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Mental Health Disclaimer




Total Sex: Owned by the Audience

How far would you go when millions control your body?

This is a story about raw desire, power, submission, and the kind of pleasure that burns when there are no boundaries.

This is an intense erotic romance filled with explicit group sex, domination, double penetration, and morally gray characters. The people in these pages are not heroes. They are broken humans who find something that might be love… or total destruction… in the chaos.

Read with an open mind. Fiction is the safest place to explore our darkest desires.

Prioritize your well-being. If the story becomes uncomfortable at any point, stop. Your mental health comes first. Take care of yourself.


Trigger Warnings




This is an explicit erotic romance intended for adult readers (+18). All characters are of legal age.

Contains sensitive themes:

• Strong language and extremely detailed sex scenes

• Orgy, double penetration (vaginal and anal), group sex

• Light BDSM practices (whipping, restraints, domination, verbal humiliation, strap-on)

• Blackmail, betrayal, psychological manipulation, and intrigue

• Intense jealousy, forbidden romance, and real feelings blooming in the middle of chaos

• Consent within the reality show contract. No male-male sexual interaction.

• Public exposure

• Voyeurism

Your mental health comes first. If any of these are triggers for you, please do not continue.


Author’s Note




Dear dirty reader,

Welcome to the most dangerous and wet reality show I’ve ever created. Sweaty bodies, loud moans, husky commands, and hearts that surrender when they least expect it.

Get ready for a visceral experience. Total Sex was born from my curiosity about the limits of human exposure and desire. This book is unfiltered. I hope you feel like part of the audience—and that you also see the humanity behind every moan.

Grab a fan. Grab an extra pair of panties. And surrender.

Happy reading!

With lust and a touch of darkness,

Evelyn K. Kage
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Blurb




In the most depraved reality show ever created, ten gorgeous contestants sign away every right to their bodies.

Every fuck. Every position. Every humiliating command.

All decided by millions of viewers watching live.

Ana Paula wants to dominate.

Bruna never expected to fall in love.

Diana is a master manipulator with deadly secrets.

And Fábio… Fábio is the only man who makes Bruna forget she’s being watched.

In this mansion, pleasure is public, jealousy is lethal, and betrayal tastes like cum and lies.

One wrong move and you’re eliminated.

One hot night and you might lose your heart.

How far would you go when the whole world decides how you get fucked?

A dark, addictive, and extremely explicit reality show romance. Perfect for fans of The Sinner’s Duet, Haunting Adeline, and Credence.

Contains intense BDSM, group scenes, double penetration, degradation, and raw obsession.


Epígrafe




“I walked in thinking it was just sex.

I walked out knowing it would never be just sex again.”

— Bruna

“They could control our bodies,

but no one controls what I feel when I look at her.”

— Fábio

“There’s no love in here.

There’s only power, desire, and who can take it.”

— Ana Paula


Chapter 1 – Entering the Sexy Hell




The mansion’s blood-red lights in Angra dos Reis pulsed like a predator’s heartbeat. The night air was thick with sea salt and expensive perfume clinging to ten perfect bodies walking through the doors — bodies that had just been sold to the audience.

A low, sinful robotic voice slid through the hidden speakers:

“Welcome to No Limits: Owned by the Audience.

You ten signed the most depraved contract in television history. For the next weeks, millions will decide who you fuck, how many at once, and exactly how hard. Orgy. Double penetration. Bondage. Degradation. Whipping.

You don’t say no. You don’t hesitate.

Disobey and you lose everything.

Every week the audience chooses the best performance… and who gets eliminated.

The winner takes home one million reais.

Good luck… and get ready to be ruined.”

The ten contestants exchanged glances — some nervous, most already dripping with anticipation.

Ana Paula stepped forward first, black dress hugging every curve, eyes sharp as a whip.

Bruna looked sweet and innocent… until you saw the dark hunger flickering behind her lashes.

Carla moved like sex incarnate.

Diana smiled like she already owned the game.

Elisa tried to hide how badly she needed this.

The men were no better. Especially Fábio — tall, confident, with a stare that made Bruna’s thighs clench without permission.

The first live vote dropped.

Red Suite – Light BDSM Orgy

Ana Paula, Gustavo, Carla, Henrique.

Ana Paula entered like a queen, shedding her dress. Her heavy tits spilled free, nipples tight and begging. She grabbed the leather whip and cracked it once.

“On your fucking knees. All three of you.” Her voice was pure ice and sex. “Until the audience changes its mind, I own you.”

Gustavo dropped first. Carla followed with a wicked little laugh. Henrique obeyed with a dirty grin.

Ana Paula dragged the whip across Gustavo’s chest.

“You’re going to fuck Carla until she screams. And I’m riding your face, Henrique. Make me come or I’ll make sure the audience eliminates you next.”

The room quickly filled with wet sounds — Gustavo pounding into Carla from behind while Ana Paula ground her soaked pussy against Henrique’s tongue, whip cracking against skin whenever someone slowed down.

Carla came hard, squirting down her thighs with a broken moan. Ana Paula switched, taking both men at once — one in her pussy, one in her ass — riding them like the ruthless domme she was born to be.

In the Blue Suite, Bruna and Fábio were a different kind of dangerous.

He kissed her slowly, almost reverently… but Bruna could already feel something darker blooming in her chest when she imagined him touching anyone else.

“I didn’t expect it to feel like this…” she whispered as he sank deep inside her, slow and possessive.

In the Black Suite, Diana had Igor on his knees, spitting filthy degradation while she used his mouth and then his cock like a toy.

In the Bath Suite, Elisa was bent over, moaning as João claimed her ass with the toy and then his dick, water and cum mixing on her skin.

When the night ended, Ana Paula was crowned Best Performance.

João was eliminated.

Before leaving, he pulled Elisa aside near the pool and warned her:

“Diana and Ana Paula are already plotting. Watch your back.”

Bruna stood in the hallway, body still buzzing, watching Fábio laugh with Carla across the room. A sharp sting of jealousy pierced her chest.

He’s not mine, she reminded herself.

But the thought tasted like poison.

And the game had only just begun.


Chapter 2 – Alliances and First Jealousy




The next morning dawned hot in Angra dos Reis. Sunlight poured through the huge windows, illuminating bodies still marked with hickeys, scratches, and the unmistakable scent of last night’s fucking. Nine contestants remained, and the air had already changed — pleasure had broken the ice, but it also planted toxic seeds of obsession, jealousy, and distrust.

Bruna woke up in the king-size bed she shared with the other girls. Her body still remembered every slow, deep thrust from Fábio. A small, stupid smile touched her lips… until she saw Ana Paula and Diana whispering in the corner of the room, laughing softly. Something about that scene made her stomach twist.

He fucked me like I mattered. But how long until the audience makes him fuck someone else?

In the kitchen, Fábio was making coffee when Gustavo appeared, shirtless, muscles gleaming with sweat.

“So, how was Bruna?” Gustavo asked with a cocky grin. “She looks like the sweet type.”

Fábio shrugged, trying to sound casual.

“She’s… different.”

Gustavo laughed. “Different? Bro, the public wants filth. The dirtier, the better.”

Outside by the pool, Diana and Ana Paula were already scheming in low voices.

“We need a strong alliance,” Diana said, cold and calculating. “Me, you, Gustavo, and Henrique. The real dominants. We control the votes, we decide who stays and who gets destroyed. The others are weak. Bruna is too romantic. Elisa looks lost. Carla is just a body. Igor… I’ll handle him personally.”

Ana Paula crossed her arms under her heavy tits, smirking.

“I’m fine with that. But I want to be the queen. No sharing power.”

“Deal.” Diana sealed it with a firm handshake.

They created a secret WhatsApp group called “Kingdom.” The alliance was born.

At 11 a.m., the robotic voice announced the second public vote. More than four million people were watching live.

“Second round:

	Six-person orgy — Ana Paula, Carla, Gustavo, Henrique, Diana, and Igor. Full BDSM in the Red Suite. 

	Romantic trio — Bruna, Fábio, and Elisa. With strap-on in the Blue Suite.” 



The house vibrated with dark anticipation.

Red Suite

The atmosphere was heavy from the first second. Handcuffs, whips, candles, and ropes were already laid out on the huge bed.

Ana Paula entered like she owned the room.

“Rules are simple: I command. Disobey and you get the real whip.”

She pointed at Igor.

“You. On your knees. Now.”

Igor obeyed, but his eyes burned with rage. Diana smiled cruelly and grabbed his chin.

“Remember how I like it, puppy? Eat my pussy while everyone watches.”

Igor swallowed his pride and buried his tongue inside her. Diana moaned, yanking his hair hard.

“That’s it… you’ve always been such a pathetic little toy for me.”

At the same time, Ana Paula cuffed Carla and put her on all fours. Gustavo slammed into her from behind, fucking her hard while Ana Paula whipped his ass, demanding deeper thrusts.

“Harder! Make the little slut scream!”

Carla came violently, squirting all over Gustavo’s thighs. The orgy turned feral. Ana Paula rode Henrique while Diana smothered Igor with her pussy. Then Gustavo fucked Diana from behind as Igor was forced to keep licking her. Ana Paula strapped on a thick dildo and pounded Carla without mercy, slapping her ass red with every thrust.

The room reeked of sweat, cum, and leather.

Blue Suite

The mood was softer — but no less dangerous.

Bruna, Fábio, and Elisa entered together. Fábio kissed Bruna slowly, then turned and kissed Elisa with the same hunger. The two women looked at each other, shy at first, until Elisa pulled Bruna into a sweet, deep kiss.

Fábio laid Bruna on the bed and sank into her with long, possessive strokes. Bruna moaned softly, but her eyes kept drifting to Elisa. When Elisa put on the strap-on and started fucking Fábio while he fucked Bruna, a sharp sting of jealousy burned in Bruna’s chest.

He’s moaning for her too.

She came hard anyway, clenching around Fábio, but the jealousy didn’t disappear. It only grew.

After the scenes, the house gathered for the results.

Best Performance of the Week: Carla (for her intense squirt and total surrender in the orgy) — R$8,000 added.

Eliminated: Igor

Before leaving, Igor looked straight at Diana with pure hatred.

“This isn’t over. You’re all going to pay.”

He managed to pull Bruna aside for a second.

“Be careful with Diana. She’s poison. And watch Ana Paula too… they’re already planning.”

That night, after the elimination, Bruna went to Fábio’s room. They didn’t fuck for the cameras. They talked for hours. She confessed the ugly jealousy she felt during the trio. Fábio admitted he felt more for her than he should.

“This place can fuck with our heads,” he said. “But I want to try something real in the middle of this madness.”

Meanwhile, in the “Kingdom” group chat, Diana sent:

“Next targets: eliminate the weak ones. Bruna and Elisa are next.”

Ana Paula replied with a fire emoji.

The second night ended with the house split: the dominants plotting coldly on one side… and Bruna, Fábio, Carla, and Elisa slowly forming real, dangerous bonds on the other.

The game had become lethal.

And the sex was only getting more addictive.


Chapter 3 – Blackmail and Betrayal




Igor’s elimination left the mansion quieter, but far more dangerous. The air crackled with suspicion. Eight contestants remained, and the divide between the groups was now impossible to ignore. On one side, Ana Paula, Diana, Gustavo, and Henrique plotted with ice-cold precision. On the other, Bruna, Carla, Elisa, and Fábio were beginning to form something real — and that made them vulnerable.

Bruna woke up with her body still sore from the week before. Her muscles ached, but what hurt most was the sharp sting of jealousy every time she pictured Fábio smiling at Elisa. She stared at herself in the bathroom mirror and took a deep breath.

This was supposed to be just fun… so why does it already feel like I’m losing him?

In the kitchen, Diana and Ana Paula whispered over their coffee.

“Igor being gone is a relief,” Diana murmured. “He knew too much about my past. Now we need to break Bruna. She’s getting too romantic, and the audience loves it. We can twist that against her.”

Ana Paula smiled, cold and sharp.

“Leave her to me in the next scene. I’ll make her lose control completely.”

The robotic voice announced the third public vote right after lunch. Almost five million people were watching live.

“Third round:

	Quartet — Ana Paula, Bruna, Gustavo, and Fábio. Double penetration with light domination in the Red Suite. 

	Mixed orgy — Diana, Carla, Henrique, and Elisa. With lesbian play in the Blue Suite.” 



Bruna felt her stomach drop. Fábio squeezed her hand discreetly, but it didn’t stop the cold fear spreading through her veins.

Red Suite

Ana Paula entered wearing only a tight black corset that pushed her heavy tits up and thigh-high boots. She held the leather whip like a queen.

“Today you’re the center, Bruna. Gustavo and Fábio are going to fuck you at the same time. I’ll watch… and join whenever I feel like it. Lie down.”

Bruna obeyed, lying on her side in the middle of the huge bed. Gustavo positioned himself in front, kissing her hungrily while rubbing his thick, hard cock against her entrance. He pushed in slowly, stretching her open until he was buried to the hilt. At the same time, Fábio behind her lubed his cock and pressed against her ass.

When both men were deep inside her — one in her pussy, one in her ass — Bruna let out a broken scream. The feeling of being completely full was overwhelming.

“Harder!” Ana Paula ordered, cracking the whip across Bruna’s ass. “I want to hear this little romantic slut begging.”

Bruna moaned uncontrollably, body shaking between the two strong men.

“Fuck… it’s too deep… I’m going to— I’m going to cum—”

The orgasm hit her like a storm. Her whole body convulsed, a powerful hot squirt gushing out and soaking Gustavo’s abs and the sheets. She came so hard she almost blacked out.

Gustavo and Fábio kept fucking her mercilessly. Fábio came first, burying himself deep in her ass with a guttural groan. Gustavo pulled out and shot thick ropes of cum all over Bruna’s tits. Ana Paula leaned in, licked some of the cum off her breasts, and kissed Bruna hard, forcing her to taste it.

Bruna left the suite on shaky legs, body marked and her mind spinning.

Blue Suite

The mood was completely different — but no less twisted.

Diana took control immediately, pulling Carla into a deep, filthy kiss. Soon the four were naked on the bed. Elisa buried her face between Carla’s thighs, licking and sucking her swollen clit until Carla came hard, squirting on Elisa’s tongue. Diana fucked Elisa from behind while Henrique pounded into her.

After the scene, while the others recovered, Diana dragged Elisa into the private bathroom and locked the door.

“I know your dirty little secret, Elisa. The arranged marriage you ran from two years ago. The conservative family still hunting you. If you don’t support me in the votes and help me eliminate Bruna, that secret goes public. Understand?”

Elisa went pale.

“How did you find out?”

Diana smiled like a snake.

“I have my sources. Stay on my side and your past stays buried. Betray us and I’ll destroy you in front of the whole country, you pathetic little whore.”

Elisa left the bathroom visibly shaken.

After the scenes, the house gathered for the results.

Best Performance of the Week: Bruna (for her intense surrender and powerful orgasm in the quartet).

Eliminated: Henrique

Before leaving, Henrique pulled Fábio aside.

“Watch out for Diana and Ana Paula. They’re playing dirty.”

That night, Elisa confronted Diana in the kitchen, away from the main cameras.

“You can’t blackmail me like this. That’s too low.”

Diana just laughed.

“Welcome to the real game, darling.”

Bruna, who had overheard part of the conversation, felt her blood run cold. Later, in the garden, she told Fábio everything, voice trembling.

“I’m falling in love with you for real, Fábio. And that terrifies me, because everything here is manipulation… but what I feel for you feels real.”

Fábio cupped her face and kissed her tenderly.

“I feel the same. Let’s not let this circus destroy us.”

Meanwhile, in his room, Ana Paula was bent over the bed while Gustavo fucked her hard from behind. She moaned, but her mind was elsewhere — planning the next kill.

“Bruna and Elisa are next. We’re taking down the romantics.”

The third week ended with the house torn between real feelings and cold betrayal. The blackmail had been exposed… and the game had just become a lot more dangerous.


Chapter 4 – Passion in Chaos




Henrique’s elimination left the mansion even more divided. Seven contestants remained, and the war was now out in the open. The “Kingdom” alliance was weakened, but Ana Paula and Diana kept plotting without pause. Bruna, on the other hand, felt her heart tighten every single time she saw Fábio near Elisa. The jealousy burned low, constant, and poisonous.

That morning, Bruna and Fábio managed to steal a moment alone in the gym. He wrapped his arms around her from behind while she pretended to stretch.

“I can’t stop thinking about you,” he confessed in a low voice. “Even in the middle of all this madness.”

Bruna turned and kissed him with raw hunger. For a few seconds, they forgot the cameras were watching. But when she pulled back, the image of him fucking Elisa flashed in her mind and the jealousy stabbed deeper.

He’s mine. I don’t care what the audience wants.

The robotic voice announced the fourth vote with a provocative tone:

“Fourth round:

	Intense trio — Gustavo, Carla, and Ana Paula. She in the center, used by both at the same time, in the Red Suite. 

	Romantic trio with sensory play — Bruna, Fábio, and Elisa. Blindfolds, ice, and slow touches in the Blue Suite.” 



Red Suite

Ana Paula entered like the queen of filth, wearing black leather lingerie that barely contained her full tits and thigh-high boots. Her eyes were pure hunger.

“Today I want to be used. I want both of you at the same time. No mercy.”

Gustavo and Carla didn’t waste time. Gustavo pulled her into a brutal kiss, squeezing her tits hard while Carla strapped on a thick dildo. Ana Paula sank down on Gustavo’s cock in one greedy motion, taking him to the hilt. Carla pushed into her ass from behind.

Ana Paula moaned like an animal, completely filled. They fucked her savagely — Gustavo thrusting up deep into her pussy while Carla pounded her ass. They switched positions constantly: Ana Paula on all fours choking on Gustavo’s cock while Carla railed her from behind, then riding him like a feral bitch while Carla yanked her hair.

Ana Paula came violently, screaming, body shaking, hot squirt running down her thighs. She didn’t stop. She kept riding until she came again even harder.

Gustavo finally pulled out and covered her tits and face in thick ropes of cum. Ana Paula licked it up greedily, staring straight into the camera with a victorious, filthy smile.

Blue Suite

The mood here was the complete opposite — slow, sensual, and emotionally devastating.

Bruna, Fábio, and Elisa entered nervous but aching. Fábio took control calmly.

“Today we go slow. I want to feel every inch of you.”

He blindfolded Bruna first, then Elisa. Both women lay naked on the bed, skin prickling with anticipation. Fábio ran ice cubes over Bruna’s body — neck, breasts, stomach, down to her dripping pussy. The cold made her arch and whimper.

He replaced the ice with his hot tongue, licking her slowly until she came undone, thighs trembling around his head. Then he did the same to Elisa while blindfolded Bruna touched her, squeezing her breasts, jealousy and desire mixing dangerously in her chest.

Fábio fucked Bruna deep and slow while Elisa kissed her neck. Then he switched to Elisa while Bruna kissed her mouth. In the middle of it, Fábio removed Bruna’s blindfold and looked straight into her eyes.

“This is becoming real for me… especially with you.”

Bruna’s heart slammed against her ribs. Elisa noticed the intense connection between them, but instead of jealousy she smiled softly and kissed Bruna with surprising tenderness while Fábio kept fucking her.

They came almost together — Bruna first, clenching hard around him, then Elisa, and finally Fábio, filling Bruna with a long, rough groan while holding both women close.

It was one of the most emotional scenes the show had seen so far.

After the scenes, the house gathered for the results.

Best Performance of the Week: Fábio (for the emotional connection and gentle control in the trio).

Eliminated: Diana

When her name was called, Diana turned bright red with rage.

“This is bullshit! The audience was manipulated! You’re all going to regret this!”

Before leaving, she looked at Elisa with pure venom:

“Your secret can still get out, you filthy slut. This isn’t over.”

The house breathed easier with the departure of its biggest manipulator.

That night, Bruna and Fábio met in her room. It wasn’t for the cameras. It was real. They fucked slowly, staring into each other’s eyes, full of feeling.

“I’m in love with you for real,” Bruna confessed, still breathless after her orgasm. “I don’t know if this survives outside here, but I want to try.”

Fábio kissed her forehead.

“I want that too. You’re the only thing that makes sense in this circus.”

Meanwhile, Carla and Elisa sealed a deeper alliance in their room, kissing passionately and promising to protect each other until the end.

Ana Paula, alone in her room, planned her survival with cold fury. The game had flipped. Real passion was blooming in the middle of the chaos… and the war was only getting hotter.


Chapter 5 – Twist and Revenge




The mansion felt heavier after Diana’s elimination. Six contestants remained: Ana Paula, Bruna, Carla, Elisa, Fábio, and Gustavo. Relief mixed with thick tension. Ana Paula prowled the house like a wounded predator — still dangerous, but clearly weaker without her main allies.

Bruna woke up in Fábio’s arms. They had slept together again and fucked slowly that morning, no cameras, no rush — just deep kisses, eye contact, and raw possession. She left the bed with a stupid smile, but the jealousy toward Elisa still gnawed at the back of her mind like a blade.

Carla and Elisa were getting closer every day. That morning they showered together. Hot water ran down their bodies while they kissed hungrily. Elisa pinned Carla against the shower wall, kissing her way down until she was on her knees, devouring Carla’s pussy with skill and hunger. Carla came hard, fingers tangled in Elisa’s wet hair, legs shaking as she squirted on her tongue.

The robotic voice announced the fifth vote with a wicked tone. Over seven million people were watching live.

“Fifth round — special surprise:

Full orgy with all six contestants + one vengeful guest: Igor returns for one night only. No limits. Main Suite.”

The whole house froze. Igor coming back?

Ana Paula smiled coldly.

“Let him come. I’ll show him who still runs this place.”

Bruna looked at Fábio worriedly. He squeezed her hand, but she couldn’t shake the ugly feeling twisting in her chest.

Igor entered at eight p.m., eyes dark, body tense. He greeted everyone coldly, but when he learned Diana had already been eliminated, a satisfied, dangerous smile appeared.

“You got rid of the snake… but I still have venom to spill.”

The orgy started at nine. The Main Suite had been turned into a temple of filth: extra mattresses covering almost the entire floor, low red lights, toys, lube, soft cuffs, and ropes everywhere.

Ana Paula tried to take control immediately.

“I start giving orders. Igor, you’re with me.”

Igor didn’t obey. He grabbed Ana Paula by the throat, kissed her with pure rage, and threw her onto the mattresses. Gustavo joined in. The two men dominated her brutally. Gustavo shoved his cock down her throat while Igor fucked her ass with hard, punishing thrusts. Ana Paula moaned like a whore, surprised by the intensity but clearly soaked by being used.

On the other side of the suite, Carla and Elisa devoured each other first — wet kisses, tongues battling, then Elisa burying her face between Carla’s thighs until she squirted again.

Fábio and Bruna tried to keep their corner more intimate. He laid her down gently and entered her slowly… but the wild energy of the orgy was contagious. Soon Gustavo joined them. Fábio fucked Bruna from behind while Gustavo took her pussy. Double penetration. Bruna screamed in pleasure and pain, body shaking violently between the two strong men as jealousy and lust burned through her veins.

Igor, still full of rage, switched to Carla. He slammed her against the wall and fucked her mercilessly while Elisa watched and touched herself. Then he went back to Ana Paula, forcing her to suck him while Gustavo railed her.

The orgy became a sweaty, chaotic mess — constant switching, moans turning into screams, slaps, mouths sucking, double and triple penetration. Carla came multiple times, squirting everywhere. Ana Paula screamed through her orgasms. Bruna came so hard during the double penetration that her legs gave out.

In the end, Igor fucked Ana Paula with pure hatred, cumming all over her chest while whispering:

“This is for what you and Diana did to me, you fucking bitch.”

Fábio and Bruna finished wrapped around each other, coming together in the middle of the filth — a small island of obsession in the chaos.

When it was over, everyone was exhausted, covered in sweat and cum. The suite stank of pure sex.

Best Performance of the Week: Carla (for total surrender and versatility).

Eliminated: Gustavo

Before leaving, Gustavo looked at Ana Paula.

“You’re alone now, queen. Good luck.”

With Gustavo gone, Ana Paula was visibly isolated. Igor, as a guest, had to leave that same night, but not before quickly warning Bruna and Fábio:

“Ana Paula is still scheming. She recorded secret shit to use against you. Stay alert.”

That night, Ana Paula tried to regain power. She called Bruna for a “friendly” talk in the garden, but Bruna finally stood up to her:

“I’m not anyone’s puppet anymore. I know you were involved in blackmailing Elisa.”

Fábio stepped in and defended Bruna, creating a clear fracture.

Carla and Elisa sealed their secret alliance with passionate kisses and promises to protect each other until the end.

Bruna and Fábio slept wrapped around each other again. Before turning off the lights, Fábio whispered:

“I want you out of here with me. For real.”

Bruna smiled, heart racing.

The fifth week ended with a major twist: Igor got his revenge, Gustavo was gone, Ana Paula was isolated, and the obsession between Bruna and Fábio only grew stronger in the middle of all the filth.

But the war was far from over.


Chapter 6 – Broken Alliances




The mansion felt heavier after Gustavo’s elimination. Only five contestants remained: Ana Paula, Bruna, Carla, Elisa, and Fábio. The air was thick with leftover sweat, cum, and distrust. Ana Paula walked the halls visibly isolated. Without Diana or Gustavo, her “Kingdom” had shrunk to just her. Power had slipped through her fingers like cum.

Bruna woke up skin-to-skin with Fábio, his semi-hard cock pressed against her thigh even in sleep. She smiled, but the smile came with a sharp pain in her chest. Every day it became harder to separate the game from reality.

Across the house, Carla and Elisa had spent the night tangled together. The room smelled of pussy, sweet sweat, and cherry lube. Elisa woke first, kissing her way down Carla’s body until she buried her tongue between her thighs, licking slow and hungry. Carla came with a long, trembling moan, hips grinding against Elisa’s face.

“We’re going to the end together,” Carla whispered, kissing the inside of her thigh.

“Together,” Elisa answered, still breathless.

The robotic voice announced the sixth vote around 11 a.m. More than eight million spectators were watching live.

“Sixth round:

	BDSM threesome — Ana Paula dominates Carla and Elisa in the Red Suite. 

	Threesome — Bruna, Fábio, and a surprise (live video feed with Igor).” 



Ana Paula smiled coldly. Finally, a scene where she could reclaim control. Bruna and Fábio exchanged a worried look.

Red Suite

Ana Paula entered in full dominatrix gear: tight black leather corset pushing her heavy tits up, thigh-high boots, whip in one hand, and a thick, veiny strap-on already lubed and ready. Carla and Elisa were naked and kneeling in the center of the room, exactly as the audience had demanded.

“Today you’re my little fucktoys,” Ana Paula announced, voice sharp as a blade. “No complaints.”

She cuffed Carla’s hands behind her back and blindfolded Elisa. Then she positioned Carla on the mattress, arms hooked above her, knees spread wide. She poured generous lube on the strap-on and Carla’s tight hole, fingering her roughly until Carla moaned like a whore. Ana Paula gripped her hips and shoved the thick dildo inside her, inch by inch, stretching her open.

When it was buried deep, she started fucking her hard, hips slamming against Carla’s ass with every brutal thrust.

“Louder! I want to hear you beg, you pathetic slut!”

Carla moaned loudly, body rocking. Meanwhile, Ana Paula yanked Elisa by an improvised collar and forced her to her knees between her legs, making her lick her dripping pussy while she kept pounding Carla. Elisa’s tongue worked desperately, sucking her swollen clit. The wet sounds of the strap-on slamming in and out mixed with muffled moans.

Ana Paula switched positions multiple times: made Carla sit on Elisa’s face while she fucked Elisa with the strap-on, deep and merciless. She used nipple clamps on both, ice on their sensitive clits, and the whip to mark their asses bright red. Carla came first, squirting hard on Elisa’s face. Then Elisa, shaking violently while Ana Paula whipped her thighs.

Ana Paula came last, riding Carla’s face, body convulsing as she flooded the other woman’s mouth.

The scene was intense, humiliating, and exactly what the audience craved from a dominatrix like her.

Other Suite

Bruna, Fábio, and the surprise: a large screen showing Igor watching live from outside the house.

Fábio laid Bruna on the bed and entered her slowly, deep and loving. Bruna moaned his name, nails digging into his back. On the screen, Igor watched in silence, eyes dark.

“You two look good together…” Igor commented live. “But watch out for Ana Paula. She still has cards up her sleeve.”

The sex between Bruna and Fábio was passionate. They ignored the voyeur a little and gave themselves to each other. Fábio flipped her onto all fours and fucked her hard while she moaned into the pillow. He came deep inside her, holding her tight as they trembled together.

It was a strange mix of intimacy and public exposure.

After the scenes, the house gathered for the results.

Best Performance of the Week: Bruna (for her emotional surrender).

Eliminated: Ana Paula

The house exploded in surprise and relief. Ana Paula went pale for a second, then exploded in fury:

“You’re all hypocrites! I gave the audience what they wanted and now you eliminate me? This won’t end like this!”

She stormed out, threatening to sue the production and leak “things no one can imagine.” Before leaving the mansion, she looked at Bruna and Fábio with pure venom:

“Enjoy it while you can. The game isn’t over for you.”

With Ana Paula gone, only four remained: Bruna, Carla, Elisa, and Fábio.

That night the house breathed lighter. Carla and Elisa celebrated with intense lesbian sex in the pool — devouring each other under the stars, tongues and fingers working hungrily. Elisa came twice on Carla’s mouth, body shaking in the warm water.

Bruna and Fábio had a calmer moment in the garden. Sitting by the pool, they talked with open hearts.

“I’m in love with you, Fábio,” Bruna confessed, voice shaking. “I want to try when all this is over.”

Fábio held her face with both hands.

“I want that too. You’re not just sex to me. You’re the only real thing here.”

They kissed and fucked right there on the lounge chair — slow, emotional, and without any performance for the cameras. Just the two of them.

Elisa watched the sunset from the bedroom window, smiling. She was happy to have made it this far, but she missed Carla deeply. She knew her life had changed forever.

The sixth week ended with all alliances completely broken. Ana Paula was out. Carla and Elisa were a strong couple. Bruna and Fábio lived a romance that felt more and more genuine.

But only four people remained.

And the final was coming fast.


Chapter 7 – The Final Approaches




The mansion seemed to breathe with more difficulty now that only four contestants remained: Bruna, Carla, Elisa, and Fábio. The corridors felt emptier, the air thicker, heavy with old sweat, mixed perfume, and the permanent smell of sex that had soaked into the walls. Alliances had been destroyed, enemies eliminated, but what remained was even more dangerous — real feelings blooming in the middle of the filth.

Bruna woke up tangled in Fábio’s body, his skin hot against hers, his semi-hard cock pressing against her thigh even in sleep. She smiled, but the smile came with a painful squeeze in her chest. Every day it got harder to tell what was real and what was the game.

On the other side of the house, Carla and Elisa had barely slept. They spent the entire night devouring each other — hungry mouths, fingers and tongues exploring without hurry. The room reeked of pussy, sweet sweat, and cherry lube. Elisa came three times on Carla’s tongue, shaking and moaning her name like a prayer.

The robotic voice announced the seventh vote with a grand, almost solemn tone:

“Seventh round — penultimate week:

Total orgy of the four finalists, with elements of every style that appeared in the show. Everything at once, no limits, in the Main Suite.”

There would be no separate scenes. Just one massive, filthy collective orgy.

The Main Suite had been prepared like a temple of depravity: huge mattresses covering the floor, low red and gold lights, every kind of toy scattered around, bottles of lube open, soft cuffs, light whips, plugs, strap-ons, ice, and scented candles. A 360° camera on the ceiling guaranteed no moan, no drop of sweat, no squirt would be missed.

The orgy started at 8:30 p.m., broadcast live to more than ten million viewers.

At first the mood was almost romantic and fluid. Fábio pulled Bruna into a deep, possessive kiss, hands sliding down her back with hungry ownership. Beside them, Carla and Elisa kissed like they were starving, tongues battling, tits pressed together. Four hands met, bodies melting into a hot tangle.

Bruna moaned softly as Fábio entered her slowly, inch by inch, filling her completely. At the same time, Elisa positioned herself over Carla’s face, lowering her dripping pussy onto her mouth. Carla licked with devotion while Fábio fucked Bruna deep and steady.

The moans filled the air. Soon the public voted for more intensity.

Fábio lay on his back and pulled Bruna on top. She sank down on his thick cock, taking him all the way. Carla moved in and started licking Bruna’s clit while she rode him. Elisa got behind Carla and fucked her with three fingers, matching Fábio’s rhythm.

Bruna came first, body convulsing, squirting hard over Fábio’s abs. Carla licked every drop like a greedy slut.

They switched constantly. Carla on all fours while Fábio pounded her from behind and Elisa licked her clit. Bruna sat on Elisa’s face, grinding her soaked pussy against her tongue. The sounds of wet sucking, cock slamming, and slapping flesh echoed through the suite.

At one point the audience demanded double penetration on Bruna. Fábio lay down and pulled her on top, burying himself in her pussy. Carla strapped on a thick dildo, lubed it generously, and pushed into Bruna’s tight ass. Bruna let out a long, broken scream as both holes were filled at once. The feeling was overwhelming — stretched, owned, completely possessed. Fábio and Carla found the rhythm, fucking her in sync. Bruna came so hard tears ran down her face, body shaking violently between them.

Elisa didn’t stay out. She got the same brutal double treatment, moaning like a whore while being used.

The orgy turned into a perfect sweaty mess — group oral, triple kisses, fingers and strap-ons in every hole, squirts soaking the mattresses. Carla came multiple times, squirting everywhere. Elisa trembled with every orgasm. Bruna, at the center of almost everything, came more times than she could count.

In the final climax, the four gave themselves completely. Bruna on her side, Fábio buried deep in her pussy, Carla fucking her ass with the strap-on, and Elisa pinching her nipples hard. The moans turned into screams. Bruna came one last time so violently she almost passed out. Fábio roared and filled her ass. Carla came right after, trembling against them.

When it ended, the four lay tangled on the huge mattress, sweaty, panting, and emotionally destroyed. Bruna cried softly from pleasure and relief. Fábio kept kissing her forehead. Carla and Elisa held each other tight beside them.

The final vote of the week happened one hour later.

Best Performance of the Week: Elisa (for emotional surrender, versatility, and chemistry with everyone).

Eliminated: Carla

The decision was close. Carla accepted with dignity, but her eyes were wet. She hugged Elisa for a long time, kissing her deeply in front of the cameras.

“We continue outside,” Carla promised, voice breaking. “I love you.”

Elisa cried as she watched her leave.

Now only three finalists remained: Bruna, Elisa, and Fábio.

That night, after the elimination, Bruna and Fábio had a moment alone in the garden. Sitting by the pool, they talked with open hearts and fucked right there on the lounge chair — slow, emotional, pure. No performance. Just them.

Elisa stayed in the bedroom watching the sunset, smiling through the pain of missing Carla. She knew her life had changed forever.

The seventh week ended with the house’s heart split between real love and the adrenaline of the grand final that was coming.

Only three left.

Everything would be decided on the last night.


Chapter 8 – The Grand Final




The last night fell over the mansion like a heavy veil of lust and farewell. Only three finalists remained: Bruna, Elisa, and Fábio. The air inside the Main Suite was thick, almost tangible, saturated with accumulated arousal, lube, sweat, and the sweet scent of the women that still lingered.

The three entered together. No one spoke much. Their eyes said everything. Bruna gripped Fábio’s hand tightly, heart hammering. Elisa walked beside them, beautiful and serene, but her eyes shone with raw emotion. They all knew this would be the last time their bodies would meet under the rules of the game.

The suite had been prepared like an altar of depravity: huge mattresses, low red and gold lights, every toy displayed on glass trays, open bottles of lube, soft cuffs, light whips, plugs, strap-ons, and lit scented candles. A 360° camera on the ceiling captured every angle.

The robotic voice announced, solemn and low:

“Welcome to the Grand Final of No Limits. This is the last scene. Complete orgy of the three finalists, no limits, with every element that appeared during the show. The audience decides in real time. At the end, the Overall Best Performance and the grand winner will be announced.”

The orgy began slowly, almost reverent.

Fábio pulled Bruna to him and kissed her deeply, tongues tangling with familiar hunger. Elisa approached from behind, kissing Bruna’s neck while her hands squeezed her tits, pinching her nipples hard. Bruna moaned into Fábio’s mouth, body already responding.

Fábio laid Bruna on her back and spread her legs. He entered her slowly, inch by inch, feeling her hot, wet walls clench around him. At the same time, Elisa straddled Bruna’s face, lowering her dripping pussy onto her mouth. Bruna licked with devotion, tongue sliding over her swollen clit while Fábio fucked her deep and steady.

Soft moans filled the suite. Elisa rolled her hips slowly on Bruna’s face, hands squeezing her own breasts. Fábio increased the pace, slamming harder, the wet sound of flesh against flesh echoing.

The audience voted for more intensity.

Fábio put Bruna on all fours. She stayed on hands and knees, body trembling with anticipation. He positioned himself behind her and buried his thick cock in her soaked pussy with one deep thrust. Bruna let out a long moan, back arching.

Elisa knelt in front of her, holding her face with both hands.

“Open your mouth for me,” she ordered, voice sweet but dripping with lust.

Bruna obeyed. Elisa guided the thick strap-on into her mouth. Bruna sucked greedily, lips sliding along the length while Fábio pounded her from behind.

For a few minutes they created the perfect rhythm: Fábio fucking Bruna’s pussy with hard, deep strokes while Elisa held her hair and fucked her mouth, making her drool.

Bruna moaned around the dildo, being used by both at once. Her tits swung with every thrust, sweat running down her skin.

Then they switched.

Fábio moved to the front. He sat on the edge of the mattress and pulled Bruna’s face to his lap. She opened her mouth and swallowed his cock, sucking hungrily while tears of overwhelming pleasure ran down her cheeks.

At the same time, Elisa positioned herself behind Bruna, lubed the thick strap-on, and pushed slowly into her tight ass. She started gentle, then firmer, until the dildo was completely buried.

Bruna was on all fours again: mouth full of Fábio’s cock, pussy throbbing empty, and her ass completely filled by Elisa’s strap-on.

Elisa started thrusting harder, gripping Bruna’s hips. With every stroke Bruna moaned loudly around Fábio’s cock, the muffled, wet sounds filling the suite.

Fábio held her hair, guiding her head.

“That’s it… suck it like a good little slut,” he growled, voice rough.

Elisa fucked her ass deeper, one hand reaching down to rub Bruna’s clit. The pleasure was too much. Bruna shook violently.

They switched again.

Elisa lay on her back and Bruna climbed on top. Elisa thrust the strap-on into Bruna’s pussy while Fábio positioned himself behind and, carefully but firmly, pushed into her ass. Bruna let out a raw scream of pure ecstasy as both holes were filled at the same time again — pussy and ass completely owned.

Fábio and Elisa found a synchronized rhythm, fucking her together. Bruna moaned nonstop, sweaty body trembling between them. Elisa pulled Bruna’s face down and they kissed passionately while Fábio kept pounding her ass with deep strokes.

Bruna’s orgasm hit like a wrecking ball. Her whole body convulsed, a powerful hot squirt gushing from her pussy as she screamed into Elisa’s mouth. Her legs gave out, but the other two held her firm, continuing to fuck her until she came again, even harder.

Fábio came next, burying himself deep in her ass with a guttural roar. Elisa followed, pressing the vibrator of the strap-on against herself while watching Bruna completely destroyed with pleasure.

The three collapsed together on the mattresses, bodies tangled, breathing ragged, hearts racing.

Bruna lay in the middle, being held by Fábio and Elisa, her body still trembling with the aftershocks of the most intense orgasm of her life.

Bruna cried softly, happy. Fábio kept kissing her forehead. Elisa smiled serenely beside them.

The robotic voice announced the final results:

Overall Best Performance of the Reality: Bruna

Third Place: Elisa

Second Place: Fábio

Winner of No Limits: Bruna – R$1 million reais

Bruna broke down crying, wrapped tightly in Fábio’s arms. Elisa congratulated them with a sincere, emotional hug.


Epilogue – Six Months Later




Bruna and Fábio lived together in a bright apartment in São Paulo. The prize money had been used to open “Corpo Livre,” a small, cozy studio of conscious sexual wellness. Bruna was finally living the dream she always wanted.

They made love almost every night — sometimes slow and tender, sometimes with the same raw hunger from the show. But now there were no cameras. No audience. Just the two of them.

One night, on a trip to the Northeast, on the wooden balcony of a bungalow facing the sea, Fábio took her against the railing. The warm breeze hit their sweaty bodies as he fucked her deep, staring into her eyes.

“It started as pure filth…” he growled, voice rough.

Bruna smiled, nails digging into his back as she came hard.

“…and became the best thing in my life.”

They came together, wrapped in each other, sealing the end of No Limits and the beginning of something beautiful, real, and only theirs.


Epilogue – Carla & Elisa




Six months after No Limits ended, Carla and Elisa lived together in a charming little house in Santa Teresa, Rio de Janeiro. The view from the balcony showed Christ the Redeemer in the distance, but what really mattered was the peace they had finally found.

The relationship that began inside the mansion, between stolen glances and secret touches, had become something deep and true. It wasn’t just desire anymore — it was love, complicity, and a partnership neither of them imagined finding in such a savage show.

That hot Saturday afternoon, the two lay in a large hammock on the wide balcony. Carla was topless, wearing only tiny shorts. Elisa, lying on her side, traced lazy circles on her girlfriend’s belly with her fingers.

“I still can’t believe we survived that madness,” Elisa murmured, smiling.

Carla laughed softly and kissed her.

“Me neither. But if it weren’t for that chaos, I never would have found you for real.”

They kissed slowly, then deeper. Elisa climbed on top of Carla, legs intertwined. Their mouths moved with familiar hunger, tongues dancing while hands explored bodies they already knew by heart.

Carla flipped Elisa onto her back in the hammock and kissed her way down — neck, firm breasts, soft stomach — until she reached between her thighs. She licked slowly, savoring every moan. Elisa arched, fingers buried in Carla’s short hair, hips rolling against her mouth.

“Just like that… right there…” Elisa whispered, voice hoarse.

Carla increased the pace, sucking her clit with both care and hunger. Elisa came with a long, trembling moan, body convulsing in the gently swinging hammock. Carla climbed back up, kissing her way to Elisa’s mouth.

Elisa smiled, still panting, and turned Carla on her side. She hooked one of her legs over her waist and started grinding, their wet pussies sliding together in a slow, delicious rhythm. They moaned together, foreheads pressed, eyes locked. The pleasure built until they came almost at the same time, bodies trembling, wrapped around each other, whispering each other’s names.

Afterward they lay sweaty and happy in the hammock, the light breeze cooling their skin.

“You know I love you, right?” Carla said, tracing Elisa’s face with her finger.

Elisa smiled and kissed her palm.

“I know. And I love you even more. Outside that house, no cameras, no audience.”

They kept talking softly. Carla had gone back to work as a personal trainer. Elisa kept her travel channel, now with a more intimate touch — videos about self-knowledge, female pleasure, and real relationships.

They also created content together: sensual but elegant videos full of natural chemistry. The audience that had followed them since the show loved seeing the couple born in the middle of chaos. They made good money, but the most important thing was doing it their way, with no pressure.

At night, as the sun set behind Christ the Redeemer, Carla hugged Elisa from behind on the balcony.

“Remember the first time we kissed in the mansion?” Carla asked.

“Of course I do,” Elisa answered. “It was during that mixed orgy. In the middle of everyone, I could only think about you.”

Carla kissed her shoulder.

“Now I only think about you too. But with no one watching.”

Elisa turned and kissed her again, this time with a naughty smile.

“Then let’s take advantage that no one is watching…”

They laughed and went inside the house hand in hand, leaving the hammock swinging alone on the balcony.

In the end, the reality show that almost destroyed so many people ended up bringing Carla and Elisa exactly what they didn’t know they were looking for: each other.

And there, far from the red lights and the votes, they were simply happy.


Final Author’s Note




We’ve reached the end of Total Sex: Owned by the Audience.

Thank you for diving into this filthy, addictive madness with me. I hope Bruna, Fábio, Elisa, and Carla made your heart (and other parts) race.

If you enjoyed it, please leave a star review on Amazon. For independent authors, every star makes a huge difference.

Want more dirty, dark romance? Follow me on Instagram/TikTok: @e.k.kage.livros

With lots of lust and a touch of darkness,

Evelyn K. Kage
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