

Chapter 1: Lost Tourist

The heat in Ghana was a physical weight, pressing down on me like a heavy, wet blanket, but it was nothing compared to the suffocating humiliation of what I was wearing. I tugged at the hem of the tiny pink sports bra for the hundredth time, the spandex tight against my chest, useless and screaming for attention. It flattened what little muscle definition I had there, emphasizing the smooth, pale skin of my torso - a stark, milky contrast to the rugged, sun-baked environment around me.

Below it, the denim shorts were more like a suggestion than clothing - high-cut and frayed, exposing the long, pale length of my legs. They were cut so low in the back that the wide straps of the thong panties underneath were deliberately on display, a neon sign pointing to exactly how vulnerable I was. I looked like a caricature of a girl, a punchline in a fraternity hazing ritual that had spiraled out of control the moment I stepped out of the van.

I caught my reflection in a stagnant puddle on the trail and barely recognized the twenty-one-year-old junior staring back. I wasn't very tall - just barely five foot eight inches - and athletic from years of mandatory country club tennis lessons, but none of that mattered now. The "pretty boy" looks my brothers constantly teased me about had been weaponized. With the glittery pink backpack bouncing against my shoulders and the bright floral sneakers on my feet, I didn't look like a future CEO or a fraternity brother. I looked like easy prey.

"Document everything, Ethan," my brothers had laughed just an hour ago, shivering with cruel amusement as they shoved a GoPro and selfie stick into my hand. "Prove you've got the balls to walk the trail. If you make it back to the lodge without chickening out, you're in. You're finally one of us."

That was the carrot they dangled: acceptance. Coming from a wealthy family with more money than affection, I had spent my entire college life desperate for their approval. I was the guy who always bought the round of drinks, who always drove when everyone else was too drunk, who tolerated the "pretty boy" jokes with a forced grin. This trip was supposed to be my final initiation, the moment I stopped being the hanger-on and became a real brother.

"Take the left fork at the old marker," Tyler had instructed, slapping me on the back with a little too much force. "Can't miss it. It's a straight shot back."

I adjusted the backpack, trying to summon some semblance of dignity. I didn't know then that this wasn't a test of my courage. It was a trap. The dense green walls of the jungle loomed ahead, silent and indifferent, swallowing the path I’d been told led back to the lodge. I was alone, exposed, and dressed exactly like prey. And as the first real pang of panic tightened my chest, I realized with sinking clarity that the marker had never been there.

Panic, cold and sharp, spiked in my chest. I spun around, scanning the dense wall of vegetation behind me, but the path looked identical in both directions. Just dirt, roots, and the endless, suffocating green.

"Okay, stay calm," I muttered to myself, the sound of my voice doing nothing to break the isolation. "Just backtrack. You didn't walk that far."

I turned around, my sneakers sinking slightly into the soft earth, and started walking the way I came. Ten minutes passed, then twenty. The scenery didn't change. The same twisted trees, the same patches of scrub brush, the same oppressive humidity that made the air feel like I was inhaling warm soup. I checked the phone again, desperate for a single bar of signal. Nothing. The screen was a mocking black mirror, reflecting my flushed, terrified face.

Sweat was dripping down my temples now, stinging my eyes. The pink sports bra felt like a straitjacket, trapping the heat against my skin. I could feel the chafing of the thong between my cheeks, a constant, abrasive reminder of how exposed I was. Every rustle in the bushes sounded like a predator, every distant bird call like a warning. I was a white guy dressed like a slutty sorority girl wandering through the African bush. I was a walking target.

An hour bled into two. The sun began its descent, casting long, distorted shadows across the trail. The vibrant greens of the jungle turned to bruising purples and grays. My legs were burning, the unfamiliar gait forced by the tight shorts making my calves cramp.

Just as the panic was beginning to claw at my throat again, the dense wall of vegetation abruptly gave way. I stumbled out of the tree line, my breath catching in my throat as I saw it - a dirt road. It was rough and deeply rutted, cutting through the wilderness like a scar, but to me, it looked like a highway. It meant people. It meant direction. It meant I wasn't going to die out here.

I stood on the dusty shoulder, my chest heaving, trying to get my bearings. The road stretched endlessly in both directions, disappearing into the gloom of the jungle. I didn't know which way led to the lodge, but being on the road felt infinitely safer than being lost in the bush.

Then, a sound cut through the insect chirps - the low, rumbling growl of an engine.

My head snapped up. Down the road to my left, a cloud of dust was approaching. It was a vehicle. A white cargo van, bumping over the ruts, looking completely out of place in the twilight. Hope flared in my chest, hot and desperate. I didn't care who it was. I didn't care if they laughed at my outfit. I just wanted a ride back to civilization. I stepped to the edge of the road, waving my arms frantically.

The van slowed as it approached. The tinted windshield reflected the fading light, hiding the driver, but as it rolled to a stop beside me, the window rolled down with a mechanical whir.

The driver was a massive man, his dark skin gleaming with a faint sheen of sweat. He was older, maybe forty, with a shaved head and a jawline that looked like it had been hewn from granite. He looked at me, his eyes dropping instantly to the pink sports bra, then down to the exposed skin of my legs. There was no shock in his expression, no confusion. Just a slow, heavy assessment that made my skin prickle.

"You are lost, brother?" he asked. His voice was deep, resonant, and his English was impeccable, warm with a concern that almost masked the intensity of his gaze.

"Yes," I breathed out, stepping closer to the open window, practically sagging with relief. "God, yes. I got turned around. My friends... they played a joke. I need to get back to the lodge. Can you help me?"

The man in the passenger seat leaned over. He was younger, maybe thirty-five, with a leaner, more athletic build and a colorful print shirt that seemed too bright for the gloom. He smiled, revealing perfect white teeth, but his eyes were locked onto mine with a predatory gleam.

"This is no place for a... hiker," the passenger said, his eyes flicking down to my shorts and back up. "Especially dressed like that. The jungle is dangerous at night. Many things can happen to a boy alone out here."

"I know," I said quickly, my voice trembling. "Please. I'll pay you whatever you want. Just take me to the main road."

The driver exchanged a look with his brother - a silent, shared communication that I was too desperate to interpret. He smiled, a benevolent expression that didn't quite reach his eyes.

"We are not taxi drivers," the driver said gently. "But we cannot leave a stranger in the dark. It is not our way. Get in. We will take you somewhere safe."

"Thank you," I said, the words rushing out. "Thank you so much."

I didn't hesitate. I scrambled around to the side of the van as the younger man slid the door open. The interior was dark, smelling of rubber, old leather, and faintly of spices. Along one wall ran a narrow, padded bench seat bolted to the metal framing, the vinyl cracked and worn smooth by years of use. I climbed in, my sneakers slipping slightly on the floor, and sank onto the bench, grateful for something to sit on other than the bare metal.

The door slid shut with a heavy thud that echoed in the enclosed space. The lock engaged with a sharp click.

The van lurched forward, tires crunching over the uneven dirt road as the driver steered us deeper into the gathering dark. The air inside the cargo hold was thick, smelling of rubber and the metallic tang of old tools. I sat on the narrow bench, clutching the backpack to my chest, trying to cover the ridiculous pink bra, but the GoPro mounted on the selfie stick jutted out awkwardly, a silent witness to my shame.

"So," the driver said, glancing at me in the rearview mirror. The cabin light flickered on, casting long shadows across his face. "Your friends sent you out here like this? Dressed like a woman?"

The shame burned hot on my face. "It... it was a dare. A hazing thing. For my fraternity. I was supposed to record a video of me walking back and then be done with it..."

The driver nodded slowly, his eyes never leaving the mirror. "I see. A dare." He let the word hang in the heavy air for a moment, tasting it. "I am Kofi," he said, his voice deep and resonant, filling the small space. "And this is my brother, Amar."

"I... I'm Ethan," I stammered out of habit, the introduction feeling absurd given the circumstances.

"Ethan," Kofi mused, rolling the name around his mouth like he was testing its weight. "A strong name. But looking at you in that pink bra... I think we will find a better name for you soon enough."

"Nice to meet you, Ethan," Amar said, turning his body fully toward me. His grin was sharp in the dim light, teeth flashing white. "It is a pleasure to meet you. Even if your friends... they do not treat you like a brother, do they? Sending you out dressed like a cheap toy."

"So... a hazing," Amar repeated, turning around in his seat to face me. He was grinning now, a wider, sharper expression. "And you accepted? You let them dress you up like a little slut and send you into the bush?"

"I just wanted to belong," I whispered, the words sounding pathetic even to me. "I just wanted them to think I was tough enough."

Kofi laughed, a deep, booming sound that filled the van. "Tough? You do not look tough, boy. You look soft. You look..." He reached back, his large hand resting on my knee, his fingers hot and heavy on my exposed skin. "You look like you were waiting for someone to find you."

My breath hitched. His hand didn't move, just rested there, burning into my skin. "I... I should go. If you can just take me to the road..."

"We are taking you somewhere," Amar said, his eyes drifting from my face to the camera in my hand. "But first, we must help you with your mission. You said you were supposed to record everything?"

"Y-yes," I stammered. "They wanted proof."

"Then you should not stop recording," Amar said, his voice dropping an octave. "Give it here. We will help you document the rest of your journey."

I hesitated, clutching the selfie stick tighter. It was my only connection to my brothers, to the world I understood. But the driver reached back, his massive hand prying my fingers loose with ease. "Don't be rude, boy. We are just trying to help."

Amar took the camera, examining the blinking red light with a satisfied smirk. "Still recording. Good. Your friends will love this."

The van fell silent except for the hum of the engine and the rattling of the chassis. We drove for several minutes, the jungle pressing in on us from all sides. I watched the trees blur past, my heart hammering a frantic rhythm against my ribs. I was trapped in a moving metal box with two strangers who had just taken control of the only leverage I had.

"You have a pretty mouth," he murmured, turning the camera lens toward my face. "Very soft. Like a girl's."

"I'm not a girl," I stammered, pressing myself back against the metal shelving.

"Not yet," the driver corrected, his eyes locking onto mine in the mirror. "But you will learn."

The van suddenly slowed, the tires crunching heavily on gravel as the driver steered off the main road. We bumped over a rough, overgrown track for a minute before coming to a halt in a small, secluded clearing. The engine died, plunging us into silence broken only by the chirping of cicadas.

Amar moved from the front seat, crawling into the back with me. The space was instantly smaller, his presence overwhelming. He kept the GoPro trained on me, the small red light glowing like a malevolent eye in the dark.

"Let's make sure you get good footage," he whispered, his free hand reaching out to trace the line of my jaw with one finger. "Your brothers want a show, don't they?"

"I... please," I whimpered, my back pressed against the cold metal wall.

"Shh," he said, his hand moving from my jaw to the back of my neck, gripping it tight. He forced my head forward, bringing his face inches from mine. "Look at the camera. Tell them you found help."

Terror flooded me, freezing my muscles. I looked into the lens, knowing my brothers would see this. I was trapped, dressed like a fantasy, at the mercy of two men who saw me not as a person, but as prey.

"Smile for the boys," Amar commanded, his grip tightening. "Open."

My lips parted, trembling, a dry click in the silence of the van. I tried to form words, to tell my brothers I was sorry, that I messed up, but my throat was tight with fear. Amar didn't wait for a sound. He shifted his weight, crowding me against the metal wall, and the smell of him filled my nose. It was a thick, masculine scent of sweat and spices, overpowering the stale air of the cargo hold.

"Good boy," he murmured, but the praise was laced with mockery. With his free hand gripping the back of my neck, he used the leverage to push me down. My knees hit the rubberized floor with a jolt, pain shooting up my shins, but his grip was iron, forcing me to stay bent at the waist. The GoPro hovered inches from my face, the unblinking red light capturing every flicker of terror in my eyes.

"Look at you," Amar said, his voice dropping to a husky rasp as he looked down at me. "On your knees already. You know your place."

I stared at the lens, my heart hammering so hard I thought it would burst. This wasn't happening. This was a nightmare. I was Ethan Carter, a junior at an Ivy League school, a legacy. I wasn't... this.

Amar reached for his waistband with his free hand, undoing the button of his trousers with a slow, deliberate ease. The sound of the zipper lowering in the confined space was deafening, a harsh tear in the quiet. He pulled himself free, and my eyes widened in shock. He was already hard, thick and dark, curving upward from a nest of coarse hair.

I couldn't look away. It was massive in a way that seemed almost unreal, a heavy, imposing length that put my own inadequate anatomy to instant shame. The sheer size of it commanded the space, pulsing with a heat that radiated outward even in the stagnant air of the van. I felt a strange, terrifying awe settle in my chest - a primal recognition of overwhelming masculinity that I had never possessed. The dark shaft glistened in the flickering cabin light, the veins roping around it like tangled roots, thick and angry. It was a weapon of a thing, designed to dominate and stretch, bobbing menacingly before my face.

"Open wider," he commanded, nudging the head of his cock against my lower lip.

I clamped my mouth shut, turning my head away in a desperate, useless attempt at defiance. "No," I gasped, the word barely a squeak. "Please, don't. I'm not - "

A rough laugh came from the driver's seat. "Not what? Not a cocksucker? Not a whore?" He turned in his seat to watch, his eyes dark and hungry in the dim light. "Look at the outfit, boy. You are dressed for exactly this. Stop fighting it."

Amar’s fingers dug into the nape of my neck, painful and possessive. He forced my head back around, the grip unrelenting. "I said open," he growled. "Or I will make you open. And your brothers will see you crying like a little bitch while I pry your jaw open. Is that the video you want to send them?"

The shame of it burned hotter than the African sun. I looked at the camera, imagining Tyler and the others watching this, laughing at my panic. The thought paralyzed me. My resistance crumbled, not because I wanted it, but because I was terrified of the violence I saw in Amar’s eyes.

Slowly, trembling, I let my jaw drop.

"Good," Amar whispered, and he pushed forward.

The sensation was alien and overwhelming. He was thick, stretching the corners of my mouth wide, filling my throat with a sudden, choking intrusion. I gagged instantly, my body rejecting the object invading it, but he didn't stop. He slid deeper, the head of his cock bumping against the back of my tongue, salty and musky.

"Relax your throat," he instructed, his voice tight with pleasure. "Breathe through your nose."

I tried to pull back, to create space, but his hand held me firm. He began to move, slowly at first, thrusting his hips in a shallow rhythm. The camera captured the obscene sight of my lips stretched around him, the pink of the sports bra a ridiculous frame to the degradation happening below.

"Look at that," Kofi commented from the front, his voice thick with approval. "He takes it naturally. See how his tongue moves? He is trying to please you already."

I wasn't. I wasn't trying to please anyone. I was just trying to breathe, to survive the intrusion. But my body was betraying me in small ways. My tongue, trapped beneath his shaft, involuntarily curled against the underside of his head, searching for a place to rest that wasn't crushing.

Amar groaned, his head falling back slightly. "Oh, he has a hot mouth. Tight and wet. Just like a girl's."

He picked up the pace, his thrusts becoming deeper, more urgent. Each time he pushed in, I felt the heavy weight of him filling me, the friction of his skin sliding against mine. My jaw ached from the stretch, the corners of my mouth burning as they were pulled to their limit. Saliva pooled in my mouth, escaping past my lips and dripping down my chin in long, viscous strings.

"Choke on it," Amar grunted, driving forward hard.

I gagged violently, my eyes watering as the head of his cock breached my throat. My stomach heaved, panic spiking through me as I couldn't breathe, but he held me there, buried to the hilt, my nose pressed into the coarse hair of his groin. The smell was intoxicating and nauseating all at once - pure, raw masculinity.

"Swallow," he commanded, his voice vibrating against my face. "Take it all."

I struggled, my throat convulsing around him, fighting the intrusion. The sensation was too much, too full, too alien. I was drowning in him.

Finally, he pulled back, allowing me a gasping breath of air, but only for a second. He didn't withdraw completely. Instead, he used the hand on my neck to guide me, setting the tempo himself. He fucked my face with a brutal, rhythmic efficiency, treating my mouth like a hole to be used rather than a part of a person.

I knelt there, my hands braced against his thighs to keep from being knocked over, and took it. I could hear the wet, slurping sounds of my own mouth, the slap of his skin against my face, and the heavy grunts of the man standing over me. It was a cacophony of humiliation.

"You like that, don't you?" Amar panted, staring down at me with a mix of lust and cruelty. "You like being used."

I wanted to scream no, to spit at him, to fight back, but my mouth was full. I could only make muffled, whimpering noises around his thrusting cock. Tears blurred my vision, mixing with the saliva and pre-cum that coated my face.

Kofi shifted in the driver's seat, turning fully to watch. "Make him deep throat it," he urged his brother. "Break his gag reflex. He needs to learn to take it all the way down."

Amar grinned, sweat beading on his forehead. "With pleasure."

He grabbed a handful of my hair, twisting his fingers into the strands to hold me steady. Then, with a brutal thrust, he shoved himself deep into my throat again. This time, he didn't pull back. He held himself there, grinding his hips against my face, cutting off my air completely.

I panicked, my hands slapping against his thighs, pushing, scratching, anything to make him stop. My lungs burned, screaming for oxygen. Black spots danced in my vision.

"Take it," Amar hissed, his eyes locked on mine, enjoying my struggle. "Take every inch."

Just as I thought I would pass out, he pulled out, dragging a thick string of spit and pre-cum with him. I gasped, coughing and wheezing, air rushing into my starving lungs.

"Look at the camera," Amar ordered, tapping the lens of the GoPro with his free hand. "Tell your brothers how much you love Ghanaian cock."

I looked up, my face a mess of fluids, my eyes red and swollen. I was broken, dizzy, and utterly humiliated. "I... I..." I stammered, my voice hoarse and ruined.

Amar laughed, wiping the head of his cock across my cheek, smearing the sticky fluid over my skin. "He's speechless. Overwhelmed by the hospitality."

He positioned himself again, the head of his cock nudging my swollen lips. "We're not done yet, little slut. You're going to swallow my load. Every drop. And then you're going to thank me for it."

I stared at the lens, the red light glowing like an accusation. I knew there was no escape. I knew that whatever dignity I had left was about to be stripped away, recorded in high definition for the people I desperately wanted to impress. And as Amar pushed back into my mouth, I closed my eyes and surrendered to the rhythm of his use, my tongue moving instinctively to coax him to the finish, just wanting it to be over.

"Open up," Amar commanded, his voice a low growl that vibrated in the cramped space. "Take it to the root."

I didn't have a choice. His grip in my hair was absolute, a vice that turned my head into nothing more than a handle for his pleasure. He thrust forward, burying himself balls-deep in one brutal stroke. My lips met the coarse hair at his base, my nose smashed against his pelvic bone, cutting off my air instantly. The thick, salty taste of him flooded my tongue, overwhelming and inescapable.

He held me there, savoring the constriction of my throat muscles as they spasmed around the intrusion. My eyes watered uncontrollably, tears tracking down my cheeks to mix with the saliva already dripping from my chin. I couldn't breathe, couldn't think, couldn't do anything but exist as a vessel for him.

"Look at him," Kofi’s voice came from the front seat, thick with amusement. "So adorable choking on it like that. He was born for this, brother."

Amar pulled back slowly, letting me drag in a desperate, ragged breath through my nose before he slammed forward again. He set a punishing rhythm, using my mouth with no regard for my comfort. Each thrust punched the back of my throat, making me gag, my body jerking with the force of it. The wet, obscene sounds of flesh slapping against flesh filled the van - slap, slurp, gag, slap - a rhythmic percussion of my degradation.

The GoPro hovered inches from my face, the red light blinking steadily. I knew my brothers would see this. They would see the tears running down my face, the sheer, wide-eyed panic in my eyes as I was face-fucked in the back of a dusty van in the middle of the jungle. They would see the way my hands, initially pushing against his thighs in resistance, now simply clutched at the fabric of his trousers for stability as I was rocked back and forth.

"His tongue is working," Amar grunted, his breathing becoming ragged. "He's trying to milk it. Such a greedy little whore."

It wasn't true. It was a survival instinct, a desperate attempt to find some space, some relief from the relentless invasion. But as he continued to abuse my throat, something terrifying began to happen. My jaw relaxed, accommodating his girth. The panic in my chest began to dull into a hazy, oxygen-starved submission. I felt myself drifting, dissociating from the reality of the metal floor beneath my knees and the man using my face like a fleshlight.

"Fuck, yes," Amar hissed, his hips snapping forward with increasing urgency. "I'm going to feed you. You're going to take every drop, boy."

He pulled back until just the head of his cock rested on my tongue, giving me a brief second of false hope. Then he gripped my hair harder, his body going rigid.

"Look at the camera!" he roared.

My eyes snapped to the lens, wide and glassy.

Amar let out a guttural groan, deep from his chest, and his cock pulsed against my tongue. The first jet of cum was thick and hot, coating the back of my throat in a viscous wave. It hit me with such force that I almost choked again, the taste sharp, salty, and undeniably masculine.

"Don't you dare spit it out," Kofi warned from the front seat. "Swallow it. All of it."

Amar thrust forward again, burying himself deep as he unloaded. I could feel the spasms of his orgasm, the thick ropes of cum shooting directly down my throat. My mouth was filled with the taste of him - bitter and overwhelming - and there was nowhere for it to go but down. I swallowed convulsively, my throat muscles working to clear the obstruction, gulping down his seed as if it were water.

He held himself there, grinding his hips as he emptied himself into me. "That's it," he moaned, his head falling back. "Take it. Take my load, you little slut."

My stomach churned, rebelling at the invasion of fluids, but I forced myself to keep swallowing. The sheer volume of it was shocking; it felt like he was cumming for minutes, filling my mouth to the brim until my cheeks bulged. A trickle escaped the seal of my lips, running down my chin to join the mess of saliva on my chest, but I caught the rest, my body betraying me by obeying his command to consume him.

Finally, with a shuddering exhale, Amar pulled his softening cock from my mouth. A string of cum connected my lower lip to his tip for a moment before snapping, dangling obscenely.

I gasped for air, coughing, my chest heaving. The taste of him coated my tongue, heavy and cloying. I could feel the warmth of his load settling in my stomach, a physical reminder of what had just happened.

Amar leaned down, bringing the GoPro close to my face. The lens focused on my swollen, red lips and the glazed expression in my eyes.

"Say thank you," he demanded, his voice rough with satisfaction.

I looked into the camera, knowing my brothers were watching. I swallowed the last of the taste, my throat sore and used. "Thank you," I whispered, my voice cracking.

"Good boy," Amar said, wiping the remaining cum from my cheek with his thumb and pushing it into my mouth. I sucked it instinctively, my eyes closing in shame. "Now, get cleaned up. We have a long drive home."

As the van bumped along the dirt road, I slumped against the metal wall, exhausted. The taste of Amar still coated my tongue, a thick, salty reminder I couldn't wash away. Through the tinted windows, the jungle passed in a green blur, indifferent to what had just happened. I looked down at my ridiculous outfit - the pink sports bra, the short shorts - and realized with a sinking dread that I had no idea what I had gotten myself into. I was just a passenger with a belly full of cum, heading toward a fate I was too terrified to understand.


Chapter 2: Captive

The van hadn't even rolled to a complete stop before the engine cut out, plunging us into a heavy, suffocating silence. Before I could draw a full breath, the side door slid open with a metallic screech, and rough hands were hauling me out into the humid night air.

My legs were useless, trembling and weak from kneeling on the metal floor, so I stumbled, my sneakers scrabbling uselessly in the dirt. Kofi was gripping my upper arm hard enough to bruise, dragging me toward a dark, weathered structure that loomed out of the jungle shadows. There was no pause, no moment of reprieve - the transition from the van to the house was a blur of motion and coercion.

We were inside before I even realized we had moved. The door clicked shut behind us, the sound final and echoing like a gunshot in the sudden quiet.

"Strip," Kofi said. He didn't raise his voice. He didn't need to.

The room was dim, lit only by a single bulb that cast long, jagged shadows across the wooden floor, but I could feel the weight of the space - smelling of incense and something metallic, something predatory. I stood frozen in the center of it, my heart hammering against my ribs, the taste of Amar still thick on my tongue.

"I... I can't," I stammered, backing away until my heels hit the rough edge of a rug. "Just let me go, please. I won't tell anyone. I swear."

Amar laughed, stepping into my personal space, his hands already reaching for the hem of my pink sports bra. "We aren't asking, Ethan. You belong to us tonight. And this..." He tugged at the fabric, his knuckles brushing my skin, "this ridiculous costume is in our way."

Before I could react, he ripped the sports bra down, exposing my chest to the cool air and their hungry stares. The humiliation burned hotter than the Ghanaian sun, flushing my skin a deep, shameful red, but there was nowhere to run.

"Let us see what we caught," Kofi commanded, his voice like gravel. "Lost little thing wandering the jungle."

The word caught sent a chill through me. I wasn't a person to them; I was stray prey. A toy. My arms trembled as I forced them down, exposing my pale, hairless chest to their gaze. I felt so small, so soft compared to the dark, corded muscle that surrounded me.

"Look at these nipples," Amar sneered, reaching out to twist one between his thick fingers. I gasped, jerking back, but his grip was iron. "Hard already. Just like a little girl."

"Get the rest off," Kofi said, moving toward a table against the wall. "I want to see that ass."

Amar didn't wait. He hooked his thumbs into the waistband of my jean shorts and yanked them down, taking the thong with them in one rough motion. The air hit my exposed skin, and I stumbled, stepping out of the puddle of fabric around my ankles. I stood naked except for my socks and sneakers, feeling the burn of their eyes raking over me.

"Turn around," Amar ordered. "Bend over."

I shook my head frantically, tears welling in my eyes again. "Please, no. I'm not... I'm not gay."

Kofi turned from the table, holding a bottle of clear liquid. He smiled, a cold, predatory expression that showed too many teeth. "Not gay? Maybe not. But you are a bitch. And bitches get fucked."

He moved behind me, and I flinched as I felt the cold, slick liquid drizzle between my cheeks. It was shocking, intimate, and utterly violating. Before I could process the sensation, Amar’s hand was on the back of my neck, forcing me down until my hands hit the floor.

"Ass up, face down," he growled, kicking my feet apart with his boot. "Show us that pussy."

I was folded in half, my ass high in the air, my face pressed against the rough wooden floorboards. The position was obscene, exposing my most private place to the humid air and their scrutiny. I felt a finger - thick, calloused, and wet - slide against my hole.

"Tight," Kofi grunted. "Virgin tight."

"Not for long," Amar said.

The finger pushed inside. I cried out, my body clamping down instinctively against the intrusion. It burned, a sharp, stretching pain that radiated up my spine. He worked it in and out, twisting, scissoring, opening me up with ruthless efficiency. I tried to crawl away, but Amar’s boot on my back pinned me in place.

"Relax," he taunted. "Or it will hurt more."

He added a second finger. The pain spiked, making me see stars. I was sobbing openly now, begging them to stop, but my words only seemed to fuel their arousal. The wet, squelching sounds of his fingers moving inside me filled the room, a humiliating testament to my violation.

"Look at him grip my fingers," Amar laughed. "He wants it."

"Enough prep," Kofi said, his voice thick with impatience. "Let's break him in."

The fingers withdrew, leaving me feeling empty and gaping. I heard the rustle of clothing, the sound of belts being unbuckled, zippers lowering. The reality of what was about to happen crashed down on me. This wasn't just a blowjob. This was everything.

"Please," I whimpered, looking back over my shoulder.

Kofi was standing behind me, naked from the waist down. His cock was even bigger than Amar’s, a dark, heavy monolith that jutted upward from a dense thicket of hair. He stroked it slowly, coating the shaft with lube, his eyes locked on my exposed hole.

"You have a choice, Ethan," Kofi said, stepping closer. He placed the massive head of his cock against my entrance, the heat of it searing my skin. "You can take it like a man... or we can make you take it like a bitch. Either way, this is happening."

I squeezed my eyes shut, my entire body shaking. There was no choice. There was only the inevitable.

"Do it," I whispered, surrendering the last of my dignity. "Just... do it."

Kofi didn't hesitate. He gripped my hips with both hands, holding me steady, and pushed forward.

The scream tore itself from my throat before I could stop it. It was a blinding, white-hot pain, like I was being torn in two. He was too big. I was too small. My body rejected him, muscles spasming to expel the invader, but he just pushed harder, forcing his way past the resistance.

"Take it!" he roared, slamming his hips forward.

I felt myself splitting open, the ring of muscle forced to stretch beyond its limits. He buried himself halfway on the first thrust, the breath driven from my lungs in a ragged gasp. I clawed at the floor, fingernails splintering, searching for purchase that wasn't there.

"Stop! It hurts! It hurts!" I screamed, my voice cracking.

"Relax," Kofi grunted, sweat dripping onto my lower back. "Let me in."

He pulled back slightly and thrust again, driving deeper. I felt a sickening pop as the head breached the inner ring, sliding into the soft heat of my depths. The pain was overwhelming, a dull ache that throbbed in time with my racing heart.

"Look at that," Amar said, moving around to kneel in front of me. He lifted my head by my hair, forcing me to look at him. "Brother is balls deep in that little white ass. How does it feel?"

I couldn't speak. I could only pant and whimper, tears streaming down my face. Amar’s cock was hard again, bobbing in front of my face, heavy and demanding.

"Open up," he said. "Keep your mouth busy while he stretches you out."

I was too broken to resist. I opened my mouth, and he slid inside, filling my throat just as Kofi began to move behind me.

The rhythm was brutal. Kofi fucked me with long, deep strokes that jarred my entire body, driving me forward onto Amar’s cock. I was sandwiched between them, impaled at both ends, a vessel for their pleasure. The pain in my ass began to dull into a heavy, throbbing fullness, a strange sensation of being completely occupied.

"Yeah," Kofi grunted, his hips slapping against my ass cheeks. "Good pussy. Tight little pussy."

He reached around, grabbing my own cock, which was limp and shriveled from the pain and fear. He stroked it roughly, mocking me.

"Look at this little thing," he laughed. "Useless. You don't need this. You have a pussy now."

The shame burned through me, hotter than the pain. I was being fucked. I was taking two cocks at once. And the worst part was the realization that my body was adjusting, the muscles loosening to accommodate Kofi’s massive size. I was becoming what they wanted me to be.

But he didn't cum. Instead, he slowed his pace, torturing me with the drag of his thick length against my raw inner walls. He pulled out until just the head remained, stretching the rim of my hole taut, before sliding back in with agonizing slowness. It was a deliberate, methodical breaking-in, a way to map the topography of my insides.

"Too fast," Kofi grunted, ignoring my whimpers around Amar’s shaft. "We have all night. No need to rush the education."

He ground his hips in circles, the head of his cock massaging deep places I didn't know I had. The friction was maddening, a mix of burning pain and a terrifying, alien pressure that made my toes curl. Every time I tried to pull away, Amar’s hands in my hair held me steady on his cock, forcing me to take the thrust from both ends simultaneously.

"Feel that?" Amar asked, looking down at me with a smirk. "That’s the spot. That’s where a girl feels it."

Kofi began to pick up the pace again, but not with the frantic urgency of before. This was a steady, pounding rhythm, like a piston in an engine. 

Thud. Thud. Thud. 

The sound of his hips hitting my ass echoed through the room, a wet, slapping cadence that seemed to drown out my own thoughts.

Time lost its meaning. Minutes stretched into an eternity of flesh against flesh. My jaw ached from being stretched around Amar, my knees burned against the rough floorboards, and my ass felt like it was being turned inside out. Just when I thought I couldn't take another second of the fullness, Kofi would change the angle, hitting a new patch of sensitive tissue that made me gasp and clench around him.

"He's tightening up again," Kofi noted, his voice strained but controlled. "Likes the slow stroke. Greedy little hole."

He spanked me, hard, the crack echoing like a gunshot. I jolted forward, taking Amar deeper into my throat, choking. The shock of the pain made my muscles spasm around Kofi’s cock, and he groaned in appreciation.

"Do it again," Kofi commanded.

He spanked me on one cheek, then the other, until my ass was burning and stinging, the heat radiating inward to meet the fire of his penetration. The pain blurred into the overwhelming sensation of being filled, a confusing haze of sensation that left me dizzy and disoriented.

"Look at him," Amar said, pulling his cock from my mouth to let me gasp for air. Saliva connected my lips to his tip, a thick, obscene bridge. "He's gone. Just a body now."

"Put it back in," Kofi growled, not stopping his rhythmic assault. "Keep him quiet."

Amar shoved himself back into my mouth, cutting off my breath. The lack of air, combined with the relentless pounding in my ass, sent me spiraling into a gray, floaty place. I was just a conduit, a piece of meat connecting them.

Kofi’s breathing grew heavier, the sweat dripping from his forehead onto my lower back. He was digging his fingers into my hips now, bruising me, holding on for leverage as he drove into me with renewed force. He was edging himself, drawing it out, making me feel every inch of him over and over again.

"Please," I tried to say around Amar’s cock, but it came out as a garbled moan. "Please..."

"Please what?" Kofi mocked, slamming into me hard enough to rock my whole body forward. "Please more? Please harder? You're begging for it, boy."

He wasn't wrong. My body was betraying me, pushing back against him instinctively, seeking relief from the ache or craving more of the fullness - I couldn't tell anymore. The distinction between pain and pleasure had eroded, leaving only a desperate need for the sensation to stop, or to never end.

Finally, after what felt like hours of this torment, Kofi’s rhythm faltered. His grip on my hips became crushing. He let out a low, guttural sound, half-growl, half-sigh.

"Fuck," he hissed. "I'm close. I'm going to breed this white ass."

He didn't rush the finish. He milked it, dragging his cock slowly across my prostate, making me shudder uncontrollably. He wanted me to feel every pulse, every twitch.

With a final, guttural roar, he slammed into me one last time, holding himself deep. I felt the heat of his cum flooding my insides, coating my raw channel in wave after wave of thick seed. It was a strange, violating warmth, marking me as his property. He ground his hips against me, ensuring not a drop was wasted, emptying himself completely into my broken body.

He pulled out, and I felt the sudden emptiness, the trickle of fluid running down my thigh. Before I could collapse, Amar was moving.

"My turn," he said, flipping me over onto my back.

I stared up at the ceiling, my legs splayed open, my chest heaving. I was covered in sweat, my hole gaping and leaking Kofi’s load. Amar crawled between my legs, lifting them onto his shoulders.

"Look at me," he commanded.

I looked down. He was positioning himself at my entrance, his cock slick with my own saliva.

"Please," I whispered, my voice hoarse from the throat-fucking. "I can't."

"Oh yes you can," he said, and he pushed inside.

I was already loose, already open, so he slid in easier this time. But the friction was still intense, a burn that made me gasp. He leaned forward, folding my legs against my chest, pinning me in a mating press.

"Kiss me," he demanded.

I turned my head away, revolted.

He grabbed my jaw, forcing me to look at him. "I said kiss me."

He pressed his lips to mine, forcing his tongue into my mouth. It was a dominating, possessive kiss, tasting of his own cum and my own degradation. I was trapped, overwhelmed, used.

He began to thrust, his hips snapping against my ass. The position forced him deeper than before, rubbing against something inside me that sent a jolt of electricity up my spine. I gasped into his mouth, my body arching despite myself.

"Feel that?" he whispered against my lips. "That's your spot. You like it."

I shook my head frantically, denying it, but my body betrayed me. My cock twitched against his stomach, a traitorous flicker of life.

"Don't lie," he said, smiling cruelly. "You were made for this."

He fucked me harder, faster, chasing his own release. I lay there, taking it, my mind fracturing under the weight of the pleasure and pain. I was a hole. A toy. A slut.

He didn't let up. The friction built, a slow burn that seared through my nerves, blurring the line between agony and something else I didn't want to name. Every drag of his cock against my prostate sent a fresh shockwave through my system, making my toes curl and my breath hitch in my throat. He was relentless, driving into me with a rhythm that felt like a punishment, his heavy balls slapping against my ass in a stinging cadence.

"Look at you," he grunted, sweat dripping from his nose onto my face. "Taking it like a natural. You're squeezing me so tight, Ethan. Don't tell me you don't love it."

I wanted to scream, to push him off, but my limbs were leaden. Instead, I felt myself tightening around him involuntarily, my body trying to accommodate the intrusion, to soothe the ache by pulling him in deeper. It was humiliating. I was wet, open, and entirely theirs.

With a groan, he buried himself deep and came, adding his load to his brother's. I felt the second wave of heat, the double marking of their territory. He pumped into me jerkily, his hips stuttering as he emptied himself, grinding deep to ensure I took every drop.

He collapsed on top of me, heavy and suffocating, his heart pounding against my chest. We lay there for a long moment, a tangle of sweaty limbs, the only sound our ragged breathing. I could feel the sticky mess leaking out of me, coating my thighs, a tangible reminder of what I’d become.

Finally, he pulled out, leaving me empty and leaking on the floor. I curled into a ball, my arms wrapped around my knees, rocking back and forth. I could feel their cum leaking out of me, a sticky, humiliating reminder.

"Welcome home, Ethan," Kofi said from somewhere above me. "The night is young yet."

I looked up through blurry eyes. Amar was already stroking himself back to hardness. Kofi was lighting a cigarette, his eyes fixed on my naked, shivering form.

They weren't done with me. They were just getting started.

The night blurred into an endless cycle of flesh and fluid. I lost track of the times they swapped places, lost track of which cock was filling my throat and which was ruining my ass. My body became a mere receptacle, a vessel for their lust that they used with casual indifference. Every time I drifted toward the mercy of unconsciousness, a rough hand on my jaw or a stinging slap to my inner thighs jolted me back to the nightmare.

I remember moments with horrifying clarity: Amar holding my ankles wide while Kofi spat into my gaping hole, watching it disappear inside me. I recall being bent over the edge of the mattress, my face mashed into the rough fabric while they took turns spanking my ass until it was raw and throbbing, the heat radiating outward to match the fire burning within me.

"Look at how pink it gets," Amar laughed, delivering another sharp smack that made me cry out. "Like a ripe fruit."

"Like a ripe fruit ready to be burst," Kofi added, his hand coming down on the other cheek with a wet slap that echoed through the room.

They didn't stop until my skin was burning, a throbbing heat that radiated outward to match the fire burning inside me. The pain became a dull, constant roar, drowning out everything else until I was just a body reacting to stimulus, a puppet danced by their rough hands.

"Enough," Kofi said finally, stepping back and wiping sweat from his brow. "Save some energy for the morning."

They left me there on the floor, a broken, leaking heap. My body was no longer my own - it was a used thing, covered in their sweat and their seed. I curled into a tighter ball, trying to preserve some fragment of dignity, but it was useless. I could feel the wetness between my thighs, the sticky evidence of what they had done, and worse, the terrifying way my body still throbbed with a ghost of the pleasure they had forced on me.

The room spun as I drifted in and out of consciousness, the sounds of their movements fading into the background. I was too exhausted to cry, too drained to do anything but exist in the haze of my own degradation. The last thing I registered before the darkness finally took me was the heavy, satisfied silence of the room, and the lingering taste of them in my mouth.


Chapter 3: Preparation

Consciousness returned in jagged fragments, like light breaking through a cracked window. The first thing I registered was the smell - musk and stale sex. The second was the ache. It wasn't just in my ass, which throbbed with a dull, rhythmic pulse, but everywhere. My jaw felt wired shut, my thighs were sticky, and my groin...

I blinked my eyes open, the dim morning light filtering through the shutters stinging my pupils. I tried to move, but something felt wrong. Constricted. I looked down the length of my body and froze. My soft, pale skin was encased in sheer black lace, the fabric scratching against my sensitive nipples. And where my cock should have been, there was only cold, heavy plastic. A pink plastic cage locked my flaccid length away, the ring digging into the flesh behind my balls.

"Good morning, slut."

I jerked my head up. Kofi was sitting in a chair across the room, watching me with a predator's calm intensity. In his hand, he dangled a small, silver key.

"Sleep well?" he asked, his voice smooth and terrifying. "We have a busy day ahead of us."

"Take it off," I rasped, my voice barely a whisper. "Please."

Kofi laughed, a low, rumbling sound that made my skin crawl. He stood up and walked over, the key swinging mockingly from his finger. He stopped at the edge of the mattress where I lay curled up, looking down at me like I was a prize heifer he was inspecting.

"This?" He tapped the hard plastic shell with his fingernail, making it rattle against my trapped balls. "This stays on. We can't have you getting distracted by your own little clitty while we're training you. You need to learn that your pleasure doesn't matter. Only your holes do."

My face burned with shame, but my body betrayed me. The plastic was unforgiving, squeezing my shaft in a tight, constant grip. I tried to shift my legs to relieve the pressure, but the movement only sent a sharp twinge through my abused ass.

"Breakfast time," Amar announced from the doorway. He was already naked, his thick cock standing at half-mast, swaying heavily as he walked toward us. "He looks hungry, Kofi."

"Starving," Kofi agreed. He reached down and grabbed a handful of my hair, forcing me to sit up. The movement pulled at the lingerie, digging the straps into my shoulders. "Open up, Ethan. Or should I say... Ethan doesn't exist anymore. Just a hungry little mouth."

I wanted to clamp my jaw shut, to fight, but the night before had drained me of everything. I was hollowed out, a shell of a person. When Amar stepped up to the side of the bed and rubbed the head of his cock over my lips, I didn't bite. I didn't pull away.

"Good girl," Kofi whispered in my ear, his breath hot against my neck. "Get your nutrients."

Amar didn't wait for invitation. He pushed the thick head past my lips, stretching my jaw wide again. The taste of him - musk, salt, and unwashed skin - flooded my tongue. He groaned, sliding deeper, hitting the back of my throat almost immediately.

"Look at that," Kofi said, his hand still gripping my hair, forcing my head forward to take more of Amar. "She took to it naturally. Like she was born for it."

I gagged as Amar hit the entrance to my throat, my eyes watering. He pulled back slightly, giving me a split second to gasp for air through my nose, before shoving back in. He set a brutal pace, using my mouth like a fleshlight, his heavy balls slapping against my chin with every thrust.

"Relax that throat," Amar grunted, his hands tangling in my hair on either side of my head. "Take it all."

I tried to breathe, to focus on anything other than the invading flesh, but Kofi wasn't done. He reached down with his free hand and began to toy with the plastic cage, flicking the hard plastic shell with his fingers. The vibrations rattled through my trapped cock, a strange, maddening sensation that was both painful and frustratingly pleasurable.

"Look at how hard you're trying to get," Kofi mocked, watching my flesh bulge against the small openings in the pink plastic. "Desperate little thing. But you can't grow. You're locked away tight. Useless."

The humiliation was worse than the face-fucking. I was straining against the cage, my body reacting to the degradation, the dominance, the sheer overwhelming masculinity of them. But the plastic was unyielding. I was swelling against the constraints, the pressure building to an agonizing level with no hope of release.

Amar’s breathing grew ragged. "Fuck... I'm gonna cum. Swallow it all, bitch. Don't spill a drop."

He thrust deep, burying himself to the hilt, and erupted. His cock pulsed against my tongue, pumping thick ropes of cum directly down my throat. I swallowed instinctively, desperate to breathe, the hot, salty load coating my esophagus.

"Take it," Kofi hissed in my ear, still flicking the cage. "Take your breakfast like a good whore."

When Amar finally pulled out, a string of saliva and cum connected my lower lip to his tip. I coughed, gasping for air, the taste of him heavy and cloying in my mouth.

Before I could recover, Kofi was standing in front of me, stroking his own massive erection. He grabbed my chin, forcing me to look up at him.

"My turn," he said. "And don't you dare waste a drop, or I'll make you lick it off the floor."

He shoved himself into my mouth but he tasted different - sharper, more bitter. He fucked my face with a deliberate, agonizing slowness, forcing me to feel every inch as he dragged over my tongue.

"Look at me," he commanded.

I locked eyes with him, my vision blurred by tears. He was smirking, his face a mask of arrogant dominance. He knew he owned me. He knew I was broken.

"Good girl," he muttered, and with a final thrust, he filled my mouth with his seed. I swallowed convulsively, trying to keep up with the volume, but a small trickle escaped the corner of my mouth.

Kofi pulled out immediately and pointed to the stray drop on my chin. "Clean it."

I didn't hesitate. I stuck out my tongue and chased the drop, licking it away. The shame burned through me, hot and corrosive, but underneath it, something terrifying stirred. A dark, twisted part of me felt... satisfied. Complete.

"See?" Kofi said, wiping his cock on my cheek. "She knows her place now."

They left me there for a moment, panting, my belly full of their cum, the taste of them lingering in my mouth. I looked down at the pink plastic cage, my cock straining helplessly against it. I was trapped. I was theirs.

"Time to get you ready for the village," Kofi said, turning toward a wooden chest in the corner. "We need to prepare that ass properly. It needs to be able to handle whatever comes its way."

He returned with a bottle of lube and a heavy, tapered metal object. A butt plug. It was huge, the flared base wide and menacing.

"Turn over," he ordered. "Ass up."

I hesitated for a fraction of a second. That was all it took.

Amar’s hand cracked across my ass, sharp and stinging. "Don't make us ask twice."

I scrambled to obey, rolling onto my stomach and pushing myself up to my hands and knees. The movement made the lace lingerie dig into my skin, and the cage swung heavily between my legs. I felt exposed, vulnerable, presented like an animal for inspection.

"Good," Kofi said. He drizzled cold lube directly onto my hole, making me flinch. "Relax. This will help stretch you out. Get you used to being full."

He worked a finger in first, then two. The burn was immediate, my muscles clenching instinctively against the intrusion.

"Push out," he commanded. "Open up for me."

I tried to obey, bearing down as he twisted his fingers inside me, scissoring them to stretch the rim. It hurt, but there was a dull ache underneath that felt disturbingly like relief.

"You're still tight after last night," Kofi noted, adding a third finger. "We need to open you up more. The plug will stay inside you today until you are ready. It'll remind you of what you are."

He removed his fingers, leaving me feeling empty and gaping. Then I felt the cold metal tip of the plug against my entrance. It was massive, far bigger than the fingers.

"Deep breath," Amar said from the sidelines, watching with rapt attention.

Kofi pushed. The metal stretched me wide, forcing my body to accommodate the unyielding object. I cried out, my hands gripping the sheets, as the widest part of the plug breached my rim. It felt like I was being split open.

"Almost there," Kofi grunted, pushing harder. "Take it."

With a final, brutal shove, the plug slid into place, my muscles snapping shut around the narrow neck. The heavy flared base rested against my ass cheeks, the metal weight settling deep inside me. I gasped, my whole body trembling. It was so heavy, so solid. I could feel it shifting with every breath I took, a constant, intrusive presence.

"Perfect," Kofi said, giving the base a playful wiggle. I whimpered as the motion sent a shockwave through my insides. "That will keep you open and ready."

"Get her dressed," Amar said. "The village is waiting."

They pulled me to my feet, my legs shaky. I felt the plug settle deeper as I stood, forcing me to adjust my stance. The fullness was overwhelming, a constant pressure that made it hard to think about anything else.

Kofi threw a pair of black high heels onto the bed. "Put these on."

I stared at them. They were stilettos, at least four inches high, with thin, precarious straps. "I... I can't walk in those," I stammered.

"You will," Kofi said, his voice leaving no room for argument. "Or you'll crawl. Your choice."

I sat on the edge of the bed and fumbled with the straps, my fingers clumsy. When I finally stood, the heels forced me onto my toes, arching my back and thrusting my ass out. The plug shifted inside me, rubbing against my sensitive inner walls. I wobbled, grabbing the bedpost for support.

"Walk," Amar commanded.

I took a tentative step. The plug jostled inside me, sending a jolt of pleasure-pain up my spine. I took another step, my hips swaying unnaturally to keep my balance. The heels forced a mincing, exaggerated gait, making me look like a caricature of femininity.

"Good," Kofi said, nodding approvingly. "Now look at yourself."

He led me by the arm to a full-length mirror propped against the wall. I stared at the reflection, hardly recognizing the person staring back.

The lingerie was sheer, leaving nothing to the imagination. The pink plastic cage was visible through the lace panties, my trapped cock bulging obscenely against the hard shell. The heels made my legs look long and slender, but it was my face that shocked me the most. My lips were swollen and red, my eyes wide and glassy, staring back at a stranger. A stranger who looked like a used-up whore.

"Look at you," Kofi said, stepping up behind me. His large hands rested on my shoulders, his dark skin a stark contrast against my pale chest. "This is who you are now. Not a man. Not a brother. Just a piece of meat for us to use."

I wanted to deny it. I wanted to scream that I was Ethan Carter, that I was a person. But the reflection didn't lie. The pink plastic cage, the lingerie, the plug stretching me open - it all screamed the truth. I was being remade.

"We're going outside now," Kofi said, his voice dropping to a low, dangerous rumble. "And you're going to walk exactly like that. Head high, ass out. Show everyone what you are."

Kofi moved away from the mirror, returning to the wooden chest where he retrieved a final, terrifying accessory. It was a thick band of black leather, heavy and oiled, with a gleaming metal D-ring in the center. A matching leather leash coiled on the floor like a snake.

"Last piece," he said, the buckle jingling softly as he unfolded the collar.

I stood frozen, staring at the leather. It was dehumanizing. It was the final nail in the coffin of my identity. But the alternative - fighting them, risking more pain, or worse, being left here alone with this throbbing feeling in my ass - seemed impossible. I was too tired to fight. Too broken to resist.

I bowed my head, exposing my neck. It was an act of surrender so profound it made my stomach lurch.

"Good girl," Kofi murmured.

He wrapped the leather around my throat. The cool material felt foreign against my heated skin. He tightened it until it fit snugly against my windpipe, not tight enough to choke, but tight enough that I was constantly aware of its presence. It was a tactile reminder of my status. I was property.

Click.

The buckle snapped shut. The sound was final, like a door locking.

Kofi clipped the leash to the D-ring. He gave it a sharp tug, forcing me to stumble forward in the ridiculous heels. The sudden movement made the heavy metal plug shift violently inside me, dragging a ragged moan from my throat.

"Walk," he commanded.

I tried to find my rhythm, the heels clicking on the wooden floor. The plug was a relentless weight, its tapered shape keeping me stretched open, the metal warming to my body heat. Every step was a battle against gravity and my own anatomy. I had to tilt my hips, swaying in that exaggerated, feminine gait they had beaten into me, just to keep the metal from tearing me apart.

Amar opened the front door, and the blinding Ghanaian sun flooded the room. The humid air hit me like a physical weight, carrying the scent of damp earth, cocoa, and woodsmoke. The sounds of the village drifted in - distant voices, the crow of a rooster, the rhythmic thud of a pestle against a mortar.

It was a normal day for them. For me, it was the end of the world.

"Time to meet your public," Kofi said, handing the end of the leash to Amar.

Amar took it with a grin, his eyes raking over my lingerie-clad body, lingering on the cage and the way the leash pulled my chin up. "Don't worry, slut. They're going to love you."

He stepped out into the sunlight, pulling me gently but firmly behind him. I had no choice. The collar bit into my neck, the heels wobbled on the uneven ground, and the plug pulsed inside me with every movement. I followed him out of the safety of the house and into the village, a leashed and broken thing, leaving the last remnants of Ethan Carter on the dark wooden floor behind me.


Chapter 4: Property

The sunlight hit me like a physical blow, blinding and relentless. The humid air wrapped around me, heavy and thick, instantly coating my skin in a fresh sheen of sweat that made the sheer lace of the lingerie cling even tighter to my body. Every step was a precarious negotiation; the stilettos sank into the soft dirt of the path, forcing me to wobble with an exaggerated sway that jostled the heavy metal plug inside me. I couldn't help it - I was undulating, my hips rolling in a vulgar, involuntary rhythm that the men seemed to find endlessly entertaining.

"Head up, slut," Amar commanded, a sharp tug on the leash reminding me of my place. "Let them see you."

I blinked against the glare, my vision slowly adjusting to the vibrant greens of the jungle and the browns of the rustic dwellings. As we moved from the shade of the porch into the open, I felt dozens of eyes snap toward us. The village came alive with a sudden, murmuring intensity.

I must have looked like a creature from another world. My pale, freckled skin was a stark contrast to the deep, rich tones of the villagers, glowing pink under the harsh African sun. The black lace bralette did nothing to hide my chest; if anything, the intricate patterns framed my nipples, presenting them like offerings. My torso was bare, the sheer fabric stopping at the waist to reveal the flat plane of my stomach and the jutting curve of my hip bones.

But it was below the waist where the true horror of my transformation lay. The matching lace panties were scandalously high-cut, the straps digging into my flesh, but they couldn't hide the pink plastic cage locked tightly around my flaccid cock. It was a perverse centerpiece, a glittering, useless appendage straining against its prison, on full display for anyone who cared to look. The thong back of the panties disappeared between my ass cheeks, leaving the flared base of the metal plug visible, nestled against my skin like a brand.

My legs, usually hairy and masculine, had been somehow smoothed during the night - whether by some lotion I hadn't noticed or by pure sweat and friction - making them look long and almost delicate as they trembled in the towering black heels. The leather collar around my throat was the final touch, a thick band of black that drew the eye immediately to my face, forcing me to hold my chin high whether I wanted to or not.

I was a caricature of femininity, a broken plaything dressed up for a show that I hadn't agreed to. And as the first villager - a broad-shouldered man carrying a machete - stopped in his tracks to stare, his mouth falling open in shock and then slowly curling into a hungry grin, I realized with a sinking heart that there was nowhere left to hide.

The man with the machete didn't look away. He stepped right into my path, blocking the narrow dirt track, his eyes crawling over my body like ants. He was older, his skin weathered and mapped with deep lines, but his body was hard and ropy with muscle. He said something to Amar in a rapid, dialect-heavy local tongue, his voice gravelly and rough.

Amar laughed, tugging the leash to bring me to a halt. "She is fresh, Kwame. Only just finished her training this morning. But she learns fast."

Kwame’s grin widened, revealing a row of yellowed teeth. He reached out, his hand large and calloused, and brushed it against my chest. His fingers were rough, snagging the delicate lace of the bralette before pinching my nipple hard. I gasped, the sharp pain shooting through my chest, making me jerk back. But the leash held me firm.

"Soft," Kwame grunted, switching to broken English. He rolled my nipple between his fingers, twisting it until tears pricked my eyes. "Like woman."

"She is woman now," Kofi said from behind me, his hand resting on the small of my back, pushing my pelvis forward slightly. "Go ahead. Touch the merchandise. See if she is ready for the square."

Kwame didn't hesitate. His hand slid down my stomach, over the sheer fabric, and cupped the plastic cage. He squeezed it, testing the weight, his other hand coming up to grab my ass. His fingers dug into the flesh, pulling my cheeks apart, and I felt the base of the plug shift against his grip.

"Ah," he chuckled darkly, tapping the flared metal base. "She is plugged. Good. Keeps the hole open."

He gave the plug a violent wiggle. I cried out, my knees buckling as the metal ground against my prostate, sending a confusing bolt of electric pleasure mixed with agony up my spine. The stimulation was immediate and overwhelming, my trapped cock throbbing uselessly inside its plastic prison.

"Look at that," Kwame laughed, spitting on the ground near my feet. "She likes it. The whore shakes when you touch her pussy."

More men were gathering now. They emerged from the huts, from behind the market stalls, from the shade of the cocoa trees. They were young and old, some wearing work clothes, others in traditional wraps. They formed a loose circle around us, a wall of dark skin and hungry eyes. I could smell them - sweat and earth, tobacco and raw masculinity. It was a suffocating cloud of testosterone.

"Move," Kofi commanded, giving the leash a jerk. "We go to the square. Let everyone see."

We started walking again, but now the crowd was part of the procession. They didn't just watch; they reached out. As I minced past them, hands grabbed at me. Someone slapped my ass, the sound sharp and loud like a gunshot. Another hand trailed down my spine, fingering the lace of my thong. A third hand brushed against the cage, giving it a sadistic flick that made me whimper.

"Please," I gasped, the word barely audible over the murmuring crowd. "Don't..."

"Shh," Amar hissed, yanking the leash so hard I nearly choked. "No talking unless you have a cock in your mouth. You are here to be looked at. To be touched."

The path opened up into the village square. The space was already transforming. The usual market stalls had been pushed to the perimeters, clearing a large, dusty space in the center. But what made my blood run cold was the sight of the men already there.

There were dozens of them. Maybe fifty. They lounged on logs, sat on upturned crates, or just stood in groups, talking in low voices. But as we entered, the conversation died. Every head turned.

And they weren't just standing there.

Dozens of dark, thick cocks were out, stroked by rough hands. It was a sea of arousal, a forest of erect flesh pointing in my direction like weapons. The air was thick with the musk of pre-cum and sweat, the visual impact of so many men openly pleasuring themselves hitting me with the force of a physical blow.

In the center of the clearing stood an older man, distinguishable by the gray in his beard and the staff he held. He was an elder, his face stern and impassive, but his eyes burned with a frightening intensity as he took in my appearance.

Kofi led me right to him, stopping just a few feet away. The crowd pressed in behind us, sealing off any escape.

"Chief," Kofi said, dipping his head in respect. "We bring the offering. The American boy who wanted to be a sister."

The Chief stepped forward. He didn't touch me at first. He just looked, his eyes scrutinizing every inch of me. He looked at the tear tracks on my face, the swollen red lips, the pink cage, the lingerie. He walked around me in a slow circle. I stood trembling, the plug vibrating inside me with every beat of my heart.

He stopped behind me. I felt his breath on my neck before I felt his hands. He gripped my ass cheeks, pulling them apart roughly, inspecting the base of the plug. He grunted in approval.

"Good start," the Chief said, his voice deep and resonant, carrying easily over the square. "But the plug is not enough. We need to see if she can take the village. If she is truly broken."

He walked back around to face me. He reached out and grabbed the D-ring of my collar, pulling my face down to his level.

"Open," he commanded.

My lips parted automatically, the muscle memory of the morning's training taking over. The Chief didn't pull out his cock. Instead, he spat in my mouth - a thick, glob of saliva that landed on my tongue.

"Swallow," he said.

I did. The taste was salty and humiliating.

"She is obedient," the Chief announced to the crowd, raising his voice. "But is she hungry?"

He gestured to the crowd. "Bring the first ones."

Two men stepped forward from the mass of bodies. They were younger, maybe in their twenties, their bodies lean and muscled from farm work. They were already stroking themselves, their cocks hard and leaking.

"Kneel," Kofi whispered in my ear, pushing down on my shoulders.

My legs gave way, the heels making the graceless descent even harder. I hit the dusty ground with a thud, my knees sinking into the dirt. The position forced me to look up, my face level with the waistbands of the two men standing over me.

"Service them," the Chief ordered, settling onto a nearby stool to watch. "Show us your gratitude."

The first man didn't wait. He grabbed the back of my head and guided his cock to my lips. He was average length but thick, the head blunt and angry-looking. He pushed past my lips, sliding over my tongue, groaning at the wet heat.

I opened wide, my jaw stretching to accommodate him. The second man stepped up beside him, tapping his cock against my cheek. I reached up with a trembling hand to wrap my fingers around him, mimicking the motions Kofi and Amar had forced on me earlier.

"Suck it, slut," the first man hissed, fucking my face with short, sharp thrusts. "Take that African dick."

I hollowed my cheeks, trying to create suction, trying to make it good for him to avoid punishment. The taste of him - sweat and pre-cum - filled my senses. Beside me, the second man was getting impatient, thrusting into my fist.

"My turn," he grunted, pulling the first man away by the shoulder.

They swapped places. The second man was longer, thinner, and he went deep immediately. I gagged as he hit the back of my throat, my eyes watering uncontrollably. He didn't care. He held my head in a vice grip and began to piston in and out, using my throat like a cunt.

"Look at that throat bulge," someone in the crowd laughed. "She taking it all."

I could hear the sounds of the other men around me, the rhythmic slap of flesh on flesh as they jacked off to the sight of my degradation. I was the center of their world, a receptacle for their lust. The realization made my head spin.

The first man, now standing to the side, groaned loudly. "I'm gonna cum."

He grabbed my hair, turning my face toward him just as he erupted. Rope after rope of thick, white cum splashed across my face - my forehead, my cheek, my nose, my lips. It was hot and sticky, coating me in his seed.

"Mark her," the Chief said, his voice cutting through the noise. "Mark the territory."

The second man pulled out of my mouth and stroked himself rapidly, aiming directly at my open mouth. "Open wide, bitch."

He added his load to the mess, filling my mouth with his salty release before painting the other side of my face. I knelt there, dripping in their cum, the smell overwhelming.

"Clean her up," the Chief commanded. "Then bring the next group."

Before I could even process the order, another man was stepping forward. Then another. The crowd was shifting, restless, eager.

Kofi grabbed a handful of my hair and used my lace panties to wipe the cum from my eyes, smearing the sticky fluid across my face rather than cleaning it. "Don't get lazy, Ethan. We have a long day ahead of us."

He looked up at the crowd, his voice booming. "Who is next? Come and break the American whore!"

A cheer went up from the men, a primal sound of collective hunger that echoed off the tin roofs of the village. I knelt in the dirt, covered in cum, my ass clenching around the heavy plug, and realized with a terrifying certainty that this wasn't just a show. This was my life now. I was nothing more than a hole for them to fill, a toy for them to break. And as the next man stepped up, slapping his heavy cock against my cum-stained cheek, I felt the last piece of my resistance shatter. I opened my mouth and stuck out my tongue, inviting him in.

The next man didn't make me wait. He was tall, incredibly thin, with a cock that curved sharply to the left. He grabbed my ears, using my head like a bowling ball, and slammed his hips forward. I choked, the sound wet and guttural, but he didn't stop. He fucked my face with a desperate, frantic energy, his balls slapping against my chin with every thrust.

"Eyes up," he grunted, slapping my cheek. "Look at me while you eat it."

I forced my eyes open, staring up into his face contorted with pleasure. The humiliation burned through me, but beneath it, something else flickered. A dark, traitorous heat. My cock throbbed inside the cage, the plastic biting into the swollen flesh as it tried to harden. The pain was sharp, grounding me even as my mind drifted.

He pulled out at the last second, spraying his load across my eyelashes and nose. I blinked, the fluid mixing with the sweat and tears already coating my face.

"Next!" Kofi shouted, sounding like an auctioneer. "Who wants to test the throat?"

They came in a blur after that. I lost count of the faces, the cocks, the tastes. Some were thick and mushroom-headed, stretching my jaw to its limit. Others were long and slender, sliding deep into my esophagus, cutting off my air until I saw stars. I swallowed so much cum that my stomach began to churn, the salty, metallic taste coating the back of my throat permanently.

The crowd grew bolder. Hands were constantly on me - pinching my nipples, tugging the leash, slapping my ass. The plug inside me became a torment, every jolt of my body sending shocks of pleasure radiating through my groin. I was a mess of drool and semen, my lace lingerie ruined and translucent with sweat and fluids.

"She loves it," Amar jeered, kicking my legs wider apart. "Look at that little clitty try to get hard. She’s dripping for us."

He wasn't entirely wrong. I was dripping. Pre-cum leaked steadily from the tip of my caged cock, pooling on the dirt between my knees. My body was betraying me, responding to the degradation, the sheer volume of sexual energy in the air. I hated it. I hated them. But God help me, I was aroused.

Finally, the Chief stood up. The crowd quieted instantly. He walked over to where I knelt, swaying slightly, exhausted and covered in the seed of half the village.

"Enough of the mouth," he said, looking down at me with a mixture of pity and ownership. "The throat is trained. But the real question remains..."

He nudged my shoulder with his foot, rolling me onto my back. I gasped, the sudden movement pressing the plug deeper into my ass. I looked up at the circle of men, the sky spinning slowly above them.

"Is she ready to breed?"

The square erupted in cheers. The Chief gestured to Kofi and Amar. "Prepare her."

Kofi hauled me to my feet. My legs were trembling so badly I could barely stand in the heels. He didn't let me rest. He dragged me toward the center of the square, where a low wooden table had been placed. It looked like a butcher's block, stained and worn.

"Bend over," Kofi commanded.

I couldn't fight anymore. I let him position me, bending me over the table so my ass was exposed to the crowd. The wood was rough against my stomach, digging into my ribs.

"Hold her," Kofi said.

Amar appeared, taking the leash and wrapping it around a metal stake driven into the ground, forcing my head down toward the dirt. I was immobilized, ass up, face down, completely vulnerable.

Kofi moved behind me. I felt his hands on my hips, then his fingers hooking into the base of the plug.

"Time to take the training wheels off, sister," he whispered.

He pulled.

My back arched as the widest part of the metal stretched my rim. I cried out, a broken sound, as the plug popped free, leaving my hole gaping and empty, clenching around the sudden void. It felt cold without the fullness, aching to be filled again.

The crowd pressed closer, forming a tight circle around the table. I could hear them breathing, hear the sound of hands stroking hard cocks, the anticipation thick enough to choke on.

The Chief stepped into the circle. He unbuckled his trousers, letting them fall to his ankles. His cock was massive - thick, veined, and dark as midnight, standing out from a nest of gray pubic hair.

"I will open the gate," the Chief announced, spitting into his hand and coating his shaft. "Then the village will feast."

He positioned himself behind me. I felt the blunt head of his cock press against my loosened, sensitive hole. There was no gentleness in it, only the inevitable pressure of possession.

"Please," I whimpered, my voice cracking. "It's too big."

"Relax, little one," the Chief grunted, gripping my hips bruisingly. "Just open up and take your medicine."

He pushed forward.

My scream was muffled by the dirt as my body was forced to yield. The head of his cock breached me, stretching me wider than the plug ever had. He didn't stop, feeding inch after inch of thick flesh into my ass, splitting me open. The burn was excruciating, a fire that seared my nerve endings.

But beneath the pain, that traitorous spark flared again. My prostate, so sensitized by hours of plug torture, sang as he dragged over it. My trapped cock jerked, leaking a steady stream of pre-cum onto the dirt.

"By the ancestors," the Chief groaned, sinking balls-deep inside me. "She is tight. Like a virgin on her wedding night."

He held himself there for a moment, letting me adjust to the invasion, letting the crowd see the spectacle of my submission. Then, he began to move.

The rhythm was slow at first, a deep, grinding stroke that forced the air from my lungs. He pulled out until just the head remained, then slammed back in, his hips slapping against my ass with a wet, meaty sound. The crowd cheered him on, their voices a roar of approval.

"Fuck her! Fuck the white whore!"

"Break that ass!"

The Chief's pace increased. The table scraped against the ground with every thrust. I was nothing more than a sleeve for his pleasure, a hole to be used. And as the pain began to dull, replaced by a heavy, suffocating fullness, my mind began to fracture.

I wasn't Ethan Carter, the Ivy League student. I wasn't the fraternity pledge trying to prove himself. I was just a body. A collection of holes for these men to use. And the terrifying part was, part of me didn't want to be anything else.

The Chief slammed into me one last time, burying himself to the hilt as he stiffened. I felt him pulse inside me, flooding my insides with his seed. It was hot and thick, marking me from the inside out.

He pulled out with a wet pop, and a stream of cum followed, leaking down my thighs.

"She is ready," the Chief declared, pulling up his trousers and stepping aside. "The village is yours."

The sun began to dip below the horizon, casting long, bloody shadows across the square. The air cooled, but the heat in the circle of men was intensifying. They looked at me not as a person, but as a feast laid out before a starving pack.

The moment the Chief stepped aside, the dam broke. There was no order, no queue - just a surge of bodies converging on the table.

I didn’t even have time to process the emptiness left by the Chief’s withdrawal before another man took his place. He was younger, one of the laborers I’d seen earlier, his skin slick with sweat. He didn’t prepare me. He didn’t need to. I was gaping open, lubricated by the Chief’s massive load, my hole twitching in the cool air.

He slammed into me in one brutal stroke, his hips smacking against my ass with a wet, fleshy sound. I cried out, my fingers scrabbling uselessly against the rough wood of the table, trying to find purchase, trying to crawl away. But Amar was there, holding the leash taut, keeping my face locked in place.

"Take it!" the laborer grunted, his hands digging into my waist. He was jackhammering into me, his strokes short and frantic. "Take this village dick!"

The crowd was a cacophony of jeers and encouragement. I felt hands everywhere - rough palms sliding over my sweat-slicked back, fingers pinching my nipples through the sheer lace, someone reaching underneath to tug at the chastity cage. The plastic ring bit into the base of my cock, a constant, agonizing reminder that my pleasure was irrelevant. I was a vessel, nothing more.

The laborer didn't last long. With a guttural roar, he buried himself deep and added his seed to the Chief’s. He pulled out, and immediately, I felt the hot, sticky overflow begin to leak out, running down my taint and over my trapped balls.

"Next!" Kofi’s voice rang out, authoritative and excited.

I lost track of time. It became a blur of flesh and friction. One after another, they mounted me. Some were thick, stretching me until I thought I would tear, the burn mixing with the dull ache of overuse. Others were long, probing depths inside me that I didn't know I had, hammering against my prostate with ruthless precision.

My body was no longer my own. It was a communal resource, a piece of meat to be passed around. I could hear the wet squelching sounds of my own abuse, loud and obscene in the square. 

Slap, slap, slap. The rhythm was relentless.

"Look at her cunt," someone laughed. "It’s gaping like a hungry mouth."

"Pouring out our milk," another voice added. "She’s full of us."

Through the haze of pain and exhaustion, a terrifying clarity emerged. Every time one of them hit that spot inside me - the spot the plug had been torturing all day - a jolt of electric pleasure shot up my spine. My cock, straining against the plastic cage, would leak incessantly. I was dripping onto the dirt beneath the table, creating a puddle of my own shameful arousal.

I hated it. I hated them. But my body was singing a different song. The stimulation was overwhelming. My nerve endings were fried, blurring the line between agony and ecstasy until they were indistinguishable.

"She's clenching down on me!" a man groaned, gripping my shoulders as he pistoned into me. "The whore loves it! She’s trying to milk me!"

"No," I whispered, the sound torn from my throat by a particularly savage thrust. "I don't... I don't..."

"Shut up, slut," Amar spat, giving the leash a vicious jerk. "You know you love it. Look at that little clitty crying for us."

He was right. The cage was agonizingly tight. My cock was swollen, the head purple and engorged, straining against the cage. Every thrust pushed me closer to an edge I couldn't cross. The pressure built in my groin, a desperate need for release that had nowhere to go. It was a maddening itch, a pressure cooker ready to explode but sealed tight.

The position changed. Strong hands flipped me over onto my back. I stared up at the sky, now a deep indigo as night began to fall. The stars were coming out, bright and uncaring, witnessing my debasement.

My legs were thrown over someone's shoulders. I looked down and saw a massive man, his skin the color of dark chocolate, lining himself up. He was one of the biggest yet. He grinned down at me, his teeth white in the twilight.

"Time for the main course," he rumbled.

He entered me. I gasped, my back arching off the table, my hands clawing at the air. He filled me completely, stretching me to my absolute limit. He didn't thrust so much as grind, rotating his hips to open me up, to make room for every inch he had.

"Please," I whimpered, tears leaking from the corners of my eyes. "I can't... it's too much..."

"Shhhh," was all he said, leaning forward and crushing me with his weight.

He started to move, and the world narrowed down to the point of our connection. The friction was incredible. My prostate was being battered, massaged, abused. My caged clitty jiggled with every movement, intensifying the feelings coursing through my body.

"Look at her," Kofi’s voice came from somewhere in the crowd. "The American boy is gone. Only the village pussy remains."

The words hit me like a physical blow. 

The village pussy.

 The phrase echoed in my mind, repeating over and over with every thrust. 

Village pussy. Village pussy.

The man above me picked up the pace, his breathing becoming ragged. He was close. I could feel his cock swelling inside me. And god help me, I was close too. The denied orgasm was a knot in my stomach, pulling tighter and tighter.

"Who are you?" he grunted, staring into my eyes. "Tell me who you are!"

"I'm... I'm..." I stammered, my mind fracturing under the pressure. "I'm a pussy."

"Louder!"

"I'm a whore!" I screamed, the admission tearing out of me. "I'm the village pussy!"

He roared and slammed home one final time. I felt him pulse, wave after wave of heat flooding my insides. The sensation was too much. The fullness, the heat, the degradation - it triggered something deep inside me.

My body seized. My back arched violently, a silent scream tearing from my throat. My cock throbbed violently inside the cage, spurting a thin, watery stream of cum onto my stomach. It wasn't a real orgasm, just a ruined, pathetic release, but it ripped through me with the force of a hurricane. My vision whited out, my ears ringing.

I was dimly aware of him pulling out, of the crowd cheering, of the flood of seed gushing out of me as my muscles spasmed uncontrollably.

But the night was far from over.

As I lay there, panting and twitching in the aftermath of my ruined climax, I felt hands on me again. They didn't wait. They didn't care that I was broken. They just wanted their turn.

"Flip her over," someone said. "I want to hit it from the back again."

I was manhandled like a ragdoll. I was too weak to resist. I let them position me, let them spread my legs, let them use me. I was just a hole now, a collection of wet, warm flesh for their pleasure.

The village fucking continued into the night. I took them in pairs sometimes - one in my ass, one forcing his way into my mouth, spit-roasting me between their sweating bodies. The taste of cum was permanent now, coating my tongue and throat. The smell of sex and sweat was suffocating.

Then came the moment when the crowd’s energy shifted, the men forming a tighter, more aggressive knot around the table. Two men climbed up together, neither willing to wait for the other. Rough hands flipped me onto my side, lifting my top leg high to expose my wrecked hole. I was already gaping, slick and loose from the dozens who had taken me before, but this was different. This was a new kind of cruelty.

"Hold her open," one of them grunted.

I felt the blunt, heated pressure of two cockheads pressing against my entrance simultaneously. My breath hitched in my throat, a silent panic seizing my chest as they pushed forward. My rim burned, a ring of fire stretching beyond its limits as they forced their way in together. The friction was immense, a thick, sliding heaviness that split me open.

"Too much," I gasped, my voice cracking. "It's too big!"

They ignored me. With a collective grunt of effort, they popped past the resistance, both shafts sliding deep into my rectum at once. I was being hollowed out, filled with so much cock that I couldn't draw a full breath. They moved in alternating rhythms, one pulling back while the other thrust in, creating a constant, overwhelming fullness that obliterated any thought of resistance. My insides felt churned, the two massive rods grinding against each other inside me, stretching my tissue until I was nothing but a thin sheath for their pleasure.

My vision swam. The pain was blinding, but laced with a dark, chemical rush that made my toes curl. My caged clitty throbbed in time with their double-stroke, leaking uselessly onto the table.

Their pace grew erratic, the alternating rhythm dissolving into a desperate, synchronous race to the finish. They were grunting like animals, sweat dripping from their faces onto my heaving chest. I could feel their cocks pulsing against each other, expanding as they neared the edge.

"Breed her together!" someone shouted from the crowd.

With a roar that seemed to shake the very ground beneath us, they both slammed in deep, hilting themselves inside me at the exact same moment. I screamed as my body was forced to accommodate the impossible width of two orgasming shafts. I could feel the jets of cum erupting from them, hot and thick, coating my insides, flooding my ravaged channel with their combined seed. The heat was intense, a molten wave that seemed to sear my insides, marking me in a way no single man ever could.

They stayed locked inside me for a long moment, their bodies twitching as they emptied themselves into my bowels. I felt used, bloated, and utterly owned. When they finally pulled out, the rush of fluid was immediate and profuse. A torrent of cum gushed out of my gaping hole, spilling onto the table and dripping onto the dirt below, leaving me quivering in the aftermath of their double penetration.

My mind drifted in and out of consciousness. I was aware of snippets of conversation, of laughter, of the wet sounds of flesh against flesh, and the obscene squelching of two cocks ruining my ass together.

I looked up and saw Kofi and Amar standing on the periphery of the crowd, watching with satisfied smiles. They were the architects of this, the ones who had brought me here, stripped me of my identity, and offered me up to the village.

Kofi caught my eye. He raised his hand in a mock salute.

"Remember who you are now, Ethan," he said, his voice cutting through the noise. "You aren't a brother. You aren't a man. You are ours. You are her."

The pronoun hung in the air, final and absolute.

Her.

I closed my eyes, surrendering to the sensation of the twentieth - or was it the thirtieth? - cock sliding into my used, gaping hole. The resistance was gone. The shame was still there, burning hot, but it was mixed with a strange, terrifying acceptance. This was my place. This was what I was for.

The night wore on, a relentless marathon of sex and degradation. The village feasted on me, draining themselves into my body, marking me as their property over and over again. And I took it all, my body responding even when my mind wanted to scream, my trapped cock leaking a constant stream of betrayal onto the dirt beneath me.

By the time the crowd finally began to thin, as the first hint of gray light touched the eastern sky, I was covered in cum from head to toe. My hair was matted with it. My face was unrecognizable beneath the layers of dried and drying fluid. My ass was a ruin, gaping and overflowing, a sloppy mess of lube, spit, and seed.

I lay sprawled across the table, too exhausted to move, too broken to care. The last of the villagers had stumbled away, satisfied, leaving me in the quiet of the dawn.

Kofi and Amar approached. They looked down at me, their expressions triumphant.

"Look at that," Amar said, nudging my limp leg with his foot. "The transformation is complete."

Kofi reached out and unlocked the leash from the stake, but he left the collar around my neck. He grabbed a handful of my hair, lifting my head up so I could look at him.

"How does it feel, sister?" he asked softly. "To be used by the entire village?"

I looked up at him, my eyes unfocused, my mouth tasting of salt and sex. I tried to find the words to deny it, to find the spark of Ethan, the fraternity pledge, the student. But he was gone. Buried under layers of cum and shame.

"I... I liked it," I whispered, the truth slipping out before I could stop it.

Kofi smiled. It was a smile of victory. He reached down, his fingers gripping my chin, forcing me to stare into the eyes of the man who had destroyed me.

"Then look at yourself," he commanded, pointing to the puddle of reflection forming in the mud beneath the table. "Look at what your 'friends' made you."

I gazed downward. Through the haze of exhaustion and the sheen of bodily fluids coating the ground, a fractured image stared back. The pretty boy from the Ivy League was dead. In his place was a broken, leaking thing, a vessel for the village's lust, wearing nothing but a collar and the evidence of his own total surrender. The fraternity brothers had wanted a joke, a humiliating prank to send me home running. Instead, they had handed me over to the jungle, and the jungle had claimed me completely.

"There is no going back to America," Kofi said, his voice final as the first rays of African sunlight broke over the horizon. "Ethan died in this square. You are just the village pussy now. And you belong to us forever."
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