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  Tongue of Satan


SHE STOOD AGAINST the bar in the dimly lit club. She was tall, leggy and buxom. She wore a black latex skirt that clung to her body and defined her figure, placing ample attention to her ass. Her top was black, a single strip of leather wound tightly to cover her stiffened nipples. A black short leather jacket was placed around her shoulders to keep her warm as she revealed a bit of skin. 
She was club-scene hot. 
The bar itself was a dive located off the highway in some forgotten part of the American Midwest. It was a boring spot and nobody interesting ever came along, the bar was filled with local barflies. Nothing fun ever happened here, except for her, she was the funnest part of the entire locale.
Utterly delicious to spot and dripping wet under the skirt, her inner thighs glistened from the dirty water coming from her loins. She didn’t have any panties on, they had a tendency to get in the way and nobody likes that. 
For now, she smoked her cig and waited for someone to buy her time, especially if they had something good to offer her. 
Horny as always, she had decided to put it to good use and get paid to get laid. After all, who doesn’t want to bed a babe? Especially one like her.
She was a good piece of ass, at least, that’s what she had been told. 
Looking down at the floor, she soon caught a glimpse of two loafers stepping up to her and she raised her eyes, catching the stranger staring at her with a lustful gaze. He was tall, athletic and dressed in a purple dress shirt. His skin was pale and his hair was dark brown, almost black in the dim lighting. She raised her left eyebrow. “What are you looking at?”
“My next purchase.”
“Charming phrase.” She smirked, ashing her cigarette. “You got a name, stud?”
“You can call me Dash.”
“Dash? Hope that doesn’t mean you're quick,” she giggled. Dash bristled at her insinuation and shook his head. “No, it means I always get shit done.”
“Okay don’t get pissy.” She rolled her eyes, pulling another cig from her pack. “Got a light?”
“Sure.” He flicked his lighter and emitted a flame for her to light her cancer stick with. She inhaled and smiled, exhaling the silver smoke through her nostrils. Dash smiled, looking her up and down like she was a piece of meat at the supermarket. “What’s your name?”
“Divine,” she smiled. It wasn’t her real name, simply an alias, but she liked to think that she lived up to it. Dash winked. “Sure it is.”
“It’s the name you’re gonna be screaming when I get finished with you.”
“Is that a threat?”
“A promise,” she giggled. “But you gotta pay to play with this pussy.”
“I got the dough and a bit more,” he replied, flashing a wad and a small plastic baggy. Drugs, probably coke or meth, either way it was going to be a damn good night. Divine wasn’t against a little extra playtime for some good stuff. Besides, Dash didn’t look like he was going to last longer than five or ten good slams.
Divine jerked her head towards the entrance. “We can make it in my backseat if you’re open?”
“I’m not opposed. Just be careful, I can get a little wicked with what I do.”
“I’m not scared,” Divine chuckled, walking alongside him. “I’ve had worse.”
“I doubt it.”
Divine wasn’t worried, honestly. She had a .22 in her purse and pepper spray as well. It helped to be strapped. Especially in this world of psychos and serial killers. 
Slipping into the minivan that Divine bought just for work-fucks, the two crawled into the back that was altered into a makeshift bed and scattered around were condom wrappers, lubricants, pill bottles, residue of coke and meth, snack wrappers and various other little trinkets. There were also a pair of multicolored Christmas lights stapled atop to provide colorful lighting for the shags. 
Divine pushed Dash to lay on his back, slinking down to remove his slacks and pull the folds of his underwear open, letting his hard pork spear pop out to greet her. She smiled. “You really do get to the point.”
“I wasn’t lying,” Dash replied, folding his hands behind his head and closing his eyes. Divine licked, slobbered and sucked on Dash’s hard cock for several minutes, engaging in a total suck and clean session on the man’s meaty appendage. She engaged herself over him totally, consuming his pole in her throat and gagging, letting the vibrations of her abused reflex pleasure him. 
Dash began to tremble and quake as he gripped her hair tight, forcing her to stay down, his hips bucking as he reached his climax. Not more than a few more aching seconds and Dash blew his load, filling her mouth up with his seed. 
Choking and gagging, Divine jerked away to spit his goop on the collage of blankets beside them. She looked out of the corner of her eye at Dash who was licking his lips. Holy shit, that tongue of his was long and epic. Her pussy throbbed as she thought of how incredible the feeling of him eating it out would be.
She smiled. “Did you like that?”
“Best head ever.”
“I think you should return the favor,” she replied, sitting back herself and spreading her legs. Dash raised his face up to look at her before shaking his head. “I don’t think so.”
“Come on dude.” She rolled her eyes. “Don’t tell me you're one of those weirdos that doesn’t like to eat pussy?”
“I know how to and I like to.” He tried to defend his refusal. “But I don’t think I’d be as good as those guys who already have.”
“I’ll knock the price down to half. Just let me get a feel of that tongue of yours,” she replied, grabbing his shirt to pull him against her. He sighed, looking away and then back to her, nodding. Divine beamed with excitement, her short blonde hair spiked in the heat of the car, she snapped her fingers to point at her twat that was revealed to him.
“Give momma some love,” she giggled. “Don’t be afraid to really get inside of me.”
“I’ll do my best. Just remember.” He looked at her. “I did try to refuse.”
“Okay, get on with it,” she growled, pushing his head down between her legs and closed her eyes, holding her breath as she felt the tongue prodding along her loins. Divine smiled and pushed the leather strap over her breasts, pinching her nipples, pulling on them as she felt his tongue flicker over her poon.
Dash began to sweat as he held himself back.
He wasn’t a fan of cunnilingus.
However, every woman he knew was and this was a curse he had been stuck with. He closed his eyes as the burning began to become relentless and he found himself unable to hold back any further, giving in to the lapping and rimming of the pussy. His tongue caught and coated in her juices, fluctuating within her body, provoking her nerve endings. 
She was writhing, her body caught in a trance of intense pleasure, her whimpers turned to moans turned to screams. She couldn’t hold back anymore herself and began to release her inner desires upon his face, her squirt caught him by surprise, yet his tongue burrowed within her completely. She screamed, “Fuck you, you’re gonna make me fucking cum!”
As her climax began to hit something else happened, her insides seared as though she caught flame within her body, she cried out in agony. Her arteries popped as though filled with air, her lungs burst like a balloon and her eyes began to drain through her sockets. Divine threw her arms back as an unseen force shoved her against the car’s interior. 
Dash cried out himself as his tongue penetrated through her cervix and lapped up more, ravishing her insides as they began to drain through the hole it burrowed. 
Divine gasped for air, unable to breathe and unable to move, her heart thumping and pumping wildly until it ripped into shreds. Divine’s head fell forwards, her eyes poured out onto herself like cracked eggs and her mouth opened, releasing a flush of bloody sputum and organ release. 
Dash quickly kicked away to the other side, sucking his tongue back into his mouth, watching as the hooker’s body imploded in on itself and crumpled up like one of the used condom wrappers that had been casually tossed to the side. 
She was dead, completely and utterly, her body wasted until it was shriveled up as an old man







