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The next day, Melissa found herself standing by the pool, the sun beating down on the shimmering water and the hot concrete beneath her bare feet. She adjusted the straps of her emerald green bikini, a designer number that left little to the imagination.

Her eyes flicked nervously to Zuzanna, who was posing playfully by the diving board, her own bikini a shocking contrast of black and gold. Melissa felt a pang of guilt seeing her best friend, remembering how she had betrayed her trust in the cruelest way possible with Tom. But at the same time, she couldn't ignore the lingering ache between her thighs, the way her body still tingled with the memory of Tom's touch.

Tom himself was setting up camera equipment nearby, his brow furrowed in concentration as he fiddled with settings and lighting. Melissa watched him warily, a flush of heat rising to her cheeks at the sight of him. She couldn't believe he had the audacity to suggest this photo shoot, to act like everything was normal between them. But then again, he'd always been bold, always known how to get what he wanted... no matter the cost.

Zuzanna bounded over to Melissa, a wide grin on her face, completely oblivious to the dark cloud hanging over her friend. "Can you believe Tom is taking photos of us today? Isn't that so sweet of him?" she gushed, her amber eyes sparkling with excitement. "I mean, he's so talented and thoughtful! I’m so lucky to have a mentor like him.”

Melissa forced a weak smile, feeling the weight of her betrayal heavy in her stomach. "Yeah, that's... that's really nice of him," she managed to say.

She couldn't bring herself to look at Zuzanna directly, not wanting her friend to see the shame and guilt written all over her face. Instead, she gazed out at the shimmering pool. The water suddenly looking cold and inviting, a tempting escape from the suffocating awkwardness of the moment.

Tom called them over, his voice ringing out across the pool deck, and Melissa jumped nervously, her nerves already raw.

"Okay ladies, let's get some gorgeous pictures of you two beauties!" he called out, a smirk playing at the corner of his mouth. He snapped a few casual pictures of the two of them posing around the pool, and then said, “Now why don't you two put your arms around each other for a few shots?"

Melissa hesitated, a flicker of unease passing through her at the suggestion. But she could feel Tom's gaze on her, could sense his expectation. And so, with a deep breath, she forced herself to step closer to Zuzanna, her bare skin prickling with discomfort as she draped an arm around her friend's slender shoulders.

Zuzanna, blissfully unaware of Melissa's inner turmoil, immediately leaned into the embrace, a bright smile lighting up her beautiful face. She pressed herself closer to Melissa, her skin smooth and warm in the sunlight.

"Like this, Tom?" Zuzanna called out, her voice chipper and enthusiastic. "Is this a good pose?"

Melissa could only nod mutely, her throat tight and constricted. She couldn't bring herself to speak, couldn't trust herself not to betray the dark secret that hung between them.

As Tom snapped photo after photo, Melissa found herself studying Zuzanna's face, committing every detail to memory. The delicate curve of her cheekbones, the long, sooty lashes that framed her luminous amber eyes, the soft, plump lips curled into a carefree smile … her best friend, the one that she’d do anything for.

She felt a fresh wave of shame crash over her, a devastating realization that she had never truly appreciated the purity and innocence of the girl beside her. Not until she had sullied herself, had tainted her own soul with a sin that could never be forgiven.

Melissa closed her eyes briefly, unable to bear the weight of her own guilt. When she opened them again, it was to find Tom watching her, a knowing smirk playing about his lips. She quickly looked away, a fierce blush staining her cheeks.

She knew he was enjoying this, reveling in the way he had twisted them both to his lust and desire. And the knowledge her feel even more ill, even more defiled.

“Yes, very good,” he said. “Now, Zuzanna, stand behind Melissa and put your head on her shoulder and hands around her waist ...”

Melissa's breath caught in her throat at Tom's instruction, a fresh wave of unease and reluctance washing over her. But with Tom watching, expecting, she knew she had no choice. Mechanically, she stood still as Zuzanna moved to comply, her heart pounding as she felt her friend's slender arms slip around her waist.

Zuzanna's fingers splayed across her stomach, her thumbs resting just above her bikini line. Melissa tried not to flinch, tried to ignore the way her friend's touch made her feel tainted and unclean.

Then Zuzanna's chin came to rest on Melissa's shoulder, her breath warm and damp against her neck. Melissa had to bite back the urge to shrug her off, to put distance between them. The intimacy of the pose felt wrong, tainted by the dark secret that now lurked between them.

She could feel every inch of Zuzanna's body pressed against her back, from her chest to her hips. It was a position that should have felt comforting, loving... but for Melissa, it only served to remind her of how she had betrayed the trust of the girl she claimed to care for most.

She stood rigid and unyielding, barely daring to breathe as Tom snapped photo after photo. His camera clicked and whirred, capturing a moment that Melissa would forever see as a mockery of their once pure friendship.

“Well, Zuzanna, you’re great, but it seems like you're a bit stiff, Melissa. I mean, if you want look beautiful and really get a lot of likes on Instagram, you need to relax a little. Maybe you'd like a drink? Come on out and we'll have a few drinks before we do the next round.”

Melissa's eyes widened at Tom's suggestion, a flicker of surprise and discomfort passing through her. The thought of drinking alcohol, of loosening up and letting herself go in front of Zuzanna and Tom, filled her with a deep sense of unease. After the line she had already crossed with Tom, Melissa was terrified of what other mistakes she might make with a few drinks in her system. But she could feel the weight of Tom's gaze on her, could sense his expectation. And she knew that refusing would only raise suspicions with Zuzanna.

Melissa swallowed hard, her mouth suddenly dry. She licked her lips nervously before responding, her voice tight and strained. "I... I don't know, Tom. I'm not really much of a drinker," she hedged, hoping to dissuade him without outright refusing. "And I'm not sure it's a good idea to drink before swimming. Isn't that dangerous?"

She glanced over at Zuzanna, hoping to find an ally in her hesitation. But Zuzanna was already nodding eagerly, her eyes sparkling with enthusiasm at the idea of a pre-photoshoot drink. "Oh, come on Melissa! It'll be fun!" Zuzanna gushed, her voice bright and excited. "We can get more relaxed before the shoot. It'll make the photos so much better!"

With a deep, shuddering breath, Melissa finally nodded, resignation and unease warring within her. "Okay, fine. One drink. But a small one," she agreed, already dreading the compromising position she was putting herself in. They stepped towards the poolside bar.

“Oh, don’t worry, I’ve got lifeguard training, if it gets to be too much for you,” Tom said to Melissa, winking. Melissa watched nervously as Tom poured the clear liquid into two glasses, adding a splash of tonic water before stirring it gently.

With a deep breath, Melissa reached out and accepted the glass from Tom, her fingers brushing against his briefly. The contact sent a forbidden thrill through her, a dark reminder of the way his hands had touched her so intimately just the night before, before giving her the best sex she’d ever had.

She took a small sip of the drink, wincing as the vodka seared her throat. It was strong, much stronger than anything she was used to. Melissa set the glass down quickly, her eyes watering slightly from the potency.

Zuzanna, however, seemed to be enjoying her drink with gusto. She took a long, deep swallow, her eyes fluttering closed as she savored the taste. When she opened them again, her amber gaze was bright and sparking with newfound energy.

"This is so good!" Zuzanna exclaimed, her voice already sounding slightly slurred. "You're so smart for suggesting this, Tom. I feel so relaxed already!"

Melissa could only nod, unable to bring herself to agree. She felt anything but relaxed, her nerves stretched taut and raw with anxiety and dread. The alcohol swirled in her empty stomach, making her feel dizzy and off-balance.

She glanced around the pool deck, taking in the scene before her. The sun was beginning to set, casting long shadows across the concrete and the shimmering water of the pool. It would have been a beautiful, serene moment if not for the dark cloud of her betrayal hanging over her.

Melissa took another sip of her drink, longer this time, hoping to numb herself to the guilt and unease that plagued her. She knew she would need all the liquid courage she could get to get through the rest of this photoshoot, knowing that Tom would be watching her every move, waiting for the perfect opportunity to catch her alone again.

“Now, here, sit on the pool chair here together; put your arms around each other again,” said Tom. Melissa hesitated, her grip tightening on the glass of vodka tonic as Tom's instructions sank in. She turned to face Zuzanna, her expression tight and strained.

Zuzanna, however, seemed oblivious to Melissa's unease. Her amber eyes were sparkling with a newfound vivacity, the alcohol already affecting her mood. She plopped down on the pool chair, patting the space beside her in clear invitation.

"Come on, Melissa! Don't be shy," Zuzanna giggled, her words slightly slurred. "I promise I won't bite... unless you want me to," she added with a playful smile.

With a deep, shuddering breath, Melissa forced herself to sit beside Zuzanna on the pool chair. The cushion was warm and damp beneath her bare thighs, the heat of the day lingering in the material. Zuzanna immediately draped herself against Melissa, her slender arm curling around her waist. Melissa sat rigid and unyielding, barely daring to breathe as Zuzanna pressed herself against her side.

She could feel every inch of Zuzanna's skin against her own, from the soft swell of her breasts to the curve of her hip. It was a position that should have felt comfortable, loving... but for Melissa, it only served to remind her of the way she had betrayed the girl she claimed to care for most. With a deep sigh, Melissa reluctantly slipped her own arm around Zuzanna's slender shoulders, her hand coming to rest on the opposite shoulder. She couldn't bring herself to use both hands.

Tom was moving around them, snapping pictures. “What's the matter, Melissa? Don't you like it?”

Melissa forced a tight smile, her cheeks aching with the strain of it. She laughed, a brittle, hollow sound that rang false even to her own ears. "Of course I like it, Tom," she said, her voice tight and strained. "I'm just... a little nervous, I guess. I'm not used to being in front of the camera like this, with another girl.”

It was a flimsy excuse, and Melissa knew it. But it was the best she could come up with on the spot, desperate to diffuse the tension that hung heavy in the air.

Zuzanna seemed to buy it, however. She squeezed Melissa's shoulder reassuringly, her thumb brushing over the skin. "Aww, don't be nervous Mel! You look gorgeous, as always," Zuzanna cooed, her words still slightly slurred from the alcohol. "And Tom is so talented. I'm sure he'll make us look great  in these photos!"

Zuzanna's praise made Melissa feel even worse, a fresh wave of shame crashing over her. She didn't deserve her friend's kind words, didn't deserve Zuzanna's faith in her. Not after what she had done.

"I... I trust Tom," she forced herself to say, the words tasting like ashes on her tongue. "I'm sure the photos will be amazing."

“That’s good, because we have some news, Melissa. Zuzanna is starting her own OnlyFans page. Now, nothing pornographic of course, but we do want sexy. So take off your top now, Zuzanna ... but of course, put your hands over your breasts so we can’t see the nipples.”

Melissa's eyes widened in shock at Tom's announcement, her heart leaping into her throat. The way Tom was smiling, it was clear he was enjoying the power he held over them, the way he could manipulate and control their every move.

Melissa's hands tightened on her glass, the plastic creaking slightly under her grip. She knew she should say something, should protest this blatant exploitation of her friend. But the words stuck in her throat, trapped behind the heavy weight of her own guilt and shame.

Zuzanna, however, didn't seem to share Melissa's reservations. Her eyes were wide and sparkling with excitement, a fierce blush staining her cheeks. She sat up straight, her back no longer pressed against Melissa's side.

Before Melissa could intervene, before she could voice her concerns, Zuzanna was already reaching for the strings of her bikini top. With a quick tug, she untied the knot at her neck, the fabric falling away to expose the creamy skin beneath.

But true to Tom's instructions, Zuzanna immediately crossed her arms over her chest, her hands cupping and covering her breasts. She glanced over at Melissa, a nervous but excited smile on her face. "How's this?" Zuzanna asked, striking a playful pose with her arms still crossed over her chest. "Is this sexy enough for OnlyFans?"

Melissa could only stare, her eyes wide and disbelieving. She couldn't believe this was happening, that Zuzanna was so easily willing to bare herself for Tom's twisted amusement. And she couldn't ignore the sinking feeling in her gut, the devastating realization that she was being forced to watch … and participate.

“Now, Melissa ... like before. Stand behind Zuzanna and put your arms around her waist and your chin on her shoulder. Two beautiful girls together ... close.”

Melissa's heart raced as she stared at Zuzanna's partially exposed form, her friend's creamy skin glowing in the fading light of the setting sun. The sight of Zuzanna's crossed arms barely concealing her breasts, combined with Tom's expectant gaze boring into her, filled her stomach with butterflies. Mechanically, she stood up from the pool chair, her legs trembling slightly as she moved to stand behind Zuzanna. Zuzanna glanced back at her, amber eyes sparkling with excitement and a hint of nervousness. Melissa forced a strained smile, her cheeks aching with the effort.

Slowly, hesitantly, Melissa slipped her arms around Zuzanna's slender waist, her fingers splaying across the smooth skin of her friend's stomach. She could feel the warmth of Zuzanna's body, could sense the way her heart beat rapidly beneath her touch.

Zuzanna automatically leaned back into Melissa's embrace, her chin coming to rest on her shoulder.

As Melissa gazed down at Zuzanna, she was struck by how vulnerable her friend looked in that moment. The way Zuzanna's arms crossed protectively over her chest, the flush of excitement coloring her cheeks... it made Melissa feel a surge of protectiveness, a fierce desire to shield Zuzanna from any hint of harm or corruption.

But it was too late for that, Melissa realized with a pang of guilt. She had already betrayed Zuzanna in the most intimate way possible, had already tainted the purity of their friendship with her own weaknesses and desires.

So with a deep, shuddering breath, Melissa forced herself to relax into the pose, to press her chin against Zuzanna's shoulder as Tom had instructed. She could feel the silky softness of Zuzanna's auburn hair brushing against her jaw, could inhale the sweet scent of her shampoo.

“Now ... how about something even sexier? Melissa, you cover Zuzanna's breasts with your hands. Zuzanna, you hold your hair up off your neck.”

Melissa's stomach fluttered at Tom's increasingly provocative requests, a wave of unease and revulsion crashing over her. She couldn't believe what he was suggesting, the way he was pushing the boundaries of what was appropriate. But with each passing moment, Melissa felt more trapped, more powerless to resist Tom's twisted whims. She knew she couldn't refuse him outright without raising Zuzanna's suspicions, without revealing the dark secret that hung between them.

So with a deep, shuddering breath, Melissa reluctantly raised her hands, her fingers hovering hesitantly over Zuzanna's crossed arms. She could feel the heat radiating off her friend's skin, could sense the way Zuzanna's heart raced beneath her touch.

Zuzanna glanced back at her, amber eyes wide and trusting. Melissa forced a tight smile, her cheeks aching with the strain of it. She couldn't bring herself to meet Zuzanna's gaze, couldn't bear the thought of seeing any hint of suspicion or disgust in her friend's eyes.

Slowly, Melissa cupped her hands over Zuzanna's breasts, her fingers splaying across the soft, supple mounds. She could feel the weight of them in her palms, could sense the way they strained against her touch. The nipples hardened against her fingers. Melissa felt and heard Zuzanna sigh with pleasure.

At the same time, Zuzanna reached up, her slender fingers threading through her auburn chestnut hair. She gathered the silky strands, pulling them up and away from her neck, exposing the long, elegant column of her throat.

The pose was undeniably provocative, a clear invitation to any who saw the photo. And yet, it was also achingly vulnerable, a raw and intimate glimpse into the depths of Zuzanna's beauty.

Melissa could feel her own heart racing as she stood there, her hands cupping Zuzanna's breasts, her chin resting on her shoulder. She knew this was wrong, knew that she was crossing a line she could never uncross, but she felt powerless to stop.

Tom continued to snap pictures. “How does that feel? Nice? You look great.”

"I... it's fine," she forced out, her fingers, of their own volition, gently kneading Zuzanna’s breasts. Fine. What a pathetic, inadequate word in the face of the turmoil raging inside her.

Zuzanna, blissfully unaware of Melissa's inner conflict, leaned further into her touch. She turned her head slightly, her nose brushing against Melissa's jaw, her breath hot and sweet against her skin. "Your hands feel so warm, Mel," Zuzanna murmured, her voice low and slightly slurred from the alcohol.

“Mmm, look how Zuzanna is enjoying it ... you really do need to loosen up a little bit more, Melissa. I think it's time for the lingerie shots now. Let's go inside.”

With a deep, shuddering breath, Melissa forced herself to nod, her voice tight and strained when she finally spoke. "Okay, sure. Lingerie shots," she agreed, each word a struggle to get out.

Zuzanna dashed through the glass doors and immediately stepped into the bathroom to change, as Tom prepared more drinks and Melissa sat nervously on the sofa.

"Well? What do you think?" Zuzanna asked, emerging and striking a confident pose. The red high heels clicked softly on the hardwood floor as Zuzanna walked towards them, the garter belt hugging her slender hips, framing the white lace French cut panties, her breasts pushed up in the tight white lace bra. She did a little twirl, her hair fluttering and catching the last light of the day.

"It's... very pretty," Melissa forced out, her voice tight and strained. She couldn't bring herself to meet Zuzanna's eyes, couldn't bear to see the excitement and anticipation there. Pretty? Melissa looked breathtaking.

Tom’s gaze raked over Zuzanna's barely clad form, a lewd grin spreading across his face. Melissa could see the hunger in his eyes, the way he drank in every inch of Zuzanna's exposed skin. It made her feel sick, knowing that he was enjoying this so much.

“What might be nice ... we have a matching set in black, for you Melissa. What do you say?”

Melissa knew she should refuse, should put her foot down and put an end to this twisted charade. But with Tom watching, expecting, she felt trapped, powerless to resist his perverse demands. And the thought of disappointing Zuzanna, of seeing the excitement and anticipation fade from her friend's eyes …

So instead of voicing her true feelings, Melissa forced a strained smile, her cheeks aching with the effort. She laughed, a brittle, hollow sound that rang false even to her own ears.

"Oh, I don't know, Tom," she hedged, her voice tight and unconvincing. "That seems a bit... intense. Don't you think that's taking things a step too far?"

Zuzanna stepped forward, her red high heels clicking softly on the floor. She reached out, her slender fingers curling around Melissa's hand, squeezing gently.

"Come on, Mel," Zuzanna coaxed, her voice low and persuasive. "It'll be fun! We'll look so pretty together, contrasting colors and all. Don't be a downer!"

Tom smiled. “Of course, if you don't want to be famous or make any money, I guess we can do a solo shoot here with just Zuzanna. Do you want to leave?”

Melissa knew she should leave, should remove herself from this sick and depraved situation before it went any further. But the thought of abandoning Zuzanna, of leaving her alone with Tom... it made Melissa's heart clench with fear and dread.

So with a deep, shuddering breath, When she finally spoke, her voice was low and tight, trembling with the effort to keep her composure. "No," Melissa said, her words clipped and sharp. "I'm not leaving Zuzanna alone with you."

Zuzanna frowned. “Mel, what’s got in to you?”

"I... I can't explain it now," Melissa said, her voice thick with emotion. "But please, Zuzanna, don't do this. Don't let him take advantage of you like this. You're worth so much more than this."

“Mel, I want to be famous! You know this is my dream. If you don’t want to be a part of it, you can go!” said Zuzanna, hands on her slender hips.

So with a deep, shuddering breath, Melissa forced herself to nod, even as every fiber of her being screamed in protest. Her voice was low and strained when she finally spoke, the words feeling like shards of glass in her throat. "Okay, fine," Melissa agreed, hating the way her voice wavered slightly. "I'll... I'll put on the black lingerie.”

Zuzanna held up a black lace teddy, a wicked grin spreading across her face. It was even transparent, with delicate straps and a plunging neckline that left little to the imagination.

"Here, try this on," Zuzanna said, thrusting the garment at Melissa. "It'll look amazing on you."

Melissa took the teddy, her fingers trembling slightly as she held the flimsy fabric. She could feel the weight of Tom's gaze on her, could sense his anticipation and hunger as he waited for her to change.

“Okay,” said Melissa firmly. She stepped out of her bikini bottoms and shed the top with a quick snap. She stood naked in front of the two of them for a moment, boldly trying to reclaim some of her composure. As she stepped into the teddy, Melissa tried to block out the image of Tom's leering face, the way his eyes had raked over her body with such blatant desire. She couldn't let him win, couldn't let him break her. She had to stay strong, for Zuzanna's sake. "Is this... is this okay?" Melissa asked softly, her voice barely above a whisper.

Melissa tensed as Tom approached, his arm snaking around her waist to pull her close. “You look absolutely magnificent,” he said. She could feel the heat of his skin through the flimsy lace, could smell the musky scent of his cologne.

She forced herself to stand still, to endure his touch even as every fiber of her being screamed to pull away. Melissa's hands clenched into fists at her sides, her nails digging into her palms hard enough to leave marks.

"Thanks, Tom," she managed, hating the way her voice trembled slightly.

Tom put his other arm around Zuzanna and kissed her cheek, “This is the best. You two are going to be famous, you know?"

Melissa watched in horrified fascination as Tom pulled Zuzanna into his arms, his hand cupping her cheek as he leaned in to kiss her. Zuzanna's eyes widened in surprise, but she didn't pull away, letting Tom's lips brush against her soft skin.

"Famous? I don't care about being famous, Tom," Melissa said, her words clipped and sharp. "I just want... I want to make sure Zuzanna is okay. I don't want her to do anything she's not comfortable with."

“How about it, Zuzanna? Are you feeling comfortable?” Tom stood behind Zuzanna and rubbed her shoulders. "I mean you two want to be models, and this is the best way to get traction."

Zuzanna blushed at Tom's touch, a pretty pink hue coloring her cheeks. She glanced back at him, her amber eyes wide and uncertain. Melissa could see the conflicting emotions playing out across her friend's face - the excitement and anticipation, warring with a flicker of hesitation and doubt.

"I... I guess so," Zuzanna said softly, her voice barely above a whisper. "If you think it's the best way, Tom. I trust you."

“Zuzanna, sweetheart, I know you trust Tom, but I really think we need to be careful about this," Melissa said, her voice strained and unsteady. I don't want us to do anything too... too provocative. We can still have a successful modeling career without resorting to that."

Even as the words left her mouth, Melissa knew they sounded weak, unconvincing. Tom was already shaking his head, a smirk playing at the corners of his mouth as he continued to rub Zuzanna's shoulders, his hands kneading into the soft flesh.

"Come on, Mel," Tom said, his voice a low, persuasive murmur. "Don't be such a killjoy. This is the kind of stuff that sells, the kind of stuff that gets girls noticed. You and Zuzanna are gorgeous, sexy, desirable... there’s no reason to hide that."

Melissa's heart pounded as Tom snapped photo after photo, the camera clicking and flashing in the dimly lit bedroom. Melissa was becoming light-headed, hyper-aware of every inch of skin that was on display, every curve and contour that the skimpy lingerie failed to cover.

“Closer,” said Tom. “Melissa, put your arms around Zuzanna. From the front, this time.”

"Like this, Tom?" Melissa asked, hating the way her voice trembled slightly. "Is this close enough?"

“Yeah, that's it ... like you're protecting her ... hold her like you never want to let her go.”

With a deep, shuddering breath, Melissa forced herself to move. She slipped her arms around Zuzanna, pulling her close, holding her tight. Melissa tried to pour all of her fear and desperation into the embrace, tried to silently convey the urgent need for Zuzanna to stay close, to stay safe.

It was a strange sensation, holding Zuzanna like this, with Tom watching, with the camera clicking and flashing around them. Melissa's body felt too hot, too sensitive, every nerve ending alight with tension and dread. She could feel every inch of Zuzanna's skin through the flimsy lace of her lingerie, could feel the soft swell of her curves pressed against her own.

Zuzanna seemed to melt into the embrace, her own arms coming up to wrap around Melissa's waist. Melissa could feel her friend's fingers splaying across her back, could feel the gentle pressure of Zuzanna's hands urging her even closer.

Melissa's voice was barely above a whisper when she finally spoke, the words feeling like a strangled choke in her throat. "Like this, Tom?" she asked, her body trembling slightly against Zuzanna's. "Is this... is this enough?"

“Hhmmm ... it's nice, but needs a little more. Kiss her on the lips.”

Melissa's heart stopped, her blood turning to ice in her veins at Tom's words. Kiss Zuzanna? On the lips? Zuzanna seemed just as shocked by the request, her eyes widening in surprise and uncertainty. She glanced at Melissa, a silent question in her gaze, waiting for her reaction.

Melissa swallowed hard, her mouth suddenly dry as the Sahara. She had to say something, had to find a way to refuse without revealing the devastating truth behind her reluctance. With a shaking hand, Melissa reached up to cup Zuzanna's cheek, her thumb brushing gently over the soft skin.

"Come on, Mel," Tom coaxed, his voice a low, persuasive murmur. "Don't be shy. This is the kind of stuff that sells, the kind of stuff that makes girls like you and Zuzanna famous. A little kiss is nothing compared to the rewards you'll get in return."

“I don’t know,” said Melissa in a small voice, looking  down.

“Well, if you don’t want to. Here, it’s all perfectly innocent. Let me show you.” Melissa watched in horror as Tom leaned in, his lips crashing against Zuzanna's in a forceful, demanding kiss. Zuzanna's eyes widened, her body stiffening in Melissa's arms as Tom's mouth moved over hers, his hands gripping her waist possessively, but she quickly melted into him.

When Tom finally pulled back, Melissa saw the dazed, lustful expression on Zuzanna's face, her cheeks flushed a deep, rosy pink. Melissa's voice was tight and strained when she finally spoke, the words feeling like shards of glass in her throat. "I... I thought this was supposed to be innocent, Tom," she said, hating the way her voice trembled. "That didn't feel very innocent to me."

“Oh,  Zuzanna's comfortable with it, aren't you Zuzanna?” He put his arm around Zuzanna and kissed her on the neck. "She told she's always wanted to kiss you. She doesn't know why you're so shy about it."

Zuzanna gasped softly as Tom's lips met her neck, her head instinctively tilting to the side to give him better access. Melissa watched in horror, her heart pounding wildly in her chest as she saw her friend's eyes flutter closed, a look of confused pleasure flickering across her face.

“Zuzanna,” said Melissa. “He’s using you. Both of us.”

Zuzanna shook her head and says, "He's not using me, Melissa. I'm using him. This is what I want."

Melissa stared at Zuzanna in shock, her eyes wide with disbelief and a growing sense of dread. She couldn't process the words that had just left her friend's lips, couldn't reconcile the Zuzanna she knew with the one standing before her, so casually accepting Tom's twisted advances.

"Zuzanna, no," Melissa said, shaking her head vehemently. "Don't say that. You don't know what you're saying. This isn't... you can't..."

But Melissa's words trailed off as she saw Zuzanna's expression, saw the determined set of her jaw, the fiery glint in her amber eyes. It was a look Melissa had never seen before, a look that filled her with a deep sense of unease and fear.

Zuzanna was shaking her head, a small smile playing at the corners of her mouth. "I'm not a child, Melissa," she said, her voice firm and unwavering. "I know exactly what I want, and I want this. I want him."

Melissa's heart raced, her stomach churning with a sickening sense of betrayal and despair. She couldn't believe what she was hearing, couldn't accept that Zuzanna could so easily cast aside all her dignity for Tom.

Zuzanna turned to Tom, a coy smile on her face as she pressed herself against him, her hands sliding up his chest to loop around his neck. "Kiss me, Melissa," Zuzanna urged, her voice a breathless whisper. "Show me you want this too. Show me you're not afraid."

With a deep, shuddering breath, Melissa leaned in, her eyes squeezing shut as she pressed her lips against Zuzanna's in a stiff, awkward kiss. It lasted only a moment, a single, agonizing heartbeat before Melissa wrenched herself away, her chest heaving with panicked breaths.

And then, Melissa lunged forward hungrily, grabbing the back of Zuzanna’s head, kissing her with bruising pressure. Their tongues intertwined.

“Now that’s better,” said Tom. “That’s the intensity I want to see. Lay on the bed Zuzanna, and let Melissa rub your back.”

Zuzanna blinked slowly, a dazed and dreamy expression on her face as she turned to the bed. Without a word, she climbed onto the mattress, the silky fabric of her lingerie whispering against the sheets. She lay back, her chestnut hair fanning out around her head like a halo, her amber eyes watching Melissa expectantly.

"Touch me, Melissa," Zuzanna urged, her voice low and breathy with anticipation. “I want to feel your hands on me." She rolled over, revealing the smooth expanse of her back, pulling her hair out of the way.

She hesitated for a moment, her hand hovering just above Zuzanna's back, not quite touching. Then, Melissa began to rub slow, awkward circles into the soft hot flesh.

Tom made more pictures, walking around the bed. “Beautiful, just beautiful. What's the matter, Melissa? Don't be shy. I know you're not a shy girl, by your nature ... in fact I know you're very passionate ...”

Melissa felt herself turning red, felt the heat growing in her core, felt Tom’s eyes on her. She sank her fingers gently into the muscles of Melissa’s back. Zuzanna's voice was a breathless, needy whisper, filled with a fevered anticipation. "That feels amazing, Melissa. Don't stop, please don't stop."

Tom chuckled darkly, the sound sending a chill down Melissa's spine. He was enjoying this, reveling in the power he held over them both. Melissa could see it in the smug, self-satisfied grin on his face, in the way his eyes glinted with a wicked, hungry light.

"I know you're not shy, Melissa," Tom taunted, his voice a low, persuasive murmur. "I've seen the way you are with your fans, the way you throw yourself into your craft. So why hold back now? Give in to your passion, let Zuzanna feel the real you."

Tom moved onto the bed with them. "Kiss Zuzanna on the neck, like this," he demonstrated by kissing Melissa on the neck. "And Zuzanna, arch your back so your ass is in the air a bit."

The kiss made Melissa shiver, her nipples instantly hardening, easily visible beneath the sheer black lace teddy.  Zuzanna, meanwhile, was already moving to obey Tom's command, arching her back in a way that made her round, perfect ass rise up from the bed. The silky fabric of her lingerie strained against the curve of her cheeks, the delicate material riding up to reveal the creamy, flawless skin beneath.

Zuzanna turned her head, her amber eyes meeting Melissa's gaze with a fevered, almost manic light. Melissa swallowed hard, her mouth dry and bitter with dread as Zuzanna spoke, her voice a breathless, needy whisper.

"Kiss me, Melissa," Zuzanna urged, her voice trembling with anticipation. "Kiss my neck, just like Tom showed you. I want to feel your lips on me, your teeth, your tongue. Please, Melissa, don't make me wait any longer."

With a deep, shuddering breath, Melissa leaned in, her eyes squeezing shut as she pressed her lips against the soft, warm skin of Zuzanna's neck. Zuzanna moaned and writhed.

“Now ... we're going to get really sexy, are you ready? Rub her ass, Melissa. Put your hands on that cute little ass. But first ...” Tom reached over and unhooked Zuzanna's bra as she lays writhing on her stomach.

Melissa's eyes widened as Tom reached over and deftly unhooked the clasp of Zuzanna's lacy bra with a single flick of his fingers. The flimsy garment fell away, revealing Zuzanna's bare back, the smooth, creamy skin of her shoulder blades and the gentle curve of her spine now completely exposed.

Zuzanna let out a soft gasp, a shudder running through her body as the cool air of the room met her newly bared flesh. She made no move to cover herself, instead arching her back further, pushing her chest against the mattress and her ass up towards Melissa in a silent, wanton invitation.

Melissa's heart raced, her stomach churning with a sickening mix of betrayal, disgust, and a desperate, frantic panic. She couldn't believe this was happening that Tom had actually exposed Zuzanna in such an intimate, vulnerable way.

Zuzanna turned her head, her amber eyes meeting Melissa's gaze with a hazy, fevered light. Melissa swallowed hard, her mouth dry and bitter with dread as Zuzanna spoke, her voice a breathless, needy whisper. "Touch me, Melissa," Zuzanna urged, her voice trembling with anticipation. "Put your hands on my ass. I want to feel your fingers sinking into my flesh, gripping me, squeezing me. Please, Melissa, don't hold back now."

Melissa's hands shook as she reached out, her fingers hovering just above the perfect, rounded globes of Zuzanna's ass. She couldn't believe she was actually considering this, that she was about to touch her friend in such an intimate, forbidden way. But with Tom watching, demanding, his camera poised to capture every sordid moment, Melissa felt trapped, powerless to resist.

Tom's voice was a dark, persuasive murmur, filled with a wicked, hungry edge. "Go on, Melissa. Touch her. Squeeze that perfect ass. Show me how much you want her."

Zuzanna wriggled beneath Melissa's hovering hands, her ass lifting and falling with each shaky breath, as if begging for Melissa's touch. Tom kissed Melissa on the lips "Do it, Melissa. For me."

Melissa froze as Tom's lips crashed against hers, his mouth claiming hers in a brutal, demanding kiss. She gasped in shock, her eyes flying open wide as she felt the rough scrape of his beard against her soft skin, the hot, wet slide of his tongue forcing its way past her lips. Tom pulled back, lingering for a moment before he released her. "For me," Tom repeated, his voice a low, dark growl. His eyes glittered with a manic, almost crazed light as he stared at Melissa, daring her to defy him. "Touch her, Melissa. Squeeze that perfect ass. Now. For me and for you ... you know you've always wanted it. You know you both have always wanted it ...”

.

Zuzanna's rolled over and looked up. Her eyes shimmered with desperate tears, her lower lip trembling as she stared at Melissa with a fevered, almost crazed intensity. "Please, Melissa," she whimpered, her voice high and thin with fear and need. "I can't... I need this. I need to be famous, I need you to touch me. Please, don't you want to make my dream come true?"

Zuzanna's eyes searched Melissa's face, desperate and pleading. "I thought you loved me," Zuzanna whispered, a single tear rolling down her cheek. "I thought you wanted the best for me, no matter what it took. Touch me, Melissa. Please, I'm begging you. I need you to want this too."

Tom smiled. “After all, if it’s not you … it will be somebody else.”

Zuzanna looked up at Melissa, her amber eyes wide and desperate, a fevered light shining in their depths. "Please, Melissa," she whimpered, her voice high and thin with fear and need. "You're right, I... I can't let anyone else touch me. I need you to be the one, the one who loves me enough to do this. Please, Melissa, I'm begging you. Don't let anyone else have me but you."

With a deep, shuddering breath, Melissa turned to Tom, her eyes blazing with a fierce, desperate determination. "You're right," she said, her voice low and dangerous. "If it's not me, it will be someone else. Someone worse, someone who won't care about Zuzanna's feelings or well-being. So I'll do it. I'll touch her, just like you want.”

Zuanna rolled over again, and Melissa's heart raced as she reluctantly reached out, her trembling fingers hovering just above the curve of Zuzanna's ass. She could feel the heat emanating from her friend's skin, could see the way the silky fabric of her lingerie strained against the perfect, rounded globes.

Zuzanna let out a shuddering breath, a soft whimper escaping her lips as she felt Melissa's fingers brush against her skin. Melissa could see the goosebumps rising on her friend's flesh, could feel the tension in her muscles as she braced herself for Melissa's touch.

With a deep, shuddering inhale, Melissa placed her hands on Zuzanna's ass, her fingers sinking into the soft, supple flesh. She could feel the way it yielded beneath her touch, the way it molded to the shape of her hands like warm, silken clay.

Zuzanna gasped and moaned, a strangled sound catching in her throat as Melissa's fingers dug into her ass. Melissa could feel her friend's body trembling, could sense the desperate, manic energy radiating off her in waves. She knew Zuzanna was lost in her own twisted fantasies, too far gone to care about the true consequences of her actions.

Tom let out a low, dark chuckle, a sound of twisted satisfaction and triumph. "That's it," he purred, his voice a low, seductive murmur. "Touch her just like that, Melissa. Squeeze that perfect ass, make her feel good. You're both such good girls, so sexy and beautiful. I knew you'd want to do this. Now roll over Zuzanna. Let's see your beautiful tits. And Melissa ... I think you know what to do.”

Melissa's heart pounded in her ears as Zuzanna slowly rolled over onto her back, her chest heaving with shallow, panicked breaths. The movement caused her already unhooked bra to fall away completely, exposing her firm, perky breasts to Tom's hungry gaze. Melissa's stomach turned at the sight, a fresh wave of nausea crashing over her as she realized what Tom was demanding next.

Zuzanna's amber eyes were wide and glassy, her pupils dilated with a fevered, almost manic light. She stared up at Melissa, her lower lip trembling as she waited for her friend to obey Tom's twisted command. Melissa could see the desperate, almost crazed anticipation in Zuzanna's gaze, the silent plea for Melissa to just give in and play along with Tom's sick games.

Melissa's mind raced, a frantic, desperate panic clawing at the edges of her thoughts. She knew she had to find a way out of this nightmare, had to protect Zuzanna from the horrific consequences of her own obsession. But with Tom looming over them, demanding and threatening, Melissa felt trapped, powerless to resist.

Taking a deep, shuddering breath, Melissa reluctantly leaned forward, her face hovering just inches above Zuzanna's exposed breasts. The creamy, flawless skin seemed to glow in the dim light of the bedroom, the delicate curve of Zuzanna's nipples peeking out from behind the swell of her breasts.

Tom's voice was a low, dark growl, filled with a manic, almost crazed edge. "Go on, Melissa," he urged, his eyes glittering with twisted anticipation. "Touch them. Cup them, squeeze them, make her moan for me. Show me how much you worship Zuzanna's beautiful tits."

Melissa's heart raced as she reluctantly leaned in, her face hovering just inches above Zuzanna's exposed breasts. She could feel the heat radiating off her friend's skin, could smell the intoxicating scent of her perfume mingling with the natural, sweet aroma of Zuzanna's own skin.

With a deep, shuddering breath, Melissa closed her eyes, trying to block out Tom's leering presence and the sick anticipation in his voice. She knew Zuzanna needed her, needed Melissa to be strong and protect her from this nightmare. Tentatively, Melissa leaned in, her lips brushing against the soft, supple flesh of Zuzanna's breast.

Zuzanna gasped, a strangled moan catching in her throat as Melissa's lips made contact with her skin. Melissa could feel her friend's body trembling beneath her touch, could sense the desperate, manic energy radiating off her in waves. Zuzanna's fingers tangled in Melissa's silky hair, gripping it tightly as if trying to anchor herself to something real and good amidst the swirling chaos.

Melissa's heart shattered as she felt Zuzanna's nipple stiffen against her lips, the sensitive bud pressing insistently against the soft flesh of her mouth. With a sense of detachment that bordered on surreal, Melissa opened her lips, taking Zuzanna's nipple into her mouth.

Zuzanna cried out, a high, thin wail of desperate, twisted pleasure filling the room. Her body arched off the bed, pressing her breast more firmly against Melissa's mouth as she clung to her friend like a drowning woman grasping a lifeline. Melissa's heart ached with the knowledge that Zuzanna was lost to her own obsessions, too far gone to care about the true horror of what they were being forced to do.

*As Melissa suckled and kissed Zuzanna's breasts, she could hear Tom's low, dark laughter ringing in her ears, could feel the weight of his cruel, leering gaze boring into them. She knew he was reveling in their torment, in the sick thrill of watching them debase themselves for his twisted lust.

Melissa gasped as Tom suddenly grabbed her by the hair, his fingers tangling painfully in her silky locks. She let out a yelp of surprise and discomfort as he yanked her head back, forcing her to meet his triumphant, manic grin. Before she could react, Tom's lips crashed against hers in a brutal, forceful kiss. Melissa's eyes widened in shock and revulsion as she felt his tongue invading her mouth, probing and exploring with a crude, aggressive hunger.

Melissa struggled against Tom's grip, her hands coming up to push against his chest. But Tom was far too strong, his muscles unyielding as he held her in place, forcing her to endure his violating kiss. Tears of anger and humiliation stung Melissa's eyes as she endured the assault, a muffled whimper escaping her throat.

Just as suddenly, Tom wrenched Melissa's head back, tearing his lips from hers. Melissa gasped for air, her chest heaving with panicked, shallow breaths. Before she could catch her breath, Tom shoved her face back down into Zuzanna's heaving breasts, mashing her lips against the soft, pillowy flesh.

Zuzanna let out a high, keening moan, her body writhing beneath Melissa's reluctant touch. Melissa could feel her friend's heart pounding against her cheek, could sense the desperate, manic energy radiating off her in waves. Zuzanna's fingers tangled in Melissa's hair, gripping it almost painfully as she held Melissa's face against her breasts.

Melissa's heart raced as she watched Tom lean down, his lips crashing against Zuzanna's in a brutal, dominating kiss. Zuzanna let out a muffled moan, her body melting against Tom's as he plundered her mouth with his tongue.

Before Melissa could protest, Tom pulled away from Zuzanna's lips. Without pausing, he latched onto Zuzanna's left nipple, sucking and biting at the sensitive flesh with a vulgar, aggressive hunger. Zuzanna cried out, a high, desperate wail of twisted pleasure filling the room as Tom's mouth ravaged her breast.

Melissa's stomach turned, a wave of nausea crashing over her as Tom's cruel command echoed in her mind. With a sense of sickening dread, she leaned in, her lips brushing against Zuzanna's right nipple. The bud was stiff and aching, straining against the onslaught of Tom's attentions. She could feel the heat of Zuzanna's skin against her lips, could taste the salty tang of her sweat as she reluctantly suckled her nipple. Melissa's mind reeled, a maelstrom of anger, grief and utter despair swirling through her thoughts.

"Stop it," Melissa whimpered around Zuzanna's nipple, her voice muffled and distorted with emotion. "Please, Tom... don't make us do this. This is wrong, so wrong..." She trailed off, a fresh sob catching in her throat as she continued to suckle Zuzanna's breast, unwillingly stoking her friend's twisted arousal.

Zuzanna was lost in her own fevered, manic world, too far gone to hear the anguished plea in Melissa's voice. She arched into Melissa's touch, a high, keening moan of desperate, craving pleasure filling the room. "Yes, Melissa... yes... I can feel how much you love it... love me..." Zuzanna babbled, her words slurred and delirious with need.

Melissa's body stiffened, a jolt of pure, primal terror shooting through her nerves as she felt Tom's large hands grasp her ass cheeks through the thin fabric of the teddy. She gasped, her teeth releasing Zuzanna's nipple as a strangled cry of protest escaped her lips.

"No, stop! Don't touch me like that!" Melissa cried out, trying to twist away from Tom's groping hands. But Tom's grip only tightened, his fingers sinking into the supple flesh of her ass.

Zuzanna seemed oblivious to Melissa's distress, lost in her own fevered, manic world of twisted pleasure. She stared down at Melissa with glazed, half-lidded eyes, a blissful smile on her face as she watched Tom violate her best friend. "Yes, Tom... touch her... she wants it so badly..." Zuzanna panted, her voice a breathy, delirious moan.

Melissa shrieked in terror and disgust as Tom roughly flipped her onto her back, leaving her exposed and vulnerable. She thrashed and struggled, trying desperately to push him away, but Tom was too strong. He pinned her down, his large hands gripping her wrists as he forced her arms above her head.

Melissa let out a strangled scream, a sound of pure, unadulterated terror and revulsion as Tom ripped the teddy off her, the thin straps breaking. She tried desperately to clench her legs together, to protect herself from his violating touch, but Tom's strong hands gripped her hips, holding her in place. He pushed her knees apart.

Before Melissa could even think to protest further, Tom buried his mouth against her most intimate flesh, his tongue delving between her soft, delicate folds. Melissa convulsed in a pure wave of sensation.

"No! No, stop!" Melissa screamed, thrashing against Tom's grip. But he was relentless, his tongue swirling and probing, forcing her body to respond to his brutal attentions despite her desperate pleas.

Zuzanna seemed oblivious to Melissa's anguished cries, lost in her own fevered, manic world of twisted pleasure. She stared down at Melissa with glazed, half-lidded eyes, a blissful smile on her face as she watched Tom violate her best friend. "Yes, Tom... eat her... make her yours..." Zuzanna panted, her voice a breathy, delirious moan.

Melissa could feel the sickening heat of Tom's breath against her skin, could feel the obscene wetness of his tongue as it delved into her most intimate places, waves of pleasure racing through her.

"Stop! Please, Tom, stop!" Melissa begged, hot tears streaming down her face. But her pleas fell on deaf ears as Tom buried his face between her thighs once more. His tongue was relentless, plunging into her most intimate flesh with a cruel, aggressive hunger.

Zuzanna loomed over Melissa, a manic, almost crazed look in her amber eyes. Without hesitation, she reached out and grasped Melissa's breasts, squeezing and kneading the soft flesh. Melissa convulsed in horror and revulsion, the dual assault on her body making her feel sick and violated to her core.

"Yes, touch her Zuzanna," Tom growled, his voice muffled against Melissa's skin. "Feel how soft and perfect her tits are. I know you've always wanted to play with them."

Zuzanna giggled, a high, delirious sound. She pinched Melissa's nipples, rolling and tugging on the sensitive buds as she watched Tom's tongue ravage her best friend's most private place. "They're so pretty, Tom. I love them so much. I love you, Melissa," Zuzanna babbled, her words slurring together in her twisted, lust-addled state.

Melissa could only sob and shake, her body betraying her as Tom's cruel attentions forced unwanted sensations from her flesh. She had never felt so violated, so utterly defiled and ashamed, but so completely on fire.

Tom expertly licks and sucks at melissa's pussy. "This is the only thing we didn't do the other night when I fucked you,"

Melissa let out a muffled, anguished sob, her body convulsing with a sickening mix of revulsion and unwanted pleasure as Tom's skillful tongue and lips assaulted her most intimate area. She could feel the obscene wetness of his mouth, the way his lips and tongue worked in tandem to stoke the reluctant responses of her treacherous body.

Zuzanna seemed oblivious to Melissa's distress, too lost in her own fevered, manic lust. She continued to grope and squeeze Melissa's breasts, her fingers sinking into the soft flesh as she watched Tom's head move between her best friend's thighs.

"Yes, Tom, just like that," Zuzanna panted, her amber eyes glazed and half-lidded with desire. "Lick her pussy, make her yours. I want to watch you fuck Melissa like you fucked her last night."

Melissa let out a strangled, anguished cry, a fresh flood of tears pouring down her face at Zuzanna's cruel, taunting words. Zuzanna had known all along.

“Well, I’ll give you the choice, melissa ... first you want to watch me fuck Zuzanna, or should I fuck you?”

Melissa's heart raced with fear and revulsion at Tom's cruel, mocking words. With a shaking voice choked with tears and lust. "I... I'll watch you fuck Zuzanna," she whispered, a fresh sob catching in her throat. “But please … don’t hurt her.”

“Oh, don’t worry, I’ll be very gentle,”

Melissa watched in horror and disgust as Tom roughly spread Zuzanna's legs, exposing her most intimate area. Zuzanna was lost in her own manic, lust-filled haze, a blissful smile on her face as she gazed down at Tom with glassy, half-lidded eyes. "Yes, Tom... yes..." she panted, her voice a breathy, delirious moan. "Lick my pussy... make me feel good..."

Melissa watched in anguish as Zuzanna's body began to tremble and jerk, her back arching off the bed as Tom's skilled tongue brought her to a shameful, reluctant climax. Zuzanna's cries of pleasure filled the room. Before the aftershocks of Zuzanna's orgasm had even subsided, Tom flipped her onto her hands and knees, manhandling her into a degrading, submissive position. Zuzanna, lost in her manic lust, eagerly complied, presenting herself to Tom like a bitch in heat.

Melissa sobbed as she watched Tom line himself up with Zuzanna's dripping entrance, his hard, thick cock poised to violate her best friend yet again. The sight of Zuzanna on her hands and knees, waiting to be mounted and bred like an animal, filled Melissa with a profound sense of despair and revulsion.

"Stop, please stop!" Melissa begged, her voice raw and hoarse from crying. But her pleas fell on deaf ears as Tom gripped Zuzanna's hips and began to push forward, his cock disappearing inch by inch into Zuzanna's welcoming, traitorous body.

Zuzanna let out a high, keening moan, a sound of twisted, desperate pleasure that made Melissa want to scream. Melissa's heart raced with terror and revulsion as Tom turned his cruel gaze on her, his voice a mocking, taunting drawl. "Spread your legs, Melissa.”

Melissa shuddered, a fresh flood of tears pouring down her face as she reluctantly parted her thighs, exposing herself fully to Tom's hungry, violating stare. She could feel the heat of Zuzanna's skin against her own as Tom guided Zuzanna’s head towards her spread legs.

Zuzanna, lost in her fevered, lust-filled haze, eagerly followed Tom's guidance, allowing him to lead her face downwards until her lips brushed against Melissa's most private area. Melissa sobbed, a strangled, anguished sound catching in her throat as Zuzanna began to lick tentatively at her folds, following Tom's cruelly whispered instructions.

Melissa let out a muffled scream as Zuzanna, urged on by Tom's brutal thrusts, pressed her face harder against Melissa's most intimate flesh. Zuzanna's tongue delved deeper, licking and probing with increasing fervor as Tom's hips slammed against her rear, the obscene sound of skin slapping against skin filling the room.

Melissa could feel every thrust of Tom's cock inside Zuzanna, could feel her friend's desperate, manic energy as she obediently ate Melissa out, all while being used as a mere toy for Tom's twisted pleasure. Melissa's body betrayed her, unwanted sensations coursing through her nerves as Zuzanna's tongue worked against her sensitive flesh, and she felt herself beginning to cum. “Please, Zuzanna, please!" Melissa sobbed, her hands fisting in Zuzanna's chestnut hair as she pulled her face deeper. Zuzanna was relentless, held in place by Tom's grip on her hips and his cruel command, Zuzanna's moans of ecstasy vibrating against Melissa's skin.

Tom grunted and groaned above them, his thrusts becoming harder, more aggressive as he chased his own release. The bed creaked and swayed with the force of his lust, the headboard slamming against the wall with each brutal snap of his hips.

"Fuck, yeah," Tom growled, his eyes glinting with sadistic triumph as he watched Melissa's face contort with anguish and revulsion. "Lick her pussy, you little slut. Make Melissa come on your tongue while I fill your cunt with my cum."

Melissa's head throbbed, her vision blurring as a cocktail of exhaustion, shame, and overwhelming sensory input swirled in her mind. The rhythmic, wet slapping of Tom's hips against Zuzanna's ass, the frantic, desperate licks of Zuzanna's tongue against her clit, and the sheer, suffocating heat of their bodies made her feel as though she were drowning in a sea of sin. Her core was throbbing, a heavy, pulsing ache that she loathed herself for enjoying.

“Just tell me when you’re ready to get fucked, Melissa,” grunted Tom, looking her in the eyes.

She looked up at Tom, her eyes red rimmed and swollen from crying, her long black hair a tangled, sweaty mess across the pillows. The sight of him powerful, dominant, and utterly unrepentant sent a fresh jolt of adrenaline through her, making her heart hammer against her ribs like a trapped bird.

"I... I don't know," Melissa whispered, her voice a broken, trembling thread. She felt utterly defeated, her will eroded by the relentless onslaught of pleasure and humiliation. Her body was slick with sweat and the viscous fluids of their shared debasement, her skin sensitive to the point of agony.

Zuzanna let out a muffled, needy moan against Melissa's inner thigh, her tongue swirling more frantically as if sensing Melissa's approaching breaking point. The sensation was too much; a sharp, electric tension coiled tight in Melissa's lower abdomen, threatening to snap.

"Please," Melissa gasped, her hips involuntarily twitching upward toward Tom's looming figure, her pride finally crumbling under the weight of her own biology. "Just... just do it. Before I lose my mind completely."

Melissa let out a sharp, jagged gasp as she felt the sudden, hollow absence of Tom within Zuzanna, only to be immediately replaced by the overwhelming, stretching pressure of him sliding into her own body. He flipped her onto her back with a strength that left her breathless, pinning her wrists above her head as he settled between her thighs in a dominant missionary position.

The sensation was staggering. Her core, already swollen and hypersensitive from Zuzanna’s frantic licking, felt as though it might split open under the girth of him. As he pushed deep, burying himself to the hilt, Melissa’s back arched off the mattress, her toes curling into the sheets. A low, guttural moan one she didn't recognize as her own escaped her lips, a sound of pure, unadulterated shock at the sheer fullness of him.

Her vision swam. The friction of his skin against hers, the heavy weight of his muscular chest pressing her into the bed, and the rhythmic, punishing depth of his thrusts sent waves of white hot sensation crashing through her. She felt a terrifying, delicious tension coiling in her belly, a desperate need to be filled even more completely.

Zuzanna, still flushed and panting from her own climax, crawled closer, her amber eyes wide and shimmering with a manic, voyeuristic delight. She reached out, her fingers trembling as she stroked Melissa's sweaty, flushed cheek. "See, Melissa?" Zuzanna whispered, her voice a breathless, lusted after rasp. "See how good he is? You're finally taking him... you're finally being a good girl for him..."

Melissa could only sob, her head tossing from side to side on the pillow, her long black hair fanning out like silk in the chaos of her surrender. Melissa’s world narrowed down to the frantic, overwhelming sensations of the moment. Every time Tom’s heavy pelvis slammed against hers, the impact vibrated through her entire spine, a blunt, rhythmic force that made her vision spark. She felt utterly colonized, her body no longer her own but a vessel for his relentless, driving lust.

As Tom’s thrusts grew more urgent, Zuzanna leaned over her, her chestnut hair falling like a curtain around their faces, creating a private, suffocating cocoon of heat. Zuzanna’s fingers, still trembling from her own release, found Melissa’s breasts. She began to roll and pinch Melissa’s nipples with a playful, almost sadistic intensity, her touch a sharp contrast to the heavy, deep thudding of Tom’s cock inside her.

"Mmm, you're so sensitive, Mel," Zuzanna cooed, her voice a melodic, teasing lilt. She leaned down, pressing her soft, creamy lips against Melissa's in a deep, hungry kiss. The taste of Zuzanna the salt of her sweat and the lingering sweetness of her arousal mingled with the frantic gasps Melissa drew from Tom’s mouth.

The sensory overload was staggering. The friction of Tom's skin, the sharp tugging on her nipples, and the wet, desperate pressure of Zuzanna's mouth against hers sent Melissa into a state of delirium. Her core felt like it was melting, a viscous, hot ache spreading from her center to her very fingertips. She was caught between two forces of nature, a beautiful, broken girl drowning in a sea of sensation, her pride dissolving into a series of high, broken whimpers as she finally, helplessly, began to succumb to the pleasure.

Then, Melissa felt a dizzying shift in gravity as Tom abruptly rolled her over, his powerful hands guiding her hips until she was straddling him. She felt exposed, her legs trembling as she hovered over his hard, muscular frame, her thighs slick with a mixture of her own arousal and the remnants of their shared heat. The sudden change in position left her feeling unanchored, her heart hammering a frantic rhythm against her ribs.

She looked down, her vision swimming, to see Tom watching her from below. His eyes were dark, predatory, and filled with a terrifyingly intense satisfaction. He wasn't just participating; he was presiding over her undoing. The weight of his gaze felt as heavy as his body, pinning her in place as she prepared to take control of her own descent.

With a shaky, desperate breath, Melissa lowered herself back onto him. The sensation of his thick, pulsing cock sliding back into her tight, swollen warmth made her entire body convulse. She gripped his broad shoulders, her knuckles white, as she began to move. She rode him with a frantic, uncoordinated rhythm, her hips bobbing in a desperate attempt to find relief from the mounting, electric tension coiling in her gut.

Soon he was fucking her hard again, and Melissa’s big breasts were bouncing with the rhythm. Zuzanna leaned in close, her amber eyes wide and shimmering with a manic, voyeuristic glee. She reached up, her hands cupping Melissa's breasts, her thumbs rhythmically teasing the stiff, aching nipples. "Look at her, Tom," Zuzanna whispered, her voice a breathy, delighted trill. "Look how much she wants it. She's going to break... she's going to come just for you..."

Melissa's breath came in ragged, sobbing gasps. The friction was becoming unbearable, a white hot crescendo building in her pelvis. Every downward thrust sent a jolt of pure, unadulterated electricity through her nerves, her vision blurring into a kaleidoscope of sweat, skin, and the dark, hungry eyes of the man beneath her.

Melissa let out a sharp, strangled cry, her back arching so violently that her spine felt as though it might snap. The sensation was sudden and jarring a blunt, invasive intrusion at her most vulnerable point. As Tom’s fingers found the tight, puckered entrance of her anus and began to probe, a wave of sheer, unadulterated shock crashed over her, momentarily eclipsing the pleasure of his cock sliding within her.

Her internal muscles spasmed, clenching around him in a frantic, instinctive attempt to ward off the new sensation. It was a terrifying, exquisite tension; the feeling of being filled from both sides, stretched to her absolute limit. A hot, prickling sensation of shame flooded her cheeks, even as her clitoris throbbed with a desperate, mounting need.

"Tom! Oh god, Tom!" Melissa sobbed, her head falling back, her long black hair lashing against her sweat slicked skin. She felt utterly conquered, a territory being mapped and claimed by a master. The sensation was heavy and deep, a dull ache that bloomed into a sharp, electric fire as he pushed a second finger inside her.

Zuzanna leaned in, her face inches from Melissa’s, her amber eyes wide with a sadistic, beautiful fascination. She watched the way Melissa's hips bucked and shuddered, her own hands moving to squeeze Melissa's breasts even harder. "Do you feel that, Mel?" Zuzanna teased, her voice a low, sultry purr. "He's opening you up... he's making you so wide and ready... you're such a good, dirty girl..."

Melissa couldn't even respond. She was lost in a cacophony of sensation the rhythmic pounding of his cock, the invasive stretch of his fingers, and the frantic, teasing touch of Zuzanna's hands. The pressure in her lower abdomen was reaching a breaking point, a volcanic buildup of tension that demanded release.

The tension finally snapped. A violent, electric jolt erupted from the very center of Melissa’s being, a white hot explosion that seemed to shatter her very consciousness. Her entire body stiffened, her back arching into a rigid bow as a primal, guttural scream tore from her throat, echoing through the room.

Her internal muscles clamped down on Tom’s cock with a frantic, rhythmic pulsing, a series of desperate, involuntary contractions that felt as though they would never end. The sensation was overwhelming a torrential flood of pleasure so intense it bordered on pain, a dizzying, kaleidoscopic rush that left her gasping for air she couldn't seem to find. Her vision went dark at the edges, the world dissolving into a blur of heat and friction.

As the waves of her orgasm crashed over her, Melissa’s head fell forward, her forehead resting against Tom’s chest as she sobbed, her breath coming in ragged, broken hitches. She felt utterly spent, her muscles trembling with a deep, heavy fatigue, her skin slick with a sheen of sweat and the viscous evidence of her surrender. The shame was still there, but it was muffled now, buried under the sheer, heavy weight of her physical exhaustion.

Zuzanna leaned in, her own face flushed and glowing, her fingers still tracing the damp curves of Melissa's breasts. She let out a soft, triumphant giggle, watching her friend's spent, shuddering form. "You did it, Mel," Zuzanna whispered, her voice thick with a manic, satisfied warmth. "You finally let go. You were so beautiful..."

Melissa, still trembling and limp from the force of her climax, could only lift her heavy,-laden eyelids to witness the final, brutal act of the night. She watched through a hazy veil of tears and sweat as Biff reached down, seizing his thickening length and guiding it toward Sera's eager, waiting lips. Sera didn't hesitate; she leaned forward with a frantic, starving desperation, her amber eyes looking up at Biff with a terrifying, devoted adoration as she took him deep into her mouth.

The sight was both magnificent and horrifying. Melissa felt a fresh wave of heat bloom in her chest as she watched Sera work her tongue around him, her cheeks hollowing as she sucked with a single-minded, animalistic intensity. Sera seemed to live for this—to be the vessel for his release, to be the one who cleaned him of his lust.

Then, it happened. Melissa saw Biff's entire body tense, his muscles corded and straining as he reached the precipice. A low, guttural roar erupted from his throat, a sound of pure, primitive triumph. As he ejaculated, thick, white ropes of semen surged into Sera's mouth, some spilling over the corners of her lips and chin, glistening like pearls against her creamy skin.

Sera let out a muffled, ecstatic moan around him, swallowing greedily, her eyes fluttering shut in a trance of-pure, mindless bliss. She looked like a priestess receiving a sacred offering, her expression one of total, unashamed submission.

Melissa felt a strange, hollow ache in her own womb as she watched. The room was silent save for the heavy, labored breathing of the three of them and the soft, wet sounds of Sera finishing her task. Melissa lay there, pinned to the bed by her own exhaustion and the crushing weight of what had just transpired, feeling utterly deconstructed, stripped of her poise, and irrevocably changed by the man who had just systematically dismantled her soul.

“Share it with her, Sera ... give some to Melissa.”

Melissa watched, her breath hitching in her throat, as Biff’s command hung heavily in the humid air of the bedroom. She felt a fresh surge of heat—half embarrassment, half a terrifying, primal-need—as she looked up at Sera. The sight of Sera's face, smeared with the glistening, pearly traces of Biff's release, was the most beautiful and most scandalous thing Melissa had ever seen.

Sera didn't need to be told twice. Her amber eyes, still glazed with a post-coital shimmer, locked onto Melissa’s. A slow,-mischievous, and almost saintly smile spread across her lips. With a graceful, fluid motion, Sera sat up, her chestnut hair clinging to her damp, glowing skin. She looked like a goddess of decadence, her movements languid and full of a newfound, shameless confidence.

Melissa’s heart hammered against her ribs like a trapped bird. She felt small, vulnerable, and utterly captivated as Sera leaned over her. Sera reached out, her fingers—still smelling faintly of Biff—gently cupping Melissa's chin to tilt her head back. Then, Sera leaned down, her lips hovering just inches from Melissa's. The scent of Biff's musk and the sweet, heady aroma of Sera's arousal enveloped Melissa, making her head swim.

Slowly, deliberately, Sera pressed her lips to Melissa's. It wasn't a gentle kiss; it was a transfer of essence. Melissa felt the warm, viscous, and salty taste of Biff's semen as Sera passed it into her mouth, a thick, silken nectar that coated her tongue and slid down her throat. It was an intimate, sacred communion of their shared degradation.

Melissa let out a soft, broken moan, her eyes fluttering shut as she accepted the gift. The flavor was intense, a concentrated burst of masculine potency that made her stomach flip and her core pulse with a renewed, shameful heat. As Sera pulled away, a thin, silvery thread of saliva and seed connected their lips, glistening in the dim light. Melissa lay there, her lips wet and her mind reeling, feeling more deeply entwined with Sera and Biff than she ever thought possible. She was no longer just a spectator; she was a part of them, consumed by the very madness she had tried so hard to resist.

To be continued!


If you liked that story, you might also like these works by Natasha Stevens
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Jana is blonde and beautiful, and has just turned 18. She's always been careful to avoid temptation though, so she's still a virgin.

But everything changes one day after school in the Principal's office, when Jana finds herself forced into a world of dominance and submission, of blackmail and lust, of discipline and bondage and punishment.

Jana's journey will take her to places which alternately thrill and horrify her, as she is forced to confront the strongest and worst urges of herself and others, and forced to find the boundaries that should never be crossed - and then cross them.

But Jana proves to be more difficult to control than anyone, including Jana herself, realizes...

Buy Jana’s Journey HERE on Amazon!
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Amara works for a very special agency that provide the best and most dedicated domestic help in the world. Her first job is as the live-in maid for Ivan, the son of a Russian billionaire in Dubai. He is a handsome alpha male and she is a sweet and beautiful submissive. The first time they meet, it becomes clear that this will be a very special relationship indeed …

BUY IT HERE ON AMAZON!
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It all seemed like a dream...

38-year-old divorced former tennis pro Richard is driving back to his beach house one evening when he sees the 18-year-old girl next door, Mia, staggering down the road, wearing nothing but a bikini top and a short skirt, having had a bit too much to drink. And soon she is sitting on the sofa in his living room.

Can he resist her? Does he even want to?

What's more, Richard is divorced because his wife Ariel had an affair with Mia's stepdad. And this is only the beginning of a very naughty plan Mia has to get even, and to live out her most forbidden fantasies, and help Richard live out his.

But as usual in the works of Natasha Stevens, all is not quite as it seems...

Buy THE NEIGHBOR’S DRUNK SLUTTY DAUGHTER HERE ON AMAZON!
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She’s one of the most highly-paid escorts in the world.

He’s one of the most dangerous assassins.

He used to love her, but now he’s been paid to kill her.

He wants to hold her and tell her that she’s safe.

But that would be a lie.

This is another sizzling and sexy dark romance Russian mafia erotic crime thriller from Natasha Stevens. Violent and shocking as well as tender and moving, this is Natasha Stevens at her very best.

Get THE HITMAN AND THE ESCORT HERE on Amazon now!
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An Extreme Horror BDSM Dark Erotica Thriller!

Tara is desperate to escape from her current life. A mysterious stranger offers her a way out: a completely new identity, a scholarship to a university far away ... and $50,000. 

But in return, she must endure three days of fiendish and twisted and hot and heavy BDSM scenarios, which will test the limits of her desire and teach her new definitions of pleasure and transform her physically through tattooing and piercing. 

Everything will stop if she says one word: mercy. Can Tara withstand their ministrations and find a new life? 

But someone doesn't want Tara to go anywhere, and he is trying to find her ... 

Buy THREE DAYS A SLAVE HERE on Amazon!
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Natasha Stevens is one of the hottest and most uncompromising voices in taboo and dark erotica and this is a collection of eight of her hottest stories. 

A trophy wife gets a visit from a thief who might want more than her valuables. A neighbor sees the girl next door walking home drunk, and can't resist inviting her in. A naive girl wants lessons in the most personal of acts ... 

These stories and others will teach you a new meaning to HOT. Younger men and older women, humiliation and reluctance, bondage and spanking, and other kinky fantasies that push the line -- and then go right over it. 

This book is a sampler of eight stories, introducing the reader to the dark and sexy world of Natasha Stevens.

Buy NAUGHTY BITS HERE ON AMAZON!


ABOUT THE AUTHOR
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Natasha Stevens is a bold and uncompromising new voice in dark and taboo erotica. Her Catholic School upbringing regrettably did not stop her from becoming a wanton slut, but she now tries to channel those energies into her erotic writing.

She tries to leave out the boring parts that most people skip and establish character and story through dialogue and action. Most of her stories involve older men and younger women, dubious consent and the dynamics of sexual power exchange. Though some of her works can be fairly dark and disturbing, she likes to think the good guys always win.

Find more works by the author here at Natasha Stevens’ Amazon author page
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