CHAPTER 1 — MORNING AFTER 
The morning light crept in slowly through the half-open curtains, casting a soft golden hue across the bedroom. Jackie stirred first, her body shifting beneath the tangled sheets. She stretched her arms above her head, feeling the dull ache in her muscles from the night before. Her skin still carried the faint scent of sex, sweat, and the expensive perfume Jennifer had worn to the bar.
She turned her head and looked at the woman sleeping beside her.
Jennifer lay on her stomach, one leg kicked out from under the sheets, her dark hair messy and spread across the pillow. The thin strap of her silk camisole had slipped off one shoulder, revealing smooth skin and the faint outline of a bruise near her collarbone — a leftover from the night before. Her breathing was slow and steady, her lips slightly parted.
Jackie watched her for a moment, a small, private smile tugging at her lips. Even after everything they had done together — the violence, the filth, the nights spent breaking each other down — there was still something about seeing Jennifer like this, soft and unguarded in the morning light, that made her chest feel tight.
She reached over and gently brushed a strand of hair away from Jennifer’s face, letting her fingers linger against her warm cheek.
“Wake up, kitten,” Jackie murmured, her voice still husky from sleep. “Coffee’s getting cold.”
Jennifer made a low, sleepy sound in the back of her throat but didn’t open her eyes right away. Instead, she blindly reached out and caught Jackie’s wrist, pulling her hand down to rest against her chest. Jackie could feel the steady rhythm of her heartbeat beneath her palm.
“Five more minutes,” Jennifer mumbled into the pillow.
Jackie chuckled softly and leaned in, pressing a slow kiss to Jennifer’s bare shoulder. Her lips lingered there, tasting the faint salt of her skin.
“You said that twenty minutes ago,” she whispered against her. “Come on. I already made coffee.”
That got her attention.
Jennifer finally cracked one eye open and looked at Jackie with a tired but amused expression. Her dark hair was wild around her face, and there was a small smudge of last night’s mascara beneath one eye. She looked beautiful in that messy, thoroughly fucked kind of way.
“You’re too good to me,” she said, voice thick with sleep.
“I know,” Jackie replied with a smirk. She sat up, letting the sheet fall away from her body as she reached for the two mugs on the nightstand. She handed one to Jennifer before taking her own.
They sat in comfortable silence for a minute, sipping their coffee. Jennifer eventually pushed herself up against the headboard, the sheet slipping down to her waist. The thin fabric of her camisole clung to her curves, and Jackie’s eyes lingered for a moment on the way it hugged her breasts and the soft dip of her waist.
Jennifer caught her looking and raised an eyebrow, a teasing smile playing on her lips.
“See something you like?”
“Always,” Jackie answered without hesitation. She took another sip of coffee before glancing sideways at Jennifer. “So… last night.”
Jennifer smirked into her mug.
“What about it?”
Jackie leaned back against the headboard, her bare shoulder brushing against Jennifer’s.
“The guy from the bar. The one with the tattoos and the cocky attitude. How was he?”
Jennifer made a face, but there was still amusement in her eyes.
“He was… enthusiastic,” she said after a moment. “Knew how to use his hands. Had a decent mouth. But he kept asking if I was okay every two minutes like I was made of glass.” She shook her head. “It got annoying after a while.”
Jackie let out a short laugh.
“Amateur.”
“Right?” Jennifer turned her head to look at her. “What about yours? The blonde with the attitude problem.”
Jackie made a so-so gesture with her hand.
“She was aggressive, which I liked. But she talked too much. Kept trying to act like she was in control when she clearly wasn’t.” She paused, then added with a smirk, “Still came though. Twice.”
Jennifer snorted.
“Lucky her.”
They fell into a comfortable rhythm after that — talking about the night before with the casual ease of two women who had long stopped pretending to be anything other than what they were. There was no jealousy between them, only a shared understanding. They both knew the other would always come home. They both knew the darkness they carried would always bring them back to each other.
Jennifer eventually set her mug down on the nightstand and shifted closer, resting her head against Jackie’s shoulder. Her hair smelled like vanilla and smoke.
“You know,” she said quietly, “sometimes I think we should stop picking up randos altogether.”
Jackie raised an eyebrow.
“Yeah?”
Jennifer nodded against her skin.
“Most of them can’t handle us anyway. They either get too soft or they think they’re supposed to be in charge.” She lifted her head and looked at Jackie. “We’re better when it’s just us.”
Jackie studied her for a moment, then reached up and tucked a strand of hair behind Jennifer’s ear. Her fingers trailed lightly down the side of her neck, brushing over the faint marks left behind from the night before.
“We can be pickier,” she said. “Or we can just stop pretending we’re looking for anything serious with them.”
Jennifer leaned in and kissed her — slow and lazy, the kind of kiss that didn’t need to go anywhere yet. When she pulled back, she rested her forehead against Jackie’s.
“I like this,” she whispered. “Waking up with you. Talking about the stupid shit we do. Knowing you’ll still be here even after we’ve both fucked other people.”
Jackie’s hand slid down to rest on Jennifer’s bare thigh beneath the sheets.
“I’m not going anywhere,” she said simply.
Jennifer smiled — small, but real — and kissed her again.
They stayed like that for a while longer, tangled in the sheets, drinking lukewarm coffee, and talking in low voices. The morning felt soft around them, even if both of them knew the darkness was never far away.
For now, though, it could wait.
CHAPTER 2 — DOMESTIC BLISS
The coffee had gone lukewarm by the time they finally dragged themselves out of bed.
Jackie stood in front of the bathroom mirror, running her fingers through her messy dark hair. She was still wearing nothing but one of Jennifer’s old oversized shirts — the hem barely reaching the tops of her thighs. Her skin was marked in places from the night before, faint bruises blooming along her hips and the inside of her thighs. She didn’t bother hiding them. She never did.
Jennifer stepped into the bathroom behind her, toothbrush in hand. She had pulled on a thin silk robe that clung to her curves, the belt loosely tied around her waist. Her hair was still wild from sleep, and there was a small red mark on her neck from where Jackie had bitten her earlier that morning.
They moved around each other with the easy familiarity of two people who had shared a bathroom — and a life — for years.
Jennifer squeezed toothpaste onto her brush and glanced at Jackie through the mirror.
“You’re staring,” she said around the toothbrush.
Jackie smirked and leaned her hip against the counter.
“Can you blame me?”
Jennifer rolled her eyes, but there was a smile playing at the corners of her mouth. She spat into the sink and rinsed before turning to face Jackie properly.
“You’re in a mood this morning,” she said, stepping closer. She reached up and gently traced one of the bruises on Jackie’s collarbone with her fingertip. “Still thinking about last night?”
“Among other things,” Jackie replied. She slid her hands beneath Jennifer’s robe and rested them on her bare waist, thumbs brushing slowly over her skin. “You’ve got a new mark here.”
Jennifer glanced down at the faint bruise on her hip.
“One of them got a little carried away.”
Jackie’s grip tightened slightly.
“I noticed.”
There was a beat of silence between them — not uncomfortable, just charged. Jennifer leaned in and pressed a soft kiss to Jackie’s lips, then another, slower one. When she pulled back, her expression had softened.
“You know I love you, right?” she said quietly. “Even when we’re doing all this fucked up shit.”
Jackie’s hands slid up Jennifer’s back beneath the robe.
“I know,” she said. “I love you too. Even when you’re being a mouthy little whore on camera.”
Jennifer let out a short laugh and lightly smacked Jackie’s arm.
“Asshole.”
Jackie grinned and kissed her again.
They finished getting ready in comfortable silence, moving around each other with practiced ease. Jennifer pulled on a pair of dark jeans and a fitted black top that hugged her figure, while Jackie opted for black slacks and a dark button-up shirt she left half-unbuttoned. There was something quietly powerful about the way they dressed — not overly flashy, but confident. Like women who knew exactly who they were and didn’t need to prove it to anyone.
As Jennifer stood in front of the mirror applying a light layer of lipstick, Jackie came up behind her and wrapped her arms around her waist. She rested her chin on Jennifer’s shoulder and met her eyes in the reflection.
“You look good,” she murmured.
Jennifer capped the lipstick and leaned back against her.
“So do you.”
They stayed like that for a moment, just holding each other in the soft morning light. Eventually, Jennifer turned in Jackie’s arms and kissed her once more — slower this time, deeper.
When she pulled away, she rested her forehead against Jackie’s.
“Ready to go be professional?” she asked with a small smirk.
Jackie let out a low chuckle.
“As ready as I’ll ever be.”
Jennifer grabbed her bag and keys while Jackie slipped on her boots. As they headed toward the front door, Jennifer glanced over at her.
“You driving or am I?”
“You drive,” Jackie said. “I want to finish that script breakdown on the way.”
Jennifer unlocked the car as they stepped outside. Before getting in, she paused and looked back at Jackie.
“Hey.”
Jackie raised an eyebrow.
“Yeah?”
Jennifer smiled — small, but warm.
“I’m glad it’s you.”
Jackie’s expression softened. She stepped forward and kissed her once, slow and deliberate.
“Me too.”
They got into the car without another word, the quiet understanding between them settling comfortably into the space as Jennifer pulled out of the driveway and headed toward the studio.
Another day had begun. 
CHAPTER 3 — EVENING RITUALS
The sun had already gone down by the time Jackie and Jennifer pulled into the driveway. The house was quiet when they stepped inside, the only light coming from the warm lamps they usually left on in the living room. Jackie kicked off her boots by the door while Jennifer set her bag down on the console table and let out a long, tired sigh.“
God, my neck is still killing me,” Jennifer muttered as she rolled her shoulders.
Jackie glanced over at her and smirked.
“You did get it snapped on camera today. I’d be worried if it didn’t hurt.”
Jennifer shot her a look, but there was no real heat behind it. She walked into the kitchen and opened the fridge, pulling out a bottle of white wine. She held it up without saying anything, and Jackie gave a small nod.
They moved around the kitchen with the easy rhythm they’d developed over the years. Jennifer poured two glasses while Jackie leaned against the counter, watching her. Even in the soft kitchen lighting, Jennifer looked beautiful — her dark hair slightly messy from the long day, the top two buttons of her blouse undone, and the faint bruises along her neck and collarbone still visible.
Jackie reached out and gently brushed her fingers over one of the marks.
“You’re going to have to wear something with a high neck tomorrow,” she said quietly.
Jennifer took a sip of her wine and leaned back against the opposite counter.
“Or I could just not give a fuck what people think.”
Jackie smiled.
“That works too.”
They carried their glasses into the living room and sank down onto the couch. Jennifer tucked her legs underneath her while Jackie stretched hers out, resting one arm along the back of the couch. For a while, they just sat in comfortable silence, sipping their wine and letting the tension of the day slowly bleed out of them.
Eventually, Jennifer spoke.
“Today was intense,” she said, staring into her glass.
Jackie hummed in agreement.
“It was. Saiya was in rare form.”
Jennifer let out a soft laugh.
“She always is when she wants something good on film. I could tell she was getting off on how rough they were being with us.”
Jackie turned her head to look at her.
“And you weren’t?”
Jennifer glanced over, a small smirk playing on her lips.
“I didn’t say that.”
Jackie studied her for a moment, then reached over and tucked a strand of hair behind Jennifer’s ear. Her fingers lingered against her cheek.
“You looked good today,” she said. “Even when they were beating the shit out of you. Especially then.”
Jennifer leaned into her touch, her eyes softening just a little.
“You always say that.”
“Because it’s true.”
They were quiet again for a little while. Jackie’s fingers continued to trace lightly along Jennifer’s jaw and down the side of her neck, brushing over the bruises with a strange kind of tenderness.
“You know,” Jennifer said after a moment, “sometimes I wonder what it would be like if we didn’t do this. If we just… had a normal marriage.”
Jackie raised an eyebrow.
“You mean boring?”
Jennifer smiled.
“Yeah. Boring.”
Jackie shook her head.
“I’d lose my mind. And so would you.”
“I know,” Jennifer admitted. She turned her body more toward Jackie, resting her hand on her thigh. “I like what we have. Even when it’s fucked up. Especially when it’s fucked up.”
Jackie set her wine glass down on the coffee table and pulled Jennifer closer until she was half in her lap. She wrapped her arms around her waist and pressed a slow kiss to her shoulder.
“I like it too,” she murmured against her skin. “I like coming home with you after we’ve both been used and fucked up on camera. I like that we can talk about it like this. I like that no one else gets to have this version of us.”
Jennifer turned her head and kissed her — soft at first, then deeper. Her hand slid up into Jackie’s hair as she shifted to straddle her lap. Jackie’s hands moved to her hips, holding her there.
They kissed slowly, taking their time. There was no rush tonight. No cameras. No crew. Just the two of them, tired and sore and still craving each other in that quiet, familiar way.
After a while, Jennifer pulled back just enough to rest her forehead against Jackie’s.“I’m sore as hell,” she whispered.
Jackie smirked.
“Me too.”
“Still want you though.”
Jackie’s hands tightened on her hips.
“Yeah?”
Jennifer nodded, her voice low.
“Yeah.”
She leaned in and kissed Jackie again, slower this time, her body pressing closer. Jackie let her hands slide under Jennifer’s blouse, fingers brushing over warm skin and the faint bruises along her ribs. Jennifer shivered at the touch but didn’t pull away.
They stayed like that for a long time — kissing, touching, breathing each other in. It wasn’t frantic or desperate. It was the kind of intimacy that came from years of knowing exactly how the other person liked to be touched, especially after a long, brutal day.
Eventually, Jennifer pulled back and rested her head on Jackie’s shoulder.
“I don’t want to go to the studio tomorrow,” she mumbled.
Jackie chuckled and ran her fingers through Jennifer’s hair.
“Too bad. We have that investor meeting in the afternoon.”
Jennifer groaned.
“Fuck investors.”
Jackie smiled against her hair.
“Tomorrow,” she said quietly. “Tonight, it’s just us.”
Jennifer lifted her head and looked at her. There was something soft in her eyes despite everything.
“Just us,” she repeated.
Jackie nodded and pulled her in for another kiss.
Outside, the night was quiet. Inside, the two of them stayed wrapped up in each other on the couch, letting the weight of the day slowly fade away.
For now, that was enough.
CHAPTER 4 — ARRIVAL
The morning traffic was light as Jennifer pulled into the gated entrance of the studio lot. Jackie sat in the passenger seat, one leg crossed over the other, scrolling through something on her phone. She was dressed in black slacks and a dark button-up shirt, the top two buttons left open. Her hair was pulled back into a low, messy bun, and there was still a faint bruise along the side of her neck from the night before — one she hadn’t bothered to cover.
Jennifer, on the other hand, had chosen a fitted black blouse tucked into high-waisted trousers. A thin gold chain rested against her collarbone, and she’d applied just enough makeup to look polished without trying too hard. The bruises on her neck were more visible than Jackie’s, but she wore them like they were just another part of her outfit.
As they approached the security booth, Jennifer rolled down her window. The guard on duty — an older man named Carl — barely glanced at their badges before waving them through with a tired nod.
“Morning, Mrs. Voss,” he said automatically.
“Morning, Carl,” Jennifer replied with a small smile.
Jackie waited until the window was back up before speaking.
“He still calls you Mrs. Voss.”
Jennifer shrugged as she drove forward.
“Old habit. It’s easier than explaining every time someone new starts.”
Jackie glanced over at her, a faint smirk on her lips.
“Or maybe he just likes saying it.”
Jennifer shot her a sideways look but didn’t argue. She pulled into their reserved parking spot near the main building and turned off the engine. For a moment, neither of them moved.
Jackie reached over and gently brushed her fingers along Jennifer’s wrist.
“You ready to be professional?” she asked, voice low.
Jennifer let out a soft breath and turned to look at her.
“As ready as I’ll ever be.”
They stepped out of the car and walked side by side toward the main office building. The studio lot was already alive with activity. Crew members moved between buildings, golf carts zipped past carrying equipment and set pieces, and the distant sound of power tools echoed from one of the larger soundstages. The air smelled like concrete, coffee, and faint traces of sawdust.
As they approached the entrance, a young assistant — Lisa — hurried over to meet them. She looked slightly frazzled, her tablet clutched tightly in one hand.
“Ms. Voss, Mrs. Voss,” she said quickly. “The production meeting has been moved up to nine-thirty. Also, the set design team is already waiting in Conference Room B, and the investors’ call got pushed to this afternoon.”
Jennifer gave her a polite nod.
“Thank you, Lisa. We’ll head to the meeting first.”
Lisa nodded and hurried off again, already tapping away on her tablet.
Jackie watched her go with a small smirk.
“She’s still scared of you.”
“Good,” Jennifer replied calmly as they walked inside. “Means she does her job.”
The inside of the main building was sleek and modern. Polished concrete floors, large windows, and framed posters from previous productions lined the walls. Staff members nodded or greeted them as they passed. Some looked nervous. Others looked used to seeing the two women walk through like they owned the place.
Which, in many ways, they did.
They took the elevator up to the second floor. As the doors closed, Jackie leaned against the wall and glanced sideways at Jennifer.
“You know,” she said, “sometimes I forget how different you are here compared to at home.”
Jennifer raised an eyebrow.
“What’s that supposed to mean?”
Jackie shrugged.
“At home you’re all soft and sleepy and letting me touch you however I want. Here you’re all ‘Ms. Voss’ and making assistants nervous just by existing.”
Jennifer smirked as the elevator doors opened.
“That’s because at home I don’t have to deal with budgets, schedules, and people who think they know better than me.” She stepped out into the hallway and added, quieter, “And because you’re the only one who gets to see me soft.”
Jackie followed her out, a small smile tugging at her lips.
They walked down the corridor together, their heels clicking against the floor. As they approached Conference Room B, Jennifer glanced over at Jackie one last time.
“Try not to scare the new production coordinator today,” she said.
Jackie gave her an innocent look.
“I have no idea what you’re talking about.”
Jennifer shook her head, but there was a hint of amusement in her eyes as she pushed open the door.
Jackie followed her inside, her expression shifting into something cooler and more professional the moment they stepped into the room full of waiting staff and crew.
The day had officially begun. 
CHAPTER 5 — OFFICE DYNAMICS
The conference room was already half full when Jackie and Jennifer walked in. A long mahogany table took up most of the space, surrounded by leather chairs. Several people were already seated — producers, department heads, and a few assistants typing furiously on their tablets.
Jackie took her usual seat near the head of the table while Jennifer sat beside her. Almost immediately, the low murmur of conversation died down.
Marcus Hale, the line producer, stood up and cleared his throat. He was in his late forties, with thinning hair and wire-rimmed glasses that made him look perpetually stressed.
“Alright, let’s get started,” he said, tapping the screen on the table to bring up the project file. “We’re here to go over final pre-production details for Project Eclipse. We’re still on track to begin principal photography in three weeks, but we’ve got a few issues that need locking down today.”
He clicked through a few slides before stopping on one that showed the current schedule.
“First up — set construction. The college campus set is about sixty-five percent complete. The dorm rooms and lecture halls are mostly done, but the exterior quad and library interior are still behind. We’re looking at a possible two-day delay if we don’t get more hands on deck.
”Elena Vargas, the production designer, spoke up from the middle of the table.
“We can make up the time if we pull an extra crew for overnight shifts,” she said. “But it’s going to cost more in overtime.”
Marcus looked over at Jennifer.
“Ms. Voss? Your call.”
Jennifer didn’t even glance at her notes. She had already reviewed everything the night before.
“Approve the overtime,” she said calmly. “I’d rather pay extra now than push the entire schedule back. We’re not losing days on this one.”
Marcus nodded and made a note.
“Understood.”
Jackie leaned back in her chair, arms crossed as she listened. She didn’t speak much during these meetings unless she had to. Most of the time she preferred to observe — watching how people reacted, who pushed back, and who folded too easily.
Marcus moved on to the next slide.
“Next item — casting. We’ve locked in most of the principal roles, but we’re still finalizing the lead’s scene partner for the more intense sequences.”
A few people shifted uncomfortably in their seats. Everyone at this table knew what “intense sequences” meant on this production.
Jackie finally spoke, her voice even.
“Make sure whoever we bring in knows exactly what they’re signing up for,” she said. “I don’t want another situation like last time where someone gets on set and suddenly decides they’re uncomfortable with the material.”
Marcus nodded quickly.
“We’ve already updated the contracts and added extra clauses. Anyone who backs out after signing will be hit with heavy penalties.”
“Good,” Jackie said simply.
Jennifer glanced sideways at her but didn’t comment. Instead, she turned her attention back to Marcus.
“What about the practical effects team?” she asked. “I want to make sure we’re not relying too heavily on post-production for the more physical scenes. The director wants everything to feel as raw as possible.”
“We’ve already got most of the effects crew locked in,” Marcus replied. “They’re scheduled to start building the more specialized props next week.”
The meeting continued for another forty-five minutes. Budget concerns were raised. Schedule conflicts were argued over. A few department heads pushed back on certain decisions, but Jennifer handled them with calm, firm authority while Jackie occasionally stepped in with a colder, more direct approach when things started dragging.
By the time Marcus wrapped up the meeting, most of the major issues had been addressed.
As people began gathering their things and filing out of the room, Jackie stayed seated for a moment, finishing the last of her coffee. Jennifer remained beside her, scrolling through something on her tablet.
Once the room had mostly cleared out, Jennifer spoke without looking up.
“You were quiet today,” she said.
Jackie shrugged.
“Nothing worth saying until someone started wasting time.”
Jennifer smirked faintly.
“Elena’s pushing for that extra crew again.”
“She always does,” Jackie replied. “She’s good at her job, but she’ll spend money like it’s unlimited if we let her.”
Jennifer finally looked over at her.
“You think we should approve it?”
Jackie considered it for a second, then nodded.
“Yeah. Better to have the extra hands than risk falling behind when we start shooting.”
Jennifer gave a small nod of agreement and stood up, tucking her tablet under her arm.
“Come on,” she said. “We should go check on the sets before the afternoon meetings start.”
Jackie stood as well and followed her out of the conference room. As they walked down the hallway together, Jennifer glanced over at her again.
“You know,” she said quietly, “sometimes I think you scare half the crew more than I do.”
Jackie smirked.
“Good. Means they’ll actually listen when I tell them something.”
Jennifer shook her head, but there was a small smile on her face as they continued toward the soundstages.
The professional part of the day was in full swing. 
CHAPTER 6 — WALKING THE SETS
After the morning meetings, Jackie and Jennifer decided to head straight to the soundstages instead of sitting through another call. Jennifer had grown tired of conference rooms, and Jackie had been quiet but visibly restless since they arrived.
They walked across the lot in silence at first. The midday sun was harsh, and the distant sound of power tools and crew shouting instructions filled the air. As they approached Stage 4, the large metal doors were already open. Inside, the college campus set was in various stages of completion. Fake brick buildings lined one side of the massive space, while a partially constructed quad with fake grass and benches took up the center. Crew members moved around with tools, paint, and props.
But what caught their attention the most were the practical elements already being tested in one corner of the set.
A small team from the effects department was working on a section designed to look like a dorm room. On a fake bed, they had laid out various restraints, a clear plastic sheet, and what looked like a shallow tub filled with dark red liquid. One of the effects artists was testing how the fake blood would look under the lights when poured over the plastic.
Jackie stopped walking.
Jennifer followed her gaze and went still beside her.
Neither of them spoke for a few seconds.
Eventually, Jackie stepped closer to the effects station. One of the crew members noticed them and straightened up quickly.
“Mrs. Voss, Ms. Voss,” he said. “We weren’t expecting you down here yet.”
Jackie didn’t look at him. Her eyes stayed on the setup in front of her.
“This for the dorm scene?” she asked, voice low.
“Yes, ma’am. We’re testing the blood flow and how it interacts with the plastic sheeting. Saiya wanted it to look as realistic as possible.”
Jackie reached out and ran two fingers along the edge of the plastic sheet. It was thick and crinkled slightly under her touch.
“She’s not wrong,” she said. “But this needs to be messier. More uncontrolled. If we’re going to do this, it should actually look like someone’s being hurt.”
The effects artist hesitated.
“We can adjust the viscosity and the amount we use per take,” he offered. “But we have to be careful with how much blood we actually show on camera. Some networks and distributors get nervous about—”
Jackie finally looked at him. Her expression was calm, but there was a sharpness in her eyes.
“We’re not making this for people who get nervous,” she said. “We’re making it for people who want to see it feel real.”
Jennifer stayed quiet beside her, but Jackie could feel her watching.
After a moment, Jennifer spoke.
“We’ll need multiple angles on the drowning and strangulation sequences,” she said to the effects team. “And we want the blood to react naturally when someone’s struggling. Not just poured on like a prop.”
The effects artist nodded quickly.
“We can do that. We’ll run new tests this week.”
Jackie turned away from the setup and started walking again, deeper into the set. Jennifer fell into step beside her. They didn’t speak until they were out of earshot of the crew.
“You’re pushing hard today,” Jennifer said quietly.
Jackie kept her eyes forward.
“I’m making sure we don’t waste time pretending this is going to be tasteful. It’s not. And I don’t want anyone on this crew thinking it is.”
Jennifer was quiet for a few steps.
“You’re in a mood,” she said.
Jackie finally glanced over at her.
“And you’re not?” she asked. “You saw that setup. You know what we’re about to film. You really think we should be polite about it?”
Jennifer didn’t answer right away. She looked ahead at the half-finished lecture hall set in front of them.
“I just don’t want us to lose control of it,” she said eventually. “We’ve done dark before. This feels… different.”
Jackie stopped walking and turned to face her fully.
“It is different,” she said. “That’s the point. Saiya wants something real this time. Not stylized. Not pretty. She wants it to feel like it’s actually happening.”
Jennifer met her eyes. There was something heavy between them — an understanding that went beyond just work.
“And you want that too,” Jennifer said. It wasn’t a question.
Jackie held her gaze.
“Yeah,” she said. 
“I do.”
They stood there for a moment, surrounded by the noise of the crew working around them, but it felt like the rest of the world had gone quiet.
Eventually, Jennifer looked away and let out a slow breath.
“Alright,” she said. “Then we do it right. No half-measures.”
Jackie nodded once.
“No half-measures.”
They continued walking through the set in silence after that. Jackie occasionally stopped to inspect something — a fake window, a prop desk, the way the lighting hit a certain corner. Jennifer stayed close beside her, occasionally giving notes to passing crew members, but her attention kept drifting back to Jackie.
There was a tension between them now. Not the usual professional tension. Something darker. Something that had been simmering since they walked onto the lot that morning.
As they neared the exit of the soundstage, Jackie spoke again, her voice low enough that only Jennifer could hear her.
“When we start shooting those scenes,” she said, “I don’t want anyone treating us like we’re fragile. Not the crew. Not the actors. And not each other.”
Jennifer looked at her.
“I won’t,” she said.
Jackie studied her for a second, then gave a small nod.
“Good.”
They stepped out of the soundstage and back into the sunlight. The shift from the dim, heavy atmosphere inside to the bright afternoon outside felt jarring.
Jennifer glanced over at Jackie as they walked.
“You’re really ready for this one, aren’t you?”
Jackie didn’t slow down.
“I’ve been ready,” she said. “The question is whether you are.”
Jennifer didn’t answer.
But the look in her eyes said enough. 
CHAPTER 7 — BEHIND CLOSED DOORS
Later that afternoon, Jackie and Jennifer were called into a private meeting on the top floor. This one wasn’t on the official schedule.
The room was smaller and more private than the usual conference spaces. Sitting at the table were Marcus Hale, Rachel Kline, and Victor Lang — one of the senior investors and a longtime associate of James Voss.
Victor didn’t waste time.
“I’ve seen the updated call sheets and the revised budget for the heavier sequences,” he said, sliding a tablet across the table. “The overtime and practical effects costs have gone up again. Significantly.”
Jennifer picked up the tablet and glanced over the numbers.
“We’re aware,” she said calmly. “The material requires it.”
Victor leaned back in his chair, studying both women.
“I’m not questioning the artistic vision,” he said. “But I am questioning whether the level of realism you’re aiming for is necessary. Some of these scenes are bordering on extreme, even by our standards. Distributors are already nervous.”
Jackie, who had been quiet, finally spoke.
“We’re not bordering on anything,” she said, her voice cool. “We’re going all the way in. That’s the point.
”Victor’s eyes flicked to her.
“Mrs. Voss, with all due respect, there’s a difference between making something intense and making something that could become a liability. If we go too far with the practical violence and sexual content, we risk losing platforms.”
Jennifer set the tablet down.
“We’re not making this for mainstream platforms,” she replied. “We’re making it for an audience that wants something real.”
Victor exhaled, clearly frustrated.
“I understand the vision. But I also have to answer to the people funding this. And right now, some of them are asking whether we’re going to have any control over the final product once Saiya starts shooting.”
Jackie leaned forward slightly.
“Let me make something very clear,” she said. “Saiya has full creative control. That was the deal. If the investors are suddenly uncomfortable with what they signed up for, that’s their problem. Not ours.”
The tension in the room thickened.
Victor opened his mouth to respond, but before he could, Jennifer’s phone buzzed on the table. She glanced at the screen, then looked up at the group.
“Excuse me for a moment,” she said calmly, already standing up. “I need to take this.”
She stepped out of the room without waiting for a response, closing the door behind her.
Jackie watched her leave, then slowly turned her head toward Victor. Her expression had changed — colder, sharper.
Victor shifted in his seat under her stare.
Jackie didn’t raise her voice. She didn’t need to.
“You should have kept your mouth shut, Victor,” she said quietly. “Now hell is coming, and nothing is stopping it. We do not need investors or outside lawyers breathing down our necks. You should’ve just stayed quiet, bastard.”
Victor’s face tightened, but before he could reply, the door opened again.
Jennifer walked back in and calmly took her seat. She crossed one leg over the other and looked around the table like nothing had happened.
“They’ll be here within an hour to clean house,” she said evenly. “It’s out of our hands now.”
The room went silent.
Victor looked between the two women, clearly trying to understand what had just shifted.
Jackie leaned back in her chair, her eyes never leaving Victor.
“You should’ve listened when we told you to stay out of it,” she said.
Jennifer didn’t say anything else. She simply picked up her tablet again, as if the conversation had already moved on.
Victor sat there for a few seconds, visibly unsettled, before slowly standing up.
“I think we’re done here,” he muttered.
He left the room without another word.
Once the door closed behind him, Jackie glanced over at Jennifer.
“Who’d you call?” she asked, though she already knew the answer.
Jennifer didn’t look up from her tablet.
“The only people who can actually fix this before it gets worse.”
Jackie let out a low breath and shook her head.
“You really don’t do anything halfway, do you?”
Jennifer finally looked up, meeting her eyes with a small, knowing smirk.
“Neither do you.”
Jackie held her gaze for a moment, then gave a short nod.
“Guess we’ll see how bad it gets when they get here.”
Jennifer leaned back in her chair, calm and composed.
“We already know how bad it’s going to get,” she said quietly. “That’s why we called them.”
Jackie didn’t argue.
She just looked toward the door Victor had walked out of and muttered under her breath:
“Stupid bastard.” 
CHAPTER 8 — AFTERSHOCK
The meeting with Victor left a heavy silence in its wake.
Jackie and Jennifer didn’t speak much as they left the private room on the top floor. The tension between them was thick, but it wasn’t the usual kind. This felt heavier — like something had been set in motion that neither of them could fully control anymore.
They walked down the hallway in silence until they reached the elevator. Once the doors closed, Jennifer finally spoke.
“You didn’t have to go at him like that,” she said quietly.
Jackie leaned against the elevator wall and looked at her.
“He was already pushing too hard,” she replied. “Someone needed to remind him who actually runs things around here.”
Jennifer didn’t argue. She just stared at the elevator doors as they descended.
“They’re really coming, aren’t they?” Jackie asked after a moment.
Jennifer nodded once.
“Within the hour.”
Jackie let out a slow breath and rubbed the back of her neck.
“Fuck.”
The elevator reached the second floor and opened. They stepped out and continued walking toward their shared office space. A few staff members passed by in the hallway, but no one dared to make eye contact for too long. Word traveled fast in the studio, and it was clear something had gone down.
Once they were inside their office and the door was closed, Jackie turned to Jennifer.
“You should’ve warned me before you made that call.”
Jennifer sat down behind her desk and leaned back in her chair.
“I didn’t have time to warn you,” she said. “Victor was about to start throwing around legal threats and investor ultimatums. I wasn’t going to sit there and let him try to strong-arm us.”
Jackie paced slowly in front of the desk.
“I know why you did it,” she said. “I just don’t like being blindsided.”
Jennifer watched her for a moment.
“You would’ve done the same thing if I wasn’t in the room.”
Jackie stopped pacing and looked at her. After a second, she gave a small nod.
“Yeah,” she admitted. “I probably would’ve.”
Jennifer let out a quiet breath and rubbed her temples.
“They’re not going to be gentle when they get here,” she said. “You know that, right?”
“I know.”
Jackie walked over to the window and looked out over the lot. From up here, everything looked normal — crew members moving between buildings, golf carts driving around, the usual controlled chaos of a working studio. But she could feel it. The shift in the air. The knowledge that something much bigger was about to walk through those gates.
Jennifer stood up and walked over to stand beside her.
“You’re worried,” she said.
Jackie didn’t deny it.
“I’m not worried about us,” she said. “I’m worried about what happens when they start ‘cleaning house.’ People are going to get fired. Some might get worse than that.”
Jennifer was quiet for a moment.
“They crossed a line when they started questioning Saiya’s control,” she said. “And when Victor started pushing back on the content… that was the final straw.”
Jackie glanced at her.
“You really think they’re going to come down that hard?”
Jennifer met her eyes.
“I know they are.”
They stood there in silence for a little while, both of them watching the lot below. Eventually, Jackie spoke again, her voice lower.
“You know this is going to change things around here, right? Once they get involved, nothing stays the same.”
Jennifer nodded.
“I know.”
Jackie looked back out the window.
“Good,” she said quietly. “Because I’m tired of people thinking they can tell us how to make our own fucking film.”
Jennifer didn’t respond right away. She just reached over and lightly touched Jackie’s hand where it rested on the windowsill. It was a small gesture, but it said more than words could in that moment.
Jackie didn’t pull away.
They stayed like that for a while — two women standing at the window, waiting for the storm they had just called down on the studio.
Down below, everything continued as normal.
But upstairs, in that quiet office, both of them knew the calm wouldn’t last much longer. 
CHAPTER 9 — FIRST BLOOD
The classroom smelled like sweat, sex, and violence.
Miss Black didn’t waste time with introductions. She never did. The moment the bell rang, she looked over the new faces and spoke like she was already bored.
“Today we’re doing impact and control. Jackie, come here.”
Jackie stood up from her desk without hesitation. She was already feared in this class. Everyone knew what she was capable of — and what she liked. She walked to the front of the room like she owned it.
Miss Black glanced at the rest of the students.
“I need someone willing to take a beating.”
A few hands went up. Miss Black ignored them all and pointed at a cocky-looking junior near the back.
“You. Come here.”
The guy smirked as he walked up, clearly thinking he was about to get to dominate someone. Miss Black looked at Jackie.
“Break him.”
Jackie didn’t smile. She just nodded once.
What followed was brutal. Jackie didn’t just hit him — she methodically broke him down. Punches to the body, knees to the ribs, and when he tried to fight back, she dropped him with a clean elbow to the face. By the time Miss Black told her to stop, the guy was on the floor coughing up blood and trying not to puke.
Miss Black looked almost pleased.
“Good girl,” she said quietly, running her fingers through Jackie’s hair in a way that was far too intimate for a classroom. “You still know how to make a mess.”
Jackie didn’t react to the praise. She just wiped blood off her knuckles and waited for her next order.
That’s when the new girl made her move.
Jennifer had only been in the room for ten minutes, but she hadn’t taken her eyes off Jackie since she walked in. While everyone else was watching the beating, Jennifer had quietly stood up and walked straight toward Jackie’s desk.
Jackie had just sat back down when Jennifer came up behind her.
Without saying a word, Jennifer grabbed the back of Jackie’s chair, yanked it slightly, and started donkey punching her in the back — hard, fast, and nonstop.
Thud. Thud. Thud.
The class went quiet.
Jackie’s body jerked forward with each hit, but she didn’t turn around. She didn’t tell Jennifer to stop. She just gripped the edge of her desk and took it, breathing heavier with every punch.
From the front of the room, Miss Black watched with interest. A small, dark smile touched her lips when she saw the way Jackie’s eyes fluttered and her breathing changed.
She was getting off on it.
Miss Black didn’t interrupt. She just leaned against her desk, arms crossed, and watched her loyal pet get beaten by the new girl like it was the most entertaining thing she’d seen all week.
Jennifer finally stopped punching. She leaned down close to Jackie’s ear, her voice low and mocking.
“Yo momma hits harder than that when I’m fucking your father in front of her.”
A few students laughed under their breath. Jackie let out a short, breathy laugh of her own, still gripping the desk.
“You call that a hit?” Jackie muttered, voice rough. “Miss Black hits me harder, shithead.”
Jennifer grinned and punched her one more time, harder than the rest.
“That’s better,” she said.
Miss Black finally spoke, her voice calm but carrying through the room.
“Enough.”
Jennifer straightened up but didn’t move away from Jackie’s desk. She looked at Miss Black with zero fear in her eyes.
Miss Black studied both of them for a long moment. Then she spoke again, this time with something almost like approval in her voice.
“New girl. What’s your name?”
“Jennifer.”
Miss Black nodded slowly.
“Jennifer… you and Jackie are going to stay after class today.” She looked directly at Jackie. “Both of you.”
Jackie finally turned her head to look at Jennifer. There was blood on her lip from one of the punches, but she was smirking.
Jennifer smirked back.
Miss Black watched the exchange with dark, satisfied eyes.
She could already tell.
These two weren’t going to hold back.
And that was exactly what she wanted to see. 
CHAPTER 10 — AFTER HOURS
Most of the students had already left by the time class ended. A few lingered near the door, whispering as they watched Jackie and Jennifer still sitting at their desks. Miss Black didn’t say anything to them. She just gave them a look, and they quickly got the message and left.
Once the door closed, the room felt much quieter.
Miss Black walked over to her desk and leaned against it, looking at the two girls.
“Both of you. Come here.”
Jackie stood up first. Jennifer followed right behind her. They stopped in front of Miss Black’s desk, standing side by side.
Miss Black looked between them for a moment before speaking.
“I heard you two stayed late yesterday,” she said calmly. “Playing without permission.”
Jackie didn’t flinch.
“We didn’t think you’d mind.”
Miss Black gave a small, dark smile.
“I don’t. But next time, I want to watch.”
She pushed off her desk and walked around until she was standing behind both of them. She placed one hand on Jackie’s shoulder and the other on Jennifer’s.
“You two have been circling each other since Jennifer walked in,” she said. “I want to see what happens when you stop circling.”
She looked at Jackie.
“Take her clothes off.”
Jackie didn’t hesitate. She turned to Jennifer and started pulling her shirt over her head. Jennifer didn’t resist. She just lifted her arms and let Jackie strip her. Once her shirt was off, Jackie reached down and unbuttoned Jennifer’s skirt, letting it fall to the floor.
Just like yesterday, Jennifer wasn’t wearing anything underneath.
Miss Black watched with dark, interested eyes.
“Good,” she murmured. “Now you.”
Jackie started taking off her own clothes without being told twice. Jennifer helped, yanking Jackie’s shirt off and then shoving her skirt down. Within a minute, both of them were standing naked in the middle of the classroom.
Miss Black walked around them slowly, like she was inspecting her property.
“On the desk,” she said. “Both of you.”
Jackie and Jennifer climbed onto one of the larger desks. Jackie sat on the edge while Jennifer stood between her legs. Without saying anything, Jennifer grabbed Jackie by the throat and kissed her hard — rough and aggressive, biting her lip.
Jackie kissed her back just as hard, one hand sliding down to grab Jennifer’s ass while the other pulled her closer.
Miss Black leaned against another desk and crossed her arms, watching them.
“Don’t hold back,” she said. “I want to see what you’re really like when no one’s pretending.”
Jennifer broke the kiss and shoved Jackie down onto her back. She climbed on top of her, grabbed Jackie by the throat again, and started choking her while grinding down hard. Jackie’s breathing grew rough, but she was still smirking up at Jennifer.
Jennifer leaned down, her face inches from Jackie’s.
“What’s wrong, Miss Black’s little pet?” she taunted, squeezing Jackie’s throat tighter. “Can’t take it when someone hits back?”
Jackie let out a short, breathy laugh despite the pressure on her neck. Her voice came out strained but cocky.
“That all you got?” she taunted back. “Miss Black hits harder than that, shithead.”
Jennifer’s eyes flashed with something dark and amused. She released Jackie’s throat just long enough to rear back and donkey punch her hard in the chest — once, twice, three times in quick succession. Jackie’s body jerked with each hit, but she kept that same cocky smirk on her face.
“You call that a hit?” Jackie rasped, voice rough from being choked. 
“Yo momma hits harder than that when I’m fucking your father in front of her.”
Jennifer let out a sharp, wicked laugh and punched her again, even harder this time.
“You’re real fucking mouthy for Miss Black’s favorite pet,” Jennifer growled, grabbing Jackie by the hair and yanking her head back. “Does she know her little toy talks this much shit?”
Jackie grinned through the pain, blood on her lip.
“Yeah? Then stop talking and hit me like you mean it, you gorgeous psychopathic whore.”
Miss Black watched from the side with a dark, satisfied expression. She didn’t say anything, but it was clear she was enjoying every second of it.
Jennifer leaned down close to Jackie’s ear, her voice low and mocking.
“Careful what you wish for, Miss Black’s pet.”
Then she started hitting her again — hard, fast, and without mercy — while Jackie laughed and cursed between every punch, goading her on.
Miss Black’s voice cut through the room, calm but firm.
“Enough.”
Jennifer slowly pulled back. Both of them were breathing hard, covered in bite marks, scratches, and fresh bruises.
Miss Black walked over and stopped in front of them.
She looked at Jackie first.
“You’re still my favorite,” she said, reaching out and gently wiping blood from Jackie’s lip with her thumb. “But don’t get too attached to this one.”
Then she looked at Jennifer.
“And you… you’re interesting. Most girls would’ve tapped out by now.”
Jennifer smirked, still breathing heavily.
“I’m not most girls.”
Miss Black studied her for a moment, then gave a small nod.
“No. You’re not.”
She turned and walked back to her desk.
“Get dressed. Both of you. And go home. Tomorrow, we’re going to see how far you’re both willing to go when there are no rules.”
Jackie and Jennifer got dressed in silence. Before they left, Miss Black spoke again without looking up from her papers.
“Jennifer.”
Jennifer stopped at the door.
“Yeah?”
Miss Black finally looked up.
“Try not to break my pet too much. I still have plans for her.”
Jennifer gave a small, dark smile.
“No promises.”
She walked out. Jackie followed behind her.
Once they were in the hallway, Jennifer glanced at Jackie.
“You okay?”
Jackie wiped blood from her mouth and smirked.
“Yeah. You?”
Jennifer shrugged.
“I’ve had worse.”
Jackie looked at her for a second, then grabbed her by the back of the neck and pulled her into a rough kiss right there in the hallway. When she pulled away, she kept her hand on Jennifer’s neck.
“Tomorrow,” she said. “Don’t hold back.”
Jennifer’s eyes were dark.
“I wasn’t planning on it.”
Jackie let go of her and started walking.
Jennifer watched her go for a moment before following.
Neither of them noticed Miss Black standing in the doorway of her classroom, watching them with a small, satisfied smile on her face.
She was already looking forward to tomorrow. 
CHAPTER 11 — NEXT DAY
The next morning, Jackie was already in class when Jennifer walked in.
She was sitting in her usual spot near the front, one leg crossed over the other, looking completely unbothered even though her body was still covered in fresh bruises and bite marks from the night before. A few students glanced at her, some with curiosity, others with quiet respect. Jackie ignored all of them.
Jennifer walked straight to the back of the room like she normally did, but this time she didn’t sit down right away. She stopped beside Jackie’s desk and looked down at her.
“You’re early,” Jennifer said.
Jackie didn’t look up from her phone.
“So are you.”
Jennifer smirked and leaned down slightly, lowering her voice.
“You’re walking a little stiff today. Did I go too hard on Miss Black’s favorite pet last night?”
Jackie finally looked up, a slow, dangerous smile spreading across her face.
“You talk a lot of shit for someone who was moaning like a bitch when I had my hand around your throat.”
Jennifer let out a quiet laugh.
“Yeah? You seemed to like it when I was punching the shit out of you.”
Jackie’s eyes darkened with amusement.
“I like it when people try to break me. Doesn’t mean they’re good at it.”
Jennifer leaned in even closer, her voice dropping lower.
“Careful, Miss Black’s pet. Keep talking like that and I might have to prove you wrong again tonight.”
Before Jackie could reply, the door opened and Miss Black walked in. The room immediately went quiet.
Miss Black’s eyes moved across the class before landing on Jackie and Jennifer. She didn’t say anything, but there was a small, knowing smirk on her face when she saw them standing so close together.
She walked to the front of the room and set her bag down.
“Today we’re doing something different,” she announced. “No more simple demonstrations. We’re going to see how far some of you are willing to go when things get dangerous.”
Her gaze lingered on Jackie and Jennifer for a second longer than necessary.
“Jackie. Jennifer. Front and center.”
The two of them exchanged a quick glance before walking to the front of the class. Miss Black looked them over like she was deciding something.
“Both of you are going to demonstrate what happens when two people stop holding back,” she said. “No rules. No safe words. Just pain and control. The rest of the class will watch.”
A few students shifted uncomfortably in their seats.
Miss Black turned to the rest of the room.
“And while they’re doing that, the rest of you are free to do whatever you want with each other. Fuck. Fight. Break someone. I don’t care. Just stay off the main floor until I say otherwise.”
She looked back at Jackie and Jennifer.
“Strip.”
Neither of them hesitated. They started taking off their clothes right there in front of everyone. Once they were both naked, Miss Black gestured to the open space in the middle of the room.
“Begin.”
Jackie and Jennifer didn’t wait for further instructions.
Jennifer moved first, rushing Jackie and tackling her to the floor. They hit the ground hard, immediately rolling and fighting for control. Punches were thrown. Hair was pulled. They bit and scratched and choked each other without mercy.
The rest of the class watched in silence at first, then slowly started pairing off. Moans and the sound of skin hitting skin filled the room as other students began their own rough sessions.
Miss Black leaned against her desk, arms crossed, watching Jackie and Jennifer with dark, focused eyes.
Jackie managed to get on top for a moment, straddling Jennifer and raining down punches to her ribs and stomach. Jennifer laughed through the hits, blood on her teeth.
“That all you got, Miss Black’s little pet?” she taunted, voice strained. “Your owner hits harder than that.”
Jackie grabbed her by the throat and slammed her head back against the floor.
“Keep talking, bitch. See what happens.”
Jennifer grinned up at her, even as Jackie choked her.
“I hope it hurts when I fuck you later.”
Jackie leaned down until their faces were almost touching.
“You’re gonna have to earn that, whore.”
Miss Black’s voice cut through the chaos, calm but loud enough to be heard.
“Harder.”
Jackie and Jennifer didn’t need to be told twice.
They kept going — violent, loud, and completely unfiltered — while the rest of the class fucked and fought around them. Miss Black never took her eyes off the two of them.
She was enjoying every second of it. 
CHAPTER 12 — AFTER CLASS
Class ended with most of the students leaving in various states of disarray — some limping, some covered in marks, others still half-dressed and laughing like they’d just had the best time of their lives. Jackie and Jennifer stayed behind again, like they had the night before.
Miss Black didn’t tell them to stay this time. She simply looked at them as the last student walked out, then closed the door behind her without saying a word. The click of the lock echoed through the now-empty classroom.
Jackie was still on the floor, breathing hard, her body covered in fresh bruises and scratches. Jennifer was sitting on top of her, straddling her waist, blood on her lip and a wild look in her eyes.
Neither of them moved to get up.
Jennifer leaned down, her hands planted on either side of Jackie’s head.
“You hit like a bitch today,” she said, voice low and mocking. “Miss Black’s little pet is getting soft.”
Jackie smirked up at her, even though her breathing was still rough.
“Yeah? You were moaning like a whore when I had my fingers in you. Didn’t sound like you thought I was soft then.”
Jennifer let out a short laugh and punched Jackie in the chest — not as hard as before, but still solid.
“Keep talking, pet. See what happens.”
Jackie grabbed Jennifer by the throat and pulled her down until their faces were almost touching.
“You keep calling me that like it’s supposed to piss me off,” she said, voice raspy. “All it does is make me want to fuck you harder.”
Jennifer’s eyes darkened. She didn’t pull away from Jackie’s grip on her throat. If anything, she leaned into it.
“Then do it,” she muttered. “Stop talking and fuck me like you mean it.”
Jackie didn’t need to be told twice.
She flipped them over so Jennifer was on her back, then shoved her legs apart and pushed two fingers inside her without warning. Jennifer let out a sharp breath that turned into a moan. Jackie didn’t go slow. She fucked her hard and rough, her other hand still wrapped around Jennifer’s throat.
Jennifer grabbed Jackie’s wrist, not to stop her, but to hold on.
“Harder, Miss Black’s favorite little toy,” she taunted, voice strained. “Show me what that bitch trained you to do.”
Jackie’s jaw tightened. She added a third finger and fucked her even harder, her thumb pressing down on Jennifer’s clit.
“You’re real fucking brave when you’re getting your cunt stretched,” Jackie growled. “Keep running that mouth and I’ll make sure you can’t walk tomorrow.”
Jennifer laughed, even as her back arched off the floor.
“Promises, promises, pet.”
Jackie suddenly pulled her fingers out, grabbed Jennifer by the hips, and flipped her over onto her stomach. She yanked her up onto her knees and shoved back inside her from behind, even rougher than before. Jennifer let out a loud moan and pushed back against her.
“Fuck— there you go,” Jennifer gasped. “Finally acting like you’ve got some balls.”
Jackie grabbed a fistful of Jennifer’s hair and yanked her head back while she kept fucking her.
“You talk too much,” Jackie muttered. “Maybe I should shove something in that smart mouth of yours.”
Jennifer let out another broken laugh.
“Do it then. I dare you, Miss Black’s little bitch.”
Jackie didn’t hesitate. She pulled out, grabbed Jennifer by the hair, and forced her around so she was facing her again. Then she shoved her fingers — still wet from Jennifer’s cunt — into her mouth.
“Suck,” Jackie ordered.
Jennifer did, looking up at her with dark, defiant eyes the entire time. She sucked Jackie’s fingers like she was trying to prove a point, moaning around them.
Jackie watched her with a dangerous smirk.
“Good girl,” she said mockingly. “Maybe you’re not completely useless after all.”
Jennifer pulled off her fingers with a wet sound and wiped her mouth with the back of her hand.
“Fuck you.”
Jackie shoved her back down and climbed on top of her again.
“You will,” she said. “Eventually.”
They kept going — rough, loud, and completely unfiltered — until both of them were exhausted and covered in even more marks than before. When they finally stopped, they were lying on the classroom floor, breathing hard.
Jennifer turned her head to look at Jackie.
“Your owner’s gonna be pissed if she finds out you fucked me this hard without her permission.”
Jackie let out a tired laugh.
“She already knows. She was watching the whole time.”
Jennifer smirked.
“Good. Let her watch. Maybe next time she’ll join in.”
Jackie looked over at her, something dark and amused in her expression.
“You’re gonna get us both killed one day, you know that?”
Jennifer shrugged, still smirking.
“Maybe. But at least we’ll go out doing what we love.”
Jackie stared at her for a second, then shook her head and looked up at the ceiling.
“You’re fucking insane.”
Jennifer reached over and slapped Jackie’s bruised stomach.
“Yeah? Then what does that make you for letting me do it?”
Jackie didn’t answer. She just closed her eyes and let out a low, rough laugh.
Neither of them moved to get up.
They both knew Miss Black would be back eventually.
And neither of them seemed in any rush to leave. 
CHAPTER 13 — WATCHING
Miss Black walked back into the classroom about twenty minutes later.
She didn’t say anything at first. She just closed the door behind her and leaned against it, arms crossed, watching Jackie and Jennifer still lying naked on the floor. Both of them were covered in fresh bruises, bite marks, and scratches. Neither of them had bothered to get dressed yet.
Miss Black’s eyes moved slowly over their bodies before she finally spoke.
“You two didn’t even make it out of the classroom this time.”
Jackie turned her head to look at her, still breathing hard.
“Didn’t feel like moving.”
Jennifer let out a tired laugh from where she was lying on her back.
“Besides, your pet here talks too much shit. Had to shut her up.”
Miss Black pushed off the door and walked toward them. She stopped beside Jackie and crouched down, reaching out to run her fingers through Jackie’s messy hair.
“You let her talk to you like that?” she asked quietly, almost amused.
Jackie smirked up at her.
“She hits harder than she talks. I can deal with it.”
Miss Black’s fingers tightened slightly in Jackie’s hair, pulling her head back a little.
“You’re getting soft on her,” she said, voice low. “I can see it.”
Jackie didn’t look away.
“Maybe I like it when she hits me.”
Miss Black studied her for a moment, then let go of her hair and stood back up. She looked down at both of them with a calm but dangerous expression.
“Good,” she said. “Because I want to see more of it.”
She walked over to her desk and sat on the edge of it, legs crossed.
“From now on, when the two of you want to play, you do it here. In this room. Where I can watch.” She looked directly at Jennifer. “No more sneaking off to fuck in empty buildings or wherever else you’ve been going.”
Jennifer propped herself up on her elbows and looked at Miss Black with a small smirk.
“What if we want to do something more dangerous than just fucking?”
Miss Black raised an eyebrow.
“Like what?”
Jennifer glanced at Jackie, then back at Miss Black.
“Like what we did on the football field yesterday. Getting beat the fuck up by those players. Getting stomped on. That kind of shit.”
Miss Black was quiet for a few seconds. Then a slow, dark smile spread across her face.
“You liked that?”
Jackie answered before Jennifer could.
“Yeah. We did.”
Miss Black looked between the two of them again, something calculating in her eyes.
“Interesting,” she murmured. “Most people would’ve tapped out or ran. You two just kept getting back up.”
She stood up and walked back over to them.
“Fine. If that’s what you want, then that’s what you’ll get. But from now on, I decide how far it goes. Not you two.”
She looked down at Jackie.
“And you,” she said, reaching down to gently grip Jackie’s chin. “Don’t forget who you belong to. Just because I’m letting you play with her doesn’t mean you get to forget your place.”
Jackie met her eyes without flinching.
“I haven’t forgotten.”
Miss Black held her gaze for a moment longer, then let go of her chin and turned to Jennifer.
“And you. Don’t get too comfortable thinking you can do whatever you want with my pet. She’s still mine.”
Jennifer gave a small shrug, completely unbothered.
“Then maybe you should watch closer. See what your pet actually likes.”
Miss Black stared at her for a long moment. Then she let out a low, dark chuckle.
“You’re going to be a problem,” she said. “I can already tell.”
She turned and walked back toward the door.
“Get dressed. Both of you. And go home. Tomorrow night, you’re both coming with me. No arguments.”
She paused at the door and looked back at them one last time.
“And try not to kill each other before then. I’m not done with either of you yet.”
Miss Black walked out, leaving Jackie and Jennifer alone again.
Jennifer turned her head to look at Jackie.
“She’s not going to let us have as much fun as we want, is she?”
Jackie let out a tired laugh.
“Probably not.”
Jennifer was quiet for a second before she spoke again.
“You still gonna let me beat the shit out of you?”
Jackie looked over at her with a smirk.
“Only if you can actually keep up.”
Jennifer grinned.
“Challenge accepted, Miss Black’s little pet.”
Jackie rolled her eyes but couldn’t hide the small smile on her face.
“You’re such a bitch.”
Jennifer shrugged.
“Yeah. But you like it.”
Jackie didn’t argue.
She just closed her eyes and let out a low breath.
They both knew Miss Black was serious about tomorrow night.
And they were both looking forward to it more than they probably should have been. 
CHAPTER 14 — NO HOLDING BACK
Once Jackie and Jennifer were gone, Miss Black sat down and leaned back in her chair. She pulled out her phone and opened the CCTV feed from her classroom. She rewound the footage from earlier and watched the part where Jennifer had been on top of Jackie — punching her, choking her, fucking her.
She watched it twice.
A small, dark smile slowly formed on her face.
Jackie had been getting off on it. Really getting off on it. Not the fake kind of enjoyment she sometimes put on for show. This was real. Raw. The kind of reaction Miss Black hadn’t seen from her in a long time.
Miss Black paused the video on a frame where Jennifer had Jackie pinned down, both of them covered in sweat and blood. She stared at it for a few seconds.
She had been thinking about this for a while now.
Jackie was her first pet. Her favorite. But lately, Miss Black had started noticing something — Jackie was getting restless. Bored, even. She needed more. She needed someone who could actually match her. Someone who wasn’t scared to hit back. Someone who could curse her out, beat the shit out of her, and still fuck her like they were trying to kill each other.
Jennifer was that someone.
Miss Black had seen it the moment Jennifer walked into her classroom and started donkey punching Jackie without hesitation. Most girls would’ve been too scared to even look at Jackie the wrong way. Jennifer didn’t just look at her wrong — she went straight for her throat.
And Jackie loved it.
Miss Black turned off her phone and leaned back in her chair, staring at the ceiling.
She wasn’t going to punish them.
She wasn’t going to stop them.
She was going to let them play.
Let them get violent. Let them get dangerous. Let them push each other as far as they were willing to go. And when things got too far… she would be there. Watching. Joining in when she felt like it. Making sure they didn’t actually die before she was ready to let them.
Because that was the point.
She wanted to see how far two real psychopathic, sadomasochistic whores would take each other when there were no rules and no consequences.
Jackie needed this.
And Jennifer… Miss Black was starting to think she might keep her too.
Another pet.
Another toy.
Another beautiful, broken little thing that belonged to her.
Miss Black smiled to herself.
Tomorrow night, she would start testing them properly.
She wanted to see what they were really made of.
The next day, Jackie and Jennifer showed up to class like nothing had changed.
They sat in their usual spots — Jackie near the front, Jennifer in the back. But the tension between them was thicker than before. Every time their eyes met, something dark passed between them.
Miss Black noticed.
She didn’t say anything during the first part of class. She just taught like normal, occasionally calling students up to demonstrate. But her eyes kept drifting back to Jackie and Jennifer.
Halfway through class, she finally spoke.
“Today we’re using tools,” she said, opening a large black case on her desk. Inside were rattan sticks, thick leather belts, metal pipes, and wrapped bats. “No holding back. I want to see what happens when things get dangerous.”
She looked directly at Jackie and Jennifer.
“You two. Front and center.”
Jackie and Jennifer walked to the front. The rest of the class went quiet.
Miss Black picked up a thick rattan stick and handed it to Jennifer.
“Start with her.”
Jennifer took the stick without hesitation. She looked at Jackie, who was already smirking.
“Come on then,” Jackie said. “Don’t go soft on me.”
Jennifer swung the stick hard across Jackie’s back. The crack echoed through the room. Jackie grunted but stayed standing. Jennifer hit her again — faster this time. Red welts started appearing across Jackie’s skin almost immediately.
Miss Black watched with focused eyes. She didn’t tell Jennifer to stop.
Jennifer switched to the metal pipe next. She swung it low and caught Jackie across the ribs. Jackie stumbled, coughing. When she straightened up, there was already blood on her lips.
The class was completely silent.
Jennifer didn’t slow down. She kept swinging — across Jackie’s back, her legs, her arms. Jackie was breathing hard now, but she was still standing. Still smirking through the blood.
“That all you got?” Jackie rasped, coughing up more blood. “You hit like a bitch.”
Jennifer’s eyes narrowed. She dropped the pipe and rushed Jackie, tackling her to the floor. She climbed on top and started raining down heavy punches to her face and ribs. Jackie tried to block at first, but Jennifer was relentless.
One punch split Jackie’s lip wide open. Blood sprayed across the floor.
Jackie started laughing — wet, broken laughter mixed with coughing.
“Fuck… that’s better,” she choked out, blood running down her chin.
Jennifer didn’t stop. She kept punching, even as Jackie’s face started swelling. The class was frozen, watching in shock and arousal.
Miss Black still didn’t say a word.
Eventually, Jennifer grabbed Jackie by the hair and slammed her head against the floor. Hard. Jackie’s body jerked, then went still for a second. When she opened her eyes again, she was still smiling through the blood.
Jennifer leaned down close to her face, breathing hard.
“Still breathing, Miss Black’s little pet?”
Jackie coughed up more blood and laughed again.
“Yeah… barely.”
Miss Black finally moved.
She walked over slowly and crouched beside them. She reached out and gently wiped some blood from Jackie’s face with her thumb, studying it. Then she looked at Jennifer.
“Don’t stop.”
Jennifer stared at her for a second, then nodded.
She grabbed Jackie by the throat and started choking her while punching her in the face with her other hand. Jackie’s body jerked with every hit. Blood was pouring from her nose and mouth now. She was still laughing between the punches — weak, wet laughter.
The class didn’t move.
Miss Black stood up and walked back to her desk. She sat down and continued watching.
She didn’t stop Jennifer.
Not even when Jackie’s movements started slowing down.
Not even when Jackie’s eyes started rolling back.
Not even when the only sound left in the room was the wet sound of fists hitting flesh and Jackie’s broken, bloody laughter.
Eventually, Jackie stopped moving.
Her body went limp on the floor, blood pooling beneath her head. She was still breathing — barely — but she wasn’t laughing anymore.
Jennifer sat on top of her, breathing hard, her knuckles covered in blood.
The classroom was dead silent.
Miss Black stood up.
“Class dismissed.”
No one moved at first.
“I said get out.”
The students quickly grabbed their things and left, some of them still staring at Jackie’s body on the floor.
Once everyone was gone, Miss Black locked the door.
She walked over to Jennifer, who was still straddling Jackie’s unconscious body.
Miss Black reached down and gently grabbed Jennifer by the chin, tilting her face up.
“You did well,” she said quietly. “But we’re not done with her yet.”
She let go of Jennifer and pulled out her phone. She made one call.
“Bring the team. Classroom. Now.”
She hung up and looked down at Jackie’s broken body.
Then she looked at Jennifer.
“Go home. Be ready for tomorrow night.”
Jennifer slowly stood up, still breathing hard. She looked down at Jackie one last time, then at Miss Black.
Miss Black’s voice was calm.
“She’ll be fine. I have people coming.”
Jennifer nodded once and started getting dressed. Before she left, she glanced back at Miss Black.
“You’re not going to stop us, are you?”
Miss Black gave her a small, dark smile.
“No. I’m not.”
Jennifer walked out.
Ten minutes later, Miss Black’s private medic team arrived — dressed in coroner uniforms. They moved quickly and efficiently, carefully lifting Jackie’s broken body onto a stretcher. One of them checked her pulse and gave Miss Black a nod.
“She’s alive. Barely.”
Miss Black watched them carry Jackie out.
She already had plans for tomorrow night.
Big plans.
And she was looking forward to seeing just how far these two psychopathic little whores were willing to take each other. 
CHAPTER 15 — HER HOUSE
Jackie was already awake when the medic team finished patching her up.
She was sitting on the edge of the table in the back room of Miss Black’s private medical setup, shirtless, with fresh bandages wrapped around her ribs and torso. Her face was still swollen, her lip was split, and there were stitches above her left eyebrow. She looked like hell.
But she was smiling.
One of the medics handed her a clean black shirt. Jackie took it without a word and slowly pulled it on, wincing as the fabric rubbed against her bruises.
“Try not to get hit in the ribs again tonight,” the medic muttered. “You’re already cracked in three places.”
Jackie let out a rough laugh that turned into a cough.
“No promises.”
The medic didn’t say anything else. They knew better than to argue with Miss Black’s pets.
By the time Jackie stepped outside, Jennifer was already waiting for her, leaning against the side of a black SUV. She was dressed in all black, and there was a large duffel bag at her feet.
Jennifer looked Jackie up and down.
“You look like shit.”
Jackie smirked, even though it hurt.
“Yeah? You should’ve seen the other guy.”
Jennifer pushed off the car and grabbed the duffel bag.
“Miss Black said to meet her at her place. Said she wants to see what we’re really made of tonight.”
Jackie nodded once.
“Let’s not keep her waiting.”
They got into the SUV and drove in silence for a while. Jennifer eventually glanced over at Jackie.
“You sure you’re good to do this tonight?” she asked. “You got fucked up pretty bad earlier.”
Jackie stared out the window.
“I’m good. Besides…” She turned her head and gave Jennifer a bloody, crooked smile. “I’m not done with you yet.”
Jennifer let out a short laugh.
“You’re fucking insane.”
“Yeah,” Jackie said. “But so are you.”
They pulled up to Miss Black’s house a little after ten. The property was dark and quiet, just like the night before. As they got out of the car, Jennifer grabbed the heavy duffel bag from the back and slung it over her shoulder.
Jackie raised an eyebrow.
“What’s in the bag?”
Jennifer smirked.
“Tools.”
Jackie didn’t ask any more questions.
They walked up to the front door and knocked. A few seconds later, Miss Black opened it. She was dressed in all black again, her expression calm as always.
She looked Jackie over slowly, taking in the bandages and the bruises on her face.
“You’re still standing,” she said. “Good.”
Jackie shrugged.
“Takes more than that to keep me down.”
Miss Black stepped aside and let them in. As they walked past her, she caught Jennifer by the arm for a second.
“Be careful with her tonight,” she said quietly. “I still want her in one piece when this is over.”
Jennifer looked at her.
“No promises.”
Miss Black gave a small, dark smile and let go of her arm.
They followed Miss Black deeper into the house, down the same hallway as the night before, until they reached the large open room at the back. But this time, the room looked different.
There were more tools laid out.
Chains. Rattan sticks. Wrapped bats. Metal pipes. Even a few knives and a sledgehammer leaning against the wall. It looked less like a playroom and more like a torture chamber.
Miss Black stopped in the middle of the room and turned to face them.
“Tonight, there are no rules,” she said. “No limits. No mercy. You can do whatever you want to each other. Use whatever you want. The only thing I ask is that you don’t actually kill each other… yet.”
She looked at both of them.
“I want to see how far you’re willing to go. How much pain you can take. How much damage you’re willing to cause.”
Her eyes lingered on Jackie for a moment.
“And I want to see if you’re finally ready to stop holding back.”
Jackie didn’t say anything. She just nodded once.
Miss Black turned to Jennifer next.
“And you. I want to see if you can actually break her. Or if she’ll break you first.”
Jennifer smirked.
“We’ll find out.”
Miss Black stepped back toward the wall and leaned against it, arms crossed.
“Begin.”
Jackie and Jennifer didn’t waste any time.
Jennifer dropped the duffel bag on the floor and unzipped it. Inside were more weapons — a barbed wire bat, a metal trash can lid, thick chains, and even a few hammers. She pulled out the barbed wire bat and tossed it to Jackie.
Jackie caught it and gave it a slow swing, testing the weight.
Jennifer grabbed a metal pipe for herself.
They circled each other for a few seconds before Jennifer suddenly rushed forward and swung the pipe at Jackie’s ribs. Jackie blocked it with the barbed wire bat, the metal clanging loudly. She countered with a swing of her own, catching Jennifer across the shoulder. The barbs tore through Jennifer’s shirt and left deep red gashes across her skin.
Jennifer didn’t even flinch.
She grinned through the pain and swung again, this time catching Jackie in the side of the head. Jackie stumbled, blood already running down the side of her face from where the pipe had split her skin open.
Miss Black watched from the wall, her breathing slightly heavier than usual.
Jackie wiped blood from her eye and laughed.
“That all you got?” she taunted. “I thought you were supposed to be dangerous.”
Jennifer rushed her again, tackling her to the ground. They rolled across the concrete floor, punching and kicking and biting. At one point, Jennifer grabbed Jackie by the hair and slammed her face into the floor. Jackie’s nose broke with a sickening crunch. Blood poured out onto the concrete.
Jackie was still laughing.
Jennifer grabbed her by the throat and leaned down close.
“You’re fucked up,” she growled.
Jackie grinned through the blood.
“Yeah? Then why are you so fucking wet right now?”
Jennifer didn’t answer with words. She just punched Jackie in the face again.
They kept going — rolling, fighting, choking, and fucking each other across the floor while Miss Black watched from the corner. Every now and then, Miss Black would give quiet instructions.
“Harder.”
“Use the bat.”
“Don’t stop.”
Jackie and Jennifer obeyed.
The violence was brutal. Real. They used the weapons without mercy — barbed wire tearing into skin, metal pipes leaving deep bruises, chains wrapping around throats. Blood was everywhere. On the floor. On their bodies. On the weapons.
And through it all, they were both still laughing. Still taunting each other. Still getting off on the pain.
Miss Black never looked away.
She was getting exactly what she wanted.
Two psychopathic, sadomasochistic whores pushing each other to the absolute limit.
And she was going to let them keep going until one of them finally broke.
Or until she decided to step in and break them both herself. 
CHAPTER 16 — EVERYTHING
Miss Black didn’t stay on the sidelines for long.
While Jennifer was still on top of Jackie, punching her in the face and ribs, Miss Black walked over and grabbed Jennifer by the hair, yanking her head back hard. She kissed her rough and deep, biting her lip until it bled. When she pulled away, she looked down at Jackie, who was coughing up blood but still conscious.
“Both of you,” Miss Black said, her voice low and calm. “I love you. Both of you. My perfect little death whores. So tonight… no rules. No mercy. Anything goes.”
She stripped right there in the middle of the playroom. Once she was completely naked, she walked over to the cabinet and came back with the thick black strap-on harness. Attached to it was a double metal dildo — one thick shaft that would go inside her and another long, ridged metal shaft pointing outward.
She strapped it on without another word.
Then she looked down at Jackie.
“You’ve been taking everything she’s given you without complaining,” she said, almost gently. “You keep asking for more. So I’m going to give it to you. Both of us are.”
Jackie spat out a thick mouthful of blood and grinned weakly.
“I want everything. From both of you. Don’t fucking hold back.”
Miss Black smiled darkly.
“Good girl.”
She grabbed Jackie by the hair and forced her onto her hands and knees. Without any warning, she shoved the thick metal dildo deep into Jackie’s cunt in one brutal thrust. Jackie let out a broken, wet moan but didn’t pull away.
Miss Black started fucking her hard and deep while Jennifer kept punching her in the face. The metal dildo made loud, violent sounds every time it slammed into Jackie’s body.
Jackie took it all.
She moaned, she laughed, she coughed up blood — and she kept begging.
“Harder,” she choked out between punches. “Fuck me harder. Hit me harder. I want everything from both of you. Don’t stop.”
Miss Black leaned over Jackie’s back while still thrusting into her.
“You hear that?” she said to Jennifer. “My pet wants everything. So give it to her.”
Jennifer grabbed Jackie by the throat and started choking her while she kept punching her. Miss Black kept fucking her from behind.
At one point, Miss Black pulled out, stood up, and pissed all over Jackie’s back and ass while Jennifer kept choking her. Then she turned around, bent slightly, and shit directly onto Jackie’s face and hair. The thick, foul mess covered Jackie’s swollen face.
Jackie didn’t turn away. She just took it, breathing through her mouth.
Jennifer let out a dark, nasty laugh.
“Look at this disgusting fucking pig,” she said. “Getting shit on and still asking for more. You’re a worthless piece of shit, Miss Black’s little pet.”
Jackie let out a weak, bloody laugh.
“Yeah… I’m your fucking pig tonight. Use me.”
Miss Black grabbed Jennifer by the throat and pulled her into another rough kiss while Jackie stayed on the floor, covered in piss and shit. They kept going like that for a long time — Miss Black fucking Jackie with the double metal dildo while Jennifer beat her and pissed on her again. They took turns choking her, slapping her, and using her like a toy. Jackie kept taking it, kept moaning, kept laughing through the blood and filth.
Miss Black started talking while she fucked her.
“You see this scar on her left side?” she said to Jennifer, her voice steady even as she thrust into Jackie. “I gave her that one three years ago. I was chasing her in my ‘66 Mustang down the old highway at night. She tried to run across the bridge. I clipped her with the fender and she went flying into the railing. Broke three ribs and tore her side open on the metal. She was bleeding everywhere when I dragged her to car. I fucked her right there on the side of the road while she cried and laughed at the same time.”
Jennifer punched Jackie in the face again.
Miss Black kept going.
“This one on her right thigh? That was the time I tied her to a tree out in the woods behind the old quarry. I rammed her with my two-ton military truck. Over and over. The tree was shaking every time I hit her. She was screaming, but she was also begging me not to stop. When I finally untied her, both her legs were broken and she couldn’t walk for two months. But the first thing she did when she could move again was crawl over and suck my cunt while I told her how proud I was of her.”
Jackie let out another weak laugh, blood running down her chin.
“Best fucking month of my life,” she muttered.
Miss Black smiled and thrust into her harder.
“This big scar across her stomach?” she continued. “Hollow-point round. I was hunting her that weekend out by the old steel mill. She made it all the way to the quarry before I caught her. I put two in her from thirty yards away. One went through her stomach and out the back. She was still trying to crawl away when I walked up. I fucked her right there in the dirt while she bled out all over me. She kept telling me she loved me the whole time.”
Jennifer grabbed Jackie by the hair and slammed her face into the floor.
“You’re a sick fucking bitch,” she growled at Jackie. “Letting her do all that shit to you and still coming back for more like a desperate little whore.”
Jackie turned her head just enough to grin at her through the blood and shit.
“Yeah… and you’re about to do worse. So shut the fuck up and hurt me, bitch.”
They kept going until Jackie finally stopped moving.
Her arms gave out and she collapsed face-first into the mess on the floor. She was still breathing — shallow and wet — but she wasn’t responding anymore. Blood, piss, and shit covered almost every inch of her body.
Miss Black slowly pulled out of her and stood up. She looked down at Jackie’s broken body for a few seconds, then turned to Jennifer.
She reached out and gently touched Jennifer’s blood-covered face.
“Now it’s just us.”
Miss Black didn’t lie down.
She didn’t tell Jennifer to put the Cunt Dagger on yet.
Instead, she stepped in close and swung first.
Her fist caught Jennifer square in the jaw. Jennifer stumbled back, surprised, but she grinned through the pain and rushed Miss Black. What followed was a long, brutal, street-style beat down with knives.
Miss Black pulled out her combat knife and karambit. Jennifer grabbed the combat knife and karambit Miss Black had given her earlier. They circled each other for a few seconds before Miss Black lunged first, slashing at Jennifer’s arm with the karambit. Jennifer dodged and countered with a slash of her own across Miss Black’s stomach. Blood immediately welled up from the cut.
They fought viciously.
Miss Black caught Jennifer across the chest with the combat knife, leaving a deep gash. Jennifer answered by driving her karambit into Miss Black’s thigh. They slashed, stabbed, and cut each other while trading punches and kicks. Blood flew across the room. They slammed into walls, tackled each other to the ground, and kept swinging even when they were both bleeding heavily.
At one point, Miss Black got Jennifer in a headlock and started stabbing her in the side with the combat knife while whispering in her ear.
“You’re good,” she muttered. “But I’ve been doing this longer than you’ve been alive, little whore. I broke Jackie the same way. Over and over until she learned to love it.”
Jennifer broke free and drove her elbow into Miss Black’s throat. Then she tackled her to the ground and started stomping on her.
She didn’t stop.
Jennifer stomped Miss Black in the face over and over again — hard, vicious stomps. Miss Black tried to cover up at first, but Jennifer kept coming. Blood poured from Miss Black’s nose and mouth. Her face started swelling badly.
Jennifer kept stomping.
She counted out loud, her voice cold and steady.
“Thirty… thirty-one… thirty-two… thirty-three… thirty-four…”
By the time she reached fifty, Miss Black was no longer moving.
Her face was a bloody, ruined mess. She was stil conscious, barely breathing.
Jennifer stood over her, breathing hard, her own face covered in blood and bruises. Her ribs were screaming in pain and she could taste blood in her mouth. She was hurt badly — but she was still standing.
She looked down at Miss Black’s destroyed body for a few seconds.
Then she walked over to her duffel bag, pulled out a small medic kit, and started patching herself up right there in the middle of the playroom. She cleaned the cuts on her face, wrapped her ribs as best she could, and wiped blood from her mouth and nose.
Miss Black was still conscious enough to watch her through one swollen eye.
Jennifer finished patching herself up, then walked back over to Miss Black. She stood over her and slowly pissed all over her ruined face and body. Then she turned around, bent slightly, and shit directly onto Miss Black’s chest and stomach.
She didn’t say anything while she did it.
Afterward, she walked over to Jackie, who was still unconscious on the floor.
Jennifer crouched down, grabbed Jackie by the throat, and started strangling her. She didn’t squeeze hard enough to kill her — just enough to make sure she stayed out. Jackie’s body twitched weakly but didn’t wake up.
Then Jennifer walked back over to Miss Black and did the same thing — wrapped both hands around her throat and strangled her until her body went completely limp.
She stood up, breathing hard.
She walked over to where the weapons were and picked up the Cunt Dagger. She strapped it on, then walked back to Miss Black’s body.
She shoved the blade deep into Miss Black’s cunt and begin to fuck her for eight more hours straight before unstrapping it and leave the blade deeply into Black’s cunt.Then she took the combat knife and stabbed it into Miss Black’s left breast, leaving it buried to the hilt. She did the same with the other combat knife in Miss Black’s right breast.
She picked up both karambit knives, wiped them off on Miss Black’s bloody body, and slipped them into her bag.
Before she left, Jennifer walked over to Jackie one last time. She crouched down and kissed her on the lips.
Then she walked over to Miss Black and did the same — kissed her ruined, bloody mouth.
She stood up and looked down at both of them.
“Don’t be late to class tomorrow,” she said quietly to Jackie. “You don’t want to disappoint Mistress Black… our beloved owner, slave of death.”
Jennifer grabbed her bag and walked out of the playroom without looking back.
She got into her car, started the engine, and drove away.
As she drove, she pulled out her phone and made one call.
“It’s me,” she said. “They both need the team. Playroom. Now.”
She hung up and kept driving, her face completely blank.
Ice cold. 
CHAPTER 17 — FALLEN ANGEL
Jennifer stood on the street outside Torre Carnifex, staring up at the massive black skyscraper. The building loomed above her like a blade waiting to cut. She knew what was waiting for her at the top.
Jackie and Miss Black.
She took a deep breath, then started running.
Gauntlet Level 1 was almost insulting.
The moment she stepped through the main doors, hidden soldiers in black tactical gear came at her. They used fists, boots, and batons. Jennifer fought back hard, trading blows and taking hits. She broke one soldier’s nose, kneed another in the balls, and fought her way through the first floor.
By the time she reached the stairwell, she was breathing hard but still on her feet. A few bruises, nothing serious.
She climbed.
When she finally burst through the door onto the rooftop, Jackie and Miss Black were already there.
Miss Black had Jackie bent over the concrete ledge, fucking her slowly with the golden cunt dagger strap-on dildo. Jackie moaned as Miss Black held her by the hair.
Miss Black looked over her shoulder at Jennifer, who was standing there covered in sweat and a few cuts.
“Look who made it,” she said calmly. She didn’t stop fucking Jackie. “You’re late, pet.”
Jackie turned her head just enough to smirk at Jennifer, even as Miss Black kept thrusting into her.
“Fuck… you actually ran the first level without crying like a little bitch. Color me impressed.”
Miss Black pulled the cunt daggerl dildo out of Jackie and walked over to Jennifer. She grabbed her by the throat and dragged her to the very edge of the roof.
“You wanted this,” she said. “You wrote it down like a desperate little whore. So fly.”
She and Jackie threw Jennifer off the roof for the first time.
Jennifer fell.
The impact on the street below was hard, but she was still conscious. Cars swerved around her broken body. A few people got out and started kicking her, but she managed to crawl away and drag herself back toward the building.
She was limping badly when she reached the entrance again.
Gauntlet Level 2 was already waiting.
The soldiers came harder this time. They used tasers and heavier batons. Jennifer took several shocks and got beaten down more than once, but she kept fighting. She made it through, though she was breathing heavier and moving slower by the time she reached the rooftop again.
Jackie and Miss Black were fucking against the ledge when she arrived.
Miss Black had Jackie on her back, legs spread, fucking her deep while Jackie moaned and cursed.
Miss Black looked over at Jennifer, who was barely standing.
“Our little mutt came back,” she said, still thrusting into Jackie. “How thoughtful.”
Jackie turned her head and grinned at Jennifer through the pleasure.
“Fuck… you look like shit already. What happened, wife? The soldiers too rough for your delicate little ass?”
Jennifer flipped her off with a shaky hand.
“Eat… shit…”
Miss Black and Jackie threw her off again.
This pattern continued.
Every time Jennifer made it back to the roof, Jackie and Miss Black were fucking. They didn’t stop. They talked shit about her while they fucked, laughing and moaning as they waited for their broken pet to crawl back up.
By Toss 10, Jennifer was in noticeably worse shape.
She was limping heavily. Blood ran down her face and arms. Several deep cuts marked her body from the higher-level soldiers who had started using knives. She was moving slower, taking more hits, and it was clear the pain was getting to her.
When she finally dragged herself onto the rooftop again, Jackie and Miss Black were still fucking.
Miss Black had Jackie bent over, fucking her from behind while Jackie moaned loudly.
Jackie looked back at Jennifer and smirked.
“Jesus Christ, wife… you look like you got gangbanged by a fucking army and lost. How many times have we thrown you off now? Ten? And you’re still coming back like a pathetic little bitch in heat.”
Jennifer coughed up blood and gave her a weak glare.
“Fuck… you…”
Miss Black didn’t even look at her. She just kept fucking Jackie.
“Throw her off again,” 
she said calmly. “Our little pet still has a long way to go.”
By Toss 25, Jennifer was barely recognizable.
She was crawling through the higher levels of the gauntlet now. The soldiers were using knives, tasers, and even low-caliber firearms with rubber bullets that still hurt like hell. Traps had started appearing on the higher floors — razor wire, pressure plates, and collapsing sections of floor.
Jennifer was covered in blood. Several deep stab wounds marked her body. She was missing teeth. Her left leg was badly injured and she could barely put weight on it.
When she finally made it back to the rooftop — crawling the last twenty feet — Jackie and Miss Black were fucking again.
Miss Black had Jackie on her back, legs over her shoulders, fucking her hard while Jackie moaned and cursed.
Jackie turned her head and looked at Jennifer’s broken form.
“Holy shit…” she laughed breathlessly. “Look at you, wife. You’re crawling like a fucking worm. Twenty-five tosses and you’re still trying to get up here so we can throw you off again. You’re the most pathetic, desperate little death slut I’ve ever seen.”
Jennifer tried to speak, but only blood came out at first. She finally managed to rasp:
“…Still… breathing…”
Miss Black looked down at her while still fucking Jackie.
“Barely,” she said. “But you’re still fighting. That’s more than most ever do.”
They threw her off again.
By Toss 49, Jennifer was almost gone.
She was no longer walking. She was no longer even crawling properly. She dragged herself through the final levels using her arms, leaving a trail of blood behind her. The soldiers on the highest levels were using real knives and hollow-point rounds. She had been shot multiple times. Deep cuts covered almost every inch of her body. Several bones were broken.
When she finally reached the rooftop, she collapsed face-first onto the concrete. She wasn’t moving. She was barely breathing.
Jackie and Miss Black were fucking against the ledge, as usual.
Jackie looked over at Jennifer’s motionless body and let out a dark laugh.
“Fuck me… look at that,” she said while Miss Black kept thrusting into her. “My little wife finally broke. Forty-nine tosses and she’s just lying there like a used-up cum rag. I think we finally fucked the fight out of her.”
Miss Black didn’t stop moving.
“She made it this far,” she said calmly. “One more. Then we’ll see if she was worth keeping.”
They dragged Jennifer’s broken body to the edge one last time.
Miss Black grabbed her by the throat and lifted her head.
“This is number fifty,” she said. “You wanted fifty falls. You wanted to prove yourself. You wanted to be wed to Jackie in blood.”
She looked Jennifer in the eyes.
“You’ve earned it.”
Then she and Jackie threw her off the roof for the 50th time.
Jennifer fell without a sound.
As soon as her body disappeared over the edge, Jackie moved.
She spun and delivered a hard spinning kick to Miss Black’s chest, knocking her back. Before Miss Black could recover, Jackie grabbed her and shoved her toward the edge.
Miss Black’s eyes widened.
Jackie gave her a cold, dark smirk and said:
“Go get that mother fucking piece of shit you now call your second string, lover.”
Then she kicked Miss Black off the roof.
Miss Black fell without a scream.
Jackie stood at the edge for a few seconds, breathing hard. Then she pulled out her phone and made a call.
“It’s me,” she said. “Send the chopper. Now. Torre Carnifex rooftop.”
She hung up and waited.
A few second later, the black helicopter approached and hovered above the rooftop. Jackie climbed the rope ladder without hesitation.
Once inside, she moved to the open door and looked down.
Miss Black was still falling.
Jackie jumped.
She caught Miss Black mid-air and held onto her tightly as the emergency retrieval line yanked them both upward. The chopper reeled them in quickly.
CHAPTER 18 — AFTER THE FALL
The black helicopter hovered above Torre Carnifex as Jackie held onto Miss Black mid-air. The emergency retrieval line had yanked them both upward violently, and now they were being pulled back into the chopper.
Miss Black’s body was limp in Jackie’s arms, blood still pouring from her ruined face. Jackie didn’t say anything as she dragged her Mistress inside and strapped her down. She just sat there, breathing hard, blood dripping from her own mouth and nose.The pilot glanced back.
“Status, Mistress?”
Miss Black slowly opened her eyes. She looked at Jackie for a long moment, then gave a small, dark smile.
“I’m fine,” she said calmly. “Take us back to the estate.”
The helicopter turned and headed away from the city.
Jackie stayed quiet for most of the flight. She kept looking at Miss Black, who was watching her with that same unreadable expression she always wore when her pets did something particularly fucked up.
Finally, Miss Black spoke.
“You kicked me off a building.”
Jackie let out a tired laugh.
“Yeah. I did.”
Miss Black tilted her head slightly.“
And then you saved me.”
Jackie shrugged.
“Couldn’t let the pilot have all the fun.”
Miss Black stared at her for a few more seconds, then reached over and grabbed Jackie by the throat. She pulled her forward and kissed her hard — rough, bloody, and possessive. When she pulled back, she didn’t let go of Jackie’s throat.
“You’re getting bold, pet,” she said quietly. “I like it.”
Jackie smirked, even as Miss Black’s grip tightened.
“Good. Because I’m not done being a problem yet.”
Miss Black let go of her throat and leaned back. She reached down between her legs and pulled out the Cunt Dagger, still slick with blood and Jackie’s spit from earlier. Without saying another word, she grabbed Jackie by the hair and forced her down onto the floor of the chopper.
“Open,” she ordered.
Jackie obeyed.
Miss Black shoved the thick blade into Jackie’s mouth and started fucking her throat with it while she held her down. Jackie gagged and choked around the metal, spit and blood running down her chin as Miss Black used her roughly.
“You’re going to take this the entire way back,” Miss Black said, her voice calm. “And when we get to the estate, you’re going to help me deal with Jennifer. Understand?”
Jackie could only nod, her eyes watering as the blade stretched her throat.
Miss Black kept fucking her mouth with the Cunt Dagger for the rest of the flight. She didn’t speak again. She just used Jackie like a toy until the helicopter finally landed on the private helipad at her estate.
By the time they touched down, Jackie was a mess — face covered in spit and tears, throat raw, and her cunt still throbbing from earlier.
Miss Black pulled the blade out of her mouth and stood up.
“Come,” she said. “We have work to do.”
The next sixty days were long.
Jennifer was in bad shape after the fifty falls. She could barely move for the first week. Jackie spent most of her time taking care of her — cleaning her wounds, helping her eat, and making sure she didn’t die in her sleep. The dark humor between them never stopped, even when Jennifer could barely speak.
One night, while Jackie was carefully stitching a deep cut on Jennifer’s thigh, Jennifer muttered weakly:
“You know… if you wanted to see me get fucked up this bad, you could’ve just asked Mistress to throw me off the roof yourself instead of making me run through fifty levels of military assholes.”
Jackie smirked as she tied off the stitch.
“Yeah, but where’s the fun in that? Watching you drag your broken ass back up to the roof every time like a loyal little mutt was way more entertaining. Plus, I got to fuck Mistress while we waited for you to show up. Win-win.”
Jennifer let out a weak, pained laugh.
“You’re such a bitch.”
“I know,” Jackie said, leaning down to kiss the stitched wound. “But I’m your bitch. So shut up and let me take care of you before Mistress comes back and decides we both need another round.
”Miss Black returned after two weeks.
She walked into the room where Jackie was sitting beside Jennifer’s bed. Without saying a word, she grabbed Jackie by the hair and pulled her into a rough kiss. Then she bent her over the edge of the bed and fucked her hard with the Cunt Dagger while Jennifer watched from the bed, too weak to do much more than smirk.
“You’ve been taking care of my other pet,” Miss Black said as she thrust into Jackie. “Good. But don’t think I’ve forgotten about you.”
Jackie moaned, gripping the sheets.
“Wouldn’t dream of it, Mistress. Just… go easy on the broken one for now. She’s still recovering from being your favorite new toy to throw off buildings.”
Miss Black reached down and grabbed Jackie by the throat, pulling her back against her chest.
“I’ll decide how gentle I am,” she whispered. “Now take it like the good little whore you are.”
Over the following weeks, Jackie slowly got stronger. Jennifer improved bit by bit. The dark jokes between them never stopped, even as their bodies healed.
By the end of the sixty days, both of them were fully healed.
Jennifer could walk without limping. Jackie’s bruises had faded. Their bodies were strong again — ready for whatever came next.
They stood together on the balcony one night, looking out over the city.
Jennifer leaned against Jackie and muttered:
“Sixty days of you being a sarcastic cunt while I healed. I should throw you off a building just for that.”
Jackie wrapped an arm around her waist and smirked.
“Try it, wife. See what happens. Mistress might just decide to make it sixty-one.”
Jennifer let out a dark laugh.
“We’re so fucked.”
“Yeah,” Jackie said quietly. “But at least we’re fucked together.”
They stood in silence for a while, both knowing what was coming.
Hell Week.
And this time, they were going to face it side by side.
CHAPTER 19 — HELL WEEK
Miss Black stood at the edge of the private football field completely naked, watching the three college teams warm up. Freshman. JV. Varsity. Over a hundred players in total.
This wasn’t a normal game.
This was Hell Week.
Seven days. No rules. No mercy. No safe words. Just pure, violent, sadomasochistic rape.
And this time, there weren’t two footballs.
There were three living, breathing, sadomasochistic hardcore football whores.
Jackie. Jennifer. And Miss Black herself.
Miss Black walked over to her two pets, who were also standing naked in the middle of the field.
“Us three are the footballs,” she said calmly. “They can do whatever they want. Tackle us. Stomp us. Fuck us. Pass us around. And we’re all going to take it like the psychopathic whores we are.”
Jackie smirked.
“Wouldn’t have it any other way, Mistress.”
Jennifer let out a low, dark laugh.
“Let’s see if these boys can actually break us.”
Miss Black looked at both of them with dark satisfaction.
“Good. Then let’s begin.”
The whistle blew.

Day 1
The first play was vicious from the start.
Jackie was standing in the middle of the field when the entire defensive line came at her. She didn’t have a ball. She was the ball.
They crashed into her hard. Hands grabbed her everywhere — hair, tits, thighs, waist. She was tackled to the ground with brutal force, her body slamming into the turf. Before she could even try to move, someone ripped her legs apart and shoved his cock into her cunt without warning.
“Fuck—!” Jackie gasped.
Another player grabbed her by the hair and forced his cock into her mouth. She gagged around it as more hands pinned her down. A third player was already lining up behind her, pushing into her ass.
The cleats were sharp.
Every time a player stomped on her while she was being fucked, the spikes dug into her skin. One player deliberately stomped on her stomach while another fucked her throat. Another drove his cleats into her tits while he fucked her cunt.
Jackie moaned around the cock in her mouth, her body jerking with every brutal thrust and stomp.
Jennifer was a few feet away, already surrounded. She was on her back, legs held open, getting fucked in both holes while two players took turns stomping on her stomach and tits with their cleats. Every time the spikes dug in, she let out a broken moan mixed with a laugh.
“Goddamn… these motherfuckers aren’t playing,” she rasped. “They’re actually trying to break us.”
A player slapped her hard across the face.
“Shut the fuck up, whore. You’re just a football now.”
Miss Black was on her hands and knees nearby, getting fucked from behind while another player stomped on her back with his cleats. She looked over at Jackie and Jennifer with dark, lust-filled eyes.
“You two better keep up,” she growled. “I’m not carrying this team by myself.”
Jackie managed to pull off the cock in her mouth just long enough to laugh.
“Fuck you, Mistress. We’re just getting started.”
By the end of the first day, all three of them were covered in cum, sweat, and small puncture wounds from the cleats. Their bodies ached, but none of them had tapped out. None of them wanted to.
They were exactly where they wanted to be.
Used.
Broken.
And completely turned on by it.

Day 3
By the third day, the players had stopped holding back.
Jackie was on her hands and knees when three players surrounded her. One fucked her throat while another took her ass. The third player stood over her and deliberately stomped on her back with his cleats, driving the spikes in every time the others thrust.
“God… fuck…” Jackie moaned around the cock in her mouth. “They’re actually trying to break our spines today.”
Jennifer was a few feet away, getting double-teamed while a linebacker stomped on her stomach. She looked over at Jackie with glassy eyes and grinned
.“Break our spines? These assholes have been trying to break our cunts since yesterday. My wife’s probably already loose enough to fit a football in.”
Jackie let out a broken laugh even as she was being fucked and stomped.
“Speak for yourself, bitch. At least I’m not the one who got thrown off a building fifty times last month. You’re still recovering from that, remember?”
Jennifer moaned loudly as one of the players drove his cleats into her ribs again.
“Shut up and take that cock like a good little football, wife. I don’t need your smart mouth right now.”
Miss Black was on her back nearby, legs held open by two players while a third fucked her cunt. Another player was stomping on her tits with his cleats. She looked over at Jackie and Jennifer with a dark, satisfied smile.
“You two are doing so well,” she said, her voice strained. “I’m proud of my little whores.”
Jackie let out a broken laugh.
“Proud? Mistress, we’re getting stomped and fucked like a couple of used-up cum dumpsters. This is the best fucking week of our lives.”
By the end of Day 3, all three of them were exhausted, sore, and covered in bruises and cum. But none of them wanted it to stop.
They were addicted.
To the pain.
To the degradation.
To each other.

Day 5
By the fifth day, Hell Week had reached a new level of brutality.
The players were no longer treating them like people at all.
They were just three broken whores to be used however the teams wanted.
Jackie was on her back when six players surrounded her. Two fucked her cunt and ass at the same time while another forced his cock down her throat. Three more took turns stomping on her stomach, tits, and face with their cleats.
“God… fuck…” Jackie moaned around the cock in her throat. “They’re actually trying to kill us today.”
Jennifer was a few feet away, getting passed between five players. One was fucking her ass while another had her by the hair, forcing her to suck him off. Three more were taking turns stomping on her tits and stomach with their cleats.
She looked over at Jackie with glassy, broken eyes and grinned.
“Kill us? They’ve been trying to do that since Day 3. I’m surprised we’re still breathing.”
Miss Black was on her hands and knees nearby, getting fucked from both ends while two players stomped on her back with their cleats. She looked over at her two pets with dark satisfaction.
“You two are still talking shit,” she said, her voice strained. “I’m impressed.”
Jackie let out a broken laugh even as she was being fucked and stomped.
“Wouldn’t be as fun if we didn’t, Mistress.”
By the end of Day 5, all three of them were in bad shape. Their bodies were covered in bruises, cuts, and small puncture wounds. They could barely move without wincing.
But they were still going.
Still laughing.
Still getting off on how completely they were being destroyed.

Day 7
The final day of Hell Week was the most brutal.
The players had saved their worst for last.
Jackie, Jennifer, and Miss Black were no longer being passed around.
They were being destroyed.
Jackie was on her back in the middle of the field when six players surrounded her. Two fucked her cunt and ass at the same time while another forced his cock down her throat. Three more took turns stomping on her stomach, tits, and face with their cleats.
“God… fuck…” Jackie moaned around the cock in her throat. “They’re actually trying to kill us today.”
Jennifer was a few feet away, getting passed between five players. One was fucking her ass while another had her by the hair, forcing her to suck him off. Three more were taking turns stomping on her tits and stomach with their cleats.
She looked over at Jackie with glassy, broken eyes and grinned.
“Kill us? They’ve been trying to do that since Day 3. I’m surprised we’re still breathing.”
Miss Black was on her hands and knees nearby, getting fucked from both ends while two players stomped on her back with their cleats. She looked over at her two pets with dark satisfaction.
“You two are still talking shit,” she said, her voice strained. “I’m impressed.”
Jackie let out a broken laugh even as she was being fucked and stomped.
“Wouldn’t be as fun if we didn’t, Mistress.”
By the end of the day, all three of them were completely broken.
Their bodies were covered in bruises, cuts, cum, and puncture wounds from the cleats. They could barely move. They could barely think.
But they were still smiling.
Still laughing.
Still completely addicted to the pain, the degradation, and each other.
When the final whistle blew, the players didn’t walk away.
They knelt down around the three broken women.
One by one, they leaned in and kissed Jackie, Jennifer, and Miss Black softly on the lips, the forehead, and the bruises covering their bodies. It was strangely gentle after seven days of pure violence.
The head quarterback of the Varsity team stood up, pulled out his phone, and made a call.
“Yeah… send the coroner team,” he said calmly. “We’ve got three of the best sadomasochism whores we’ve ever destroyed. They’re gonna need pickup.”
He looked down at the three women lying on the field, covered in cum, blood, and bruises, and gave a small, respectful nod.
“Hell of a week, ladies.” 
CHAPTER 20 — AFTER HELL
The field was quiet now.
The players had left. The only sounds were the occasional groan from the three broken women still lying on the turf and the distant sound of the coroner team’s van pulling up.
Jackie was on her back, staring up at the night sky, her body covered in bruises, cum, and small puncture wounds from the cleats. She let out a weak, raspy laugh.
“Fuck me…” she muttered. “That was the longest week of my life.”
Jennifer was lying a few feet away on her stomach, face half-buried in the grass. She turned her head just enough to look at Jackie.
“Longest week of your life?” she rasped. “Bitch, I think I blacked out twice on Day 5. You were still talking shit while they were stomping on your tits.”
Jackie let out another broken laugh, wincing as it pulled at her bruised ribs.
“Yeah, well… someone had to keep things interesting. You were too busy moaning like a bitch in heat every time they drove those spikes into you.
”Miss Black was lying on her back between them, also completely wrecked. She turned her head slowly and looked at both of them with a dark, satisfied smile.
“You two never stop,” she said, her voice hoarse. “Even after seven days of getting destroyed, you’re still running your mouths.”
Jackie smirked weakly.
“Wouldn’t be us if we didn’t, Mistress.”
Jennifer let out a tired laugh.
“Speak for yourself. I think my cunt finally tapped out on Day 6. I couldn’t feel shit after that.”
The three of them lay there in silence for a while, breathing heavily, bodies aching in ways they hadn’t felt in a long time.
Eventually, the coroner team arrived and carefully loaded them onto stretchers. None of them fought it. They were too sore, too exhausted, and too fucked out to do anything but let themselves be carried.
As they were being loaded into the van, Jackie turned her head and looked at Jennifer.
“Hey, wife.”
Jennifer cracked one eye open.
“What?”
Jackie gave her a tired but genuine smirk.
“Best honeymoon ever.”
Jennifer let out a weak, raspy laugh.
“Yeah… Mistress really knows how to spoil us.”
Miss Black, who was lying on the stretcher between them, let out a low chuckle.
“You two are insane,” she muttered. “Completely fucking insane.”
Jackie reached over and gently took Miss Black’s hand.
“Yeah,” she said softly. “But we’re your insane whores.”
Miss Black didn’t say anything back.
She just squeezed Jackie’s hand and closed her eyes.
The next few days were spent recovering at the estate.
All three of them were in bad shape. Their bodies were covered in bruises, cuts, and small puncture wounds from the cleats. Walking was difficult. Sitting was worse. But none of them regretted a single second of it.
One afternoon, while Jackie was carefully cleaning a deep cut on Jennifer’s thigh, Jennifer muttered:
“You know what’s fucked up?”
Jackie didn’t look up.
“What?”
Jennifer let out a tired laugh.
“I already miss it. I miss getting stomped on and fucked like a piece of meat. That’s how fucked up we are.”
Jackie smirked as she dabbed at the wound.
“Yeah, well… speak for yourself. I’m still finding cleat marks in places I didn’t even know existed. I think one of those bastards left a permanent imprint on my left tit.”
Jennifer turned her head and looked at her.
“You loved every second of it, you lying bitch.”
Jackie didn’t deny it.
She just leaned down and kissed the stitched wound on Jennifer’s thigh.
“Of course I did. We’re psychopathic whores, remember? Pain, cock, and each other. That’s all we need.”
Miss Black walked into the room a few minutes later, also still moving slowly. She looked at the two of them and shook her head.
“You two are going to be the death of me,” she said.
Jackie looked up at her and grinned.
“Wouldn’t be the worst way to go, Mistress.”
Miss Black stared at her for a few seconds, then let out a low laugh.
“You’re lucky I like you, pet.”
Jackie’s grin widened.
“I know.”
A week after Hell Week ended, the three of them were sitting together on the large couch in Miss Black’s private lounge. All of them were still covered in fading bruises and small scars, but they were healing.
Miss Black had her arms around both Jackie and Jennifer, pulling them close.
“So,” she said calmly. “Did you enjoy your honeymoon gift?”
Jackie let out a tired but satisfied laugh.
“Best gift we’ve ever gotten. Ten out of ten. Would get destroyed again.”
Jennifer nodded against Miss Black’s shoulder.
“Yeah… though I think we need at least a month before we do anything that insane again. My body still hurts in places I didn’t know could hurt.”
Miss Black smirked.
“Good. Because I already have ideas for next time.”
Jackie and Jennifer both looked at her at the same time.
Jackie raised an eyebrow.
“Should we be scared?”
Miss Black looked at both of them with that dark, dangerous smile they knew too well.
“Probably.”
Jennifer let out a low laugh.
“Fuck… we’re so screwed.”
Jackie leaned her head against Miss Black’s shoulder and closed her eyes.
“Yeah,” she said quietly. “But at least we’re screwed together.”
Miss Black didn’t say anything.
She just held both of her pets a little tighter. 
CHAPTER 21 — PRIVATE GAMES
Three weeks had passed since Hell Week ended.
The bruises were mostly gone, but the hunger was still there — raw, restless, and growing. Miss Black could see it in both of them. That dangerous, filthy need that only got worse after extreme pain. So she decided it was time to give them something new.
That evening, she had Jackie and Jennifer meet her in one of the more private wings of the estate — a part of the mansion they had never been allowed into before. The hallway was colder than the rest of the house. The lighting was dim. The air felt heavier.
When they stepped into the large playroom, both women immediately noticed how different it felt from the usual spaces they played in. The equipment looked newer. Heavier. Some of the restraints had small digital panels built into them. Things that felt more clinical than the usual leather and wood.
Miss Black was already waiting for them.
She stood in the center of the room, dressed in a simple black blouse and leather pants. Her expression was calm, but there was something sharp in her eyes.
“I’ve been thinking,” she said, looking between them. “Hell Week was loud. Public. Messy. I want something quieter this time. Something more personal. Just the three of us.”
Jackie tilted her head.
“What kind of game, Mistress?”
Miss Black stepped closer.
“A slow one. Several days long. I want to push you both. Break you down over time. I want to see how much you can actually take when there’s no one else around to distract you.”
She paused, then added clearly:
“But before we go any further, I need to say this. You can refuse. Either of you. At any point during this game. If you want to stop, you say so. No punishment. No consequences. You are still my pets, but you are not forced to do anything you don’t want.”
Jennifer let out a low, dark laugh.
“Mistress… when have we ever said no to you hurting us?”
Jackie smirked beside her.
“Yeah. We’re not exactly the type to tap out. You know that.”
Miss Black didn’t smile. She just kept looking at them.
“I know. But I’m saying it anyway. Because this won’t be gentle. It won’t be short. And I’m going to enjoy every second of breaking you both down.”
She walked over to a large metal frame that looked newer than anything they had used before. Small red lights were built into the cuffs.
“Jennifer. On the frame. Face forward. Arms and legs spread.”
Jennifer moved without hesitation. She climbed onto the frame and positioned herself exactly as ordered. Miss Black strapped her in slowly — first her wrists, then her ankles. As the last cuff locked into place, a small red light on the side of the frame blinked once before turning green.
Jackie noticed it.
Miss Black didn’t say anything about it.
Instead, she picked up a thick leather flogger and walked behind Jennifer.
“You’re going to take this until I decide you’ve had enough,” she said calmly. “And Jackie is going to watch every single hit.”
She swung.
The first strike landed hard across Jennifer’s ass. The sound cracked through the room. Jennifer’s body jerked against the restraints, but she stayed quiet. Miss Black hit her again. And again. She took her time, letting each strike land with full force before swinging again.
By the tenth hit, Jennifer’s breathing had gotten heavier. Her ass was already covered in thick red welts.
Miss Black glanced over at Jackie, who was still standing nearby.
“On your knees. Now.”
Jackie dropped without a word.
Miss Black continued flogging Jennifer, slower now, making sure every strike was felt. After a while, she reached between Jennifer’s legs and ran two fingers along her cunt.
“Already soaked,” she said, almost amused. “You really are a disgusting little whore, aren’t you?”
Jennifer let out a shaky moan.
“Yes, Mistress…”
Miss Black pulled her fingers back and wiped them across Jennifer’s lips.
“Open.”
Jennifer opened her mouth and sucked Miss Black’s fingers clean without being told twice.
Miss Black looked down at Jackie.
“Your turn.”
She unstrapped Jennifer and made her kneel beside Jackie. Then she strapped Jackie into the same frame. As the cuffs locked around her wrists, that same small red light blinked green again.
Jackie noticed it a second time.
Before she could say anything, Miss Black picked up a heavy wooden cane.
“You’re both so eager to be broken,” she said as she ran the cane lightly over Jackie’s ass. “So willing to let me destroy you. Sometimes I wonder if you even have limits anymore.”
She swung the cane hard.
The impact was sharp and loud. Jackie’s body jerked hard against the restraints, but she didn’t make a sound at first. Miss Black hit her again. And again. She took her time, letting the pain build slowly.
After the fifteenth strike, Jackie finally let out a low, broken moan.
Miss Black paused and reached between Jackie’s legs. She was dripping.
“Look at this,” she said, almost mocking. “Getting wet from being beaten like a piece of meat. You’re both so fucking pathetic.”
She shoved two fingers into Jackie’s cunt and fucked her roughly for a few seconds before pulling them out and wiping them across her face.
“Open.”
Jackie opened her mouth and sucked Miss Black’s fingers clean, tasting herself.
Miss Black stepped back and looked at both of them.
“I’m not done with either of you yet.”
She spent the next two hours using them.
She flogged them. Caned them. Fucked them with her strap-on while they were still strapped to the frame. She made them watch each other get used. She made them beg. She made them thank her between hits.
At one point, she had both of them on their knees in front of her.
“Look at you,” she said coldly. “Two broken little whores who can’t get enough of being hurt. You’d let me do anything to you, wouldn’t you?”
Jackie looked up at her, eyes glassy and lips swollen.
“Yes, Mistress…”
Jennifer nodded beside her.
“Anything.”
Miss Black grabbed Jackie by the hair and pulled her forward, forcing her face between her legs.
“Then prove it.”
Jackie didn’t hesitate. She licked and sucked like she was starving, moaning into Miss Black’s cunt while Jennifer watched from beside her. Miss Black held her there, using her mouth roughly until she came.
When she finally let go, Jackie’s face was wet and messy.
Miss Black looked down at both of them.
“That was just tonight,” she said. “The real game starts tomorrow. And it’s going to last for days.”
She turned and walked toward the door.
“Get some rest. You’re going to need it.”
After she left, Jackie and Jennifer stayed kneeling on the floor for a while, catching their breath. Their bodies were marked and sore. Their minds were spinning.
Eventually, Jennifer spoke first, her voice low.
“Did you see that light on the cuffs?”
Jackie nodded slowly.
“Yeah. It blinked green when it locked. Never seen that before.”
Jennifer rubbed her sore wrists.
“And that frame… it felt different. More advanced. Like it was built for something else.”
Jackie was quiet for a moment.
“Something’s off,” she said finally. “Mistress has been different since Hell Week. Like she’s planning something bigger than usual.”
Jennifer looked at her.
“You felt it too?”
Jackie nodded.
“Yeah. Whatever it is… I can’t stop thinking about it. It’s giving me fucking goosebumps.”
Jennifer let out a small, shaky laugh.
“Same. I keep wondering what she’s got waiting for us. It’s making my skin crawl in the best way.”
Jackie smirked, even though her body was still aching.
“Whatever it is… I hope it hurts like hell.”
Jennifer leaned in closer, voice barely above a whisper.
“Me too.” 
CHAPTER 22 — THE BUNKER
Jackie and Jennifer walked through the dark forest completely naked. The night air was cold against their skin, and the trees seemed to press in closer the deeper they went. After walking for nearly twenty minutes, they finally spotted the old bunker half-hidden among the trees. The heavy metal door was slightly open.
Jackie stopped.
“This is it.”
Jennifer looked at the dark doorway.
“Where’s Mistress? She said she’d be here.”
They waited a few more minutes, but Miss Black never showed up.
Jennifer shifted uncomfortably.
“Maybe she wants us to go inside and wait for her.”
Jackie stared at the open door. Something about it felt wrong, but she didn’t say it.
“Come on,” Jennifer said, already moving forward. “It’s cold out here.”
They stepped inside.
The moment both of them were through the doorway, the heavy metal door slammed shut behind them with a loud metallic clang. A heavy lock engaged automatically.
Low, deep growls echoed from the darkness ahead.
Two large guard dogs stepped out of the shadows, teeth bared, eyes locked onto them.
Jackie’s eyes widened.
“Fuck… these aren’t—”
Before she could finish, the dogs charged.
Far away, deep in the forest, inside an old, decaying mansion that Jackie and Jennifer had never seen before, Miss Black sat in a high-backed leather chair in a dimly lit library. The walls were lined with dark wooden shelves filled with old, dusty books. A large flat screen monitor sat on the heavy wooden table in front of her.
On the screen, she watched Jackie and Jennifer in real time as the dogs attacked them inside the bunker.
From her seat, Miss Black calmly reached over and pressed a button on a small control panel built into the arm of the chair.
The bunker door locked.
She pressed another button.
A reinforced gate inside the bunker slid open, releasing the two guard dogs.
Miss Black leaned back in her chair, watching the screen with a cold, unreadable expression as the dogs mounted and began fucking her pets.
A digital, almost human voice spoke from the speakers. It was calm, but there was something deeply unsettling about the way it sounded — like a machine trying to imitate a person.
“Those are the whores you are feeding to me, Mistress?”
Miss Black didn’t take her eyes off the screen. She watched as one of the dogs forced itself inside Jennifer, making her cry out.
“Soon, my pet,” she said quietly. “Very soon. Just enjoy the show for now… and begin preparing the ways we will play with my human pets before it is your time.”
The digital voice responded after a short pause.
“They are still fighting. Still believing they have control.”
Miss Black’s lips curved into a small, cold smile.
“They do have control,” she said. “They just refuse to use it. Not until it is far too late.”
She reached out and lightly tapped the screen with two fingers as she watched Jackie get slammed down and mounted.
“They are still so eager,” she murmured. “Still so hungry for pain. They have no idea what is waiting for them.”
The voice spoke again.
“When will you bring them here?”
Miss Black’s eyes stayed on the screen as the dogs continued using her pets.
“When they are ready,” she said. “When they have finally stopped pretending they can still say no. When they understand that this is the only place left for them.”
She leaned forward slightly, her voice dropping lower.
“This mansion is not the one they know. This is the place I keep for the ones I have already broken. The ones who will do anything… even if it costs them everything.”
On the screen, both Jackie and Jennifer had stopped fighting. They were now on their hands and knees, taking everything the dogs gave them.
Miss Black watched them in silence for a while.
Then she spoke again, almost to herself.
“Soon, my pet. Very soon.”
She reached over and pressed another button on the control panel.
The reinforced gate inside the bunker slid shut again, locking the dogs back in their holding area. A few seconds later, she pressed the button that unlocked the main bunker door.
On the screen, the heavy metal door slowly creaked open.
Miss Black leaned back in her chair once more, watching as Jackie and Jennifer slowly got to their feet inside the bunker, shaking and covered in cum and scratches.
She didn’t smile.
She simply watched.
Back inside the bunker, Jackie and Jennifer stood on shaky legs, breathing hard. The dogs had finally stopped. The door was now open again, but neither of them moved toward it right away.
Jackie wiped sweat and dirt from her face.
“Fuck… that was not what I expected.”
Jennifer let out a weak, broken laugh.
“No shit. Mistress said it was just going to be us…”
Jackie looked toward the now-open door, then back at Jennifer.
“She set us up. She knew those dogs were here the whole time.”
Jennifer was quiet for a moment, then spoke in a low voice.
“Yeah… but why? Was this just another game… or was she testing how far we’d actually go?”
Jackie stared at the floor for a few seconds.
“I don’t know. But I’ve been getting this feeling lately. Like everything she’s been doing since Hell Week is leading somewhere. Something bigger than these games.”
Jennifer looked at her.
“You feel it too?”
Jackie nodded.
“Yeah. Every time she sets something up now, I can’t stop thinking about what else she might be hiding. It’s been giving me fucking goosebumps.”
Jennifer let out a shaky breath.
“Same. I keep wondering what’s waiting for us. Whatever it is… it feels dangerous. Really dangerous.”
Jackie smirked, even though her body was sore and marked.
“But you still want it, don’t you?”
Jennifer smiled darkly.
“Yeah. I do.”
They stood there in silence for a while longer before finally walking out of the bunker and back into the cold night.
Neither of them said it out loud, but they both knew the truth.
Miss Black was always watching.
And whatever she had planned for them…It was already in motion. 
CHAPTER 23 — THE REWARD
Miss Black had been watching Jackie and Jennifer closely. After the bunker incident, she could see how hungry they still were. So she decided to give them another game — something raw, brutal, and very much in line with what they both seemed to crave.
That evening, she brought them to one of the larger private rooms in the estate. Waiting inside were six people — three men and three women — all of whom Miss Black trusted completely. They were already undressed and waiting.
“I have a game for you tonight,” Miss Black said, standing in front of Jackie and Jennifer. “These six are going to use you however they want. No rules. No limits. No safe words. They can fuck you, beat you, and pass you around for as long as they feel like it.”
She looked at both of them with a dark, amused expression.
“When they’re done, you’ll receive your reward. But only after the game is over. Understood?”
Jackie smirked.
“We’re not backing out, Mistress.”
Jennifer nodded beside her.
“We want it.”
Miss Black gave a small nod.
“Good. Then go.”
The moment Jackie and Jennifer stepped forward, the six people moved in.
They didn’t waste any time.
Two of the men grabbed Jackie and bent her over a nearby table. One shoved his cock into her cunt without warning while the other forced himself into her mouth. At the same time, one of the women grabbed Jennifer by the hair and pulled her down to her knees, forcing her face between her legs while another man moved behind her and slammed into her ass.
The room quickly filled with the sounds of skin slapping, grunting, and the wet sounds of rough fucking.
Jackie was being used hard from both ends. Every time she tried to catch her breath, another cock was shoved down her throat or another hand was slapping her ass or tits. One of the women stepped in and started punching her in the stomach while she was being fucked, making her body jerk and tighten around the cocks inside her.
Jennifer wasn’t faring any better. She was on her hands and knees, getting fucked in both holes while one of the men held her head down and another woman sat on her back, casually slapping her ass and calling her names.
The group didn’t hold back. They slapped, choked, spat on, and fucked both women with zero restraint. Jackie and Jennifer were passed around, bent over, pinned down, and used however the group felt like using them.
Miss Black watched from the side of the room, calm and clearly entertained.
After nearly two hours, the group finally finished. They left both Jackie and Jennifer on the floor — shaking, covered in cum, spit, and bruises.
Miss Black walked over slowly.
“Good,” she said. “Now for your reward.”
She nodded toward one of the men. He walked over carrying a thick, heavy metal container. Without saying a word, he grabbed Jackie by the hair, forced her mouth open, and shoved the entire metal dildo container straight down her throat.
The thick metal object forced its way deep into her throat, stretching it painfully. The long steel rebar attached to the base stuck out of her mouth like a grotesque handle.
Jackie’s eyes went wide. She immediately started choking hard, her body jerking violently as she tried to breathe around the metal lodged deep in her throat. Thick strings of spit poured from her mouth and nose while the rebar bobbed with every desperate gag.
Jennifer, still on the floor beside her, quickly moved closer.
“Fuck— Jackie!”
She grabbed the steel rebar sticking out of Jackie’s mouth with both hands and started pulling hard. The dildo shifted slightly but was still stuck deep.
“You okay down there, wife?” Jennifer asked, her voice strained but carrying that familiar dark edge. “You’re making some really ugly noises. Come on, stop fucking gagging so much and let me pull this thing out.”
Jackie made a desperate, wet choking sound, her hands weakly gripping Jennifer’s arms as more spit poured from her mouth.
Jennifer adjusted her grip on the rebar and pulled again, using her full body weight.
“God, you look pathetic right now,” she grunted while yanking hard. “If Mistress could see you choking on this like a broken fucktoy, she’d probably cum on the spot.”
Jackie’s body jerked violently as Jennifer pulled harder.
Jennifer changed her angle and yanked again.
“Fuck… this thing is really stuck in there, huh? Stop squirming so much, babe. I’m trying to help you, not watch you die with a metal cock down your throat.”
She planted her feet and pulled with everything she had, the rebar creaking under the strain.
“Come on, you disgusting little whore… I know you can take more than this. Let me get this fucking thing out of you already.”
With one final, brutal pull, the metal dildo container finally came free. It slid out of Jackie’s throat with a thick, wet sound. Jackie immediately collapsed forward, coughing and gasping violently, thick ropes of spit pouring from her mouth as she struggled to catch her breath.
Jennifer dropped the rebar and quickly knelt beside her, rubbing her back.
“Fuck… you good?”
Jackie coughed hard a few more times before she could speak, her voice completely destroyed.
“You… fucking bitch…” she rasped.
Jennifer let out a shaky laugh, clearly relieved.
“Hey, I got it out, didn’t I? You’re welcome.”
Jackie wiped her mouth and looked at the metal container lying on the floor. The lid had come loose during the struggle. Inside was a small, old-looking key attached to a metal tag with a long string of numbers and letters on it.
Jennifer picked it up with shaky hands and examined it.
“This… doesn’t look like it belongs to anything here.”
Jackie took the key and tag, turning them over in her hands.
“This wasn’t part of the game,” she said quietly.
Jennifer looked at her.
“You think Mistress left this for us on purpose?”
Jackie slowly moved her hand and tucked the key and tag underneath her body, hiding them between her thigh and the floor
They both stayed on the floor for a while, catching their breath. Jackie’s throat was raw and burning, and Jennifer’s body was covered in fresh bruises and cum.
Neither of them said anything about the key.
When Miss Black finally walked back in, she looked down at them with that same amused expression.
“Did you enjoy your reward?” she asked calmly.
Jackie looked up at her, her voice hoarse.
“Yes, Mistress.”
Miss Black’s eyes moved between them for a moment, but she didn’t ask about the container or what was inside it.
“Good,” she said. “Clean yourselves up. I’ll see you both tomorrow.”
She turned and walked out of the room without another word.
Jackie and Jennifer stayed where they were for a while longer.
Eventually, Jennifer spoke in a low voice.
“She didn’t ask about it.”
“No. She didn’t.”
They looked at each other.
Whatever this key opened…They both had a feeling they were going to find out soon.
And neither of them planned on telling Miss Black they had it. 
CHAPTER 24 — THE SECOND REWARD
The next evening, Miss Black once again brought Jackie and Jennifer to the same private room. Waiting inside were the same six people from the night before — three men and three women — all of them already naked and ready.
Miss Black looked at both of them with that familiar dark, amused expression.
“Same rules as last night,” she said calmly. “They’re going to use you however they want. No limits. No safe words. When they’re done, you’ll get your reward.”
She paused, then added with a small smirk:
“Try not to choke too hard this time.”
Jackie and Jennifer didn’t say anything. They simply stepped forward.
The group moved in immediately.
Two of the men grabbed Jennifer and bent her over the same table Jackie had been used on the night before. One of them shoved his cock into her cunt without warning while the other forced himself into her mouth. At the same time, one of the women pulled Jackie down to her knees and made her eat her out while another man moved behind her and started fucking her ass.
The room quickly filled with the same sounds as the previous night — skin slapping, grunting, choking, and the wet sounds of rough, violent sex.
Jennifer was being used hard. Every time she tried to catch her breath, another cock was shoved down her throat or another hand was slapping her ass or pulling her hair. One of the men stepped in and started punching her in the stomach while she was being fucked from behind, making her body tighten around the cocks inside her.
Jackie wasn’t spared either. She was on her hands and knees, getting fucked in both holes while one of the women sat on her back and casually slapped her ass, calling her names.
The group was just as rough as they had been the night before. They slapped, choked, spat on, and fucked both women without any restraint. Jackie and Jennifer were passed around and used however the six people felt like using them.
Miss Black watched from the side with a calm, entertained expression.
After almost two hours, the group finally finished. They left both women on the floor — shaking, marked, and covered in cum and bruises.
Miss Black walked over slowly.
“Good,” she said. “Now for your reward.”
She nodded toward one of the women. She walked over carrying a thick metal container. Without saying a word, she grabbed Jennifer by the hair, forced her mouth open, and shoved the entire metal dildo container straight down her throat.
The thick metal object forced its way deep into Jennifer’s throat. Like the night before, a long steel rebar was attached to the base of the container, sticking out of her mouth.
Jennifer’s eyes went wide. She immediately started choking hard, her body jerking violently as she tried to breathe around the metal lodged deep in her throat. Thick strings of spit poured from her mouth and nose while the rebar bobbed with every desperate gag.
Jackie, still on the floor beside her, slowly pushed herself up onto her knees and watched.
She didn’t rush to help.
Instead, she tilted her head slightly and smirked.
“Damn, babe… you really went and got yourself stuck, huh?”
Jennifer made a wet, choking sound, her hands weakly grabbing at the rebar sticking out of her mouth.
Jackie stayed where she was, watching her struggle.
“Come on, you can do it,” she said, her voice low and teasing. “Pull it out of your filthy slutty mouth, my gorgeous cheating wife. I love seeing you suffering like this.”
Jennifer made another choked, gurgling sound, her face turning red as more spit poured from her mouth.
Jackie finally moved closer, but she still didn’t grab the rebar right away.
“Oh fine, let me help,” she said with mock sympathy. “Maybe if I jump on your chest… or kick you while you pull. Damn, I might have to leave you behind.”
She finally grabbed the steel rebar and started pulling. Jennifer’s body jerked hard with every yank, but the dildo remained lodged deep in her throat.
Jackie pulled harder, using her body weight.
“Come on, you disgusting little whore… stop fucking gagging so much and let me get this thing out of you already.”
She adjusted her grip and yanked again, this time with more force.
“With how deep this thing is, I’m surprised you’re still breathing. You look so fucking pathetic right now.”
With one final, brutal pull, the metal dildo container finally came free. It slid out of Jennifer’s throat with a thick, wet sound. Jennifer immediately collapsed forward, coughing and gasping violently, thick ropes of spit pouring from her mouth.
Jackie dropped the rebar and knelt beside her, rubbing her back.
“Fuck… you good?”
Jennifer coughed hard a few more times before she could speak, her voice completely wrecked.
“You… fucking bitch…” she rasped.
Jackie let out a dark laugh.
“Hey, I got it out, didn’t I? You’re welcome.”
Jackie picked up the metal container and opened it. Inside was a small, folded piece of old, yellowed paper.
She unfolded it.
It was a hand-drawn map.
Jennifer leaned in to look.
“Is that… the forest behind the estate?”
Jackie studied the map. It showed a rough path through the trees leading to what looked like an old, isolated building. At the bottom, written in faded ink, was a single word:
“Home.”
Jackie looked up at Jennifer.
“This wasn’t part of the game either.”
Jennifer took the map and stared at it for a few seconds.
“Mistress has been leaving us breadcrumbs. First the key, now this.”
Jackie slowly moved her hand and tucked the map underneath her body, hiding them between her thigh and the floor
“We should keep this. Something tells me we’re going to need it.”
They stayed on the floor for a while, catching their breath.
When Miss Black finally walked back in, she looked down at them with that same calm, amused expression.
“Did you enjoy your reward?” she asked.
Jennifer looked up at her, her voice hoarse.
“Yes, Mistress.”
Miss Black’s eyes moved between them for a moment, but she didn’t ask about the container or what was inside it.
“Good,” she said. “Clean yourselves up.”
She turned and walked out of the room without another word.
Jackie and Jennifer stayed where they were.
Eventually, Jennifer spoke in a low, raspy voice.
“She didn’t ask about it again.”
“No. She didn’t.”
They looked at each other.
Whatever these key, tag with the codes, and now the map were for…They both knew they were getting closer to finding out.
And neither of them planned on telling Miss Black they had them. 
CHAPTER 25 — ACTIVATION
Miss Black stood at the front of the classroom, writing on the board as she explained the current lesson. Her voice was calm and steady. She moved with her usual control, answering questions and correcting students without any visible change in her demeanor.
Her phone vibrated once in her pocket.
She finished writing the sentence on the board, set the marker down, and casually pulled out her phone. She glanced at the screen for only a second before slipping it back into her pocket.
Lucifer System – Online
Activated
Miss Black continued teaching like nothing had happened.
A few minutes later, while the students were working on an assignment, she discreetly checked her phone again. The live feed loaded.
On the screen, Jennifer was carefully placing a clear plastic bag over Jackie’s head. She taped it shut around Jackie’s neck, making sure it was airtight, then pulled a thick black suffocation hood over it and secured it in place. After that, she began strapping Jackie down onto the Suffocation bullet table, following the instructions on the screen.
A voice spoke softly into the small earpiece Miss Black wore.
“Subject One is being hooded and secured on the Suffocation table. Plastic bag is sealed. Airflow is restricted.
”Miss Black’s face remained completely neutral as she walked between the desks, checking on the students’ work.
But inside, something had already begun to burn.
One of the male students near the front suddenly stood up and walked toward her. He didn’t say anything. He simply grabbed her by the hair and yanked her head back before slapping her hard across the face.
Miss Black didn’t react. She stayed perfectly still, her expression ice cold.
That seemed to set something off.
Another student stood up. Then another. Within minutes, the entire class had surrounded her. Hands grabbed at her clothes, tearing them off without care. Someone punched her in the stomach. Another kicked her legs out from under her, sending her to her knees.
Miss Black stayed silent. Her face didn’t change.
The voice in her ear continued.
“Subject Two has finished securing Subject One. She is now moving to the Shrink Wrap table as instructed.”
A female student grabbed Miss Black by the throat and squeezed hard while another student forced his cock into her mouth. Someone else kicked her in the ribs while she was being throat-fucked. The violence escalated quickly. They slapped her, punched her, spat on her, and called her every degrading name they could think of.
Through it all, Miss Black remained composed. She didn’t fight back. She didn’t make a sound beyond what was forced out of her. Her eyes stayed cold and distant.
The voice kept feeding her information.
“Subject Two is now backing up to the Shrink Wrap table. She has raised her arms and spread her legs. Wrapping has begun.”
Miss Black was bent over a desk while multiple students took turns fucking her. Someone was pulling her hair hard enough to strain her neck while another student punched her in the side repeatedly. A girl sat on her back and casually slapped her ass, laughing as she called her a worthless whore.
The voice continued.
“Subject One’s breathing has become more labored. The hood and plastic bag are functioning as intended. Heart rate is elevated.”
Miss Black stayed silent. Even as they beat her. Even as they choked her. Even as they used her like she was nothing. Her expression never broke.
This only seemed to make the students rougher.
They kicked her harder. They punched her more viciously. They took turns strangling her while they fucked her throat, only letting her breathe when they felt like it. Someone shoved a thick marker into her ass while another student forced her to lick their boots. They degraded her constantly, calling her every filthy, humiliating name they could think of.
And still, Miss Black remained ice cold.
The voice in her ear never stopped.
“Subject Two is now sixty percent wrapped in shrink wrap. Breathing is becoming restricted. She is remaining still.
”Hours passed.
The class didn’t stop. They rotated. Some students rested while others continued using her. They beat her, fucked her, and humiliated her without pause. Someone had brought in a belt and was using it across her back and ass while she was being fucked from both ends. Another student was strangling her with a tie while calling her a disgusting pig.
Miss Black took it all without breaking her cold expression.
By the end of the school day, she was already covered in bruises, cum, and spit. Her body was marked and sore. But she still hadn’t made a sound beyond what was forced out of her.
The students didn’t leave.
They stayed in the classroom through the night.
The voice in her ear kept updating her.
“Subject One remains secured on the Suffocation table. Airflow continues to be restricted. She is conscious.”
“Subject Two is now fully wrapped in shrink wrap. Movement is no longer possible. Breathing is labored but stable.”
The class continued using her. They took turns sleeping in shifts while others kept beating and fucking her. They kicked her, punched her, and spat on her. They made her crawl on the floor while they kicked her like an animal. They forced her to thank them for every hit and every load they gave her.
Miss Black stayed ice cold the entire time.
This seemed to drive the students even wilder.
By Wednesday, her body was a mess of bruises and welts. Her face was swollen from being punched and slapped. Her throat was raw from being choked and fucked. But she still didn’t break. She still didn’t beg. She still didn’t show any emotion beyond that cold, distant stare.
The students began taking it further.
They started using objects on her. Belts, markers, shoes, anything they could find. They beat her harder. They choked her longer. They degraded her more viciously. And through it all, Miss Black remained composed.
The voice never stopped feeding her information about Jackie and Jennifer.
By Thursday, Miss Black could barely move on her own. She was dragged from position to position by the students. Her body was covered in marks. Her holes were sore and used. Her face was a mess of cum, spit, and tears she refused to acknowledge.
Still, she stayed ice cold.
The students seemed almost frustrated by her lack of reaction. It made them rougher. More violent. They punched her harder. They kicked her more viciously. They strangled her until her vision blurred before letting her breathe again.
And still, Miss Black didn’t break.
The voice in her ear continued.
“Both subjects remain fully secured. Preparation is complete. Lucifer is stable and waiting.”
By Friday afternoon, the classroom was a disaster. Miss Black was on the floor in the center of the room, barely moving. Her body was covered in bruises, welts, cum, and spit. Her face was swollen and marked. She had been used and beaten for days without pause.
The students finally began to leave.
One by one, they walked past her broken body on the floor. Some kicked her one last time. Some spat on her. Some called her one final degrading name before walking out.
By the time the last student left, Miss Black was alone in the ruined classroom.
She slowly pushed herself up onto her hands and knees. Her body shook from exhaustion and pain. But her expression was still ice cold.
She reached for her phone with a trembling hand and checked the feed one last time.
Both Jackie and Jennifer were now fully secured on their respective tables. Jackie on the Suffocation table, hooded and bagged. Jennifer wrapped tightly in clear shrink wrap on the other table.
Miss Black stared at the screen for a long moment.
Then she slowly stood up, her body aching with every movement.
She walked out of the classroom without looking back. 
CHAPTER 26 — FAMILY BUSINESS
Miss Black stepped out of the ruined classroom, her body screaming with every step. Her ribs ached from the constant beatings. Her face was swollen, and dried cum, spit, and blood clung to her skin and hair. She moved slowly, one hand against the wall to keep herself upright.
Two figures were waiting in the hallway.
Before she could fully register them, both swung baseball bats into her chest. The impact knocked the wind out of her and sent her stumbling back against the wall.
Miss Black looked up.
A young man and a young woman stood in front of her, bats resting on their shoulders, staring down at her with cold, excited eyes.
She didn’t look angry.
She smiled.
A slow, tired, but genuinely amused smile spread across her bruised face as she pushed herself off the wall.
She knew that look.
She had seen it in Jackie. She had seen it in Jennifer.
And now she was seeing it in these two.
The young woman stepped forward first, calm and confident.
“This is my baby twin brother, Justin Voss,” she said. “And I’m Jenna Voss. Jennifer’s younger twin sister, Mistress Black.”
Miss Black let out a weak, raspy laugh. Even in her fucked-up state, she found it funny.
“I got a job for both of you,” she said, her voice low and rough from days of being choked and throat-fucked. “Tell me… how much do you love your older sister and her wife?”
Justin answered first, his voice calm and serious.
“If you want us to beat them straight to hell, there will be no cost, Mistress.”
Miss Black studied them for a moment. She was breaking one of her own rules by bringing newcomers to the mansion. But after days of being used and beaten like a piece of meat by her own class, she was too weak and too turned on by the idea to care.
She pushed herself off the wall and stood up straight, even though it clearly hurt.
“Here’s how we’ll decide who drives,” she said. “It’s simple. The one that stops loses. All I ask is that I stay conscious enough to get you to the death house and watch your sister and her wife being assassinated by my monster. You in?”
They didn’t answer with words.
Justin swung his bat into her chest again. Jenna followed right after, hitting her in the ribs. Miss Black grunted but stayed on her feet, that same cold smile still on her face.
“Get in the fucking car,” she rasped.
Twenty minutes into the drive, Justin suddenly pulled the car over to the side of the road and put it in park.
He turned around in his seat and looked at Miss Black in the back.
“Are you still with us, Mistress?” he asked. “Jenna’s a better driver. I’m better at other things. Just ask Jenna, my Mistress.”
He got out of the driver’s seat without waiting for an answer.
Jenna slid over and took the wheel. Justin climbed into the back with Miss Black. He didn’t say anything else. He simply placed a hand on her thigh, gripping it possessively as they continued driving.
Miss Black didn’t stop him.
She was too tired. And too curious to see how far these two psychopathic little shits were willing to go.
When they finally arrived at the old mansion, the three of them stepped inside without speaking. The air was cold and heavy. The building felt completely different from the main estate — older, darker, and far more dangerous.
Miss Black led them down into the lower level. Justin and Jenna followed behind her, bats still in their hands.
They entered the large room where the two bullet tables stood.
Jackie was secured on the Suffocation table, hooded and bagged, her breathing already labored and wet. Jennifer was wrapped tightly in clear shrink wrap on the other table, completely immobilized.
Miss Black walked slowly between the two tables. She reached out and ran her hand across Jackie’s wrapped body first, feeling the shape of her through the material.
“Look at you,” she murmured. “My favorite little pain slut. Still breathing… for now.”
She moved over to Jennifer and dragged her fingers across the shrink wrap, pressing down hard enough to make it creak.
“And you… my greedy little whore. Always wanting more. Even now.”
She stayed like that for a long moment, touching both of them while Justin and Jenna watched from a few feet away.
Then she spoke, her voice low but clear.
“Lucifer,” she said. “Jackhammer them to death.”
The machines came to life immediately.
The Suffocation table started its brutal, rhythmic pounding on Jackie. The Shrink Wrap table did the same to Jennifer. A third mechanical arm extended from Jennifer’s table, forcing its thick dildo straight through the shrink wrap and down her throat without mercy.
Jackie’s body jerked violently against the restraints as the machine started fucking her ruined throat through the hood and plastic bag.
Jennifer’s wrapped body twitched as the jackhammer began slamming into her.
Miss Black didn’t look away.
Justin stepped forward first, raising his bat.
He brought it down hard across Jennifer’s shrink-wrapped chest. The sound was dull and heavy.
Jenna followed right after, swinging her bat into Jackie’s chest with a loud crack.
Miss Black let out a low, dark laugh.
“That’s it,” she said. “Don’t hold back. These two have been begging for this for years.”
Justin swung again, this time aiming lower, slamming the bat into Jennifer’s stomach area. The shrink wrap muffled the sound, but the impact was still brutal.
“Look at this bitch,” Justin said, his voice calm but excited. “All wrapped up like a fucking gift. Too bad the only thing she’s getting is a metal cock down her throat and a bat to the tits.”
Jenna laughed as she brought her bat down across Jackie’s chest again.
“God, look at her,” she said. “Still trying to breathe through that hood like a good little whore. You always did love suffering, didn’t you, sister-in-law?”
Miss Black ran her hand across Jackie’s hooded head.
“She did,” she said softly. “She lived for it. And now she’s going to die for it.”
The machines kept pounding. The third jackhammer continued forcing itself down Jennifer’s throat through the shrink wrap, making wet, disgusting sounds every time it thrust.
Justin paused for a second, breathing a little heavier from swinging the bat.
“You know what’s fucked up?” he said, almost conversationally. “I used to jerk off thinking about fucking my older sister. Now I’m helping kill her. Life’s weird, huh?”
Jenna snorted and swung her bat into Jackie’s chest again.
“You’re such a disgusting little freak,” she said to her brother. “But I get it. Look at them. They were always meant to end up like this — broken, used, and dying for someone else’s pleasure.”
Miss Black smiled coldly.
“Exactly.”
She leaned down closer to Jennifer’s wrapped face.
“You hear that, pet?” she whispered. “Your own brother and sister are beating you to death while a machine fucks your throat. How does that feel?”
Of course, Jennifer couldn’t answer. She could barely breathe.
Lucifer’s voice suddenly spoke from the speakers in the room — that same digital, almost human tone.
“Subject Two’s airway is seventy percent obstructed. Heart rate is critical. Subject One is entering respiratory distress. Would you like me to increase the intensity, Mistress?”
Miss Black didn’t even hesitate.
“Yes,” she said. “Make them feel it.”
The machines sped up immediately.
Justin and Jenna kept swinging. They took turns, sometimes hitting at the same time, sometimes focusing on one woman before switching to the other. They made jokes the entire time.
“Look at this,” Justin said as he slammed his bat into Jennifer’s chest again. “Big sister always acted so tough. Now she’s getting jackhammered like a cheap fuckdoll while her own family beats the shit out of her.”
Jenna brought her bat down across Jackie’s ribs.
“And this one,” she said with a laugh. “Always so proud of how much pain she could take. Guess we’re about to find out her limit.”
Miss Black stayed between the tables the entire time, one hand resting on each of her pets as they were destroyed. She occasionally squeezed, as if she was encouraging the machines — or encouraging Justin and Jenna to hit harder.
“Harder,” she said at one point, her voice low. “I want to hear their ribs break before they stop breathing.”
Justin grinned and swung with more force. Jenna matched him.
The machines kept pounding. The wet, mechanical sounds of the jackhammers mixed with the dull thuds of the baseball bats.
Jackie’s body was starting to convulse more violently against the restraints. Jennifer’s wrapped form was twitching weakly inside the shrink wrap.
Miss Black looked down at both of them, her expression calm but her eyes dark with satisfaction.
“That’s it,” she murmured. “Die for me. Both of you. Die like the pathetic, broken whores you are.”
Justin paused for a second, breathing hard.
“You know what’s funny?” he said. “I always thought Jennifer would be the one to outlive us all. Turns out she’s just another piece of meat getting fucked to death by a machine while her baby brother beats her tits in.”
Jenna laughed and swung her bat into Jackie’s chest again.
“Same with this one,” she said. “Always acting like she was untouchable. Now look at her — choking on plastic while a machine destroys whatever’s left of her cunt.”
Miss Black let out a low, dark chuckle.
“They were never untouchable,” she said. “They were always mine. And now they’re finally paying for it.”
Justin and Jenna kept swinging.
The machines kept pounding.
Miss Black stayed between the tables the entire time, one hand resting on each of her dying pets while Justin and Jenna beat them without mercy. She occasionally squeezed their bodies, as if she was encouraging the violence.
Lucifer’s voice continued speaking from the speakers, calm and clinical.
“Subject One’s vitals are critical. Subject Two’s airway is completely obstructed. Would you like me to maintain current intensity, Mistress?”
Miss Black didn’t answer right away. She just kept watching as Justin brought his bat down hard across Jennifer’s shrink-wrapped chest again.
“Keep going,” she finally said. “Don’t stop until they’re gone.”
Jenna laughed breathlessly as she swung her bat into Jackie’s ribs.
“Fuck… this is better than I thought it would be,” she said. “You were right, Mistress. They really were made for this.”
Justin didn’t say anything. He just kept beating Jennifer’s chest with steady, brutal swings, his expression focused and cold.
Miss Black looked down at both of her pets one last time. Her fingers traced over their broken, ruined bodies.
“Good girls,” she murmured. “You lasted longer than I expected.”
She stayed there for a while longer, watching as the machines and the bats slowly finished what they started.
It took six full months for Jennifer Voss to take her last breath.
October 31st.
Exactly at midnight.
The exact time she was born.
Jackie Voss took her last breath two weeks later.
November 14th.
Exactly at midnight.
By the time it was over, both women were nothing more than broken, ruined shells — used, beaten, and fucked to death by machines and their own family.
Miss Black finally stepped back from the tables. She looked at Justin and Jenna, who were both breathing hard and covered in sweat.
She gave them a small, tired smile.
“Welcome to the family,” she said quietly.
Then she turned and walked out of the room, leaving Justin and Jenna standing over what was left of her two favorite pets. 
CHAPTER 27 — THE WRAP OF A FILM
The machines powered down with a low mechanical groan.
The heavy, wet sounds of the jackhammers slowly came to a stop. Justin and Jenna lowered their baseball bats, both breathing hard. The massive soundstage fell quiet, except for the slow dripping of fake blood and the low hum of the equipment.
From the shadows near the edge of the set, Saiya Voss stepped forward.
She was dressed in black, a headset resting around her neck. Her face was calm and professional as she looked over the scene.
“Cut.”
The word echoed across the stage.
A few seconds of silence passed before she spoke again.
“Print that. And make sure I get the original raw footage. No one touches it until I review it myself.
”Crew members immediately began moving in. Some started powering down the machines while others approached the two tables with towels, water bottles, and medical kits. No one looked panicked. This wasn’t the first time things had gotten rough on one of Saiya’s sets.
Saiya walked slowly between the two tables, looking down at Jackie and Jennifer.
Jackie was still secured on the Suffocation table. The black hood and plastic bag had already been removed by the crew. Her face was pale, streaked with fake blood and sweat, and there were fresh bruises forming along her ribs and collarbone. Jennifer was still partially wrapped in the torn shrink wrap on the other table, her body marked with both fake and real bruises. A few of the marks on her torso looked darker and more swollen than the others — real injuries from where Justin and Jenna had gotten a little too into the scene.
Saiya studied them both for a moment, then spoke without raising her voice.
“We’ll bury these two worthless whores in about two weeks,” she said calmly. “When we come back from the long vacation. Though not as long as the vacation these dead daughters of mine are about to take.”
A few crew members chuckled under their breath. Others kept working without reacting.
Saiya glanced around the stage.
“Has anyone seen Katie?”
No one answered.
She sighed and shook her head.
“Typical. That bitch never stays for the wrap.” She raised her voice so the crew could hear. “Everyone else, good work tonight. Get some rest.”
She turned and walked off the set without another glance at the tables.
The crew moved in quickly but professionally. Two assistants carefully helped Jackie sit up while another checked her breathing. Someone handed her a bottle of water. On the other table, two more crew members gently peeled away the remaining shrink wrap from Jennifer and helped her sit up as well.
Jackie winced as she moved, one hand instinctively going to her side where a real bruise was already darkening. Jennifer coughed a few times, her voice hoarse from the earlier scene. There was real swelling along her ribs — nothing life-threatening, but enough to show that Justin and Jenna had gotten carried away during the final takes.
One of the makeup artists approached with a small kit and began touching up the fake blood on Jackie’s neck and chest while another crew member carefully cleaned a small cut on Jennifer’s lip.
Jackie and Jennifer were eventually helped off the tables and led to a couple of folding chairs near the edge of the set so the on-set medic could check them over. Both women looked exhausted. Their bodies were covered in a messy mix of real bruises, fake blood, and smeared stage makeup.
Jennifer sat slouched in her chair, glaring at nothing in particular while the medic gently pressed along her ribs. After a few seconds, she spoke up, her voice rough but loud enough for Jackie to hear.
“I know I’m the owner, but can I see my damn contract? Because I’m about to kill the piece of shit that thought it was a good idea to throw my ass off that building fifty times. They said we were using wires. Then those lazy fucks got tired of waiting for me to get hooked back up, so they just started dropping me onto fucking airbags like I was a used cum dumpster. My ribs feel like they got gangbanged by a construction crew.
Jackie, who was sitting in the chair next to her while someone checked the bruises on her side, let out a tired breath.
“Um… honey. Love. It was your ide—”Jennifer didn’t even let her finish. She grabbed the nearest thing — which happened to be a half-empty water bottle — and threw it at Jackie without looking.
“Who the fuck asked you, whore?” Jennifer snapped. “And before you run your damn mouth about how we both get off on extreme hardcore sadomasochism and how we’d do it all again… you’re goddamn right. But let me have my moment of complaining, you ugly bitch that I love.”
Jackie caught the water bottle against her chest and let out a short, raspy laugh despite the pain in her ribs.
“Fine,” she said, still smirking. “Complain away, princess.”
Jennifer leaned back in her chair with a groan, one hand resting over her sore ribs.
“Fifty fucking times,” she muttered. “Who the hell signs up for that?”
Jackie glanced over at her, still smiling faintly even though she looked just as wrecked.
“You did,” she said quietly.
Jennifer shot her a tired glare, but there was no real heat behind it.
“Shut up.”
The medic finished checking Jennifer’s ribs and gave her a small nod.
“You’re bruised pretty bad, but nothing’s broken. Just take it easy for a few days.”
Jennifer waved him off without looking.
“Yeah, yeah. I know the drill.”
Jackie leaned back in her own chair, wincing slightly as she moved. She looked over at Jennifer again, her expression softer this time.
“You good?”
Jennifer let out a long breath and nodded.
“Yeah… I’m good.” She paused, then added under her breath, “Fucking hate that building though.”
Jackie smirked.
“Noted.”
The two of them sat there for a while longer, sore, exhausted, and covered in the aftermath of the scene, while the crew continued cleaning up around them like it was just another day on set.
The film had wrapped.
For now. 
CHAPTER 28 — THE RIDE HOME
The studio lot was mostly quiet by the time Jackie and Jennifer finally made it to the car. Most of the crew had already gone home. The only people still around were a few night security guards and some stragglers from the effects department.
Jackie walked slowly, one hand pressed against her ribs. Every step made the deep bruise on her side throb. Jennifer wasn’t moving much better — she had one arm wrapped around her own waist, protecting her ribs from the real damage Justin and Jenna had caused during the final takes.
Jackie unlocked the car and slid into the driver’s seat with a quiet groan. Jennifer got in on the passenger side and immediately leaned her head back against the headrest.
“Fuck…” Jennifer muttered. “I think one of those bastards actually cracked something.”
Jackie started the car and glanced over at her.
“You were the one who kept telling them to go harder,” she said, voice rough from hours of screaming during the scene.
Jennifer turned her head just enough to glare at her.
“Don’t start with me, bitch. You were laughing the whole time they were stomping on your tits.”
Jackie smirked as she pulled out of the parking spot.
“Yeah, well… at least I wasn’t the one who got thrown off a building fifty fucking times.”
Jennifer let out a short, bitter laugh, but there was real anger underneath it.
“I know I’m the fucking owner, but can I see my goddamn contract? Because I want to find the motherfucker who approved throwing my ass off that building fifty fucking times. They told me we were using wires. Then those lazy cunts got tired of waiting for me to get hooked back up between takes, so they just started yeeting me off the roof onto fucking airbags like I was a broken fleshlight they were trying to throw away.”
Jackie stayed quiet, letting her vent as she drove.
Jennifer kept going, getting more worked up.
“By the end I wasn’t even falling properly anymore. I was just getting ragdolled off that building like a goddamn sack of used meat. My ribs are so fucked I can barely breathe, and I’m pretty sure one of those airbag landings knocked something loose in my cunt. I feel like I got run over by a truck that then backed up and ran me over again for fun.”
She turned to look at Jackie, eyes narrowed.
“And don’t you dare say ‘it was your idea.’ I swear to God, if you open your mouth right now I will throw this fucking water bottle at your head again.”
Jackie kept her eyes on the road, but a small smirk appeared on her face.
“I wasn’t gonna say anything.”
“Liar,” Jennifer muttered, slumping back into the seat. “You were thinking it.”
Jackie glanced at her for a second.
“You did keep telling them to go again every time they asked if you were okay.”
Jennifer let out a bitter laugh.
“Yeah, well… I’m a stupid whore who likes getting destroyed. We already knew that. Doesn’t mean I can’t complain about it after the fact.”
She shifted in her seat and immediately winced hard.
“Fuck… I think one of those last drops actually did something to my ribs. I can feel it every time I breathe.”
Jackie’s smirk faded a little. She reached over and gently rested her hand on Jennifer’s thigh, giving it a light squeeze.
“You want me to take you to the medic when we get home?”
Jennifer shook her head.
“No. Just drive. I’ll deal with it later.” She paused, then added under her breath, “Fucking airbags. I hate this goddamn job sometimes.”
Jackie kept her hand on Jennifer’s thigh as she drove.
“You love it.”
Jennifer didn’t argue. She just closed her eyes and leaned her head against the window.
“…Yeah. I do.”
They drove the rest of the way in relative silence, both of them sore, exhausted, and covered in the aftermath of the long shoot. Jennifer occasionally let out a quiet groan when they hit a bump, and Jackie kept glancing over at her, making sure she was okay.
By the time they pulled up to the mansion, Jennifer looked like she was half-asleep against the window.
Jackie parked the car and turned off the engine.
“Come on,” she said softly. “Let’s get you inside.”
Jennifer didn’t move right away. She just sat there with her eyes closed.
“Next time Saiya wants to do something that fucked up…” she mumbled, “…remind me to say no.”
Jackie smirked as she got out of the car.
“Noted.”
CHAPTER 29 — HOME RECOVERY
The mansion was quiet when they stepped inside. The only lights on were the ones in the hallway and the kitchen, left on by the staff who had already gone home for the night.
Jackie helped Jennifer through the front door, one arm still wrapped around her waist. Jennifer moved slowly, every step making her wince. The real damage to her ribs was starting to set in now that the adrenaline from the shoot had worn off.
“Fuck…” Jennifer muttered as they reached the bottom of the stairs. “I think I need to sit down for a second.”
Jackie shook her head.
“You’ll regret it if you sit now. Come on. Shower first. Then we can deal with how fucked up we are.”
Jennifer didn’t argue. She just let Jackie guide her up the stairs and into their bedroom. Once inside, Jackie helped her sit on the edge of the bed before moving to turn on the lights in the bathroom.
Jennifer watched her move around the room, noticing the way Jackie was also favoring her left side.
“You took some real hits too,” Jennifer said. “Don’t act like you didn’t.”
Jackie glanced back at her while she adjusted the shower temperature.
“I know. My ribs are fucked. Justin caught me good during one of the stomping takes.”
Jennifer let out a tired laugh.
“We’re a mess.”
“Yeah,” Jackie agreed. “But we’ve been worse.”
She walked back over to Jennifer and carefully helped her stand up again. They moved into the large bathroom together. Jackie turned on the shower and let the water heat up while she started helping Jennifer undress.
Every piece of clothing that came off revealed more bruises. Some were fake — dark makeup and stage blood that had dried and cracked. Others were very real. Deep purple and blue marks covered both of their bodies, especially around their ribs, stomachs, and thighs.
Jackie ran her fingers lightly over a particularly dark bruise on Jennifer’s side.
“This one’s real,” she said quietly.
Jennifer looked down at it and nodded.
“Yeah. That was from when Jenna decided to use her elbow instead of her foot.”
Jackie didn’t say anything. She just leaned in and pressed a soft kiss to the bruise before continuing to undress her.
Once they were both naked, they stepped into the large walk-in shower. The hot water hit their sore bodies and both of them let out low groans of relief mixed with pain.
They stood under the water for a while without speaking, just letting it run over them. Jackie eventually grabbed a washcloth and started gently cleaning the fake blood and makeup off Jennifer’s skin. Jennifer did the same for her.
It was quiet work. Slow. Almost careful.
After a few minutes, Jennifer spoke.
“You were right earlier,” she said. “About the shoot feeling heavier this time.”
Jackie kept washing her, her hands moving gently over Jennifer’s bruised ribs.
“Yeah?”
Jennifer nodded, water running down her face.
“I don’t know why. We’ve done way worse. But something about tonight… it stuck with me more than usual.”
Jackie was quiet for a moment before answering.
“Maybe because it took so long. Or maybe because we actually got hurt this time.”
Jennifer let out a small, humorless laugh.
“Probably both.”
Jackie finished washing her and set the cloth aside. She stepped closer and wrapped her arms around Jennifer carefully, mindful of both their injuries. Jennifer leaned into her, resting her forehead against Jackie’s shoulder.
They stayed like that for a while, just holding each other under the hot water.
Eventually, Jennifer lifted her head and looked at Jackie.
“I’m too sore to fuck you the way I want to,” she said honestly. “But I still want you.”
Jackie met her eyes.
“Same.”
They kissed slowly under the water. It wasn’t rough or aggressive like they usually were with each other. It was tired and a little desperate, but still full of heat. Jackie’s hands moved carefully over Jennifer’s body, avoiding the worst of the bruises while still touching her everywhere she could.
Jennifer broke the kiss after a while and rested her head against Jackie’s again.
“Take me to bed,” she said quietly. “I don’t want to stand anymore.”
Jackie nodded. She turned off the water and grabbed towels for both of them. They dried off slowly, then made their way to the bed. Jackie helped Jennifer lie down first before climbing in beside her.
They didn’t rush.
Jackie moved on top of Jennifer carefully, supporting her weight on her forearms so she wouldn’t press too hard on her bruised ribs. They kissed again, slower this time. Their hands explored each other with a kind of tired tenderness that was rare for them.
When Jackie finally slid her hand between Jennifer’s legs, Jennifer let out a shaky breath and spread her thighs a little wider.
“Easy,” Jennifer murmured. “I’m sore everywhere.”
“I know,” Jackie whispered against her neck. “I’ve got you.”
She touched her slowly, gently, working her fingers in small circles until Jennifer’s breathing changed. Even though they were both exhausted and in pain, their bodies still responded to each other the way they always did.
Jennifer came quietly a few minutes later, her face buried in Jackie’s neck as her body trembled. Jackie followed soon after, grinding against Jennifer’s thigh with slow, careful movements until she came with a low groan.
Afterward, they lay tangled together in the dark, breathing heavily. Jackie carefully rolled off of Jennifer and pulled her close, one arm draped over her waist.
Jennifer spoke after a long silence.
“We’re getting too old for this shit,” she muttered.Jackie let out a tired laugh.
“Speak for yourself.”
Jennifer turned her head and looked at her in the dark.
“You’re the same age as me, bitch.”
“Still.”
They both went quiet again. The only sound in the room was their breathing and the faint hum of the air conditioning.
Eventually, Jennifer spoke one last time before sleep took her.
“Next time… remind me that I hate that fucking building.”
Jackie smiled against her hair.
“Noted.”
They fell asleep like that — sore, bruised, and holding onto each other in the dark. 
CHAPTER 30 — UNWINDING AT THE BAR
The next evening, Jackie stood in front of the mirror in their bedroom, carefully buttoning up a black shirt over her bruised torso. Every movement still hurt, but after sleeping most of the day, she felt slightly more human.
Jennifer walked out of the bathroom wearing a dark fitted top and jeans, moving slower than usual. She caught Jackie’s eye in the mirror and raised an eyebrow.
“You sure you want to go out?” she asked. “We both look like we got hit by a truck.”
Jackie smirked as she finished buttoning her shirt.
“We always look like we got hit by a truck. At least this time it’s mostly from work.”
Jennifer let out a short laugh and walked over to the dresser, grabbing her phone and keys.
“True.” She paused, then added, “I still feel like shit though. My ribs are killing me.”
Jackie turned around and looked at her.“
We don’t have to go if you don’t want to.”
Jennifer shook her head.
“No, I want to. I need to get out of this house for a few hours. Sitting around thinking about how fucked up we are isn’t helping.”
Jackie nodded.
“Fair enough.”
They finished getting ready in comfortable silence. Neither of them bothered hiding the bruises on their necks and collarbones. In the kind of bar they were going to, nobody would ask questions anyway.
Twenty minutes later, they pulled up to a dimly lit bar on the edge of the city. It wasn’t a fancy place. The kind of spot where people who liked things rough tended to gather. Low music played in the background, the lighting was dark, and the crowd was a mix of regulars who minded their own business.
Jackie parked the car and turned off the engine. She looked over at Jennifer.
“You good?”
Jennifer nodded, though she was still moving carefully as she got out of the car.
“Yeah. Let’s just take it easy tonight.”
They walked inside together. A few people at the bar glanced their way, but most didn’t stare. In this place, seeing two women covered in bruises wasn’t exactly unusual.
They found a booth near the back and slid in across from each other. A waitress came by a minute later and took their drink orders without asking too many questions.
Once she left, Jennifer leaned back against the seat with a quiet groan.
“God, even sitting hurts.”
Jackie smirked.
“You were the one who wanted to come out.”
“Yeah, yeah.” Jennifer waved her off. “Don’t remind me.”
Their drinks arrived a few minutes later. Jackie took a sip of her whiskey and studied Jennifer across the table.
“You were quiet all day,” she said. “More than usual.”
Jennifer stared into her glass for a moment before answering.
“I don’t know. Yesterday was… a lot. Even for us.”
Jackie nodded slowly.
“Yeah. It was.”
Jennifer looked up at her.
“You okay?”
Jackie took another sip before answering.
“I’m sore as hell and my ribs feel like they’re on fire, but yeah. I’m okay.” She paused, then added with a small smirk, “You throwing that water bottle at me in the car helped.”
Jennifer let out a short laugh.
“Good. You deserved it.”
They fell into a comfortable rhythm after that — drinking, talking shit about the shoot, and making dark jokes about their injuries. It felt normal. Or at least, as normal as things ever got for them.
At one point, Jennifer leaned forward slightly, resting her arms on the table.
“You know what’s fucked up?” she said. “I keep thinking about how many times I actually blacked out during those building scenes. Like… I don’t even remember some of the takes.”
Jackie nodded.
“I noticed. You were out for a few seconds after that one really bad landing.”
Jennifer shook her head.
“And I still told them to go again. What the fuck is wrong with me?”
Jackie smiled faintly.
“You’re a whore who likes getting destroyed. We already knew this.”
Jennifer flipped her off, but she was smiling too.
“Asshole.”
They continued drinking and talking for another hour. The bar slowly got busier, but they stayed in their booth, mostly keeping to themselves. Every now and then, someone would glance their way — probably noticing the bruises — but nobody approached them.
Eventually, Jennifer spoke again, her voice lower.
“I’m glad we came out.”
Jackie looked at her.
“Yeah?”
Jennifer nodded.
“Yeah. Being home all day was making me think too much. This is better.”
Jackie reached across the table and brushed her fingers lightly over Jennifer’s hand.
“We can stay as long as you want.”
Jennifer looked at her for a moment, then gave her a small, tired smile.
“Thanks.”
They stayed at the bar for another hour after that, drinking slowly and letting the noise of the place wash over them. For the first time since the shoot wrapped, both of them finally felt like they could breathe a little easier.
Even if their bodies were still screaming at them. 
CHAPTER 31 — THE COUPLE
They had been at the bar for almost two hours when Jennifer noticed them.
A man and a woman were sitting a few stools down from their booth. Mid-thirties, both attractive in a rough, no-nonsense kind of way. The man had short dark hair and a solid build, the kind of body that came from physical work. The woman had long black hair pulled back into a ponytail and sharp eyes that kept drifting toward their table.
Jackie noticed Jennifer staring and followed her gaze.
“Them?” she asked quietly.
Jennifer nodded, taking a slow sip of her drink.
“Yeah. They’ve been watching us for a while.”
Jackie leaned back in the booth, wincing slightly when her bruised ribs protested.
“You know them?”
Jennifer shook her head.
“Not personally. But I’ve seen them here before. Heard they’re contractors. Apparently they built some pretty intense setups for people in this scene.”
Jackie raised an eyebrow.
“You thinking about it?”
Jennifer smirked, though it looked tired.
“Maybe. We’re both fucked up right now. Might be nice to let someone else take control for once.”
Jackie studied the couple for a few more seconds before nodding.
“Alright. Let’s see what happens.”
It didn’t take long.
The woman was the one who approached first. She walked over to their booth with a calm, confident stride and stopped at the edge of the table.
“You two look like you had a rough day,” she said, her voice low and smooth.
Jennifer looked up at her with a tired but cocky smile.
“You could say that.”
The woman’s eyes moved between them, taking in the bruises on their necks and the way they were both sitting carefully.
“Work or play?”
Jackie answered this time.
“Work. The kind that leaves marks.”
The woman nodded like she understood completely.
“I’m Lena. That’s my husband, Marcus.” She tilted her head toward the man still sitting at the bar. “We’ve seen you two here before. You usually come in after something intense.”
Jennifer leaned forward slightly, resting her arms on the table.“You two built our dungeon, didn’t you?”
Lena smiled faintly.
“We did. Never took a cent for it either. Figured we’d get paid in other ways eventually.”
Marcus finally got up from the bar and walked over, stopping beside his wife. He was quieter than Lena, but there was something sharp in the way he looked at them.
“You two look like shit,” he said bluntly.
Jennifer let out a short laugh.
“Thanks. We feel like it too.”
Lena glanced at Marcus, then back at Jackie and Jennifer.
“You want company tonight? Or are you just here to drink and go home?”
Jackie and Jennifer exchanged a look. After a few seconds, Jennifer answered.
“We could use some company. But we’re both pretty banged up from a long shoot. Nothing too crazy tonight.”
Lena nodded.
“We can work with that. We’re not in a rush.”
They ended up talking for another forty minutes. The conversation stayed light at first — dark humor about the industry, complaints about sore bodies, the usual bullshit people in their world talked about. But underneath it, there was a steady undercurrent of tension.
At one point, Jennifer leaned back in the booth and looked at Lena with a smirk.
“You two are still down to play even though we look like we got hit by a truck?”
Marcus answered this time.
“We can be careful when we need to be. But we also know you two don’t usually like careful.”
Jennifer’s smirk widened.
“Depends on the night.”
Jackie stayed quieter, watching the dynamic between the three of them. She could already tell Jennifer was in one of her troublemaking moods. That usually meant things would escalate faster than planned.
Eventually, Lena spoke again.
“Our place or yours?”
Jennifer didn’t hesitate.
“Ours. We’ve got the better setup.”
Lena and Marcus exchanged a look, then nodded.
“Alright,” Lena said. “Lead the way.”
The drive back to the mansion was quiet. Jackie drove while Jennifer sat in the passenger seat, occasionally glancing in the rearview mirror at the car following them.
“You sure about this?” Jackie asked quietly.
Jennifer nodded.
“Yeah. I trust them. And I don’t feel like making decisions tonight.”
Jackie glanced at her.
“You just want someone else to take over.”
Jennifer smirked.
“Exactly.”
When they pulled up to the mansion, Lena and Marcus parked behind them. The four of them walked inside together. The moment they stepped through the front door, the atmosphere shifted slightly.
Lena looked around the large entryway, then at Jackie and Jennifer.
“Strip.”
Her voice wasn’t loud, but it carried weight.
Jackie and Jennifer didn’t argue. They started taking off their clothes right there in the hallway. Every bruise and mark became more visible under the lights. Lena and Marcus watched without saying anything at first.
Once they were both naked, Lena stepped closer and ran her fingers lightly over a dark bruise on Jennifer’s ribs.
“This from the shoot?”
Jennifer nodded.
“Yeah. Got a little carried away with the stomping.”
Marcus moved behind Jackie and did the same, pressing his fingers against a particularly dark mark on her side. Jackie hissed quietly but didn’t pull away.
“You’re both pretty fucked up,” he said.
Lena looked at them for a few more seconds, then nodded.
“Alright. We’ll take it slow. But you two don’t get to decide anything tonight. Understood?”
Jackie and Jennifer both nodded.
“Yes,” Jennifer said.
Lena raised an eyebrow.
“Yes what?”
Jennifer’s mouth twitched.
“Yes, Mistress.”
Marcus looked at Jackie.
“Same for you.”
Jackie met his eyes.
“Yes, Sir.”
Lena smiled faintly.
“Good. Let’s go downstairs.”
They led them down to the dungeon.
The space was massive — exactly what Lena and Marcus had built for them. Heavy wooden beams, multiple stations, chains hanging from the ceiling, a large St. Andrew’s cross, and several pieces of custom equipment designed specifically for long, brutal sessions. The lighting was dim but warm.
Lena walked over to a large wooden table and leaned against it, crossing her arms.
“On your knees. Both of you.”
Jackie and Jennifer dropped without hesitation.
Lena looked down at them for a moment before speaking again.
“You’re both sore. We can see that. So we’re going to start slow. But that doesn’t mean we’re going to be gentle forever. Understand?”
“Yes, Mistress,” they both answered.
Marcus stepped forward and grabbed Jennifer by the hair, tilting her head back so she was looking up at him.
“You’re the one who likes to run her mouth, aren’t you?”
Jennifer smirked despite the grip on her hair.
“Sometimes.”
Marcus’s grip tightened.
“Keep it up and I’ll make sure you regret it.”
Jennifer’s smirk grew.
“Promise?”
Lena let out a quiet laugh.
“She’s going to be fun to break tonight.”
She looked at Jackie next.
“And you. You’re usually the quieter one. But I’ve seen the way you look at her when she starts shit. You like watching her get in trouble.”
Jackie didn’t deny it.
“Yes, Mistress.”
Lena nodded.
“Good. Then you can watch while we start with her.”
She grabbed Jennifer by the arm and pulled her up, leading her over to a padded bench. She bent her over it and secured her wrists and ankles with thick leather cuffs. Jennifer didn’t resist. If anything, she looked almost relieved to give up control.
Marcus walked over to a cabinet and pulled out a thick leather flogger. He ran the tails through his fingers as he walked back over to Jennifer.
Lena stood in front of Jennifer and grabbed her by the chin.
“We’re going to warm you up first. Nothing too hard. But you’re going to thank us for every single hit. Understood?”
Jennifer nodded.
“Yes, Mistress.”
Marcus didn’t waste time.
The first strike landed across Jennifer’s ass with a solid thud. Jennifer let out a sharp breath but didn’t say anything. The second hit came right after, then a third. Marcus kept a steady rhythm — not too hard, but firm enough to build heat quickly.
Jennifer started breathing heavier.
Lena watched for a while before speaking again.
“Count.”
Jennifer’s voice came out strained.
“One… two… three…”
By the time they reached twenty, her ass was already a deep shade of red. Marcus paused and ran his hand over the heated skin.
“You’re holding up better than I expected,” he said.
Jennifer let out a shaky laugh.
“I’ve had worse.”
Marcus grabbed a fistful of her hair and yanked her head back.
“That wasn’t an invitation to be cocky.”
He brought the flogger down harder this time. Jennifer moaned through clenched teeth.
Lena stepped closer and ran her fingers between Jennifer’s legs. She was already wet.
“Look at that,” she said, almost amused. “Getting off on being beaten while your body’s already fucked up. You really are a disgusting little whore.”
Jennifer didn’t argue. She just pushed back against Lena’s hand as much as the restraints would allow.
Jackie watched from her knees a few feet away. Her own body was aching, but watching Jennifer get worked over was doing things to her. She shifted slightly, trying to relieve some of the pressure building between her legs.
Lena noticed.
“You want to join her?”
Jackie looked up.
“Yes, Mistress.”
Lena smiled coldly.
“Good. Get on the bench next to her.”
Jackie stood up and walked over, climbing onto the second bench without being told twice. Marcus secured her wrists and ankles while Lena picked up a second flogger.
They started working both women at the same time.
The sound of leather hitting skin filled the dungeon. Jackie and Jennifer moaned and cursed between hits, trading insults with each other even while they were being beaten.
“Fuck— you’re moaning like a bitch already,” 
Jennifer gasped after a particularly hard strike.
Jackie let out a short, strained laugh.
“Shut the fuck up. You’re the one dripping down your thighs.”
Lena brought her flogger down hard across Jackie’s back.
“Both of you need to learn when to keep your mouths shut.”
They kept going for a long time.
By the time Lena and Marcus finally stopped, both Jackie and Jennifer were shaking, covered in sweat, and marked with fresh welts over their already bruised skin. Their breathing was ragged.
Lena walked around to stand in front of them.
“You still with us?”
Jennifer lifted her head slowly, eyes glassy but focused.
“Yes, Mistress.”
Jackie nodded beside her.
“Yes, Sir.”
Lena looked at Marcus.
“They’re holding up better than I thought they would.”
Marcus nodded.
“They always do.”
He stepped behind Jennifer and ran two fingers through her soaked cunt before pushing them inside her without warning. Jennifer moaned loudly and pushed back against his hand.
Lena did the same to Jackie, fucking her slowly with two fingers while she watched her face.
“You’re both such fucking sluts,” she said calmly. “Beaten half to death and still desperate to get fucked.”
Jackie didn’t argue. She just moaned and clenched around Lena’s fingers.
They kept them like that for a while — restrained, beaten, and slowly fingered until both of them were shaking and begging under their breath.
Eventually, Lena pulled her fingers out of Jackie and wiped them across her face.
“Time to move this upstairs,” she said. “I want them on their knees in the bedroom.”
Marcus unstrapped Jennifer while Lena freed Jackie. They helped both women stand on shaky legs and led them out of the dungeon and up to the master bedroom.
Once inside, Lena pointed to the floor.
“Kneel.”
Jackie and Jennifer dropped without hesitation.
Lena and Marcus stood in front of them, looking down at the two bruised and marked women.
Lena spoke first.
“From this point on, you don’t make decisions. You don’t speak unless we tell you to. You don’t cum unless we allow it. Understand?”
“Yes, Mistress,” they both answered.
Marcus grabbed Jennifer by the hair again.
“And if either of you use a safe word tonight, we stop everything. No questions. But something tells me you’re not going to use them.”
Jennifer smirked despite the grip on her hair.
“No, Sir.”
Marcus tightened his hold.
“Didn’t think so.”
He let go of her hair and stepped back.
“Open your mouths.”
Jackie and Jennifer obeyed.
Lena stepped forward first. She grabbed Jackie by the hair and pulled her forward, pressing her cunt against her mouth.
“Lick.”
Jackie didn’t hesitate. She started licking slowly, dragging her tongue through Lena’s folds while Jennifer watched from beside her. Marcus moved behind Jennifer and pushed two fingers back inside her, fucking her roughly while she was forced to watch.
The night was far from over.
And both Jackie and Jennifer knew they were in for a long, brutal session.
They wouldn’t have it any other way. 
CHAPTER 32 — THE MORNING AFTER
Jackie woke up to the feeling of gentle fingers brushing over the bruises on her ribs. She let out a soft groan and slowly opened her eyes. The room was dimly lit, and she could feel the warmth of another body beside her.
Lena was sitting on the edge of the bed, carefully examining Jackie’s side with a focused expression. Marcus was on the other side of the bed, doing the same with Jennifer, who was still half-asleep and wincing every time he touched a particularly dark bruise.
“Easy,” Lena said quietly when Jackie tried to move. “You’re both pretty banged up. Let us look first.”
Jackie stayed still, her voice rough from sleep and screaming the night before.
“How bad is it?”
Lena’s fingers pressed lightly along her ribs.
“Bad enough. You’ve got some deep bruising here. Nothing feels broken, but you’re going to be sore for a while.” She glanced over at Marcus. “How’s Jennifer?”
Marcus ran his hand gently over Jennifer’s ribs, making her hiss.
“Same as Jackie. She took some hard hits last night… and not just from us.” He looked down at Jennifer. “You should’ve told us you were already this injured before we started.”
Jennifer mumbled into the pillow without opening her eyes.
“Didn’t want you to go easy on us…”
Lena let out a small sigh, but there was a hint of fondness in it.
“You two are going to be the death of yourselves one day.” She looked at Marcus. “They need to rest today. No more playing. Not until they can actually move without looking like they’re in pain.”
Marcus nodded in agreement.
“Agreed.” He brushed some hair out of Jennifer’s face. “You’re staying in bed today. Both of you. We’ll bring you food and water. And you’re going to take the painkillers I left on the nightstand.”
Jennifer cracked one eye open and gave him a tired smirk.
“You’re bossy this morning…”Marcus raised an eyebrow.
“I’m always bossy. You’re just usually too stubborn to listen.” His voice softened slightly. “But not today. You’re hurt. So you’re going to behave.”
Jackie let out a quiet laugh that turned into a wince.
“She’s not very good at behaving when she’s sore.”
Lena looked at Jackie with a small smile.
“Neither are you.” She leaned down and pressed a surprisingly gentle kiss to Jackie’s forehead. “Rest. We’ve got you today.”
Jennifer shifted slightly and groaned.“…My ribs feel like they got stomped on by elephants.”
“They basically were,” Marcus said dryly. “Now shut up and take the pills.”
Lena stood up and looked at both of them.
“We’re not leaving you alone today. So don’t even think about trying to act tough.” Her tone was firm but caring. “You belong to us right now. And we take care of what’s ours.”
Jackie and Jennifer didn’t argue. They were too sore, too tired, and strangely comforted by the quiet dominance in Lena and Marcus’s voices.
For once, they were happy to let someone else be in charge.
Chapter 33 – The Calm Before
The four of them spent most of the day in the master bedroom.
Lena and Marcus took turns bringing food and water, checking on Jackie and Jennifer’s injuries, and making sure they actually rested. There was still dominance in the way they spoke and moved — gentle orders, quiet commands — but it was wrapped in genuine care.
By late afternoon, Jackie and Jennifer were both propped up against the headboard with pillows, while Lena sat beside Jackie and Marcus sat beside Jennifer. The TV was on low in the background, but no one was really watching it.
Jennifer shifted carefully and winced.
“I still can’t believe you two stayed…”
Lena glanced at her.
“Why wouldn’t we?”
Jennifer shrugged one shoulder, then immediately regretted it.
“I don’t know. Most people would’ve left after last night.”
Marcus reached over and gently brushed his fingers over Jennifer’s bruised ribs.
“We’re not most people.” His voice was calm. “You two are ours. And when you’re hurt, we don’t just disappear.”
Jackie looked between them quietly.“…Thank you,” she said softly.
Lena gave her a small smile and tucked a strand of hair behind Jackie’s ear.
“You don’t have to thank us for taking care of you.” She paused, then added in a gentler tone, “You push yourselves too hard sometimes. Both of you. Especially you, Jennifer.”
Jennifer didn’t argue this time. She just leaned her head back against the headboard and closed her eyes.
“I know.”
The room fell into a comfortable silence for a while. Lena eventually spoke again, her voice quieter.
“Whatever comes next… you don’t have to do it alone. You know that, right?”
Jackie and Jennifer both looked at her.
Marcus nodded in agreement.
“You have us. Whether it’s after a rough shoot, or after a rough night… or whatever else is coming.” He looked at both of them seriously. “You’re not just playthings to us. You’re ours to protect too.”
Jennifer opened her eyes and stared at the ceiling for a long moment.“…That’s kinda scary,” she admitted quietly. “Letting someone actually care.”
Lena reached over and gently took Jennifer’s hand.
“It is. But you’re not alone in it anymore.”
Jackie looked at Lena and Marcus, then at Jennifer. For the first time in a long while, she felt something close to peace settle in her chest.
Whatever was coming next — whether it was another brutal film, or something even darker — they wouldn’t be facing it completely on their own.
And for now, that was enough.
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SCENE 1
INT. CLASSROOM – DAY
Harsh fluorescent lights. Desks pushed aside. The air already smells of sweat and blood.
CAMERA A holds a wide shot of the room.
CAMERA B is tight on MISS BLACK as she stands at the front, calm and cold.
CAMERA C frames JACKIE and JENNIFER — already marked, already hungry.
<center>MISS BLACK</center> Today we’re doing impact and control. Jackie, come here. 
Jackie walks to the front without hesitation.
Miss Black points at a cocky male student.
<center>MISS BLACK (CONT’D)</center> Break him. 
What follows is brutal and methodical. Jackie drops him hard.
While the class watches, Jennifer walks straight up behind Jackie and begins donkey-punching her without warning — hard, fast, relentless.
CAMERA STEADY-CAM circles them as Jackie takes every hit, breathing heavier, getting off on it.
<center>JENNIFER</center> (leaning in) Yo momma hits harder than that when I’m fucking your father in front of her. 
Jackie laughs through bloody teeth.
CUT TO:

SCENE 2
EXT. TORRE CARNIFEX – STREET LEVEL – DAY
Jennifer stands alone on the street, staring up at the massive black skyscraper.
CAMERA A is low and wide, making the building look like a blade.
CAMERA DRONE slowly rises up the face of the tower.
Jennifer takes a breath and starts running.
CUT TO:

SCENE 3
INT. / EXT. TORRE CARNIFEX – GAUNTLET & ROOFTOP – DAY (MONTAGE)
TIME-LAPSE / QUICK-CUT MONTAGE – THE 50 FALLS
CAMERA A, B, ROOFTOP, and DRONE intercut rapidly:
· Jennifer fighting through increasing levels of soldiers (fists → batons → knives → live rounds). 
· Bloody climbs up endless stairs. 
· Rooftop: Jackie and Miss Black already fucking against the ledge every time Jennifer arrives. 
· The throw. 
· Long fall. 
· Impact on the street. 
· The slow, stubborn crawl back to the entrance. 
· Back inside again.
On-screen counter ticks upward:
TOSS 10… TOSS 25… TOSS 40… TOSS 49…
Jennifer grows more destroyed with every cycle — limping, bleeding, missing teeth, dragging herself by the end.
END MONTAGE
CUT TO:

SCENE 4
EXT. TORRE CARNIFEX ROOFTOP – LATE AFTERNOON
Jennifer collapses face-first onto the rooftop for the final time — Toss 50. She is barely conscious.
CAMERA ROOFTOP holds wide.
CAMERA STEADY-CAM is tight on Jackie and Miss Black as they pull apart from fucking against the ledge.
They drag Jennifer’s broken body to the edge.
<center>MISS BLACK</center> This is number fifty. You wanted fifty falls. You’ve earned it. 
They throw her off.
CAMERA DRONE follows the final fall.
Jennifer hits the street and does not rise.
CUT TO:

SCENE 5
EXT. TORRE CARNIFEX ROOFTOP – CONTINUOUS
Jackie turns on Miss Black without warning.
She delivers a hard spinning kick to Miss Black’s chest, then shoves her toward the edge.
<center>JACKIE</center> Go get that mother fucking piece of shit you now call your second string, lover. 
Jackie kicks Miss Black off the roof.
CAMERA DRONE tracks Miss Black’s fall.
Jackie stands at the edge for a moment, then pulls out a phone.
<center>JACKIE</center> It’s me. Send the chopper. Now. Torre Carnifex rooftop. 
A black helicopter appears. Jackie climbs the rope ladder, then jumps back out to catch Miss Black mid-air.
The emergency line yanks them both upward.
FADE TO BLACK.
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CHAPTER 1  —   MORNING AFTER    The morning light crept in slowly through the half - open curtains, casting a soft golden  hue across the bedroom. Jackie stirred first, her body shifting beneath the tangled  sheets. She stretched her arms above her head, feeling the dull ache in her muscles  from the night before. Her skin still carried the faint scent of sex, sweat, and the  expensive perfume Jennifer had worn to the bar.   She turned her head and looked at the woman sleeping beside her.   Jennifer lay on her stomach, one leg kicked out from under the sheets, her dark hair  messy and spread across the pillow. The thin strap of her silk camisole had slipped off  one shoulder, revealing smooth skin and the faint outline of a bruise near her coll arbone  —   a leftover from the night before. Her breathing was slow and steady, her lips slightly  parted.   Jackie watched her for a moment, a small, private smile tugging at her lips. Even after  everything they had done together  —   the violence, the filth, the nights spent breaking  each other down  —   there was still something about seeing Jennifer like this, soft   and  unguarded in the morning light, that made her chest feel tight.   She reached over and gently brushed a strand of hair away from Jennifer’s face, letting  her fingers linger against her warm cheek.   “Wake up, kitten,” Jackie murmured, her voice still husky from sleep. “Coffee’s getting  cold.”   Jennifer made a low, sleepy sound in the back of her throat but didn’t open her eyes  right away. Instead, she blindly reached out and caught Jackie’s wrist, pulling her hand  down to rest against her chest. Jackie could feel the steady rhythm of her heartbe at  beneath her palm.   “Five more minutes,” Jennifer mumbled into the pillow.   Jackie chuckled softly and leaned in, pressing a slow kiss to Jennifer’s bare shoulder.  Her lips lingered there, tasting the faint salt of her skin.   “You said that twenty minutes ago,” she whispered against her. “Come on. I already  made coffee.”   That got her attention.   Jennifer finally cracked one eye open and looked at Jackie with a tired but amused  expression. Her dark hair was wild around her face, and there was a small smudge of  last night’s mascara beneath one eye. She looked beautiful in that messy, thoroughly  fuck ed kind of way.  

