl drops onto her face without warning, replacing the last.

“Tongue out, slut. I want it hitting my cervix.”

Bella obeys, drives her tongue deep, licks, sucks, swallows everything they feed her.

At the same time the finger-banger speeds up like a maniac, while another girl gets behind, spreads Bella’s cheeks and shoves her tongue straight into the sweaty tight asshole.

“God, what a taste—hot filthy whore!” the ass-licker moans, swirling her tongue, opening it, drenching it in spit.

Bella trembles trapped: mouth drowned in cunt, ass tongue-fucked mercilessly. The sauna vibrates with screams, moans, wet slaps.

The director laughs cruel.

“Don’t stop till her face is bathed in cum. I want her smelling like pussy all day.”

The current rider grinds harder.

“I’m cumming, little slut! Suck faster—swallow it all!”

Hot jets flood again. Bella swallows desperate.

At the same time the fingers push her to the edge.

“She’s going—fuck—she’s shaking apart!”

Bella arches, screams muffled in cunt, her own juices splashing the hands wrecking her.

“You don’t finish till every single one of us has cum on your face,” the director declares.

One by one they grind on her: cunts on her mouth, fingers buried in her cunt and ass. Bella moans, swallows, thrashes.

Suddenly the director snaps her fingers.

“Tie her.”

“What!” Bella yells, voice cracking—panic and lust crashing together.

“Stay still, little whore. I’m in charge here,” the director whispers hot in her ear, breath grazing goosebumped skin.

The girls grab sweat-and-juice-soaked towels, twist them tight, bind Bella’s wrists above her head to the creaking wooden rail.

Ankles lashed brutally to the low benches, legs forced into an obscene V, cunt and ass completely exposed, pulsing under dim light and choking steam.

Bella’s immobilized: a living toy, helpless, trembling with anticipation and fear.

“That’s better. Perfect toy for all of us,” the director laughs, voice thick with satisfied sadism.

One girl climbs nimbly onto the rails, straddles Bella’s face, smashes her swollen soaked cunt straight onto the open mouth.

“Tongue out, bitch. No breathing unless it’s through my pussy.”

Bella obeys instantly—tongue buried to the root, sucking the swollen clit like her life depends on it, gulping thick hot jets that flood her throat.

Another grabs a thick dildo, rams it savage into Bella’s dripping cunt.

“Look how this whore swallows it—takes it to the base no resistance, like she was born for this.”

The plastic slides with filthy pops, pounding hard, bottoming out with every brutal thrust that shakes her whole body.

A third spreads her cheeks with cruel fingers, shoves a huge cold metal plug into the already-stretched wet asshole. The ice-cold metal pops in audible, stretching the ring to its limit.

Bella screams muffled against the cunt suffocating her, body convulsing hard against the bonds.

“Three holes filled. Perfect,” the director laughs. “Now I want five orgasms in a row. Not one less. No mercy.”

The pace turns feral, inhuman. Dildo hammering cunt with deep fast strokes, metal plug stretching ass with every clench, cunt riding mouth nonstop. Bella arches against the towels binding her, moans muffled, whole body spasming.

“Swallow that clit, slut—make me scream while you cum!” the face-rider demands, fisting soaked hair and yanking hard.

“She’s contracting—she’s cumming—fuck!” the dildo handler yells, speeding up even more.

First orgasm hits like a freight train. Body tenses like a bow about to snap, muscles quaking violently, sweat and cream running in streams down hot wood.

Pressure builds till it explodes in a long cataclysmic wave. Brutal hot squirts blast from the impaled cunt, splashing thighs, chests, nearby faces.

Bella’s body thrashes in long deep spasms, one after another, arching against restraints, muffled moans vibrating straight into the flesh sealing her mouth.

The orgasm stretches into endless waves, convulsing her for nearly a full minute, pure-pleasure tears rolling down soaked cheeks.

“One,” the director counts cold, voice hoarse with restrained lust.

They don’t pause a second. Another straddles her chest, rubs hard sensitive nipples against the drooling open mouth.

“Suck these too, whore. Nothing stays dry.”

Second orgasm crashes even harder, fueled by the first still echoing. Dildo twisting savage circles inside the swollen oversensitive cunt, plug shifting with every spasm, sending cold-hot shocks.

Director pinches free nipples viciously—lightning straight to the throbbing clit. The cunt riding her face grinds renewed violence.

“Two,” the director whispers, licking her lips.

Third and fourth blur into one endless storm. Dildo never leaves, just angles deeper, faster. Another girl sits on her belly, grinds her own cunt against Bella’s sweaty skin while finger-fucking herself furious. Plug vibrates with every thrust.

For the fifth the director orders full throttle.

Bella shatters in a final apocalyptic explosion.

Body arches till the towels nearly rip, endless squirts spraying like a broken hose, muffled screams turning into a long silent howl, violent spasms lasting almost a minute and a half, holes convulsing out of control, tears, sweat, and other girls’ cum drenching her face and chest.

The girls around detonate in unison: some frantically masturbating against her trembling thighs, others squirting hot cum straight onto her open face, others moaning and spasming while they watch her gaping ass and impaled cunt.

Bella lies spent, bound, soaked to the bone, holes pulsing and open, face completely glazed in foreign cum dripping down neck and tits.

The director approaches slow, strokes the sticky face with soft but dominant fingers.

“Five wins, little slut. And you’re still breathing. Your body’s learned to obey even when your mind wants to quit,” she declares, wiping sweat and fluids from Bella’s forehead in an almost tender—but lethal—gesture.

Delivers a loud brutal slap to the swollen sensitive cunt, making her shudder one last time with a broken moan.

Leans in, bites her ear hard, whispers hoarse:

“You’re one of us now, whore. Rest tomorrow… because the day after, on the filming set, I want you naked, spread, and ready for the cameras. No steam to hide behind there.”

Bella smiles weak, exhausted, mouth still flooded with the intense taste of cunt and cum, body shaking from total depletion and devastating pleasure.

There’s no going back.


Part 4 – Debut on Set: In Front of Six Hungry Spread Legs

The set is a goddamn temple of vice: low red lights painting skin blood-hot, thick smoke reeking of sweat, soaked cunts, and raw fucking, bass-heavy music pounding your chest and making the floor vibrate like the ground itself is in heat.

In the center, six naked dancers—bodies slick and gleaming, fat tits swaying, round juicy asses grinding like the air’s already drilling them nonstop.

They claw at each other viciously, fingers buried in strange cunts, tongues lashing hard nipples, legs splayed shamelessly wide for everyone to see.

Bella’s glued to the front row, wine glass shaking in her hand, cunt burning under her short skirt. The director presses right up to her ear, hot breath, voice hard as a whip:

“Watch close, gorgeous. Memorize every lick, every moan, every squirt. Because real soon you’re gonna be up there, tongue buried in all six of those dripping cunts.”

The dancers launch into a slow, filthy routine.

Two lock mouths deep, tongues wrestling, sucking lips till they’re swollen, biting so hard spit mixes with broken moans.

Another pair drops to their knees, thighs split wide, eating each other out right in front of the cameras: tongues plunged deep, loud wet slurps, thick juices pouring down chins and tits.

A blonde with massive fat tits moans loud, hair fisted by a brunette who’s riding her face hard.

“Fuck my cunt with your mouth—deeper, don’t stop, drown me with that tongue, whore!”

The brunette grinds brutal, swollen clit scraping against the hungry mouth, cream cascading down cheeks like a waterfall.

The crowd gasps. Bella bites her lip, thighs clamped, cunt throbbing.

The director twists a nipple under Bella’s blouse, pinches vicious.

“Feel how wet they all are? Look at them, slut. Picture your tongue sunk in there, swallowing every drop. Don’t touch your cunt. Just watch and learn how to be the best pussy-licking whore on set.”

Bella nods, nervous but wicked smile curling.

Another dancer flattens on the floor, yanks out a huge red dildo and rams it balls-deep into her cunt in one savage thrust.

Two others kneel: one tongues the open pink asshole, driving deep; the other sucks and bites her tits, leaving red marks.

“Yes—faster—lick it all, make me explode, fuck!” she screams, hips slamming the dildo.

The sounds are pure filth: wet flesh slapping plastic, sloppy suction, moans slicing through the music.

Bella spills wine by accident, red liquid trickling from the corner of her mouth like her own cum.

“Getting soaked, bitch?” the director whispers, sliding a hand between her thighs, brushing the already-drenched fabric. “No touching. Just watch.”

On stage a tangle of slick bodies forms: one shoves two fingers down another’s throat while getting tongue-fucked deep in her cunt and three fingers up her ass. They growl filthy shit in each other’s ears, laugh through gasps, spit into open mouths.

One dancer locks eyes with Bella and yells from center stage:

“This is gonna be yours too, pretty! Get ready to swallow my dripping cunt and drink every last drop of my cum!”

Bella arches in her chair, cunt clenching just hearing it, juices sliding down her thighs.

Music shifts—harder, like throbbing cocks inside. Center stage now: two naked models tied hand and foot to metal poles—sweaty bodies, tits stretched tight, nipples hard as bullets, cunts gaping, asses exposed.

The other four circle like bitches in heat, fingering their own cunts and tits while plotting destruction.

The director whispers hoarse in Bella’s ear:

“Pay attention. This is how you break two whores at once.”

Red spotlights stab the center. One dancer grabs the first bound girl’s chin, spits straight into her open mouth.

“Swallow it all, slut.”

Another yanks her legs wide, rams four fingers knuckle-deep into the cunt.

“Look how this slit opens up—fuck!”

The bound girl moans, muscles straining against ropes.

At the other pole, the second takes brutal dildo thrusts. Every slam echoes off spread cheeks. The plastic pistons in and out, coated thick and shiny with cream.

“I’m gonna split your cunt in half, whore,” the fucker growls.

Another kneels behind, shoves her whole tongue into the asshole, licking, penetrating, drenching while the dildo pounds merciless.

“Deeper in that ass—let’s wreck both holes!” the dildo-pumper yells.

Bella stops breathing. Wine everywhere, dripping onto already-soaked thighs. The director shoves her face forward.

“Don’t blink, little slut. I want you to see them get destroyed.”

The first bound now has a mouth devouring her cunt, another sucking and biting tits, fingers jammed down her throat. The noise is disgusting: wet flesh splashing, broken moans.

“Cum, whore—cum for us—drench everybody!”

She screams and explodes: hot jet blasting from her cunt, soaking the face below. The licker opens wide, catches it all, gulps, licks her lips.

“This bitch tastes fucking delicious!”

At the other pole, the ass-licker spits on the stretched hole, rams a huge plug in one hard yank.

“Now you’re stuffed, filthy. Both holes plugged full. Cunt and ass wide open—like it should be.”

The bound girl’s scream rips through the set like raw leather.

Camera zooms max on every obscene detail: asshole stretched to breaking around the gleaming metal plug dripping juice and sweat, cunt impaled on the veiny dildo slamming in and out with wet brutal pops, thick cream pouring down trembling thighs.

Another girl from the opposite pole grabs the bound one’s soaked hair with both hands, smashes her swollen cunt straight onto the gasping open mouth.

“Lick—swallow my cream, whore! Suck me while they fuck you!”

The bound girl’s tongue plunges desperate, sucking clit, gulping hot jets that flood her throat and spill down her chin.

The director leans over Bella:

“Look at her. They’re not leaving anything dry. That’s how I want you too: used, drenched, broken.”

Bella trembles hard, legs squeezed, cunt spasming empty at the edge of an orgasm they won’t let her have yet.

The bound girl’s moans mix with camera hums, shutter clicks, the crew’s collective heavy breathing.

Suddenly the set lights drop hard. Main spot snaps off. Only dim red and violet glows remain, bathing everything in carnal, suffocating haze.

Music shifts: deep slow hypnotic bass thumping like an amplified heartbeat. Deliberate. Almost ritual.

The ropes on the two models loosen fast and professional. They collapse to their knees—bodies shaking, holes gaping and pulsing, faces glazed in foreign cum, chests heaving ragged.

No recovery time: two girls guide them toward the circle already forming center stage.

The director shoves Bella.

“Your turn, pussy-licking whore. You’re gonna work that tongue on all six. I want your face turned into a puddle of cream. Start now.”

Center stage: six black chairs. On each, a naked dancer, legs spread to the max, cunts glistening, swollen, juices sliding down thighs and dripping to the floor.

Bella drops to her knees, looks around: six hungry throbbing cunts.

The first laughs, spreads wider, orders:

“Right here, slut. Start with my dripping cunt. Lick like it’s the only thing that exists.”

Bella crawls, buries her face between hot thighs. Flat tongue dragging the full slit, sucking swollen lips, devouring clit like a maniac, tongue plunging to the root. The dancer fists her hair, grinds merciless.

“That’s it, whore! Harder—lick like you wanna live inside my cunt—swallow every drop of my juice!”

From behind another yells:

“Now me, slut! I want that tongue buried in my slit right fucking now!”

Bella lifts her drenched face, dives to the second cunt. Sucks, slurps, laps swollen clit, swallows mixed flavors. Two different creams in her mouth, chin pouring.

“What an obedient greedy little whore!” the third laughs, finger-fucking herself furious. “Come here—drink my cream too.”

The director grabs Bella’s neck, shoves her toward the third. Bella opens wide like a thirsty bitch, tongue out, sucks clit, licks asshole, gulps jets straight down her throat.

“Yes—like that—eat my whole cunt, whore!”

The rest stroke themselves waiting. One pulls three fingers out dripping, smears them across Bella’s face.

“Taste me, slut. Lick my fingers like they’re cock.”

Bella moans, mouth stuffed, face gleaming. Jumps to the fourth cunt, then fifth, slurping, sucking clit, tongue-fucking hot sweaty assholes.

“Deeper—shove that tongue all the way in!” one roars.

“Suck my ass too, bitch—I wanna feel it inside!” another screams, spreading her cheeks.

Bella obeys: tongue buried in tight asshole while another grinds her clit on Bella’s nose.

Pressure builds: all moaning, fisting her hair, forcing her cunt-to-cunt without a second to breathe. The director stands laughing, hands on hips.

“That’s how I like it, whore. Soak up all six. I want you dripping foreign cream, face a total fucking mess.”

One dancer detonates first:

“I’m cumming, slut! Swallow it all!”

Hot jet straight into Bella’s open mouth. Another explodes at the same time across her face, drenching her. The third arches and soaks her tits. Bella doesn’t stop: tongue working nonstop, throat gulping, face and hair soaked.

All six cum in a chain—hot squirts raining down like filthy storm on Bella, who collapses to the floor drenched, gasping mouth open, face coated thick.

Two dancers kneel on either side, grab her head, smear their still-pulsing cunts across her face to wipe themselves—forehead to chin, leaving wet strands stuck to skin while leftover drops fall straight onto her tongue.

The director crouches, lifts the dripping chin, spits into the open mouth.

“Swallow every bit. Now you smell and taste like six cunts at once. You’re our official pussy-licker.”

Bella swallows, smiles glassy-eyed, body shaking from pleasure and exhaustion.

The director claps slow—each smack echoing like a stamp of total domination.

“Very good, whores. You were perfect. You showed what it means to give yourself without limits.”

Then grabs Bella’s soaked chin, forces her to look up.

“You proved you know how to obey, how to lick till you can’t breathe. Drenched, submissive, useful.”

Leans closer, voice hoarse and cruel:

“Rest well, little slut. What’s coming tomorrow is gonna demand a hell of a lot more.”


Part 5 – At the Rich Bitch’s Mansion: Two Whores for One

The Island sun whips like a fire lash across white sand. The director and Bella stroll barefoot along the shore, water licking their ankles.

Bella’s in a short, sheer little dress plastered to her sweaty body—no panties, no bra underneath: hard tits poking through, cunt rubbing her thighs with every step.

The director palms Bella’s firm ass, squeezes, slides a finger between the cheeks till it grazes the asshole right through the thin fabric.

“You’ve got pro-whore talent, little slut. Today we’re hunting for real. Gonna make some bored rich bitch scream from all that luxury and limp dick she’s used to.”

Bella’s eyebrows shoot up, cunt throbbing.

“How, ma’am?”

“Hunting cunts that need to be drowned in screams. Look close… one of these moneyed bitches secretly wants to be used like the filthy whore she is.”

The director’s gaze locks on a woman lounging in a private hammock under a huge umbrella: hair in a perfect bun, designer sunglasses, expensive bikini barely covering mature, full tits.

Legs shamelessly spread, finger toying the rim of her champagne flute, perfectly shaved cunt peeking from the bikini edge.

The director nods toward her.

“That one. Mature, dominant, used to calling shots… but that pussy’s dying for someone to fuck it the way it deserves. We’re gonna break her.”

They approach slow. Bella swallows hard. The director takes charge, leans over the hammock, voice low and commanding:

“Beautiful ocean view, but I’m damn sure what’s between your legs is way juicier.”

The woman lowers her glasses slow, arches a brow, smiles cold malice.

“Who the fuck do you think you are talking to me like that?”

The director doesn’t blink.

“The ones who’re gonna soak you wetter than anyone’s ever made you in your life.”

The woman laughs low, sets the glass aside, spreads her legs wider, showing the swollen, glistening cunt under the bikini.

Eyes narrowed, slow smile spreading, she scans Bella first—flushed face, nipples stabbing the thin fabric, thighs clenched like she’s trying to hide the pulsing little cunt already dripping between them—then the director, that icy calm that takes without asking.

She inhales deep, chest rising and falling, betraying how soaked she already is just imagining it. Licks her lips slow, savoring the buildup, voice husky:

“Fuck… look how slutty you two are. You’re making me so goddamn horny I could cum just staring.”

She stands fluid, bikini soaked through, outlining every fold of her swollen slit, a visible string of cream sliding down her inner thigh.

Steps toward them, hips swaying, eyes raking them up and down with predatory hunger, like she’s picking which hole to ruin first.

“Fine. You’ve got balls… or better yet, bold fucking cunts. Come with me. My mansion’s up the hill—private suite, no interruptions, and I’ve got toys that’ll make you forget your own names.”

Minutes later the three climb the hill to the white luxury mansion: huge sea-facing windows, cold marble floors, AC blasting against the heat pulsing between their legs.

Inside, the woman peels off her bikini slow, lets it drop: big firm tits bouncing free, perfectly shaved cunt already dripping anticipation.

Stands in front of Bella, legs wide, cream visibly trailing down inner thighs, eyes hungry up and down.

Lifts a hand, strokes Bella’s cheek with knuckles, trails down to her neck, squeezes with aristocratic force, marking territory before the real use begins.

“Look at you, gorgeous… already shaking just seeing me naked. I can see the nerves in your eyes, how you’re clenching those thighs. But today you’re gonna be my living tongue.”

“Kneel, whore,” she commands Bella, voice pure authority. “I want that tongue buried in my cunt right now.”

Bella drops to her knees on cold marble, nose and mouth plunging into hot, salty wetness between thighs. Tongue agile, dragging the full slit, lapping swollen lips and thick clit.

“Yes, slut! Deeper—shove that tongue all the way in, suck my clit like your whore life depends on making me cum!” the rich bitch moans, fisting Bella’s hair with both hands, grinding her soaked cunt all over her face.

The director strips in two seconds, steps behind Bella, rams three fingers knuckle-deep into her dripping cunt.

“You’re gonna lick that mature pussy while I fuck your slit, whore. Moan loud so the lady sees what a filthy slut you are.”

The rich bitch laughs through moans, grinds harder against Bella’s mouth.

“Swallow every drop of my juice, bitch—don’t waste a single one.”

The director adds a fourth finger, pumps brutal, thumb circling the swollen clit fast and cruel while the other three bury to the knuckles, twisting inside hot soaked flesh.

Bella moans muffled against the slit covering her mouth, whole body shaking, cunt clamping the fingers like it wants to swallow them whole.

“Louder, whore—let the lady hear how I’m wrecking your cunt while you eat hers.”

“Fuck! I’m cumming!” Bella screams, body convulsing.

The rich bitch feels Bella’s orgasm building, electric through the tongue fucking her, pushes her own edge.

Clamps Bella’s head with both hands, nails digging scalp, rides her face with hard desperate thrusts.

Bella arches sudden, body losing all control: cunt convulses violently around the four fingers wrecking it, hot jets blasting against the director’s palm, thighs quaking, long broken scream vibrating right against the rich bitch’s clit.

“I’m cumming with you, whore… cumming in your filthy mouth!”

The rich bitch clamps harder, explodes too: thick powerful jet blasting into Bella’s open mouth, flooding throat, tongue, whole face.

Bella gulps what she can mid-orgasm, the rest pours down chin, neck, tits in thick hot ropes.

“Take it all, whore! Drink my hot squirt!”

The director keeps pumping slow but deep, dragging out Bella’s spasms till her body jerks one last weak but brutal aftershock, while the rich bitch shudders above her face, milking the last drops against swollen lips and exhausted tongue.

All three pant hard, marble turned into a shining lake of mixed fluids, air thick with raw sex and total surrender.

The rich bitch gasps satisfied, smiles predatory at both.

“Stay. I’ve got a king-size bed and I’m not letting you go till you’ve made me cum three more times. You’re my summer whores now.”

In the massive living room—white marble, sea-view windows—the rich bitch pours another champagne, naked, tits glistening sweat and cream. Sits in a leather armchair, spreads legs wide, spreads her cunt lips with two fingers.

“Drink up, whores. But don’t forget this pussy waiting for you.”

The director downs a glass in one, kneels between thighs, kisses and licks inner skin.

“You taste fucking delicious, but not enough. You, little slut—back here.”

Bella obeys, leans in, tongue where it was before—now side-by-side with the director’s.

Two tongues lick in unison: sliding up and down swollen lips, sucking clit, plunging into hot cunt.

“Yes, whores! Suck me together—lick it all, make me scream!” the rich bitch laughs, fisting their hair, smashing their faces into her drenched sex.

Two tongues work perfect sync: director savages outer lips with long slow drags, spreading swollen flesh to expose the pulsing clit, while Bella drives deep inside the hot cunt, fucking with fast circular thrusts that make thick cream overflow down both chins.

Cheeks and noses rub in the soaked slit, spit and juice mixing into a shiny mess dripping down necks and tits.

Director slips two fingers alongside Bella’s tongue, stretching the cunt wider, tongues tangling inside, lapping the most sensitive spot together, circling the slow deep-pumping fingers.

“Fuck… yes… two whores licking me at once… don’t stop, sluts—keep going, you’re driving me insane!” the rich bitch moans, hips grinding violent circles, clit scraping the director’s nose while cunt clamps around Bella’s tongue.

Champagne spills across the chair, mixing with the dripping cream. Bella swallows, gasps, mouth flooded with thick intense flavor, eyes glassy with pleasure and submission.

The rich bitch bolts up, legs shaking, cunt red and swollen, gleaming under the room light.

“To the bed, both of you. I want you ready for me.”

In the bedroom, the king-size bed with white silk sheets looks like a pure altar of vice.

The rich bitch sprawls center like an obscene goddess, legs spread max, shaved cunt swollen, juices trailing to her asshole.

“You two are gonna obey. One on my mouth, one on my cunt. I want it all at once.”

The director climbs up, straddles the rich bitch’s face, lowers slow, offering her open soaked cunt.

“All yours, queen. Use that mature expert tongue to wreck it.”

The rich bitch grabs director’s ass cheeks, nails digging flesh, pulls her down hard: tongue buried to the root, sucking clit with brutal force.

Shoves two fingers into the director’s tight asshole, pumps merciless while lapping her cream.

Bella positions between the rich bitch’s spread legs, face buried in the hot slit, cunt exposed to the queen’s free hand.

Tongue deep-fucking mature cunt, lapping thick clit while swallowing thick jets flooding her mouth.

“Yes, whore! Deeper—wreck my cunt, tongue to my fucking womb!” the rich bitch screams, voice muffled against the director’s sex, hips bucking violent, bed creaking.

The rich bitch rams three fingers into Bella’s cunt without stopping devouring the director. Knuckles scrape walls vicious, twisting inside hot tight flesh.

“Mine, whores! My luxury toys! Soak me completely!”

Bed groans like it’ll snap. The director tenses. Arches out of control, composure gone. Explodes with thick hot squirts splashing. Ass clamps the rich bitch’s fingers, cunt convulsing around the tongue fucking it.

Bella breaks too: cunt clamps brutal around the three fingers pounding her, thighs quaking, muffled howl vibrating straight against the queen’s clit while she keeps licking.

The rich bitch gasps satisfied, face and hair drenched, predatory smile.

“My two whores working me at the same time. And you’re not stopping till I say. Now turn: I want those asses wide open while I fuck you and make you cum again. Tonight you’re mine till I break you completely.”

Director and Bella get on all fours side by side: two asses high, exposed and pulsing.

The rich bitch pulls a thick double-ended harness dildo from a drawer. Walks behind like a predator. Teases cheeks with the tip, delivers hard slaps leaving red marks on burning skin.

“Mmm… two asses begging for my double cock. Beg for it, whores. Plead for me to wreck your asshole holes.”

The director, voice low and defiant:

“Fuck our asses, rich bitch. Show us who’s boss. Ram that cock till we scream like broken whores.”

The rich bitch drives the harness into the director’s ass: slow at first, forcing the tight ring, stretching flesh with relentless pressure, then hard brutal slams that shake the whole bed, dildo vanishing to the base every thrust.

“Yes fuck! Harder—wreck my ass, ruin my hole!” the director screams, pushing back to take it deeper, asshole quivering with every violent impact.

No mercy for Bella: buries it all in one sudden thrust, no warning, asshole stretched to the limit in a single push that makes Bella arch and howl like an animal.

“Fuck! You’re splitting my ass!” Bella shrieks, legs shaking with every brutal pull-out and slam.

The rich bitch alternates merciless: plunges into one ass, pulls out, slams into the other with a wet meaty slap. Filthy obscene pops fill the room, air thick with raw sex and sweat.

“My luxury sluts gonna cum with their asses wrecked.”

Grabs Bella’s hair, forces her head down to the director’s cunt:

“Lick good, whore. I want you cumming in each other’s mouths while I fuck your asses like animals.”

Bella sucks the director’s clit as best she can, tongue plunged deep, swallowing hot cream flooding her mouth, moaning against soaked lips while the rich bitch wrecks her asshole nonstop.

“I’m cumming!” the director screams, body convulsing, hot squirts splashing Bella’s face.

Bella gulps desperate, her own orgasm roaring up: dildo pounding her deepest ass spot relentless, asshole clamping violently around the thick plastic.

The rich bitch rams four fingers into Bella’s empty cunt while impaling her ass—brutal double penetration stretching both holes to breaking.

“Feel how I’m opening you completely, whore!”

Bella shakes possessed, a gut-wrenching scream ripping from her throat as she explodes: ass convulsing around the dildo wrecking it, body thrashing in violent spasms.

The rich bitch roars deep, the pleasure of the two whores beneath her pushing her over: harness grinding her own clit with every thrust into their asses, and she detonates too, an orgasm that arches her and makes her scream like a beast, squirts mixing with theirs in a hot shiny mess.

The three collapse panting, soaked in cream, sweat, and spilled champagne turning sheets into a sticky lake. Bed creaks one last time under their exhausted weight.

The rich bitch rises naked, legs trembling, opens a dresser drawer, pulls two thick envelopes.

“You were magnificent, whores. Worth every moan.”

Places one envelope on the director’s sweaty, drenched tits, the other on Bella’s quivering wet belly.

“Nine hundred dollars each. My way of thanking you for soaking me like never before.”

The director laughs hoarse, picks up the envelope calm.

“Pleasure’s all ours, ma’am. Whenever you want round two.”

Bella strokes the envelope in disbelief, cunt and ass still pulsing and open, mouth red and swollen from all the licking, face gleaming foreign cream.

The rich bitch leans down, gives each a deep wet kiss, tongue plunging to the back, tasting her own cum in their mouths.

“Come back anytime. My bed, my cunt, my toys always have room for two whores like you.”

On the way back to the hotel, envelope in hand, Bella smiles. Money’s the least of it. What matters is how drenched she’s left, how broken with pleasure—ass still throbbing and open like never before—and how much more is waiting.

The director takes her arm, pulls her against her sweaty body.

“With this we buy the shortest, sluttiest dresses for tomorrow’s party.”

Bella shivers, heart racing instantly. She doesn’t know what party it’ll be, but one thing is crystal clear:

It’ll be another night of total submission. Of being used. Of cunts devoured with her tongue. Of asses wrecked and gaping. Of endless screams.

And she never wants it to stop.


Part 6 – Private Party: Unlimited Buffet for All

The mansion throbs like a heart gone feral in heat.

Bass-heavy music slams. Violet and red lights make sweat gleam on naked skin. The air hangs thick and hot, reeking of pure raw sex.

Bella sticks close to the director, both weaving through bodies grinding, rubbing, fingers plunging into strange cunts without asking, straight toward the main salon turned into a savage temple of pleasure.

Center stage, three women devour each other in a filthy triple kiss: tongues tangled, spit dripping down chins, bites leaving angry red marks.

One drops to her knees, rips tiny panties off in one yank, buries her whole tongue in a swollen glistening cunt.

“Suck it all! Shove that tongue to the fucking bottom!” the receiver moans, fisting hair and grinding her soaked slit all over the face.

The third pinches hard nipples till they’re purple, rams two fingers into the first’s ass without warning. All three twist and writhe in animal moans, juices raining onto the floor like dirty downpour.

Farther on, a white sofa already drenched: four blondes locked in a perfect pussy circle—each mouth buried in the next cunt, tongues plunged deep, loud slurps, clits sucked like they’re cocks.

One pops up for a second, face dripping thick cream, laughs hoarse:

“Do the same… you’re gonna fucking love it.”

Dives back in, lips wide, tongue-fucking to the root while the other screams, clamps thighs around her head, squirts straight down her throat.

Bella’s eyes glued to every lick, her own cunt already throbbing. The director beside her watches calm, like a queen sizing up whores.

On a glass table, two mature women dripping in jewelry dominate a trembling naked young thing. One rams four fingers knuckle-deep into the gushing cunt, pumping brutal.

“Look how this slit opens up—fuck! Juice pouring everywhere!”

The other pries her mouth open with a hand, spits straight inside.

“Swallow it all, whore… not one drop of your mistress gets wasted here.”

The girl chokes between broken moans and spit. Glass shakes with every violent buck of her body, cunt clamping the invading fingers.

Wet slaps, moans fill the room. Filthy applause, horny laughter, hoarse commands.

In the indoor pool the madness gets even nastier: naked women dive under, mount each other below the surface, tongues buried in asses while they surface gasping.

Dive again, others rub clits furious till they scream bubbles in underwater orgasms.

A group spots Bella, points with dark horny laughs, glasses raised like trophies.

“Come here, little whore!”

Another adds, voice thick with booze and lust:

“Bet she swallows like a champ and spreads her ass without being asked. Look how wet she’s getting just hearing it.”

Bella bites her lower lip, eyes defiant, but her cunt pounding hard under the dress. The director glances sideways, serious, gauging how far this night will push her.

A sudden rough yank separates them.

The pack of girls surrounds Bella like wolves. Fast hands rip the new dress off in one violent pull—fabric tearing, dress discarded like wrinkled trash. Four slick, sweaty, oiled bodies shove her down onto cold stone.

One drops hard onto her face, spreads her swollen cunt with two fingers, smashes it straight onto the open mouth.

“Open that whore mouth wide. I want to feel you swallow my heat.”

Another pins Bella’s wrists to the floor, knees on arms so she can’t move.

Two more attack her body without mercy: one sucks nipples, biting till they’re red and purple throbbing instantly; the other rams a cold glass plug into her ass in one brutal push.

Twists slow, stretching wider and wider, cold shocking against the heat racing up her spine.

Bella moans muffled into the cunt smothering her, thick flavor flooding her throat, tongue plunging on instinct while the plug stretches her merciless.

Another slaps a full palm over her clit and rubs savage—fast vicious circles, pressing till she writhes like an electrocuted animal.

The director gets snared by a pack of elegant cruel matures—jewels flashing on necks and wrists as they circle. They bind her hands behind with expensive silk scarves, rip her brand-new dress into shreds that flutter to the floor.

One straps on a glowing orange veiny dildo, rams it balls-deep into the director’s cunt in one thrust.

The director arches with a guttural growl while another hikes her dress and grinds her soaked hot cunt onto the director’s face.

“Swallow my juice, bitch. Breathe only through my slit.”

They fuck her relentless: hard dry slams making jewelry and flesh jingle, dildo pistoning in and out coated shiny cream. Another shoves five fingers down the director’s throat:

“Lick, whore! I want your tongue on every one while they wreck your cunt.”

The director obeys, eyes burning with lust and rage, licking desperate while her cunt clamps the plastic destroying it.

Bella thrashes under her four wolves: glass plug twisting and gaping her ass nonstop, nipples bitten to the edge, clit rubbed merciless, mouth drowned in a cunt about to explode.

“Yes—like that—swallow it all, suck my cunt, slut!” the rider screams.

A thick hot jet blasts her face, drenching her completely, up her nose, eyes, open mouth.

Bella shakes. The orgasm wave from the cunt on her mouth floods her with her own brutal climax—body convulsing head to toe.

Plug in her ass amplifying every spasm, hot squirts blasting from her own cunt, splashing the thighs holding her down.

The director roars too. Cunt convulsing violently around the orange dildo, body thrashing in an orgasm that leaves her gasping, trembling.

The massive glass doors to the outside slam open.

Music and moans mix with waves crashing the shore.

Dozens of bodies spill out toward the private beach: heels abandoned, glasses raised spilling champagne, filthy hoarse laughs, bare footprints trailing sand as they run to the water.

Moonlight hits like a wild silver spotlight.

Bella stumbles naked, skin marked purple hickeys, red bites, dried cream. The director beside her, hair wild plastered to face, lips swollen and shiny from all the licking.

At the water’s edge nobody stops: bodies crash onto warm damp sand.

Two women shove Bella flat on her back, sand digging into sweaty back.

One drops hard onto her face, spreads her cunt with two fingers, sinks one end of a huge black double dildo into her own sex, rams the other straight down Bella’s open throat.

“Open wide, whore. I wanna cum on my cock under the moon and drown you in my hot squirt.”

The other tongues Bella’s navel, slides down, pries her cunt open with a full hand, then slams the twin black double dildo in one brutal thrust that arches her.

Bella screams muffled, plastic cock choking her throat, violent pelvic thrusts over her face, sand stuck to back, waves splashing her feet. The dildo in her cunt pounds merciless, bottoming out every slam.

The director gets surrounded by three. They put her on all fours in wet sand. One rams a thick plastic champagne bottle into her ass like it was made for it.

Pumps hard, cold plastic gaping the stretched hole while bubbly liquid leaks with every pull-out.

Another sucks her nipples with animal fury, biting till they bleed. The third fists hair, smashes a hairy soaked cunt onto her face.

“Swallow, bitch. I want the ocean to hear you moan while you eat the bush off my slit.”

The shoreline turns into a sexual battlefield: screams, commands, asses tongue-fucked deep, tits bitten, bodies rolling in sand, salt mixing with sweat and cream.

Bella can’t tell anymore: whose tongue licks her, whose cunt soaks her mouth, what’s gaping her ass and cunt.

Dawn creeps in. Exhausted bodies slump on wet sand, laughter fades with the waves.

Bella lies flat, skin sticky with sweat, cream, sand, salt, eyes lost on the moon. The director beside her, bare chest heaving, lips wrecked.

Turns, strokes Bella’s stained face, smiles pure malice.

“You came to this island for a casting… now we’re eternal fuck-buddies.”

Bella lets out a hoarse broken laugh, squeezes her hand.

Suddenly a naked woman crouches between them, voice rough and horny:

“Saturday morning—my catamaran. I want the party to keep going at sea.”

Winks, runs fingers through their tangled hair, dances away across the sand like the music still plays just for her.

Bella and the director lock eyes in silence, ragged breathing, identical smiles.

The invitation hangs like a promise impossible to refuse.

And the sea will be the only witness.


Part 7 – No Panties on the Catamaran: Forbidden Games

The catamaran floats on an endless blue sea shining like a mirror of dirty promises. The white deck scorches under brutal sun, reflecting every bead of sweat, every slick trail of oil sliding down massive tits and round juicy asses.

No bikinis, no panties: just naked bodies sprawled, cunts spread to the air, swollen clits gleaming, fat tits bouncing free with every horny laugh.

The smell is pure sex: salty ocean mixed with thick cunt cream and pussy sweat.

The hostess approaches barefoot, wicked smile, tray in hand loaded with champagne flutes and sliced fruit. Her big tits sway, hard nipples brushing Bella’s on purpose.

“Here you go, whores. No shortage of bubbly on this boat,” she says, leaning way too close, breath grazing Bella’s lips.

Bella grabs a glass. The director bites into a red strawberry.

“Mmm… even the fruit tastes like bitch in heat on this boat,” she laughs hoarse, eyes locked on the bodies around them.

Around them, women stretched on thick towels. A blonde flips face-down, ass high, cheeks spreading naturally, wet cunt and pink asshole winking like an invitation.

Two girls play with grapes, rolling them down heaving tits.

“Catch it with your mouth, slut.”

The other leans, snags the grape with open lips right below the navel, biting soft but vicious, leaving red shiny skin.

Bella swallows champagne, thighs clenched under a light dress, cunt already dripping. Can’t stop staring: asses up, sweaty tits defying the sun, open cunts begging for tongue.

The hostess sits beside them, crosses her legs, splits a peach in half. Sweet juice drips between her fingers like thick cream.

“See what’s waiting for you, little whores?” she whispers, popping a piece in her mouth, licking juice off her own fingers. “Everything here is sweet, sticky, and meant to be licked without shame.”

The director raises her glass toward Bella.

“To us. Look at those bodies…”

A mulatto lies flat, stroking her huge tits, nipples hard and shiny with sweat. Beside her, a short-haired girl kneels, ass high, cunt open and glistening under the sun.

“God… I want someone to pour champagne straight into my cunt and lick it to the bottom,” she laughs, spreading her lips with two fingers, swollen clit throbbing.

Bella swallows loud, heat rushing to her ears.

The hostess raises her voice, glass high.

“Let’s play, whores! Two sit, hands behind, legs spread wide open. Two more lick their cunts. Tongues decide. First to cum becomes the other’s bitch all day.”

Squeals, filthy applause, cunts getting wetter. Circle forms on the deck.

Two jump center: a pointy-titted blonde and a firm-assed brunette hit the deck, hands back, cunts shining in sunlight.

“Spread them wide—I want every fold visible!” the hostess orders.

Two volunteers kneel, pry legs apart. Tongues graze swollen clits, suck lips.

“Not so hard, slut… I’ll cum too fast,” the blonde gasps.

“Shove that whole tongue in my cunt—don’t half-ass it, whore. I can hold out till the end,” the brunette growls.

Moans rise like a savage chorus.

The blonde arches, fights her breathing. Clenches fists, but body betrays her. Shakes and explodes: hot jet splashing the licker’s face.

Laughter erupts before anyone speaks; defeat’s obvious.

“We’ve got our first bitch!” the hostess yells.

“Make her kneel and obey!” another demands.

The blonde, trembling, crawls, kisses the brunette’s thighs.

“Now you two lick,” the hostess points at Bella and the director.

They glance, surprised it’s their turn so fast. Kneel before two hungry cunts.

Bella dives like a pro. Flat tongue drags the full slit, latches onto the clit with malice.

“You’re nobody, newbie. Gonna have to suck all night to make me cum,” they taunt, yanking her hair.

The director works different—fast filthy tongue, fingers plunging into cunt while she licks.

“Not so quick, whore… I don’t wanna lose,” hers moans.

Cunts gush uncontrollably, moans bounce off the deck.

Bella sucks agile, professional. Sucks the clit in unbearable rhythm till the cunt detonates. Hot jet drenches her face.

“Another bitch!” the hostess announces, splashing champagne over Bella’s face.

Bella wipes her mouth with the back of her hand, filthy smile. The director lifts her still-dry face and laughs:

“Good job, slut.”

“Now you two spread,” the hostess orders.

Bella and the director lie side by side, hands back, cunts wide open and dripping, breathing hard. Two women dive on them: hungry tongues, sucking clits, fingers plunging into cunts and asses.

“Come on—cum already, don’t fail me,” the director pants.

“Today you fall, boss…” Bella laughs, biting her lip.

Tongues work merciless: brutal suction, fingers pumping, clits nibbled soft. Bella arches, grits teeth. The director moans, writhes, bites air.

“No… not yet…!” she screams, but body betrays: cums violent, hot jets soaking the licker’s face.

The group explodes in screams and laughter.

“The boss is the bitchhhh!”

Bella laughs, cunt still glistening, unspent.

“Knew you’d lose. Now you’re my bitch.”

The director, gasping, smiles defeated.

“Enjoy it while it lasts, slut.”

Rounds continue: fresh cunts sit, tongues rotate, screams rip the air. Every orgasm a brand, every squirt a defeat.

“Slower, whore!”

“Spread that cunt wider—I wanna see it gush!”

“I’m cumming! Can’t hold it anymore!”

Glasses spill, asses slap wood, tits splashed with champagne. Sun burns oiled skin, sea sparkles around.

Several end up kneeling, cunts dripping, while others raise glasses in triumph.

The hostess lifts her glass so high champagne runs between her tits.

“Count them! We’ve got ten bitches! All bitches on all fours!” she orders. “Now—asses high, legs wide like bitches in heat.”

The bitches obey instantly.

A perfect line of ten asses, arched to the limit, cunts glistening with excitement and sweat under the roasting sun.

Behind each, their partners strap on—thick black silicone cocks, wrist-thick, veiny, gleaming with hot lube.

“Fuck those asses, whores!” the hostess yells. “Hundred thrusts up the ass. First to quit or cum—straight to the fucking sea! The pair that falls swims to shore.

Last pair standing gets a thousand bucks, the yacht suite till tomorrow, and permission to fuck me all night.”

“Wreck those assholes! Now!”

First collective slam sounds like machine-gun fire: Plaf! Plaf! Plaf!

Asses quake violently, giant dildos burying to the base, nipples bouncing like they’ll shoot off.

“One! Two! Three—fuck!”

“Spread that shitty ass wider, whore! Till it hits your throat!”

“Ram it all in, you bitch! I wanna feel you split me in half! Let’s get that thousand and the suite, cunt!”

“Drive it to my womb, you whore! Don’t stop even if you tear me!”

First to break is a skinny redhead with small tits.

“Can’t anymore! You’re ripping my ass and I was an anal virgin—fuck! Stop, please!”

“Shut up and take it, weak slut!” her partner yells, slamming three more.

The redhead collapses screaming:

“Enough! I quit—I quit—fuck!”

“To the water, useless bitch!” Two vicious slaps on the already-purple ass, drag her by the hair to the rail.

Violent splash. Sadistic laughter from above. The pair swims to shore.

Bella behind the director, fingers digging red marks into hips, hair fisted like reins, mouth at her ear:

“Clench that luxury ass, bitch. Don’t even think of quitting before a hundred.”

“Bella… you’re destroying me… it burns like fire… I won’t make seventy…”

“Shut your fucking mouth and breathe!” bites the earlobe. “Clench and count with me, slut.”

“Forty-eight… forty-nine… fuck—you’re splitting me!”

“Harder, bitch! I wanna hear you break inside!”

Another pair crumbles beside. The bitch on all fours—a wide-assed mulatto—screams:

“I’m cumming! Can’t stop! Cumming like a filthy pig!”

Violent squirts, legs shaking, collapses sideways.

“Out, whores!”

“To the water!”

“Two pairs down—fuck!”

Bella speeds like a possessed machine, dildo pistoning full speed, director’s ass red, gaped to the max.

“Count, bitch! Or I’ll fuck you even harder!”

“Fifty-five… fifty-six… Bella, please—I’m gonna cum…!”

“Don’t you fucking dare, selfish whore! Hold it and I swear after I’ll tie myself to the mast and let you fuck me all night.”

The director howls, tears mixing with sweat:

“Sixty-eight… sixty-nine… I’m dying…!”

“Look at me!” Bella yanks her face. “You’ll hold till the end even if you pass out. Got it?”

More fall: splashes, screams, laughs. Hostess pours more champagne.

“Only five pairs left! Come on, bitch—hold a little more!”

“Bella… you’re burning my ass… don’t know if I can take much more…”

“You can! Breathe and clench. Remember today you’re my bitch and my bitch doesn’t make me look bad.”

The director moans, arches, sweaty tits bouncing.

Ahead, another pair wobbles. The bitch falls, cums screaming.

“To the rail! One less pair!”

Bella thrusts vicious, hands firm on hips. Dildo hammers nonstop, director’s ass red and gaping like an excited cunt.

“Come on, bitch—count with me!” she spurs.

“Sixty… sixty-one…” the director gasps, voice cracking.

Others drop: splashes, screams. Hostess pours more champagne.

“Only two pairs left!”

Deck shakes.

Bella and the director at the edge.

Bella leans, bites her neck.

“Look at me. You’re not failing.”

“Bella I can’t anymore…”

“No. Not yet. Clench, bitch.”

The director screams, body shaking, but Bella keeps slamming brutal.

“Eighty-five… eighty-six…”

The director arches with a savage howl, legs buckling.

“Bella… I’m cumming… can’t… I’m cumming now!”

“No—fuck! Clench that cunt and that ass, bitch! We’re almost there!”

But too late: brutal orgasm, howl echoing across the yacht, cunt squirting like a fountain, body convulsing while the dildo keeps pounding merciless, hitting thrust ninety-two.

“Your bitch just came! Both of you—out!”

Bella delivers three vicious slaps to the purple ass:

“Disobedient bitch! To the water—now!”

They drag to the rail. Bella shoves her first:

“Jump—now!”

Double splash. Foam explosion. They swim exhausted to the beach, bodies burning, fluids mixing with salt.

Collapse on hot sand, flat on backs, chests heaving like broken bellows.

“A thousand bucks… yacht suite… and the hostess’s body all night for us,” the director rasps, voice wrecked.

Bella jabs a finger in her side:

“And you came like a cheap whore eight thrusts from the end.”

They lock eyes a second… then explode in hoarse, wild laughter.

“Fuck the thousand bucks,” the director says, hair plastered like wet ink. “Let the winners spend it.”

“So what the fuck did we win?” Bella smiles sharp-toothed.

The director grabs her throat, kisses deep, salty, desperate—tongue plunging.

“We won this, whore. We won fucking till sunrise. We won wrecking each other with no rules, no prizes.”

“Then let’s start now, slut. Because tonight I’m making you pay for every thrust you couldn’t take.”

They laugh between kisses, roll in sand, sticky bodies, biting, scratching.

Waves crash at their feet.

Laughter mixes with the sea.

And the party…

never fucking ends.

──────────────────────────────

THE END.

──────────────────────────────
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