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Chapter One — The Pick-Up

The hostel’s battered ceiling fan turned lazily, doing nothing to cut the midday heat. Camilla lay on her bunk in nothing but shorts and a vest, one arm draped across her eyes. Lydia was painting her toenails on the floor, humming to herself. Rose sat at the tiny desk, staring out of the cracked window at the street below, still replaying flashes of the beach fire, her cheeks burning hot.

The sound of an engine broke the silence. Heavy, throaty, familiar. A horn beeped twice.

Lydia jumped up, grinning. “That’s them.”

Camilla rolled over, her blonde hair sticking to her cheek. “Already?”

Rose’s stomach tightened. She pushed the sheet back and moved to the window. Parked outside was the battered Land Rover, its paintwork scratched, its bonnet sun-faded. Rafa was at the wheel, bare-chested, his arm resting on the door. Beside him, Tiago leaned out of the window, flashing a grin, while JP stood on the pavement, smoking, his eyes already on their window.

“Come on,” Rafa called up, his voice carrying through the heat. “Pack a bag. We’re going.”

The girls froze.

Camilla sat upright, blinking. “Going where?” she called back.

Rafa didn’t answer. He just gave that slow, confident smile that said he didn’t need to.

Lydia giggled nervously, already gathering her things. “Oh my God. This is insane.”

Rose hesitated, her pulse hammering. She glanced at Camilla, who shrugged but was already tugging clothes into her rucksack.

“Do we have a choice?” Camilla muttered.

Rose bit her lip. No. They didn’t.

Minutes later, the three of them clattered down the narrow stairs, bags slung over their shoulders. The sun hit them like a wall, the air thick with exhaust and heat.

JP flicked his cigarette aside, opening the Land Rover door with a nod. “Get in.”

The men didn’t ask. They told.

And the girls, breathless, nervous, aroused despite themselves, obeyed.


Chapter Two — The Villa

The drive wound higher and higher into the hills, the Land Rover rattling over broken tarmac and red dust. Rio sprawled below them, glittering in the afternoon haze, beaches, towers, the sweep of the bay. Camilla pressed her forehead to the window, trying to steady her nerves, while Lydia sat forward, buzzing with excitement. Rose gripped her bag tight on her lap, saying nothing.

At last, Rafa swung the vehicle through iron gates that clanged shut behind them. The girls’ breath caught. Ahead rose a sprawling villa, whitewashed walls glowing in the sun, terracotta roof tiles, bougainvillea spilling crimson down the balconies. A turquoise pool shimmered in the courtyard; the air filled with the scent of jasmine and grilled meat.

They climbed out, blinking in the heat. Before they could speak, the doors opened.

Marcelo emerged.

He was older than they expected, mid-fifties, broad shouldered, silver threaded through his dark hair. He wore linen trousers, a white shirt unbuttoned at the throat, a gold watch glinting on his wrist. His smile was slow, predatory, and his eyes flicked over each girl in turn, lingering just long enough to make them blush.

“Rafa,” he said, his voice deep, accented, carrying authority. He kissed Rafa once on each cheek, then turned to Tiago and JP, embracing them as if they were family. But when he looked back at the girls, his smile sharpened. “So These are the ones you’ve brought me.”

Camilla’s heart thumped. Lydia actually grinned, her cheeks pink. Rose wanted to step back but found JP’s hand on the small of her back, firm, keeping her in place.

Marcelo stepped closer, his cologne strong, his gaze intimate and appraising. He took Camilla’s chin lightly between thumb and forefinger, tilting her face up. “Beautiful. Very fine,” he murmured. He moved on to Lydia, brushing a lock of her hair aside. “Spirited, yes?” Lydia swallowed, her grin faltering. And then Rose, Marcelo let his eyes travel down and up again, making her skin crawl with heat. “Shy. Innocent.”

He released her with a smile that was no less predatory for being polite.

Behind him, Rafa inclined his head, deferential, his usual cocky confidence subdued. “They are yours, Marcelo.”

The words hit the girls like a slap.

Marcelo’s smile widened. He spread his arms, taking in the villa, the pool, the hills beyond. “Welcome, my darlings. Tonight, we will celebrate.”

The girls exchanged a glance, excitement, nerves, and the dawning sense that whatever they’d stumbled into was bigger, darker, and far more dangerous than they had ever imagined.


Chapter Three — Marcelo’s Appraisal

Marcelo clapped his hands once, the sound sharp against the tiled courtyard. “You must be tired from your drive. Change into your swimwear, relax. Tonight we celebrate, but for now…” His gaze lingered on each of them, a smile curling his lips. “Hang out round the pool, my pretty ones. Let me enjoy the view.”

Camilla swallowed, clutching her bag tighter. Lydia was already smiling, her eyes bright, and Rose felt her stomach knot. But Rafa nodded toward the villa doors, and the girls were ushered into a guest room stacked with neatly folded towels and polished wardrobes.

Minutes later, they emerged one by one.

Camilla first, her white bikini clinging to her curves, blonde hair loose about her shoulders. She walked slowly across the tiles, her cheeks pink under Marcelo’s gaze. Lydia followed in neon pink, laughing as she tugged at the straps to make sure her breasts were spilling just enough. Rose came last, more modest in black, her skin glowing, her chestnut hair damp from the bathroom sink where she’d splashed her face.

Marcelo sat back in a wrought-iron chair by the pool, a tumbler of amber liquor in hand, his legs crossed. He looked them over with the satisfaction of a man who knew he already owned the room. “Exquisite,” he said softly. “Truly exquisite.”

The men reappeared too, bare-chested in shorts, joining the girls as if it were the most natural thing in the world. Rafa slipped into the water with a grin, Tiago diving in and surfacing with a shake of his curls, JP stretching out on a lounger, smoke curling from the cigarette between his fingers.

The girls hesitated, then one by one followed. Camilla eased herself into the turquoise water, gasping at the coolness. Lydia cannonballed in, splashing Rafa, both of them laughing. Rose dipped a cautious toe before Rafa’s strong hands caught her waist and pulled her squealing into the pool.

Marcelo watched, unhurried, swirling the liquor in his glass. To him it was already a show: three beautiful foreign girls, their bikinis clinging wet to their young bodies, laughing and playing among the men who had brought them here. His smile never faltered.

“Very good,” he murmured. “Yes. Tonight, they will be perfect.”

The girls were laughing now, the cool water washing away the dust of the road. Lydia shrieked as Tiago hoisted her onto his shoulders and tipped her back into the pool. Camilla floated lazily, her blonde hair fanning out around her, while JP and Rafa wrestled playfully in the shallows. Even Rose, cautious at first, was smiling as Rafa splashed her and caught her by the waist, his hands lingering just a little too long.

They were so caught up in the moment that none of them noticed the villa doors open until two serving men appeared. Dressed in crisp white shirts and black trousers, they carried trays of tall glasses beaded with condensation. Without a word, they set the drinks down on the tables by the loungers, bowing their heads slightly to Marcelo before stepping back.

It was only then that the girls realised, more male eyes were on them.

Camilla, waist-deep, felt the heat rise to her cheeks as she caught one man’s gaze flick to her breasts, the thin white bikini clinging almost sheer against her skin. Lydia only laughed louder, splashing water deliberately as if to give them more of a show. Rose turned quickly, her heart thudding, painfully aware that her black bikini bottoms were riding high, baring the curve of her ass as she scrambled onto the pool steps.

Marcelo didn’t dismiss the men. He let them stand there, lingering at the edge of the courtyard, their eyes roving over the three young women. He took a slow sip of his drink, watching the scene as if it had been arranged for his pleasure.

Marcelo waved a hand and the serving men slipped quietly back inside. The clink of the gate closing left only the sound of water, the cicadas in the hills, and the girls’ laughter echoing across the courtyard.

The men climbed from the pool first, droplets running down their dark, muscular bodies. Rafa stretched on a lounger, Tiago shook out his curls, JP lit another cigarette. One by one, the girls followed, climbing from the water, their bikinis clinging wet to their skin, every curve visible.

“Lie down,” Rafa murmured, patting a towel. “You’ll burn.”

The girls obeyed. Camilla stretched out on her stomach, the curve of her ass barely contained by thin white fabric. Lydia flopped beside her, laughing as Tiago knelt and reached for the bottle of lotion. Even Rose settled reluctantly onto her lounger, face pressed to her folded arms.

The men’s hands were strong, deliberate, smoothing suncream over soft backs, along toned legs, fingers grazing the edges of bikini bottoms. Camilla gasped when Rafa’s thumb brushed just under the strap, the pad of his finger touching the swell of her ass. Lydia only wriggled and giggled as Tiago’s palms spread lotion across her thighs. Even Rose shivered as JP’s slow strokes lingered over the soft flesh revealed below her black bottoms.

Marcelo watched, silent, sipping his drink. His smile widened. “This is very silly, girls,” he said at last, his voice calm, amused. “We are private here. Who wants tan lines? Remove the costumes.”

The words hung in the heat.

Camilla lifted her head, her cheeks pink, then gave a little shrug. Slowly, deliberately, she untied her straps and slid the bikini from her body, lying back down naked, her blonde hair fanned across the towel.

Lydia grinned, never one to resist. “Why not?” she laughed, tugging her neon bikini free and tossing it aside. She rolled onto her back, bare breasts gleaming in the sun, stretching like a cat.

Rose froze, her heart hammering. She could feel Marcelo’s eyes on her, waiting. The other men were silent, still stroking lotion into the bare skin of her friends. The hesitation stretched, unbearable.

And then, with a trembling breath, Rose reached behind her. She pulled at the knot, slipped the black fabric down her body, and laid back naked, her face flushed scarlet.

Marcelo chuckled softly, satisfied. “Much better. Now,” he raised his glass, “we are ready for tonight.”

As if that were the signal, Rafa, Tiago, and JP stood, water still dripping down their hard torsos. Without hesitation, each hooked thumbs into their shorts and tugged them down, dropping onto the loungers beside the girls.

The effect was instant, their cocks lay heavy against their thighs, half-hard from the sight of the three young women stretched out naked in the sun. As they relaxed back on the towels, the heat of the afternoon seemed only to make them swell further, proud and obvious.

Camilla stole a glance at Rafa’s lap, her breath catching at the sheer size of him even before he was fully hard. Lydia gave a nervous little laugh, pretending not to stare, but her eyes kept darting to Tiago’s growing erection. Rose turned her face into the crook of her arm, her cheeks burning, but the knowledge of JP’s semi right beside her sent a pulse of shameful heat straight through her belly.

Marcelo leaned back in his chair, sipping his drink, watching it all unfold, like theatre arranged for him alone.


Chapter Four — The First Mouths

The sun burned high, the courtyard still and heavy with heat. The men lay back on their loungers, cocks swelling lazily, as if daring the girls to look.

Camilla did. She couldn’t help herself.

Her mind spun, Rafa, Tiago, JP… they had all already taken her. All three had seen her writhe, had heard her beg, had filled her. Marcelo watching makes no difference. They’ve already seen me ruined. He’s just one more man.

Her breath caught. She rolled onto her side; her eyes fixed on Rafa’s thick shaft swelling heavier by the second. Then, slowly, she slid down the lounger until she was level with his hips. Rafa raised an eyebrow but said nothing, letting her choose.

Camilla licked her lips, leaned in, and lowered her head until her mouth closed around him.

Marcelo chuckled low in his throat, the sound of approval. “Ah, good girl.”

Lydia froze, watching, her lips parted. But the heat between her thighs was unbearable, and Tiago’s grin was wicked, his cock already hard and waiting. With a laugh that was half-nervous, half-aroused, she pushed herself up, crawled across, and bent over him, wrapping her lips around his shaft as he groaned.

Rose was last, trembling, her whole body stiff. JP didn’t move, didn’t push, just looked at her with quiet expectation. The silence stretched, Marcelo’s gaze burning into her. Finally, with a shuddering breath, Rose turned onto her side, slid down, and took JP into her mouth, her cheeks burning crimson.

Three girls. Three men. Naked in the sun, their heads bobbing, hair spilling across thighs, lips sliding wetly over hardening cocks.

Marcelo leaned back in his chair, smiling like a king. “Now,” he said softly, “that’s more like it.”

Marcelo sat back in his wrought-iron chair, the afternoon sun warm on his face, his glass cool in his hand. Before him, the scene unfolded like a private performance arranged for his pleasure alone.

Three beautiful foreign girls, naked and gleaming in the sunlight, heads bobbing in rhythm. Their lips stretched around thick cocks, cheeks hollowing as they sucked, saliva glistening as it ran down dark shafts. Their hair spilled across tanned thighs, their bodies arched forward, asses high, backs glistening with lotion.

From his angle, Marcelo could see everything, the curves of their breasts pressed against the towels, the sway of their hips, the faint sheen of arousal between their thighs. Even as they served, even as they gave themselves over, their own bodies betrayed their hunger.

He drew a slow breath, savouring it like fine wine. “Perfect,” he murmured, his voice low, rich with satisfaction. He raised his glass in a toast that none of them saw. “Tonight will be incredible.”

Lydia was the first to break. Her lips slid free of Tiago’s shaft with a wet pop, her chest heaving, eyes glazed with arousal. She looked up at him, grinned, and without a word swung a leg over his hips.

“God, I need it,” she gasped, lowering herself down.

Tiago laughed, his hands gripping her waist as she sank onto him. Her cry rang out across the courtyard, shameless and hungry, as she rode him hard, breasts bouncing, ass slapping against his thighs.

Camilla’s head jerked up at the sound, her mouth still wet around Rafa’s cock. She hesitated only a moment before climbing onto him too, straddling his lap, guiding him to her entrance with trembling fingers. She moaned loudly as she sank down, clutching his shoulders, her blonde hair flying as he thrust up into her.

Only Rose remained on her knees, JP’s cock slick from her mouth. He stroked her cheek, his voice calm but commanding. “Rose, baby. Turn round. Bend over for me. I’ll take you from behind.”

Her breath caught. Marcelo’s eyes burned into her, waiting. Slowly, shame flushing her skin crimson, she turned and lowered herself onto all fours, her large breasts swaying freely beneath her as she looked down at the towel. JP knelt behind her, guiding himself into her slick heat. Rose whimpered as he pushed inside, her body rocking forward with every thrust, her tits swinging heavily with the motion.

Marcelo leaned forward in his chair, his glass forgotten. The sight before him was everything he had imagined: three young, perfect bodies impaled on thick black cocks, breasts heaving, asses clapping, mouths crying out in pleasure and submission.

“Perfect,” he whispered, his smile dark, hungry. “Just perfect.”

Rose’s body rocked under JP’s steady thrusts, her breasts swaying heavily beneath her, nipples taut in the sunlight. She kept her head down, hair falling into her face, trying to hold onto some shred of modesty even as her pussy clenched around him.

But something made her lift her eyes.

Marcelo was watching.

His gaze locked on hers across the courtyard, dark, unwavering, full of amusement and possession. The glass of liquor dangled loosely in his hand, forgotten, as if she alone were the feast.

For a heartbeat, Rose froze, caught in the heat of that stare. Her face burned, her thighs trembled, her pussy pulsed tighter around JP’s cock.

Then JP slammed into her harder, deeper, dragging a helpless cry from her throat. Rose’s eyes fluttered shut, her cheeks scarlet, unable to hold Marcelo’s gaze any longer as the heat coiled and built inside her.

Marcelo smiled slowly, his tongue tracing the rim of his glass. Yes, he thought. Even the shy one is mine already.

Rose was the first to break. JP’s thrusts hammered into her, deep and relentless, his hips slapping against her ass. She buried her face in the towel, her cries muffled as the heat inside her snapped. Her body shook violently, her pussy clenching tight around him as she came, her breasts swinging wildly with every shuddering thrust.

Lydia followed, grinding down hard on Tiago’s lap, her nails raking his chest. Her head tipped back, her moans turning to screams as she spasmed around him, the water from her hair dripping onto his skin as she shook through her orgasm.

Camilla lasted seconds longer before Rafa’s brutal thrusts tipped her over the edge. She clutched his shoulders, her blonde hair plastered to her flushed face as she came with a strangled cry, her pussy pulsing tight around his cock, her nails digging red crescents into his back.

The sound of their orgasms drove the men over.

Tiago was first, growling as he gripped Lydia’s hips and slammed her down onto him, his cock pulsing as he filled her, hot and deep. Lydia’s gasp of shock and delight echoed across the courtyard.

JP groaned low, thrusting hard into Rose as his climax tore through him, spilling deep inside her trembling pussy. Rose sobbed at the sensation, her face still pressed into the towel, the shame and thrill overwhelming.

Rafa was last, pulling Camilla tight against him as he roared, his cock jerking as he emptied himself inside her. She whimpered into his shoulder, her body shuddering as she felt the flood of warmth deep within.

Marcelo leaned back, his smile sharp and satisfied as he watched the three girls collapse, bodies trembling, thighs slick, their young pussies filled and dripping with thick spend.

He raised his glass in a toast to himself. “Yes,” he murmured. “Tonight will be unforgettable.”

Marcelo clapped his hands once, sharply. “Enough. Into the pool. Clean yourselves.”

The men eased out of the girls, each woman trembling, their thighs wet and sticky. Blushing but too drained to protest, they obeyed, slipping into the cool turquoise water, gasping as it washed over their sore, swollen bodies. The men joined them, diving, splashing, chasing away the sweat and sex with lazy strokes.

Minutes later, they drifted back to the loungers, dripping and clean, sprawling in the sun. Naked now without hesitation, their skin glowed gold, hair damp, breasts bare, thighs parted carelessly. Whatever shame they’d carried was gone, there was no point pretending after what had just been done in full view.

Marcelo sat back with his drink, eyes half-lidded with satisfaction. And then, right on cue, the villa doors opened again.

The two servants returned, trays in hand. They moved silently to the tables, refilling glasses with chilled white wine and tumblers of ice. But this time their eyes lingered. One let his gaze travel boldly over Lydia’s breasts as she stretched, another stole a glance at Camilla’s parted thighs. Even Rose, cheeks still flushed, was caught staring back at the way their gazes drank her in.

Marcelo didn’t rebuke them. He let them look, smiling faintly, as if this too were part of the entertainment.

The girls shifted but didn’t cover themselves. The inhibition was gone. They were naked, displayed, and Marcelo was luxuriating in every moment of it.


Chapter Five — Dinner on the Terrace

The afternoon faded to a warm dusk as the girls padded naked back to their guest room, giggling and unashamed after Marcelo’s command to swim off the mess. They didn’t even bother with towels for modesty, their skin still glowing from the sun, breasts swaying, hips loose.

In the cool of their room, they showered again, washing away chlorine and sweat, their laughter echoing in the tiled stall. For the first time all day, they reached for their own clothes, the dresses they had packed from the hostel.

Camilla pulled on a short, strapless sundress, white cotton that clung to her curves and skimmed the tops of her thighs. Lydia chose a bold halter in bright orange, cut low at the chest, her hair still damp and wild around her shoulders. Rose, more modest, slipped into a navy shift, high at the neckline, though the cling of the fabric still betrayed the round swell of her breasts and the curve of her ass.

Together, they made their way back through the villa’s halls, the smell of grilled meat and herbs guiding them to a lantern-lit terrace.

Marcelo was waiting at the head of a long table, a king at his feast. Rafa, Tiago, and JP flanked him, already with drinks in hand. Silver trays gleamed with roasted fish, fruit, and wine.

“Sit, my pretty ones,” Marcelo said smoothly, gesturing to three places opposite the men. His smile sharpened. “Tonight we dine as family.”

The girls exchanged glances, their nerves hidden behind half-smiles as they took their seats.

The terrace glowed in the golden spill of lanterns, the scent of roasted fish and herbs drifting on the warm evening air. The girls stepped hesitantly into the scene, Camilla radiant in white cotton, Lydia bold in her bright halter, Rose more modest in navy. Marcelo rose smoothly from his chair at the head of the long table, a smile curving his lips.

“Sit, my pretty ones,” he said, gesturing to the three places laid opposite Rafa, Tiago, and JP. “Tonight we dine as family.”

They sat, cheeks flushed, aware of how the men’s eyes lingered, on the slope of Camilla’s breasts, the curve of Lydia’s ass as she adjusted her chair, the way Rose’s dress clung when she folded her hands in her lap.

Dinner began with platters of grilled fish, bowls of rice, and baskets of fresh bread. Servants moved silently around the table, filling glasses, replacing plates, the shimmer of polished silver and crystal catching the lamplight. Soft music drifted from a hidden speaker, rhythmic and low, a counterpoint to the laughter of the men.

Marcelo raised his glass. “To beauty,” he said, his eyes sliding over the three girls. “And to youth, gifts too fleeting not to be savoured.”

The men echoed the toast, and the girls raised their glasses too, their cheeks burning under the weight of his words.

Conversation ebbed and flowed, Rafa teasing Camilla about her sunburned shoulders, Tiago leaning in to make Lydia laugh with a filthy joke whispered low, JP watching Rose’s every movement until she blushed and ducked her gaze. Marcelo said little, only sipping his wine and letting the heat build, his presence heavy at the head of the table.

As the plates were cleared and fruit was laid out for dessert, Marcelo clapped his hands once. “Enough talk. Let us dance.”

A servant appeared with a portable speaker, the music swelling, the beat slow, sultry, insistent. Rafa rose first, reaching for Camilla’s hand. She went willingly, giggling as he drew her against him. Tiago took Lydia, his grip firm, his grin wide. JP stood and offered his hand to Rose, who hesitated only a heartbeat before letting him draw her up.

The terrace became a dance floor. Lanterns swayed in the evening breeze, skirts brushed thighs, bare shoulders gleamed in the lamplight. The girls let themselves be carried, spun, pressed close against strong bodies, the wine humming in their veins.

Marcelo leaned back, watching, then raised his hand. “Change.”

The men released their partners without question. Camilla found herself in Tiago’s arms now, laughing as his hands slid lower than Rafa’s had dared. Lydia was swept up by JP, who pulled her tight, his hips grinding against hers with deliberate provocation. Rose looked up in surprise as Rafa took her hand, his dark eyes holding hers as he guided her into a slower, more intimate sway.

Another song. Another change.

The rhythm deepened, the air thick with heat and tension. The girls’ laughter softened to gasps; their cheeks flushed not just with wine but with arousal.

It was Lydia who broke the barrier first, her lips parting as JP dipped her low, her mouth catching his in a hot, urgent kiss. Camilla followed, surrendering to Tiago’s grip, their mouths locking as his hand cupped her ass through the thin cotton of her dress. Rose froze as Rafa leaned closer, her breath catching, but when his lips brushed hers, the shock gave way to a tremor of heat, and she kissed him back, soft at first, then deeper.

The terrace filled with the sound of music, laughter, and the unmistakable hum of bodies pressed too close.

The dancing had changed.

It was no longer playful. It was foreplay.

And Marcelo, seated like a king at his court, smiled into his glass.


Chapter Six — The Dance of Surrender

The music throbbed low and steady, the lanterns casting a warm glow over the terrace. The three girls were passed from arm to arm, the rhythm never breaking. Each change blurred the lines further, each new embrace more intimate than the last.

Camilla found herself pressed to JP’s chest, his hands roaming boldly down the line of her back, cupping her ass as he kissed her hungrily. A moment later she was twirled away into Rafa’s arms, his mouth at her throat, his fingers teasing the hem of her dress.

Lydia laughed breathlessly as she spun from one man to the next, her body pliant, her lips meeting theirs in kisses that grew hotter, wetter, more urgent with every exchange. Her halter dress clung damply to her skin, her nipples hard against the thin fabric, her thighs trembling as Tiago’s hands skimmed higher with each pass.

Rose hesitated each time she was given to another man, but the hesitation was shorter now, her body warming to the rhythm. JP kissed her deeply, coaxing her lips open. Rafa held her tight, his hand spreading wide against the curve of her ass as their mouths crushed together. Even Tiago, grinning, drew her in, making her whimper as his tongue slid against hers.

The girls no longer knew which arms they would fall into next, only that each embrace was more desperate, each kiss more consuming. Their dresses clung damply to their flushed skin, nipples straining against the fabric, thighs trembling as hands roamed with increasing boldness.

The music swelled, the men spun them once more, and then Lydia found herself caught not by Tiago or JP, but by Marcelo.

Her breath froze in her chest. She hadn’t even seen him rise, hadn’t realised the others had stepped back. One moment she was laughing into Rafa’s kiss, the next she was in Marcelo’s arms, his body hard, his grip absolute.

Before she could draw a breath, his mouth was on hers.

There was no hesitation, no gentleness. His kiss was hungry, commanding, a possession. His tongue invaded her mouth, his hand spread firm across her lower back, drawing her flush against the swell of his body. Lydia moaned into him, the sound raw, helpless, her limbs softening as he moved her with a control no man had ever wielded over her.

The music played on, but the dance was gone. Marcelo was not dancing.

He was claiming.

Her breath caught. For a moment she froze, startled by the command. But her hand lifted almost of its own accord, sliding into his.

Marcelo drew her into his arms, his body hard, his frame steady, his control absolute. He moved with practiced ease, guiding her across the tiles in slow, deliberate steps, his lead irresistible. Lydia had never been moved like this, not on a dance floor, not in bed, every step a claim, every turn a possession.

Her head spun, her chest heaving. And then Marcelo’s lips were on hers.

Hungry. Possessive. Unyielding.

Lydia moaned into his mouth, her body softening, melting into his embrace. The other men watched in silence as Marcelo kissed her deeply, his hand firm on her lower back, her dress riding higher with every step.

The dance had ended. This was something else entirely.

Marcelo devoured Lydia’s mouth until she sagged against him, her moans swallowed by his kiss. When he finally released her, her lips were wet, her breath ragged, her body trembling from the sheer force of him.

Before she could recover, Rafa stepped forward, sliding easily into Marcelo’s place, pulling her back into the rhythm, his hands already bold on her flushed body.

But Marcelo had already moved on.

Camilla gasped as he caught her next, his grip firm, his lead unyielding. She had no chance to protest before his lips crushed hers, the taste of wine and command flooding her senses. His hand cupped her ass through the thin cotton of her dress, grinding her against the thick swell of him as his tongue claimed her mouth. She whimpered into him, clutching his shoulders, her legs weak beneath her.

Then Marcelo let her go, and JP stepped in seamlessly, catching her by the waist and kissing her hungrily as the music throbbed on.

And Marcelo turned to Rose.

She froze as he loomed before her, her chest heaving, her eyes wide. His hand closed around hers, pulling her firmly against him, his body pressing hers back into motion. She shuddered at his strength, his certainty, and then his mouth descended on hers.

Rose whimpered, her lips parting, her modesty burning away under the ferocity of his kiss. His hand spread across her back, pulling her against the heat of his arousal, his tongue pushing deep until she moaned aloud, her breasts crushed against his chest.

When at last Marcelo released her, she was dazed, her cheeks scarlet, her lips swollen. And without pause, Tiago was there, catching her as though it had all been rehearsed, his mouth already covering hers as Marcelo stepped back.

The music played on, but the rhythm had changed.

Marcelo had kissed them all. Claimed them all. Shown the men, and the girls themselves, that none of them were beyond his reach.


Chapter Seven — Marcelo’s Claim

The music pulsed low, steady, wrapping the terrace in heat and rhythm. Rafa held Lydia close, his mouth deep on hers, his hands sliding shamelessly over her hips. She moaned into him, lost in the kiss, until suddenly Rafa released her.

Marcelo was there again.

Before she had time to breathe, his arms were around her, pulling her firmly into the hard line of his body. His mouth crushed hers, hungry and commanding, his tongue pushing deep. Lydia whimpered into the kiss, her fingers clutching at his shirt, her body melting against his.

And then she felt it.

His erection, thick and unyielding, pressing against her belly as he moved her across the tiles with that same effortless control. Bigger than Rafa. Bigger even than Tiago or JP. The sheer size of him made her gasp into his mouth, her thighs trembling as the heat pooled low inside her.

Marcelo’s lips broke from hers only to trail hot along her jaw, down to her ear. His hand slid lower, spreading across her ass, then pressing firmly between her thighs. Lydia stiffened, her breath catching as his fingers pushed against the thin fabric of her halter dress, parting her folds, finding her heat, her wetness.

“Ah,” he whispered, his voice low, rough with satisfaction. “So ready for me already.”

She shuddered, a soft moan escaping as his fingers pressed deeper, teasing, stroking. Her knees nearly buckled.

His mouth brushed her ear, his breath hot. “I want you. Will you come with me?”

Lydia gasped, her body betraying her answer before her lips formed the word. “Yes.”

Marcelo smiled against her skin.

While across the terrace Camilla was lost in JP’s arms and Rose moaned into Tiago’s kiss, Marcelo swept Lydia away. None of them noticed as he led her firmly through the villa doors, down the cool corridor, and into the master bedroom that waited like a throne room, vast, shadowed, the bed wide and commanding at its centre.

Marcelo closed the door behind them.


Chapter Eight — Claimed Rooms

Marcelo’s bedroom was vast, cool, and shadowed, its wide bed dressed in dark silk. The door clicked shut behind them, sealing Lydia into his world.

He didn’t hesitate. He stripped her quickly, the bright halter tugged up and over her head, the scrap of fabric tossed aside. His hands skimmed down her hips, her thighs, leaving her bare, trembling under his gaze.

“Beautiful,” he murmured, then with a sudden playful strength, he scooped her up and threw her onto the bed.

Lydia bounced against the silken sheets, laughing breathlessly, her heart hammering. Marcelo followed, kneeling between her legs. His hands clamped firmly around her thighs, spreading them wide, holding her open before him.

“Mine,” he said simply.

Then his mouth descended.

His lips found her folds, kissing firmly, hungrily, before his tongue slid up between them in a slow, possessive stroke. Lydia gasped, her hips jerking, her hands flying to his hair. He licked her again, deeper, hotter, until his mouth engulfed her clit, sucking hard, drawing a cry from her throat.

Her back arched, her thighs trembled against his grip, her whole body bowing as he devoured her. Marcelo held her steady, relentless, his tongue and lips pulling her higher, closer, drowning her in heat.

And while Lydia moaned into the pillows of the master bed…

Elsewhere in the villa, Tiago had drawn Rose into his room, the door closing behind them. She was blushing, trembling, her modest navy dress clinging to her as he pressed her back against the wall, kissing her deeply, peeling the fabric slowly from her body.

At the same time, Rafa and JP had claimed Camilla together, surprising her with their joint hunger. They led her laughing and gasping into Rafa’s room, her white sundress falling away as their hands roved, their mouths devouring her skin, one kissing her lips while the other pressed hungry kisses down her neck.

The villa was quiet from the outside, lanterns glowing softly in the courtyard.

Inside, three rooms echoed with breathless moans three girls spread apart, taken, claimed, the night only just beginning.


Chapter Nine — Marcelo and Lydia

Marcelo’s tongue was merciless. He pinned her thighs wide, his mouth locked on her clit, sucking and lapping until Lydia writhed helplessly on the bed. Her fingers knotted in his dark hair, her voice rose in desperate cries, and then she shattered, her orgasm tearing through her in waves, her back arched, her body convulsing against his mouth.

When at last the tremors slowed, Marcelo released her, his lips glistening. He rose to his feet, eyes dark with satisfaction, and began to undress.

Lydia propped herself up on trembling elbows, watching, dazed, as his shirt fell open, his trousers sliding down. Then he stood naked before her.

Her breath caught.

His cock jutted proudly from his hips, thick and long, the bulbous head swollen, veins ridged along the heavy shaft. Larger than Rafa. Larger than Tiago. Larger even than JP. The sight of it made her stomach flip, her pussy clench, her mouth go dry.

She slid off the bed almost without thinking, sinking to her knees before him. Her hands wrapped around the base, unable to meet, her lips parting as she tried to take him into her mouth.

The head stretched her lips wide, too wide, she gagged softly, struggling, her jaw aching as she worked her tongue against him, trying to accommodate the sheer size. Marcelo groaned, one hand resting heavy on her head, guiding her, watching her mouth strain around him.

“Good girl,” he murmured, his voice low, approving.

But after a moment he pulled her up, lifting her easily, laying her back on the bed. She whimpered, flushed, her lips swollen, her body trembling with want and fear.

“Please,” she whispered, her voice cracking. “Go slow. I’ve never seen a cock so big before.”

Marcelo smiled, leaning over her, his dark eyes burning.

“Then tonight, little one,” he said softly, “you will learn.”


Chapter Ten — Camilla, Rafa & JP

Camilla gasped as Rafa’s hands swept her dress up over her head, the white cotton fluttering to the floor. JP’s mouth was already on her neck, his hands roaming her bare breasts, squeezing the firm swell as her nipples peaked under his touch. Rafa’s palms spread wide across her ass, his fingers teasing her slit through the damp scrap of fabric still clinging there.

She laughed breathlessly, half-dizzy with wine and heat, as they stripped her bare. Then their own clothes fell, shorts, shirts, until both stood naked before her, their dark bodies gleaming in the lamplight, their cocks heavy, proud, thick with promise.

Camilla dropped to her knees at once. She didn’t even think, just opened her mouth and leaned forward, taking Rafa into her lips, her tongue circling the swollen head. She sucked greedily, slurping noisily as JP stepped closer. With a gasp, she pulled back from Rafa and engulfed JP instead, moaning around his cock as she switched back and forth, hungry for both, drool slicking her chin.

“Good little princess,” Rafa groaned, stroking her blonde hair as she worked. JP’s hand rested heavy on her head, guiding her down his thick shaft, her throat gagging as she tried to take more.

Finally, Rafa growled, bent, and scooped her up as though she weighed nothing. She squealed, laughing, as he threw her down onto the wide bed, spreading her thighs apart. His mouth descended between her legs, his tongue pushing deep into her folds, licking, sucking, slurping at her swollen clit.

Camilla gasped, her back arching, her hands flying to his hair.

At that very moment, JP straddled her chest, his cock heavy against her lips. He pushed it back into her mouth, groaning as her lips stretched once more around him.

Camilla could hardly believe it, sucking one thick black cock while his friend’s mouth devoured her pussy, his tongue flicking, his lips sealing around her clit. Her moans were muffled, her body shaking as pleasure flooded her from both ends.

For the first time in her life, she was being used from above and below at once, and she loved it.

Rafa’s tongue worked furiously between her thighs, lapping and sucking at her folds, drawing wet, obscene sounds from her pussy. His mouth sealed over her clit, flicking and pulling, his stubble rough against her tender flesh.

Above, JP thrust slowly into her mouth, watching her lips stretch around him, the wet noises of her sucking mingling with her muffled moans. His cock slid deep, making her eyes water, but she refused to stop, slurping noisily, her saliva dripping down her chin.

Her whole body writhed between them. She could hardly breathe, hardly think, but the heat built and built until it consumed her. She clenched her thighs around Rafa’s head, her moans rising higher even as JP’s cock muffled them.

“Ohhh….God….” her cry broke against JP’s shaft as Rafa’s tongue circled her clit faster, harder. Her back arched violently, her body shaking.

And then she came.

Her orgasm tore through her, explosive and uncontrollable, her thighs trembling, her belly taut, her mouth spasming around JP’s cock as she screamed into him. Her juices flooded Rafa’s mouth, her body thrashing, her nails digging into the sheets.

JP groaned above her, holding her head steady as she choked on his length, tears pricking her eyes as the waves of pleasure crashed over her.

At last she collapsed back, limp, gasping around the thick cock still filling her mouth, Rafa licking her folds hungrily as though he couldn’t get enough of her taste.

Camilla had never felt anything so decadent, so filthy, used by two men at once, her orgasm ripped from her body with no mercy.

And she loved every second.


Chapter Eleven — Rose and Tiago

Tiago’s room was smaller than Marcelo’s, but the bed dominated the space, wide and low, sheets crumpled from careless use. He closed the door behind them with a quiet click, his eyes never leaving Rose.

She stood just inside, her hands clutching the hem of her navy dress, her chest heaving. Her cheeks burned hot, her eyes wide, every instinct telling her to cover herself, to run.

But Tiago stepped closer, grinning, his hand sliding to the back of her neck as he kissed her.

Rose whimpered into his mouth, her lips trembling at first, then parting as his tongue pressed against hers. He kissed her hungrily, his hand bold on her waist, pulling her flush against his chest. The heat of his body, the hardness pressing at her belly, made her tremble even as she kissed him back.

His fingers tugged at her dress, dragging it upward, peeling it over her head. She gasped, crossing her arms over her breasts, but Tiago laughed softly, catching her wrists and pulling them aside.

“Beautiful,” he murmured, his eyes drinking her in. Her pale breasts, full and heavy, her nipples already tight. The trim of her waist, the curve of her hips. The neat triangle of chestnut curls between her thighs, glistening faintly in the lamplight.

Rose flushed scarlet, shivering under his gaze.

Then Tiago stripped quickly, his dark skin gleaming, his cock already thick and heavy, rising proudly from his hips. Rose’s breath caught, her heart hammering. She turned her face away, but he cupped her chin, making her look, making her see what waited for her.

Her legs trembled. Her body ached with shame, and want.

He guided her back onto the bed, laying her down gently, but his hunger was anything but gentle. He kissed down her throat, across her chest, sucking at each taut nipple until she gasped aloud. His mouth trailed lower, across her belly, until his lips pressed against the soft curls at her mound.

“Tiago…” she whispered, her voice breaking.

He only smiled against her skin. Then his tongue slid between her folds.

Rose cried out, her hips jerking, her thighs clamping before he forced them apart again with his strong hands. He licked deeper, tasting her, sucking gently at her clit, his tongue flicking rhythmically. Her shame dissolved into gasps, her fingers gripping the sheets, her chest rising and falling wildly.

She couldn’t believe it, her first time alone with him, and already her body was betraying her, wet and trembling under his mouth.

Rose moaned helplessly, her shyness melting into desperate need.

Tiago’s tongue worked relentlessly, stroking deep between her folds, circling and flicking her swollen clit. His hands clamped firm on her thighs, holding her open, keeping her helplessly exposed as he devoured her.

Rose writhed, her voice breaking into desperate gasps. “Tiago….please….I can’t….”

But he only groaned against her, the vibration shooting straight through her core, making her hips buck wildly. Her chest heaved, her full breasts swaying, her nipples aching for touch.

Her shame burned hot in her cheeks, but the heat between her legs blazed hotter. Her body shook, the pleasure winding tight, unbearable. Her fingers gripped the sheets, her knuckles white, as if holding on could save her.

Then his tongue pressed harder, circling her clit with ruthless precision, and she shattered.

A cry tore from her throat, sharp and raw, as her back arched high off the bed. Her thighs clamped around his head, her pussy spasming against his tongue, flooding his mouth with her taste. She shook violently, the orgasm ripping through her, wave after wave until she collapsed back onto the sheets, sobbing with release.

Tiago pulled back at last, his lips wet, his grin wicked. He kissed her trembling thigh, his dark eyes fixed on her flushed face.

“Good girl,” he murmured. “You taste so sweet.”

Rose lay limp, panting, her body still trembling from the force of it. She had never felt anything like it, never imagined she could lose control so completely.

And yet, with Tiago’s cock heavy and proud above her, she knew the night was only just beginning.


Chapter Twelve — Marcelo Takes Lydia

Marcelo loomed above her, his naked body blocking the lamplight, his cock jutting proud and heavy from his hips. Lydia lay trembling on the silken sheets, her thighs still slick from the orgasm he had wrung from her with his mouth. Her lips were swollen, her breath ragged, her eyes wide with a mix of awe and fear.

She whispered again, her voice breaking. “Please… go slow. I’ve never seen one so big before.”

Marcelo only smiled, his dark eyes glinting. “You will take me,” he murmured. “All of me.”

He pressed the thick head against her folds, sliding it up and down, smearing her wetness. Lydia whimpered, clutching at the sheets, her whole body tense as he pushed gently at her entrance.

The stretch was immediate, shocking, her pussy opening wider than ever before, the bulbous head straining her as it slipped just inside. Lydia cried out, her nails digging into the silk, her thighs trembling around his hips.

Marcelo groaned low, holding himself steady, giving her time to feel the sheer size of him. Then, inch by inch, he pushed deeper.

Her eyes flew wide, her back arching as the thickness filled her, stretching her more than she thought possible. “Oh God….Marcelo….” she gasped, half-plea, half-moan.

He hushed her with a kiss, his lips hard, his tongue claiming her mouth as his cock claimed her body. Slowly, steadily, he drove deeper, until at last his hips pressed flush against hers, his length buried fully inside her.

Lydia sobbed into his mouth, overwhelmed, her pussy spasming around him as if her body couldn’t comprehend his size. She clung to him, trembling, every nerve burning with a mix of pain and fierce, unbearable pleasure.

Marcelo pulled back an inch, then drove in again, setting a slow, relentless rhythm. His cock stretched her with every thrust, filling her to her core, making her cry out with each push.

“Beautiful,” he groaned, his hand gripping her jaw, forcing her to look into his eyes as he moved inside her. “You were made for me.”

And beneath him, stretched, shaking, and utterly consumed, Lydia believed him.

Marcelo set his rhythm, slow at first, each thrust deliberate, grinding deep into her, forcing her to feel every inch of his massive cock. Lydia clutched at the sheets, her nails tearing at the silk as she sobbed out half-muffled cries, her body stretched, trembling, almost too full.

“Marcelo….please….I can’t….” she whimpered, her legs locking tight around his hips.

He hushed her with another kiss, his tongue filling her mouth as thoroughly as his cock filled her pussy. His thrusts grew harder, faster, the wet slap of their bodies echoing in the vast room. Her cries turned to moans, each deeper than the last, her fear melting into helpless pleasure.

“You see?” he whispered against her lips, his voice low, commanding. “You were made for this. Made for me.”

She shuddered, her body betraying her, her pussy tightening, clenching desperately around him. Every drive of his cock struck deeper, rubbing against places inside her no one else had reached, every movement forcing her closer to the edge.

Marcelo’s hand slipped between them, his thumb pressing firmly against her swollen clit. Lydia screamed, her hips bucking wildly, her nails clawing down his back as the climax ripped through her.

Her whole body shook, her pussy spasming violently around his thickness, milking him as her orgasm consumed her. Tears pricked her eyes, her voice cracked with desperate cries, her body arching beneath him as if she couldn’t bear the intensity.

Marcelo groaned deep in his chest, holding her down, thrusting through her climax, forcing her to ride the waves with him still inside, still stretching her open.

When at last she collapsed back, limp and trembling, he kissed her jaw possessively, his cock still buried hard and deep.

“Good girl,” he murmured, his lips brushing her ear. “You take me beautifully.”

Lydia sobbed softly, her face flushed, her body wrecked and glowing with sweat, her pussy still clenching around him. She had never felt so utterly taken, so utterly owned.

And Marcelo had only just begun.


Chapter Thirteen — Camilla’s First DP

Camilla lay sprawled across Rafa’s bed, her chest heaving, her chin slick with drool, her thighs trembling from her first climax. JP knelt astride her chest, stroking his cock against her lips, while Rafa’s mouth still worked hungrily between her thighs.

“Enough,” Rafa growled at last, pulling back, his lips wet with her taste. He climbed up over her, his cock thick and hard, pressing against her slick folds.

Camilla moaned as he pushed into her pussy, stretching her wide, filling her. She clutched at his shoulders, gasping at the fullness as he set a steady rhythm, driving deep.

JP shifted, moving off her chest and down between her legs. His cock pressed against her entrance as well, nudging against Rafa’s. Camilla gasped in shock, eyes flying wide.

“Wait…two?” she panted.

Rafa kissed her hard, swallowing her cry. “Shh. You’ll take us both. You can. We’ll go slow.”

JP met Rafa’s eyes, nodded, and then shifted lower. Rafa slid out, holding himself just at the entrance to her pussy, while JP pressed back in, filling her again. Camilla moaned, trembling, overwhelmed as her body stretched around him.

Then she felt Rafa’s hand spreading her ass, his thumb circling her tight little hole.

“Rafa….oh God, not there….” she whimpered.

He kissed her cheek, his voice low and soothing. “Trust me. Slow. I’ll be gentle.”

His cock slid lower, the head nudging against her virgin rear entrance. He pressed softly, smearing her wetness over the tight ring. Camilla cried out, her nails digging into the sheets, but Rafa held her steady.

All the while, JP was still moving inside her pussy, slow thrusts keeping her stretched and trembling, each stroke dragging her closer to the edge. The sensation of him filling her pussy, combined with the heavy pressure of Rafa pushing at her tight rear hole, made her sob into the pillows, her body torn between unbearable tension and rising need.

“Breathe,” he whispered. “You’ll take me.”

Rafa pushed slowly, carefully, the thick head stretching her tighter than she’d ever imagined. Camilla gasped, her whole body tensing, her eyes wide with shock at the burn, the fullness, the impossibility.

But JP stroked her cheek, kissed her throat, moving gently inside her pussy, and Rafa pressed on, patient, insistent, until the head slid past the ring.

Camilla screamed, half in pain, half in wild disbelief. Her body clenched around both cocks, stuffed front and back, stretched to her limit.

Rafa groaned, holding still to let her adjust, his hands soothing her hips. “Good girl. You’ve got me. All of me.”

JP kissed her mouth, his thrusts slow, gentle, while Rafa began to inch deeper into her ass. The sensation was overwhelming, two men filling her at once, every hole stretched, every nerve alight.

Camilla sobbed into JP’s kiss, her body trembling, her pussy spasming around him even as Rafa pushed deeper behind her.

She could hardly believe it — both of them inside her, gentle but unrelenting, using her body together.

Rafa pressed harder, the thick head stretching her tight ring until, with a sudden pop, it slid past. Camilla screamed into JP’s mouth, her whole body jerking, her ass burning from the impossible intrusion.

“Easy,” Rafa soothed, though his voice was thick with lust. He held her hips steady, giving her a moment, while JP kissed her deeply, his cock still gliding in and out of her soaked pussy.

The sensation was overwhelming, every nerve screaming, her pussy stretched and filled by JP, her ass clenched tight around Rafa’s thickness. She whimpered, tears pricking her eyes, her nails clawing helplessly at the sheets.

Camilla couldn’t believe it. Both these men’s cocks were way bigger than anything she had known before, and now she had them both inside her at once. The sheer fullness left her gasping, her mind reeling with shock and filthy excitement.

Then Rafa began to move. Slowly, carefully, he pushed deeper, each inch forcing her ass wider, her cries muffled by JP’s kiss. When he bottomed out at last, both men buried inside her, Camilla sobbed aloud.

“God….oh God….I can’t….” she gasped.

“Yes, you can,” Rafa growled, pulling back an inch before driving in again.

JP matched his rhythm, thrusting deep into her pussy as Rafa filled her ass. Their cocks moved together, stretching her unbearably, every thrust forcing her body to open, to yield.

Each man could feel the other through the thin membrane that separated her two holes, the shared friction making them groan even louder as they used her in perfect rhythm.

Camilla’s cries rose into moans, her shame melting into raw, desperate pleasure. The double fullness was overwhelming, too much, and yet her body clenched around them both, begging for more.

“Look at you,” JP groaned, kissing her hard. “Taking us both. Such a dirty little slut.”

Rafa slammed deeper, his hands gripping her hips tight. “You were made for this.”

The rhythm built, both men pounding her, her body bouncing between them, her breasts swaying, her cries breaking into sobs of ecstasy. The heat coiled low in her belly, unbearable, building fast under the relentless assault.

“Rafa….I….JP….I’m….” she screamed.

And then it hit her.

Her orgasm exploded, violent and consuming, her pussy spasming around JP, her ass clenching tight around Rafa. She screamed into the sheets, her body thrashing, her juices flooding JP’s cock as wave after wave tore through her.

The men groaned, holding her tight, still thrusting, wringing every ounce of release from her trembling body.

Camilla collapsed at last, shaking, tears streaking her flushed cheeks, her body still pulsing around them both. She could hardly breathe, hardly think, but one thing was certain: she had never felt anything so filthy, so impossible, so utterly intoxicating.

Her first DP ….. and already she was addicted.




Chapter Fourteen — Rose’s Surrender

Tiago kissed her deeply, his body pressing hers down into the mattress, his cock heavy against her thigh. Rose trembled beneath him, her heart pounding, her breath shallow. She had never felt so exposed, so utterly bare, her navy dress long gone, her full breasts rising and falling with each desperate gasp.

He shifted lower, kissing her throat, her chest, sucking one swollen nipple into his mouth. Rose whimpered, clutching at his shoulders, her back arching helplessly as his teeth grazed her tender flesh. His hand slid down, parting her thighs, his fingers stroking through the wetness he’d already coaxed from her.

“You’re ready for me,” he murmured against her skin.

Rose shook her head faintly, her voice breaking. “You’re… too big.”

Tiago chuckled low, kissing her belly as he moved lower, his cock pressing at her folds. “I’ll go slow, princesa. You’ll take me. I promise.”

He pushed gently, the thick head stretching her entrance. Rose gasped, her eyes flying wide, her hands clutching the sheets. The pressure was immense, the intrusion shocking, nothing like the furtive fumblings she’d known before.

Tiago kissed her lips again, whispering against her mouth. “Breathe. Don’t fight me. Let me in.”

She sobbed softly, but her body betrayed her, her pussy slick, opening inch by inch around him. The burn was sharp, unbearable, yet the heat was intoxicating.

Tiago groaned as he sank deeper, pausing to let her adjust, kissing her gently while his cock stretched her tight pussy wider, fuller than she’d ever imagined.

Rose shook her head, gasping into his mouth. “It’s… too much….”

But her thighs clung to his hips, her nails dug into his back, and Tiago pushed deeper still, until at last his cock was buried fully inside her.

Rose cried out, overwhelmed, her whole body trembling. The fullness was shocking, painful, exquisite, she felt split apart, stretched to her limits, yet her pussy clenched desperately around him, clinging to the thickness inside her.

Tiago kissed her again, his hips rocking gently, letting her feel every inch. “See?” he murmured. “You can take me.”

Tears pricked her eyes, her lips trembling, but her moans betrayed her, soft, helpless sounds of pleasure she couldn’t hide.

For the first time, Rose knew what it was to be completely filled by a man.

Tiago set a slow rhythm, careful at first, each thrust deep but measured, his thick cock stretching her, filling her completely. Rose clutched at him, gasping into his mouth, her thighs trembling around his hips.

The burn softened into heat, the pressure into unbearable pleasure. Her sobs gave way to breathless moans, each one louder as his pace quickened.

“Tiago….please….” she whimpered, though she didn’t know if she was begging him to stop or begging him for more.

“Shhh,” he whispered, kissing her deeply, his hips grinding against her, his cock rubbing perfectly against the tender place inside her. “You feel incredible, princesa. You were made for this.”

Her body betrayed her completely. Her pussy clenched tight around him, soaking him, the wet sounds loud in the small room. Her breasts bounced with every thrust, her nipples aching for his touch. She buried her face in his shoulder, crying out helplessly as the heat built higher and higher.

“Good girl,” he murmured, his thumb slipping down to circle her swollen clit.

That broke her.

Rose screamed, her body arching high off the bed, her pussy spasming violently around his cock. Her orgasm tore through her, raw and uncontrollable, her nails clawing down his back, her thighs locking around him as wave after wave of release shook her.

Tiago groaned, holding her tight, thrusting through her climax, wringing every ounce of pleasure from her trembling body.

When at last she collapsed back, limp and shuddering, her chest heaving, Tiago kissed her softly, possessively, his cock still hard and deep inside her.

“Beautiful,” he whispered against her lips. “Now you are mine.”

Rose moaned weakly, her face flushed, her body wrecked, and she knew, in that moment, that he was right.


Chapter Fifteen — Filled by Two

Rafa and JP built their rhythm together, their cocks moving in counterpoint, one driving deep into her pussy, the other filling her ass, both stretching her until she thought she would split apart. Camilla sobbed into the sheets, overwhelmed, her body quaking under the relentless double assault.

Every thrust made her cry out, every movement dragged moans from her lips. She could feel them both, feel the thick friction of their cocks pressing against each other through the thin wall of flesh inside her, grinding her from both sides.

The heat coiled again, unbearable, building with every slam of their hips.

“Rafa….JP….I’m….oh God….I’m gonna….”

Her scream ripped the air as her second orgasm exploded. Her pussy convulsed around JP, her ass clenching tight around Rafa, milking them both as she thrashed helplessly between them.

The men groaned in unison, their thrusts growing ragged, desperate. JP slammed deep, burying himself inside her spasming pussy. Rafa drove hard into her ass, his hips jerking.

“Take it,” Rafa growled. “Take all of us.”

They came together, thick hot seed flooding her from both ends, filling her completely. Camilla screamed again, her body shaking violently as the heat of it spilled inside her, overflowing, leaking from her stretched holes.

At last, they collapsed over her, panting, their cocks still buried deep, their seed already beginning to drip from her.

Rafa pulled out first, then JP, both groaning as their softening cocks slipped free. Thick cum oozed from her pussy and ass, pooling not just on the sheets but over JP’s groin, coating his softening cock and heavy balls in the sticky mess.

Camilla gasped, trembling, feeling the wet heat drip down her thighs as the men shifted away from her.

Rafa caught her chin, tilting her flushed face up to his. “Clean it,” he ordered, voice low and commanding.

Camilla obeyed at once. She rolled onto her knees and bent over JP, her tongue sliding across his groin, licking the sticky spend from his balls, her lips wrapping around them greedily as she sucked them clean. JP groaned, his hand pressing to the back of her head as she licked lower, slurping noisily at the mess that coated his shaft. She kissed and sucked all the way up, swallowing down every trace of the thick mix leaking from her own holes.

Only when JP was clean did she move to Rafa, her lips wrapping around his softening cock, licking it carefully from base to tip. She slurped him into her mouth, tasting his release mixed with her own ass, her tongue working over every inch until he too gleamed wet and clean.

When she finally pulled back, her face was smeared, her chin dripping, her body still trembling.

Never had Camilla felt so debased, so utterly used, and never had she been so wet again already.


Chapter Sixteen — Rose’s Breaking Point

Tiago kissed her softly at first, stroking her hair back from her flushed face, his cock still buried deep inside her. Rose was trembling, her body spent from her orgasm, her pussy stretched and sore, but Tiago wasn’t finished.

He drew back, then drove forward again, harder this time. Rose gasped, her nails clawing at the sheets.

“Tiago….please…..” she whimpered.

He caught her chin, forcing her to look at him. “You can take me. You’re mine now.”

His thrusts grew rougher, faster, the bed creaking beneath them. Rose moaned helplessly, her body jerking with each drive of his cock. The fullness was unbearable, each stroke striking deep, making her breasts sway and her thighs shake.

Her cries filled the small room, shame and pleasure tangled together. She had never been used like this, never imagined she could feel so utterly taken, and yet her pussy betrayed her, soaking him, clutching at his cock with every thrust.

“Good girl,” Tiago groaned, his voice low and hungry. “Ride it. Feel me.”

Rose sobbed, her hips bucking helplessly beneath him, her body yielding to his rhythm. The burn had become heat, the heat had become fire, and now every thrust pushed her closer to the edge again.

Tiago slammed deep, groaning, his cock swelling inside her. “I’m going to fill you, princesa. Take it.”

Rose cried out, her head tipping back, her pussy spasming as another orgasm ripped through her, even harder than the first. Her body shook violently, milking him, clenching around his cock as she screamed his name.

Tiago roared, thrusting hard, his climax tearing through him. Hot, thick seed flooded her pussy, spilling deep inside as his cock pulsed, filling her completely.

Rose gasped, overwhelmed, tears streaking her cheeks as she felt him empty into her, her own orgasm still wracking her body.

At last, Tiago pulled out, his cock wet and glistening, seed already leaking from her swollen folds. He caught her hair, guiding her up onto her knees.

“Now,” he ordered, his voice firm. “Clean me.”

Rose flushed crimson, trembling, but she obeyed. She wrapped her lips around his slick cock, licking, sucking, swallowing his spend mixed with her own, her tongue working dutifully until he gleamed wet and clean.

When she pulled back, her lips swollen, her chin dripping, Tiago stroked her cheek with a satisfied grin.

“Good girl,” he murmured. “Now you know what you’re for.”

Rose shivered, her pussy still leaking his seed, her body wrecked, her innocence gone.


Chapter Seventeen — Marcelo’s Crescendo

Marcelo’s cock glistened as it drove into Lydia again and again, her pussy stretched wide, her body trembling beneath him. She clung to his shoulders, her nails raking his skin, her moans raw and breathless.

Every thrust filled her to breaking, his sheer size overwhelming, each deep stroke forcing cries from her throat. Her blonde hair clung damp to her face, her breasts bounced wildly with the rhythm, her whole body consumed by his strength.

“Marcelo….please….I can’t….” she gasped, tears welling in her eyes.

“Yes, you can,” he growled, his lips crushing hers, his hips slamming harder. “You were made for this. For me.”

His hand slid between them, thumb circling her swollen clit as his cock stretched her to the core. Lydia screamed, her back arching, her pussy spasming tight around him.

Her orgasm ripped through her, violent and uncontrollable. Her cries echoed off the walls as she writhed, pinned beneath him, her body milking his massive cock.

Marcelo groaned, his pace relentless, driving her higher, fucking her through the climax until she collapsed limp, sobbing, her body trembling with aftershocks.

Then he slammed deep, burying himself to the hilt. His cock pulsed, swelling inside her, and with a guttural roar he came.

Hot, thick seed flooded her pussy, spilling deep, filling her until it leaked around his cock. Lydia gasped, her eyes wide, as the heat poured into her, her body clutching at him, stretched and overflowing.

Marcelo held her tight, grinding deep, groaning as wave after wave of release emptied into her.

When at last he pulled back, his cock slid wetly from her, their combined mess spilling across the silken sheets. Thick seed leaked down her trembling thighs as he sat back, his cock still slick, wet and proud.

He caught her jaw, tilting her flushed face up to his. His dark eyes burned with command.

“Now, clean me,” he said softly, but there was no mistaking the order.

Lydia’s breath hitched, her body shivering, but she obeyed. She rolled to her side, then pushed herself up, her lips parting as she took him into her mouth. Her tongue licked the length of his shaft, gathering the thick mess of his spend and her own juices, slurping dutifully, swallowing every drop.

Marcelo groaned low, watching her, his hand resting heavy on the back of her head as she worked.

When at last she pulled back, her chin glistening, her lips swollen, Marcelo stroked her cheek.

“Good girl,” he murmured. “Now you are mine.”

Lydia shivered, her body wrecked, her pussy leaking his seed across the silken sheets — knowing in her bones that she belonged to him completely.


Chapter Eighteen — Marcelo Moves His Pieces

Marcelo caught Lydia’s trembling hand and pulled her from the bed. She stumbled after him, her body sore, his seed still leaking from her swollen pussy. He strode confidently through the villa’s corridors, naked, his cock still half-erect, bobbing lewdly in front of him with each step.

They turned a corner and a servant appeared, carrying a silver tray the other way. The man’s eyes flicked once, over Marcelo, over Lydia’s flushed body, her hair tangled, her thighs sticky with spend, before he looked back down and passed without a word. Marcelo didn’t even slow his stride.

Lydia burned with shame, her heart racing, but she followed.

At Rafa’s door Marcelo stopped, then pushed it open.

Inside, Camilla lay sprawled on the bed, flushed and dishevelled, her hair a tangle of sweat and spit. Her lips were swollen; her chin smeared with seed. Rafa lounged nearby, and JP smirked, both men freshly cleaned. Camilla had clearly just finished licking them both, her body still leaking from where they had filled her.

Lydia gasped softly at the sight, her hand flying to her mouth.

Marcelo only released her, his voice calm, dismissive. “She yours now!”

Then he turned and strode down the hall.

At Tiago’s door he paused again, pushing it open. Inside, Rose knelt between Tiago’s legs, dutifully licking him clean. Her cheeks burned, her eyes downcast, but she obeyed, her lips wrapping around his softening cock until he gleamed wet and clean.

Tiago groaned, stroking her hair, then stood and left the bed, satisfied.

Marcelo stepped forward at once, seizing Rose by the arms, pulling her up and against him. His mouth crashed down on hers, hard and possessive, his half-hard cock pressing hot against her belly.

Rose whimpered into the kiss, her body melting against him, knowing without doubt what it meant.

It was her turn now.


Chapter Nineteen — Marcelo with Rose

Marcelo’s kiss was rough, devouring, his tongue thrusting deep into Rose’s mouth as if to conquer her completely. She whimpered against him, her lips swollen, her body trembling, but her arms clung to his shoulders, her surrender written in every shiver.

He broke the kiss only to scoop her up, lifting her as though she weighed nothing. Rose gasped, her legs instinctively wrapping around his waist, her breasts crushed to his chest, his cock pressing hot and heavy between her thighs.

Marcelo carried her across the room, dropped her onto the bed, and spread her wide beneath him. His dark eyes drank her in, the flush on her cheeks, the mess still leaking from her freshly used pussy, her chest rising and falling in panic and arousal.

Rose was stunning in her vulnerability. Her full breasts rose and fell rapidly, the soft swell tipped with hard, rosy nipples that begged for his mouth. Her narrow waist curved into wide hips, her thighs parted in helpless surrender, glistening with the evidence of Tiago’s use. Her skin glowed pale and flawless in the lamplight, her chestnut hair fanned across the sheets, her lips parted, trembling.

She was innocence and sin in one perfect body, trembling with fear, yet already wet and open, her beauty so complete that Marcelo’s cock throbbed with urgency at the sight.

“You’re mine now,” he said simply, his voice low and certain.

Marcelo spread her thighs wider, his cock thick and proud above her, glistening with anticipation. Rose trembled beneath him, her chest rising fast, her eyes locked on the sheer size of him.

“My man has made you ready,” he murmured darkly, his thumb brushing the slick mess Tiago had left between her folds. “But that was only to prepare you for my size.”

Her gaze dropped, and she gasped, his cock was heavier, longer, thicker than she had ever imagined. Fear and arousal tangled in her chest, her stomach twisting as her thighs clenched involuntarily.

Marcelo guided the head against her entrance, smearing Tiago’s cum over her swollen folds. He pressed, slow but inexorable, parting her inch by inch. Rose whimpered, her nails clutching the sheets, her head tossing from side to side.

“Marcelo….it’s too big….I can’t….”

“You will,” he growled, his lips brushing hers. “Breathe, princesa. Take me.”

He pushed deeper. The stretch was unbearable, sharp and shocking, but the wetness helped him slide further. Rose sobbed, her eyes wide, her body quaking. Her pussy clenched tight, her walls straining, but Marcelo pressed on, filling her more with every thrust.

She cried out, her legs trembling, her breasts heaving, her pussy stretched wider than she’d ever thought possible.

Then his hand found her clit.

The jolt of pleasure made her buck, her cry breaking into a moan. Marcelo’s thumb circled her, relentless, even as his cock drove deeper, forcing her body to open around him.

“Feel it,” he whispered. “Feel me breaking you open. Bigger than him. Better than him.”

Her shame dissolved under the flood of sensation. The unbearable fullness tipped into ecstasy, the pleasure cresting higher, higher—

“Marcelo….oh God….Marcelo!”

Her orgasm hit like a storm. Rose screamed, her pussy convulsing around his massive cock, milking him desperately as wave after wave tore through her. Her nails raked his back, her body arched high, her moans echoing as her climax consumed her.

Marcelo held her steady, thrusting through her orgasm, groaning as her pussy clutched and spasmed around him, his size stretching her more with every pulse. He did not finish. He did not allow himself yet.

When at last she collapsed beneath him, limp and shaking, Marcelo leaned down, kissing her throat possessively.

“Good girl,” he murmured. “That was only the beginning.”


Chapter Twenty — Lydia’s Turn

Elsewhere in the villa, Lydia sat nervously at the edge of Rafa’s bed. Camilla was sprawled beside her, flushed and messy, her chin shiny from her own humiliating clean-up. Seed still leaked faintly from her holes, her body glowing with sweat.

“Help her,” Rafa said smoothly, nodding at Camilla.

Lydia’s eyes widened. “You mean…..?”

JP grinned. “Yes. Clean her. She’s your friend, taste what we gave her.”

Lydia’s cheeks burned crimson, but Rafa’s hand closed over the back of her neck, guiding her down. Camilla spread her thighs, her lips parted in a shameless smile, and Lydia’s breath shuddered as the scent hit her.

Tentatively, she leaned in, her tongue brushing Camilla’s folds. Salty, musky, slick with spend. Camilla moaned at the touch, her hips jerking, and Lydia whimpered, but she obeyed, licking slowly, then more firmly, until Camilla was gasping and clutching her hair.

“Good girl,” JP murmured. “Now you’re ready.”

They pulled Lydia up, her flushed body on full display, her breasts heaving, her thighs slick with Marcelo’s spend. Rafa lay back on the bed, his cock thick and waiting. JP guided Lydia forward, pressing her down until she straddled Rafa’s hips. She gasped as he slid inside her pussy, stretching her, filling her.

Before she could adjust, JP knelt behind her. His hands spread her ass, his cock pressing at her tight hole.

“No….oh God….” she whimpered.

From beside the bed, Camilla leaned close, her own body still flushed and messy from Rafa and JP’s use. Her hair was tangled, her lips swollen, her thighs glistening with the evidence of their spend.

“Babe,” she whispered, her voice husky, coaxing. “It’s good…. it’s worth the initial pain. Let them.”

Lydia turned her head, wide-eyed, only to see her friend smiling faintly through her own exhaustion, her eyes glazed with lust, as though already craving more.

Rafa caught her chin, making her look at him. “Breathe. Your took it. Now you will too.”

JP pressed deeper, slowly, carefully, his thick cock forcing her open inch by inch. Lydia gasped, her nails digging into Rafa’s chest, her body trembling as the burn of the stretch filled her.

Rafa cupped her face, kissing her jaw, his voice low and coaxing. “Easy. Breathe. You can take him. Feel how good it is.”

Her sobs softened into shuddering moans, the pain ebbing, replaced by a new, unbearable sensation, fullness, pressure, heat building from every direction. Her pussy clenched tight around Rafa’s cock even as her ass stretched further around JP’s, her body betraying her, soaking them both.

Camilla’s voice reached her, husky and urgent. “Babe, let them. It’s so worth it. Just feel it.”

JP groaned behind her, pushing the last few inches in until he bottomed out. Both men were buried inside her, stuffing her front and back. Lydia gasped, her whole body quaking, not from pain now, but from shock at the sheer intensity of being filled so completely.

Her head tipped back, a strangled moan spilling from her lips. “Oh God… oh God, it’s… it’s too much….”

Rafa grinned up at her, thrusting gently into her pussy as JP shifted in her ass. “No,” he corrected, his voice thick with lust. “It’s perfect. And now you’re going to love it.”

JP thrust again, slow and inexorable, forcing more of his thick length inside her. The pressure was unbearable, her pussy spasming around Rafa as her ass yielded inch by inch.

And then, with one final push, JP bottomed out.

Both men were buried inside her, stuffing her front and back, their cocks grinding against each other through the thin wall between her holes. Lydia screamed, her body convulsing violently, her eyes rolling back as every nerve lit with pain and pleasure at once.

She had never felt so impossibly full, so utterly taken.

Across the room, Tiago had Camilla bent over, fucking her hard, his hips slapping against her ass as she moaned shamelessly. Lydia saw her friend’s breasts bounce with every thrust, her cries echoing, and shame flooded her, shame and unbearable arousal.

Rafa thrust up into her pussy. JP drove into her ass. Together they pounded her, their cocks grinding against each other through the thin wall inside her, stretching her open, making her sob with every stroke.

“Good little slut,” Rafa groaned. “Taking us both like this.”

Lydia screamed, her body breaking, her pussy and ass clenching desperately around them both. The pleasure exploded, her orgasm tearing through her, her cries mixing with Camilla’s across the room as Tiago slammed into her.

For the first time, Lydia knew what it was to be filled completely, broken open, used by two men at once, and to love it.

Lydia was gasping, every nerve alive, her body split open, stuffed front and back. The stretch was unbearable and glorious all at once, the fullness tipping her higher with every slow, deliberate thrust.

Rafa gripped her hips, guiding her down onto him as he thrust up into her pussy, his cock driving deep, his eyes locked on her face. Behind her, JP groaned low, his pace steady, grinding into her ass, each stroke making her cry out louder.

“Oh God….oh God….I can’t….” Lydia whimpered, her head tossing, her breasts bouncing wildly as the men drove her harder.

“Yes, you can,” Rafa growled, pulling her down against him. “And you love it.”

She did. The heat, the stretch, the relentless filling, her pussy spasmed around Rafa’s cock, her ass clenching helplessly around JP, her body betraying her as her moans turned raw and shameless.

Rafa’s thrusts grew ragged, his grip tightening. JP’s pace quickened, his groans loud in her ear.

“Take it, slut,” JP growled. “Take all of us.”

Lydia screamed as her orgasm ripped through her, violent and uncontrollable. Her pussy clutched and spasmed, milking Rafa desperately, her ass tightening around JP as she convulsed between them.

That broke them both.

Rafa roared, slamming deep, his cock jerking as hot seed flooded her pussy. JP groaned behind her, grinding hard, filling her ass with thick, burning heat. Both men emptied into her at once, their cum spilling deep, leaking from both holes as her body shook with release.

At the same moment, across the room, Tiago groaned, his hands gripping Camilla’s hips as he drove into her. Camilla cried out, her nails raking the sheets, her body bucking wildly as his cock slammed deep.

“Tiago….yes….oh God yes!”

Her climax tore through her, her pussy spasming, her juices soaking him as he came hard inside her, his seed spilling deep into her as she screamed with pleasure.

Two women, two cries, two men filling them at once.

Lydia collapsed forward onto Rafa’s chest, sobbing, cum leaking from her stretched holes. Camilla slumped beneath Tiago, her body shaking, her thighs wet and sticky.


Chapter Twenty-One — The Cleaning and the Taking

Lydia collapsed against Rafa’s chest, panting, her body trembling, her pussy and ass still clenching helplessly around the thick seed now leaking from her. Both men groaned as they slid free, their cocks wet and glistening, their seed pooling hot between her thighs.

“Clean us,” Rafa ordered, his voice low and firm, tugging her hair.

Lydia’s lips parted, her eyes dazed, but she obeyed. She dropped shakily to her knees, her hands trembling as she wrapped her lips around Rafa’s cock first. She licked him from base to tip, slurping the mess from his shaft, swallowing obediently, her tongue working over his heavy balls until they gleamed.

Then JP stepped closer. Lydia opened her mouth without hesitation, taking him in, tasting her own ass on his cock, licking and sucking him clean. JP groaned, pressing deep into her throat as she gagged softly, swallowing his filth until he shone wet and slick.

“Good little slut,” Rafa murmured, stroking her cheek as she knelt between them, her chin dripping, her body quivering.

But the men weren’t finished.

“Camilla,” JP said, his eyes gleaming. “Your turn.”

Camilla flushed crimson but obeyed, crawling forward on all fours. Lydia whimpered, but Rafa held her by the shoulders, forcing her to stay open as Camilla lowered her head.

Her lips pressed to Lydia’s messy pussy, licking at the cum spilling from her. Camilla moaned softly at the taste, slurping dutifully, her tongue trailing lower. Rafa pushed Lydia forward slightly, spreading her cheeks, exposing her gaping ass.

“Lick her there too,” he ordered.

Camilla obeyed, her tongue circling Lydia’s stretched hole, licking up the thick seed leaking out. Lydia gasped, sobbing, her body shuddering as her friend’s tongue cleaned her most private places.

Her ass up, her face buried between Lydia’s thighs, Camilla was on full display, her round bottom swaying, her pussy glistening.

JP moved behind her, his cock already hard again. He grabbed her hips, spread her cheeks, and pressed the thick head against her tight little anal chute.

“Wait….oh God….” Camilla gasped into Lydia’s pussy, but JP didn’t wait. With one steady thrust he pushed forward, stretching her open.

Her cry was muffled against Lydia’s slick folds as his cock slid deeper, filling her ass. Her body jerked, her nails digging into Lydia’s thighs, but she didn’t pull away. Instead, she kept licking, slurping obediently at the mess leaking from her friend, even as JP’s cock drove into her rear hole.

Camilla cried out, muffled against Lydia’s cunt, as JP drove into her ass. Her body jerked, her nails clawing Lydia’s thighs, but she didn’t pull away. Her mouth stayed on Lydia, licking, slurping, swallowing every drop she could as JP began to pound her ass from behind, using her hard and deep.

The room filled with moans, the wet sounds of tongues and cocks, the air heavy with the scent of sex and submission.

Across the room, Rafa and Tiago had pulled up chairs, lounging back with their cocks out, stroking lazily as they watched the lewd display. Their eyes roamed over every detail, Camilla’s ass stretching around JP’s thickness, her tongue buried between Lydia’s thighs, the two women moaning together as the room filled with wet, obscene sounds.


Chapter Twenty-Two — The Crescendo

Marcelo had made her come already, wrung screams and sobs from her, but still he hadn’t finished. He had held himself back, his control unshakable, his cock still iron-hard and buried deep inside her. Now he meant to take what he had been saving.

Rose lay pinned beneath him, her hair a dark halo across the pillow, her breasts heaving, sweat shining on her flushed skin. Her pussy was raw and dripping, already stretched wide, yet Marcelo filled her so completely that she whimpered each time he drove deeper.

He kissed her throat, his stubble grazing her tender skin. “You feel me, princesa?” he growled, his hips slamming forward, the thick head of his cock grinding against her deepest point. “Bigger than him. Better than him. I’m the one you’ll remember.”

Her eyes rolled back, a sob breaking free. “Marcelo….please….”

He silenced her with a bruising kiss, his tongue thrusting deep as his cock pounded harder, faster. Her nails clawed the sheets, then his shoulders, her body arching into him despite herself. Every thrust left her gasping, stretched, completely at his mercy.

Her walls clenched around him, soaking him, her pussy milking his cock as though begging for more.

Marcelo caught her wrists and pinned them above her head with one hand. With the other, he seized her thigh and shoved it high, spreading her wide open. His hips slammed between her legs, his cock driving to the hilt with every brutal stroke.

Rose’s cries filled the room, sharp and raw, echoing off the walls.

“Yes,” Marcelo groaned, sweat running down his chest. “That’s it. Take it. Take all of me.”

Her body shattered.

Her orgasm ripped through her like lightning, her scream tearing the air as her pussy spasmed violently around him. Her legs trembled, her back arched high, her nails dug helplessly into the sheets. Every nerve lit with unbearable ecstasy as wave after wave wracked her.

Marcelo groaned low, his thrusts becoming ragged. He ground deep, his cock swelling inside her, his voice rough in her ear. “Now you’ll take my seed.”

He roared as he slammed home one final time. His cock jerked, pulsing, and the heat poured into her.

Rose screamed again, overwhelmed, feeling thick, hot jets flooding her pussy. The torrent filled her completely, spilling deep into her womb until she felt stretched from the inside out. She sobbed, her body convulsing with aftershocks as his climax went on and on, pumping her full until it leaked out around his cock, soaking the sheets.

Marcelo held her down, grinding against her, forcing her to take every pulse, every drop. His lips pressed to her throat, biting, marking, claiming.

At last he pulled free, his cock sliding wetly from her swollen folds. Their mess gushed out of her, running down her thighs, pooling beneath her.

He caught her chin, forcing her dazed eyes to meet his. “Now,” he murmured, soft but commanding. “Clean me.”

Rose whimpered, her lips trembling, but she obeyed. She pushed herself up, took his slick cock into her mouth, and licked. Her tongue traced him from base to tip, gathering the taste of him mixed with her own, swallowing dutifully. She slurped noisily, her eyes watering as he pressed deeper, until he gleamed wet and clean.

Marcelo stroked her hair, smirking with satisfaction.

“Good girl,” he murmured. “Now you’re truly mine.”

Rose collapsed back onto the bed, wrecked, her body leaking, her lips still glistening with the taste of him. She knew he was right, she belonged to him completely.


Chapter Twenty-Three — The Morning After

The sun was already high when Lydia stirred, her body stiff and aching. Every muscle burned, her breasts were tender, her thighs bruised, and her holes throbbed with every small movement. The sheets beneath her were sticky, still streaked with seed.

She pushed herself up, groaning softly. “Up, girls. We’re missing the sun.”

Camilla moaned, rolling onto her stomach, her ass still red from JP’s use. Rose buried her face in the pillow, her hair a tangle, her pussy still leaking.

“Come on,” Lydia coaxed, forcing herself to her feet. She winced at the soreness between her legs, but the cool air against her skin was a relief.

One by one, the others followed, naked, their skin marked by bruises and bites, streaked with the drying mess of the night before. Together, they padded down the corridor and out into the bright light by the pool.

They slipped into the cool water, gasping as it washed over them, easing their sore bodies, rinsing away some of the stickiness that clung to their skin. For a few minutes, they swam lazily, floating on their backs, hair trailing behind them, the sun warming their faces.

Then they climbed out, dripping, and stretched out naked on the loungers.

For a while they lay in silence, eyes closed against the sun, their bodies glistening with water and sweat. Then Lydia broke it with a wicked smile.

“So DP.”

Rose turned her head sharply. “Wait….you both….?”

Camilla smirked, stretching out on the lounger. “Oh, believe me, I know. They had me like that first. Thought I’d break in half.”

Lydia flushed, grinning. “And then it was my turn. Rafa and JP, I thought I wouldn’t survive it.”

Rose’s eyes widened, her voice dropping almost to a whisper. “But… what about… you know… your first, back there? What was it like?”

Camilla chuckled softly, rolling onto her side to face her. “Intense. Burning at first, like I couldn’t take it. But once Rafa pushed through… it changed. Full, overwhelming, like every nerve was alive.”

Lydia nodded, her cheeks pink. “Same for me. It hurt, yeah, but then it just… flipped. I couldn’t stop moaning. And with both of them inside me…” She shivered, her voice trailing off.

Rose bit her lip, her cheeks heating. She looked down at her own thighs, still marked and sticky from Marcelo. “I… I don’t know if I could.”

Camilla laughed softly, reaching across to squeeze her hand. “You will. And when you do, you’ll understand.”

The three of them giggled then, the sound breathless, tinged with disbelief.

Lydia smirked suddenly. “Oh, and there’s something else.”

Camilla’s cheeks flushed, but she nodded. “We… cleaned each other. Down there.”

Rose blinked. “You mean…?”

“Yeah,” Lydia said, her grin wicked. “My first time with a girl. Tasting her. Slutty as fuck.”

Camilla giggled nervously. “Same for me. I licked her while the men watched. God, it was so dirty.”

Rose’s mouth fell open. “You two… together?”

They both nodded, still flushed but smiling.

Rose’s stomach flipped. Shock hit first, then something else. A hot, sharp twist of jealousy she didn’t want to admit to herself.

“Fuck,” she whispered, looking away, her cheeks burning.

Then Lydia leaned closer, her grin wicked. “But Rose… you tell her. About Marcelo.”

Rose flushed scarlet, glancing away. “I… I can’t….”

“Tell her,” Lydia pressed.

Rose sighed, her voice low. “He’s bigger. So much bigger. Tiago stretched me, but Marcelo… he was enormous. I thought I’d split.”

Lydia nodded firmly. “Bigger than Rafa too. He made me clean him after and I swear my jaw still aches.”

Camilla’s eyes widened. “No. No, I don’t believe you. There can’t be a cock bigger than JP’s.”

Both Lydia and Rose just looked at her, their expressions telling her everything.

Camilla’s stomach flipped, her nipples tightening as she sank back against the lounger, imagining it. “Fuck,” she whispered.

The three of them lay there together, naked in the sun, their bodies bruised and leaking, laughing weakly, trading stories of what had been done to them — and none of them quite believing how far they had already fallen.




Chapter Twenty-Four — Growing Comfortable

They stayed there long after their laughter faded, sprawled naked on the loungers by the pool, their bodies still glistening from the swim. Bruises marked their skin, their thighs bore faint streaks of seed, yet none of them moved to cover themselves. They had shared too much to pretend at modesty now.

From that moment, clothes seemed pointless.

The days that followed blurred together in a lazy rhythm of sun and indulgence. The girls woke late, bathed, and wandered naked through the villa without hesitation. Their breasts swayed as they walked, their asses pale and perfect under the light, their bodies still carrying the marks of rough use.

The servants came and went, bringing food and wine, their faces carefully neutral. But Rose noticed the way their eyes sometimes lingered, hungry, before flicking away. That only made her flush hotter, though she didn’t stop.

Marcelo, however, never looked away.

At mealtimes he sat clothed at the head of the terrace table, sipping wine, while the three of them sat bare before him, laughing, eating, shifting in their seats as if daring him to notice every curve, every mark, every glisten. His gaze roamed openly, a king feasting with his eyes, and they basked in the heat of it.

By the pool he lounged in the shade, sunglasses hiding nothing, a cigar smouldering between his fingers. The girls swam, floated, and sprawled across the loungers, droplets running down their skin. They began to exaggerate their movements without thinking, Camilla stretching longer when she climbed from the water, Lydia bending low for fruit, Rose arching her back as she lay in the sun.

Even Rose, once shy and hesitant, had grown comfortable being naked under Marcelo’s gaze, letting the servants see her without flinching, her body on display like it was the most natural thing in the world.

The servants still came and went, carrying platters and pitchers, their eyes soaking up every detail. And still Marcelo watched, silent, smiling faintly, his approval unspoken but always felt.

By the end of the second day, the villa that belonged to him, and now so did they.

Nakedness no longer felt strange. It felt inevitable.




Chapter Twenty-Five — The Party Approaches

The afternoon light was softening to gold as the three girls padded back to their guest room, hair still damp from the pool, their bodies warm and loose from wine and sun.

It was Saturday, and all three knew the night ahead would be different. Marcelo had said it himself, there was a party, a big one, and they were to be guests. “Special guests,” he had called them, his smile unreadable.

Naked, they walked side by side through the villa’s cool corridors, skin glowing in the low light, chatting and giggling as if it were the most natural thing in the world. Their laughter echoed against the tiled walls, three beautiful young women strolling bare and careless, their bodies on show for anyone who might have seen.

But beneath the lightness of their voices, a nervous excitement simmered. None of them knew what being Marcelo’s “special guests” would mean, only that it would be nothing like the lazy days they had spent by the pool.

On the bed lay three dresses, folded neatly, each more daring than anything they would have chosen for themselves.

Camilla gasped softly. “He… he actually had these waiting for us?”

Lydia grinned, her eyes sparkling. “Oh my God, they’re gorgeous.”

Even Rose couldn’t hide the little flutter of flattery in her chest. Marcelo hadn’t just thought of them as playthings, he had prepared for them. The care made it feel like a strange sort of honour, even as her stomach tightened with nerves.

The girls showered quickly, rinsing away chlorine and lotion, steam rising in the tiled room. One by one, they returned to the guest room, hair damp, skin glowing, ready to dress.

Camilla went first. She stepped in front of the full-length mirror, her towel slipping away. For a moment she simply stood there, studying her reflection: full 34C breasts tipped with flushed nipples, a slim waist, flat stomach, and the perfect round curve of her heart-shaped ass. Her blonde curls gleamed damp at her mound, her thighs still faintly pink from Rafa’s rough hands. She blushed, then smiled at herself, she looked decadent, ruined, beautiful. With a breath, she slipped into the champagne-gold dress. The silk clung like liquid, almost sheer, her nipples dark against the fabric, the hem teasing her thighs.

Next was Lydia. Laughing, she tossed her towel aside and planted herself before the mirror. Curvy, tanned, her breasts fuller, hips wider, ass round and shameless. She ran her hands down her body as if she were showing it off, grinning at her own reflection, turning to see the dimples at the base of her spine. Then she tugged on the scarlet micro-mini, gasping at how high it rode, how deep the neckline plunged. “God, this is insane,” she giggled, “I love it.”

Last came Rose. Hesitant, clutching her towel to her chest, she finally let it fall. She stood stiffly, cheeks flushed, her modesty battling with the truth: she was stunning. Firm breasts, larger than Camilla’s or Lydia’s, swayed slightly as she moved, nipples peaked. Her waist was trim, her thighs long, her ass full and smooth. Between her legs, a neat triangle of chestnut curls still glistened faintly from the shower. She hugged her arms around herself, then turned reluctantly toward the mirror. Her blush deepened, but her reflection was undeniable. With trembling hands, she pulled on the black lace dress. It looked modest until she turned sideways, realising how sheer the panels were, how much skin, how much more, it revealed.

The three of them stood together before the mirror, dresses clinging, bare beneath, their faces a mix of awe, embarrassment, and anticipation.

From the courtyard below, Marcelo’s voice floated up, rich and calm. “My pretty ones… dinner soon.”

The girls exchanged glances. Flattered. Nervous. Thrilled.

And dressed exactly as he intended.


Chapter Twenty-Six — Dinner on the Terrace

The sky had turned molten, streaked with orange and pink as the sun dipped toward the horizon. The courtyard glowed in firelight from iron lanterns set along the terrace. A long table gleamed with polished silver, cut crystal, and platters of roasted meat and tropical fruit.

Marcelo sat at the head, a king in his palace, Rafa, Tiago, and JP ranged down one side. On the other were three new faces, men in their early forties, well-fed, well-dressed, their voices booming with laughter. Marcelo introduced them with a lazy wave of his hand.

“Gentlemen, you know Rafa. These are his pretty little friends.” His smile cut sharp. “Camilla, Lydia, Rose.”

The girls blushed as six pairs of eyes swept over them, lingering. These men were not staff, not servants. Marcelo explained between bites of meat that they were his partners, minority owners of the nightclub empire he controlled. Lesser men than him, but important enough to share his table.

Camilla’s champagne-gold dress shimmered indecently in the lamplight, showing the soft sway of her breasts with every movement. Lydia’s scarlet micro-mini left nothing to the imagination as she crossed and uncrossed her legs. Rose, cheeks burning, tried to sit tall, but the lace panels of her dress betrayed every breath, every tremble.

Rafa poured wine into their glasses, Tiago passed them plates. JP leaned close to Rose, whispering, “Smile, baby.”

Marcelo leaned back, sipping slowly, his eyes on the girls. “Eat. Drink. Tonight is for pleasure. Let my friends see how beautiful you are.”

The partners chuckled approvingly, their gazes bold, their voices low with commentary. Every laugh, every lingering glance reminded the girls they were prizes on display, ornaments and entertainment for the men’s amusement.

Lydia, ever reckless, lifted her glass high. “To Marcelo,” she said brightly, grinning at him.

The table roared with approval, Marcelo’s smile deepening. His gaze lingered on the three girls as if he had already decided how the rest of the night would unfold.

The meal stretched long into twilight. Platters of grilled fish, roasted meat, and bowls of tropical fruit passed back and forth, wine glasses never empty. The girls picked delicately at their plates, but the men ate and drank heartily, their voices booming in Portuguese, laughter echoing across the terrace.

Every now and then, Marcelo’s partners leaned in with questions. Where are you from? How long are you in Rio? The tone was polite, but the eyes were bold, lingering, undressing. Camilla answered with a practiced smile, Lydia with teasing wit, Rose with flushed awkwardness.

Marcelo said little, only watching, sipping his wine. Every so often he raised a hand and a servant appeared, refilling glasses, clearing plates, bowing before slipping away.

By the time dessert was set down, bowls of mango and passionfruit, the sky had gone black, and lanterns glowed warmly against the whitewashed walls. A breeze swept the courtyard, tugging at the girls’ dresses, brushing bare skin.

Marcelo set down his glass and rose slowly to his feet. The table quieted at once. He smiled, spreading his arms as if bestowing a gift.

“My friends,” he said, his voice carrying smoothly into the night. “Tonight, we are not alone. Soon, more of our circle will join us. Partners. Investors. Their wives, their lovers, their mistresses. Perhaps fifty souls, maybe more.”

The girls exchanged quick glances, startled, curious.

Marcelo’s smile deepened. “We will give them a party they will not forget. They will drink, they will dance, they will laugh. And…” He let his eyes sweep deliberately over Camilla, Lydia, Rose. “…they will be entertained.”

The partners chuckled, raising glasses. Rafa, Tiago, and JP smirked knowingly.

The girls blushed, uncertain, but flattered by the word. Entertained. They imagined dancing, perhaps flirting, being admired in their daring dresses.

None of them yet realised what Marcelo truly meant.


Chapter Twenty-Seven — The Stage

The villa buzzed with noise and light. Servants led the girls through a wide archway and into a sprawling courtyard at the side of the house, away from the pool. The air was thick with perfume, smoke, and the clink of glasses.

Dozens of people mingled, wealthy men in linen and gold watches, women in glittering dresses, mistresses clinging to arms, girlfriends laughing too loudly. Servants moved swiftly and silently among them, silver trays heavy with champagne flutes and cocktails. The chatter was bright, careless, decadent.

But all eyes shifted when the girls appeared.

Lydia squeezed Camilla’s hand, whispering, “Oh my God, this is huge.” Rose’s cheeks burned as she lowered her eyes, acutely aware of the stares, the murmurs, the approving smiles.

At the centre of the courtyard stood a structure, a raised platform not unlike a bandstand, ringed with iron posts and fairy lights. Around its roof, enormous TV screens glowed, angled so the crowd could see from every corner. Spotlights and cameras were already trained on the middle, humming softly in the night.

And in that centre, on the platform, was a bed. A vast king-size mattress dressed in white satin sheets, gleaming under the lights.

Around the stage stood four muscular men, bare-chested, dressed only in tight black trousers. They were statuesque, silent, their arms folded across broad chests, the light catching on sweat-sheened skin. Their presence was commanding, unmistakable, bodyguards, protectors, or perhaps enforcers of whatever would happen here.

The sight made the girls exchange uneasy glances. If a bed on a stage wasn’t enough to stir their nerves, the addition of these men, so imposing, so watchful, made them even more curious. What was this for? Who was it meant for?

The girls froze.

“Holy shit,” Lydia whispered, her voice half thrill, half disbelief.

Camilla’s throat went dry, her heart hammering. Rose couldn’t look directly at it, her chest tightening as her imagination caught up with what Marcelo’s “entertainment” might truly mean.

Marcelo stepped forward, his arms spread as if presenting a gift. “Welcome, my friends! Tonight, you are in for something very special.” His gaze slid to the girls, his smile sharp and possessive.

The crowd applauded, laughter and whistles cutting through the night air.

The bed gleamed, waiting.

A servant appeared soundlessly at their side, silver tray balanced high. Three crystal flutes, the pale champagne fizzing gently, catching the light.

The girls each took one.

Camilla raised hers without hesitation, the bubbles tickling her nose as she sipped, her eyes still fixed on the platform in the middle of the courtyard. Lydia giggled, clinking her glass against Camilla’s before throwing back half of it in one go. Rose hesitated, glancing at Marcelo, then at JP standing close behind her. He gave her a nod, calm but insistent. With a trembling hand, she lifted the glass to her lips and drank.

Marcelo watched with a faint smile, his hands clasped lightly behind his back. “Good girls,” he murmured, just loud enough for them to hear.

The champagne was strong, the bubbles rushing to their heads, adding to the giddy heat already burning through their bodies. The music from hidden speakers thrummed low, the crowd’s laughter and chatter swirling around them.

But their eyes kept sliding back to the platform, to the satin sheets gleaming under the lights, the cameras angled and waiting.

The bed was impossible to ignore.


Chapter Twenty-Eight — On Display

The courtyard buzzed with laughter, clinking glasses, and the pulse of low music. Servants moved deftly through the crowd with trays of champagne and wine, while the hum of Portuguese mingled with English, Spanish, and French voices.

The girls were no longer left to drift on their own. Each was guided deliberately into the crowd, claimed.

Camilla at Rafa’s side, his hand firm at the small of her back, his pride in her beauty plain in every step. Heads turned as she passed, her tall, golden figure drawing appreciative stares, men nodding, women whispering behind jewelled hands.

Lydia with Tiago, who walked with her as though she were his prize. His easy smile and broad shoulders carried her through the clusters of guests, but his hand never left her hip, reminding her who she belonged to. She flushed under the weight of older men’s eyes, but there was a thrill too, knowing she was being looked at, judged, desired.

Rose with JP, his arm draped casually around her, guiding her with quiet authority. She tried to keep her head high, but every gaze she felt on her made her pulse race. She could hardly believe this, only days ago she’d been another tourist in Rio, and now she was being paraded half-naked, Marcelo’s crowd drinking her in.

The three of them mingled like this, their bodies pressed close to the men who had taken them, their skin glowing under the lantern light. Glasses were raised, compliments murmured, hands sometimes brushing too close as strangers greeted them.

The air was thick with curiosity. Guests’ eyes slid constantly toward the platform in the centre of the courtyard, the bed gleaming under the lights, the bodyguards still standing sentinel.

And always, from the edge of the crowd, Marcelo watched. A cigar between his fingers, his gaze never softened, never casual. His eyes followed the girls wherever they went, as if every guest here knew: these three were his to present, his to unveil, his to command.


Chapter Twenty-Nine — The First Unveiling

The hum of voices stilled as Marcelo stepped onto the stone steps above the courtyard. The crowd parted, all eyes turning upward. Lantern light caught his white linen suit, his cigar glowing faintly in the dusk. He lifted a hand and the courtyard fell quiet.

“Rafa,” Marcelo called, his voice smooth but commanding. “Please take the beautiful Camilla to her place.”

Rafa inclined his head and turned to her. Camilla’s stomach fluttered, her pulse thundering in her ears. He leaned close, his breath warm against her ear.

“Come, princesa. They’re waiting for you.”

Her legs trembled, but she let him guide her forward, his hand steady at the small of her back. The crowd’s eyes followed them, whispers rippling as the pair walked toward the steps. Camilla’s throat was dry, but Rafa bent close again, his voice low and certain.

“Breathe. Smile. You’re perfect. They’ll love you.”

The words steadied her, and by the time they reached the steps her nerves had twisted into a sharp, intoxicating thrill.

“Ladies and gentlemen,” Marcelo declared, his deep voice carrying easily across the courtyard, “for your enjoyment, the show will begin.”

Rafa took her hand and led her up onto the platform. The bed loomed large and gleaming under the lights, the four silent bodyguards still standing sentinel at its corners. Camilla’s heart pounded, her bare feet sinking into the satin sheet as Rafa pulled her close.

Then, with one smooth motion, he tore the little gown from her body.

A collective gasp rose from the crowd. Dozens of pairs of eyes drank her in at once, her golden skin bare, her breasts rising and falling with each shaky breath, her hips flaring into the curve of her ass.

Camilla froze, heat rushing to her cheeks, but Rafa caught her chin, tilted her face up, and kissed her hard. His hands slid low, cupping and squeezing her round ass possessively, as if to show the crowd she was already his.

The applause, the whistles, the hungry murmur of the guests filled the courtyard. Camilla’s knees nearly buckled, but Rafa held her steady, his tongue claiming her as utterly as his hands did her body.

She was naked, exposed, trembling, and more turned on than she had ever been in her life.

Rafa’s kiss lingered, his tongue deep in her mouth, before he pulled back just enough to murmur in her ear. His voice was low, intimate, but firm enough to make her tremble.

“Kneel, princesa. Undo my trousers. Bare me. Take out my cock.”

Camilla’s breath hitched, her eyes wide.

“They want to see,” he whispered, his lips brushing her ear. “They want to see what you’ve learned. Suck, princesa.”

Her body quaked, shame and desire colliding, but she obeyed. Slowly, she sank to her knees before him, her skin glowing under the lights, the crowd’s eyes glued to her every movement. Her trembling fingers reached for the clasp of his trousers, fumbling before she freed him.

The thick length of his cock spilled into her hands, swelling, proud, the gasp of the audience rising again as she wrapped her lips around him.

Rafa groaned softly, one hand sliding into her hair, guiding her head down. Camilla opened wider, sucking greedily, her cheeks hollowing as she took more of him into her mouth.

The courtyard buzzed with low, hungry murmurs, men leaning forward, women whispering, all of them transfixed by the sight of the golden English girl kneeling in public, lips stretched around Rafa’s cock.

Rafa stroked her head gently, his eyes never leaving Marcelo’s. He spoke just loudly enough for her to hear, but the words carried to the front row of the crowd.

“Good girl. Show them. Show them how perfect your mouth is.”

Camilla moaned softly around him, the sound vibrating down his shaft, and the crowd’s murmur turned into a ripple of applause and cheers.

Down in the courtyard, Lydia and Rose clung to each other’s arms, hardly breathing.

Camilla had no idea.

Up on the platform, she could only see Rafa, his cock filling her mouth, his hand in her hair, his voice low as he praised her. She didn’t see what they saw.

The floodlights blazed white-hot, washing every detail of her body in brightness. She seemed to glow, every curve of her breasts, every quiver of her ass as she knelt was thrown into stark relief. And above her, mounted high on the frame of the podium, four vast screens glared into life.

The cameras had her from every angle.

One showed her face, lips stretched, spit glistening as she worked Rafa’s shaft. Another caught the sway of her breasts, the arch of her back. A third lingered obscenely on the spread of her thighs, her pussy bare and shining under the lights. The fourth pulled back wide, showing her utterly naked, on her knees, servicing Rafa’s cock while a hundred strangers drank in the sight.

The audience gasped, then murmured with delight, leaning forward, whispering behind their hands. Some men applauded softly. Women’s eyes glittered as they elbowed their partners, smirking.

Lydia’s stomach turned over. Rose’s face burned hot, her pulse racing.

Their friend wasn’t just sucking Rafa in front of them. She was being broadcast, magnified, exposed from every angle, her degradation made into a show.

And deep down, both of them knew: next it could be their turn under those same lights.

Rafa tugged her head back, his cock sliding wetly from her lips. The crowd groaned in disappointment, but only for a moment. With a low growl, he hooked his hands beneath Camilla’s arms, lifted her like she weighed nothing, and tossed her back onto the gleaming satin bed.

Gasps and cheers rippled through the courtyard.

Camilla sprawled on her back, golden hair fanned across the sheets, her breasts heaving, her thighs pressed tight in instinctive modesty.

Rafa wasn’t having it.

He caught her knees in his big hands and wrenched them apart, spreading her wide under the floodlights. A murmur rolled through the crowd as her pussy was displayed openly, glistening and bare.

Camilla didn’t know about the cameras, didn’t see the huge screens above flashing her image from every angle. But she knew enough. She could feel the weight of fifty pairs of eyes below the platform, all of them fixed on her most private place as Rafa lowered his head.

Her cheeks burned, shame and arousal colliding. And then his tongue was on her.

He dragged it slow and deliberate up her folds before sealing around her clit.

Her cry was sharp, desperate, and the courtyard roared its approval.

Down in the crowd, Lydia and Rose clutched at each other’s arms, stunned. Camilla had no idea how exposed she truly was. The floodlights washed her in white-hot brightness, making her body glow, her breasts bounce as she writhed on the sheets. And above the stage, four vast screens magnified every twitch, every tremor.

One camera caught her face, lips parted in ecstasy. Another lingered on the sway of her breasts. A third showed the obscene close-up between her thighs, Rafa’s mouth buried in her folds. The fourth pulled back wide, their friend spread and moaning, displayed naked and helpless for a hundred strangers.

The crowd murmured, some applauding, others leaning closer, drinking in every shiver. Lydia’s stomach flipped. Rose’s face burned hot.

On the bed, Camilla twisted, torn between shame and the unbearable pleasure tearing through her. Rafa licked and slurped mercilessly, his hands pinning her thighs wide as her orgasm rose like fire.

Her climax broke fast, unstoppable. She arched hard, screamed raw into the night as the release ripped through her body. The courtyard erupted, whistles, cheers, laughter, applause, as the English girl came helplessly under Rafa’s mouth.

On the glowing screens above, her face was frozen in rapture, her body jerking and shuddering, every twitch of her nipples, every convulsion of her belly magnified for the world to see.

Camilla collapsed back against the sheets, gasping, ruined, her pussy twitching under the lights. Rafa lifted his head at last, lips and chin wet, and looked out over the crowd with a satisfied smile.

“This,” his expression said, “is just the beginning.”



On the bed, Camilla twisted, torn between shame and the unbearable pleasure tearing through her. Rafa’s tongue worked mercilessly, slurping and sucking at her clit, his big hands pinning her thighs wide. Her cries grew shriller, her whole body arching as the climax overtook her.

At that very moment, movement stirred at the edge of the courtyard.

JP and Tiago had each taken a girl by the wrist, guiding them not to the podium, but up the stone steps that rose to the villa’s terrace. Lydia’s face was flushed, her lips parted in shock; Rose’s steps faltered, but Marcelo’s presence drew her onward like a leash.

At the top of the steps, Marcelo waited. From there the view was perfect, the whole courtyard stretched below, the floodlit stage blazing in the centre, Camilla’s writhing body spread across the white satin bed.

Marcelo turned to Rose, his voice low but carrying. “Kneel.”

Her heart hammered as she sank to the stone at his feet, her eyes drawn helplessly to the bulge straining his trousers. Marcelo unbuttoned with deliberate slowness, pulling free the thick, heavy length of his cock. It swung lewdly in front of her face, darker, bigger than anything she had ever seen.

“Beautiful,” he murmured, one hand stroking her hair back from her cheek. “Suck. While I watch your friend.”

Rose whimpered but obeyed, opening her mouth to take him in. The crowd below stirred louder as Marcelo’s cock disappeared between her lips, her cheeks hollowing as she worked to please him.

Beside her, Tiago and JP wasted no time. They pushed Lydia down between them, unzipping their trousers, their cocks springing free. Lydia blinked up at them, torn between fear and need, before giving in and taking JP’s cock first, wrapping her lips around him and sucking hungrily. Tiago pressed the thick head of his shaft to her cheek, then her lips, until she turned and swallowed him too, sharing her mouth between them as the courtyard murmured in approval. The crowd now torn between the beautiful blonde being used on stage and the two girl’s sucking bog black cock on the steps above the courtyard.

It was no private moment.

They were on the steps above the courtyard, in plain sight of dozens of guests. From there, with Camilla spread under the lights, her orgasm flashing across the giant screens, the audience could also glimpse her friends, two more English girls on their knees, worshipping three huge cocks in full view.

The spectacle was complete: one girl displayed and climaxing on satin sheets, while her two friends knelt obediently nearby, their mouths full of cock, offering themselves as naturally as if this had always been their role.



Rafa rose from between her thighs, his mouth wet with her arousal. He stripped off his shirt in one swift motion, tossing it aside to a cheer from the crowd. His muscles gleamed under the floodlights, broad chest heaving, his cock heavy and proud as he moved back between Camilla’s spread legs.

She barely had time to catch her breath before he hooked his hands under her thighs and lifted them high, spreading her open. Her pussy gaped under the lights, glistening, every fold displayed for the audience, the cameras catching it all for the giant screens above.

Camilla whimpered, her arms flung wide across the sheets, but Rafa only leaned forward, his cock dragging along her slit as he lined himself up.

Then, with one brutal thrust, he drove balls-deep inside her.

The sound of it carried, the wet slap of his hips meeting her ass, and the courtyard gasped as one. A ripple of voices, laughter, applause broke out, dozens of strangers reacting to the moment an English girl was speared open in public.

Camilla cried out, her back arching off the bed, the breath stolen from her lungs. Her pussy clenched tight around the sudden fullness, her legs quivering in Rafa’s grip as he began to move.

He didn’t ease her in. He fucked her hard, driving his cock deep with every thrust, lifting her body with the force of it. Her tits bounced wildly, her head thrown back, her moans spilling out helplessly as the crowd roared its approval.

On the screens above, the cameras showed everything, the close-up of his cock plunging into her wet, stretched pussy, the wide shot of her body jerking under him, the sweat and spit glistening as he took her without mercy.

Camilla could barely think. She knew she was spread open, fucked hard, watched by fifty strangers, but all she could feel was Rafa’s cock hammering her, splitting her, dragging her higher toward another climax she couldn’t resist.

Rafa’s pace was relentless. He held her thighs wide, pounding into her with deep, savage strokes, every thrust driving a fresh cry from her lips. Camilla’s hands clawed at the satin, her nails leaving faint trails as she writhed beneath him, her body bouncing with the force of his possession.

The crowd roared approval, whistles and applause mixing with the wet slap of flesh on flesh. On the giant screens above, her pussy was shown in obscene close-up, stretched wide around Rafa’s thick shaft, shining with arousal as he used her hard.

Camilla’s head thrashed from side to side, her hair a wild halo, her moans rising higher and higher until they broke into desperate screams. Her body betrayed her, the shame only fuelling the pleasure until it boiled over.

Her orgasm hit like a wave, tearing through her, her pussy clenching tight around Rafa’s cock as her back arched violently off the sheets. She screamed into the night, every nerve lit with raw ecstasy as the crowd erupted again, cheering her climax as though it were part of the show. It was part of the show!

Rafa groaned above her, his thrusts growing rougher, harder, his body slick with sweat. He slammed deep one last time, grinding against her as his cock jerked inside her.

Camilla gasped, her eyes flying wide, as she felt the hot flood of his seed pour into her. Thick spurts filled her pussy, gushing so deep she whimpered with every pulse of his cock.

For long moments he stayed buried in her, holding her wide as he emptied himself, his roar echoing over the courtyard. Then, with a grunt, he pulled back slowly, his cock softening as it slipped free.

The audience leaned forward, rapt, as his cum spilled from her swollen, used pussy, oozing down over her ass and pooling onto the white satin sheets. Camilla lay limp, ruined, her chest heaving, her thighs still trembling as the mess spread beneath her.

Rafa straightened, dragging a hand across his chest, and looked out over the crowd with a wolfish grin. His message was clear: he had claimed her, and she had given him everything.

The applause rose louder, the audience buzzing with hunger, knowing this was only the beginning of the show.




Chapter Thirty — The Guard’s Tribute

Camilla collapsed back onto the satin, gasping, her body still trembling, Rafa’s cum leaking hot and heavy from her used pussy. The crowd buzzed, some cheering, others murmuring in disbelief, but the noise swelled again as new movement caught their eyes.

The four silent figures who had stood at the corners of the podium, the bodyguards, were no longer still. One by one they stripped off their tight black trousers, baring thick, heavy cocks that jutted proudly into the night. The crowd erupted in whistles and gasps, the sheer size of them drawing shouts of approval.

Camilla blinked up through sweat-matted lashes, only now realising she was surrounded. Four towering men, their cocks as big as Rafa’s, some bigger, ringed the bed, their eyes fixed hungrily on her trembling body.

Rafa bent low, brushing her cheek, his voice gentle but firm. “Princesa…” He took her hands and coaxed her up, easing her from the bed until she knelt on the satin before them.

“Princesa, suck. Pleasure these cocks. Show them what that pretty mouth can do.”

The crowd roared approval, stamping feet, clapping hands, eager for the next act.

Camilla’s pulse hammered, her face burning, but Rafa’s hand stroked her hair, steadying her. Her mouth opened on instinct as the first of the bodyguards stepped forward, his cock thick and glistening under the floodlights. She wrapped her lips around the bulbous head, tasting him, while the others pressed close, their cocks brushing her cheeks, her throat, her flushed chest.

On the giant screens above, the cameras caught every angle: the golden English girl on her knees, four huge cocks surrounding her face, her lips stretched wide as she began to suck in turn. The crowd howled, some men cheering, women smirking and whispering to one another as Camilla’s mouth was passed from one thick shaft to the next.

Rafa stood behind her, his hand still on her hair, his grin broad and triumphant as the audience watched her degrade herself further, obediently pleasuring the men who only hours ago had been silent guards.

The first guard groaned as Camilla sucked harder, spit running down her chin as she worked his shaft. Another gripped her hair, dragging her face to his cock, stuffing her mouth full until she gagged. The others pressed their thick lengths against her cheeks, smearing her with precum as the crowd whistled and laughed.

Rafa stroked her hair, murmuring in her ear even as the men used her face. “Good girl, princesa. Show them you’re nothing but a slut for cock.”

On the screens above, her flushed face gleamed with spit, lips stretched around one shaft after another. The audience roared their approval, glasses raised, women whispering into their lovers’ ears as they watched the English beauty degrade herself for four strangers.

Then one of the guards grabbed her under the arms and lifted her easily. Camilla gasped as they threw her back onto the satin sheets, her legs spread wide. A second guard climbed between her thighs, his cock thick and slick as he pressed forward and sank into her still-dripping pussy.

Camilla cried out, her hands flying to clutch the sheets, but before she could catch her breath, another man straddled her chest, shoving his cock back into her mouth. Her cries were muffled by his thickness as he drove deep, her throat bulging as he used her.

The crowd erupted again as a third pushed between her cheeks, forcing her hips up, spreading her ass wide to line himself up. She shrieked around the cock in her throat as he pressed in, stretching her tight rear hole, stuffing her completely.

Airtight.

Her body convulsed as three cocks filled her at once, every hole used, every nerve lit with shame and unbearable pleasure. Her breasts bounced wildly as the men thrust in rhythm, one pounding her pussy, another slamming her ass, the third using her mouth mercilessly.

The fourth guard knelt at her side, stroking himself furiously as he watched his brothers take her, waiting his turn.

The crowd stamped their feet, whistled, clapped in time with the brutal rhythm. On the giant screens, her holes were shown in obscene close-up, stretched wide, stuffed with thick black cock, her body arched helplessly between them.

Camilla’s mind reeled. She was nothing but a rag doll, passed and stuffed, her body used like a toy for their pleasure. And yet the heat built again, sharper, harder than before.

Her orgasm tore through her suddenly, violently. She convulsed, muffled screams vibrating around the cock in her throat as her pussy clenched tight around the shaft pounding her, milking him as her body shook. Her juices gushed down over the man’s balls, dripping onto the satin, the crowd howling in delight.

Still the guards used her, relentless, swapping places, pulling from her pussy to her mouth, from her mouth to her ass, their cocks slick with spit and seed as they took turns filling her again and again.

Camilla sobbed with the force of it, her body trembling, but her orgasm rolled on, broken only by the next cock slamming inside her. She was their slut, their rag doll, her degradation cheered by fifty strangers, and she came harder than she ever thought possible.

The guards used her hard, swapping without pause, her body nothing but a rag doll stuffed from every angle. Camilla sobbed into the cock filling her throat, her cries muffled as the pounding continued. Her pussy gushed, her ass clenched tight, her body wracked with shuddering orgasms as the men took her in turns. The crowd baying!

Then the pace shifted, sharpened, the men growling, their thrusts erratic.

The one buried in her pussy slammed deep, groaning as he erupted inside her, hot spurts of seed pouring into her swollen cunt. Almost at the same moment, the guard in her ass roared, his cock jerking as he filled her tight chute with thick, sticky release.

Camilla screamed around the shaft in her throat as both holes flooded, her body jerking violently as she was stuffed full of hot cum from both ends.

They pulled free together, their loads gushing from her pussy and ass, leaking down her thighs, smeared across the white satin.

Before she could collapse, the others hauled her up, dropping her to her knees again. Two more thick cocks stroked furiously before her face, and then they erupted at once, jets of seed splattering across her cheeks, her lips, her breasts, even streaking into her hair.

The audience howled, stamping feet, clapping, whistling as Camilla knelt there, dripping with cum, painted and ruined, her golden body gleaming under the floodlights.

The giant screens showed every angle, the mess running down her face, the cum leaking from her holes, the dazed, broken look in her eyes.

Up on the villa steps, Marcelo’s hand clenched in Rose’s hair as he drove deep into her throat. With a guttural groan, he came, hot seed flooding her mouth. Rose gagged but swallowed desperately, tears in her eyes as Marcelo held her down until the last pulse was spent. He pulled back, smirking as she gasped for breath, her lips and chin still wet.

Beside them, Lydia knelt between JP and Tiago, her face tilted up. Both men stroked themselves over her, their cocks jerking before erupting together, covering her cheeks, her lips, her breasts with thick, sticky ropes of cum. Lydia moaned, eyes fluttering, as their seed dripped down her chest in full view of the courtyard below.

Three English girls. Three spectacles of ruin.

And the night had only just begun.


Epilogue — Marcelo’s Offer

Late morning sun shimmered over the pool when Lydia stirred. Her body ached, her thighs still tender, but the water’s glint drew her outside. She padded naked through the villa, skin marked with bites and bruises, and slipped into the pool with a sigh.

A little later Rose followed, her hair still tangled, her breasts swaying as she sank down on a lounger beside Lydia. They exchanged weary smiles, exhaustion etched into every movement.

It wasn’t until early afternoon that Camilla appeared, moving slowly, her legs stiff, her body visibly wrecked. She lowered herself carefully onto a lounger, closing her eyes to the sun. For a while they just lay there together, soaking up the warmth in silence.

Then Lydia spoke first, her voice low but teasing. “The show. God, Camilla… you were incredible. Beautiful. Sexy. Ruined.”

Rose nodded, her cheeks heating. “I was jealous. Jealous it wasn’t me out there with Rafa. Or with those guards.”

Camilla’s eyes fluttered open, her belly tightening as heat coiled again inside her. “I… I didn’t even realise,” she whispered.

Lydia smirked. “You didn’t see the screens. Huge, above the stage. Every angle. No one missed a single second of you, Rafa fucking you, the gangbang… everything.”

Camilla’s breath caught, her face flushing. She swallowed hard, but the shame only fed the arousal curling in her stomach. The thought of being displayed so completely, her ruin broadcast for all to see, made her nipples tighten under the sun.

The three of them lay in silence again, but now the air was charged, their bodies restless even in exhaustion.

A shadow fell across them. Marcelo had arrived, a servant following with a tray of tall glasses. He settled near them, immaculate in white linen, a cigar burning lazily between his fingers. He didn’t hide his gaze, letting it roam freely over their naked bodies sprawled in the sun.

“My beauties,” he said smoothly, his voice carrying that note of command that left them breathless. “You are welcome to leave. I will have Rafa take you back to your horrid little hostel.”

They froze, their stomachs tightening, waiting for the rest.

“Or…” Marcelo smiled faintly, sipping his drink. “You may stay here, in my villa. And I can promise you more of the same that happened last night.”

The words hung between them like smoke, heavy and intoxicating.

None of the three spoke at first. But in their silence, their flushed cheeks and quickened breaths told Marcelo everything he needed to know.




Book Three Teaser — The Next Stage

That night’s show had only been the beginning.

Marcelo’s offer lingered in their minds like a spell, the promise of more already worming into their bellies, making their bodies ache again. But what they didn’t yet know was that Marcelo never played the same game twice.

The next stage would not be limited to his villa.

His world stretched across Rio, the nightclub he owned, the private lounges where the city’s wealthiest came to indulge, the hidden rooms where cameras always rolled and no limits were observed. Men richer, older, more powerful than Marcelo himself were waiting for fresh entertainment.

And now, with three young English beauties under his roof, Marcelo intended to deliver.

For Lydia, Rose, and Camilla, their descent into lust and degradation had only just begun. The eyes of the villa had been a shock. The eyes of the city would be something else entirely.
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