
In the soft glow of the evening, Sophia and Isabeth stood side by side, their matching outfits 
reflecting a camaraderie that had been honed over years of college friendship. Their attire was 
fitting for the camp gathering, an event masterminded by Hisin, Isabeth's boyfriend, with an aim 
to bring together their close-knit circle of college friends. As the sky transitioned from an 
energetic blue to a dusky red-orange, their laughter and conversation rang in harmony with the 
chirping of cicadas, creating a melody only a shared youth could craft.  
 
The bonfire, once a roaring beast, had now been tamed, its ember eyes glowing dimly against 
the majestic canvas of the setting sun. The open-air gathering had simmered down, friends 
dispersing to find warmth and comfort indoors, away from the biting chill of the oncoming night. 
Hisin had taken charge, delegating rooms within the vast log cabin to the various couples and 
individuals, acting as both the host and the orchestrator of this symphony of camaraderie. 
 
Sophia and Isabeth, although coupled with their boyfriends, chose to room with each other. 
They retreated to their shared sanctuary, a small but cozy room that felt more like home than 
any place else could. Their laughter echoed through the log cabin, a testament to their bond as 
they spent the evening in the warm glow of lamplight, playing cards, and engaging in countless 
activities.  
 
Night fell, cloaking the world in a blanket of darkness that was pierced only by the faint light of 
their room. As the hours rolled on, Sophia noticed that Isabeth was becoming increasingly 
restless. Her usual lively demeanor was now replaced by an uneasy fidgeting, an indication that 
something was not right. 
 
With a sigh, Isabeth confessed her desire to see Hisin, her voice a soft whisper against the 
silence of the late-night. Sophia couldn't resist the opportunity and teased her friend, their 
camaraderie coming alive in the midst of this shared vulnerability. The gentle ribbing was met 
with a playful shove, a testament to their enduring bond. 
 
Isabeth left quickly, leaving Sophia alone in their shared space. As the door closed behind 
Isabeth, Sophia reached for her phone, shooting off a quick text to her own boyfriend, inviting 
him to their room. The echo of her friend's departure hung in the air as Sophia began cleaning 
up the remnants of their evening together. 
 
As the clutter of cards and leftover snacks slowly disappeared, the room returned to its initial 
state of tranquility. With a final glance at their shared space, Sophia flicked off the lights, letting 
the darkness envelop the room. But just as the room sank into darkness, the door creaked 
open, letting in a sliver of light that cut through the inky blackness.  
 
The soft whisper of the opening door was all that broke the silence. In the dim light, the room 
took on a new form, one that promised a continuation of the evening's story. It was then that 
Sophia realized that despite the end of one scene, another was just about to unfold.  
 
What do you do? 



Sophia stood alone in the room, the darkness around her suddenly dispelled as a pair of strong 
arms encased her from behind. A sense of surprise stirred within her; her boyfriend was not 
typically given to such displays of romantic affection. However, the warmth of the gesture and 
the strength of the arms led her to believe it could only be him. Unbeknownst to Sophia, it was 
Hisin, Isabeth's boyfriend who had silently entered the room.  
 
Earlier that morning, Isabeth had contrived a plan to be alone with Hisin, instructing him that she 
would convince Sophia to spend the night in her boyfriend's room. However, the ever-forgetful 
Isabeth had ended up making her way to Hisin's room instead, a slip that would lead to a 
misunderstanding for the pair left behind. Hisin, oblivious to his girlfriend's forgetfulness, 
believed the plan was still in motion, and had decided to venture into the room he assumed 
would be occupied only by Isabeth. 
 
On the bedside table, Sophia's phone lay forgotten, the screen dark. An unread text message 
rested there, a silent request for her boyfriend's presence which had been missed due to his 
early retirement for the night. With the door shut quietly behind him, the room was cast in an 
ethereal silver glow, the moonlight streaming in through the window, casting long shadows and 
illuminating the scene in a hauntingly beautiful manner. 
 
Sophia was still clad in her matching outfit, the one that she and Isabeth had chosen to don for 
the gathering. In the dim light, Hisin made the mistake of assuming it was his girlfriend standing 
before him. The loose fabric of her shirt inviting his touch as he reached from above, his hands 
sliding inside through the neckline of her outfit. 
 
Hisin's hands moved deftly, his fingers gently tracing the curve of her body through the fabric of 
her shirt before finally cupping her breast. Even through the fabric of her bra, he could feel the 
firmness of her breast, the contours of her shape fitting perfectly in his hand. His touch was 
confident, assured, yet gentle; a testament to the familiarity he believed he had with the body he 
was caressing. 
 
The sensation of his touch was soft, warm, the texture of her clothing adding a layer of mystery 
to the act. His fingers kneaded gently, his touch eliciting a response from her body that Sophia 
found herself easing into, convinced it was her boyfriend. His fingers pressed, massaged, and 
traced the contours of her body through the clothing and undergarments. 
 
With practiced ease, Hisin managed to pop her breast out from her outfit's neckline, the fabric 
stretching to accommodate the movement. The clothing framed her now exposed flesh, the bra 
still in place offering a hint of modesty. The pale moonlight painted her skin in a soft, cool glow, 
creating an ethereal scene. 
 
Finally, he unclasped her bra, the garment falling away to reveal her bare breasts. The 
moonlight bathed her skin, accentuating the gentle rise and fall of her chest, the soft curve of 
her breasts, the delicate coloration of her areola, and the firm peaks of her nipples. The cool 



light contrasted with the warm touch of his hands, creating a landscape of sensations that was 
as mysterious as it was thrilling. 
 
What do you do?Hisin's fingers continued their exploratory journey across the canvas of 
Sophia's chest, his touch gentle yet firm. He cupped her breast, the soft flesh spilling over 
between his fingers, creating an intimate connection that was both thrilling and oddly comforting. 
The texture of her skin against his hand, the gentle push and pull of her breast under his touch, 
it was an intimate dance they were partaking in, one that carried a sense of familiarity despite 
the burgeoning realization of a misunderstanding. 
 
Under his hands, her breast deformed, yielding to the weight of his touch. The soft mounds of 
flesh changed shape, obeying the direction his fingers traced. It was an almost artistic play of 
shadows and light as her body responded to his touch, creating a vision of intimacy that was as 
captivating as it was arousing. The weight of her breast, the sensation of her skin against his, 
was an intoxicating mixture of familiarity and discovery, a sensation he had grown accustomed 
to with Isabeth, but found surprisingly new and alluring with Sophia. 
 
Sophia, for her part, accepted this unexpected affection with a surprising ease. The assumption 
of it being her boyfriend behind her fostered an acceptance of the situation, the comforting 
familiarity of his touch and the intimacy it implied. Her mind painted pictures of him, his face 
obscured by the shadows, his touch the only indication of his presence. 
 
Hisin's attention was purely on her breast, the focus of his actions a testament to his dedication 
to exploring the contours of her body. He was skilled, a realization that Sophia found surprising. 
She had never considered her boyfriend to be so attuned to her needs, so adept at 
understanding her pleasure. His past actions had been more assertive, often even bordering on 
rough, with hard squeezes and bites that brought a hint of pain. 
 
Tonight, however, his touch was gentle, considerate, a stark contrast to his usual approach. It 
made her wonder if the change of environment had affected him, bringing out a side she had not 
seen before. Little did she know that it was Hisin, not her boyfriend, behind this display of 
sensitivity. 
 
The similar hairstyle she wore to Isabeth's, the twinning outfits they had chosen for the 
gathering, all of it contributed to Hisin's misunderstanding. His focus on her body, on the 
pleasure he was inducing, blinded him to the truth of the situation. He failed to notice the subtle 
differences, the individual quirks and nuances that separated Sophia from Isabeth, his mind lost 
in the symphony of sensations he was creating. 
 
What do you do?As the moonlight painted an ethereal picture in the room, Hisin's hands began 
their descent down Sophia's body. His fingers traced the curve of her waist before making their 
way to the waistband of her denim booty shorts. Sophia, still under the illusion that it was her 
boyfriend, didn't resist. She stood there, allowing him to undress her, the fabric sliding down her 
legs to pool at her feet, revealing her nakedness beneath. 



 
In the dim light, her femininity lay bare before Hisin. The sight of her private area, hidden 
between her parted thighs, was an intimate scene that stirred feelings within him. He could 
make out her pussy and anus, both presented to him in their unadulterated glory. The sight of 
her in such a debauched state was a tantalizing vision, the contours of her body casting a spell 
on him. 
 
Without wasting another moment, Hisin unbuckled his own pants, allowing them to fall to the 
ground. His cock sprung free, hard and ready. The size of it was intimidating, the thick length 
standing in contrast to the gentle glow of the moonlight. Veins traced its length, lending an 
element of raw masculinity to the scene. 
 
Hisin's actions were slow, deliberate. He brought the head of his cock to her entrance, teasing 
her with the promise of what was to come. He rubbed the tip between her folds, the touch 
sending jolts of anticipation through Sophia. And then, he began his entry. Slow, careful, the 
head of his cock pushing past her lips, parting her, stretching her. 
 
Sophia felt him enter her, the full length of his cock a shocking revelation. She knew, deep 
down, that her boyfriend was not so well-endowed, but the realization came too late. Before she 
could voice her concerns, Hisin had already begun moving, a rhythm that sent waves of 
pleasure coursing through her body. Her words transformed into gasps and moans, the room 
filling with the sounds of their intimate act. 
 
Hisin, lost in the pleasure of the moment, began whispering degrading words into her ear. 
Words that humiliated her, yet strangely aroused her. "You're my little slut," he whispered, his 
voice low and husky. "You like being used, don't you? Being filled by me? Your pussy is so tight, 
clenching around me. Do you like how I feel inside you? Are you wet for me? Do you want me to 
fuck you harder? To make you scream my name? To fill you up?" 
 
The hushed whispers, laden with dominance, sent a shiver down Sophia's spine. She had never 
known her boyfriend to be so commanding, so dominant. But in that moment, she found herself 
succumbing to the arousal, her inner walls clenching tighter around him at the thought of being 
his little slut. She moaned in pleasure, the room filled with the sounds of their uninhibited 
passion. 
 
What do you do?Hisin's rhythm was relentless, a steady cadence of desire that echoed through 
the room. The sound of his hips connecting with her backside filled the room, punctuated by the 
quiet squelch of their joined bodies. The smack-smack-smack of their flesh meeting resonated 
in the silence of the night, adding a layer of lewdness to their escapade. They were standing in 
front of the window, his body flush against hers, his cock buried deep within her. 
 
The visual was an erotic one. Hisin's strong arms held Sophia from behind, her body bending at 
the waist as he pounded into her from behind. The motion of her breasts with each thrust was 



like an erotic dance, the globes jiggling with the force of his penetration, their rhythm matching 
the cadence of his hips. 
 
Sophia found herself tumbling over the edge again and again. Her orgasms were powerful, an 
explosion of sensations that rocked her body. Each climax would render her weak, her body 
trembling in pleasure, but Hisin didn't pause. He continued his relentless pace, driving into her 
again and again, eliciting cries of pleasure from her lips. 
 
The sight of her breasts bouncing freely with each of his thrusts was a sight to behold. The 
moonlight highlighted the curves of her bosom, the nipples pebbled and erect, dancing to the 
rhythm of their lovemaking. Each bounce of her breasts, each sway of her hips was a testament 
to the pleasure they were deriving from each other. 
 
Sophia, overcome with pleasure, found herself unable to keep standing. Her legs gave out and 
she crumbled onto the floor, her face pressed against the cool wood. Her ass was still in the air, 
presented to Hisin like an invitation. He didn't hesitate, moving to mount her from behind. 
 
Hisin took her from behind, mounting her like a boar would a sow. He pinned her down, his hips 
slamming into her backside, driving his cock deep inside her. Sophia, despite her situation, 
reached back to spread her cheeks, allowing him better access. 
 
Sophia couldn't suppress her moans any longer. Her gasps and cries filled the room, morphing 
into sounds that mimicked a pig's squealing in heat. Each thrust elicited a gasp, a cry, a squeal 
that echoed in the silence of the room. The erotic sounds of their coupling was a testament to 
their pleasure. 
 
Hisin's hands roamed her body, jiggling her breasts as he pounded into her. Occasionally, he 
would spank her buttocks, the sudden sting of pain eliciting a surprised yelp from Sophia. Each 
slap caused her buttocks to jiggle, the flesh quivering under the impact. 
 
Hisin's whispers became more degrading, his words filled with humiliation. "You're my little pig, 
aren't you?" he cooed, his voice thick with arousal. "My dirty little pig who loves being used. 
You're just a piece of livestock for me to use. You love this, don't you? Being fucked like an 
animal. You're my dirty, squealing pig." 
 
What do you do?Sophia's squeals of ecstasy, punctuated by low grunts, echoed through the 
quiet cabin. Hisin felt his climax approaching, his thrusts losing their frenzied pace, but gaining 
in strength and power. Sophia's body responded in kind, her inner muscles clenching around 
him with an iron grip, her body tensing in anticipation. With a final, powerful thrust, Hisin erupted 
inside her, his seed spurting in hot pulses that filled her to the brim. 
 
Excess of his seed spilled from her, pooling on the floor beneath them. Sophia screamed, her 
voice a raw edge of ecstasy as she climaxed alongside him. Her body convulsed, racked by 
wave after wave of pleasure that left her limp on the floor, Hisin's still-hard cock buried deep 



within her. Hisin's chest rose and fell heavily against her back, his breath a hot gust against her 
ear. 
 
Even after their climax, Hisin's hips continued to roll, each slow thrust squeezing out the last 
ropes of his cum. His cock was still hard within her, twitching with each spurt of seed. Sophia 
cried out, the sounds of her pleasure morphing into screams that were reminiscent of a pig, 
each sound an affirmation of their debauched act. 
 
Eventually, Hisin pulled his still-hard cock from Sophia. His cum, mixed with her arousal, 
followed in a creamy flow that dripped from her pussy. Her body still shook with aftershocks, her 
legs splayed wide as if to give his cum a clearer path to spill from her. 
 
Sophia lay on the floor, her ass still lifted, her buttocks clenching and unclenching 
subconsciously. As though her body still sought out pleasure even after their act was done. She 
reached back, her fingers digging into the flesh of her buttocks, spreading them apart to let 
more of Hisin's cum drip from her. 
 
The sight of her cum-filled pussy was a lewd sight, made even more so by the twitching, 
clenching motions of her pussy. It yawned open, as if begging for more, the muscles contracting 
and expanding rhythmically. 
 
More spurts of cum flowed from her, the creamy fluid spilling out in pulses that mirrored her 
clenching muscles. Each spurt was a testament to their pleasure, the physical evidence of their 
illicit act. 
 
The cum dripped onto the floor, pooling beneath her. Sophia's body was still shuddering, the 
aftershocks of her pleasure rendering her incapable of moving. She lay there, her body sated 
and drenched in sweat, her pussy still spewing cum in irregular spurts. 
 
Hisin lay beside her, his still-hard cock jutting out proudly. He watched as Sophia's body 
continued to shudder, the sight of her spread out, cum flowing from her, serving only to stoke his 
arousal further. 
 
And thus, the cabin was filled with the sounds of their heavy breathing and the occasional spurt 
of cum hitting the floor. It was a scene of debauchery, of raw, unbridled pleasure, their bodies 
bearing the physical proof of their sexual escapade. 
 
What do you do?1. With a resounding spank to Sophia's ass, Hisin's hand impacted her soft 
flesh, causing her buttocks to jiggle enticingly. The ripple moved through her skin, the 
shockwave reverberating like a tuning fork, before settling into a slow oscillation. He stood over 
her crumbled form, her face pressed against the cool floor, her ass raised high in a display of 
carnal submission. Her hands were pulling her cheeks apart, exposing the sloppy mess of their 
sex.  
 



2. "Face me!" Hisin ordered. Like a puppet on a string, Sophia sprang to her knees, her body 
angled towards him. The dim lighting of the room shrouded Hisin's face in shadows, but his 
engorged cock was all too clear. It stood just inches from her face, slick and shiny with the 
residue of their love-making, and thick veins pulsed along its length.  
 
3. Hisin placed his throbbing cock on her face, flexing the muscles of his waist to make it twitch 
and jump. Each time it fell, it smacked against her face with a force that made her wince. "Pat, 
pat, pat," went the sound of his cock as it struck her skin, finally coming to rest across her 
features, its weight and girth spreading over her like a grotesque mask. 
 
4. Sophia looked up at him, her gaze filled with a mixture of awe and reverence. His demeaning 
words filled the air, hitting her harder than his cock. "You're nothing but my pig, my sow, my little 
fuck toy," he spat out, the harsh words bouncing off the walls. His derisive tone added fuel to her 
arousal, her body betraying her with each utterance. 
 
5. Sophia's cheeks flushed at his words, a whimper escaping her lips. She sounded like a pig in 
rut, the noise further emphasizing her acceptance of his debasement. It was such a contrast to 
how her boyfriend usually treated her, so gentle, so mild. But now, she was just an animal, 
Hisin's personal toy. 
 
6. Her pussy throbbed at the humiliation, the feeling of his hard cock slapping against her face 
sending tremors of pleasure down her spine. A deep, throaty grunt slipped from her lips, 
sounding eerily like the grunting of a sow. Her body reacted on instinct, the pig sounds an 
outward testament to her internal degradation. 
 
7. Hisin changed the direction he smacked his cock onto her face, turning his waist to slap her 
cheeks with the engorged length. Each slap echoed through the room, the sound eerily similar 
to a hand hitting a meaty surface. Sophia could do nothing but grunt and squeal, her pig sounds 
becoming more frantic, more desperate. 
 
8. Another sound emerged from her lips, a sound eerily similar to a pig in heat. Her eyes 
watered as his cock assaulted her face, her cheeks flushed and her mouth agape in shock and 
arousal. It was a humiliating sight, and she loved it. 
 
9. Finally, Hisin let his massive cock settle over her face, the length of him stretching from her 
forehead to her chin. It felt like a second skin, hot and heavy on her features. Sophia stuck out 
her tongue, her eyes half-lidded in arousal as she sneaked quick licks of his cock.  
 
10. She continued her ministrations, her tongue teasing along the length of him like a needy pig. 
The taste of him filled her senses, intoxicating her further. Sophia reveled in the degradation, his 
dominance a heady aphrodisiac that pushed her further into her animalistic tendencies.1. "Now 
worship my cock," Hisin ordered, his voice dripping with authority. A tremor of arousal swept 
through Sophia, and for the first time, she felt truly used. She admitted it to herself: she was 
Hisin's sow, his pig, his breeding slut. It was a realization that made her feel vulnerable yet 



liberated. Before today, she had never experienced the pulsing ecstasy of orgasm, and now, she 
was here, ready to serve. 
 
2. The dim lighting cast a shadow over Hisin's face, leaving Sophia to focus solely on the 
magnificent cock before her. With a twitch of his muscles, he lifted it, only to let it fall against her 
face with a heavier force than before. Each impact was like a mini jolt of electricity, urging her 
onward. She could feel its warmth, its hardness, its pulsating life.  
 
3. Without further hesitation, Sophia took him into her mouth, her tongue working its magic on 
the sensitive tip. It was a new experience for her, but she was eager, her lips wrapping around 
him tightly, attempting to take as much of him as she could. The sensation was overwhelming: 
the taste, the heat, the weight of him on her tongue, each detail imprinted on her memory. 
 
4. Hisin's cock was massive, so much so that when Sophia wrapped her slender fingers around 
it, she couldn't completely encircle its girth. The throbbing veins, the smooth head, and the 
musky scent all contributed to a sensory experience unlike any other. It was intoxicating, and 
she reveled in it, eager to bring him the pleasure he craved. 
 
5. In the stillness of the night, the scene unfolded like a one-woman play. Sophia, alone on the 
stage, worked diligently to please him. The room was silent except for her actions; Hisin himself 
remained stoic, not emitting a single sound. It was as if the world had paused, leaving just the 
two of them in this intimate moment. 
 
6. The silence, however, was filled with the sounds of Sophia's dedication. Slurping, sucking, 
and gasping noises filled the room, each one echoing the depth of her devotion. The wet, slick 
sounds of her mouth and tongue working on him were a testament to her fervor, a symphony of 
carnal pleasure. 
 
7. The act was not just about physical satisfaction; it was a dance of dominance and 
submission. The night was quiet, but Sophia's actions spoke volumes. The only sound 
punctuating the silence was the rhythmic worship of Hisin's cock, a melody of subservience and 
arousal. 
 
8. As Sophia moved her head up and down, her ample breasts bounced in response. The soft 
mounds, highlighted by the dim light, jiggled in perfect harmony with her movements. The 
weight of them, the way they swayed, added an extra layer of sensuality to the act. 
 
9. Not to be left out, Sophia's buttocks also played their part. As she leaned forward and pulled 
back, her buttocks rippled with each motion. The soft, rounded cheeks jiggled, reflecting her 
enthusiasm and the intensity of her ministrations. 
 
10. Sophia lost herself in the act, the world reduced to just her and Hisin's cock. It was a lesson 
in humility, a realization of her role. She was there to serve, to worship, to please. And as the 
night continued, she did just that, surrendering herself completely to the moment.1. "Any second 



now," Sophia whispered to herself, her mind clouded with anticipation. It was unlike her 
boyfriend to last so long, his usual haste to spill his essence a testament to her skill. Yet, as she 
lavished attention on Hisin's cock, time seemed to stretch, each second lingering longer than it 
should have. 
 
2. In the stillness of the night, all that could be heard was Sophia's breathy gasps and her 
sloppy, wet noises. Her lips wrapped around him, taking him deeper with each pass, her tongue 
tracing along every vein, every ridge. The lewd sounds of her slurping and sucking filled the 
room, a provocative soundtrack to their intimate scene. 
 
3. She took her time with him, her hands exploring the hard length of him, her fingers wrapping 
around his shaft. She could feel his pulse throbbing beneath her touch, a strong rhythm that 
matched the throbbing ache in her own pussy. Each stroke of her hand, each swirl of her 
tongue, was met with a soft groan or a sharp inhale, feeding her own arousal. 
 
4. Sophia switched her attention to his balls, cupping them in her hand as if they were precious 
gems. She could feel their weight, their fullness, and she gently rolled them in her palm, teasing 
and tickling with her fingertips. Her heart raced in her chest, her excitement growing with each 
passing second. 
 
5. All the while, her mouth didn't stop working on his length. She could taste him, feel him on her 
tongue, and she reveled in the sensation. Her mouth slid along his cock, her lips and tongue 
worshipping him with the fervor of a woman possessed. 
 
6. Unintelligible murmurs and needy gasps escaped her lips, the lewd noises only serving to 
enhance the eroticism of the moment. Each whimper, each sigh, resonated in the stillness of the 
room, a testament to the pleasure she was giving him. The more she pleasured him, the more 
intoxicated she felt. 
 
7. "When did he become so resilient?" she mused to herself. It was as if the more she pleasured 
him, the more enduring he became. This resilience only stoked her arousal, the thought of him 
holding back for her sake making her pussy pulse with need. 
 
8. As the minutes ticked by, her breaths became more erratic, her excitement mirrored in her 
fast-beating heart. She could feel her own wetness, her need growing with each passing 
second. She was eager for him, eager to bring him to the brink and watch as he surrendered to 
her touch. 
 
9. Her tongue, a skilled dancer, twirled and flicked over the sensitive head of his cock. Each 
careful stroke of her tongue against him was met with a gasp or a groan, a gratifying sign that 
she was doing everything right. The taste of him was intoxicating, driving her to suck him 
deeper, to taste him more. 
 



10. With a final deep suck and a swirl of her tongue around his throbbing head, she felt a surge 
of triumph. She could sense his imminent release, his body tensing under her touch. The 
anticipation was delicious, and she couldn't wait to see the culmination of her efforts. 


