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Helen gripped the bundles of paper so tightly that her knuckles turned white. The reminders crackled menacingly, as if the paper itself had come to life. Her breath caught as she scanned the amounts again—six figures, underlined in red, stamped with threatening stamps.

Thomas stood hunched over, his usually proud neck now a picture of humiliation. "There really is no other way," he breathed, his voice breaking under the weight of the words. His gaze wandered helplessly around the living room, past the family memories that suddenly seemed accusers. "Either they let us take everything away... the house, the car, the company... or..." His trembling hand briefly touched Helen's arm.

The two men on the leather sofa deliberately allowed the tension to build. Viktor, the older one with the icy-gray temples, crossed his legs and examined Helen like a piece of merchandise on the auction block. His partner, Lars, beefy and with tattooed forearms, leaned back and let his tongue glide over his lower lip.

"One month," Viktor said slowly, as if savoring every letter. "Thirty days in which you'll be at our disposal. Day and night. Without argument. Without conditions." His hand pointedly reached for his crotch. "Then we're even."

Helen felt something strange stirring inside her. Heat rose from her stomach to her chest , despite the humiliation. Her nipples strained against the fabric of her blazer, and she unconsciously squeezed her thighs together as she felt the moist warmth between her legs.

Thomas gasped for air. "And... and me? Could I...?"

Lars laughed deeply and unpleasantly. "Oh, you'll be there, little one. Every time. You'll watch us use your pretty wife. How she moans for us. How she begs us." He stood up and approached Helen, his breath smelling of expensive whiskey and mint. "What does our little debt girl say?"

Helen's lips parted, but no sound came out. Instead, it was her body that responded—a barely noticeable twitch of her hips, a slight heave of her chest that could no longer conceal her sudden arousal.

Viktor slowly stood up and stepped behind her. His hands slid over her shoulders, down to her breasts. "I think we have our answer," he murmured, his fingers already beginning to unbutton her blouse.

His hand slid through the thin fabric of Helen's summer dress with a promising hiss. Thomas jumped instinctively, but Lars's iron fist on his shoulder pushed him relentlessly back into the chair. "I told you to stay put," Lars growled, while his other hand was already digging into Thomas's hair, forcing his head forward. "You want to see every second, don't you?"

Helen froze as the cold fingers brushed across her skin. The fabric gave way with a soft tear, falling apart in half, revealing her shimmering body, which seemed to glow in the dim light of the living room. Her breath caught, her nipples instantly hardened into perky, rosy buds under the men's greedy gaze.

Viktor rested his paws on Helen's shoulders. "Such a delicate little debtor," he murmured, his thumbs slowly tracing the line of her collarbones. Each touch left invisible burns on her skin. Helen felt her body adapt to the humiliation against her will—a hot flush flooded her loins as Viktor's fingers ventured down to her breasts.

With an abrupt grip, he cupped her full breasts, which squirmed in his rough hands. "Ah!" Helen exclaimed as his fingers squeezed and pulled her sensitive nipples. Her hips jerked forward involuntarily, seeking friction, seeking satisfaction from this suddenly awakened desire.

Lars laughed deeply and pressed himself behind Helen, his massive body pressing against her back. "The little slut is enjoying it," he whispered in her ear as his hands slid down her hips. With an abrupt jerk, he spread her thighs, revealing her already wet pussy. "Look, Thomas," Lars sneered, "your wife is already wet for us."

Thomas's hands clenched on the armrests, his knuckles white with tension. But there was no anger burning in his eyes—just a primitive, uncontrollable excitement. His gaze was fixed on Helen's naked body as she trembled between the two men, her breasts in Viktor's grasp, her private parts exposed for inspection.

Viktor leaned forward and licked a slow stripe up between Helen's breasts. "We'll teach you all the ropes, debt girl," he murmured against her neck as one hand released and moved down. His fingers curled through her damp hair, then, without warning, penetrated her. Helen moaned loudly, her head falling back against Lars' shoulder.

"Please..." she breathed—whether it was a plea to stop or for more remained unclear. Thomas watched his wife writhe in the hands of these men, her body responding to every touch. His own cock pressed painfully against the fabric of his pants.

Lars grinned and grabbed Helen's hand with his free hand, guiding it to Thomas's crotch. "Feel how much your husband enjoys this," he hissed. When Helen's fingers touched the prominent protrusion, Thomas flinched. At that moment, Viktor penetrated her deeply with two fingers, his thumb circling hard over her pussy.

Helen screamed, her body arching between the two men. Her muscles contracted as the first wave rippled through her. "She's coming!" Viktor roared triumphantly, accelerating his movements. Helen clutched Thomas' legs, her hips jerking uncontrollably as the orgasm shook her.

When she came to, she lay panting and trembling between the men, her body glistening with sweat. Viktor pulled his wet fingers out of her and held them under Thomas's nose. "Smell how much your wife belongs to us." Then he put them in his own mouth and licked them with relish.

Lars loosened his grip and let Helen stand before them on unsteady legs. "That was just the beginning, honey," he grinned, rubbing his already hard cock through the fabric of his pants.

The room filled with the heavy scent of arousal and shame. Viktor's command echoed in the stifling air as he pushed Thomas forward with brutal determination. "Lick her," he hissed, his bony fingers digging into Thomas's shoulders, "and show us how a real husband spoils his wife."

Thomas's knees thudded onto the cold parquet floor, his breathing labored. Helen spread her legs before him, her thighs trembling slightly, the moist lips of her pussy glistening in the dim light like freshly opened oysters. A pearly drop of pleasure was already seeping out of her, slowly trickling down her inner thigh.

With a tenderness that was in stark contrast to the situation, Thomas placed his trembling hands on Helen's thighs. The heat of her skin burned through his palms. His first hesitant stroke of his tongue over her labia caused Helen to moan involuntarily. The taste—sweet and salty at the same time—flooded his mouth, while Viktor and Lars' heavy gazes weighed on his neck.

"Slow down, husband," Lars sneered, and without warning, he grabbed Helen's hair and yanked her head back. "We want to enjoy every single moment." His other hand landed hard on Helen's buttock, making the flesh tremble under the blow. Helen let out a strangled cry that immediately turned into a throaty moan as Thomas's tongue disappeared between her lips again.

Viktor leaned back casually, one hand in his pants where a distinct bulge was visible. "Keep it up," he murmured, his eyes following every movement of his tongue, which now grew faster, harder. Thomas had found a rhythm—long, sweeping strokes from Helen's gaping opening to her sensitive clitoris, which he then circled.

Helen began to twitch uncontrollably, her hands digging into the armrests of the chair. "Please..." she whimpered, not knowing whether she was asking for more or for it to stop. Lars took the opportunity to pry her mouth open with his fingers, pressing two thick fingers between her lips. "Suck on them, slut," he commanded, fiddling with his fingers in her mouth until saliva dripped down her chin.

Thomas' tongue worked tirelessly, now concentrating on the small, hard nub of Helen's clitoris, sucking it gently between his lips, flicking the tip of his tongue over it in rapid, rapid movements. Helen's breath was now coming in sharp gasps, her breasts bouncing with each gasping breath.

"Louder!" Lars suddenly yelled and gave Helen another slap, this time directly on her wet slit, so that Thomas's face was hit by the squirts. The sudden pain made Helen cry out, but at the same time, a wave of unexpected pleasure shot through her. Her pelvis lifted toward Thomas, her fingers clutching his hair and pressing his face harder into her pussy.

Viktor had meanwhile freed his hard cock and was rubbing it slowly while watching the spectacle. "She's about to cum," he stated in a raspy voice. "Finish her off, Thomas. Make your wife cum in front of us."

Thomas obeyed, his tongue becoming wilder, more impetuous. He inserted two fingers inside Helen, curling them upwards and massaging the spot that made Helen melt every time. At the same time, he sucked her clitoris between his lips and vibrated his tongue at a pace that brought Helen to the edge within seconds.

Helen's body tensed like a bowstring. A guttural scream tore from her throat as the wave rolled over her. Her muscles clenched around Thomas's fingers, her pleasure splashing across his face as her entire body shook with the shocks of orgasm.

Lars laughed dully and forced his cock between her lips, just as the final spasm shot through her abdomen. "That's the way it should be," he grunted as he pushed himself into her mouth. Viktor stood up and stepped behind Thomas, his hard cock dangling just inches from Thomas's face. Helen lay artfully on the wide four-poster bed, her ample breasts bouncing with each gasping breath. The cool air made her hard nipples stand out even more, while glistening moisture was already gathering between her spread, delicate thighs.

Viktor stood dominantly at the end of the bed, his bulging, vein-filled cock pulsing in his own fist. "Who's first?" he asked in a raspy voice, as a thick drop of pleasure beaded on his cockhead and dripped onto Helen's flat stomach.

Lars's strong hands suddenly grabbed Helen's shoulders from behind. "Nothing will happen without me," he laughed deeply, as his massive body pressed onto the bed next to her. His mouth hungrily devoured her lips, his tongue forcibly penetrating her, as if he wanted to steal all her taste.

In perfect synchronization, the two men began their game:

Viktor's thick glans pushed itself between Helen's sweating lips, while Lars was already working around in her soaking wet pussy with two fat fingers

Helen choked undignifiedly on Viktor's length, her tears mingling with the saliva running down her chin. But her lower body reacted instinctively – her hips began to writhe in time with Lars' finger movements, her wet opening pulsing greedily around his thick fingers.

"The slut wants more," Viktor grunted, grabbing her hair to push his cock even deeper into her throat. Helen felt his cockhead brush against the roof of her mouth, while Lars suddenly pressed his entire palm against her clit, making circular movements.

Lars leaned close to her ear: "You're about to get both of us at once, you little debt whore." His other hand wandered to her rosette muscle, penetrating it with a wet finger - Helen cried out muffled against Viktor's cock.

The men started a perfect rhythm:

Viktor withdrew almost completely from her mouth

Lars pushed three fingers into her dripping pussy.

Both of them struck again at the same time.

Helen felt her body crushed between them, every inch of her flesh belonging to them. Her nipples burned, her abdomen became a knot of pleasure.

Viktor felt her throat clench around his shaft. "She's about to cum," he yelled to Lars, who reacted immediately—his free hand grabbed one of her breasts and squeezed it hard, while his thumb rubbed furiously on her clit.

The orgasm hit Helen like an electric shock. Her entire body twitched in the restraints, her pussy pulsed wildly around Lars' fingers, while her throat tightened around Viktor's cock. The men laughed triumphantly as she twitched in waves of pleasure.

Lars licked her juices from his fingers with relish, while Viktor finally pulled out of her mouth. "Now things are really getting interesting," he whispered, spreading her legs even further.

Thomas's hands gripped the armrests of the chair, his knuckles white with tension, as he watched the terribly arousing spectacle unfold before him. Viktor sat with his legs spread wide on the leather sofa, his muscular torso glistening with sweat, while Helen bounced up and down on his lap, her full, now red-lashed breasts. Her body was a trembling machine of pleasure, her wet flesh slapping against Viktor's ample thighs with every impact.

"Watch this closely, you loser," Viktor growled, digging his fingers into Helen's hips to control her rhythm. His thick, bulging cock disappeared all the way into her tight, dripping pussy again and again, each time accompanied by a strangled scream from her red mouth.

But that wasn’t all.

Lars stood behind her, his massive body bent over as he conquered her tight, untouched ass with brutal precision. His long, thick cock slid in reluctantly, and each time it rammed into her twitching asshole, Helen let out a gasping "Nnngh!" that fluctuated between pain and ecstasy.

"She loves it," Lars laughed hoarsely, gripping her hips even tighter. "Do you feel her ass tightening around me? Like a greedy little fist!"

Thomas couldn't help it—his own cock was rock hard in his pants. He watched Helen's lips tremble, her entire body tremble under the double penetration. Her nipples were hard as diamonds, her skin covered in a rosy glow of arousal.

Viktor leaned forward and bit her neck, his hand sliding between their bodies and rubbing her clit. "Come for us, you little debt whore," he hissed in her ear.

And then it happened.

Helen's eyes rolled back in her head, her mouth opening in a silent scream as the first wave of orgasm ripped through her. Her insides clenched around Viktor's cock, while her ass tightened even more around Lars' invading member.

"Now!" Viktor roared and rammed himself into her one last time, his hot semen spurting deep into her twitching abdomen.

Lars followed seconds later, his grip becoming iron as he rammed himself all the way into her ass, exploding with a guttural groan. His cum spurted hot and thick into her as he pressed her against him.

Helen felt Thomas's trembling hands on her hips, his fingers digging into her flesh—no longer fearful, but demanding. Something had changed.

"It's over," he repeated, but this time his voice was dark, thick with a desire Helen had never heard from him before.

Viktor and Lars gave them one last crooked grin before leaving. The door closed. Silence.

Then Thomas abruptly turned Helen toward him, his breath burning on her skin. "You... enjoyed yourself," he whispered accusingly, a hand sliding between her still-trembling thighs. "I heard every moan you made."

Helen wanted to protest, but his finger was already rubbing her swollen clit – and she moaned again.

"Thomas, I..."

"No." His other hand grabbed her wrist and pressed it against the wall. "Now it's my turn."

His mouth rushed down her neck, his teeth leaving red marks on her shoulder. Helen felt his hard cock pressing against her stomach. He was aroused. Insanely aroused.

"Show me how much you loved it," he commanded, lifting her up and pressing her back against the cool wall. Without warning, he entered her, filling her with one brutal thrust.

Helen screamed. It hurt. It was perfect.

Thomas' hips began a merciless rhythm, each time withdrawing almost completely before ramming back into her. "This... belongs... to me!" he gasped with each thrust.

Her nails dug into his back, her legs wrapped around his hips. She felt the pressure in her abdomen growing again—no, this couldn't happen again!

But her body didn't obey. With a piercing scream, she came, her muscles clenching around him, and that was enough to drive Thomas over the edge. With one final, deep thrust, he exploded inside her, his hot cum filling her as he spat out her name like a threat.

Frozen, breathless, still pressed together – the world around them no longer existed.

Thomas slowly let her slide down, his lips gently finding hers. Not a kiss of forgiveness. A kiss of possession.

​And somewhere between shame and renewed desire, Helen knew – this action had changed everything and there were still a few days of debt relief ahead of them.
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The scent of candle wax and warm wood hung heavy in the air as Katja leaned back on the Persian carpet, her bare toes unconsciously digging into the soft fibers. The gentle flickering of the candles cast dancing shadows across her slightly flushed cheeks—from the wine or the growing tension pulsing between the three of them, who could say?

The empty wine bottle glittered seductively in the twilight, its long neck a silent witness to the developing dynamic. At first, it had been just harmless questions—"When was your first kiss?" or silly tasks like "Do ten push-ups." But with every twist of the bottle, with every sip of wine that slid down their throats, the air grew thicker, heavy with unspoken desires.

Katja felt Tom's gaze glued to her as she brushed her hair back from her face. His eyes were dark pools of promise that had been secretly attracting her for weeks. And Max... oh, Max watched the scene like a predator waiting to pounce on its prey, his muscular arms crossed over his chest, barely concealing his tension.

Then the bottle spun again—this time with a slow, almost fateful elegance—and stopped, its mouth pointing directly at Tom. An electric shiver ran down Katja's spine. The new rule they had agreed upon just minutes before echoed in her head: every kiss must last at least ten seconds.

She hesitated for only a heartbeat—just long enough to see Tom's tongue glide across his lower lip—then she leaned over the low glass table. The first contact of their lips was gentle, a tentative test. But when Tom's hands dug into her hair, the tenderness exploded into something much more primal.

His tongue entered her mouth, demanding yet skillful, a master of his craft. Katja moaned softly as he pulled her closer, until her breasts pressed against his chest. She could feel his heartbeat—wild and fast, just like hers. One hand moved down her back, pressing her harder against him, while the other tangled in her hair, forcing her head into the perfect angle.

When they finally separated, their lips glistened moistly in the candlelight. Katja's breathing was ragged, her chest visibly rising and falling beneath the thin fabric of her top. She didn't dare look at Max—but she could feel his tension, almost palpable in the air.

When she finally turned around, she met Max's gaze—dark, dangerous, and full of undisguised desire. His eyes were fixed on her mouth, on the swollen lips that Tom had just kissed so thoroughly. His fingers drummed slowly against his glass, a rhythmic, impatient tapping that betrayed the need to restrain himself.

"My move, I think," he murmured in a voice as rough as sandpaper. His lips curved into a slow, meaningful smile as he placed the bottle in the middle.

Katja felt her mouth suddenly go dry again – and this time it wasn't from the wine.

The bottle slowly circled the smooth wood of the living room table, its glass glittering in the warm candlelight like a promise. With every turn, every soft click on the parquet floor, the air between them grew heavier, more charged. Katja's fingers trembled slightly as she set the bottle in motion again—this time with a deliberately powerful swing that could no longer conceal her burgeoning excitement.

"New rule," Tom whispered in a raspy voice as the bottle slowed inexorably. His eyes, dark with desire, fixed on Katja's slightly parted lips. "Every time the bottle stops... the punishment intensifies."

The bottle stopped. It pointed directly at Katja.

Max leaned forward, his breath warm against her ear. "Take off one piece of clothing." The words were a gentle command, no longer a game.

Katja bit her lower lip, feeling her heart pounding against her ribs. Slowly, with deliberate grace, she reached for the hem of her tight top. The fabric slid over her skin, revealing her shimmering complexion inch by inch, until the garment fell to the floor with a soft rustle. Her breasts, now covered only by a lace-trimmed black bra, heaved with each gasping breath.

Tom let out an admiring sound, his shirt already open , revealing his muscular torso. "My move," he murmured, spinning the bottle with a deft flick of his fingers.

She circled, staggered - stopped next to Max.

"Touch wherever you want," Katja breathed, her voice barely more than a breath.

Max's smile was wild as he leaned forward. His hands, warm and demanding, slid under her skirt, up over the silk of her pantyhose, until his fingers found the moist heat between her legs. A strangled moan escaped her lips as he circled through the thin fabric of her panties, setting every nerve in her body ablaze.

"You're already so wet," he whispered admiringly, as Tom watched his fingers leave damp marks on the fabric. "And we've only just begun."

The bottle spun again, its glass catching the light like a promise. One by one, pieces of clothing fell to the floor—Tom's belt clanged, Max's jeans slid down his hips, Katja's skirt landed in a puddle of black silk next to the table. With each new spin, the touches became bolder, the kisses deeper, the rules forgotten.

When Max's fingers finally slid under the hem of her panties and landed directly on her soaking wet heat, when Tom's mouth cupped her hard, erect nipple through her lace bra, Katja knew this was just the beginning of a long, hot night.

Katja kneels breathless between the two men, her body a living monument to lust. Her lips are swollen from countless kisses, her skin covered in goosebumps, every pore electrified by the tension in the room. The dim candlelight casts dancing shadows on her sweat-drenched skin, while the wine bottle slowly rotates, finally aligning itself with Tom.

Max's voice is rough with desire as he announces the new task: "Katja can choose whose pants she unzips." A triumphant glint lies in his eyes as his fingers unnoticed reach the hem of her tiny panties. Katja bites her already plundered lower lip, a faint grin playing at the corners of her mouth as her hands hesitantly wander to Tom's belt.

But Max, ever the insatiable one, can't wait. Before she's even fully opened Tom's cap, he wraps his muscular arms around her and pulls her backward onto his lap. His left hand immediately disappears into her panties, while his right hand cups her ample breasts. "You forgot that bottle can hit me too," he murmurs hotly against her neck, his tongue tracing wet trails on her pulsing pulse.

Katja moans loudly as Max's skillful fingers find her already sensitive knot. His movements are gentle at first, almost playful, then become more demanding, just the way she likes it. Tom watches the spectacle with a glowing gaze, his hands finally opening his pants, revealing his bulging erection, impatiently demanding attention.

"Fuck the rules," Katja whispers hoarsely as she writhes between the two men. One hand grabs Tom's hard cock, while the other works its way behind her back to Max's pants. The air is filled with panting breaths, the smell of lust, and the wet sound of Max's fingers relentlessly stimulating her.

Suddenly, Max pulls his hand out of her panties and brings his glistening fingers to her mouth. "Taste yourself," he commands, and Katja obeys willingly, her tongue twirling around his fingers while her eyes never leave Tom, who slowly pushes past her.

The tension becomes unbearable as Tom positions himself behind her, pressing his hard thighs against her bare buttocks. Max in front of her, Tom behind her – Katja is trapped in a wonderful prison of muscle and desire. "Now," she moans, "please now..."

The bottle lay long forgotten on the floor; their play had become something much more intimate. Tom lay on his back with his legs spread wide, his breath coming in gasps, while Katja's wet center moved over his face. Her thighs were already trembling from the exertion, but she couldn't stop—not when his tongue was so expertly exploring every inch of her most sensitive spot.

Her fingers curled in Max's hair, pulling him closer, as he knelt before her, pleasuring her with slow, sensual strokes of his tongue. Each shallow stroke over her swollen nerve point made her moan, each deeper pressure drove her closer to the edge. She felt Max's hands grip her hips, pressing her harder against his mouth—a silent command to surrender to his rhythm.

"More," she gasped, her voice already hoarse from all the screaming, begging, and enjoyment.

Max obeyed immediately. With one powerful movement, he pushed her forward until she collapsed over Tom—just in time to feel Tom's hard, throbbing member thrust into her. A deep, guttural sound tore from her throat as she stretched against his fullness, while Max positioned himself behind her.

"Don't forget me," Max murmured against her sweaty back before slowly, agonizingly slowly, entering her tight, already filled entrance.

Katja cried out as she was stretched from both sides, every inch of her being occupied, claimed, loved. Tom thrust rhythmically beneath her, while Max set an equally relentless pace from behind. She was wedged between their bodies, each thrust driving her higher, each breath a new confession of her lust.

Max's fingers found her hypersensitive clit, rubbing in perfect circles, while Tom grabbed her breasts, kneading her hard nipples between his fingers. She could no longer think, could only feel—the heat, the friction, the unstoppable surge in her abdomen.

"I can't—I'm going to—" she stammered, but the men didn't give her a chance to finish. Max bit her shoulder, Tom pulled her closer, and then it happened: an orgasm tore through her, causing her entire body to spasm as she screamed, moaned, and trembled.

But they didn't give her a break. Max's grip tightened, Tom's thrusts more relentless—driving her through a second climax, then a third, until she was just a limp, overstimulated bundle between them.

Only when Max and Tom reached their own climaxes—Tom pulsing deep inside her, Max with one final, deep thrust—did they let go of her. Katja lay between them, completely exhausted, her body a single, aroused, hypersensitive zone.

Max stroked her back with a smile. "Another round?" he whispered.

The mild morning light painted golden streaks across their entwined bodies, while the sun slowly crept through the delicate lace curtains. The air was still heavy with the musky
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