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The Thrill Seekers

The Thrill Seekers

Chapter 1: The First Tryst

The sun crept toward the horizon, casting a golden sheen over the twin glass towers of the Westside Hotel. Inside Suite 1001 on the tenth and top floor, Kitty Summers stood in front of the tall floor to ceiling windows, her bare feet sinking into the plush white carpet contemplating the night ahead.

The suite's floor-to-ceiling windows providing an unobstructed view of the San Gabriel Mountains to the east, the Hollywood Hills to the north and the Pacific Palisades to the west as they dipped into the Pacific.

Kitty sipped her champagne, the bubbles tickling her throat as she gazed out at the sprawling city below. The Pacific Ocean shimmered in the late afternoon sun, a reminder of the world's vastness -- a world she often felt trapped within, despite her wealth and privilege.

She was a pampered vision of perfection, her honey-toned skin glowing under the soft ambient lighting. Her long, wavy flaxen blonde hair cascaded over her shoulders, framing her dazzling blue eyes and flawless face. She wore a flimsy silk robe, the fabric clinging to her curves like a second skin, hinting at the luscious body beneath.

Kitty's curvaceous figure was what everyone noticed about her first, her lush breasts, her narrow waist and her pert, pear shaped ass, resting atop her long shapely legs. Her sculped 34-23-34 figure was a testament to her frequent visits to the gym and to her personal trainer.

Ironically though, her mind was anything but disciplined. It was restless, insatiable, always craving something more, always looking for a new thrill.

She set her champagne flute down on the marble countertop and sighed, her gaze drifting to the king-sized bed with its silk linens. How many escorts had she brought here, only for them to leave her unsatisfied? Too many to count.

Her husband, a wealthy entrepreneur, was too preoccupied with his business empire to tend to her insatiable needs. And the men she hired? They were all the same--polished, predictable, and utterly incapable of igniting the fiery passion she craved.

Her thoughts drifted to the conversation she'd had with her step-sister and lover, Missy, just days before. They'd been lounging by the pool at Missy's mansion, sipping champagne and complaining about their lackluster love lives.

Missy had leaned in, her eyes sparkling with mischief, and whispered about a male escort who had left her breathless recently. The two women were mirror images of one another in every way--including their sexual appetites. Anyone looking at them would take them to be identical twins. But they were merely doppelgangers, an irony of fate.

"Kitty, you have to do Blake Powers," she'd said, her voice husky as she remembered the wild sex and her many orgasms. "He's not like the others. He's--different--And his cock? Oh, darling, it's magnificent. It's the tenth wonder of the world--ten inches of pure perfection."

Kitty's interest had been piqued. She'd demanded more details, her mind already spinning with possibilities. Missy had described Blake's domineering style, his raw animal magnetism, and the way he'd left her a quivering mess in the center of her bed as her husband watched with hungry eyes from the corner of the bedroom.

"He's not just an escort," Missy had said. "He's an experience."

Kitty had wasted no time. She'd booked Suite 1001 at the Westside Hotel, her favorite love nest to pursue her private passions, and arranged a "dry run" with Missy's male escort. She needed to see if he could live up to her step-sister's hype, if he could push her to the heights of ecstasy she desperately sought. And if he couldn't? Well, she'd discard him like the others.

Now, as she waited for Blake to arrive, Kitty paced back and forth, her robe billowing away from her body with each step as the ocean breeze swept in through the open slider. She checked her reflection in the full-length mirror, smoothing her hair and adjusting her robe. She wanted to appear effortless, in control,

but the truth was, she was nervous as a whore in church. Blake Powers was no ordinary escort. He apparently was a legend, a man whispered about in Kitty's rich, privileged and exclusive circles. And Kitty intended to take him for a test run.

The doorbell chimed, breaking the silence. Kitty took a deep breath, her heart racing. She glanced at herself one last time, then padded to the door with the confidence of a woman who knew what she wanted--and usually got it. She opened the door slowly, her eyes meeting Blake's for the first time.

He was even more striking in person than she'd imagined. At six foot three, Blake Powers was a specimen of raw masculinity, a real hunk. His tan skin glistened as a shaft of light from the tall windows across the room hit him.

His slicked-back brown hair perfectly combed. His chest was hairless beneath his unbuttoned shirt, his muscles rippling beneath his tailored suit. But it was his eyes--deep brown and piercing that held her captured her attention. They were the eyes of a predator, and Kitty felt a shiver run down her spine.

"Ms. Summers," he said, his voice low and commanding. "I've heard so much about you."

"And I about you," Kitty smirked, stepping aside to let him in.

Blake closed the door behind him, his gaze sweeping over her from head to toe.

"Only the best," he replied, his tone laced with arrogance. "Though I prefer to form my own opinions."

Kitty led him into the sitting room, her robe slipping slightly off her shoulder as she moved. She wasn't sure if it was an accident or spurred by her subconscious exhibitionism, but Blake's eyes flickered to her exposed skin, his lips curling into a faint smile.

"Can I get you a drink?" she asked, gesturing to the minibar.

"No need," Blake said, his attention already elsewhere. "I'm here for you, Kitty. Let's not waste time--on drinks or small talk."

His directness caught her off guard, but she liked it. Kitty was used to men fawning over her, catering to her every whim. Blake's assertiveness was refreshing, a challenge she was eager to accept.

"Very well," she said, her voice dripping with faux innocence. "Shall we?"

She turned and walked toward the bedroom, her hips swaying deliberately. Blake followed, his eyes fixed on her like a predator stalking its prey. The air between them was electric, crackling with tension. They could both feel each other's growing lust.

The bedroom was bathed in soft light, the silk linens on the bed inviting. Kitty stopped by the edge of the mattress, her robe pooling at her feet. She stood before him in all her glory, her lush round breasts rising and falling with her breath, her nipples protruding from her breasts, hard as diamonds, and her shaved pussy and swollen labia lips inviting his full attention.

Blake marveled at her lightly tanned skin and the freckles that covered her entire body. Kitty's C-Cup breasts were a contrast to her small light pink areolas and rigid pencil width nipples. At five and a half feet tall, Kitty's 34-23-34 figure made her look even more curvaceous.

Kitty's long wavy flaxen blonde hair allowed her to play peekaboo with her lush breasts as they and her hair swayed alluringly back and forth. Her clean shaved pussy and her protruding mons were a reminder that her body was built for sex--and lots of it!

Blake's gaze continued to linger on her body, his expression unreadable.

"You're even more beautiful than I imagined," he finally said, his voice barely above a whisper.

Kitty smirked, her confidence returning.

"Flattery will get you everywhere, Mr. Powers--but I'm not here to listen to your sweet nothings," declared Kitty before taunting him. "I'm here to get fucked by the best. Are you the best, Mr. Powers?"

She stepped closer, her hand reaching out to trace the lapel of his suit.

"Prove to me that you're worth my time." Challenged Kitty. "Prove to me that you're the man who can finally satisfy me."

Blake's eyes darkened, his composure slipping just a fraction.

"Oh, I'll satisfy you, you arrogant little whore," he growled, his voice rough. "But you need to understand one thing. I'm not here to cater to your whims. I'm here to dominate you. To push you to your limits and beyond. That's the game. Can you handle that?"

Kitty's breath hitched, her body tingling with anticipation. No man had ever dared call her a whore before. It made her juices flow. This was exactly what she'd been looking for--a man who wouldn't bow to her, who would challenge her, own her.

"I can handle anything you throw at me," she said, her voice steady despite the storm suddenly raging inside her now.

"We'll see about that," replied Blake, his lips curved into a predatory smile.

He stepped closer, his presence overwhelming, intimidating. Kitty felt his heat, smelled the faint scent of his cologne--something woody and masculine. He reached out, his fingers brushing her cheek, then trailing down her neck, over her collarbone, and finally cupping her breast. His touch was firm, possessive, and Kitty gasped, her head falling back in surrender.

"Such perfection," he murmured, his thumb grazing her nipple. It pebbled instantly, and Kitty moaned, her body arching into his touch.

"Please," she whispered, her voice desperate. "I need you--NOW!"

Blake laughed quietly, the sound low and mocking. "Need me? Or need my cock? There's a difference, you know."

She opened her eyes, meeting his gaze. "Both," her eyes defiant, her cheeks flushing. "I need whatever you have to give me."

His smile widened, and for a moment, Kitty thought she saw a glimmer of something softer in his eyes. But it was gone in an instant, replaced by the same predatory glare.

"On your knees, whore," he commanded, his voice brooking no argument.

Kitty hesitated for just a fraction of a second before dropping to her knees, her heart pounding. She looked up at him, her blue eyes wide and eager, full of yearning.

"Yes, sir," she breathed, sensing the need to acknowledge his dominance and signaling she was prepared to play his game of dominance and submission.

Blake's hands went to his belt, unbuckling it slowly, deliberately. Kitty watched, her mouth watering as he unzipped his pants and pulled them down, revealing a pair of black boxer briefs strained to the limit. Her eyes widened further as he pushed them down, his cock springing free.

Kitty's step-sister Missy hadn't been exaggerating. Blake's cock was magnificent--thick, long, and throbbing with anticipation. It was easily ten inches, the head glistening with pre-cum. Kitty's pussy clenched at the sight, her juices starting to drip down her thighs.

"Open your mouth," Blake ordered, his voice harsh.

Kitty obeyed without hesitation, her lips parting as she gazed up at him, her eyes like saucers, full of anticipation. Blake gripped his cock, positioning it at her lips, and Kitty leaned forward, her tongue flicking out to taste him. He was salty and musky, and she moaned, her hands reaching up to grip his thighs.

"Suck it, whore," he growled, thrusting his hips forward.

Kitty took him into her mouth, her lips wrapping around his thickness. She hummed in pleasure, her tongue swirling around the head as she took him deeper. Blake hissed, his hands tangling in her hair, guiding her movements.

"That's it," he said, his voice straining. "Worship my cock, you little cunt. Show me how much you want it."

Kitty moaned around his shaft, her hands moving to his ass as her long fingernails dug into it, pulling him closer. She sucked him hard, her cheeks hollowing as she bobbed her head, taking him as deep as she could. Blake groaned, his hips snapping forward, fucking her mouth with abandon.

She was proud of her cocksucking skills. It had always been a source of competition between she and her step-sister Missy--who was the best cocksucker--who could get a man off the quickest. Kitty was determined to best Missy once again.

"Fuck, you're good. Every bit as good as your sister--maybe better!" he panted, his grip tightening in her hair. "But I'm not here to just get my cock sucked. I'm here to fuck you senseless."

He pulled out of her mouth, Kitty whimpering at the loss. Blake grabbed her arm, hauling her to her feet. He spun her around, pressing her against the bed, and Kitty felt his hands on her hips, lifting her onto her knees at the edge of the mattress.

"Spread your legs, you little slut," he commanded, his breath hot against her ear as he slapped her ass, letting her know who was in control.

Kitty did as she was told, her thighs spreading open, her pink pussy and dilating asshole on full display. She was already wet, her juices glistening on the rippling pink folds of her pussy in the soft light. Blake's fingers traced her folds, teasing her clit before slipping inside her. Kitty gasped, her head falling back as he fingered her, his probing fingers relentless.

"So wet," he murmured, his voice dark with satisfaction. "You're ready for me, aren't you, you nasty little whore?"

"Yes," Kitty moaned huskily, her body trembling as her pussy closed around his finger. "Please, Blake--Sir!--Master! I need you inside me. Oh, please! I need you NOW!"

Blake laughed softly again, his fingers leaving her, and Kitty whimpered in protest as he spun her around and onto her back, grabbing her ankles and placing her feet atop his shoulders as he leaned forward. And her previous protest was cut short as she felt the head of his cock pressing between the engorged lips of her swollen labia.

"OK, you little whore, now I'll feed your slut pussy," he taunted, his voice gruff.

And then he thrust inside her, his cock stretching her, filling her completely. Kitty cried out, her nails digging into the sheets as he seated himself to the hilt. He was thicker than anyone she'd ever been with, his length hitting her in places she didn't even know existed.

"F-U-C-K!!!" she shrieked, inhaling and exhaling quickly, her body struggling to adjust to his size.

Blake hesitated for a moment, but only a moment before pulling out slowly, then slamming back in, his hips snapping with force. Kitty moaned with each thrust, her body rocking back to meet his pistoning cock. She wrapped her legs around his back and her arms around his neck, holding on for dear life. He was relentless, his cock pounding her pussy, driving her closer and closer to the edge.

"You like that, don't you?" he growled, his hands gripping her hips tightly. "You like my cock reaming your tight little cunt?"

"Y-E-S!!!" Kitty hissed, her voice hoarse. "Yes, YES--I DO!"

Blake's thrusts became harder, faster, his cock slamming into her with brutal force. Kitty screamed, her body shaking as she teetered on the brink. But Blake wasn't done with her yet.

"Not yet, you little whore!" he taunted, slapping her ass again, his voice commanding. "I'm not finished with you yet, slut."

He pulled out abruptly, Kitty whimpering in protest once again. But before she could complain, he spun her around, pressing her chest to the bed. Her legs were still spread, her pussy exposed, and Blake's hands gripped her thighs, pulling her open wider.

"On your hands and knees, whore!" he ordered, his voice brooking no argument.

Kitty obeyed, her heart pounding with anticipation. She felt his hands on her ass, spreading her cheeks, and then his cock pressing against her quivering asshole. But this time, it wasn't her pussy he was aiming for-- t was her tightest of holes. She let out a deep sigh, ready to be stretched--ready to be ass fucked!

"You've got a tight little asshole, don't you, slut?" he murmured, his breath hot against her ear. "And you're already lubed. What a nasty, skanky little slut! You're ready for me. Let's see if it can handle my cock."

Kitty's eyes widened as she felt the head of his cock pressing against her only virgin hole that remained. She'd never done this before, never let anyone take her there. But she was ready for Brent. Missy had told her it would be a life-changing experience. With Blake, she felt a strange sense of trust, a willingness to surrender to his dominance--to become his ass whore.

"Relax," he said, his voice soothing despite the roughness of his tone. "Just relax and let me in. It will hurt at first, but eventually you won't be able to get enough."

Kitty took a deep breath, her body trembling as she felt him push inside her. It was tight, unbearably tight, and she gasped, then whimpered as he slid inside, stretching her ass to its limits. Her nails dug into the sheets. She struggled not to scream. But Blake was patient, his thrusts slow and deliberate as he eased his way in.

"That's it," he murmured, his hands gripping her hips. "Take it. Take my cock. That's a good little ass whore!"

Inch by inch, he filled her, his thickness stretching her in ways she'd never imagined. Kitty moaned, her body adjusting to the sensation, her soft ass cheeks and inner thighs quivering, and soon, she felt a strange pleasure building, a pleasure that was both painful and exquisite.

"Fuck, you're so tight," Blake groaned, his voice strained. "So fucking tight."

He began to move, his thrusts slow at first, then faster, his cock reaming her asshole with relentless force. Kitty screamed, her body shaking as pleasure overwhelmed her. She'd never felt anything like this, never experienced such intensity.

"Blake," she whimpered, her voice desperate. "I'm close. I'm so close." Please, baby--"

"Not yet," he growled, his hips snapping harder. "Not until I say so."

As if to emphasize his point, he slapped each of Kitty's ass cheeks, leaving his hand print on each.

Kitty whimpered again,, but louder this time, her body on the brink, but Blake held her there, his dominance absolute. He fucked her ass with abandon, his cock stretching her, claiming her in ways no other man ever had.

Finally, when Kitty thought she couldn't take any more, Blake slammed into her one last time, his body tensing as he growled her name. His cock pulsed inside her, his cum shooting deep into her asshole, and Kitty screamed as she felt his hot cum spilling deep inside her ass. Kitty's body convulsed, her thighs and ass cheeks quivering, her breasts heaving in and out, her screams of ecstasy filling the room as she came with him.

Her orgasm was unlike anything she'd ever experienced--intense, all-consuming, and utterly devastating. She collapsed onto the bed, her body trembling, her breath coming in ragged gasps. Blake followed, his weight pressing her into the mattress, his cock still buried deep inside her.

For a long time, they lay there, their hearts pounding, their bodies glistening with sweat. Kitty felt a strange sense of satisfaction, a sense of completion she'd never known before. Blake Powers had pushed her to her limits and beyond, and she'd loved every second of it.

Finally, Blake pulled out, his cum spilling from her asshole, and Kitty whimpered at the loss. He rolled onto his back, his chest rising and falling with his breath, and Kitty turned on her side to face him, her eyes searching his.

"Well?" he asked, his voice laced with challenge. "Was I worth your time?"

Kitty smirked, her body completely sated. "You were everything I hoped for, Mr. Powers. And more."

Blake's lips curved into a faint smile, but it didn't reach his eyes.

"Good," he said, his voice low. "Because we're not done yet."

"Oh?" Kitty's eyebrows shot up.

Blake propped himself up on his elbow, his gaze sweeping over her body.

"You've still got a lot to learn, Kitty," he said mockingly. "And I'm just the man to teach you."

Kitty's heart raced, her body tingling with anticipation. She knew Blake was right--they were far from finished. And as she gazed into his predatory eyes, she realized she wouldn't have it any other way. There was no rush and the night was still young, and she and Blake were just getting started.



Chapter 2: Entertaining an Audience

Blake and Kitty laid side by side as they regained their composure and strength. After resting for perhaps fifteen minutes, she with her head nuzzled against his chest and he laying back against the overstuffed pillow with his hands wrapped behind his head, they were ready again.

Kitty knew the bell had rung for round two when Blake slapped her ass assertively, leaving another hand print, demanding that she ride his cock. The sound of his hand connecting with her flesh echoed through the hotel suite, a sharp crack that seemed to reverberate against the floor-to-ceiling windows.

Kitty immediately sensed from the way Brake lay back on the bed and manhandled her body into position that he wanted her to ride him cowgirl style.

Kitty gasped as she felt his resurgent cock press against her wet pussy, pressing against her clit. Her eyes widened as she lifted her head, her wavy blonde hair cascading over her shoulders as she looked up at him, her eyes smoldering with lust.

Without hesitation, she straddled him, her honey-toned skin and freckles glistening under the soft ambient lighting illuminating their flesh from overhead.

Blake's thick, ten-inch cock was still slick with her juices, and as she lowered herself onto him, she moaned as it slid over her sensitive clit, her cunt eventually gripping him like a vice.

"Ride my cock, you little whore, sway your hips!" he demanded, his voice rough and commanding.

"Ride me hard, bitch!" demanded Blake as he slapped each of her breasts, one and then the other, startling her. First the left breast with the palm side of his hand and then the right breast with the back of her hand.

Then Blake's hands clamped onto her hips, guiding her movements as if she were a marionette and he the puppeteer. Kitty's breasts bounced with each thrust, her nipples hardening into tight buds as she rode him.

"Harder, whore!" Blake growled, his brown eyes locked onto hers, his slicked-back hair gleaming under the dim light. He slapped her ass again, this time with enough force to make her yelp. The sudden impact startled her, and she squirted, her juices flooding over his cock, drenching both of them.

"Fuck, you're a dirty little slut, aren't you?" he sneered, his tone laced with admiration.

"Rock your pussy back and forth, whore!" he commanded, his hand shooting out to slap her left breast. The sharp sting left a red mark, and her body shuddered, her moans growing louder.

"Faster, bitch!" Blake barked, his dominance unrelenting. Kitty's eyes were wild with desire as she obeyed, her hips moving frantically, her ass undulating as she sought to find her clit with each thrust.

"Harder! Faster, you lazy fucking whore!" he roared, his hands slapping her breasts in quick succession--first the left with the palm of his hand, just as before, and then the right with the other. The stinging blows only fueled her arousal, her cunt quivering around his cock as she rode him with abandon.

Kitty's head fell back, her long blonde hair spilling over her shoulders, her breasts heaving with each breath. "Oh fuck, Blake--I'm gonna--"

Her words were cut off by her sharp cry as she could hold back her orgasm no more, her body shaking like a leaf. Her pussy clenched around him, milking his cock as she rode out her orgasm, her juices dripping down his shaft. When Blake unexpectedly thrust upward, pulling her down on her hips with his hands, she squirted all over his cock and his scrotum.

"OH--F-U-C-K!!!" she cried out, consumed by her intense orgasm.

Blake smirked, his eyes glinting with satisfaction. But he wasn't done. As Kitty's breathing slowed, he looked up and noticed the twin tower of the hotel across the way. A party was in full swing on the same floor, the elegantly dressed guests visible through the floor-to-ceiling windows. They were looking directly at him and Kitty, their faces a mix of shock and fascination. Blake's smirk widened. He decided to give them a show.

"Get up, whore," he commanded, grabbing Kitty by the hair and pulling her off his cock. She gasped, still not used to being treated so roughly, her eyes widening as he dragged her across the room by her hair, her bare feet sliding against the plush carpet as her feet barely touched the ground.

He stopped at the tall window, the cool glass contrasting with the heat of their bodies. Without hesitation, he pushed her against it, her breasts flattening against the thick tempered glass, the cold surface making her nipples harden even further.

"Spread your hands on the window," he ordered as he slapped each of her ass cheeks, his voice low and dangerous. Kitty obeyed, her fingers pressed against the glass as he positioned himself behind her. He grabbed her hips, lifting her slightly before slamming his cock back into her from behind.

"Fuck, you're so tight!" he groaned, his thrusts deep and powerful as he ploughed into her pussy.

"You're just so big!" rasped Kitty as she pushed back into him, swaying her hips from side to side.

Across the way, the partygoers had gathered at the window, their faces pressed against the glass as they watched the spectacle unfolding across the way. Kitty's head was thrown back, her mouth open in a silent scream as Blake fucked her with abandon. Her breasts were pressed against the window, her nipples visible through the glass, her body a picture of complete submission.

"You like that, don't you, slut?" Blake growled, his hands gripping her hips so tightly she was sure he'd leave bruises. "You like being fucked in front of all these people, don't you?"

"Yes--yes, Blake--fuck me--fuck me harder--" she cried out.

Kitty could barely respond, her breath coming in short gasps as she also nodded.

Her wish was his command. After all, she was the one footing the bill for this fuckfest. He pulled her hips back, aligning her perfectly before slamming into her with renewed force.

"You're my fucking whore, Kitty," he snarled, as he grabbed a handful of her hair again and held her ear against his lips. Blake's thrusts became more brutal.

"You're mine to use, to fuck, to degrade, you slutty little whore!" sneered Blake. "And you love it, don't you, you nasty little slut?"

"Yes--YES! I do--" she whimpered, her body trembling as another orgasm churned within her, waiting to burst to the surface.

Blake reached around, his fingers finding her clit and rubbed it in quick, rough circles.

"Come for me, you skanky little whore!" he demanded. "Come all over my cock."

Kitty's body arched, the dirtier he talked to her, the more aroused she became, her back pressed against his chest as she screamed, her pussy convulsing around him. She squirted again, her juices flooding over his cock, dripping down her thighs as she shook uncontrollably. Her gushing juices streamed down the glass window pane.

But Blake wasn't finished. He pulled out of her, turning her around to face him, her breasts heaving as she gasped for breath. "On your knees, whore," he ordered, his cock standing at full attention, glistening with her juices.

Kitty dropped to her knees without hesitation, her blue eyes locked onto his as she reached out, her hands wrapping around his shaft.

"Suck it, whore," he commanded, his voice dripping with dominance. "Worship my cock, you little slut. Show all those people what a skanky little whore you are."

She gleefully complied, her lips parting as she took him into her mouth, her tongue swirling around the head before she swallowed him down, gagging slightly as he thrust into her throat.

"Fuck, you're good at that," he groaned, his hands tangling in her hair as he began to fuck her mouth in earnest. "Even better than your sister!"

The partygoers across the way were still watching, their faces a mix of shock and arousal as Kitty gagged on his cock, her lips stretched around his thickness. Blake smirked, knowing they were getting the show of a lifetime.

"Swallow it, whore," he growled, his balls tightening as he felt his orgasm approaching. "Swallow every fucking drop."

Kitty nodded, her eyes pleading as she deepened her throat, her hands gripping his hips as he thrust into her mouth with abandon. "Fuck, Kitty--I'm gonna--"

His words were cut off by a sharp cry as he came, his cock pulsing as he filled her mouth with his cum. She swallowed greedily, her eyes never leaving his as she drained him completely. Blake pulled out, his cock slipping from her lips as she licked it clean, her eyes still locked onto his.

"That's a good little whore," he said, his voice softening slightly, though his gaze remained intense.

The night was far from over as far as Blake was concerned. He wanted to see just how far he could push her, how much endurance she had. Blake's eyes narrowed as he wondered how he would use Kitty's body next.

"Get up," he commanded, his voice low and dangerous. "We're not done yet, whore."

Kitty rose to her feet, her body still trembling from the intensity of their last pas de deux. She no longer questioned him, she had given herself over to him completely and she waited for his next command. Blake smirked, his eyes glinting with anticipation as he sensed her complete capitulation.

"The balcony," he said, his voice laced with renewed energy. "It's time to take this outside."

He grabbed her hair again and dragged her toward the private balcony, the cool night air washing over them as they stepped outside. The jacuzzi was bubbling invitingly, the water steaming in the moonlight. Blake pushed Kitty toward it, his eyes never leaving hers.

"Get in, whore!" he ordered, his voice brooking no argument.

Kitty obeyed, stepping into the warm water, her body sinking into the bubbles as she sat on the Jacuzzi's edge, her legs spread slightly. Blake followed, his eyes roaming over her body as he stood before her, his cock already hardening again.

"Spread your legs, whore," he commanded, his voice rough as he knelt between her thighs.

Kitty did as she was told, her hands gripping the edges of the jacuzzi as she opened herself to him. Blake smirked, his fingers tracing the lips of her pussy before he leaned in, his tongue pressing against her clit.

Looking to the side, Blake could see that the partygoers across the way had moved to their own patio deck to watch―and now to listen as well.

"Oh fuck--Blake--" Kitty moaned as her voice wafted through the night air to the balcony across the way, her arousal already on edge, her head falling back as he lapped at her, his tongue relentless as he ate her out.

The water around them churned as he fucked her with his tongue, his fingers slipping inside her, stretching her open as he worked her into a frenzy.

"You taste so fucking good," he groaned, his voice muffled against her skin.

Kitty's hands tangled in his hair, her body arching as she cried out, her pussy clenching around his fingers as she came again, her juices mixing with the water, her legs spread wide apart and stretched out, dangling in the air on either side of his head.

"Oh Fuck, YES!" screamed Kitty at the top of her voice as her body shuddered violently. "Oh Gawd, YES! Fuck me with your tongue, baby. Eat my pussy, eat it all! Make me CUUMMM!"

But Blake wasn't finished. He stood, his cock standing at full attention as he grabbed her hips, lifting her into the air and impaled her on his cock as he replaced her on edge of the jacuzzi.

"Ride my cock, you nasty little whore," he commanded, knowing his voice would carry across the courtyard, his voice bristling with dominance as he lowered her onto his cock.

"Oh Fuck! OH FUCK!" Kitty screeched. "You're so fucking BIG, baby! Fill my whore cunt. Tear me apart with your big, beautiful cock!"

Blake watched as the parties across the way had all thronged to the edge of the balcony and were watching wide-eyed with their mouths open, watching the beautiful blonde being ravished before their eyes.

Kitty's screams resonated, echoing between the two tall glass towers.

Blake slapped Kitty's breast again to get her attention.

"I told you to ride my cock, bitch!" he demanded. "Quit slacking off, you lazy little whore!"

Properly chastised for being distracted by her audience, Kitty redoubled her efforts, her legs wrapping around his waist as she rocked up and down atop his cock, her cunt gripping him tightly as she rode him hard. The water sloshed around them, the sound of their bodies slapping together filling the night air.

"Faster, whore," Blake growled, slapping her ass again as the sound of the cracks reverberated between the two glass towers, followed by her anguished high-pitched yelp.

"Ride my cock you nasty little skank," bellowed Blake, his hands digging into the soft flesh of Kitty's soft ass cheeks as he viciously thrust up into her sloppy pussy. The sloshing sound of her pussy carried through the night too.

Kitty moaned, her head falling back as she meekly complied, her hips moving frantically as she chased her next orgasm. The moonlight glinted off the water, casting a silvery glow over their bodies as they rutted like deer.

Across the way, the partygoers were still watching, their mouths agape as they witnessed the raw, unbridled passion unfolding before them. Blake smirked, knowing they were getting the show of a lifetime.

"Come for me, you slutty little whore," he boomed, his thrusts becoming more brutal. "Come all over my cock."

Kitty's body trembled, her eyes rolling back as she shrieked, her pussy convulsing around him as she came, her juices squirting over his cock and into the roiling water. The smell of her juices mixing with the hot roiling water wafted across the courtyard reaching her admiring audience.

Blake followed, his cock pulsing as he filled her with his cum, his roar of release echoing through the night.

As their breathing slowed, Blake pulled out, his arms wrapping around Kitty as he held her close, his lips pressing against her forehead. "You're mine, Kitty," he whispered, his voice soft but firm. "And I'm not done with you yet."

Kitty smiled, her body still trembling as she leaned into him, her submission complete. She knew better than to think this was the end. With Blake, the night was not yet over.

And as they stood there getting their wind, the city lights twinkling below them, the promise of more to come hung heavy in the air, a silent vow of pleasure, pain, and unbridled passion. The hotel's twin towers had borne witness to many things, but this--this was something entirely different.

Once again Blake slapped Kitty's ass, this time so loud that it echoed through the canyon of glass, as did Kitty's screech of pain.

"Go over to the balcony railing, bitch, and hold onto it for your life," bellowed Blake. "I'm sure your audience will enjoy watching you get a good ass fucking!"

"Blake, no, please!" begged Kitty. "Not in front of everyone!"

"Do as you're told, whore!" howled Blake as the continued to slap Kitty's breasts until she complied.

Once at the railing he made her spread her legs wide apart as she gritted her teeth. Kitty screamed like a dying animal as Blake reclaimed her ass with the huge cock.

"Oh FUCK, BABY! You're TOO BIG, BABY!" squealed Kitty, her voice now high-pitched and going up an octave. "Oh Fuck--FUCK!"

Blake had pushed deeper into her than ever before, reaching the back of Kitty's anal cavity and he was now reaming her viciously as she squealed in pain Her tits were flopping around wildly. Up and down, from side to side and in separate clockwise and counter-clockwise directions. She was a sight to see.

"BABY, PLEASE!" screamed Kitty. "You're going to hurt me! You're all the way in, no more, please no more!"

"Thrash your ass around, you little bitch," shouted Blake. "I'm not done until you take all of my cock in your ass! I'll be done when you can feel my pubs scratching your tight little asshole!"

"Oh, NO! Baby, PLEASE!" shrieked Kitty frantically. "BABY--NO MORE!"

Kitty's ass was in constant motion as she thrashed her ass up and down and swayed her hips back and forth. She was a world-class fuck toy! Kitty's moans, groans, grunts, yelps and demands for greater and greater satisfaction filled the air between the towers as Blake continued to plow into her ass, searching for the curve in her anal canal

And then he found it! The last three inches of his cock disappeared inside Kitty's ass and she shrieked in ecstasy, her voice going up several octaves as she practically began to sing.

Kitty's body instinctively arched backwards into Blake's chest. Her arms flew into the air as she grabbed handfuls of hair from either side of his head and nestled her mouth against his ear.

"OH GAWD, BABY!" cried out Kitty, the words guttural and from deep within her chest. "YOU'RE SO FUCKING DEEP! SO FUCKING D-E-E-P inside me!

"Are you my little whore?" growled Blake into Kitty's ear.

"YES, BABY!" cried out Kitty. "I'M YOUR LITTLE WHORE! Fuck me, baby! Fuck me HARDER!"

"Are you ready to cum for me, whore?" hissed Blake as he slapped each of her breasts repeatedly.

"FUCK, BABY! YES! YES! I'M GUNNA CUM! OH GAWD, BABY! I'M--YES--OH GAWD, YES! I'M GUNNA--OH GAWD--I'M CUMMMIIIIGGGG!!!" howled Kitty exultantly before her legs became jello and she collapsed to the balcony deck, a pile of formless flesh.

Across the way, a cheer went up from the crowd and applause erupted from Kitty's admiring audience. There were cat calls, hoots and whistles. But Kitty heard none of it. She had been rode hard and put away wet, as cowboys say. She was out cold. And the show was over.

Kittys audience drifted back inside and continued their own party, having a story to tell all their friends at the next party.

 

Chapter 3: Doppelganger Domination

The phone call between Kitty and Missy was a whirlwind of giggles, gasps, and dirty details, as Kitty dished the dirt about her carnal extravaganza with Blake Powers. Kitty, still flushed from her tryst with Blake, recounted every moment with a breathless enthusiasm that left Missy squirming in a puddle of her own juices, remembering how Blake had left her in a similar condition.

"Oh, Missy, you should've seen him," Kitty purred, her voice dripping with satisfaction as she paused briefly to catch her breath.

"He fucked me like I was nothing but a hole to fill. He threw me around like a rag doll―and I loved it!" Kitty told Missy breathlessly.

"Rough, hard, and right there in front of all those people across the street. I could feel their eyes on me, on us, and it just made it hotter," continued Kitty. "He called me every filthy name in the book, and I loved it. I needed it. He treated me like a nasty little whore!"

Missy, her doppelganger in every way, could practically feel the heat radiating from Kitty's words. She knew her friend's appetites all too well, having shared countless nights of passion together.

"You're insatiable, Kitty Summers! And by the way--you are a nasty little whore--just like me!" Missy teased, her voice laced with amusement. "But I'm not surprised. Blake Powers has a reputation for a reason. Still, I can't believe you're already booking him again. And a threesome? You're going to wear that poor boy out."

Kitty laughed, a sultry sound that promised mischief.

"That's the plan, darling. Suite 1001, two nights from now. You, me, and Blake's big cock," purred Kitty. "Imagine it--two of me--or two of you, if you prefer--one of him. He won't know what hit him."

"Doppelganger the pleasure," snickered Missy, "Double the fun!"

Missy's heart raced at the thought. She and Kitty had each shared everything, but a threesome with Blake Powers? That was a fantasy she hadn't had on her dance card.

"You're such a slut, Kitty," she said, her voice husky with anticipation. "But I'm in. Let's show him what the two of us can do. We'll ride him hard and put him away wet!"



Two nights later, in the same hotel suite Kitty, Missy and Blake reconvened for another night of debauchery. The floor-to-ceiling windows framed the glittering Los Angeles skyline, the city lights casting a seductive glow over the room.

The king-sized bed, draped in silk, seemed to beckon, its promise of pleasure palpable. The air was thick with anticipation, the scent of expensive perfume and the faint aroma of the women's flowing sex juices filled the air.

Kitty stood by the window, her body clad in a sheer black negligee that left little to the imagination and everything within hands reach. Her blonde hair cascaded in waves down her back, and her blue eyes sparkled with mischief.

She looked every inch the pampered trophy wife, but beneath the surface was a woman hungry for something more--something Blake Powers had given her in spades just days before.

Missy arrived moments later, her appearance a mirror image of Kitty's. The two women shared a laugh as they took in their uncanny resemblance, their identical outfits a deliberate choice to heighten the evening's excitement.

"We're going to drive him mad," Missy whispered, her eyes gleaming.

The door clicked open, and Blake Powers stepped into the suite. His presence charging the air with electricity, his athletic frame commanding attention. His brown hair was slicked back, his tan skin glowing under the soft lighting.

He wore a tailored suit that hugged his muscles, but Kitty and Missy both knew what lay beneath--a thick, long cock that had already left Kitty and Missy trembling in separate trysts.

"Ladies," Blake crooned, his voice deep and commanding. "You've outdone yourselves. Two of you? This is going to be monumental, a night to remember."

Kitty smirked, stepping closer to him. "We thought you could handle it, Blake. But if you're not up to the challenge, we can always find someone who is."

Blake's eyes darkened with amusement.

"Oh, I'm up to it, slut. Believe me." He reached out, his fingers brushing the strap of her negligee. "But let's not waste time with mind games. You both know what we're here for."

Missy stepped forward, her confidence matching Kitty's.

"We do," she said, her voice low and seductive. "But we also know you're going to earn it."

"Then let's begin," replied Blake, his lips curved into a smirk.

The evening started slow, a deliberate build-up of tension. Blake poured drinks, his movements deliberate as he watched the two women circle each other like predators. They kissed, their lips meeting in a slow, sensual dance, their bodies pressing together in a way that left Blake's breath hitching. Their hands roamed, exploring familiar curves, their moans soft and inviting.

Blake leaned against the wall, his eyes never leaving them.

"That's it," he murmured. "Tease me. Show me what you've got."

"You want a show? We'll give you a show," taunted Kitty, breaking the kiss, her eyes locking with Blake's.

She and Missy moved to the bed, their bodies a symphony of curves and desire. They lay down, their legs entwined, their hands exploring each other's bodies with an intimacy that spoke of years of shared pleasure. Kitty's fingers traced Missy's shaved pussy, her touch light and teasing, while Missy moaned, arching into the touch.

The two women sat facing one another, leaning back on their elbows, each with one leg straddling the other. As they scooted closer, they raised their asses in the air, allowing their wet pussies to edge closer to each other. They began to sensuously rock back and forth, each moaning with excitement as their clits tribbed against each other's thigh.

"Oh Fuck, Kitty," groaned Missy. "That feels so good!"

"Yeah, yeah! Right there, baby!" sighed Kitty as she dipped her fingers into Missy's pussy, eliciting another groan. It was Missy's turn to tease Kitty's clit with her fingers and Kitty let out a long pleasured moan.

"Oh Gawd, B-a-b-y!!!" purred Kitty. "Your fingers are like magic! Fuck Me! Oh Gawd, don't...stop!"

Soon the women's tongues were down each other's throats and their hands were either caressing each other's skin, kneading each other's breasts or probing one another's asses as they rocked and undulated atop the bed before rolling on their sides and continuing from that position

Eventually Kitty and Missy scooted together until they were pussy to pussy, scissoring into each other with wild abandon, crying out as they rocked back and forth, still in their black negligees With their asses hovering above the mattress in midair, their pussies were locked in a tight embrace, clit to clit as they shrieked in pleasure, one orgasm following another.

"Fuck that was hot!" said Blake once the women's orgasms had begun to recede. "It almost makes me want to have a pussy myself."

Both women laughed. Missy was the first to react.

"No way, stud muffin!" giggled Missy. "And deprive all your clients of your huge, glorious joystick? Most especially us!"

"Speaking of which," cooed Kitty, reaching out and stroking Blake's throbbing muscle with her fingertips, "Isn't it time for you to earn you keep?"

Blake slid onto the edge of the bed as Kitty and Missy rolled over on their sides, burying their heads between each other's legs as they began to eat each other's pussies. Blake rolled behind Kitty, smoothly driving his cock up her ass, eliciting a pleasures moan from Kitty.

Missy was next to moan when Blake drove one, then two, then three fingers into her ass as she clamped her muscles around them. She continued to moan as he expertly explored the inside of her ass with his probing fingers.

Blake's cock twitched as the sight and feel of the two women together igniting a fire in his veins. He thrust his cock and fingers inside them with passion.

"Enough teasing," he said, his voice rough with need. "It's time for me to take control."

Kitty smirked, her eyes daring him to try. "Prove it."

Blake didn't hesitate. Still in their negligees, he ripped Kitty's from her body while Grabbing Kitty by her hair, pulling her from Missy's embrace. Throwing her backwards, she now lay sprawled on the bed, her breasts were perfect, her nipples tight and pink, her shaved pussy glistening with arousal. Holding on to her hair, he pulled her to her knees.

"Suck my cock, you nasty little whore," he ordered, his voice harsh.

Kitty obeyed without hesitation, her lips wrapping around his thick shaft. She sucked him deep, her tongue swirling around the head, her hands gripping his thighs. Missy's own arousal continued to build as she watched her lover submit to Blake's dominance.

"That's it, you little slut," Blake growled, his hands still tangled in her hair. "Worship my cock, you slutty little whore."

Missy was gushing with wetness now. She moved closer, her hands roaming over Blake's body as Kitty sucked him hard. She kissed his chest, her lips trailing down his abs, her fingers brushing the base of his cock. Blake groaned, his head falling back as the three attended to each other's needs.

"Enough," snapped Blake, his voice with an edge. "I need to fuck one of you. NOW!"

Kitty released his cock with a pop, her lips swollen and glossy. "Which one?" she teased.

Blake's eyes flicked between them, his desire palpable. "Both," he said, with a smirk. "But Missy first,. Get on the bed."

Missy gladly complied, her heart racing as she lay back, her legs spread wide. Blake loomed over her, his cock throbbing with need. He grabbed her hips, positioning himself between her labia lips as her juices oozed out. "Take my cock you little whore!" he growled, his voice dark with desire.

"YES!" rasped Missy, her breathing ragged as he filled her pussy. "Fuck me, baby. Fuck me hard."

Blake didn't hold back. He thrust into her, his cock sinking deep into her tight wet pussy. Missy cried out, her nails digging into the sheets as he began to plough into her, his strokes powerful and remorseless.

"That's it," he growled. "Take my cock. Take all of it, you little whore."

Kitty watched them fuck, her own arousal building as she saw Missy writhing beneath Blake's thrusting hips. She moved closer, her hands roaming over Missy's body, her lips brushing her lover's neck.

"You like that, don't you, baby?" she whispered to Missy. "You like being fucked by him, by his big cock."

"Yes. Oh Gawd, yes!" Missy moaned, her voice thick with lust.

Blake's pace quickened, his thrusts becoming more urgent. He leaned down, his lips capturing Missy's in a fierce kiss as he fucked her. Kitty's fingers slipped between Missy's legs, her touch finding her clit and rubbing it in time with Blake's strokes.

"Yes, YES! That's it!" Kitty murmured as her fingers thrummed against Missy's clit. "Come for him, Missy. Come for us both."

"I'm close, so c-l-o-s-e!" she grunted. "Oh, fuck, I'm so close!" Missy's body tensed, her orgasm building like a storm.

Blake growled, his thrusts becoming almost violent in their intensity. "Come on my cock, you little bitch. Let me feel you squeeze my cock."

Missy screamed as her orgasm hit, her body shaking as she came hard around Blake's cock. Her juices gushed from her pussy, frothing around his cock as he continued to fuck her through her climax. Kitty's fingers worked her clit, prolonging her pleasure, her own arousal reaching a fever pitch.

"Now me," Kitty demanded, her voice desperate. "I need you, you bastard. I need your cock."

Blake pulled out of Missy, his cock glistening with her juices. He grabbed Kitty by the hair, pulling her to her knees.

"Suck my cock first, you little whore," growled Blake, "That's all you're good for."

Kitty leaned forward on her knees without hesitating, her lips wrapping around his cock once more. She sucked him deep, her tongue swirling around the head, her hands gripping his thighs. Missy lay on the bed, her body still trembling from her orgasm, her eyes half-lidded with satisfaction.

Blake thrust into Kitty's mouth, his hips snapping forward as he fucked her face, driving his cock down her throat.

"That's it," he groaned. "Take my cock, you little cock slut. Swallow every inch of it."

Kitty moaned around his shaft, her eyes closing in pleasure. She loved the taste of him, the feel of his thick cock filling her mouth. She sucked him harder, her throat opening to take him deeper, her hands squeezing his thighs.

Missy watched with renewed lust, her arousal building once more as she saw Kitty submit to Blake's dominance. She reached out, her fingers brushing Kitty's shoulder, her touch a silent promise of more to come.

Blake's thrusts became more urgent, becoming herky-jerky, his balls tightening as he neared his own orgasm. "I'm going to come," he growled, his voice rough. "I'm going to fill your mouth, you little whore. Take it all, take it down your slut throat!"

Kitty hummed around his cock, eagerly anticipating his load, her eyes locked on his, before coming up for air briefly. "Yes. Give it to me. Give me all of it!"

Blake groaned, his cock pulsing as he came, his cum shooting down Kitty's throat. She swallowed greedily, her lips moving up and down his shaft as she milked every drop from him. Missy moaned at the sight, her own body aching for more.

Blake pulled out of Kitty's mouth, his cock soft but still thick. He grabbed Missy by the shoulder, pulling her down on the bed.

"Now it's your turn," he hissed, his voice dark with desire. "Get on all fours you little whore. I'm going to fuck that tight pussy of yours until you scream."

Missy obeyed, her body positioned on all fours, her ass raised invitingly. Kitty moved behind her, her hands roaming over Missy's body, her lips brushing her ear. "He's going to fuck you so good," she whispered. "You're going to love it."

Blake didn't waste time. He positioned himself behind Missy, his cock pressing against her entrance. He thrust into her, his cock sinking deep into her tight pussy. Missy cried out, her head falling back as he began to move, his strokes powerful and relentless.

"That's it," Blake growled. "Take my cock, you little slut. Take all of it."

Kitty's fingers slipped between Missy's legs, her touch finding her clit and rubbing it in time with Blake's strokes. Missy moaned, her voice thick with passion. "Oh, fuck. Yes. Right there."

Blake's pace quickened, his thrusts becoming more urgent. He leaned over Missy, slapping her left ass cheek and then her right, then gripping her hips as he fucked her harder yet. "You like that, don't you, you little whore?" he taunted. "You like being fucked by me, being fucked hard with my big cock, don't you?"

"Yes. Oh Gawd, YES!" Missy moaned, her body trembling with need.

"Come for us, Missy," Kitty urged. "Come for us both."

Kitty's fingers became a blur on Missy's pussy, her fingers working Missy's clit with a rhythm that pushed her closer to the edge.

Missy's body tensed, her orgasm welling up from deep inside her.

"I'm close," she panted. "Oh, fuck, I'm so close."

Blake growled, his thrusts becoming almost violent in their intensity.

"Come on my cock, you little whore. Let me feel you squeeze me," demanded Blake.

Missy screamed as her orgasm hit, her body shaking as she came hard around Blake's cock. Her juices gushed from her body, mixing with his sweat as he continued to fuck her through her orgasm. Kitty's fingers worked her clit, prolonging her pleasure, her own arousal reaching a fever pitch.

Blake pulled out of Missy, his cock glistening with her juices. He grabbed Kitty next, pushing her back down on the bed.

"Your turn again," he said, his voice dark with promise. "But this time, I'm going to fuck that tight little ass of yours. You ready for that?"

Kitty's eyes widened, her breath hitching at the thought.

"Yes," she whimpered. "Fuck me hard, Blake. Fuck my ass."

Blake smirked, his eyes gleaming with anticipation.

"Get on the bed, on your stomach," he ordered. "I'm going to give you the ass fucking of your life."

Kitty obeyed, her body positioned on the bed as she used her hands to spread her ass cheeks apart for him, revealing her rapidly dilating ass ring. Blake moved behind her, his fingers tracing her ass cheeks before slipping between them, his touch finding her tight hole. He teased her, his fingers circling her pink star, his touch light and teasing.

Blake pushed half of his long cock into her ass before pulling out slightly, then driving in just a little deeper as she cried out. When Blake bottomed out in Kitty's ass her screams reverberated off the hotel suite's walls.

"Oh Gawd, Blake," squealed Kitty at the top of her lungs, "Fuck my ass! Fuck it hard, baby, really hard. Fill my whore ass with your big cock!"

As Blake ploughed into Kitty's relatively unused ass, he was already thinking ahead. He had plans for these two bitches! They were both willing infidels and raging sluts to boot. He couldn't wait to introduce them to The Obsidian Vault, a kinky sex club in downtown LA.

He couldn't wait to show them what real kink was, and where it resided. Blake already knew his next move, what new thrills would take these two bitches to the next level.

 

Chapter 4: The Obsidian Vault Depository of Lust

The alleyway was a stark contrast to the luxurious hotel suite they had just left. Narrow and dimly lit, it smelled of damp concrete and the faint stench of garbage. Blake Powers led the way, moving with a predator's gait. Kitty and Missy followed closely, their nearly identical bodies--curvy, lightly tanned, and freckled--standing out against the grimy backdrop. The unease on their faces was palpable.

Their long, wavy blonde hair shimmered under the flickering streetlights, and their equally lush breasts swayed gently with each step. They were dressed in black lacey outfits that did nothing to hide their nakedness underneath. Their nipples protruded from the lace on their bodices, just as intended The dresses made them look like slutty little whores which was also intended! The revealing dresses left little to the imagination.

"Where are we going?" Kitty asked, her voice laced with a mix of curiosity and anticipation. As they ventured farther down the dark alleyway, you could add apprehension to her mix of emotions as well.

Kitty's aristocratic tone was softened by the thrill of the unknown, her blue eyes scanning the shadows as if they held secrets she was desperate to uncover.

"You'll see," Blake finally replied, his deep voice commanding yet playful. He didn't turn around, his focus fixed on the path ahead. His slicked-back brown hair glinted under the faint light, and his tan skin seemed darker, taking on an almost sinister intensity.

Missy, ever the adventurous one, grinned.

"I love a good mystery," she said, her voice energetic and eager. She brushed a strand of hair behind her ear, her fingers trembling slightly with excitement.

"Especially when it involves this big hunk of man meat," she added as she looked over at Blake.

Blake smirked but didn't respond. Instead, he quickened his pace, leading them deeper into the alley. The air grew cooler, and the sounds of the city faded into a distant hum. Finally, they stopped in front of a nondescript metal door, its surface unmarked and unassuming. Blake produced a shiny gold key from his pocket and unlocked the door with a subtle click.

"Ladies," he said, holding the door open with a flourish. "Welcome to a world beyond your wildest dreams."

The door revealed a dimly lit staircase that spiraled downward into darkness. The air inside was heavy with the scent of leather and musk. As you descended further, the smell of sweat and sex began to dominate. Kitty and Missy exchanged a glance, their eyes gleaming with a mixture of apprehension mixed with curiosity--and then desire. Without a word, they followed Blake into the unknown.

The staircase ended in a cavernous dark room bathed in red and gold light. The sounds of moans, whispers, and the occasional crack of a whip overwhelmed your senses. The walls were lined with plush velvet curtains, and the floor was polished to a high sheen, reflecting the flickering light like a mirror.

In the center of the room, a raised platform showcased a couple engaged in a frenzied act of domination and submission as pin lights from overhead highlighted their brutal pas de deux. The woman, bound in intricate leather restraints, writhed beneath her partner, her cries of pleasure echoing through the space.

Kitty's breath caught in her throat. She had experienced Blake's dominance before, but this--this was something else entirely. Her nipples hardened beneath her tight skimpy lace top, and a familiar damp warmth coalesced between her thighs. She glanced at Missy, who was staring at the scene with wide eyes, her lips parted in a silent gasp.

"Welcome to The Obsidian Vault," Blake said, his voice low and husky. "A place where boundaries are pushed, and desires are unleashed."

The Obsidian Vault was unlike anything Kitty or Missy had ever seen. The room was a labyrinth of private chambers, each one dedicated to a different BDSM discipline.

In one corner, a woman was suspended from the ceiling by silk ropes, her body glistening with sweat as a man traced patterns on her skin with a feather.

In another, a couple was engaged in a heated session of impact play, the rhythmic thud of a paddle against flesh filling the air., followed by the woman's moans and groans.

Blake led them through the crowd, his presence commanding attention. Women and men alike paused to watch him pass, their eyes lingering on his rippling muscles and the confident stride that spoke of a man who knew exactly what he wanted. Kitty and Missy felt a surge of pride being by his side, their bodies buzzing with anticipation.

"This place is insane," Missy whispered to her lover and step-sister Kitty, her voice trembling with excitement. She reached out to touch Blake's arm, her fingers brushing against his warm skin. "What are we going to do here?"



Blake stopped in front of a private chamber, its door slightly ajar. Inside, the room was lit by soft candlelight, the walls equipped with intricate bondage equipment. A large, padded table dominated the center of the space, its surface covered in silk scarves and leather restraints ready for use.

"Whatever you want," Blake said, his eyes locking onto Kitty's. "But first, let's start with a little exploration."

The first thing Blake did was strip them both of their clothes and inhibitions-- quite literally. With practiced efficiency, he slipped the straps off Kitty's shoulders and her skimpy dress fell to the floor. Her naked body was revealed in all its glory--her shaved pussy, her prominent mons, and her lush breasts. Missy followed suit, her dress pooling around her ankles as she stood naked beside her sister and lover. Blake's gaze lingered on their bodies, his eyes dark with desire.

"You two are a sight to behold," he murmured, his voice thick with lust. He stepped closer, his hands reaching out to trace the curves of their bodies. "But tonight, you're not just Kitty and Missy. Tonight, you're my playthings to do with as I please."

Kitty shivered at his words, her pussy already wet with anticipation. She had craved his dominance since their first tryst, but this felt different. In The Obsidian Vault, there were no limits, no boundaries. Anything was possible.

Blake pushed them toward the padded table. "Both of you, get up on the table and lie down," he commanded, his tone brooking no argument. Kitty and Missy obeyed, their bodies pressing against the smooth wooden surface.

Blake grabbed a set of the silk scarves from the edge of the table, tying their wrists and ankles to the brass rings embedded in the sides of the large rectangular table. They were side by side, each occupying half the table. They were spread eagle, their bodies exposed and vulnerable.

"Perfect," Blake said, stepping back to admire his handiwork. His eyes gleamed with a mixture of pride and hunger. "Now, let's begin."

He started with sensory play, tracing their bodies with a feather, his touch light and teasing. Kitty squirmed as the feather brushed against her sensitive nipples, her breath hitching in her throat.

Missy moaned softly, her head tossing from side to side as the feather danced across her skin. She was more ticklish. Blake took his time, exploring every inch of their bodies, his touch deliberate and intoxicating.

"You're so responsive," he murmured, his lips brushing against Kitty's ear. "I love how your bodies react for me."

Next, he introduced pain--just a hint, enough to heighten their senses. He produced a small flogger, its leather strands whispering through the air as he swung it. The first strike landed on Missy's thigh, the sting sharp and immediate. She gasped, her body arching off the table as she tried to stifle her scream.

"More," she whispered, her voice pleading.

Blake obliged, his strikes growing firmer, more deliberate. The flogger kissed their skin, leaving behind a warm, tingling sensation. Kitty cried out, her pussy flooding with arousal. She had never felt anything like this--the combination of pleasure and pain was overwhelming, pushing her to the brink of ecstasy.

"That's it," Blake said, his voice hoarse with desire. "Take it. Feel it. Let it consume you!"

He moved between them, his hands and the flogger working in tandem. Their bodies were a canvas, and he was the artist, painting them with sensation. Their moans filled the room, a symphony of pleasure, pain and surrender.

As the night deepened, Blake introduced them to new heights of lustful passion. He blindfolded them, heightening their other senses, and used ice cubes to trace patterns on their skin, the cold sending shivers down their spines. He whispered dirty commands in their ears, his words filthy and raw, pushing them to the edge of their limits.

"Suck my cock," he growled, pressing his thick, ten-inch veined muscle against Missy's lips. She obeyed, her mouth wrapping around him, her tongue swirling and teasing. Kitty watched, her pussy aching with need, as Missy gagged on Blake's throbbing shaft, her eyes watering with pleasure.

"Now you," Blake said, turning to Kitty. He pushed her legs apart, his fingers delving into her wetness. "You're dripping for me, aren't you? You're such a filthy little slut."

Kitty moaned, her body trembling with anticipation.

"YESSS!" she hissed, overwrought with lustful desire, before crying out, "Eat me! Beat me! Fuck me! Suck me!"

He didn't make her wait. With a growl, he positioned himself between her legs, his thick cock pressing against her frothing pussy. He thrust inside her, his hips snapping forward with primal force. Kitty cried out, her body welcoming him, her pussy gripping him tightly.

"Fuck, I still can't believe how tight you are!" Blake groaned, his voice strained with effort. He pulled out slowly, then slammed back in, his rhythm gathering steam. Kitty's pussy was on fire, her orgasm building with each thrust as his thick cock slid across her clit. She could feel Missy's eyes on her, her lover's presence adding another layer of arousal.

"Watch this," Blake said, his voice dark with intent. He reached down, his fingers stroking Missy's clit as he fucked Kitty. Missy screamed, her body convulsing as she came, her juices spilling onto the table.

Kitty was next. Blake's thrusts grew faster, harder, his cock reaming her pussy with brutal force.

"Come for me, whore," he commanded, his voice a raw growl. "Drown in your own squirting pussy juices."

Blake reached down to Kitty's pussy as she squirted all over his hand. Then he smeared it all over her face and made her lick his fingers and hand clean.

Kitty's orgasm exploded, her body shaking uncontrollably. Her pussy clenched around Blake's cock, milking him as she screamed his name. Blake followed, his cum shooting deep inside her, his body rigid with pleasure.

But the night was far from over. Far from it! Blake untied them, his hands gentle as he helped them sit up. Their bodies were glistening with sweat, their breaths coming in ragged gasps.

"Not done yet," he said, a wicked smile playing on his lips. He led them to another part of the chamber, where a St. Andrew's cross was mounted on the wall. "Time for a little roleplay."

Kitty's heart raced as Blake pushed her against the cross, her arms and legs spread wide. He secured her with leather straps, her body exposed and vulnerable. Missy watched, her pussy throbbing with anticipation, as Blake produced a whip.

"You've been a very naughty girl," he said, his voice low and menacing. "Time for your punishment."

The whip cracked through the air, landing on Kitty's ass with a sharp sting. She cried out, her body jerking against the restraints. Blake's strikes were precise, each one pushing her closer to the edge. Her ass was on fire, the pain blending with pleasure in a heady mix.

"Please," she whimpered, her voice desperate. "I can't take much more."

Blake smirked. "Oh, but you can," he said. He stepped closer, his hands roaming over her body, his touch both soothing and arousing. "And you will."

He turned his attention to Missy, pulling her close. "Your turn," he said, his voice a whisper in her ear. He pushed her to her knees, his thick cock pressing against her lips. "Worship me."

Missy obeyed, her mouth wrapping around him, her tongue teasing and tantalizing. Blake groaned, his hands tangling in her hair as he thrust into her mouth. Kitty watched, her pussy aching with need, as Missy deep-throated him, her eyes fluttering with pleasure.

"Enough," Blake said, pulling out of Missy's mouth. He pushed her onto the table, her body spread wide. "Time for something new."

He produced a bottle of lube and a strap-on, his eyes gleaming with anticipation. "Ever fuck anyone with one of these?" he asked, his voice dark with intent.

Missy shook her head, her breath coming in short gasps.

"No," she whispered. "But I want to."

"Then let's make it happen," Blake smirked.

He assisted Missy into the strap-on before helping her down from the table. Next he helped her tighten the straps, her hands trembling as she secured it in place. She stepped between Kitty's legs, her heart pounding with excitement. This was new territory for both sisters, and the thrill of the unknown was intoxicating as their eyes locked on each other.

"Slowly," Blake commanded, his voice guiding them. Missy obeyed, pressing the strap-on dildo against Kitty's sopping pussy. Kitty gasped as it slid inside her, her body welcoming the intrusion. Missy thrust gently at first, her movements growing bolder as Kitty moaned with pleasure.

"Harder," Kitty begged, her voice desperate. "Fuck me harder, baby."

Missy obliged, her hips snapping forward with increasing force. The dildo reamed Kitty's pussy, the sound of their bodies slapping together filling the room. Kitty's cries grew louder, her orgasm building with each thrust.

"Cum for me," Missy whispered, her voice hoarse with desire as she slapped her sister's breasts again and again. "Let me feel you cum., you nasty little whore. Cum for me!"

Kitty screamed, her body convulsing as she orgasmed, her pussy clenching around the dildo. Missy followed as the harness rubbed against her clit, her own orgasm crashing over her as she fucked her sister Kitty with abandon.

As the night neared its end, Blake removed the strap-on from around Missy's waist, his hands gentle as he helped both women to their feet. Their bodies were exhausted, their minds reeling from the intensity of the experience. But their eyes gleamed with satisfaction, their bond deepened by the night's exploration.

"Help each other put these on," demanded Blake as he handed each woman a set of leather wrist restraints.

Once the women had secured them in place, Blake gave them his next command.

"Hold you arms high over your heads, whores," me commanded. "And don't fucking move!"

The two women did as they were told and they watched as Blake lowered a chain from the ceiling. There were two sets of carabiners attached to the bottom of the chain and Blake secured them to the rings in the leather wrist restrains.

Kitty and Missy looked at each other as fear lurked behind their brave facades. When Blake hoisted the chain back into the air and they hung back to back a foot off the floor, the looks on their face had turned to actual fear.

"Now you're going to learn what submission is all about," whispered Blake to the sisters as he reached up and blindfolded each of them

Now they were hanging suspended from the ceiling in total darkness and completely vulnerable. They were back to back with their shoulders touching as well as their pert asses.

The sister's first heard the whispering sound of the cane as it cut through the air. Next Missy heard Kitty's scream as the cane glanced across her nipple, making her lurch and both their bodies swing wildly back and forth. Kitty's entire body was shaking in response to the blow--and in anticipation of the blows she suspected would follow.

Next it was Missy's turn as Blake found both her nipples with one stroke of the cane as she let out a blood-curdling scream. Again their bodies were thrashing around in the air and they swayed back and forth on the suspended chain.

Blake continued to paint their breasts, stomachs and thighs with the cane, each blow unannounced and each location a complete surprise. By the time Blake had finished both women were sobbing messes with drool dripping from their mouths and down their necks and onto their breasts.

Both sisters constantly made a humming, moaning sound as they tried to cope with the pain and control their fear.

"You're both doing well," complimented Blake. "I can see that you are both starting to eat the pain like candy. I can see it in your aroused nipples and your pussies as they continue to gush your juices. You've both made a huge puddle on the floor beneath you.

Both sister's lurched slightly when they felt one of Blake's hands caressing their flesh. He circled their nipples, then kneaded each of their breasts, and then ran his hands down their flat tummies before his hands came to rest of each of their mons.

"The reason I know that you're starting to enjoy the pain is because your pussies are on fire, frothing with need," said Blake.

As if to prove his point, he thrust the index and middle fingers of each of his hands inside each of the sister's pussies, finding their swollen clits. Both sister's exploded in orgasm as they cried out in ecstasy, once again swaying back and forth on the chair overhead.

"Don't worry, there is more yet to come, my darlings!" cooed Blake as he grabbed each of the women by their hair and turned them around to face one another. Now they were nose to nose and mouth to mouth as they hung from the ceiling.

"There, isn't that better now?" asked Blake. "Don't be shy--kiss your sister. That's right! Good girls!"

Kitty and Missy were too frightened not to kiss one another. But soon they were overcome with desire and they were devouring each other's tongues.

Missy was the first to feel the sting of the long flogger and she let out a pathetic yelp. Next it was Kitty's turn, and her response was no less distressed. As the women moaned and begged for mercy, Blake painted both of their backs, asses and thighs with the wide leather tails of the flogger.

When both women were hanging limp from the overhead chains, Blake discarded the flogger and stepped behind Missy, taking her pussy as she suddenly returned to life, cumming three times as he ploughed into her pussy.

Next Blake took Kitty's ass and she too, came twice as he buried his cock in her ass right up to his root, making her cum as he reached around and stroked her clit.

When he was done with Kitty, both women were hanging limp from the overhead chains, exhausted from the pleasure and pain that had been visited on their bodies. As he lowered the chain from the ceiling, both women slumped to the floor, their legs to weak to stand. They lay on the floor whimpering, their bodies spent.

"That was... incredible," Kitty whispered, her voice trembling with emotion. She leaned into Blake as he removed her wrist restraints, her body seeking his warmth. "I've never felt anything like that."

Missy nodded, her breath coming in short gasps.

"Me neither," she said, her voice soft as she pressed her body against Blake from the other side. "It was--overwhelming."

Blake smiled, hardly able to believe how lust crazed these two bitches were.

"And this is just the beginning," he said, his voice low and husky. "The Obsidian Vault has so many more surprises waiting for you."

Kitty and Missy's eyes were half-lidded as they stared into each other's eyes, their hearts racing with thoughts of what was yet to come. They knew that Blake would be their guide to other new experiences. And that the boundaries of their sexuality would continue to be pushed, and that new, exhilarating facets of their desires would soon be revealed.

As they left The Obsidian Vault, the city outside seemed dull in comparison. The night air was cool against their moist nearly naked flesh, but their bodies still buzzed with the aftermath of their erotic explorations. They knew that they would return, that the secrets of the club would continue to beckon them, drawing them deeper into a world of uncharted sensuality.

And as they walked away, hand in hand, they couldn't help but wonder what other pleasures awaited them in the hidden depths of the city. Their new adventure into pleasure and pain had only just begun, and already, they were craving more.

 

Chapter 5: Return to the Obsidian Vault

The Obsidian Vault was abuzz with activity. There was a heady mix of expensive perfume, leather, and something darker, something more primal filling the air. Kitty Summers, her heart pounding in a frantic rhythm against her ribs, clutched Missy's hand.

Head's turned as they crossed the room. They were doppelgängers, mirror images of one another, their honey-toned skin and blonde hair gleaming under the club's dim, crimson lighting.

The only clear distinction between them--the bold red "WHORE" tattooed above Missy's ass crack. They both may as well have had the tattoo, since it was a silent declaration of their shared appetite for pleasure. Their last encounter at the Vault had left them hungry, a hunger that whispered of darker, wilder experiences yet to be fulfilled.

In the couple of weeks following their first trip to The Obsidian Vault they had heard the whispers about the twelve former pro basketball players with huge cocks who did gangbangs for women up for the experience.

The prospect of joining that select group of women had become a siren song to the two sisters, a promise of a night that would push them to new heights of shared depravity.

Kitty, ever the organizer, had made the arrangements, her voice steady on the phone despite the fire burning low in her belly as she agreed to the terms. The waiver, stark and unforgiving, was signed later and without hesitation. No safe words, no boundaries, just raw, unconditional surrender to both the men who would gangbang them--and to pleasure.

They entered the club to hushed silence. Heads turned, eyes widening at the sight of the two women, their bodies electric with anticipation. Word of the beautiful twins gangbang had spread like wildfire among the members of the sex club.

They were prey, willingly stepping into the lion's den, their scent heavy with desire, a perfume potent enough to lure even the most jaded predators to watch.

A tall, imposing figure, his skin a deep ebony, emerged from the shadows. His name was unimportant, but his presence spoke volumes. He was one of the twelve, his muscles rippling beneath his tight black shirt, his eyes burning with a hunger that mirrored the sisters own.

"Ladies," he purred, his voice a low rumble that sent shivers down their spines. "We've been expecting you."

He led them to the circular velvet covered bed at the center of the main hall. The club members gathered closer to the edge of the riser to get the best view. The air grew heavier with each step as they mounted the riser toward the bed. The sounds of the club faded to silence, replaced by the throb of bass and the distant, muffled cries of pleasure and pain from the surrounding rooms.

They were ushered to the edge of the bed, a space bathed in a sensual red glow. The room was packed with spectators, the large, plush bed dominating the center, its black silk sheets promising a night of carnal pleasures.

The other eleven were standing around the bed, a wall of muscle and testosterone, their eyes gleaming with anticipation. They were a tableau of dark skin, rippling muscles, and they exuded a promise of pleasure, pain and domination.

Kitty, her voice steady despite the tremor in her hands, spoke first. "We're ready."

The words hung in the air, a declaration of surrender, but also a challenge.

The men moved as one, a choreographed dance of desire. Strong hands grasped their wrists, guiding them towards the bed. Missy, her eyes sparkling with excitement, allowed herself to be led, her body swaying seductively. Kitty, her heart pounding, followed, her steps deliberate, each one a step closer to the unknown.

The first touches sent a jolt through them both. Calloused fingers traced the curves of their bodies, mapping their eager flesh. Missy's breath hitched as a hand cupped her breast, squeezing gently, while Kitty gasped as lips, hot and demanding, trailed down her neck.

The hushed room filled with a chorus of moans, grunts, and the wet sounds of flesh meeting flesh. Missy found herself on her knees, her mouth wrapping around a thick, throbbing cock. It was a monster, stretching her lips, filling her mouth completely. She gagged slightly, her eyes watering, but the taste of him, salty and musky, only fueled her desire.



Kitty, meanwhile, was on the bed, her legs spread wide, a dark god between them. His tongue was a whirlwind, his lips devouring her, his fingers delving deep into her wetness. She cried out, her back arching, her nails digging into the silk sheets as pleasure coiled tight within her.

The night became a blur of bodies, a kaleidoscope of pleasure. Missy was flipped onto her back, her legs draped over broad shoulders of one of her dark gods as a thick cock plunged into her, filling her completely.

Missy screamed, her voice lost in the cacophony of moans and grunts. Kitty, her body glistening with sweat, was on all fours, a cock ramming into her from behind, probing into the depths of her willing ass. Another black god was thrusting into her mouth. She was a conduit for pleasure, a vessel for their lust.

The men were relentless, their stamina seemingly endless. They took turns, switching positions, exploring every inch of Kitty and Missy's bodies. Missy felt a cock press against her anus, the tip teasing her entrance.

She whimpered at the size of it, a mix of fear and anticipation gripped her shuddering body. But a strong hand on her hip urged her forward. The cock slid in, stretching her, filling her in a way she'd never experienced. She screamed, her voice a mixture of pain and pleasure, her body trembling as she was filled from both ends.

Kitty, her eyes rolled back in ecstasy, was on her back, two cocks buried deep within her--one in her pussy, the other in her ass. She was being stretched, filled. Owned. She screamed, her voice hoarse, her body convulsing as orgasm after orgasm ripped through her.

Missy, her body trembling, her voice reduced to whimpers, felt a cock erupt inside her, hot semen flooding her pussy with yet another load of semen. Kitty, her eyes glazed with pleasure, screamed as another cock pulsed within her ass, filling her with his hot cum.

The night wore on, a marathon of flesh and desire. The sisters were pushed to their limits, their bodies screaming for release, yet craving more. The men were merciless, their cocks pounding into them, their hands gripping, squeezing, marking them as their own.

Before the evening drew to a close, each of the men took both sisters around the world at least once. Often the women had a man in each of her holes and between their tits and another in each hand as they were used.

While most of the encounter was a blur for both women, they would both vividly recall later their coupling with the man they chose to call Mandingo. He had the thickest and longest cock either had ever seen. It was almost grotesque in its proportions.

Both Kitty and Missy had taken him up their asses and he had plunged to the very core of their bodies sending each of them into a fit of ecstasy as he impaled them on his spear. The experience left both of them breathless and shaken. They had literally seen stars as he seesawed his long, thick log into and out of their asses as they alternately squealed in delight or anguish.

The room fell silent, the only sound their ragged breathing. They were spent, their bodies limp, their minds reeling from the intensity of the experience.

The men, their faces gleaming with sweat, their bodies still radiating heat, smiled, satisfied, sated. They had given the women what they craved, a night of unbridled, animalistic pleasure.

Kitty, her voice raspy, managed a whisper. "Thank you, thank you all."

Missy, her head nestled on Kitty's chest, simply moaned in agreement.

The twelve, their mission accomplished, melted back into the shadows, leaving the two women sated, marked, and forever changed by the night they had shared.

As they lay there, their bodies entwined, the echoes of their cries still lingering in the air, Kitty turned to Missy, a mischievous glint in her eye. "Next time," she whispered, "let's make it a baker's dozen."

Missy, a smile playing on her lips, simply nodded, already craving their next experience in their journey of unrestrained desire. The Obsidian Vault had branded them, and they were eager to wear its mark proudly.

THE END

