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“Thank you so much for seeing me,” said Eva, trying to read from the man’s handshake what kind of person he might be. His appearance gave little away: he was a middle-aged, thin man of medium height, with dark hair that was graying here and there at the ends, seemingly for no reason.

“I thank you for coming,” said the Dom, just as politely. “And also for accommodating me. I had a meeting arranged for me at this hotel, which is why you had to drive so far.”

“A meeting? So... were you busy today?” The girl tried to make small talk, but her voice trembled. She felt strange in this expensive restaurant of a prestigious hotel, with freshly ordered wine on the table, with a complete stranger whom she had come to offer him her body, and in a sense, her soul.

“The last meeting just ended, but nothing serious,” the Dom sipped his wine and took out a thin folder from his briefcase. He opened a freshly printed page filled with handwritten notes.

“This is the questionnaire you filled out... I hope you don’t mind if we talk about it in detail.” 

“Of course,” the girl answered, casting her eyes, discovering her own answers on the paper. “Thank you!”

“I’m thanking you... Eve!” The Dom found her name on the paper. “Sorry, I have such a terrible memory for names and I was distracted by the details. It's true that I was in a meeting, but I had a few hours to study the material in peace,” he looked up at her. “And I can say I liked what I saw. May I ask who gave you my contact details?”

“A friend of mine, Melinda, had been visiting you,” replied Eva.

“Oh yes, Melinda,” mused the Dom. “It's a pity she moved away.”

“That’s what she said...”

“Fortunately, she visits me every time she comes home,” he leaned back, pleased. “But we are not here to talk about Melinda now. We are here to talk about you.”

“Yes, well, in a private conversation when... well...”

“Go ahead, your secrets will be safe with me,” said the Dom.

“All right...,” Eve sipped her wine and her eyes wandered far into the distance. “So we talked through the fact that my fiancé and I were having a less than satisfactory intimate life. He's nice, he's sweet, he's not a bad guy, he's anatomically fine. I just wish the sex was a little more... kinky.”

“Kinky?” the man raised his eyebrows.

“Yes, as I said in the questionnaire...”

“Of course, of course, the questionnaire!” he nodded. “The photo you sent was good, but in person... you look quite different.”

“Really?” She was shocked. “But I attached a recent picture...”

“Your face and body look exactly like the picture.” She could feel him eyeing her short brown hair, full breasts and waist. “But in person, the energy you exude is quite vibrant!”

“Vibrant?”

“Vibrant, alive... I can work with that!” The man stated firmly. “Because of course the answers you wrote down are also important, I'm glad you enjoy sex messages, I like that you have experience in spanking, you know the basics and the importance of using a collar. I particularly enjoyed reading about your experiences with blow jobs. That's amazing, I thought when I was reading them, you have something to build on, feed on, lay the groundwork for.”

Eve did not reply. Even though she had been preparing for this meeting for days and knew in advance that it would not be about butterflies and flowers, she still found the tension shocking. The man across the table was analysing her most perverse desires with the calm and coolness of a man who was discussing a recipe for dinner.

“Hair pulling, hard fucking, blindfolding,” he went on, without emotion. “Interesting, exciting, something to talk about. But what really interests me, and why it was worth meeting you, is the sexual charge you exude. That certain elusive plus that hides behind the solid make-up and the pretty hairdo, but is almost palpable to the eye. And that tells me you're worth my time, that we can have wonderful adventures together.”

“So... that’s it? Am I hired?” she asked in disbelief.

“Let’s not call it a hiring,” he waved with his hand again. “I like to think of my dom-sub relationships as adventures together, where we can achieve something together that we can't really achieve during the grey workdays. Want to come with me on a secret adventure? Okay, I’m ready for you.”

She didn't know what to say to that, didn't know what to do next. But he asked for the bill, and while the waiter tallied up their food and drinks at the counter, he stood up:

“It’s been a long week, I’m glad my company treated me to a meal at this hotel today. I had planned to visit the spa after dinner. I've heard enough, and I think you also know enough about me to decide whether you want to join me today.”

“But I didn't bring a bathing suit with me!”

“It’s a very small wellness area with a sauna, where a bath towel is enough. Just mention it at the reception and they will help you,” the man said, and paid the bill. “I guess it was a lot to ask in advance, so think it over. Anyway, I'll be in the sauna, time to relax a bit,” he loosened his tie. “The decision is now yours!”

Eve was watching him as he walked out of the restaurant. She liked his determination, his sense of purpose. She felt she arrived at the edge of a completely unknown territory with him, more uncertain about the future than she had ever been since she had been a teenager. Should she follow this basically stranger into the sauna of this luxurious hotel? Should she be his whore, like a cheap little slut who obediently follows her Master wherever he goes?

Or should she return to the safety of her fiancé's cuddly arms in their small apartment and watch his favorite show with him tonight? Surely there's a cold beer at home, they could order Chinese, and she won't feel guilty the next day. No dirty little details can get out, and she’d be safe for the rest of her life.

Then her eyes slid to his buttocks. Beneath the trousers of the suit, the muscular hemispheres were clearly visible. Eve smiled and made a decision.

In less than ten minutes, she was pacing the cold floor of the spa barefoot, wearing only a loose bath towel. She couldn’t find any slippers, but was struck by the cleanliness of the place and the harmony of the plants and exotic incense. She was particularly pleased that she didn’t see anyone else downstairs, so perhaps it wasn't a busy evening.

The Dom was already sweating in the sauna. The sheet only covered his waist. Eve involuntarily bit her lip, now free to survey what the suit had covered so far. The man's broad shoulders and lean build had been visible before, but now she could clearly see his muscular stomach and sinewy waist.

- Well, well,” he leaned back as she opened the glass door of the sauna. “Want to join me?”

“Yes,” she answered. "I feel like my place is here tonight.”

“Good decision,” he said, standing up. He straightened his back, his gaze became stern, and the tired businessman switched to a real Dom in a single moment. “And why exactly are you here?”

“To serve you," Eve declared, casting her eyes. She stood motionless in the middle of the sauna, feeling his gaze on her as he walked around. When he stopped behind her, he reached around her waist and pulled the sheet off. Eve flinched and would have reached for the sheet involuntarily, but he took her hand:

“The sauna is the healthiest when you're naked,” he whispered in her ear, and at this close range, Eve could feel his throbbing cock pressed against her bottom. “And of course we don't want it stained, do we?”

She still dared not move. The sheet slid to the floor, revealing Eve's naked, plump buttocks and wet pussy. From behind her back she could hear a contented sigh, but she didn’t dare to turn around, didn’t dare to look into the eyes of the man who was examining her.

The man walked on: he stepped in front of her, and from there he looked at her round breasts, belly and thighs. Eve gathered courage by now, looking searchingly into his eyes, trying to guess how much her new Master would be pleased by the sight.

“I still feel something strange,” he observed. “Some kind of inhibition... Are you sure you want to do this?”

“Of course I am,” she answered quickly. “I’m here, and I’ll do anything you want... Sir!" she added enthusiastically, as she had read in BDSM books. But he shook his head and stepped to the door.

“Think again!” he declared, and grabbed the doorknob. “I have to go out anyway, I may have drunk too much water, it seems. But I’ll be back soon, so you can decide how far you're willing to go.”

“You don't have to go out,” she said quietly, casting her eyes.

“What?” he turned back from the door. Eve looked him in the eye and slowly knelt down on the warm, steamy floor of the sauna, her mouth wide open. Dom looked at the naked girl kneeling in the sauna steam with a satisfied smile. Then he stepped back in front of her and threw his towel on the floor: his cock was staring right at Eve's wide open mouth.

“Shall I?” the Dom asked, and the girl just nodded. The man took his cock in his hand and, as if with a watering hose, aimed it at the roof of her mouth. Pale urine erupted from the head of his cock in a strong stream and flooded Eve's mouth. To her surprise, she couldn’t taste any particular taste except for the lukewarmness, but was surprised by the quantity. It spilled out of her mouth, down onto her breasts and from there onto the warm wooden floor. He waited calmly for all the liquid to drain out, then stepped closer still, shaking the last drops onto Eve's lips so that the head of his cock touched her lips.

“Is that what you thought about?” he asked. She gasped and nodded, but didn't dare pull her tongue back into her mouth.

“Spit it back out,” the Dom said. Eve now withdrew her tongue, gathered up what was in her mouth and spat it back onto his cock. The urine mixed with saliva slowly slid down the prancer dick.

“Nice,” he declared, and then he pushed his cock into her mouth. This was familiar territory for Eve: sucking was her forte, and her previous partners had not complained, and had even asked her to do it again and again with obvious pleasure.

She let the man's cock down her throat and began to bob gently, brushing her lips along his veins.

“Suck me!” he stepped closer, his cock already ramming into her throat, filling it completely. Her nose touched his lower belly, trying to keep her teeth away from his thick cock. She sucked vigorously, the way she really wanted to please a man: she wondered how long he would last.

The Dom grabbed into her hair, pulling her head on his cock. He forced it to his testicles into her mouth over and over again. Eve’s saliva dampened the rock hard phallus, making it slick and slippery: she recalled that none of her partners had ever fucked her face so hard before.

“Touch yourself!” he commanded, and Eve's hand slid down to her pussy between her open thighs. With one hand she pulled the skin of her clit apart, with the other she circled on it wildly.

She hadn't felt so turned on in a long time. She was impressed by the secret situation that neither her friends nor her fiancé could have known about: that the solid, young lawyer, who had worked with precision and reliability in her profession, was kneeling like a cheap little whore in an unknown sauna of an unknown hotel, her mouth dominated by a hitherto unknown man with wild passion. Her pussy was almost dripping wet, flooding her clitoris and dripping with her sweat onto the hot wooden floor of the sauna.

He enjoyed her sucking with deep moans, fucking her mouth hard, as if she were really just a cheap little whore or a sex toy. Eve could barely breathe, the sultry air of the sauna made this dirty adventure a real challenge, so it was a great relief when he pulled his cock out of her mouth and leaned in close to her face:

“Can you hold still? Can you breathe?”

“Yes... Sir!” she gasped, and the Dom smiled in reply:

“Then let's continue! My little whore...” And Eve was almost taken aback when her new Master spurted a good amount of saliva from his mouth among her panting lips. The liquid was pleasantly sticky and cool: it had wetted the man's cock, which he now pushed back between her lips.

The new impulse made Eve shudder, and there on the floor, with the unknown Dom's cock in her mouth, rubbing her clit furiously, she just came.

“That's it...,” he moaned, pulling her head harder on his cock. “You love cock, don't you?”

And Eve really loved the cock. She loved it, loved the hardness of it, the softness of its skin, loved the moans she made from guys with her lips. But she also loved the way this guy fucked her mouth in a wild, animalistic way. The shivering rippled through her body again and again, from her clit to the top of her head: if he hadn't held her head firmly, she would have toppled from her kneeling position.

The Dom thrust a few more times, then pulled his drooling cock out of Eve's mouth.

“On your tits,” he burst out, and Eve obediently clenched and offered her huge breasts to him like a tray. She watched his reddening acorn at close range, which the Dom jerked two more times, then shot. Semen covered her breasts in large patches.

“That's it...,” he groaned with deep, almost palpable relief. Eve smiled as she accepted the hot cum on her clenched breasts: her nose was flooded with the distinctive scent, which made her drool move even more in her mouth.

When he was completely empty, he gasped and stepped back, opening the door. The steam spilled out to the corridor, the incoming cool air outside chilled Eve's sweaty body. She looked down at her breasts, covered in semen and sweat. Unlike her previous adventures, the Dom's semen had not begun to seep onto her skin, the steam from the sauna and the sweat beading on her tits kept the white liquid moist and even slightly loosened it. Eve smiled and spread the semen in large circles on her breasts, as if she were just refreshing her body with this filthy lotion. The white juice was completely spread over her rounded breasts, dripping down from her nipple to the warm wooden floor with her sweat.

“Is this the kind of service you had in mind?” she asked with a happy smile.

“It’s a good start,” said the Dom. “Now come with me!”

He held out his hand and helped her up, pulling her to the corridor behind him. The shower was just outside the sauna door: they stepped in and he turned on the tap. He set the water to lukewarm and rinsed her neck, breasts, stomach and back in small circles. Eve held her face under the jet of water, too, and used her two palms to wash away the sweat, enjoying the way the running water cleaned her whole body.

“Well, well...,” the Dom mused, running his fingers over his newfound slave's skin, pushing his fingertips into her spiked hair. “We’ve only just met, and I’ve already marked you with my semen and urine. Like a stallion does his mare. Is this what you had in mind when you sought me out?

“Yes,” she declared, glaring. “And I really... really enjoyed it!”

“Good,” said the Dom, turning off the water. “See you at the weekend. And you’d better get ready, because I'm going to fuck you mercilessly.”
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“What’s the problem?” the Dom asked, and Eve could sense an edge of concern in his voice. Of course, it was difficult to really analyse what emotions were driving him, for just then he stopped his thorough and persistent prodding of her.

Eve was lying spread-eagled on her back on a cold table. Her elegant black dress was pushed to her waist and pulled down from her breasts. Her panties lay like a sloppy ball on the floor somewhere beneath the slab of the rough wooden table. Her legs stretched like two stalks of a V, tied to the wall and a rack, her black high-heeled shoes like jewels on her feet.

That evening she had really prepared herself, arriving at the Dom's apartment like a true high society dame. He had been visibly pleased to see her, made up to look like a doll, walking in with theatrical elegance, perfumed, carrying a tiny patent leather handbag. Almost immediately, he had led her to his sex dungeon, where he had laid her on the table, had blindfolded her with her own stockings, and had caressed her body with assorted toys. After some gentle touches of the pen had come firm strokes of the belt – she had squealed as she had enjoyed the subtle yet searing smacks on her thighs and buttocks. The ruler, however, had surprised her, especially after the belt. The thin plastic slats had tingled wildly against her skin, making her scream out tiny cries.

Eve was impressed by his creativity: he could excite her so much with perfectly ordinary objects that her whole body trembled with desire. It dawned on her that all this could be done at home, but her fiancé had never once given her such pleasure with any of them.

The Dom must have been really good at his job, even while he was decorating her skin, he must have noticed that Eve was in a different head space. He stopped flapping. Eve heard the ruler on the floor click.

“Are you thinking of something else?”

“I’m sorry, Sir,” she raised her blindfolded head, 'I just remembered that things don't exactly work like that at home. This is all... so good! I've never been...”

“We'll try a more intense stimulus,” he said firmly, kneeling down in front of the table. He bent down on her spread pussy and licked around it gently. His tongue dripped warm saliva gently over her skin, but he was careful not to touch her lips or her clit.

“Oh...,” she moaned in a muffled voice, and the Dom raised his head. “It’s much better now, right?”

“Yes...” she panted and let her head fall back, enjoying the further pleasure. He circled his tongue slowly, lustfully around her pussy again, then touched her lips and circled them just as slowly, lustfully. Eve's eyes tightened pleasantly in her stockings and she lifted her hips to give him deeper access. But the pleasurable tonguing had already stopped, her pussy suddenly hit by a blast of cold air. Eve was disappointed to realise that she wasn't getting any more for the time being.

“What’s wrong?” she asked in a hushed voice.

“Why, what do you want?” asked the Dom.

“More...” moaned Eve pleadingly.

“What else?” he snorted.

“Lick me some more... please... it’s so good...”

“I’m sure it feels very good indeed, because your cunt is cruelly appetising,” said the Dom. “But I won’t mince with it today.”

“Well, don’t...”

“I’m going to lick you a bit more, then I’m going to fuck you like a cunt should be fucked,” he said, and the dirty talk made Eve even wetter. But especially the way he collected saliva and spat on her quivering, spread pussy lips. The saliva dripped warmly down the folds and into the opening, making Eve’s whole body shiver.

“There you go,” he nodded, then leaned back to her crotch. This time he went to work on her clit. First he licked around and around at the same slow pace as before her lips, then, dribbling another mouthful of saliva, he began to flick and nibble it with his tongue.

Eve was already writhing wildly on the table, her belly and groin tingling with heat, her vagina beginning to twitch rapidly. But the much-anticipated pleasure was yet to come: the Dom suddenly released her clitoris and just blew on it gently.

“Oooooooh...” Eve became annoyed, but then she received another dose of saliva on her clit in the form of another spit splash. The wetness was already dripping down onto her butt hole. The humiliation of the saliva on her body made Eve shudder again, but this time the man took pity on her: he returned to her crotch and now eagerly licked the inside of her pussy with precise, purposeful movements.

The pleasure ripped wildly through her body. Her open legs trembled, the heels of her shoes wobbling violently. A loud squeal erupted from her lips and she gasped for breath, waves of pleasure flooding her.

The Dom continued to lick Eve’s more and more sensitive clit with a satisfied smile, then stood up, unzipped his trousers and with one strong move thrust his rock hard cock into her throbbing cunt.

The girl was not at all over her orgasm, so she felt the penetration of his rock-hard cock of her trembling body as a minor shock, impaling her tightly, even though she was already quite wet from his saliva and her own orgasm. The Dom, however, didn’t care and started fucking her, relentlessly thrusting the head of his huge cock into her contracting insides, deeper and deeper.

“Come... come...” the Dom moaned in a low, animal voice, and grabbed her thigh. Eve’s screams were echoing from the ceiling, another wave of orgasms plowing through her body.

“Ooohhh!” She cried out as he slid a hand to her breast and cupped it, his nails digging into her delicate flesh. “Oh my God! That’s it!”

The Dom was impaling her hard now, his groin touching Eve’s lower body again and again with a loud snap. He even slapped her breasts with his open palms, fucking her so hard that Eve thought she would slide off the table.

Then she came again. The man in control of her body fucked her incessantly, and she let herself go in violent waves, screaming loudly as she orgasmed harder than ever. She gave herself over completely to the hard ride, even her head moving wildly with his thrusts.

But the Dom now stopped fucking her. He pulled his cock out of Eve’s pussy almost tenderly. Satisfied that her pussy lips became red already by his relentless pounding, the man stepped back and took a few deep breaths himself.

“Is that enough to distract you?” he asked panting.

“Very much so...,” moaned Eve. She could still feel a few twitches in her vagina, and her whole body seemed to have lost all strength.

“Then it's time to return the favour!” he declared. He pulled down the stocking covering her eyes from her face: the light suddenly cut into Eve’s eyes. The Dom looked into her eyes for only a brief moment, until he was sure she was aware of what was happening, then turned and stepped over the girl's head, still on her back.

“Open wide!” he commanded, and impaled her mouth with his throbbing wet cock from above with a sweeping thrust. The girl was surprised to taste the sweet pre-cum and her own pussy on the hard tool. She’d never done this before, her previous lovers had rarely lasted more than one body orifice. This hard perversion really turned her on. The head of his cock slid down her tongue, all the way to Eve’s throat. “It’s time for you to learn what a real deep throat is like.”

And he began to fuck his slave’s mouth hard. His cock filled her mouth completely, and, with the stronger thrusts, even her throat.

This was indeed the most intense face fucking Eve had ever went through. In comparison, her previous adventures had only been deep throat sucks, never before had anyone used her throat so hard and with such a fierce momentum. She would not have had a chance to suck the Master’s throbbing dick, he was pounding her throat so hard. He rested his strong palms on her taut breasts and fucked her mouth, leaning forward slightly, as if it was a pussy, a mere whole for his filthy pleasure. Eve’s legs were still bound, but she still had to grab to the edge of the table with her hands.

“Now that’s the way to do it...,” the man moaned. Suddenly he pulled his cock out and Eve gulped loudly. Finally she could breathe! Lying on her back, some of the saliva from the violent face fucking was dripping down her throat, so she coughed a few times. She also felt a few involuntary tears roll out of the corners of her eyes.

But the Dom didn’t give her any more time to get herself together. He leaned into Eve’s face, and just like on her labia, he spat a big one on her mouth. Then, like a toy, he impaled and began to fuck  her panting month with his throbbing cock again. Eve quickly found the rhythm to take a breath as he pulled his cock out just slightly. She breathed in tiny gasps and closed her eyes, enjoying how much this man was dominating her, enjoying the pleasure her mouth and throat were giving him.

“Now my balls!” the Dom ordered hoarsely, then added: "Open wide!”

Eve opened her mouth wide, and he looked into it expertly, even though he was dripping with sweat. “Wider!” he commanded, and nodded at the sight of Eve’s open chin: “Hold it!”

And the man straightened up, bent his legs and dropped his balls into his slave’s wide open mouth. At first, only the bottom of his sack would fit, but Eve opened her lips even wider and then felt the first one and then his second ball enter her mouth. She found the position strangely grotesque, but at least now she could breathe, even if the man’s muscular buttocks were gaping before her eyes. First she tried to massage the balls with her tongue, but as she could barely move it from the testicles filling her mouth, she soon gave up. So she confined herself to what she had learned about sucking them: sucking them as hard as she could, being careful not to damage any of his sensitive parts with her teeth.

“Yes...” moaned the Dom with pleasure.

The girl eagerly sucked the sweaty sack deeper. She could breathe quite well with her nose, she just had to swallow her saliva with a big suck every now and then.

“And now my ass!” he declared with passion, and pulled his balls out of her mouth. He pressed his buttocks against Eve’s mouth, but he felt nothing but her panting. So he rose and bent over her:

“What’s the matter, you’ve never done this before?”-he Dom asked at the sight of the girl’s wide eyes. Eve shook her head in shock. “It’s simple,” he explained. “And very, very pleasant. Maybe we should stop?”

Eve shook her head with the same wide-eyed expression.

“Good,” he said with a grin, and sat back down over his slave’s head. “Then first of all, pull it apart nicely.”

Eve took a tentative grip on the Master’s buttocks and opened up his asshole. The tiny brown circle under the testicles was clearly visible between the hairy, muscular hemispheres.

“Now lick around it like you're about to start a scoop of ice cream!”

Eve stuck out her tongue and slowly touched the tip of it to his sphincter. The Dom shuddered noticeably, but goosebumps ran down her back also. Apart from the delicacy of the area, it was no different from the rest of the man’s body, so she continued: tracing tiny circles around the opening.

“That’s it, baby, that’s it,” he moaned in satisfaction and lowered his buttocks on her face. “Deeper!”

What will be will be, Eve thought, and licked deeper. The puckered ring opened obediently to her tongue lashing.

“That’s right...” he moaned and Eve could hear him clearly as he swallowed hard. So that’s what her Master liked? Time to show him how ready she was to submit. She tongued his buttocks with fierce, hard licks – the heat flowing from his mucus membranes towards her only aroused her more. The Dom’s buttocks were pressed against her cheeks, barely able to breathe with her nose between them, yet she licked fiercely, with lots of saliva, wanting to show what she was capable of. The husky, tart taste of his buttocks flooded her senses. She was really enjoying the filthy and perverted way she was serving her secret lover right now. It also crossed her mind that after she had licked this man, she would soon afterwards be back home, pressing a huge, loving kiss on her fiancé's lips, and Steve would have no idea where her tongue had been before.

“Jerk it while you're doing it,” the Dom raised her hand. Eve reached for his cock, and stroked it up and down with quick, strong moves. At first she found it very difficult to concentrate on both movements, but she sensed from his moans that he didn't need much more, so she changed tactics: barely paying attention to her hand, she was jerking him as fast as she could - the slobbery cock throbbing wildly in her sweaty grip. Her tongue was fiercely lashing the narrow back door, and the man was already crying out:

“Here it comes!” and with a regal gesture he impaled Eve's mouth again, thrusting his cock deep among her panting lips.

“Swallow my cum!” the Dom ordered in a harsh tone, and the head of his cock spurted semen copiously down her throat. Eve was at first surprised by the huge mouthful, then she gathered her strength and swallowed the freshly milked, warm substance with fervour. He squirted some more down her throat. He impaled Eve's throat as senselessly and to his own pleasure as before, only this time more slowly, enjoying his spurt. All the saliva she'd been smearing on his testicles and buttocks with her tongue now dripped back onto her face, further loosening her make-up.

When his cock became completely empty, the Dom pulled it out of Eve's mouth. She gasped violently, drinking in the long-deserved fresh air. Her Master now smiled with satisfaction as he took a close look at her stained make-up, lipstick like a split lip, and skin bathed in sweat and saliva.

“I must look good,” she moaned after a few deep breaths.

“Like my slut should, exactly,” the man declared, and even playfully slapped her cheekbone with his flaccid cock. “I don’t want you to ever end up with a pristine face after any of our sessions. Make it look like I fucked your mouth.”

Eve sat up on the table and held onto the edge. Now she could feel how her body had grown numb from lying there for so long, even though she’d had so many pleasures. She wanted to wipe her face, but her Master stopped her:

“Go home like that,” his stern, commanding voice returned. “Let the people see what I have done to you.”

“But people... my finacé!”

“You’ll come up with something,” said the Dom with a smile, “Or maybe you’ll just get lucky and avoid the attention of others. After all, a taxi driver doesn’t watch his customers’ faces that closely.”

Eve didn't say anything, but the thought of stepping out into the street, among strangers, with her Master's mark on her face, gave her another pleasant shiver. The Dom took her face in his palm and scanned it carefully:

“And now you’re going home! It’s getting a bit late, do you think your fiancé is still up at this hour?”

“I don’t think so, he’s had a busy day,” Eve sighed. “Part of the reason I am here with you...”

“Even if he's asleep, he’ll surely be glad to have a goodnight kiss...” the Dom stroked her hair, “especially a sloppy kiss full with a stranger’s cum!”
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Eve had just finished writing the meeting minutes when the first message from the Dom arrived. She could see from the header who had written her private message, but until her boss had signed and approved the document, she didn’t dare open it. She was particularly thrilled and heartbroken by this unexpected surprise, and kept it for herself as a secret gift until she could get back to the privacy of her office.

“I have an assignment for you,” he wrote. This was new: until now they had only met in seclusion, like true secret lovers, but now the message had drawn her workplace and into the scene of their passion, which pleased Eve.

“I’m listening,” she wrote back.

“Go to the bathroom,” came the reply almost immediately. “Find an empty booth.”

Eve almost ran to the restroom. It occurred to her that anyone who saw her might suspect diarrhoea, but she just smiled at that. She hadn't seen her Master in a week, and though they'd only been together a few times, she already missed his touch, his eyes, and his perverse imagination. Unfortunately, even her fiancé hadn't been on hand to satiate her desire in his own low-key way for the past week, as he had been attending to family matters.

So Eve was left to her own, and her body had been demanding for days that she should get what she deserves. Thus the Dom's unexpected message felt to her like a bolt of lightning. She pushed the door of the rest room open with full of pep, which made her colleague, who was inside doing her make-up in the mirror, jump:

“What the...?” She turned to Eve but she didn’t care, just hurried into one of the white, lilac smelling booths, sat on the cover of the seat and couldn’t wait for the other woman to leave the place. 

The colleague must have been playing for time, because she was still rambling for long, long minutes. When she finally left the bathroom, Eve looked around to make sure no one else was in there, then sent the answer she had already written with trembling fingers:

"I'm ready."

He now sent a link. Eve opened it, and in the small booth, the ad echoed unexpectedly, deafeningly. Eve immediately turned her mobile phone off and continued watching the recording.

In the video, a tall, black-haired girl was entering a pet shop, accompanied by a woman in a blue dress and a lecherous grinning man with a beard. The pet shop and the couple were ordinary, even the street visible through the window. But what was not ordinary at all was that the woman with the black hair was standing completely naked, even barefoot, in the company of the couple.

They were apparently joking a bit, and then the woman in blue pointed to the plastic kennel in front of the shop window, where pets are taken to the vet: Eve's eyes really widened when the black-haired woman smiled, knelt down and walked on all fours into the kennel. She smiled as she watched the woman in blue slap the black-haired porn actress’s naked bottom while she crawled in. The porn star’s humiliated position was both frightening and arousing. The kennel was then closed and they calmly did their business in the shop.

"What's this?" wrote Eve quickly to the Dom. The reply arrived quickly just the same:

"Exactly the kind of porn you want to see."

Eve let it continue playing. The actress on screen soon poked her head out the kennel door and was quickly given a collar and a leash. Some passers-by looked in and were surprised to see the naked, collared woman leaning out of the kennel. Some even came in and patted her face as a pet, and a close-up showed that the collar was not at all the fancy, elegant one you see in BDSM movies: it was a simple, cheap, Chinese blue leatherette piece that went well with the blue-clad woman's costume.

The actress was soon led out of the crate and given a rubber bone in her mouth. By this time there were several onlookers in the shop, watching curiously, and some even filmed on mobile phones how the woman in blue and the man with the beard led their slave around, patting her head and fondling her.

The game quickly turned to sex: the man took his cock out and put it in the mouth of the girl kneeling on the tile, who immediately began to suck it enthusiastically. The woman in blue, of course, interrupted him, giving her slave a drink of mineral water, which spilled onto the floor and into a blue dog bowl. The slave was made to lick the water from both the floor and the bowl. Eve watched in horror as the actress' tongue touched the tiles. She hoped that it had been thoroughly cleaned before the shoot. She glanced involuntarily at the snow-white tiles under her feet: would she ever do such a thing? The very thought gave her goosebumps.

The sucking continued, the naked woman with black hair was nodding her head at the man's cock while looking into the camera, her eyes showing a smiling and honest, vivid pleasure. Here the actress' porn routine was evident: she licked and sucked the cock in the usual, brisk manner as you can see in the hardcore movies, only turning away from the camera when someone in the shop audience touched her bottom or slapped her face.

The sucking was interrupted by a little interlude when people standing in the shop took a selfie with the actress. She smiled and looked at the mobile phones as if it was just a chance encounter with a celebrity on the street. But this celebrity then got down on her knees again, and this time the woman in blue was fucking her face with a strapped-on dildo, which was also light blue like her dress and dog bowl: it was clear that the prop had been carefully prepared for this scene.

"Touch yourself while you watch it." the message popped up.

Eve unzipped and pulled down her skirt, sat spread-eagled on the closed toilet, reached into her panties and began to touch herself. Her pussy was already quite wet, the humiliation of the video aroused her cruelly. As always when she watched porn, she tried to put herself in the protagonist's shoes. She was very attracted to the situation: kneeling naked in front of strangers and not thinking, not reasoning, not deciding, just doing what was expected of her without any stakes.

The woman in blue fucked the slave’s face even more savagely, even deeper than before: she took her head in two grips and pushed the plastic rod down her throat. The black-haired woman, of course, took it all in her stride. When the blonde woman got tired of this, she turned the actress around and led her back into the kennel, leaving only her bottom outside. She knelt up above her and immediately started fucking her. It was a strange sight to see two women's buttocks moving on top of each other, and between them, the blue dildo impaling the actress deeply. The onlookers were now filming the fucking from behind, in premiere plan view, with their mobile phones.

The filthy porn continued with fucking the actress’ face, then the woman in blue pushed her buttocks into the kneeling slave's face. Almost comically, she moved her groin across the face of the actress, who licked it to cheers from the crowd. When she got enough, they switched to the familiar spitroasting position: the woman in blue sitting on the kennel, fucking the mouth of the actress, who was being impaled from behind by the bearded man. The spectators leaned in for more selfies or took the hard fucking with their mobile phones held at arm's length.

"Let me see."

This was new, something his Master had never asked her to do before. Eve instinctively looked around, but quickly realised that she wasn't really worried about her co-workers: what if the picture fell into the wrong hands? What if it got out that the well-to-do, trustworthy lawyer was secretly fingering herself in the firm's toilets and sending dirty photos of herself to a stranger? She hesitated for a moment, but then remembered that she had gone to the Dom precisely so she could escape the good girl's cage and fornicate at her leisure. So she gritted her teeth and put the phone between her legs. It took her a few moments to find the right angle, but then she managed to snap a photo of her pussy, with two fingers pulling the skin from her clit.

She sent it to him, then waited a while. The silence in the bathroom was making her uncomfortable, so she started the video again.

The actors switched again: the man was lying on the floor, the naked woman crouched over him with her legs spread. She easily took his cock into her and started to ride him: the spectators in the shop were already a little bored, some looking at other things on their mobile phones or showing off to the person next to them. The woman in blue also knelt down and put the leash hanging from the naked woman’s collar into her mouth. She fucked the porn star’s mouth with it for a little, then pulled out, making her slave bark to the amusement of the onlookers. The girl snorted with glee, almost laughter, and those around her cheered her on with satisfaction.

“Great picture, it was worth the wait during the meeting,” came the message. “I might even jerk off to it later.”

Eve smiled and shook her head, the man's strong vulgarity both amused and filled her heart with a pleasant warmth. She continued watching the video. The blonde woman had just unhooked her artificial phallus, stood over the naked actress, and was making her lick her pussy. The camera this time showed the front of the mobile phones, which captured the three actors' fornication with high resolution accuracy. The blue-clad woman standing above the brown haired porn star was already making her lick her ass, then she rose up and slapped the cheap blue leash on the buttocks of the slave riding on the man's lap. The fine blue faux leather left no trace on the actress's rounded bottom. Eve could almost feel the light strokes on her own skin, and the cruel thrill drew her closer and closer to her own pleasure.

And just as a lustful moan was about to escape her lips, she was interrupted: two of her other colleagues stepped into the restroom. She immediately stopped the video, and of course, stopped touching herself. The other two girls were laughing aloud, not caring about anyone else in there.

“And then he wrote to me, “I respect you as a human being”, you know?“ complained one of the girls.

“How could he be such a fucking prick,” her friend immediately retorted. “Did he want to get rid of you already? Good thing you only made him lick you you!”

“Yeah... What did he think, just because he took me to restaurants and movies for two months, I'd swallow?”

“The little fucker!”

Eve clutched her phone with reddening fingers and wished the two girls to hell. She felt their vulgarity particularly annoying, their squeaky laughs echoing between the white tiles sharply. She felt real agony by the time they left and she could start playing the video again.

The ride went on with the naked girl facing the lecherously grinning man. The director showed little imagination at this part, essentially repeating the previous cowgirl position and the oral given to the lady in blue. The onlookers became really lively and active when the woman in blue pulled the black-haired beauty from the man's lap and led her on her knees around the shop. The extras took it in turns to pat her or even press her face into their dress-covered buttocks

The scene ended in the traditional way: the bitch was handed the blue bowl, which she held right under the man's cock and collected all the semen he just ejaculated. The woman in blue even stroked the man’s testicles during his orgasm, fingering the kneeling actress' outstretched tongue a few times

That was enough. Eve came vividly. She was very glad that no one else was in the bathroom. She really restrained herself, but she still let out a loud, pleasurable sigh. Her thighs and even her vagina twitched, the heels of her high heels clinked loudly on the tiles.

When the man emptied all his semen into the bowl, the slave buried her face in it and cleaned it all up with her tongue. The woman in blue even dumped the bowl on the kneeling girl's head and they had a laugh about it. Finally, the slave got the slobbery bowl in her teeth, was led back to the kennel by her perverted masters, and then the door was slammed shut.

The scene ended there. They cut to an interesting conversation with the black-haired actress, where she said how much she enjoyed the filming, but Eva turned the video off.

“I would be that dog that cleans the bowl!!!” she wrote to the Dom with trembling fingers.

“You will be,” came the reply.
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Eve entered the restaurant with excitement. She had prepared exactly as the dom had asked her: her legs and pussy were clean-shaven, she wore an elegant red dress up to mid-thigh without a bra (she had to look like the woman in red in The Matrix, the dom had explained earlier), and she bought her sexy high heels especially for the occasion. She didn't wear any jewellery, she had just sprayed her favourite exotic perfume on her most vivid body parts (be the most fragrant present on my birthday, the dom requested). By the time the taxi had driven her to the elegant luxury hotel, her pussy had already been dripping with excitement. Was he really so into her that he wanted to spend the evening with her? And is he really so pleased with her that he asks for nothing but Eve's devoted, complete service?

She had never before regarded herself as such a precious trophy. Especially if she thought about her fiancé. This time it hadn’t proved too difficult to get away either; when she had referred to going out with her friends, he had just mumbled something to the computer monitor.

Well, if he doesn't appreciate what he has, someone else will! The dom, for instance, who'd taken possession of her body and soul in their past encounters. Eve now waited with excited curiosity to see what he had in store for her tonight.

She just had to mention the man’s name to the endlessly kind, dyed blonde receptionist, the girl smiled immediately and assured Eve that she would show her to her reservation immediately. As their stilettos simultaneously clicked on the gleaming stone of the crowded restaurant, Eve surveyed the girl's gorgeously swaying hips and wondered whether her Dom had also taken this youngster. At the sight of her round buttocks, she decided he probably had, and was just flickering the poses in her mind as her dom probably embraced her when the girl turned and pointed to the table:

“That'll be it, ma'am. The waiter will be right with you to take your order.”

To Eve's surprise, it wasn't the Dom sitting at the table, but a young, very attractive-looking woman. Her dyed blonde hair made her look younger than her real age, betrayed only by a few cobweb-like wrinkles under her eyes. Her plunging neckline and black dress definitely radiated her sexuality.

“I'm Leila,” she held out her hand elegantly. Her handshake was soft and light. Her fake nails, painted pink, just touched the back of Eve's hand before she, too, made a confused introduction.

“Didn't you know I'd be here today?”  the woman asked with a light smile as they took their seats.

“Not really...,” Eve said.

“Don't you know why you're here? It's all right, darling, relax, you're in the right place. You just know... It's not the usual line-up tonight.”

“What?”

“It's a kind of tradition, you know? Since... well, let’s say, since he liberated me,” Leila winked mischievously, "we still get together sometimes, but we always spend his birthday together.”

“How long have you known him?” The situation piqued her interest.

“Four years. And we've tried a lot of things together since then. I owe him a lot, you know? Without him, I wouldn't be who I am today.”

Leila stared into the red wine in her glass with a misty look. Eve watched her from across the table. She wondered what her Master had planned for that night. Would he fuck this woman in front of her? Or was he going to get her involved?

“Ah, so the ladies had already met?” The man sat down next to them. “Great! Well, let's have dinner!” He rubbed the palms of his hands together and smiled, and briskly dictated the order. He had just glanced at Leila quickly, and was already listing her choice of dinner to the waiter, which the blondie acknowledged with a warm smile. At the end, they both looked questioningly at Eva, who also told the waiter what she would like to eat and then the waiter left. The silence was soon broken by the man:

“Thank you so much for joining me on my birthday,” he leaned back in his chair. “I’ve been waiting for this for so long, and this week has been so tough, it feels good to have a nice relaxing session with the both of you.”

“I’ve also been looking forward to it,” Leila added with a nasty smile. Eve couldn’t decide whether it was a made-up pose or sincere happiness. In any case, she decided to join the game. She wondered how it would all end.

After a light dinner, they soon ended up in a hotel room above the restaurant. Lilla embraced the Dom already in the elevator, entwining his body closely, vividly. He enjoyed the tiny, fierce kisses with his back straightened up. When the elevator door opened with a ding, he grabbed her hair, pulled her head back and hissed in her face:

“Relax, you can continue in there,” and both of them stepped out to the corridor with a lecherous smile. Eve followed them quietly.

The door of their room opened easily at the click of the card, and as the three of them entered, Leila, with the devotion of a fan teenage girl, dropped to her knees and began to undo the Dom’s trouser belt:

“Time to get your present!”

And by the time Eve had hung her bag on the rack, the blonde woman had already undone his fly and was fondling his thick cock. The Dom enjoyed the sucking with a contented sigh, not minding that the blonde woman's saliva was dripping on his grey suit trousers.

“‘Go and make yourself comfortable,” he motioned with his head towards the interior of the suite, so Eve turned her back on them. It was a strange feeling to walk in the quiet, elegant suite to the sound of pleasure-filled hooting and moaning, but as soon as she caught sight of the hot tub bubbling inside, she knew where to continue the party.

She easily shed her clothes and shoes. No sooner had she descended into the foam than the Dom arrived, leading Leila by the hair, on her all fours. The blonde's make-up was already thoroughly smeared, her mascara running in small streaks down her cheeks, her lipstick reddening in slate shapes around her lips. Eve guessed that he'd fucked her mouth hard outside while she undressed, but Leila's smile suggested that the evening was just beginning.

“So you're ready,” the man said, pleased. “That’s the way I like it!” And with lightning speed, he also disposed of his clothes, threw them down on Eve's clothes on the floor, and stepped into the pool beside Eve. She received him kneeling in the water, her mouth wide open, and immediately let his throbbing, slobbery cock go deep into her throat.

“Swallow it...,” the Dom moaned, spreading his legs wide and gripping her head.

Eve was sucking with her eyes closed, bobbing vigorously on the thick cock. Her fingers slowly crawled up his thighs, and with each nod, she let the throbbing head of his cock go deeper and deeper into her sloppy throat.

The dom enjoyed the pleasure with loud moans, Eve's saliva dribbling onto his balls and from there into the bubbling, foamy water. Eve slid her hand even higher up, wanting to pull the man's crotch into her mouth by the buttocks, but to her surprise she found the soft palm of a woman's hand. Instinctively, she arched her back, causing the cock to slip from her mouth; her thick saliva bound her lips like a bent bridge to the man's gaping tool.

Behind the Dom, Leila was kneeling in the water and pulled the man's buttocks apart with both hands. Her face pressed fully against the bottom of the Dom as she licked his asshole deep. With her eyes closed, she caressed his asshole, just as Eve had caressed his cock so far.

“Keep it up, kitty!” the dom commanded Eve, as she leaned back on his cock and began sucking him again. This time she sensed he was going wild, so she grabbed him, pulled his cock into her throat by his buttocks, and after a few vigorous nods, she managed to swallow the whole rock-hard cock. She held it in there and just enjoyed a little of the throbbing of her master's tool.

With a deep sigh, he pulled Eve's head onto his cock and Leila's head into his ass. His gaze fixed on the ceiling, he gasped, enjoying the pleasure. His tool throbbed more and more in his slave's mouth, and Eve was eager for the shot. But the Dom took her by the hair, pulled her head off his cock and bent down to her face. The movement made his buttocks press against Leila's face, making her lick his back door deeper. He closed his eyes for a moment, but then quickly regained control. He took the head of the panting, open-mouthed Eve in his palm, looked closely at her, smoothed her hair down, and then ordered her:

“Stick out your tongue!”

Eve took a breath, then stuck out her tongue, her saliva dripping from the tip into the swirling water - the thick drop quickly dispersed among the bubbles. The Dom smiled, then unexpectedly spat a large glob of spit on his slave's face. The spit was obviously intended for Eve's tongue, but it also got on her lips, chin and nose. The Dom smiled even more, dipped his hand in the water of the hot tub and then wiped the saliva from his slave's face.

“I fucking love you, you know that?” he whispered at close range, and then sighed by the tongue fucking of his asshole Leila provided behind him. “You two can work together in a great way!” he stated as a matter of fact, then reaching behind, he pulled the blondie forward. Leila crawled on all fours to Eve's side, then sat down in the hot foam and stared at the man's engorged member towering above her, licking her lips.

“I would love to come on your face,” the dom declared, stroking his cock. “But I'd also like to fuck some pussy for my birthday. Now who's going to volunteer?”

Eva was not surprised that Lilla immediately threw her hands up in the air like a well behaving schoolgirl, her lack of shyness had actually already become obvious by her body language in the restaurant. But now Eve was also eager to take the Master’s cock, so she also volunteered with the same gesture.

“Now this is what I like,”, the Dom declared. “Let’s start with you, Leila!”

He grabbed her hair and pulled her out of the water. As soon as they were out of the hot tub, he pushed her back onto all fours on the floor and pulled her by the hair, as if he were walking a dog. Leila obediently followed them, head held high, pushing her ass out, all the way to the glass wall of the bathroom, where he stood spread-eagled and looked out over the city. The evening light flickered across his pupils.

“Isn't it beautiful?” he asked, looking at the woman kneeling beside him. “Come, enjoy this view!”

He pulled the blonde up to himself and pushed her in front of him. He spat again, this time on the glass, and then pushed his slave's head down to it. Leila immediately bent down to it and began to clean up the scattered droplets of saliva with her tongue. In one swift motion, she licked the majority of it, then moved in small circles from top to bottom.

“That's it...,” he murmured. “Be careful, some’s dripping down there!”

Eve was delighted to see the harmony between the couple. It was obvious that this wasn’t their first time doing it, and this very hotel room might even have been familiar territory for them. The dominant man ruled the woman like a king, and she gave herself to him obediently. They complemented each other perfectly.

And then the Dom stood behind the blonde and with one decisive move impaled her with his huge rock hard cock. They both sighed simultaneously. The man pushed her down slightly and thrust his cock hard again and again deep into her sloppy wet cunt.

“Do you like the way I fuck her?” he asked, looking at Eve cheerfully.

“Very much,” moaned Eve.

“You can touch yourself,” the Master said, but it was clear from his tone that it was more of an order than permission. In any case, Eve was already feeling good about touching herself, her clit was tingling. She circled on it gently with her forefinger and watched as he fucked her slave with their bodies snapping against each other. She was itching for something to fill her hungry pussy, and decided to try a little self-indulgence to achieve her goal.

She got out of the hot tub and stepped behind the man, who smiled at her and reached towards her with his free hand, grabbed her hair and pushed her down. Eve knelt obediently and watched at close quarters as the man's stiff cock penetrated the blondie’s wet, swollen labia again and again. And so she could also see up close how her body shuddered, her knees barely holding her up, and how her casual acquaintance came with a loud scream in this unfamiliar hotel room above the city.

“That's it, bitch,” the Master moaned, fucking his slave steadily, sending a wave of pleasure through the blonde's body again and again. Even a tear rolled out of Leila's tightly closed eyes and dropped to the floor among the rest of her bodily fluids. Then the dom pulled his sloppy dick out and pushed it into the surprised Eve's mouth.

“Taste it,” he commanded, and Eve immediately went down on him, milking Leila's tart pussy juice from the throbbing member with a deep suck.

“You don't have to clean it all the way,” the man pulled Eve's head back slightly. “Leave some lube for your pussy!”

He still enjoyed the pleasure for a little while longer, then after a particularly deep thrust, when the head of his cock was threatening to stop Eve's breath in her throat, he pulled his cock out and slammed it across his slave's lips. The saliva slapped on her cheek, her already smearing makeup dissolving further.

“Your turn!” the Dom announced, making Eve look up with a look of delight. “Show me your pussy!”

Eve, remaining on her knees, immediately turned around and assumed the same posture she'd seen from Leila. Their Master immediately knelt behind her, now impaling her. This time it was Eve's turn to sigh, her eyes closed as she enjoyed the man's possession of the deepest recesses of her pussy. Taking her by the shoulders, he fucked her hard, vigorously, without any subtlety. His balls slapped against her wet clit. Leila was watching them closely, collapsed on the floor. Her blonde locks of hair clung to her face, her eyes staring misty into Eve's face.

“Spoil her a little,” the man ordered the exhausted slave, who looked up with a smile in her eyes. The Master motioned to Eve with his head, and Lella lay on the floor and slid under Eve.

Just like she had tasted pussy for the first time that night, this was the first time a woman's tongue had touched her clit. Her eyes widened at first, watching the wet, warm tongue on her sensitive clit, but as the man kept fucking her, she was forced to give in to the double pleasure.

“That's it..." he moaned, and after a few thrusts, Eve came. She couldn't decide if it was the hard fucking, or the tongue dancing on her clit, or if they all contributed to the games they went through in the hot tub. But it felt so good, her whole body tingling, even giving her goose bumps.

As usual, the Dom just kept fucking her as if her pleasure was just a curiosity that didn't distract him from his intense pounding. He gripped her body like a toy and fucked her with ever more violent, ever more intense moans.

“Turn around,” he moaned suddenly, and pulled his cock out of her quivering pussy. Eve obeyed, taking a deep breath, and the man's sperm was already arriving on her face. He didn't even have to beat his cock, white, thick jets of cum flew out of the head of his throbbing wet member, and Eve received them gasping. Only when the spurting stopped did the man reach out and jerked the last drops onto his slave's face. Then he stepped back and watched Eve with a satisfied smile, like a perverted painter finishing the masterpiece of his life.

Leila smiled and leaned over her face. She used exactly the same technique she had used on the glass wall: first she collected most of the semen with a few larger licks, then she moved down with smaller circles. She lapped up the white, thick droplets eagerly, carefully cleaning them off, leaving only a thin layer of saliva. And when she had cleaned it all up, she bent over Eve, who only then realised that her new acquaintance had not swallowed their Master’s juice; it was all there in her mouth. And now she beckoned Eve with her chin to open her mouth, which she did routinely, her tongue well outstretched. Leila's lips parted too, and from her tongue, which not so long ago had been dancing on her clitoris, now dripped a thick streak of cum diluted with her foamy saliva. Eve instinctively wanted to swallow, but Leila’s lips were already biting down on her. It crossed her mind that she just had another woman's tongue on her clit before they had even kissed, but she didn't have much time to think about it, their lips were already locked, their tongues softly caressing each other and spreading the saliva-mixed fresh hot semen evenly.
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“I told you you'd get a reward,” said the Dom. “I hope you like it.”

Eve didn't even know what to say. A moment ago, her master had removed the blindfold that had been covering her eyes, revealing what awaited her. They were in a discreetly lit hotel room with elegant furnishings, similar to the one where the man had taken her before. The girl stood completely naked in the middle of the room, except for the high heels adorning her feet. Her master had carefully undressed her at the entrance, and only then had blindfolded her and had led her into the suite. Goosebumps ran across her naked skin as she felt her master's hand on her neck: with a practiced movement, the man easily clicked the familiar collar onto her neck.

In front of her, a well-built black man in a black suit sat on a black sofa, a glass of whiskey in his hand.

“This is Ule,” the Master introduced the guest. “Ule, this beauty here is Eve. Eve has certain... desires.”

“Really?” asked the black man with interest. “What kind of desires?”

“Eve likes to be humiliated,” the Master began in the tone of a university lecturer. “She likes to be completely dominated. She likes not having to think about what to do, being used according to the whims of others. She doesn't really get the attention she deserves at home, so she came to me.”

“Interesting...” Ule put down his glass and stepped in front of the girl. “And how did the training go?”

“Surprisingly well,” replied the Dom. “Although she still has a few lessons left, she's done quite well so far. And she keeps coming back, she's very persistent.”

“So she liked the course?” Ule touched his thumb to the girl's lips. He gently traced them, then stroked her chin. “And is she enjoying it?”

“Very much! And she's a quick learner!”

“Really? Well, I have a few desires, as well...,” Ule muttered, pulling a silver chain out of his pocket. With a light, practiced movement, he clicked its end onto Eve’s collar, then pulled her close to him with an equally light tug. "For example, I like it when my slave humbles herself completely! When she goes down completely... like a puppy!”

And with another tug, he pulled Eve down, who slowly and obediently knelt in front of him. She immediately noticed his thick phallus straining against his pants, but said nothing, waiting for the next command.

“Bring the bowl to the little bitch,” said the guest, and the Master did so, taking out a shiny gray stainless steel bowl, the kind used to feed dogs. The man walked calmly over to the girl and placed it on the floor in front of her:

“Here you go, nice and warm!”

Eve looked at one man and then the other with wide eyes. Seeing their expectant gaze, she got down on all fours and crawled over to the bowl. She bent down and began to lap up the milk, just like a little puppy indeed. She stuck her bottom out, sensing that this was what her masters were waiting to see. The two men watched in awe as the girl lapped and slurped the milk.

“Good girl,” said Ule with satisfaction. He crouched down in front of her and lifted her head by her hair. He carefully examined her face, the milk dripping from her lips, her eyes sparkling with desire. Because Eva really enjoyed the tiny role she had been given, that of a bitch who had to humble herself in front of her guests, and she was very curious to see what they had planned for her that evening.

“Now come here,” Ule commanded, pulling the obedient slave crawling on all fours behind him with the leash. The man calmly sat down on the black sofa, which creaked under his weight. He pulled the girl in front of him and looked her over with a satisfied, lustful smile.

“Show me, Eve, what you've learned about properly pampering guests!” commanded the dom.

Eve thoroughly enjoyed the fact that they had been talking about her as if she were an object. Now that she had received a direct order, she knew immediately what to do: looking Ule in the eye, she slowly raised on her knees in front of him, then reached up, unzipped his fly, reached into his pants, and gently took out his cock. When it stood there in front of her eyes, Eve sighed deeply and swallowed hard.

“Is this your first time?” asked Ule.

Eve just nodded; she had never had anything to do with black men before.

“You can suck it,” said the Dom, and Eve stuck out her tongue and let the black cock slid into her mouth as if it were a sacrificial wafer. She enjoyed the taste with a small moan and caressed the thick rod with both hands. She slid her lips gently lower and lower, trying to take as much of the huge black cock into her mouth as possible.

“She's really good at it,” Ule declared with a big sigh. “No teeth, and her saliva is flowing properly...”

Eve proudly acknowledged the compliment, then took hold of the black sack with one hand, gently ran her nails over it, then warmed it in her palm, caressing and crumpling it. Her lips slid rhythmically up and down the shaft, her tongue probing it as hard as she could.

“That’s so fucking good...,” Ule moaned, but suddenly he grabbed her brown curls again and pulled her head up. Her lips came off the black cock with a sharp smack, but a thin string of saliva still connected them to the shiny head of it.

“Come up here,” Ule groaned hoarsely, and Eva knew she had done it the right way: the black man became very turned on by the blow job. He pulled Eve up onto the sofa by her collar and put her on all fours next to him. Behind him appeared the Dom, now completely naked; since Ule didn't seem bothered by it, it occurred to Eve how many times these two men had been naked together, and how many times they had fucked a girl together in a hotel room like this.

Ule lifted Eve’s hands behind her back and wrapped the silver chain hanging from the collar around her wrists. He bent the woman’s tense body over her groin, thrust his cock into her mouth, and began to fuck her mouth hard. In her vulnerable position, she surrendered herself completely to these two dominant men and acknowledged with a loud moan that her Master had begun to lick her ass.

She was used to her Master eyeing her with satisfaction, like a mare at a fair or a chosen whore — she had longed for something like this when she reached out to the Dom. It had happened several times before that her Master would touch her unexpectedly, fingering her gently during a theater performance, then bend her over the hood of his car in the parking lot and thoroughly lick her pussy out, or take advantage of the fact that no one had been in the sauna and sit her on his face — the man's stubble left red marks on her thighs for days, but of course her fiancé didn't notice anything.

But this was different. The Master was not pampering her at all: he was impaling her bottom with his tongue with a force she had never felt from him before. He penetrated it again and again with lots of saliva. Eve realised that this was not like the pleasurable licking she had experienced before: it was explicitly intended to make her asshole as gaping and relaxed as possible.

The thought of what this meant made her sphincter twitch. But the Dom just giggled at the sight of it, and after collecting some saliva, he spat a huge amount between her two rounded buttocks. The lukewarm liquid made her instinctively twitch, but her bottom opened up to him pleasantly.

She had no further chance to focus on her gaping butthole, as Ule grabbed her hair and forced his huge black cock deeper into her throat. The thick, throbbing rod filled her mouth completely, her saliva spilling onto his balls and dripping down onto the couch. The guest now held her head firmly with both hands, and fucked her mouth with the light thrusts of his groin. Eve stared wide-eyed, mouth wide open, at her own glistening saliva on the black faux leather.

Now was the moment when she really felt like a plaything between the two men. Her mind, her achievements or even her pay range meant nothing, her Dom and his friend were wildly possessing her like a cheap little whore. The hard pressure of the throbbing head of Ule’s cock in her throat was pleasantly complemented by her Master's tongue in her ass.

Ule suddenly jerked the girl's head up by the hair and looked her in the eye and asked,

“Can you take it?”

Eve gasped and nodded small ones as far as the hand in her hair allowed her. Ule smiled in satisfaction, then pushed her head back onto his long cock and began to fuck her mouth even harder. Eve now closed her eyes and enjoyed the cock pounding her mouth and the depths of her throat. She could barely breathe, her saliva dribbling profusely onto his balls, and from there onto Ule's ass and the couch.

“That's it, my little whore,” the black man praised her performance. “Take it deep...”

“I think she’s pretty relaxed now,” the Dom stated from behind, and straightened himself off Eve's buttocks. “She’s wet and gaping wide.”

“Do you think this would fit in?” Ule looked at his cock.

“I'll have to work on it a little bit more,” the Master admitted with a short nod. He leaned back on her bottom and this time began to finger her asshole. His forefinger slipped easily through the sphincter, but when he slid his middle finger alongside, the rear entrance tightened on them completely. “There's more to do here,” he declared, sliding more saliva onto the tips of his fingers and then turning them inside her bottom with evil thoroughness.

Eve moaned loudly, enjoying with her eyes closed as her Master’s expert fingers were making her asshole gape. As Ule was just pulling her head up off his cock, she gasped loudly too. The black man slammed his sloppy cock against her cheek, the saliva and his pre-cum clinging to Eve's cheeks in glossy spots, further dissolving her already smeared make-up. The girl eagerly moved towards her prey, but her guest restrained her, and slammed his dick even harder, this time against her lips, then her chin again.

“It will be good enough now...” Ule moaned.

“Can't take it anymore, can you?” smiled the Dom.

“Hardly...,” moaned their guest. “Her mouth is so good...”

"That should do it," the Dom said, pushing his fingers firmly into the girl's asshole and holding them there for a moment. Eva let out a little squeal, but the stretching sensation was already gone because the dom pulled his fingers out and this time grabbed the leash chain. "Time to fill your holes, sweetie!"

He pulled Eve off the couch and dragged her across the room by the leash, like a dog in heat. This time, Eva didn't have a chance to get down on all fours; she felt the urgency, so she quickly tiptoed after the man in her high heels as best she could. The Dom plopped down in the armchair across from the couch and pulled the girl onto his lap.

"Come on," he said, and Eve got down on her knees straddling the man's lap. She slid easily onto his erect penis, even though her vagina hadn't been prepped much.

"Finally..." she sighed, her eager pussy aching as she waited for the man's large member to fill her. Instead of the expected ride, though, the man grabbed her face and looked into her eyes:

"Are you ready to be fucked like hell?"

"I think so...," the girl moaned, trying to slide up and down on the penis thrusting into her vagina, but the man pressed down on her thighs.

"You know you won't be able to walk properly for days, right?"

"Yeah...," the girl moaned, her buttocks slightly raised. She glanced back; Ule towered naked behind her, ready to take possession of her body.

"Will it hurt a lot?" she asked softly.

"Just a little at first," the dome replied. "But you can say the safeword at any time, and we'll stop."

Eva didn't say anything for a second, then she said in a firm voice:

"Let's do it!"

"Are you sure you can do it?" her master asked, sounding almost fearful.

"Just do it hard!" Eve said, and she could already feel their guest pressing his penis against her butt. For a second, all three of them were still. The two men waited patiently, their hearts pounding, for the girl's body to adjust to the phalluses thrusting into her vagina and stretching her anus. And as her sphincter relaxed, the black man pushed deeper inside her. Eve gave a little hiss, and the man stopped again and waited. Now that more time had passed, the girl felt the tension in her buttocks almost burning. But after a few moments, the tension eased up, so the girl gave in to the guys' eager looks and nodded.

The men started to fuck her slowly and gently. The two cocks moved in and out of Eva's wet holes at the same time. The girl closed her eyes and focused on the huge dicks stretching her body.

"That's it..." the black man moaned, sliding his penis deeper inside her. The two rods skewer the girl over and over like oiled pistons.

The Dom asked, "Is it all in?" from under the girl.

"Not yet," Ule groaned, sweat dripping onto the girl's back. "Just half... Only as much as fits... in her mouth..." he replied between thrusts.

"Well, if that's all she can take..." the Dom said with a smile, and he kept fucking her pussy hard. Then he let go of the girl's face and took her breasts in hand. He dug his fingers hard into her firm flesh, pinched her nipples, and buried his head between them. Eva rode the two cocks herself, and she was filled up like no man ever had before.

When her Master buried his head between her breasts, his cock hit Eve's G-spot at just the right angle, and she came irretrievably. Her body shook with pleasure between the two men, and she surrendered to the waves of pleasure that came over her.

The Dom and his guest just hit a bit of a slowdown. The Master leaned back in his chair, happy, and watched the girl's gaze, which was a bit misty with pleasure.

"You're so beautiful," he said, stroking Eve's face, then immediately got hard and started fucking her again. Behind the girl, Ule also pounded her poor asshole harder, even slapped Eve's ass cheeks a few times.

Ule was the first of the two men to come. With a deep, lion-like growl, he shot a huge load of warm sperm into Eve's ass. He stopped thrusting, held his cock firmly in the girl's tight ass, and with several powerful spurts, he literally filled her rectum with his cum.

Eve didn't move, enjoying the warm liquid gathering in her ass with her eyes closed. Ule groaned one last time, then thrust a little more into the girl's tight body.

The intense fucking above him proved to be too much the Master. He thrust his penis deep into Eve's vagina and ejaculated vividly.

"Aaaahhh..." he groaned, contorting his face, and his sperm squirted deep into the girl's throbbing pussy.

Ule pulled out his dick, which left Eve's ass with a wet smack. The girl thought that the huge amount of semen that had shot into her rectum would immediately flow out through her sphincter, but the little rose closed surprisingly quickly, and only a single white drop of semen appeared on the wrinkled circle.

Eva trembled as she enjoyed the end of the exhausting ride. But it wasn't really over yet. Ule grabbed the chain hanging from her neck again and pulled the girl off the couch, so she had to leave the Dom's cock there.

"Come here," hissed. Eve was surprised, thinking the big guy wanted another blow job, ass-to-mouth style, but Ule pulled her to the floor and dragged her after him. The girl followed him on all fours for a few steps, then the man stopped her:

"A real bitch belongs on the floor!" he said, pushing the bowl under her with his foot, the same bowl she had drunk the milk from before the hardcore double penetration. "Kneel over it!"

Eve did what she was told and moved the cold metal bowl between her thighs.

"And now relax!" the black man said. Meanwhile, he leaned in close to the girl's buttocks, and the Master watched them with interest from his armchair.

Eve tried to relax indeed, and the double dose of semen that had been shot into her body began to trickle out of her buttocks and pussy in tiny drops.

"That's it..." Ule groaned hoarsely, stroking his limp cock. "Squeeze it out nicely..."

And Eve pushed. She tried to relax everything in her groin, as if she were sitting on the toilet. The two men's semen dripped slowly into the bowl and started to mix with the leftover milk.

"Now," the man said, pulling the girl's head up to his face, "you know what you have to do, right?"

Eve thought about sucking him off again, but then, seeing Ule's mischievous eyes, she found out what kind of perversion her guest might expect from her.

"I have to... lick it up?

"Exactly. Do a good job cleaning it up, and make sure you get every last drop!”

Ule released her. Eve got down on all fours and slowly bent down. She looked at the Dom, who was resting in the armchair, and stuck out her tongue. She figured she'd really make her moves with this pervy licking, since that was what they expected of her. She let the saliva drip down her tongue, let it fall onto the milky sperm, and slowly stirred it with the tip of her tongue. Then she sucked up as much as she could with a delicate slurp.

"That's it, swallow the cocktail!" Ule groaned, stroking his penis. Eva took small sips of the white stuff, hoping she'd always remember this moment. The two men's juices, a mix of creamy and warm, marked the end and the quintessence of this weird and sexy evening. Just a few hours ago, she had been recording the facts of the case in court, and now she was kneeling in front of two men who had pounded her like a porn actress and were now making her lick their sperm from a dog bowl. This was pretty much total transubstantiation, just what she had been longing for.

After she'd swallowed most of it, she licked every drop from the bowl in small circles. When the bowl was sparkling clean, she sat back on her heels.

"Did you eat well?" the Dom asked.

"Yes, sir..." the girl replied softly. "In every sense."

"You can go now," the Dom said. "Go home to your fiancé and sleep in your own bed with him. Just don't take a shower.”

Eve looked at the Dom with a questioning look on her face.

"You got it. I want your body to keep our sweat and our sperm. I want you to wake up in the morning and immediately remember what you experienced today. I want our fluids to dry on you and be absorbed.”

Eve lowered her head and looked at her clothes. Ule immediately stepped forward, bent down, picked up Eve's panties, and sniffed them deeply.

"I'll put this in my collection," he said. "And next time we meet, wear a thong. It fits better with my collection this year."
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Peeping
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Zoltán looked around the dark room, confused. There was a table, an old armchair, and a few random photos of big cities on the wall. And a huge, pitch-black glass wall.

The guy in the black suit standing in front of him said,

"Can I get you a coffee? Or maybe some tea?"

"No, thanks," Zoltán replied. "You said it was about my fiancée... Is there something wrong with her health?"

"No way!" the man waved his hand. "As far as I know, the young lady is doing really well."

"Then why'd you call me here? What you said on the phone was a bit confusing."

"Let's not get ahead of ourselves," the guy in the black suit said, crossing his fingers in an academic way. "Let's start from the beginning, shall we? Zoltán, right?"

Zoltán nodded without thinking.

"How long have you known Eve?"

"We got together a few years ago, and now she's my fiancée, so it's serious, but why is that important?"

"You'll see soon enough. I'm sure you'll like what you see. It'll likely have a big impact on both of you. In the meantime, tell me more about Eve!”

"She's kind, friendly, honest, loyal... what else do you want to know?"

"How do you like your love life?"

"Well, that's really none of your business," Zoltán replied indignantly.

"Hey, we're friends here!" the man said with a broad smile. "You can tell me anything here!"

"Let's just say everything's fine in the bedroom, okay?"

"Well, that's great news!" the man said, rubbing his hands together. "Do you feel like you give her everything she needs?"

"Absolutely! Are you asking this because you are some kind of weird sex therapist?"

"Something like that," the man in the suit nodded. "And now you'll see why I asked all these questions."

He pressed a button underneath the glass wall, and a light came on on the other side.

On the other side of the glass wall, there was a dark, run-down room. At the other wall, there was a sink, a torn fake leather sofa, and a single light bulb hanging from the ceiling.

"What the heck?" Zoltán said. "First I get an email telling me to come to this run-down building in the suburbs about my fiancée, then you ask me all sorts of personal questions, and now this weird room? Hey, is this place like some kind of weird interrogation room?”

"It used to be," the man in the suit nodded. "But it hasn't been used for that in a long time. Also, I've made a couple of... small changes. You'll see."

A woman came into the room. She was young, short, and had brown hair. She was wearing a black bra and thong, which barely covered her large buttocks and breasts, which jiggled with each step she took in her high heels.

When the woman stepped into the light, Zoltán let out a yelp.

"Yeah, that's Eve," the man in the suit nodded. "And yes, now you can see why she comes here from time to time."

Zoltán leaned forward, resting on his knees, watching his fiancée intently. That's when he saw that Eva had a silver tray with a bunch of stuff on it.

"What's that she's holding?" Zoltán asked, sounding a bit hoarse.

"A few ingredients for what's coming next," the man in the suit replied, now also paying full attention to the other room.

Eve turned her back on the audience and knelt down in front of the sofa. She put the silver tray next to her so the yellowish light from the light bulb would shine on it better, and now Zoltán could see exactly what was on it: a bottle of shaving cream, a small bowl of water, some balm, and a silver-handled razor. Eve sat down on her heels, showing off her amazing butt cheeks around the thong barely covering her asshole.

The door opened again and a tall, muscular black man came in. His head was shaved, and water droplets glistened on his ripped body. He was covered with just one towel. He stepped in front of Eve and threw the towel off. Zoltán's eyes got big when he saw the man's huge erection, which was hanging semi-erect in front of his fiancée's lovely face.

"Yeah, in Ule's case, the stereotype is true," the man in the suit said with a smile.

"And yet..." Zoltán took a deep breath. "What's Eve going to do with it?"

"You'll see," the man in the suit replied. "And trust me, this isn't the first time your fiancée has done this."

Since the woman was turned around, they couldn't see her face. They could only hear her talking to the black man. Either way, Eve seemed totally chill.

Ule plopped down on the sofa. He spread his legs so that Éva could reach his groin. She grabbed the man's penis with one hand and gently ran her nails over it with the other. She looked at it for a moment, turning it this way and that, which Ule tolerated with a smile, but then Eva let it go and turned to the tray. She picked up the shaving cream, gave it a little shake, and then put some on her palm. She spread the foam over Ule's penis—the white foam covering his black groin made an odd contrast in the yellowish light of the light bulb. Eve also put some on his testicles, then put down the foam and picked up the razor.

She grabbed the head of the man’s cock and carefully shaved the black man's penis with her other hand. After two or three strokes, she rinsed the razor in the bowl and continued her work. The white foam slowly disappeared from the long rod, and with it the hairs. Eve put down the razor and ran her fingers over the smooth surface, enjoying the feel.

Ule said something, and Eva nodded and picked up the razor again. This time, she took care of the man's testicles. She gently stretched the skin around the scrotum and shaved it. Meanwhile, she blew gently on the skin to cool it.

When she was done, she moistened the towel and gently wiped the man's penis, balls, buttocks, and thighs. She wiped away all traces of foam and cleaned the man's shiny skin.

"What is this, some kind of beauty salon with a strange twist?" asked Zoltán. He looked at the man in the suit with envy and anxiety. He wondered if Eve had played games like this with this guy too. Or even rougher ones?

"Not quite," the man in the suit thoughtfully replied. "This is just the beginning."

Éva put everything on the floor next to her and leaned over the black man's penis. She slowly ran the tip of her tongue along the edge of the penis, then gently circled it around the opening.

When Ule said something to her, Éva replied with a laugh and moved her tongue downward. First, she gently stroked the veins, and then she moved across the entire surface in small circles. Then she took the tip of the penis into her mouth. She quickly put half of the shaft in her mouth and started nodding her head.

"This is the point," said the man in the suit, rubbing his hands together.

Eva put everything on the floor next to her and bent over the black man's penis. She slowly ran the tip of her tongue along the edge of the penis, then gently circled it around the opening.

When Ule said something to her, Eva replied with a laugh, then moved her tongue downward. First, she stroked the veins, and then she moved across the entire surface in small circles. Then she took the tip of the penis into her mouth. She quickly put half of the shaft in her mouth and started to nod her head.

Eva sucked the black cock hard. From behind her, all they could see was her head moving up and down on the black rod. Ule leaned back and enjoyed the pleasure with his eyes closed. Eva moved down and down, taking more and more of the rock-hard penis into her mouth.

Ule reached down and pressed her head against his groin, holding the throbbing penis inside her hot mouth. Then Ule pulled Eve's head up by her hair; his penis was connected to her lips by a bridge of saliva. Ule said something that made the woman smile. She kept stroking the man's penis with her hand. Her saliva fell in fat drops onto his testicles. Ule leaned close to Eve and kissed her lightly on the lips. Then he leaned back and pulled her head back onto his penis. Eva kept sucking right away, going deeper than before, while gently touching her partner's balls with her fingers.

"Oh my God!" Zoltán groaned and stopped moving. It was as if he were watching a porn movie in which the main character was his future lovely wife. Ule ran his fingers through Eve's brown hair and guided her lips toward his testicles. She gently licked them. She didn't stop jerking his cock for any moment, and her saliva dripped from his penis onto her face as she eagerly sucked his testicles, one after the other.

Her free hand wandered between her legs, and through the glass wall they could clearly see her fingers sliding under her thong. She caressed herself quickly, but continued with her task eagerly. Her lips clamped onto the man’s black sack, then she released it, and licked the hung balls round and round vigorously.

Ule pulled the woman's head even lower, lifting both of his feet onto the seat. Eva smiled as she licked around the black man's exposed asshole.

“Would you have thought this morning, when the two of you woke up in your cozy marital bed,” said the man in the suit, “that in the afternoon your fiancée would be licking a stranger's ass?”

“No,” groaned Zoltán, staring at the show with a fixed gaze.

Eve spit a large amount of saliva onto her partner's asshole, then stiffened her tongue and pushed it into his back door. She jerked him off vigorously with one hand, while her other hand danced wildly under his thong. When Ule pulled the woman's head back and stuffed his cock into her mouth, Eve visibly cringed, her movements slowing down.

“She's enjoying this, see?”

Zoltán saw it. Eve froze for a moment, twitching a few times, her ass shaking. But Ule didn't give her much time to rest, immediately starting to move her head on his cock. Now he was panting too, moaning loudly as he stuffed Eve's mouth hard. He grabbed her head with both hands and used her like a cheap little whore. Saliva and pre-cum glistened faintly in the dim light at the base of his cock. Eve closed her eyes and enjoyed the black man fucking her mouth mercilessly.

Then Ule suddenly let go. The black man groaned with pleasure as he came shooting vividly like a firehose. Eva vigorously stroked the man's cock and directed his semen onto the silver tray. The white sperm drew uneven streaks on the shiny surface. Eva kept jerking him, squeezing every last drop out of his throbbing member.

Eva stroked the black cock a little more, then lifted it to her lips and gently sucked it in. Ule shuddered. He arched his body and gave himself to Eve's hungry mouth.

“This is Eve's favorite part,” said the man in the suit. “She just loves sperm.”

As the woman turned her head back and forth during the treat, it was clear that she was enjoying the taste of the freshly milked semen with her eyes closed. Then, when she found her partner's tool empty enough, she let go and bent down to the tray. She stretched out her tongue and licked up the fresh strands of semen one by one, like a real delicacy. At the end of each streak, she sucked in her tongue, closed her eyes, swallowed, and then stretched it out empty again. After her enthusiastic cleaning, only some remains of the semen were smeared in a thin layer with her saliva on the tray.

“Do you understand what this is about?” the man in the suit turned to Zoltán. “Your fiancée wants much more than a little licking and missionary fucking on Saturday afternoons.”

Zoltán said nothing, staring at his fiancée diligently licking the black man’s semen up in the other room.

“I've put together a little compilation,” said the man in the suit, placing a USB stick on the coffee table in front of Zoltán. “This will tell you what she really wants.”

Ule waited for the woman to lick the silver surface completely clean, then stood up and walked out with a smile. Eve put the tray back on the floor and sat back down on her heels.

“Is that what's on the flash drive?” Zoltán asked quietly. “Do I really have to watch my future wife suck off strange men?”

“That and everything else that Eva desired and experienced with me and my friends,” the man explained, as if this should have reassured Zoltán. "But we didn't just use her to suck us off over the past few months. We fucked her, tied her up, walked her around on all fours by her hair, made her lick up our cum, and even fucked her in the ass when she got really turned on. And I can assure you, she got turned on quite a few times.”

Zoltán stared silently at his fiancée through the glass wall.

“And she asked for all of this herself,” the man added. “On the drive, you’ll also find the scanned letter she wrote to me in her own handwriting. In it, she had described in detail what she wanted, what really turned her on. We didn't make this up,” he raised his hands, "we just spiced it up a little sometimes.”

“And what am I supposed to do now?”

"You actually have two choices. The first: you get up right now and leave, without looking back. You leave the love of your life, call off the wedding, get over Eve, and find someone else who is suitably solid and restrained in bed.”

“And what's the other one?”

“The other is that you go home, watch the videos, read the list, and figure out what Eve really wants. Then you do everything you can to give Eva what she needs. If necessary, you get a cage into your home and spank that divine ass of hers red,” the man said, gesturing toward Eve still sitting patiently on the other side of the wall. Zoltán's gaze involuntarily wandered to his fiancée's lovely buttocks. "If necessary, bring her back here and watch us use her body, or join in yourself. The more of us there are, the better for her.”

There was a brief silence. The man stood up, walked to the door, and opened it.

“I have to go now, Eva is waiting for me over there,” said the man, pointing again to the woman kneeling in the other room. “I have to give her what she came here for.” And he tugged at his belt. His cock was clearly visibly hard behind his fly. "Think about it, Zoltán. You can watch as I go in there and shove my cock down your fiancée's throat. You can watch as I fuck her mouth roughly, cum in her mouth, and make her swallow my sperm. Or you can go home and watch the recordings. Then you can decide what to do next. It's up to you.”

The man left the room and closed the door behind him. Zoltán buried his face in his hands, exhaled long and deeply, then looked up.

He had made his decision.
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“Hi, sweetheart!” Zoltán greeted his fiancée at the door with a light kiss. Eve looked at him in surprise, because her fiancé didn't usually come to meet her when she arrived home, but rather just barked something at her from in front of the computer. But now he was standing there in front of her wearing a shirt and a suit, which he had only ever worn to the theater before. “Don't let yourself go, we have a guest.”

“What?” asked Eve. She had no idea what was behind this unexpected turn of events: spontaneous visits were not really part of their daily routine, they even prepared days in advance for visits from their parents. But the man pulled her into the living room by the hand, not even letting her take off her shoes. And the sight that greeted Eve inside made her feet stick to the floor.

A prostitute was sitting on the sofa. A young, dyed blonde woman with large breasts. She seemed short, with particularly unremarkable features; on the street, they could have passed each other without noticing. But in this situation, it was clear what she did for a living and why she was here: her red lipstick, low-cut neckline, shiny synthetic blouse, black miniskirt, and red high heels emphasized the sexuality that radiated from her body.

“This is Anita,” Zoltán introduced the woman, then pointed to his fiancée, who was standing stiffly in the doorway: “And this is my fiancée, Eve.”

“Hi!” the girl cooed from the sofa. Eve then noticed that the girl was chewing gum.

“But why... who...” Eve groaned.

“You know, honey,” Zoltán said, taking out some photos and holding them up in front of Eve's eyes, “I've found out a few things about you. For example, where you've been going at night lately, and as we can see here, it's not just for business meetings, is it?”

As Eve recognized herself in the photos, her eyes opened wide. Even in the ones where her face wasn't visible, the situation easily brought back memories of the adventure in question: in all of them, she was serving someone in skimpy clothing: the Dom, one of his guests, or even a stranger. She was kneeling on the carpet of a distant hotel room, sucking cock. In another, she stared directly into the camera while someone fucked her from behind. In yet another photo, she licked fresh semen from her lips.

She and Dom had talked earlier about what it would be like if her fiancé found out about her secret affair, if he discovered her secret self. Apparently, her Master had decided it was time to take the final step.

But there, in front of her fiancé's piercing gaze, with a strange woman in the background, she didn't know how to begin. She lowered her eyes and tried to take deep breaths.

“So this is what you want?” the man asked in a trembling voice. “To suck other men's cocks, to swallow their semen? And... to lick their asses like a cheap whore?”

Eve just stared ahead, not answering anything.

“How many times did you come home from them and I thought you were just tired from work? My God...” The man ran both hands through his hair. “How many times did I hug and pamper you after they shamelessly fucked your face or your pussy?”

“Does it really matter?” Eve asked softly.

“You're right, it doesn't matter,” the man nodded. “But then what does? I don't even know anymore. I don't even know what you want from me. Do you want anything from me?”

“Of course!” Eva replied with tears in her eyes. “You're my wonderful partner, you stand by me through thick and thin, I've always wanted a partner like you!”

“It's just that I don't satisfy you in bed, is that it?”

Eve lowered her eyes again and remained silent.

“Is that really what you want?” the man asked incredulously. “To be humiliated by complete strangers? Obviously, since you sought them out again and again! Then I should also...,” he looked at the photos, “make you lick my sperm off the floor?”

“It's not exactly that,” Eve began to explain.

“But you did these things with these... strangers!”

“Sure, they were exciting,” Eve continued, "we had a lot of fun, but do you know why, really?

"Why?”

"Because it came from them. It was the desire, the passion that emanated from them that really impressed me. The fervor with which they wanted me.”

“I want you too!”

“I know, and I'm glad. It's just that sometimes I want more than that!”

There was a brief silence. Eve looked at the man, who was staring at the photos in his palm. On the sofa, the girl was scrolling through something on her cell phone, occasionally glancing at her hosts out of the corner of her eye.

“More?” Zoltán echoed.

“Listen, darling,” the girl explained softly, almost pleadingly. "I really love you, and I love the life we've built together! But the last two years have been too much for me, with my degree, the pressure to be the perfect housewife, the pressure I face every day.”

“But you don't have to be perfect!” cried the man, cupping his fiancée's face in his hands. “I love you just the way you are!”

“I know...”

For a moment, they just looked into each other's eyes.

“And you don't have to hide your desires from me!” continued her fiancé. “Even if I'm not good enough at whipping you...”

“That's not really the point,” interrupted Eve, feeling that they were on the right track. “It was just so... easy, you know!”

“I think I understand...” the man swallowed hard. “But just because we're getting married... doesn't mean we can't still have... adventures together!”

“Well, I hope so!”

“I see we have a lot to discuss,” said the man, nodding toward the guest, who quickly put down his cell phone. “But maybe this isn't the best time for that.”

“That's true,” Eve replied with a relieved smile.

“It's time to take advantage of Anita's services!” the man declared, throwing the photos onto the coffee table. “There's something I've been wanting for a long time. Come here!”

Eve stepped over to her fiancé with wide eyes.

“Come here!” Zoltán directed her to the sofa and sat her down next to the bored, gum-chewing prostitute. “Now open your mouths wide! Both of you!”

The whore took the gum out of her mouth and stuck it under the coffee table. Eve decided not to say anything this time and to deal with the matter later. Like the girl next to her, she also opened her mouth wide and stared at her fiancé with wide eyes. Zoltán stood in front of them and unzipped his fly. He took out his cock — the sight of his naked skin seemed strange after the previous argument. With his lips pressed together, he pushed his cock into the whore's wide-open mouth.

“Suck it!” he commanded, looking into his fiancée's eyes. He grabbed the prostitute's head with both hands and thrust violently, causing the girl to moan with pleasure, as if to encourage her client. The man pushed his cock deep into the girl's mouth again and again, penetrating her carefully lipsticked lips to the hilt.

“Do you like the way I'm fucking her mouth?” Zoltán asked his fiancée. “Does it make you horny?”

Eve didn't dare answer, but she was indeed affected by the sight of her fiancé fucking a complete stranger a few inches from her face. She had to swallow hard. It was true that since she had been regularly visiting the Dom, she had, strictly speaking, been cheating on her fiancé in every possible way, but seeing him in the mouth of a stranger still felt very strange. It was gut-wrenching and exciting at the same time. But she decided to play along and try to see the professional working next to her as what she was: a toy. And her pussy trembled at the thought.

“Deeper!” said Eve.

“What?” her fiancé looked at her in surprise.

“Fuck her mouth deeper!” Eva said louder. Her fiancé grinned as he held the prostitute's head with both hands, who stared at him with wide eyes as he fucked her mouth hard. He fucked her blood-red lips with such vigor, as if she were just a toy, a rubber doll he could use as he pleased. The girl's saliva dripped onto his pants, moistening the area around his crotch in an irregular pattern.

“Is this... what you had in mind?” the man panted between his violent thrusts. Eve nodded and swallowed again. Her pussy began to get wet at the sight of her fiancé fucking the lusty mouth of this stranger in front of her eyes. The whole situation was so... dirty, and yet so exciting!

“Then taste it!” the man declared. He pulled his cock out of the prostitute's mouth and, ignoring the string of saliva stretching after his move, thrust it into his fiancée's mouth. Eve was surprised to feel the stranger's saliva on the familiar phallus, and a tingle ran through her whole body at the vulgar situation. The fluid tasted actually neutral, with only a slight fruity taste, perhaps from the chewing gum.

“Is it delicious?” asked her fiancé. “Do you like this whore’s saliva on my cock?”

Eve could only acknowledge the question with a moan and sucked the man's cock thoroughly. Zoltán then pulled out his tool: the throbbing cock left his fiancée's mouth with a loud smack. Eva would have eagerly reached for it, but the man stepped back: he unfastened his belt from his open trousers and wrapped it around the two girls' necks with great momentum.

“Closer!” He ordered them both, and so they sat close together. The man pulled the belt around their necks tighter and gripped the end in his hand, as if he were controlling two bitches on a leash with a large collar. “Just like that!” he said with satisfaction and pushed his cock back into the prostitute's mouth. “Now you can taste her saliva!”

The prostitute didn't hesitate much; it was clear that this kind of thing didn't shock her at all. With each thrust, Zoltán's cock slid into the girl's mouth to the balls, her cheap makeup smudging from the vigorous fucking. Eve was surprised to see the girl's fingers creeping up her fiancé's thighs, clinging to his buttocks and pulling his groin toward her face. Jealousy swept through her again, and for a moment she wondered if it had really been a good idea to get involved in this. But her fiancé, paying no attention to her, fucked their guest’s face hard: the girl welcomed Zoltán's cock into her throat again and again with soft gagging sounds. Then the man pulled out his throbbing tool again and only had to turn slightly to push it between his fiancée's lips, who obediently swallowed the slobbery, lipstick-covered cock deep into her mouth. She was surprised by this passion, which was both familiar and unfamiliar. But still, she liked it and wanted to do everything she could to please the man.

Zoltán now held her head and fucked her mouth vigorously. Out of the corner of her eye, she saw the busty woman sitting next to her take her index finger between her panting lips and lick it thoroughly. She wondered what the prostitute was planning to do with it, but the woman had already pulled her finger out of her lips and hidden it under her fiancé's fluttering shirt, behind his buttocks. Eve felt her partner's phallus tremble in her mouth.

“Damn it!” the man groaned, and began to ejaculate. The first spurt took the girl by surprise, and she choked on it a bit, coughing, before the man pulled out his penis. He held Eve's head motionless, so that the next spurts landed on her face.

“Let me taste it,” the prostitute purred charmingly, and now her voice no longer annoyed Eve. She was especially delighted as the whore’s pink tongue touched her face and gently licked her fiancé's semen off it. She ran it along her cheekbones, chin, and lips. And when she had cleaned everything up, she turned to the man and showed him her open mouth. Eve could smell the fresh scent of semen coming from the prostitute's lips.

“Very nice,” her fiancé said with satisfaction. “Do you also like it?” He turned Anita’s head toward Eve. The girl could now see the semen mixed with saliva on her guest's tongue. “Then swallow it nicely!” Zoltán pushed the prostitute's head onto his fiancée's face. Eve instinctively opened her mouth wide: the warm, thick, white mixture of semen and saliva dripped into her mouth in a thin stream. “Swallow!” her fiancé commanded more harshly, and EvE did indeed swallow. The lukewarm liquid slid easily into her stomach, and she had to close her thighs in excitement, so arousing was this intense and at the same time humiliating situation. Now she felt certain that her partner did have hidden reserves after all. Suddenly, their future together seemed much brighter.

“Now get undressed!” the man declared, looking at the two women's smeared, sweaty faces. “Now we're really going to get tough!”

––––––––
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