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Gender Swap: Barbarian To Bimbo

“Sorry Jarth, but slaughter doesn’t sell like it used to,” said Saffron, scratching underneath his gold trimmed robes.

“You can’t do this, the fight pits are my life,” I said, jumping out of my seat, knocking over a goblet of wine.

“Settle down,” Saffron motioned for a servant to take care of the mess. “I understand how upsetting this must be for you, but business is business. And the fight pits just aren’t my business anymore.”

“But a brothel,” I slammed my fist down onto his desk.

Saffron quickly settled his cup before allowing it to fall over, remaining unperturbed by my outburst. Though he was half the size of me Saffron was used to dealing with disgruntled fighters, having a sword shoved in his face wasn’t exactly uncommon when you manage dozens of hot headed barbarians.

“I’ll tell you what, I’ll give you five hundred gold pieces as a parting fee,” Saffron rummaged through a drawer and dropped a sack of coins onto the desk. “How’s that? Feel better?”

“Fuck no,” I said, grabbing the coins and tossing them against the wall behind him. The sound of cascading metal echoed around our silence. Saffron frowned, motioning once more for his servant to take care of the mess. The bastard didn’t even budge, never had to lift a finger. How I wished I could have tossed his ass into the pits and watched him flail and scream in horror.

“I don’t need gold, I need a job,” I said.

“What about the army? I’m sure they could use a warrior like you.”

I crossed my arms, “I tried that, said I was too undisciplined, a liability.”

“There’s a shock,” huffed Saffron. “Unfortunately for you, I don’t have much use for burly men in my new brothel. So unless you happen to grow tits and form a vagina, I’ve got no use for you anymore,” he let out a self-satisfied laugh. “Now if you will please allow my servant to see you out, I have work to do, construction to oversee.”

I slapped the servant’s skinny arms out of my face, taking my leave, slamming the door to Saffron’s office behind me.

On my way out I stopped by the pit, walking out onto the stone floor one last time. I watched as men pushing mops worked hard to clean up the blood-soaked stone. Some of it, I’m sure, my own blood. The memories of my prowess in the ring being washed away by scrawny laborers with no real skills to offer the world.

“What are you looking at?” One of the cleaners paused, leaning on his mop handle.

“What the hell do you think you’re doing?” I ripped the mop out of his hands. “How’d you like to be mopping up your own blood.”

“I-” he snatched the mop back, “am doing my job. Which is more than I can say about the likes of you. You had your run… you’re all washed up now, brutes…” he spat on the ground, tossing mop water onto the blood.

I decided to go where all men go when they’re feeling washed up. To the closest tavern. And I wasn’t the only ex-fighter planning to drown his sorrow in a tankard of mead. I avoided eye contact with a few familiar faces, men who left scars on my body that won’t soon go away. Even so, they took no notice of my presence, keeping their eyes focused on their tables, each one sitting alone.

“Mead,” I said, taking a seat at the counter, my back facing the other patrons. The bartender soon returned with my drink. Not even a drink could bring a smile to my face, that’s when I knew just how low I had sunk.

“Figured I’d find you here,” said a delicate voice, followed by a delicate hand trailing across my shoulder. A woman, probably in her mid-twenties, took the seat next to me. I wished she didn’t, I wanted to be left alone, and tried to make that as clear as possible. I glanced out of the corner of my eyes, sipping on my drink, she had a fucking fine body though, big tits too. The kind of woman that used to crawl all over me after winning a fight.

“Don’t you remember me?” She asked, pouting, her plump lower lip quivering slightly.

I searched my memory for who this woman might be, but came up short. I’ve bedded a lot of willing women in the prime of my career. Every female in the kingdom wants a taste of your cock when you go undefeated. Oracles tell them if they want to get pregnant they should seek out the most virile of men, and that leads them all to me or one of my cohorts, if I’m not exactly the flavor they’re looking for. Still, I tried to make a habit out of remembering their names, I had a lot of return visitors. But whoever this woman was, I was certain I had never seen her before.

“That’s fine,” she said, after five minutes of neither one of us saying a word, her attitude remained perky and upbeat. “I didn’t think you would remember,” she smirked.

I had to admit, her words, they made me curious. Now I really wanted to find out who this was. Perhaps that was part of her little game, just trying to get me interested, and in reality we never met, probably just wanted something from me.

I let out a heavy exhale, so she knows how much of a bother it is to speak with her, “Sorry, but I don’t have a clue who you are. Look I just came here for a drink, I’d like to be alone right now.”

“The Praying Mantis rather be alone than with a woman, I don’t believe it,” she said.

The Praying Mantis… it was a nickname given to me in the pits. So at the very least she knew of me, but so what? A lot of people did. I always hated that name… I got it after ripping a combatants head clean off his shoulders. It’s just that... it’s the female of the species that would eat the heads of their mates, so it really didn’t make sense. Unfortunately, it stuck.

“Come on,” she said, placing a hand on my thigh, fingers lightly squeezing. “I want to take the number two fighter for a ride,” she smirked.

Number two… I knew she was only saying that to get a rise out of me. And of course it worked. I may be a strong man, but I’m not a strong man.

“Why would you want to sleep with the second best?” I asked.

“Haven’t heard? The first isn’t around anymore,” she shrugged, “good riddance to him anyway.”

“And who might the first be?” Why I was letting her get to me, I didn’t know. Maybe after losing everything, a bit of fun with a woman might help numb the sting of my wounded pride. Anything to make me feel on top again. And nothing makes you feel on top of the world, like getting on top of a sexy little wench like her. Not even victory in the pits compares.

“Garne,” she said, chuckling to herself, “Of course. But I can settle for you, how about it?”

Her hand slid from my thigh to in between my legs, her fingers nimbly searching for my crotch, giving me a playful squeeze.

“Seems like your buddy down there already has his mind made up,” she laughed, giving my hard cock a tug over my trousers.

Damn thing, always betraying me like that. To think, what a man might be able to accomplish if he didn’t have his cock calling the shots at least fifty percent of the time.

“Alright, I think I can let you have a go… only if you say I’m the number one fighter though. Let me hear you say it,” I got out of my seat, moving behind her, hand placed on those sleek shoulders, the floral scent of her hair wafting into my nose, making me throb all the more.

She got out of her seat, hand in mine, leading me up stairs to the private rooms. “You’re number one she,” said, her voice trailing behind her, filling my ears like sweet honey. “But only because Garne is dead!” She laughed, skipping ahead and down the hall.

“Hey, what the hell… you sneaky little…” I trounced after her. She slammed the door to the room in my face, taunting me.

“Come on big strong man, what’s the matter, can’t open the door?”

I jiggled the knob, leaning my shoulder into the door, trying to budge it open. She must have been leaning back on the other side, trying to keep me out. I gave it a little more energy, pushing harder. She pushed back. Fuck, she was stronger than she looked. Not that I gave it my all, of course, didn’t want to hurt her. Still, she had more strength in that tight sexy body than some men that I know. And that… that made me really want her.

“You asked for it,” I said, playing along. I tossed the door open, she stumbled back. I swooped my arm behind her, catching her before she fell to the floor. Her skirt lifted up and over her waist, her soft panties visible underneath, a wet spot in the center.

“Looks like I’m not the only one excited,” I said, sliding my hand between her thong, getting a feel of her wet pussy. She licked her lips, giving me the eye, her face saying ‘give it to me.’

I lifted her off her feet, and tossed her onto the bed, her petite body bouncing before settling down onto the mattress.

“Oh no,” she said, spreading her legs wide, “you’ve got me all sorts of worked up.” She pulled her thong aside, sliding a finger into her tight hole. “See,” she removed her fingers, her juices dripping down.

“And I don’t even know your name,” I said, working my way over to the bed.

“Call me Ginny,” she said, brushing the air out of her face, taking a deep breath as I gripped her by the waist and pulled her towards the edge.

“Alright, I’ll call you Ginny. And you can call me gurglrlgl,” I said.

“What?” She laughed, “I don’t get it.”

“Oh, you will,” I unbuckled my trousers, stepping out one leg at a time, my hard cock throbbing for her. I took a handful of her hair, bringing those sweet lips up to the tip of my cock. “Because it’s all you’ll be able to say with my cock in your mouth.”

“Mmm, is that so,” she cooed, licking her lips, her fingers wrapping around my shaft. “Let’s find out, shall we?” She teased the edge of her tongue along the tip of my cock, lightly flicking. I let out a heavy groan, her mouth making me shiver.

“That's all you got? I was hoping that sweet little mouth of yours could handle a bit more than just the tip.”

“Don’t you worry, I can handle a lot more than that,” Ginny opened wide, sticking her tongue out. She slapped my cock against her tongue before swallowing me up, sucking her way down my shaft. Spit drooled over her lips, out between the two of us, soaking every inch of my hard cock as she took me deeper and deeper down her throat.

“Fucking hell,” I growled, reaching behind her and giving her tight ass a squeeze. “Now that’s how you suck a cock.”

Ginny pulled her mouth off, strands of spit dangling off the two of us, she exhaled a heavy breath, “I know what men like. You can say I’ve spent some time in the mind of men before.” She latched back onto my cock, throating it deep, sucking the spit, bobbing her head back and forth, sloshing all around.

“I don’t give a fuck how you learned to do that, just keep doing it.”

Ginny had my legs shaking and quaking and aching for more. Her mouth, as perfect as it was, just wasn’t enough for me anymore. I needed that pussy, needed to feel that tight warmth that hid between her legs. I shoved her onto her back. Getting on top of the bed, hovering over her.

“Fuck, I want that pussy,” I growled, stroking my cock over her.

“Then come and take it, show me how a fighter fucks,” she growled back, snapping her teeth at me. Damn, she was something else. I pressed her legs open, ripping her thong to the side, no time to waste taking it off, I had to have her. And have her right fucking now. I slipped my cock up and down along her wet pussy, coating my shaft in her honey.

“Oh god, yes,” Ginny moaned, tilting her head back, her tits pressed out. My cock sank into her tight hole, stretching her open, taking her inch by inch. I gripped her voluptuous tits, squeezing and teasing those nipples, feeling them stiffen by my touch.

“Give it to me,” growled Ginny, “fuck me like you mean it.”

“Damn, you’re an animal, aren’t you?”

“Fuck yeah, I am. Now shut up and give me that cock,” she squealed, biting down on her lip, grinding herself against me, her wet clit sticking to my pelvis.

If she wanted it, I had no qualms giving it to her. Really giving it to her. I don’t know what it was about Ginny but she wasn’t like the other pit groupies I’ve taken to bed. She wasn’t submissive like they were, laying on their back just waiting for me, wanting me to do all the work, quietly taking my cock. Pressing against my chest if things got too rough. No, Ginny was not like that at all.

I thrusted myself up inside of her, our bodies slapping against one another, the bed rocking back and forth as I pounded into her sweet sweet hole. Ginny reached above her head, clutching the bedsheets, her knuckles turning white.

“Oh god yes, pound this fucking pussy, give it to me, please…” Ginny’s moans of pleasure echoed in the room, filling my ears. Wouldn’t surprise me if the entire floor could hear her. And that very image made me throb all the harder. Knowing others were listening to us, could hear me pound this insatiable sex freak, this woman unlike any other woman. Something was different about her, but what? I couldn’t place it. And I didn’t care, I was far too hard and horny to give a fuck about what made Ginny better than the rest, all I wanted was release. I needed it, yearned for it.

“More,” shouted Ginny, “Is that all you got, you really are number two after all.” Her little jabs at my pride made me all the more aggressive, made me fight for it. Reminded me of my trainer, saying I’ll never make it in the pits, saying I wouldn’t last a day. Those words made me struggle for it all the more. And hearing them now from Ginny, it had the same effect.

I gripped my rough hands around her little waist, my fingers digging into her supple flesh. I forced her pussy down my cock, shoving myself deeper in each time. Her tits bouncing, her body shaking on the bed.

“Fuck, you little bitch, you can really take it huh?”

Ginny placed her palms on my cheeks, bringing my face just inches away from hers, her chin jutting out, head nodding. “Damn fucking right, nobody fucks like me.”

Ginny wasn’t going to let her words be all talk. Not like a common wench, always saying, ‘you’d never had a girl like me,’ but wenches are all the same. Ginny shoved at my chest, and for a moment I thought it was too much, she needed to stop. But no, I was wrong. Ginny shoved me down onto my back. My cock standing tall and erect.

“You’re not the only one who knows how to take charge,” said Ginny, squatting over my cock. Grabbing my shaft, she teased the head of my dick across her soaking pussy lips, flicking it in and out of her little hole.

“Put it in,” I demanded, the torture of not having her killed me.

“Uh uh,” Ginny wagged her finger, “you’ll get it when I’m ready.”

“Fuck, you little slut, give me that pussy.”

“Say please,” chuckled Ginny, dipping the tip in and then pulling it out.

“Oh fuck, please…”

“Very well,” sighed Ginny, sinking herself down the entire length of my shaft. Her breasts hanging in front of my face, begging for a squeeze and a taste. I ripped the front of her blouse down. My tongue searching after those stiff and aroused nipples, sucking them into my mouth. Ginny bounced herself up and down my cock, her thick ass slapping against me, sweat dripping down her forehead, her black hair slick and sticking to her back. The amount of energy she burned, the endurance of this woman. I said I didn’t care where she learned her tricks, but now that was a lie, I had to fucking know.

I reached behind her, spreading her ass, thrusting my hips up. The two of groaning our pleasure together, louder and louder, enough to shake the walls.

“Spank me you bastard,” grinned Ginny.

I slapped her perfect ass, watching it bounce and dance for me. “Again,” Ginny demanded. She didn’t have to ask twice. I spanked her like the naughty girl she is, her cries a sweet serenade, better than what any minstrel could compose.

“Holy fuck, I’m gonna-”

“Do it,” said Ginny, hopping off my dick and spitting in her hands. She gripped my cock and stroked it faster and faster, working the tip with little twists of the wrist. “Cum on my tits,” her breasts poised right over my dick. I tossed my head back and forth, holding in the need to explode, wanting it to build up to its absolute peak until I couldn’t hold back any longer and… cum erupted from my cock, spraying her tits, sticking to her chest. Cum dripping down that curvy body of hers. Ginny laughed and smiled, delighted at what she accomplished.

“Thank you,” said Ginny patting my legs, tossing her legs over the side of the bed, wiping the sweat from her forehead.

I don’t know what she thanked me for, I’m the one who should be thanking her. Fucking hell, there was something special about this woman and I had to find out what. I haven’t felt this good about myself in a long time. Felt on top of the world, like I could do anything.

“You know, technically that was my first time. I had to try it out,” said Ginny.

“You’re first? No fucking way, there’s no way. No girl does that her first time.”

“Well I’m not like other girls,” said Ginny, cleaning the cum off her bust.

“Pfft, that’s what every girl says.”

“In my case it’s actually true,” Ginny shifted over to me, bringing her lips up to my ear, nibbling. “Want to know my secret?”

“Tell me,” I stroked the top of her head, her long locks falling nicely between my fingers.

“Alright…” Ginny pressed her lips to mine, “I’ll tell you…” she gave me one last peck. “Garne isn’t dead… I’m Garne.”

No, no way. The shock of what she said hit like a broadsword to the face. When she said it, I believed her, though I knew it couldn’t possibly be true.

“You’re lying,” I said, point blank. “Garne is a man… you’ve got tits and a pussy and…”

“And I was twenty-two and one in the pits if somebody didn’t succumb to cheap sneak attacks,” said Ginny.

“Like hell it was a sneak attack, you know damn well that… no, what the hell am I saying, you’re not Garne.”

Ginny shrugged her shoulders, “believe what you want, but I am.”

“Let’s say I do believe you, how did you go from being an ugly fuck to this sexy little slut, explain that.”

“Simple, a sorceress provided me with a potion that permanently altered my appearance. From now on, I am Ginny.”

“But why? Why would you do that? You were a great fighter, an alpha, why this?”

“Because,” Ginny adjusted her top, fighting with her tits to keep them tucked away, “sorry still getting used to bras. Anyway, it’s like Saffron says, there’s no money in the pits anymore, but sex always sells. And I’m gonna sell the best damn sex men have ever had.”

“But-”

“Tell me you wouldn’t pay for this… tell me that wasn’t the most fun you’ve had,” Ginny stared me down, waiting for my response.

I had no reason to lie to her… him… her… whatever I had no reason to lie to Ginny, she’s been more honest with me than any human alive.

“It was fucking amazing,” I admitted.

“See, because we’re men, we know what men want… what they really want, and can give it to them, well with the help of a potion that is. Fuck the fight pits, we both know I can make a shit ton more money doing this.”

Ginny was right. Hell, after it ended I was already contemplating someway to have another go with her, “you really think this will work?” I asked.

“You don’t?”

I knew Ginny would have no problem getting men. Just looking at her, she was irresistible, she had it all. I was all set to drown my sorrow alone in the tavern, but when she sat next to me, I knew I wouldn’t be able to control myself.

“Can- can anyone do this?” I asked, “Make the change?” I couldn’t believe I was actually asking that, actually contemplating becoming a woman. But what choice did I have. Fighting was out, fucking is in. And like hell I was going to let Garne get the better of me. I’m not wallowing in misery while he’s off fucking whoever he wants, raking in the gold, probably becoming the capitols number one prostitute. Like fucking hell I’d ever let that happen, if anyone deserves that title, it should be me.

“I don’t see why not,” said Ginny. “I can give you all the information you need. Madame Maria isn’t too hard to find, once you know where to look. Why? Are you seriously thinking of making the swap?”

I swallowed, “Y- yeah, I am,” nodding my final approval.

“Good,” smiled Ginny, “I look forward to the competition,” she offered me her delicate hand. The two of us sealed it with a shake, “It’s on.”

Under any other circumstance I would have a hell of a lot to think about. I mean, I just fucked a guy, didn’t I? Or maybe not, it was all too confusing. But to hell with the specifics, it felt fucking amazing, Ginny fucked like no other. So screw overthinking it, it felt good and I left it at that. Now I only had to hope that Madame Maria would be willing to do for me what she did for Garne. Ginny told me where to find her, what she looked like, all that, but didn’t say much else. Told me nothing about how much gold she wanted for the service, nothing about whether swapping was painful. Though, I suppose, it didn’t matter the cost… I was going to do this, whatever it takes, I’m all in.

Madame Maria lived in a small hut in the outskirts of the capitol, far off the beaten path. If you didn’t know what you were looking for, chances are you’d pass it right by. It blended in well within the surrounding foliage. Vines and the like all creeping up the walls of her little home.

I stood outside her hut, nothing but a cloth divided what hid inside and myself. I was nervous though, excited of course, but also nervous. There would be no going back once I made the switch, Ginny was sure to remind me of that. You only get one shot.

“Are you going to pace around out there all day or are you gonna come in?” Said a stern albeit delicate voice.

No point in beating around the bush any longer. I pulled back the cloth covering and stepped inside. The inside was no less strange than the outside. Candles dripping wax lined the walls, an iron cauldron bubbled over a fire in the center, bones of I don’t know what littered the floor. But Madame Maria, what a sight to behold. A beauty, mature yes, but stunningly gorgeous, a long black dress covered most of her body, her well endowed bust however practically spilled out over the top, her breasts jiggling with each step.

“Why have you come?” She asked, looking me over.

“I want to become a woman,” I said, looking away from her. “I heard you could help me.”

“I can…” she continued to circle around me, inspecting my body closely. She lifted my arm and squeezed my biceps, “And why would a man like yourself, want to become a woman?” I swallowed my spit. Do I tell her the truth? What if she thinks it isn’t a good enough reason. I wondered what Garne might have said when asked the same question.

“I met a girl… Ginny. She said you changed her. I want to be like her, I want to be better than her. The way she made me feel it was otherworldly. I want to do that, give men what they want, make them explode at just the sight of me.”

Maria wordlessly nodded, not taking her eyes off me. I wondered what she was looking for, what was she seeing?

“I’ll do it,” she finally said, “I don’t get many visitors, it gets lonely and though a sorceress I may be, I am still a woman. I still enjoy… company,” the last word dripped off her lips with an air of seduction. “Your friend didn’t disappoint, and I’m sure you won’t either.” Maria traced her hand along my arm, bringing it between my legs, grabbing my crotch. A smile flashed across her ruby red lips, “You certainly won’t disappoint,” she gave my cock a tug.

“I’ll do it, yes… I’ll give you what you want. But first you will give me what I want,” she pressed her chest against mine, squeezing me some more, “that cock,” she whispered in my ear, her tongue licking. Her voice had me shuddering, had me growing harder. “Besides,” she continued, “I’ll need that cum of yours for the potion anyway.”

“Whoa, wait, you mean I’ll have to drink my own cum?” If that was the case, count me out.

Maria shook her head, “the potion isn’t for you, it’s for me. I drink it, and then you drink from me. That’s the way it works.”

I let out a sigh of relief, that I was okay with. So long as I wasn’t the one drinking any cum.

Maria wasted no time, ripping my trousers clean off, getting on her knees. She was insatiable, thirsty for sex. I couldn’t stop her. Practically tackled me to the ground to get at my cock. Maria however paid little attention to how I felt. Only riding me for her own satisfaction, teasing her clit while she bounced herself on my cock. Rubbing and rubbing the orgasms out of herself one after another. And as she shivered on top of me, I couldn’t hold out much longer. Her warm pussy tightened around my cock, practically milking me on its own.

Maria hopped off me, “Don’t you cum yet,” she gripped my cock hard, cutting off the flow. “Into the cauldron.” Maria kneeled down beside me, my cock hovering over the boiling water, not exactly where I wanted my cock to be positioned. Maria spat in her hands, groping my shaft, sliding her wet fingers up and down.

“That’s it,” cooed the sorceress as my cock pulsated in her grip, her finger squishing their way to the top. “Spill that cum for me, give me what I want.” Faster and faster she stroked me, not stopping, no matter how much I groaned and shivered, my knees bending as I braced myself for release. Strands of cum spilled out, dripping down into the brew before me. The clear liquid in the cauldron shifted into a bright pink.

“Perfect,” sighed Maria, licking her fingers clean, “just perfect.”

Using a wooden ladle she scooped up a healthy amount of the strange glowing pink potion, bringing it to her lips. She carefully sipped upon it, a hand cupped beneath her chin, drinking and drinking until the ladle emptied. She finished with a sigh, smacking her lips.

“Now my darling,” Maria reached her hand into her bosom, scooping her tits out one at time, “come… drink.”

I placed a hand behind her back, pulling her in closer, bringing my lips to her tits. “Go on,” nodded Maria, “drink of my milk. Maria pinched  at her round nipples, droplets of milk leaking out and rolling down her tits, down onto her black dress.

I opened wide and latched onto her breast, cupping her tits with my hands. I sucked her nipple in, sweet creamy milk filling my mouth. Overflowing and drooling down my chin.

“Drink. Drink.” Maria demanded. “More.”

I sucked and sucked on her tits, after draining the one, I switched to the other. Maria moaning, her head tilted back, enjoying the pleasure my mouth gave her.

Then it started. I was changing. First my hair, growing down past my shoulders, long and blonde and full of delightfully bouncy curls. My face, less rigid and more smooth, my features growing smaller, more soft. My body no longer a burly brick of muscle but slender and curvy. And my chest, now with a pair of tits. Big and full and ripe. I placed a hand on them, my nipples sensitive to the touch. I let out a moan, not a loud grunting sort but a soft wispy and airy moan. So fragile, so elegant.

I removed my mouth from her breast, milk spilling down between my cleavage. My shirt tightened around my body, barely able to contain my new tits. I was far too enamored with myself to focus on Maria any longer. My own body, my seductive new body became the sole object of my attention. I groped my tits, lifting and lowering them, feeling the weight, feeling the pleasure that pinching my own nipples gave me. And if I had tits then… I shot a hand down my trousers, no longer did I have a cock, but a pussy and a clit. I slid a finger across my hole, shivering as I touched my little clit.

“Oh fuck,” I sighed, it felt so damn good, so much more sensitive than my cock ever did. I rubbed my little pussy more and more, shaking all the while. I couldn’t stop, this new sensation filled me with wonder. My fingers pruned as they coated in my juices.

“Like it?” Maria asked.

“Like it? I fucking love it,” I moaned, sticking a finger inside the wetness, curling and hitting a sweet spot. “Oh god, yes.” My body gave little spasms, my hair falling in front of my face.

“You’ll notice an increase in your sexual appetite,” said Maria, licking her lips as she watched me play with myself, “it’s a normal response to the sudden rush of new hormones and changes, but with time it’ll settle into something a bit more normal. In the meantime I suggest you enjoy it, get the most you can out of it.”

“Oh, I will,” I said, closing my eyes, letting the waves of pleasure roll over me. I grabbed onto Maria's shoulder for balance, not stopping for a second. I rested myself against her, grinding up all over her. “Fuck, I need more… more.” I understood why Ginny couldn’t help herself, why she fucked like such an animal. These new feelings I… I wanted cock, wanted it so bad and would do anything for it.

I dropped to my knees, my voices shrieking throughout the tent, exploding with an orgasm like I’ve never felt before. “Thank you Maria. Oh thank you.” I slid my pruney fingers out of my pussy. But I wasn’t done, not yet. I needed more, I needed to know what a cock felt like. I never hungered for cock before as a man, but now it’s all I can think about. I needed somebody to take this pussy, anybody.

However, I couldn’t let my lust get the best of me, couldn’t allow it to push all the rationale out of my head. I had to be smart about this. I didn’t want to just fuck anybody, well I did, but that wouldn’t be smart. No, not just anybody, I wanted to fuck Saffron. Show him what I’ve got, show him that he could no longer refuse me. And with a pussy this tight I knew I could get him to do whatever I wanted. Make me the number one prized whore in his brothel, the one every man would want to fuck. Saffron knew business, I could use him, use him and never be without again.

“Look you and the rest of the fighters are just going to have to deal with it, so fuck off,” said Saffron as I entered his office, his eyes fixed on the paper before him, not looking up.

“Ahem,” I cleared my throat, my soft voice catching his attention.

“Oh, very sorry,” said Saffron, taking a sip from his goblet, “thought you were another disgruntled ex-employee. Been having a lot of issues lately, had to hire a bodyguard and everything,” Saffron glanced at the man standing in the corner. A stiff and rigid man, a body like I used to have. “Anyway, how can I help… such a beautiful young thing.”

I sauntered my way up to his desk, head held high, I knew I had all the power here. Men like Saffron are all weak when it comes to a woman like me. I placed my hands on his desk, leaning over, giving him a clear view down my shirt.

“I heard you were starting a brothel. And I think I have what it takes to be your best seller,” I said, dipping a finger into his goblet, and sucking the wine off.

Saffron’s face turned red, such a weak willed man, “Is that so? Well, I haven’t decided on who’s getting the V.I.P room just yet, and there are plenty of other woman who-”

I pressed my pointer finger to his lips, quieting him down. “How about you let me show you what I can do first and then you can decide if I have what it takes.”

“Uhm.. yes… well, that’s not typically how it’s done but perhaps I can make an exception.” Saffron rolled up his sleeves, and shuffled his papers back into the desk. “Rob,” Saffron turned to face the man in the corner, “You may take your leave.”

The guard nodded and headed for the exit. I stepped out in front of him, blocking his path. I yanked the guard into my hold.

“He stays,” I said, “I want you to see just how much I can handle.” I got down on my knees before the guard, pulling down his trousers. I curled my finger toward Saffron, motioning for him to join. “Well, come on, I’ve got enough mouth for the both of you.”

Saffron stood next to the other man, his hands frantically undoing his belt. “Fuck, I think I just hit the jackpot.”

Damn right he did. And so did I. Not only because I was about to solidify my place in Saffron’s brothel but also because I was about to get, not only one hard dick, but two. And I was desperate for some good cock, these feminine hormones or whatever it was, drove me absolutely mad. I’d find no rest until I found a good cock and I just happened upon two.

I pulled the guard’s cock out, hard and erect. I gave myself a slap across the face with his thick member, showing the two of them what a naughty cock-slut I can be. The guard growled, clenching his teeth, my lips teasing the edge of his dick.

“Like that?” I said, flicking my tongue at the tip. “Hmm?” I sucked the guard’s throbbing tip into my little mouth, popping my mouth off with a wet smacking sound. “Don’t worry, I didn’t forget about you,” I spat in my hand, fingers wrapping around Saffron, stroking him up and down, sloshing my wet hand along that cock of his.

I switched back and forth between the two of them, sucking one and stroking the other. Saliva spilled over my lips, dripping down my cleavage as I worked the first few drops of precum out of the two of them.

“Fuck, what a nasty whore,” grunted the guard, his cock forcing its way deeper down my throat.

“Damn right, my fucking whore,” grinned Saffron, pushing the guard back and taking his place in my mouth.

“Easy boys, I’ve got enough for the two of you. Plenty of holes to go around,” I winked.

“I like the sound of that,” Saffron turned me around, pushing against my back, shoving me down on all fours.

I could hardly believe the words I was saying, were they really me. The sorceress’s spell changed more than my outward appearance, but something inside me as well. Or was I always secretly a slutty whore, just tucked away inside my manly exterior, waiting and waiting for the chance to finally come out.

Saffron slid his palm across my wet pussy, his fingers teasing my sweet little clit. He gave my ass a spank, leaving a handprint, marking his property.

“Fuck, do that again,” I begged, “Spank me.”

Saffron reared his hand back, letting me have it, slapping my ass and making it jiggle for him. “You can have her mouth,” Saffron said to the guard, “For now this pussy is mine.” Saffron slipped his cock over my pussy, between my cheeks, not yet inserting himself but torturing me with his teasing.

The guard came around front, his thumb pushing against my chin, opening my mouth wide to receive him once more. He slipped his cock in, his rough hands clutching the hair atop of my head.

“Uggh, fuck yeah,” groaned Saffron, sinking his cock deep into my wet cunt, “now that’s perfect.”

It was about to get a whole lot more perfect. Simply having them inside of me wasn’t enough, I needed to get a pounding and if they weren’t going to do it I was.

I rocked myself back and forth between the two of them, taking a cock in my mouth and pussy. My ass slapping against Saffron, my mouth choking down the guard’s dick.

“Shit! Slow down,” Saffron clenched his teeth. Not much endurance in that one. But like hell I was going to slow down. I needed my pleasure. Needed more cock. I bounced my ass of Saffron, taking that dick deeper and deeper. My pussy juices splashing out of my tight wet cunt.

“Shit shit shit,” Saffron shook and shuddered, unable to contain himself.

“Come on big man,” I said, “Cum on this ass for me,” I slapped my thick ass, showing him right where I wanted it.

Saffron slipped his pulsating cock out of my cunt. His warm load sprayed onto my ass in ropes.

“Fuck yeah, just like that,” I said, giving my ass a squeeze. “You’re next,” I said to the guard, adjusting onto my knees. My tits just beneath his cock. “Come on, cum for me, right on my tits.” I spat onto the guard’s dick, stroking him faster and faster, working the tip, bringing him right on edge and not stopping for a second. Twisting and turning my wrist and then, the guard lurched forward, his cum firing down my body, dripping off my chin, rolling down my big tits. I gave my nipples a pinch, pressing my breasts together, his cum pooling between my cleavage. “What a nice big load,” I said, licking my lips.

Their heavy breathing filled the air. And I hoped they weren’t done just yet, because I needed more. My pussy ached for another fucking, I wanted them to shower me in cum until each one of their cocks completely drained itself upon my body.

“Is that all you’ve got?” I asked. “I really hope I’ve got the job, because I’m ready to go again.”

“Oh you got the job,” said Saffron, patting my face, “I’m going to make you the most coveted whore in the capitol.”

“Good, now shut up and give some more of that dick.” I went after Saffron, grappling for that cock of his.

“Fucking hell,” groaned Saffron, his cock so sensitive from release, pushing me away. “Just- just give me a second here.”

“Uh uh, I want that cock now,” I licked his tip, his whole body shaking with post orgasmic delight.

I rubbed my clit, building myself up to an edge, “I need more cock now. She’s waiting for you,” I gave my slit a little tap.

“Alright, anything for my prized whore,” Saffron rolled his shoulders, stretching out his arms and legs. Getting ready for another go.

I had him, oh I had him. My time at the top wasn’t over yet. Hell no, it had just begun. I was going to milk Saffron of every drop of cum he had and then I’m going to milk his brothel for all it’s worth. Nothing could stop me, not when I looked like this, not when I fucked like this. No man could resist me. I was about to have everything I had as a fighter and more.

Fertile Gender Swap

Years and years of hard work was finally about to pay off. There was no wiping this smile off my face. I kept myself locked away in my lab tirelessly working my life away until the completion of my time machine and now that it was finally finished... and tested for safety of course… it was time for me to journey into the past.

But first I had to shower and get myself cleaned up. Locking myself in an underground clandestine lab for weeks on end didn’t exactly give me much time for personal hygiene and boy was I filthy. I couldn’t arrive a thousand years into the past like this, they’d believe humanity hadn’t progressed at all if I did. I had to look ship-shape, the top of my game and all that. Besides, I was a bachelor and if I happened to impress a few ladies with my accomplishments, I wouldn’t want to disappoint them.

I leaned over the bathroom sink, chin up, carefully shaving the stubble, periodically tapping the razor against the porcelain to remove the clumps of hair. Why else create a time machine, for technological progress? Pfft, the real reason a man does anything is to win favor with pretty women. And my accomplishment and knowledge would surely put me well above any man that existed in the past, present, or future. I would be like a god to them.

I hopped out of the shower, toweling off, making sure to get between the legs. I had to make sure this cock was nice and squeaky clean for the ladies of a thousand years ago. I wouldn’t expect them to wrap their warm lips around me if it wasn’t… and finding a nice perfumed bath in the past may not exactly be so easy. So I had to get myself nice and fresh and be sure to stay that way.

I tossed on simple clothes, it wouldn’t be wise to wear my best in this case. What if I happened to arrive amidst some mountain tribe, loafers wouldn’t exactly make it any easier to traverse the terrain. The more practical the better. The machine wasn’t exactly the most accurate with where it dropped you off, only when. So long as I travelled far back enough in time to wow the world with my gadgets, I knew I would be fine.

I stepped into the machine and closed the door, taking a deep breath in to steel myself for whatever was about to happen next. A few clicks on the keypad later and the machine began to whiz and whir, followed by a bright flashing light. I felt myself being tumbled and stretched, my body contorting in all sorts of strange and uncomfortable ways. Then in another instant my sense of self snapped back together, falling through a clear and empty sky, landing safely enough on a patch of grass.

“I did it!” I shouted, getting to my feet, laughing madly, overwhelmed by my success. “I sound like a super villain,” I remarked, placing a hand over my lips to stifle my laughter and excitement. I didn’t want to scare anyone away. If anyone saw me behaving in such a manner, well… let’s just say mental illness isn’t exactly understood this far into the past.

I stretched my arms out wide, looking over the plains and huts before me, I wondered what tribe I stumbled upon as I shouted once more, “I have arrived.”

My words and appearance, for reasons I didn’t yet understand, were met with screams. The men and women of the tribe scurrying around their huts in a frenzy.

“Please, please,” I said, lowering my arms, “I come in peace.”

And then a guttural and growling voice shouted from somewhere behind me, “Fuck, looks like that one is already naked for me.”

I turned to face the speaker, large men came racing over the plains, still a good distance away. I wondered what they were in such a hurry for, perhaps they just came back from a hunt, ready to share their kill with the tribe. They certainly had the build of hunters, strong and powerful, even from this distance there was no mistaking the size of those muscles, very impressive. But I was not here to impress with my strength, but with my wit.

“And she’s got some nice big tits, too,” shouted another, pointing in my direction.

Naked and big tits? I spun around seeing if I could spot this beauty the hunters were referring too. Perhaps the women of this tribe waited naked and ready for the men to return, giving themselves over the moment they did. Yet as I glanced all around I saw no one, just a tribe frantically running and hiding on one side and hunters closing in on the other.

Then it hit me, how could I be so foolish, I was too lost in my own wonder to see clearly. These weren’t hunters, they were raiders. And I was standing, confused as could be, right in their way. I ran for it, heading towards the huts, having no other choice but to run and pray for safety.

And as I ran I felt off balance, something was amiss, an added weight slapped against my chest and I could feel the grass between my toes. I looked down and to my surprise I had no shoes, no nothing, my legs slender and bare and… they didn’t look like my legs at all. I stopped, almost falling over myself. I ran my hands nervously over my body, wishing I had any sort of clothing to shield my nudity, for whatever reason my clothing did not make it back in time with me.

More than that… I- I had tits! Big ones too, which explains why this body didn’t move quite like what I was used to. In fact, this body was nothing like mine. I continued to explore myself, completely distracted by the change and forgetting all about the emergency of the situation I had found myself in. Big tits, long blonde hair that cascaded down my back, and between my legs was not the cock I had grown so fond of but a pussy. There was no denying it… I was a woman, and by the feel of it quite beautiful and voluptuous.

The time machine… it must have scrambled my DNA or some such, an unforeseen occurrence. But I had to make do with what I had. Adapt quickly and find safety. However, I allowed myself to get too distracted by this sudden and arousing change and before I knew it one of the raiders lifted me up off my feet and tossed me over his shoulder, carrying me with one arm, the other wielding an impressive axe.

I struggled against the half-naked raider, my tiny fists pounding against his muscular back, my pounding went completely unnoticed and unfelt. I uselessy squirmed and struggled, trying to break free, flailing my naked body. I had no choice but to resign myself to this fate, neither this feminine body, nor my old one would have been any match against this brute’s strength.

The raiders chased the men out of their huts, slaughtering those that refused to leave and thought it wise to stand their ground and fight. The raid ended as quickly as it started. A group of raiders built a pyre and stacked the fallen men upon it, two of which were their own. The raider that I had clung to dispatched men one-handed and with ease before bringing me safely into one of the huts.

“Wait,” the raider grunted, saying nothing more, he then turned and left.

I obviously knew well enough to not try and escape. I didn’t care to risk my life for freedom. Besides, being here, even under these circumstances, was an experience no man from my time could have ever dreamed of having. For that I had to be thankful.

I surveyed the hut, nothing much to it. Just a bed, and a few stones surrounding the embers of what was once a fire. A woman sitting calmly next to me caught my attention… strangely calm considering what just occurred.

“Aren’t you scared?” I asked the woman, a tan roughspun dress covered her body. I hoped my nudity didn’t offend her, though she didn’t seem to mind.

She shook her head, “No.” She acted as if the very idea of fearing the current situation was nothing short of ludicrous.

“But… the men… you’re men… chased away and killed, I mean-”

“You’re not from around here,” she said, shifting closer to me, “that much is obvious.” She lifted a strand of my blonde hair, inspecting it. In contrast the woman had dark hair, very dark… in fact both the raiders and the tribe had raven-like hair.

The woman continued to speak, her nimble fingers continuing to play with the tresses of my blonde locks, which I had to admit felt rather nice.

“It is better this way,” she said, “the weak are removed and the strong remain. I am just thankful I had not yet been impregnated… now I may bear truly powerful offspring.”

“That’s… that way of thinking, it’s…” No matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t get the words out, the sheer disbelief shocked my system.

“You should be happy too,” she placed a hand over my slender tummy, “they will enjoy filling you and…” she gripped my wide hips, “you’re shaped perfectly for bearing their young.”

This… this… I couldn’t believe this was happening. I didn’t want to bear young, or be a muscle bound raiders plaything. I came here to be the alpha, to have any woman I wanted, this was all topsy turvy and spun the wrong way around.

This woman must have sensed my worry, because she quickly placed her hand on my back in an attempt to comfort me, “Don’t worry, you’ll enjoy it… trust me. Raiders know exactly how to fuck a woman, how to make her scream with pleasure and joy.”

Of course hearing that only made me worry more. I was not a woman, I knew nothing about being a woman or getting pleased as one, and I didn’t want to.

Unfortunately I had little time to calm down or explain things to her, because shortly afterwards the raider from early arrived stepping into our hut. He pointed at the woman next to me, motioned for her to leave and spoke  with her momentarily outside. I strained myself to try and catch what they were saying but couldn’t make a thing out. When the raider returned he had his hands on hips, nothing but a loin cloth to keep him decent, a grin gracing his chiseled visage.

“Look,” I said, sitting up straight on the bed, “I know what you’re thinking but I’m not a woman, I’m…”

The raider let out a heavy grunt and a snicker, “Not woman?” He took a few steps closer, pointing at my large chest, “Tits…” his finger moved lower, “pussy…” and then looking straight into my eyes he finished by saying, “woman.”

“Yes yes,” I said, nodding trying not to upset him. “But you see, where I’m from biology alone does not dictate one's gender, this is especially true in my circumstance because…” I could tell by the look on his face I was losing him. My words completely lost on him, my ideas wouldn’t find a foothold in human consciousness for quite some time.

“Kar,” the raider pointed at himself, “make women feel good,” he pointed at me once more. As if that’s all there is to it.

“I have no doubts in your ability to please women, looking at you I can see you’re the epitome of manliness.”

Kar’s face lit up, that much of what I had to say, he understood. Kar sat down next me on the bed, surely mistaking what I said as some sort of flirting.

“I am a student of science,” I said, ignoring his arm as it wrapped around my shoulder. “I am here to learn and experience… to experience what no human before me has… time travel and…” And he was not listening to me one bit, or if he was, he certainly didn’t show he understood a word of it. Instead Kar opted for another touch, his hand draped over my shoulder, making its way toward my admittedly cute pink nipple.

“Wait… what are you…” he pinched my nipple between his fingers, teasing it, and before I knew it my soft nipples became stiff and aroused by this man’s touch. It was just a biological reaction, it didn’t mean anything, not something I could help and… his rough hands fondled my tits a bit more, getting more rough, more playful and, “fuck… why does that feel so good,” I practically moaned.

Why? Indeed that was the question. This new body of mine, this curvy form, so much more sensitive than what I was used to. Kar laid me down on my back. His hands remained in contact with me, exploring every inch of who I now was. And as he explored this body, I knew I would let him. I had no choice, this change was another experience only I would ever get to experience. And there is no telling what I might learn from it, so long as I allow Kar to continue his research upon my willing flesh.

Kar licked at my neck and nibbled at my ear, sending waves of electric pleasure shooting through me. I helplessly and wantonly squirmed with delight beneath him, his strong body securing me to the bed.

“Oh god, this feels good,” I moaned.

Kar snickered, I could feel his cock growing hard as it pressed against my thigh. I knew what would happen eventually, I just didn't know how long I would have to wait for it.

“See, you do like,” groaned Kar, pinning my arms above my head, my back arching.

“I do, please continue,” I could not lie, I had my integrity as a scientist to uphold.

And continue he did. Kar spread my legs and rested them on his shoulder, bringing his lips between them. His warm breath tickled my clit, and in that moment I knew just how badly I wanted it. To feel what, under any other circumstance, I would have never been able to feel… pleasure as a woman.

Kars wet tongue licked my aching clit. His mouth sucking it in, tongue flicking. My body felt so good as he lapped me up, going at me like no one has ever done before. I enticed him, this perfect female form of mine, it would drive Kar to do anything. And that’s what I wanted… I wanted him to do anything and everything to me. I clutched the sheets beneath me, spasming with delight as this man ate me out. Juices dripped from my cunt, Kar smacking his lips as he tasted my honey.

“More,” I cried out, “show me how a raider fucks,” I grinded my pussy upon his lips, chasing after my own pleasure, my sweet hole beckoning for its very first penetration. Kar knew how bad I wanted it, how much I wanted to experience him, all of him, all the way. Kar took control of my curvaceous body, flipping me over, gripping my wide hips and lifting my ass up. He placed his palm on my cheeks, spreading me. And then I felt it… his cock. His large and powerful and thick cock sliding along my wet dripping pussy lips.

“Oh, fuck,” I shuddered, clutching the sheets before me, preparing myself for insertion. “Give it to me,” I begged, “I have to know what it feels like… I want to experience it all.”

Kar wasted no time. The tip of his cock teased my tight little hole. I bit my lip as he sunk himself in, stretching my tight pussy open for his mighty cock, pushing that cock in, all the way to the base, until I had all of him inside of me. And once he had himself fully stuffed inside me, his cock slippery with my juices, that’s when the fun truly began.

Kar commanded my hips, thrusting forward, and pulling me back down along his shaft. His thighs slapping against my ass with each powerful and forceful thrust. His groans and grunts mixed with my whimpers and moans of pleasure. The two of us a cacophony of lust-filled debauchery. Like a dirty whore, I cried out for more of his cock, begged for his rough pounding. My thick ass bouncing off him with each long stroke of that wondrous and pleasing cock of his. 

I begged for more and more and Kar did not disappoint. He reached over my back, shoving my face down into the mattress, plunging his cock down into me for above. The bed shaking and rocking from the force of his relentless fucking. His energy was insatiable, unstoppable. And as I felt his cock throbbing inside of me with each thrust I knew what would happen next… what my purpose was… our purpose.

Kar tensed with the need to cum, to release himself. And there was only one place he wanted to spill his seed… deep inside my warm and wet pussy. That was the whole point of being a raider. To find and fill the most fertile woman, to have them bear and raise powerful offspring. And that was now all that I was… a vessel for his warrior’s seed. Kar grabbed a fistful of my hair, my ass slapping against him.

“Do it,” I growled back at him, “fill me… I want it.” If Kar’s seed was as potent and powerful as he himself was, then I had no doubt in his ability to impregnate me. And I would, in time, receive the ultimate experience, one that no man before me could have ever dreamt of experiencing… childbirth.

Kar’s roar of ecstasy shook the very foundation of the hut. His warm seed erupted out of his mighty warrior’s cock, filling my tight hole, overflowing me with cum. I collapsed on top of the sheets, completely spent and used up. Kar in turn collapsed on top of me, completely drained and empty. His sweaty chest rested on my back, his hand petting and caressing my hair as we attempted to catch our breath together.

“Fucking hell… that was… amazing,” I exhaled.

“Not over,” huffed Kar.

“You have more?” I asked, not surprised at all.

Kar shook his head, “Warriors share… but Kar goes first.”

And soon I would find how foolish it was to believe that getting pounded by a man and filled with his cum to the point of possible impregnation was the most overwhelming and otherworldly experience I would ever experience. Because now, as it turns out, that is not the most overwhelming experience. It was not, because this experience had not yet come to an end. Kar was just the beginning.

Kar left the hut, and the woman from earlier returned with a pitcher of water. She held the pitcher out which I ungraciously snatched from her hands and guzzled down, the cold water refreshing my hot and sweaty body.

“I figured you could use some,” she said, taking a seat on the bed next to me, “after I saw him leaving the hut, dripping in sweat… I was worried whether a virgin like yourself would really last.”

“How- how did you know I was a virgin?” I asked, which was technically true, this body was indeed a virgin’s, well that is until Kar…

“A woman knows these things,” she smiled. “Hurry and drink up, the others will want their turn with you soon.”

“What if I can’t handle them all… I mean Kar alone was… amazing, but fuck, it was alot to take.”

“Don’t worry, you’ll do fine. And before you know it the strongest seed shall find its place inside you and you will birth a powerful warrior in turn,” she turned and planted a sweet kiss on my cheek. Having this woman hold my body against hers comforted me, gave me the courage and strength to take as much as the raiders desired to give.

Two raiders, equally impressive in size as Kar, entered the hut. Their chest broad and chiseled, their arms massive, but more than that, I wondered if their cocks were as impressive as the rest of them. Maybe it was the rush of these new hormones I had never felt before, but as I laid eyes on these two alpha men the desire to get fucked by them flooded my system, the aches and tiredness of being taken by Kar washed away and already I needed to have my pussy penetrated once again.

The men wasted no time. Both of them grabbed one of us, turning us around and bringing our behinds to the edge of the bed. The men stood behind us, the one spitting onto my pussy, his thick fingers swirling around my clit and then entering my hole, making sure I was stretched enough to receive him. Once he had my pussy wet enough the raider pressed the tip of his cock into my hole, sinking himself inside. His thick cock stretched my tight cunt, he placed a foot flat on the bed next to me, getting leverage and started to thrust.

The other raider hammered his cock into the woman beside me, her entire body rocking back and forth, jolting forward with each heavy thrust.

“Oh fuck, yes… fill my pussy,” she moaned and begged, clutching the sheets before her. Her tongue hung over her bottom lip and drooled while getting it from behind. She reached out and took my hand in hers, holding to me tightly as the raider spanked her plump ass.

I gripped the woman’s hand, my eyes closed, arching my back and allowing the rough raider to take my pussy deeper and deeper. The raider’s paid little attention to how us women felt, all they cared for was getting off. Their thighs slapped against us with each forceful thrust. The raider held my body against his, forcing me to remain secured to him, keeping his throbbing cock deep in my pussy as he erupted streams of warm sticky cum inside of me.

The two raiders switched places, trading their woman. The next raider slid his cock along my soaking wet pussy, dripping with the cum of the first. He slid his massive cock inside me with ease.

“Oh my god,” I shouted, my body sore… the raider not slowing down as he gripped my wide hips and forced my ass back, hammering his cock with all his might, my body shooting forward, the raider reaching up and pulling me back down his cock.

“I like this one,” grunted the raider fucking me from behind. He reached underneath my body and squeezed my tits, roughly tugging and pinching.

“It’s- it’s too much,” I cried out, though loving the way it felt.

“You can do it,” said the woman, caressing my cheek, her body splayed out on the bed, tired and used up.

I nodded, biting my lip and bracing myself… I can do it… I wanted to do it. The second raider stuffed his messy cock into my mouth, having me suck him off while the other continued to ram my pussy from behind. I rocked back and forth between the two of them, my holes being used for their pleasure.

The woman stroked my hair, gently speaking to me, “see, you’re the one they want… you’re a beauty they have never seen before.”

I don’t know what it was, but hearing that made me feel so good. They wanted me… all of them. Kar, the other raiders, it was my body that they couldn’t keep their hands off of, the one pussy they wanted to fill more than any other.

And fill me they did. My cunt swelled with streams of cum, so much of it, so much leaking out, and dripping down my thighs. The two raiders used my mouth to clean their messy cocks, having me suck the remaining cum off. And once they filled me and drained themselves of all the cum they had left, they finally completed their true reason for raiding this village.

“Do you think that’s it?” I asked the woman, cuddling with her, my tits pressed against her back as I held to her supple form.

“For now,” she said, “but it is you they truly wish to fill, and they will do so everyday until they’re certain you’re bearing a child.”

The problem was, I wasn’t certain I could even get pregnant, if this body was even capable of it. But I knew I would enjoy the opportunity  to find out.

Kar and one of the other raiders returned with a lip smacking spread of food, more than I could ever possibly eat. Roast duck, pork, stew… so much food.

“Eat,” said Kar, “need strength for child.”

“This is all for me?” I asked

“Yes. You and…” Kar pointed at my belly.

I nodded, “I won’t let you down.”

Kar nodded in return and took his leave.

“Oh my god, you’re like a queen to them,” said the woman, snatching handfuls of food off the plate and stuffing her face.

“I suppose so, but I don’t know why,” I said, tearing a bit of duck off the bone.

“You’re so exotic, and there’s something about you… something different. I’m sure they can sense it too.”

“I hope not,” I laughed, what made me different was perhaps the fact that I’m not really a woman, and I hate to think what they would do if they found that out.

“Hmm?” The woman raised a curious eyebrow.

“Nothing, eat some duck,” I shoved a bit of meat into her face.

So maybe I wasn’t about to win over any ladies like i had previously hoped. But… this might just be even better. These men, strong and powerful, they wanted me, filled with lust the moment they laid their eyes upon my curvy body. And I never felt this satisfied, this body was made for taking cock and getting filled, and I had complete access to all that. And these men, after they used me for their pleasure, they served me. Brought me food and clothing and waited on my every need. And so long as I allowed them to continue to fuck me like a dirty slut they would conintue to worship me. And who knows… in time, I just might get to experience childbirth.

I was a scientist and in the end I knew I would have to stick around to see how far life in this world just might take me. I had to do all this… for science, of course. Yes, that’s exactly right, I will take hard warrior cock everyday of my life, I will get my wet pussy filled and fucked and I will become pregnant… all in the name of science. I had no need for finding my way back into my own timeline, this was where I was meant to be. Here I was noticed, men paid attention to me, saw me, and heard me when I moaned with vigor as they thrust their mighty cocks deep into my willing pussy.

And as time passed I continued to get fucked, every day a different raider found his way into my hut to spill his sticky white seed deep inside of me. My belly grew large, filled with their offspring. And soon enough I would give birth, I will be the first man to experience childbirth.

As it turned out this new female body of mine still had more surprises in store for me. One night, while alone in my hut, Kar came in to see me, as he often does, asking if there is anything I need. My every wish fulfilled, whatever I wanted he willingly gave to me; food, clothing, the head of my enemies… whatever I asked, he desired to accomplish.

“Nothing?” Kar questioned.

“Mmhmm,” I nodded, “for now I have all that I need,” I said, pulling him in closer to me, his weight pressing down on me as he gazed into my eyes from above. “All I need now is this,” I reached between his legs and grabbed his stiff cock, stroking it over my bare chest, my tits more plump and larger than usual.

Kar pinned my wrists above my head, “Then you shall have it,” he said, kissing my lips. His mouth kissed my face all over, smothering me. His lips moved south, towards my tits. He latched onto my stiff nipples and began to suck. The pleasure so immense, my perky nipples more sensitive than ever before.

“Oh fuck,” I bellowed, squirming beneath him, his power keeping me pinned to the mattress.

“Look,” said Kar, pinching my nipples, tugging them down. As he did, I noticed streams of white creamy milk spraying from my breasts.

“Holy fuck,” I shouted in amazement. “I’m… I’m producing milk!”

“Good… taste,” Kar filled his mouth with my sweet cream, white milk dripping down his chin and back onto my chest. He brought his lips to mine, swapping the milk from his mouth to mine. I swallowed my milk, so sweet to the taste, so wonderful.

I couldn’t believe it, I could be milked, and it felt so damn good. “Milk these tits,” I shouted, “milk me dry.”

Kar went to work on my supple breasts, tugging and milking, making the streams rain upon our sweaty bodies, coating us in my milky goodness. I gripped his cock stroking him, using my milk as a lubricant, my fingers sliding on and off his sloppy milk covered cock.

“Let me milk you,” I said, shoving Kar down on his back. “I want to drain your warrior cock of all its cum.”

I got on top of Kar, riding him with all the vigor I could muster, slamming my big ass up and down on him. The bed shaking beneath us as I grinded my clit against his pelvis, shaking from the orgasmic pleasure his cock filled me with.

“Cum for me… my mighty warrior, fill me once more,” my palms pressed into his strong chest, my ass bouncing up and down the full length of his slippery shaft.

Kar shook his head, holding his load inside, his body tense, “Already pregnant… face.”

“Wherever you want it, my love,” I hopped off his cock and got down on my knees before him. Stroking his thick cock over my slutty face, I begged for that warm load, “give it to me, cum on my whore face, do it..”

Kar grunted and groaned, his hips thrusting his cock in and out of my grasp. Kar pulled my hair back, tilting my head up, making me look into his eyes as he spurted warm white streams of messy sticky cum all over my pretty whore face. I lurched forward and sucked his cock into my mouth, swallowing up the rest of his cum out of his sensitive tip. Kar reeled back, his twitching cock too sensitive to handle another touch. Kar’s cum dripped down my chin, down my chest and over my pregnant belly. I was his messy slut, his lover, the bearer of his child.

And have his child I did, solidifying my place amongst the raiders. I belonged to them, fully and completely. And it wasn’t long after giving birth that I was needed once again. Needed for these child bearing hips. It was my place in this tribe to get filled, to give as many children as possible. And I wasn’t going to stop any time soon.

Alien Abduction: A Gender Swap Tale

When I next regained my awareness I was alone in an unfamiliar room. It was rather empty, sterile, like a hospital. The walls were an unremarkable cold steel grey. The ceiling is low enough to touch. Not that I could reach out and touch it. My body was numb. No matter how hard I tried to get my mind to send a signal to my arm, my body wasn’t having any of it. It was a room for efficient use and not much else. But what that use was, was not yet known to me.

I could blink, I moved my eyes from side to side and scan my surroundings, what little of it there was. I was on some sort of cushioned examination table, that much I could make out. To my left, medical instruments. What they were for or what they did, I hadn’t the slightest idea. And there was a door, equally as cold and uninteresting as the rest of the room.

Surgery? Maybe? It’s all I could come up with. I still felt groggy. I was sure this was all rather normal. In my groggy state of mind, I simply must have forgotten I was to have surgery. Something routine, my appendix… maybe my liver… I remembered I liked to drink… a lot.

I wasn’t afraid. Wasn’t worried. Totally calm. Was I usually this calm, a side effect of the anesthetic? Then footsteps. They were coming from just on the other side of the door. The doctor? Mumbled voices. More than one. A doctor and a nurse? Strong voices, they were both male.

“You idiot,” the voice sounded slightly angry, mostly annoyed and displeased.

“Sorry, I thought I picked the right one… In my defense it was dark,” replied the other.

“Really that’s your excuse…”

I hadn’t the slightest clue what they were referring to. I tapped a finger against the cushion. I could move a finger. My mind jumped to the worst possible outcome. They were talking about me. A mistake, they removed the wrong organ. I craned my neck down, I could only move it but an inch. I was fully clothed, couldn’t see if I had any scars. Strange, I should have been wearing a surgery gown or maybe be naked?

The footsteps halted. They were right in front of the door. I could sense it. Shouldn’t I be more worried than this?

“Luckily, I am not an idiot… I know just how to fix this little mix-up.”

That should be reassuring, right? Whatever went wrong could be fixed, that’s good. The door began to slide open. I shut my eyes. Maybe I wasn’t supposed to be awake yet, I didn’t want to be the cause of any more trouble. Whoever they were, they entered, one after the other.

He took a deep full breath in as if inhaling the world, “He’s awake.”

How did he know? Could he smell that?

The other did the same, inhaling deeply and letting out a hum of satisfaction, “Do it quickly, I can feel it coming on.”

“Don’t rush me, this is your fault in the first place,” he was by the side table, the unmistakable clatter of metal on metal as he searched for something.

Silence. He must have found it.

“Hey, can you open your eyes,” a hand touched my forehead, “Can you feel that?”

I blinked. The image of his face hazy before settling. Had I not been sedated surely what I saw would have caused me great panic. Whoever this was, they were not human. They were indeed human-like, but not human. His skin was a deep purple, translucent markings twisted and twirled up his body peeking out from behind a blue-tinted robe. His features sharp and rugged. And he must have loomed over me at almost eight feet tall.

The creature, or whatever it was, jabbed the side of my hand with its finger. I winced, feeling a numb sort of pain shoot through me.

“Okay, so you can feel. Can you speak?” He asked.

I moved my jaw slightly. Only a breath escaped.

“Not to worry, you should have full motor control shortly,” he reassured me.

I tilted my chin down, my attempt at nodding.

The other stood at the foot of where I laid. He crossed his arms and tapped his foot. He too had deep purple skin. However, the translucent marking that twisted around each of his limbs did not remain so. A bright silver pumped through them like liquid mercury. And the more of this silver that ran through his body the more impatient he seemed to get.

“Come on, what are we waiting for?” The silver crept its way up the marking on his neck. His breathing much heavier. He let out a dissatisfied groan.

“I apologize for him,” said the one next to me, holding out a syringe. “It’s been a while since his last… uh… release.”

“I- It- it’s okay,” I said, finally the connection between my mind and body had reunited. Really I didn’t know if it was okay. But I thought it best to be polite in such a foreign situation. The last thing on my mind was upsetting anybody. Especially these two, who both looked as if they could snap my body in half with all the ease of snapping a pencil.

He shook his head, “It’s his fault anyway, so he can deal with a bit of waiting. See, he’s in charge of finding a proper female for us to… mate with. And obviously, you’re not female.”

“Mate?” I questioned, my head still a bit dizzy, though clearing up little by little.

“Yes yes, let me explain,” he twirled the syringe lazily in his hand. The other let out another groan as if to say ‘is this ever going to end.’ The one with the syringe sat his impatient friend down and began his explanation.

“You see, we’ve been visiting your planet for thousands of years. Ever since the females of our own species had been wiped out. It took a while to find a planet with females with enough genetic similarities to our own, enough to ensure both conception and a healthy birthing process. And we found that match on your earth.”

“And that?” I asked, doing my best to point at the intimidating syringe.

“Oh, this… just some high-powered hormones, you know… if you wanted them… and you wanted to help us out.”

“I- I- I don’t understand…”

“It’s just a little concoction is all… completely temporary. But to put it simply it’ll give you the body of fertile youthful woman… everything we need to mate with.”

“You want to turn me into a woman?” My mind was starting to come back to me. I mean, that sounded crazy. Who would agree to that… where the hell even was this place.

“Well yes… but only if you want to… we aren’t animals here… I mean we can be if that’s something you’re into…. But… I think I’m getting ahead of myself here. We haven’t even been properly introduced. My name’s Ra and that irritable bastard is Hermes.”

“Ra… Hermes…” I mulled their names over. Those were earth names, sort of.

“Yes yes… it’s always a shock for humans to hear. We’ve been visiting your planet for quite some time. Your civilizations were quite taken with us for some time.”

I really wish I had more of whatever drug they had me under before. This was just too much to take in.

“Just think it over, we’ll give you some space and then check in on you. But if you’ve ever been curious. Ever had even an inkling of a fantasy of what it might be like to be a woman… this is your chance… may be your only chance. It’s just you here and then we’ll let you go after. Nothing of your time here will remain. You’ll have your memories and no one on your planet will ever know of what you’ve experienced.”

It certainly was a hell of a lot to think about. Where does one even start with something like this?

“Come on, Hermes,” Ra yanked the other out of the chair. The silver tones of skin raging brighter, deeper.

“I need it bad,” Hermis looked pretty strained like he was fighting something. Something internal and innate to his being. Something that should not naturally be fought against.

“I know, give it time.” The two of them left, the door slid closed behind them, leaving me to my thoughts.

My initial reaction was why the hell did this have to happen to me. Of all the people they could have mistakenly grabbed… Why me? And then I realized I could just ask to leave, I did have that choice. So why did I even consider considering their proposition? Was there some part of me intrigued by this? By the impossibility of it all. Without a doubt, curiosity was creeping its way up from the back of my mind into the forefront.

Who hasn’t wondered what it would be like to be a woman? Doesn’t every guy think about it at least once in their life? Of course, it’s usually just a fantasy, not something that could ever really happen. Or is it? If a simple shot could change all that, change me… would I be foolish to pass it up. Once in a lifetime… no one else even has to know.

The basis for what I believed to be real had already crumbled all around me. Alien creatures, some strange biotech syringe that can temporarily change sex… clearly nothing in this world is as I had previously thought. Saying yes to Ra wasn’t just about satisfying curiosity. It would open me up to a world unknown to me. That life isn’t the litany of limitations I had come to accept living a generic existence on earth.

At some point, no amount of thinking it over would bring about the change. This was a yes or no scenario. Go back and nothing changes, a weird dream I might recall from time to time. Or go forward, open every door and never look back.

I can’t say how long I remained alone in that room but when Ra returned I had my answer. Probably for the best, Hermes remained outside the room. He did intimidate me, the energy he emitted, never felt anything quite like it.

“I’ll do it,” I said, point-blank.

“Glad to hear it,” said Ra, syringe in hand.

“Is it going to hurt?”

“You’ll feel a slight prick,” Ra took hold of my wrist and wiped my forearm clean.

“Not the needle. The transformation?”

“Ah, not at all. Your body will go numb, just lay back and let it happen… Ready?”

I laid my head back and took a deep breath in. Then another, and another. A mix of anxiety and excitement.

“Yeah, I’m ready.”

I closed my eyes. The needle penetrated my flesh. It hurt. My fingertips tingled and then went numb. The numbness ran up my arm and warmed my chest. The jitters dissipated. Sinking. Spinning. Dissipating. Morphing and reconstruction. The swelling, the shifting, the changing.

My eyelids flitted. The self climbing back into the self. I looked around. Ra looking back down upon me. A smile on his lips. Did it work? I rubbed my face, my lips were softer, plumper. Fingers slipping through the strands of my hair. Long hair, dark and curly. My shirt hugged tightly around my chest. I glance down, I have a chest. A woman’s chest. Breasts, even as they hid beneath my shirt it was obvious they were large and full. I placed my palms upon these breasts… my breasts. Real, so very real.

This change entranced me. I rubbed my breasts, squeezed them, lifted them, and let them drop.

“Enjoying yourself?” Ra smirked.

Enjoyment? Maybe. Shock? Most definitely. Enticing curiosity? Now that’s what drove my hands farther down my new body. Down and along my curves, over my wide hips and thicker thighs. I poked and prodded and squeezed.

My eyes traced down my body and fixed between my legs. A rush of heated embarrassment flickered inside of me. I darted my gaze from between my legs and toward Ra. I don’t know why it embarrassed me, it was in essence a major reason in my choosing.

“Why don’t you walk around, get a feel for it,” offered Ra. I swung my legs over the edge of the bed and hopped off. I stumbled then regained my balance. Both the weight change and its placement took a bit to get used to. I moved about the perimeter of the room adjusting myself little by little.

The clothing on my body that once fit so comfortably no longer sat right on me. My shirt too tight. My pants riding up my fat feminine ass. As I passed the metal table along the side wall I stopped at the sight of my reflection.

That was me? I rubbed my eyes… Yes, that was me. A beautiful face, soft features, feminine and young and fertile.

“What do you think?” Ra asked.

“Unbelievable, totally and completely unbelievable.”

When I next looked from my own reflection and then at Ra I felt a surge of a very familiar energy. Primal attraction. That raw unrestrained attraction I might have normally experienced when seeing a beautiful woman undressing. Whatever was in that syringe not only changed my outward appearance but something deep inside of me. Was it the hormones? Was it something more? That attraction continued to build. A desire that started as a flicker burning brighter toward a not so easily quenchable flame.

“Can… can I have a moment alone?” I asked, with such a rush of new emotions I needed time to get my head straight. I did feel bad about sending Ra back out agai,n. Recalling that look of Hermes, I knew now what it meant. He was in heat, in some form or another. And I was feeling the same now. With Ra standing so close to me, with this desire pulling at my heart, I would have jumped on top of him given the slightest chance.

“Of course, take your time.”

As Ra left I fanned myself with my hand… nimble fingers, not a blemish on them. If I was on earth I’d be turning heads without a doubt. I pulled my shirt off, my breasts lifted and then dropped, still not used to the weight of that addition. This time when I cupped my breasts I really started to enjoy their presence. I traced my fingers over my nipples, they stiffened as my fingertips passed over. They were sensitive, much more sensitive than I was used to. Touching them only helped fan the flame burning within me.

I pinched both nipples between my fingers and tugged, I bit my lip to stifle a moan aching to escape. The pants were next to go. I had to know, had to see it for myself just how much of a woman I had become.

I widened my stance and spread my legs. Looking down my heart skipped a beat. I no longer had the penis I had grown so accustomed to. Instead, I had a pussy. A cute little pussy, clit and all. It was both hopeless and foolish to even consider not touching it. Anyone finding themselves in this situation I believe would do the same.

With one hand I parted my pussy lips, the other moving closer to my clit. I teased the tip of my finger of my clit. What wonder sparked from that slight touch. A taste of pleasure different from what I could have received had I still had a penis. A pleasure that lingered between my legs and my lips.

I sucked my fingers into my mouth and coated them in my saliva. Working my wet fingers over my clit brought another wave of wondrous pleasure rolling through me and emitting from out of me. The teasing of a single finger turned into rubbing. My breathing grew heavier. I hunched forward and gripped the edge of the metal table. My hand slipping faster and faster over my sensitive clit.

As the swelling of pleasure blossomed from within, a blossoming of images flooded my mind. Images conjured by my increasingly hornier mind. And these were not the images and fantasies I would have pictured prior to my transformation. They were of Ra and Hermes. Of their large and solid bodies. Their broad chests and strong hands. The look of Hermes’ lusty thirst for a fertile woman, the pumping of silver swirling around his limbs and extremities.

The more I rubbed my clit and the more I fantasized, the wetter my pussy became. My fingers dripped in the juices. And while enthralled by my passions I brought the juice-soaked fingers to my mouth and sucked. Tasting and savoring the sweet juices of my own pussy. Was I going too far? Did it even matter?

All this self-pleasuring drove me wild. Alone in this room, playing with my new body, enjoying its wonderful form and function did nothing to quell that continually burning flame of desire, it only added more fuel. And I knew, as I brought myself to the edge with my teasing fingers and then suddenly stopping, the only way to ultimately quench this thirst was with Ra and Hermes.

Holding to the doorway I peered out of the room and called out to Ra and Hermes, “I'm ready.”

“Very good,” said Ra, poised and patient.

“About time,” growled Hermes, his markings still surging with moving silver. That over-eager aggression that had worried me earlier now filled me with a much different feeling. I liked it. Hermes’ want to satisfy himself, and to satisfy himself with my body, excited me.

As they entered together I felt no embarrassment this time. Only the force of my own aching need for sexual satisfaction. Just as Hermes’ had done earlier, the marking etched upon Ra’s arms and neck flickered with pulsating silver.

The combination of my growing lust and the confidence that comes with having a sexy body such as the one gifted to me had very much so altered how I would normally react in this situation.

“Well… I’m waiting,” I said, sitting naked on the bed fondling my breast.

“You’re waiting? I’ve been dying to breed,” barked Hermes, his seething lust running through those markings on his body.

“And yet I’m the only one naked here,” I spread my legs and teased a finger of my wet pussy and enticed the two on over.

Hermes wasted no time in eschewing his shirt. I licked my lips at the sight of his muscular chest. He moved in, standing over me. I placed a palm on his chest. My soft fingers tracing over the markings on his pec and down his abs. Down toward his waistband. I fiddled with the button on his trousers and opened them up. I swallowed my excitement and anticipation and reached in.

I pulled his alien cock out and held it in my hand. Massive, just massive. With these hormones pumping through me that cock of his could not have looked any better. A cock that men on earth could only dream of having. Big, thick, and beautiful. I yanked his trousers the rest of the way down. The silver markings ran up his legs and wrapped around the shaft of his cock all the way to the tip.

I slid my soft hands from the base of his massive cock up to the tip. Drawing my hands over his cock caused it to throb, the silver markings pulsating more of that fast-moving silver light.

“Enough teasing,” Hermes placed a hand atop of my head and tilted it back. He fixed my gaze to meet his, “Why don’t you start sucking on it.”

“With pleasure.”

Hermes forced me off the bed and brought me down to my knees. I took his cock back into my hand, pressing the tip to my lips, and inhaling deep the musky scent of his powerful sex. I hummed or perhaps moaned my desire for his massive cock. A cock, a male, both so deserving and in need of pleasure. A pleasure that only I could give. Only I could satisfy that raging heat and primal urge to mate and fuck that glowed brightly on his flesh.

I eased the tip of his cock past my lips. I had never held, let alone, sucked another’s cock before. I was hesitant, not for a lack of wanting, but with concern over whether I could handle it. I sucked down the first inch of his meaty cock, my tongue sliding underneath. My jaw ached, forcing my mouth to remain wide open to fit its mighty girth.

Hermes grabbed a fistful of my hair. An inch was not enough. He wanted me to take it all and so did I. Holding to my head he began to thrust his hips. Sliding his cock out and back in. Each time stuffing another inch deeper into my mouth. Deeper and deeper. Spit drooling over my lips, slipping down and coating his glowing shaft.

Hermes growled and grunted as he stuffed his massive cock into my mouth. The alien no longer cared to hold back, and I no longer wanted him to. The very tip of his cock hit the back of my throat, making me gag and choke as he continued to pump it inside my drooling wet mouth. Gargled moans were the only sounds to escape my lips. Tears welled in my eyes, a welcomed sign that I was willing to force myself to take more than my mouth could handle.

And Hermes, he sure enjoyed himself. Enjoy using my willing mouth to pleasure his throbbing cock. His hand holding the back of my head, forcing me down deeper. His cock dripping as I drenched the fullness of it in my spit. Saliva slipping down his glowing shaft and heavy balls. His teeth clenched, still keeping just a bit of himself restrained. Restrained so as to not allow that allow cum load of his to erupt too soon.

Hermes, of course, was not the only one who required the pleasure I offered up. Nor was he the only one driven by his primal urge to mate. Though most of my vision was obscured while Hermes forced my face down the full length of his cock, I could see Ra behind him.

Up until now, Ra had managed quite well to keep his urges under control, especially when compared to the sexually aggressive Hermes. That control was slipping. The silver lines upon Ra’s body glowed as bright and surged as quickly as Hermes’.

I pulled back and slipped my mouth off Hermes’ cock. Spit dangled off my chin. I gasped, taking a deep breath, desperately needing it. I wiped the spit off my lips and chin and fixed my gaze upon Ra. Watching his alien accomplice claim my lips, mouth, and throat had surely caused the burly male to rage with his own primal urgency.

I held out a hand and beckoned Ra over. I was insatiable. Hungry for another cock to taste and play with, to have stuffed inside my mouth. As Ra approached I lunged after him. Tearing his trousers down, his thick cock springing out. From what little experience I had, it seemed for whatever species of being the two of them were, having a cock of such an enormous size was the norm. Indeed, Ra’s own cock was just as massive and thick as the one Hermes roughly stuffed into my mouth.

As I let the spit spill over my lips and over the tip of Ra’s freshly exposed cock I slipped my fingers through the saliva and stroked. My fingers softly squished as I massaged the head. A cock in each hand, Hermes’ in my left, and Ra’s in my right.

“Now you’re acting like a proper bitch made for breeding,” said Hermes. And he was right. A bitch made for breeding? Oh yes. And not just that. I was behaving downright dirty, nasty. A slut in every way. A sloppy, nasty, cock-hungry whore. That’s what I had become. Or had evolved into.

“Damn right,” I said, before choking down Hermes’ cock once more. Forcing myself to choke and gag while my hand twisted at the base of his shaft.

Begging and moaning, covered in my own messy spit I switched back and forth between their two cocks. Slurping up Hermes’ and then gagging on Ra’s. Jerking the tip of one cock while I licked at the other.

“Fuck yes… give me this thick cock… mnnn…” Such dirty words left my lips with each breath. “Damn, I love sucking your cock… mmhmm…”

Ra’s hand moved from my shoulder down toward my breasts. While I played and pleasured his hard throbbing cock he did the same for my tits. He groped and massaged, squeezed and kneaded. His fingers pinched my sensitive nipples, filling me with that yummy warmth of pleasure.

“Fuck, that’s so good,” I whimpered, knees pressed to the ground, “I love when you play with my nipples.”

Ra tugged at my tits and nipples. Pulling, pinching, tweaking. Deftly working my tits with his strong hands. His hands on this new body of mine… they felt so right, so good. My supple flesh reveled in the slightest touch by those hands and begged and ached for more.

In my excitement, I stroked their cocks faster. Clear alien precum seeped out the tip of their cocks mixing with the coating of my spit. Dying to taste their precum I licked my tongue up their cocks, swirling around the head. The taste was faint, but it was there. A sweet taste that had me smacking my lips, savoring it. Of course when the time came for it. That load of alien cum belonged in one place and one place only, my wet pussy. My sweet eager pussy that so badly needed a thick cock inside of it.

To my surprise, I too began to leak something special. All of Ra’s playing with my stiff nipples had started to tease small drops of milk from out of them.

“Is… is that milk?” I asked as the droplets rolled down my breasts and over my slender tummy. Of course, I knew it had to be milk, I just didn’t expect this to happen.

“Oh yes,” said Ra, delighted by the sight of milk dripping from my nipples. He squeezed and tugged and forced my breasts to produce more milk.

“But how?” I removed my hands from their stiff cocks and brought them to my tits, enamored by what they could produce.

Together Ra and I teased and tugged at my full tits. What was once a drop of milk here and there quickly turned into full streams. Creamy milk sprayed from my tits and glistened off my body. Mesmerized by milk-producing tits my attention shifted fully to my own body. I teased and tugged and played with the milk as it streamed out of my voluptuous breasts.

Ra brought his lips to my tits. His tongue licking my nipples. Licking up the drops of milk that rolled down my supple flesh. Milk spilled from my cute pink nipples as Ra sucked each one, filling his mouth with my milk and then swallowing.

“Open,” he commanded, his thumb pressing on my chin.

I obeyed his command and opened my mouth up. Ra sucked another mouthful of milk from my tits. Then, bringing his lips to mine, he opened up and let the milk spill from his mouth to mine. Sweet creamy milk filled my mouth and ran down my chin and neck. The two of us embraced and swapped my yummy milk back and forth.

Hermes on the other hand had no interest in my tits or the milk they reproduced. His desire settled on one thing.

“If you’re not going to suck it anymore, I think it’s I put it in that pussy,” said Hermes, giving his stiff cock a shake over my face, a drop of precum landing on my cheek.

Oh yes, the time had finally come to find out what this woman’s body could really take. I was a mess, a ragged sloppy-faced mess down on all fours, Hermes lifting my hips and ass standing behind me. 

I peered over my shoulder. My ass in the air, presenting my sweet pussy for his taking. Hermes placed a hand on my back. His other hand slipped between my legs and over my pussy and clit. He rubbed my wet pussy and then spanked my ass. A hard spank that stung so nicely.

“That pussy is ready for breeding,” said Hermes, inhaling the scent of my juices on his fingers and then licking it off. He let out a breathy hum of approval and then spread my fat ass.

“Damn right it is,” I said, reaching back and keeping my ass spread for him as he teased the tip of his cock over my cute little hole.

My heartbeat heavily. I sank my chest down, pressed to the ground, face on the cold floor. I bit my lip and readied myself to take his massive cock. My first cock. The first to claim this breeding slut’s pussy. The one that would take my female’s virginity.

With his hand gripping the plump flesh of my big booty, Hermes shoved the tip of his cock in.

“Oh fuck… yes…” His cock… so big… so thick, stretching my tight pussy open to receive it.

“So tight,” Hermes grunted, forcing his cock another inch deeper, his fingers squeezing my ass harder. Sinking his cock all the way up to the base, Hermes’ sweaty chest rested on my back. His arm scooped up underneath me and held my milky breasts. Hermes shoved his hips forward, stuffing my pussy full of his massive alien cock.

Such a big cock stretching my tight pussy out, pressing against the walls, deep inside where it belonged. Where I wanted it. Where I needed it. An aching need for a powerful cock that only Hermes and Ra could satisfy for me. I doubt Hermes much cared for satisfying my needs. With that intense look on his face, the throbbing of his thick cock inside of me, Hermes only cared about getting himself off. Fulfilling his natural drive to mate and fuck. But in doing so, he would more than satisfy my own quivering need to get fucked and filled.

With his hands and fingers gripping every inch of my soft thick body Hermes thrusted his hips. Pumping that powerful cock of his in my dripping wet cunt. Moans and exclamations forced out of my mouth with each heavy thrust of his cock.

“Fuck yes baby… fuck me… fucking pound that pussy,” I cheered and roared. Hermes’ warm breath on my back, his legs wrapping around mine, our bodies tightly secured together.

“Nnn… yes… I’m gonna fill your sweet pussy with so much cum,” Hermes growled into my ear. His face nestled on my shoulder, Hermes dragged his tongue up my neck, licking me all up while pounding into me from behind. So right, so good. The air filled with the sound of mixing moans and groans and my ass slapping against him.

While Ra may not be as aggressive as Hermes, he sure as hell wasn’t going to allow himself to miss out. And I sure as hell could use more cock.

“Bring that big cock over here,” I said to Ra, sticking my tongue out and sucking on my fingers.

“Can’t get enough, huh?” Said Ra, tapping his cock against my tongue. Ra didn’t wait for an answer and forced his cock into my mouth.

Stuck in the middle between the two of them, between two powerful alien males with massive cocks… that’s right where I wanted to be. Not that I knew it before this day but perhaps it’s where I always wanted to be. Bouncing back and forth. My pussy sinking down one cock, my mouth choking down another.

With so much cock taking total control of my slutty holes it was just a matter of time until this building of pleasure crescendo into an orgasm. My pussy greedily gobbled up Hermes’ dick, tightening around the shaft as I felt ready to explode. My toes curled, my knees pressed together. I shoved Ra back, his cock slipping out of my mouth. I took a deep breath and let it all out.

“Ah! Fuck yes… just… just like that,” I tossed my head back, chest heaving, legs quivering. My pussy tightened and pushed Hermes’ cock out.

Hermes spanked my ass and took hold of his cock, “I’m not done with you yet… that pussy better let me back in.” He shoved his cock back in and took full control of my ass, hips, and pussy.

Hermes relentlessly pounded my pussy. Grunting and growling, his thick cock slipping through the mess of juices. As his cock throbbed and his movements quickened I knew it would not be long.

“Hrrg, that’s it… give it to me,” demanded Hermes.

“Yes baby, fuck my pussy… I want it… cum for me…”

After a final thrust, Hermes settled his cock deep in my cunt and held it there. Thick heavy streams of alien cum erupted from his cock filled me up.

“Oh yes, I want it all… don’t you dare leave my pussy,” I reached back and grabbed his leg, making sure he understood not to move a muscle until every drop of cum left his cock and filled my cunt.

With his cock drained of cum Hermes slid himself out of my pussy. I flipped over onto my back and took a look at the powerful being who just filled this fertile womb with a load of thick alien seed. The shimmering silver lines on Herme’s flesh started to fade. His cock twitched as it softened, residual cum dripping down the shaft. For now, he was satiated having his purpose of pumping cum into a fertile womb. The markings on Ra however shone brighter than ever.

“It’s your-” Before I could finish speaking, Ra had parted my legs and tossed my ankles on top of his shoulders. No teasing, no playing, Ra went for it. He lifted me by the hips and shoved his cock right in. As Ra fucked my pussy Hermes cum dripped between the two of us, a perfect lubricant.

Ra fucked faster, pounded harder, chasing after his orgasm. He lurched forward, hands squeezing my tits as they bounced for him. Milk squirted from nipples followed by the cries of another ecstatic release.

“You better cum for me to… I need all that cum… fill me… impregnate my fertile womb,” I begged and begged. I huffed and puffed. Hermes had taken his toll on me. My body sore, my pussy used up. I remained strong taking all Ra had to give for as long he could give it.

Ra scooped an arm under my back and lifted me, hugging me in close, holding me tightly. His thick alien cock pulsated, his hands squeezing my flesh, grunts signaling his release filled my ears. Warm cum spilled from his cock, adding itself to the mix. The two of us rocked as we held to the other. I rested my head on his sweaty shoulder, the silver markings on Ra’s back began to fade. A good thing, for as much as I enjoyed them, there was no way my poor pussy could take much more.

Having served my purpose Ra lowered me back down and stood up. Cum trickled out of my cunt. With my fingers, I scooped it up and stuffed it back in where it belonged. I wanted every drop. I wanted to be certain. I wanted their thick nasty alien loads to impregnate this fertile woman’s body. Only then would I really feel complete, satisfied.

The effects of their potent seed came on much faster than expected. My womb swelled, my belly getting bigger, life growing inside of me. I rubbed my palms over my protruding belly. A child, my child.

Hermes wiped the sweat off his brow, “That was better than I expected. Perhaps we should mate with males in this way more often,” he said to Ra. He spoke much calmer, more level-headed now that he was no longer surging with raw sexual energy.

“I don’t think there’s many that are willing to go through with it,” Ra answered.

“I am,” I said, still too tired to move from my place on the floor.

“We know that,” said Hermes.

I shook my head, “No, I mean…” I rubbed my belly, cradling the precious life inside, “After this one is born I’ll do it again.”

“Really?” Hermes looked rather surprised.

“Mmhmm… that was… amazing. I would love to.” Of course what I meant was, I would love to get fucked by both of you at the same time again.

“Then I guess we’ll be back next month for your second breeding,” said Hermes, and Ra agreed.

One month. It felt so soon. And yet so far away. I knew I would want them again tomorrow, and the next day, and the next. Still… just to have gotten this, it was everything. And I would certainly be looking forward to next month.

Fertile For The Orcs

Sullen, I followed behind the Orc raiders as they led a group of us out of our village. Glancing over my shoulder I could see the flames of what was once our home flickering in the night, the last look I took at what once stood as my home, what now no longer stands but has crumbled into a pile of ash.

Ten Orcs riding on the back of direwolves was all it took to turn our village into nothing but a pile of burning rubble. Those who could fight, did. But what chance do farmers have against brutish and bloodthirsty orc warriors? The answer… no chance, not the slightest. They slashed throats and ripped hearts out of chests. Among the men I was the only one taken captive, the rest slain where they stood.

I was not the only captive. They took what women they could. The reason is obvious, women taken captive in any raid or war are done so for one primary purpose. But Why did they keep me alive? For labor? Something more sinister? One hears of the sacrificial rituals performed by their shamans, but surely those are just stories, tales we tell our children to keep them from misbehaving.

“Keep it moving, bitch,” growled the green skinned orc shoving me from behind. I stumbled forward, knocking into Lily. Lily, a sweet woman, who lived next door to me. As she looked at me her face no longer had the once familiar glow of her being but the fear and sadness of the unknown.

“Please,” Lily pulled me to her side, keeping her voice down. “You have to do something, get us out of here,” she pleaded with her eyes as they glistened with the swelling of the tears she tried to fight back.

I swallowed the pain of looking upon her hurt, “What can I do?” I whispered back. “I have no weapon. We’re surrounded by orcs and wolves, the slightest movement out of line and they’ll kill us.” And that isn’t even to mention that we’ve been walking for miles and miles through the rough forest terrain with no food and just enough water to keep us moving along. I hadn’t the strength even in my prime to take on a single orc, let alone ten in my current condition.

“Maybe death is better than what is to come,” she said.

“Don’t speak like that, you know the gods do not keep in kindness those who willingly toss their lives into the dirt.”

“The gods?” Lily spat on the ground, “Look around, why should I want their kindness?”

A flash of desperation filled those tear filled eyes of Lily’s. A flash that unsettled me greatly. A feeling that made my heart churn and sink into the pit of my stomach.

“Lily… don’t-” My words never reached her. She turned from me and lunged at the orc behind us.

Lily grappled with the orc beast. She grabbed his wrist, foolishly attempting to wrench the blade free from his grip. In one swift movement the orc elbowed Lily to the ground. She laid there helplessly on her back. The orc lifted the blade over his head and sliced across her throat.

Stunned, I remained motionless, watching as life left Lily behind in the dirt. Her killer stepped over her body and gave me another shove, “I said keep moving.” I knew better than to do anything other than obey. I had no desire to meet the same fate. Life means something, it means the possibility of change. The only way out of this was to just keep going. Even if I couldn’t see a real reason as to why.

Seven of us in total were taken captive. After days of trekking through the woods, five of us made it to the orc’s encampment. The raiders’ return was met with grand revelry. The blaring of a horn welcomed them, the sound of their success and our demise. The smell of roasting meat over an open fire filled the air and made my stomach churn with wanting. We haven’t been given so much as a single morsel of food. 

As the raiders rushed the welcoming camp they seemed to forget us. Supposed it didn’t matter. We didn’t have the energy to run or attempt an escape. So I made no attempt to do so. Instead, I watched the scene unfold before me. A strange and otherworldly scene. Orc women tossed themselves at the raiders in a show of primal lustful desire. Privacy, shame, none of that existed amongst the tribe. They acted off desire and want and had no qualms over doing so.

Two orc females tossed themselves to the ground on their knees before one of the raiders. Their hands fighting for access. They tore the raider’s loincloth off and greedily ran their hands over his massive cock. With an insatiable hunger in their eyes, they ran their hands over the length of the orc’s cock, stroking and tugging until it stiffened for them. The females pushed and shoved one another, jostling to be the first to have his cock inside their mouth.

The winner was rewarded with the male orc stuffing his cock deep into her throat. He pulled at her braids and thrusted his hips, ramming his cock into her mouth. The female gagged and choked upon it. Spewing saliva that drenched and coated the length of the male’s cock. The second female brought her face underneath them, sucking the orc’s dangling balls, licking and lusting upon them. Growls of pleasure mixed with the blaring horns.

With his cock dripping in orc spit the raider shoved the women off, forcing them onto their knees. The females lifted their hips and presented their asses for him. Gripping the plump green flesh of the female’s the raider stuffed his throbbing cock into her pussy. Taking her from behind, the raider pounding his massive cock in, fucking her wildly. Her face pressed into the dirt as her cries of pleasure begged for more. The other female waited impatiently for her turn. Her hand slipping between her legs and rubbing her pussy, the wetness of it audible.

The whole display of raw perversion lasted until the raider fucked, finished, and filled each of the females. And when the sex ended they feasted on the roasting meat. My stomach grumbled, as did my fellow captives’.

An orc approached us. His skin is more grey than green, his face worn by his years living in this world. His build was also less impressive than the raiders, leaner, not as muscular.

“You must be hungry,” he said more so to the group of us than to anyone in particular. None of us dared to respond, though he did appear sincere. “Follow,” he said with a wave of his hand. He led us into a tent away from the rest of the tribe, left us there, and when he returned he did so with what our empty stomach could only describe as a feast.

“Eat,” the orc instructed. And we did. The five of us tore into whatever meat this was. Ripping chunks off the bone and stuffing our face, washing down each bite with water from a clay jug. The orc sat before us saying nothing until our bellies were filled. “Good. Undress,” the orc commanded next.

The four women all shot me a fearful glance as if there was anything I could do to prevent this.

“Don’t worry. I will not do anything. Only check for disease. Part of my role is to keep both the tribe’s bodily and spiritual health in order. Now undress,” said the orc. So he was a medicine man or rather an orc… a shaman.

Still, none of us wanted to disobey. Even if he wasn’t some heartless raider, doing as told was the only way to keep ourselves safe. The five of us stood up and removed our clothing until we all stood naked before him. Orcs may not feel shame or guilt over nudity, but we’re civilized and certainly did. It felt horrible to watch my fellow villagers expose themselves in this way. The women standing naked, breasts and all the rest exposed for this creature’s inspection. I saw more of them than I should have ever been allowed to see.

The shaman went down the line of women. Looking over each one carefully. He lifted and squeezed their breasts, I can’t say I had any idea what he was looking for, what this had to do with diseases. But he went about it with the look of a scholar studying a tome, not as a man desiring a woman’s body. He had them spread their legs and did the same treatment down there with the same studiousness. The women were uncomfortable, to say the least, but imagined the ordeal could have gone much worse considering how I saw the raiders treat their females upon return.

The shaman stopped in front of me, something caught him off guard. With a look of shock he spoke, “You’re no women!” He paused, his glance moving from between my legs to my face, and waited for me to explain myself.

“I- I- No, of course not,” I said.

He looked over each one of the women, “All of you, out… now,” he barked. The women shuddered in shock and headed for the exit. “Wait,” he called out, “Clothes,” he pointed at the dress strewn about upon the earth. The women scurried for their clothes, got dressed, and exited. I wiped my brow. I’d hate to imagine what may have occurred had they not dressed before leaving.

“This… this is no good,” said the shaman tapping a crooked finger on his chin, a grave look etched upon his face and brow. “They’d kill you if they knew.”

“They’ve already killed everyone I know,” I said, my expression stiff as stone.

“I can only convince them of so much. The women they will allow to live, I’m sure you know why. But a human male, that is worthless to them.”

“I will be killed.” I suppose I could come to accept my fate. I’ve done all I could to preserve my life, the gods could not falter me for that.

The shaman shook his head, the beads in his beard clattering against each other, “Only if you choose to not remain stubborn.”

“I’m not-”

“We shall see…”

The shaman lit a fire beneath a cauldron in the center of the tent, bringing the water to a boil. He moved about collecting various dried herbs hanging around the tent and tossing them into the cauldron. Then he grabbed a waterskin which was definitely not filled with water. He squirted into the mix a thick creamy liquid much like milk but with the scent of musky sweat. Using a large wooden stick he mixed the concoction.

I peered into the cauldron at the unappetizing thick white liquid seeing my reflection and asked, “What are you doing?”

“Giving you a chance to change the outcome,” he said, lifting the stick out, globs of creamy white liquid sloping back into the mix.

“And how is… tea… supposed to do that.”

“Tea…” His laughter unsettled me, “Not tea. This will change you, forever. Death will find you quickly if you remain as you are but with this…” he scooped the brew into a clay cup and presented it to me, “You will become a woman, you will at the least survive.” He shoved the cup into my hand.

“That’s not possible,” I said, the horrid scent of the brew assaulting my senses, the heat of the cup warming my hands.

“See. Stubborn thinking.”

“Even if it was, why would I want-”

“Stubborn perceiving.”

I sighed in frustration, it was all I could do.

“Male. Female. You are always you regardless. Drink, and at least you will go on.”

I pinched my nose and brought the cup to my lips. What choice did I have? If drinking this was my only way of preserving this life given to me by the gods then it must be done. And if this was some trick, a poison. Then I may still die in good standing, with the right intention. And it sure beats dying at the hands of one of those raiders, strung up and disemboweled in front of an audience of monstrous brutes or any other horrible tortures their kind delights in.

I took the first swig and choked down the vile brew. I gagged then forced down another disgusting mouthful.

“Keep drinking, you must finish the cup,” said the shaman.

I wiped my lips clean and shook my head.

“You must.”

I took a deep breath, best to get it over with quickly. I drained the rest of the contents into my mouth and swallowed it down. Gagging and choking as the thick liquid dripped down the back of my throat I managed to finish it.

“Good,” the shaman took the cup from my hand.

I placed a hand on my head and clutched a fistful of hair, “I need… I need to lie down.”

“Yes yes,” he helped lay me down on the earth. Looking up, the world swirled and spun around me in the most dizzying manner. I closed my eyes.

Sinking deeper into myself, out of the blackness of behind my eyelids a world emerged. My village stood before me as it was before the raiders arrived. Then the screams. The death. Then Lily. I tried to speak to her but the words would not come out. I reached out and touched her. She moved in closer to me, pressing her forehead to mine. A flash of light encompassed my entire vision.

I blinked awake, unmoved from where I had been lying within the tent. The shaman standing over me, a smile on his face. Did it work? I wondered… it must have, he reached a hand out and helped me to my feet.

“Come take a look,” he said.

Staring down into the calm liquid of the cauldron, what I saw staring back at me was not my reflection. I raised a hand and touched my face… and yet it was. My features are smooth and round. My skin is soft, pure, and new. I poked my cheeks in disbelief that this was real. This face… it was mine, but it wasn’t… it was… Lily’s… Her eyes. Her lips. And looking down… her breasts, her hips and… I stopped before moving any farther down.

“Tell no one,” said the shaman, stern as stone, “No one,” he repeated. “Now, I must see to the other women. Take your time, these changes will take some getting used to.” And with that, he left the tent. The other women, I was like them now. Female, fully and completely.

In the general sense, I felt off, displaced with this new body as if I did not yet fit properly within it. I continued to stare at the reflection in the cauldron, touching my face. Doing so helped reorient me. The more I touched, the more here I felt. And so I touched. Touched my face, my long blonde hair, my shoulders, and neck. This was me, all this was me now.

The touching did not stop there. I slid my hands from my shoulders to my breasts, full plump breasts. As I squeezed them from over my shirt shame burned in my cheeks. Was this wrong? Then my fingers traced over my nipples and a tingle of pleasure unlike what I have experienced before surged within me. And no longer did I care if this was right or wrong. I simply wanted to experience it.

I slipped my hands under my shirt and over the soft supple flesh of my full breasts. My nipples stiffened at the touch of my nimble fingers. Pinching my cute little pink nipples felt all the better. I couldn’t stop. I pinched, and tugged, and teased. Enthralled by the pleasure a simple touch could provide me.

My breathing deepened. Chest heaving. A yearning for more centered itself between my legs. That one spot that had earlier given me pause now burned with such a growing desire that to ignore it became impossible. And looking honestly at myself I saw I did not want to ignore it. I wanted to explore it, to know it, to feel and live it. Was it simple lust that drove me toward it or was it something more? The answer to such I did not have. What I had was this body and my fingers walking down my slender tummy and sneaking under my waistband.

I spread my legs and widened my stance. My hand slipping over my pussy, fingers rolling over the slippery juices that coated it. Wet, so wet already. A shiver ran up my spine and I wanted more of that. I rubbed faster, biting my lip, heavy breaths exhaled from my nostrils. Soft moans escaping me. Shuddering, quivering, faster and faster. The mounting pleasure building my ecstasy with each swift motion closer and closer and then… I stopped. I could not bring myself any further.

My worries, my fears, and confusion, all of it gone in those moments leading up to now. With all that had happened in the past couple of days, should I really be feeling this good? I found myself frustrated. Frustrated in starting. Frustrated in stopping. Yet the feeling inside me required satisfaction. And if I could not bring that satisfaction to myself, then perhaps I must find someone who can do it for me. Someone who will not hold back, who will not stop at the first hint of uncertainty welling inside my mind. Then suddenly, in a flash, it made sense. The raiders return, the females tossing themselves fully at them, giving themselves up to be taken. Allowing themselves to be driven by nothing but their primal urges. I understood it. I wanted it. Was there something these savages knew that I did not?

The shaman didn’t return, and I could not stay in this tent like this. It would drive me mad. I rushed out of the tent. The revelry of the raiders’ return still ongoing, still crescendoing. The shaman circled the bonfire, beating on an animal skin drum. Circling and beating the drum, voicing a low continuous hum. And the center of that circle was not just the bonfire but an orc, a massive burly orc with muscles out of the realm of human possibility. Beneath that orc, laying on her back was Catherine, one of the women from my village.

Catherine had her legs spread high in the air, the orc grunting as he pounded his cock inside of her. She tossed her head back, her face contorted with pleasure when she spotted me.

“L- Lily, is that you… I thought they…” Her words breaking off periodically as the orc thrusted inside of her.

The words of the shaman rang inside of me, tell no one, “I’m fine,” I said. Catherine did not seem to question it. By the looks of her, she was far too enthralled within her passions to bother questioning the reality before her.

“Mmm… fuck… that’s… good,” Catherine whimpered while on her back, her tits bouncing to the rhythm of the orc rough pounding. “Lily… you’ve got to… they fuck so good.”

I couldn’t believe it. These savages destroyed our home and yet the women… all of them, they didn’t have an ounce of care. They moaned and whined and begged for more. I had never seen them enjoy anything like this before. Was I missing something?

As I continued to watch I couldn’t help fight these strange new emotions swelling inside me. I liked what I saw. I loved what I saw. I wanted what I saw. That yearning between my legs flared into a burning flame once more. In a flash I imagined myself in Catherine's position, laying on my back in the dirt, the weight of the massive orc pressing down on me as he presses into me. This change of mine… it didn’t just change my body, but my desires. Those desires pumping increasingly harder through my veins.

Unable to resist or stop myself I moved into the circle. The shaman glanced my way and nodded. An orc shouted in the distance, “There’s another,” his voice deep and guttural filled with an eagerness. My heart pounded in my chest as he approached.

“Thought you could keep one to yourself,” the orc said to the shaman.

“She’s all yours,” the shaman replied.

Yes, all his… all seven feet of him. The orc grabbed my hips, his hands large and strong, dominating even.

“Let him,” said Catherine, her hair a tangled mess, muddied by the earth. “They’re not like the men of the village, they know how a woman wants to get fucked.”

And that was what I wanted. That want came from some deep and natural part of myself. I wanted the same as Catherine, the same as all the captured women, the enjoyment and bliss of hard orc cock.

“Good hips,” said the orc as he squeezed, “Good for mating.”

“Lily was always the prettiest,” Catherine added. The orc grinned, hungering to claim his prize.

Lily… the prettiest… she certainly was. A curvy body, full tits, a plump ass. And that was me now. All her beauty, all the sexuality left unsatisfied by her husband, that was mine. I could not let it go unsatisfied any longer. Yet I didn’t know how to satisfy it… or did I. Remembering my arrival, how the orc women tossed themselves at the raider, how they hungrily gobbled his cock. Maybe I did know something.

I dropped to my knees before the imposing orc. I ripped at his loincloth thirsting to see what hid underneath it. His massive cock sprang up over my face, hard and erect. Thick and massive. Did they all have such big cocks? As a man, I would have never been able to compete with what they had. But now as a woman, I did not have to compete, I got to enjoy.

I wrapped my fingers around his thick shaft, tugging his cock closer to my lips. My tongue darting out and licking at the tip. That first taste of orc cock… so good.

“Looks like I got me a natural whore,” the orc barked in my face.

“Mm.. she’s been needing a good fuck for a long time… her husband had nothing like…” Catherine let out a yelp as her orc lover slapped her breasts, “Fuck yes… slap me again,” she begged.

The orc looked down at me, “Tiny dick humans can’t please like orcs.” He shoved the tip of his cock into my wet mouth, sliding it across my tongue. I choked on the tip, spewing saliva down his shaft. His rough hands gripped my face. He pumped his hips back and forth, shoving his cock deeper down my throat each time, making me gag. I gagged, I spat, I sloshed my fingers over his messy slippery dick. Forcing me to choke down his mighty cock made that yearning between my legs feel like nothing before. I pulled back to catch my breath. Saliva dripped down his cock and dangled off my chin, dripping down and soaking my shirt as it uncomfortably stuck to my chest.

“Oh gods, your cock is so good,” I bellowed, the words coming out all on their own. I pulled my shirt off. Ever since I had these big tits it didn’t fit right anyway, my breasts needed to be let out. The orc liked that. His hand shot after my breasts, squeezing them.

“Mnn… fuck…” I could feel why Catherine liked it so much when her orc handled hers.

The orc pinched my nipples, tugging at them until they stiffened, his cock bouncing in my face. While he tugged and pulled, I grabbed for his cock and brought my mouth back down on it. So many new sensations, so much all at once. Then another one, something as a man I could never experience. As his hands worked my tits, drops of milk seeped out of my nipples, rolling down my breasts and his hands.

The orc hunched over, his tongue licked up my tits. He sucked my sensitive nipples into his mouth. Sucking and filling his mouth with all the creamy milk they produced. With milk dripping down his chin he spoke, “A human ripe for breeding.”

Breeding? So that’s what we were here for. To breed with these savages. To have their offspring. Offspring that would be more powerful than a human. And I am now a part of that.

“Mmm… yes, breed me with this big cock,” I slapped his cock against my cheek, sucked the tip, and popped my lips off.

The orc turned me around and brought me down to all fours. Using brute strength the orc ripped my pants at the seam to get at my juicy goods underneath. He slipped his hand between my legs, slapped my wet cunt, and growled deeply. He spread my ass and slipped his cock over the wet juices of my pussy and then shoved himself inside.

“Oh gods… that’s big,” I cried out, clutching the grass between my fingers and ripping it from the earth. His thick cock stretched my tight pussy open, fitting himself deep inside.

“Give it to her good,” said Catherine to the orc inside me.

The orc raised his hand back and spanked my fat ass. My flesh stung in the best way. My body lurching forward, “Fuck yes… spank me again.” Another slap and another, giving me such a good spanking. A spanking that I deserved for being such a naughty whore, a slut for a savage’s breeding.

Claiming me from behind the orc rammed his cock repeatedly into my tight cunt, forcing me to take more of it each time.

“Mnn… fuck me harder,” I moaned, “Fill my pussy with that orc cock.”

Growling, grunting, he secured me down to the earth, drilling into me from above, plunging his cock in. My pussy contracted, tightening around his shaft, greedily keeping it where it belonged.

Heavier, harder, my ass slapping back against him as it bounced. “Give me that orc cum… fill this pussy, impregnate your whore.”

With one hand on my hip and the other on my shoulder, he forced me back and shoved forward, sinking cock up to the base. The orc let out a deep roar, releasing himself. Warm orc cum erupted from his cock, filling my pussy, dripping between the two of us.

Having used me up the orc slipped his messy cock out of my cunt, cum dripping down the tip. Yet getting used by him, his cum stuffed inside my pussy, I never felt better. I had what I wanted, I found satisfaction in it. In being used and claimed by such a powerful savage. He stepped over me, hunger still burning in his eyes. From there he went for the next female find, looking to spread his orc seed inside as many of the females of that camp as possible.

The orc on top of Catherine had also had his fill with her and filled her with his nasty load of cum. He left Catherine there in the dirt, her body soaking up the heat of the bonfire as she felt the waves of immense satisfaction after taking her orc’s thick load deep in her pretty pussy. And what he left her for was me.

“Looks like it’s my turn with you,” he said, squeezing my fat ass as it remained presented in the air for him.

“Another one… come and get it then,” I spanked my ass.

The orc wasted no time in taking my pussy all for himself. Shoving his cock through the mess of juices and the previous orc’s load of cum. He reached over my back and grabbed a fistful of my, pulling my head back as he thrusted himself up and in.

“You better hurry up,” said a third orc now joining the circle, “I want this one too.” He stroked his massive orc cock as his brethren pumped his own harder and deeper in me, forcing moans of ecstasy to come spilling out over my lips.

“Fuck,” the orc growled, burying his cock deep, “Her cunt’s so tight… you won’t have to wait long.”

“W- why… don’t you let me suck on yours while you wait,” I said, reaching out of the impatient orc. I tugged his cock over to my lips. He forced me to throat his cock. Caught between the two of them, bouncing off the cock of one and sucking down the others. Getting dominated by two at once certainly excited me all the more. Catherine was right, these savages sure know how to fuck a woman. Never would I have guessed what raw sexual bliss two massive cock’s could give a person, yet here I was receiving all I could want. Receiving another thick load of cum inside my cunt alongside the first. The orcs took no chances, they would not stop until each one of their new female toys had enough cum stuffed inside sure pregnancy.

When one finished, another took his place. At some point, I simply lost count of the number of orcs who used me for their own selfish desires. But with each one, I had received what I wanted, another load, another chance, and having them impregnate this fertile womb of mine. It would only be a matter of time before my belly grew big with their offspring. Another moment that I could not wait for. Another experience that in my previous life I would have had no hopes of having. The shaman not only offered me another chance at life but a chance at a life worth living. A life of meaning, meaning found while on all fours or on my back, or in any other position that delighted my new dominant masters. I would worship them, their powerful bodies, their mighty cock, all of it deserving of such grand worship. And there was no better way to offer such worship up than by allowing them complete control of my slutty wet holes.

When all their savage debauchery simmered to its end another feast was to commence, We human women did not eat solely amongst ourselves, hidden away in a tent. We ate with the tribe, with the orc men and the orc women. Here nothing is hidden, nothing is private, all is shared; men, women, food. It connected us in some primal and natural way. Perhaps they were not as savage as I had been led to believe. Perhaps they understood something about this life that the walls we humans have constructed had for so long kept from us. I had no intention of leaving. The very idea of running or escaping or going back to another human village held no place in my mind anymore. I had to wonder, did they really capture us, or had they in some way liberated us. Given us a chance at a life that would have otherwise been impossible to live.

Perhaps I did not yet know the answer to these questions, but I had every intention of sticking around to find out. And of course to stick around for the hopeful birth of the life that would soon begin to grow inside of me, my way of offering back to this tribe that may have very well given me all I had wanted.

Fertile For The Demon

Most who chose the path that I myself travel do so in the pursuit of power. Driven by their pride or greed or hatred. All of them, myself included, seeking to manipulate this world to communicate with one which is hidden from man. But my pursuit is not one of power. I find no satisfaction in gold or political control like those magicians who work their will from the kingdom’s underground. My satisfaction comes from satisfaction itself. That is to say the primal and base pleasure of my own body.

Why waste precious energy pursuing castles when one can only occupy a single room at a time. This hut and the vast woods that shroud it is enough. Cotton covers the same as silk. Ah, but the body, the pleasure it can experience, now that is truly unbounded. For a time I satiated my thirst on whores. Willing sluts who would spread their legs for a few coins. Which is perhaps the only thing gold is good for, I much rather cut out the middleman and go straight to the source.

That source, a whore’s pleasure center, I have dove deep into it many times. Taking them in every way. Riding them, being ridden by them. Ropes, whips, chains… one, two, three, at a time. Whatever they were willing to do I was willing and then some. In this hut, in their homes, behind their husband’s back. Growling while they moaned, grunting when they whimper. Spilling seed on them, in them, wherever I pleased.

These hands have squeezed every drop of delicious pleasure there is to be had from a woman. Mortal women, that is. But in the world behind worlds there are others. Others not like us, beings of a different sort. Humans, they are unfocused. They can claim themselves power but in them, even in the most brutish warrior or regal king, is weakness… spots and blemishes splattered on the soul from their time spent in this world. The same is true of whores, even in the most lusty, nasty slut is a purity that the world could not corrupt… such a shame. In the world behind worlds this is not so. They are the full incarnation of their most wanted will. And those that will themselves as lust are nothing but. Demons, nymphs, succubi… whatever name they may be given it is all the same. Entities whose being is narrowed and filed down to the point of a single symbolic reality.

That is what I am after, lust herself. She waits for me, I know it. Waits to be called upon. For someone to find her word and speak it and her out of that world and into this one. I have studied, planned, and perfected. And with the moon full in the night’s sky the time for our meeting is upon me. It is in my mouth, its taste the most sweet and savory, dripping down my tongue and throat. Swallowing it whole, I started the ritual.

The wax candles flickered around me. I took a deep breath in and then out. Holding the chalice in my hands I raised it to the moon, bowing my head. I dipped a finger into the chalice, the blood within it now thicker and coagulated yet still workable. I dragged my finger across the earth beneath me, painting it in blood. Drawing upon the sigil that had been shown to me in a moment of wild ecstasy.

A sigil undoubtedly sent to me by Lust. It came upon me one night while finding myself entertained by two whorish wenches. My cock plunging into the one’s pussy, the pleasure of it mounting from deep within the core of my being. The other whore riding the first’s face, grinding her pussy on the sluts lips. The room filled with the echoes of our moans. My cock pulsating, hungry for the woman’s cunt. As I approached the climax, in fact as we all did, I kept my focus on my one true desire. To know Lust, as it really is to be known. And as I released myself, spilling a thick load of sticky cum into this whore’s tight cunt, there in my mind’s eye I saw it, a dark red sigil both unmistakable and unforgettable.

I prostrate myself before the completed sigil, my forehead pressed to the earth. With my eyes shut I kept my focus on nothing but its image. Internalizing it, projecting, breathing it in and then out with each passing inhale and exhale. I remained unmoved in that position for quite some time, until time had no meaning, until I could no longer tell minutes apart from hours.

A powerful warmth swelled from inside of me, centered around my cock. On its own accord it stiffened, hardening to its full length and girth. Yet I did not stir, dared not to move until certain Lust was here with me. The air around my body held in itself a similar fiery warmth. I kept my mind focused on the work before me, on this patterned sigil within my mind, wary not to give into my excitement too soon lest I break the spell. But I could sense it.

Lust’s arrival was imminent, the game now was one of patience. Years of meditative practice is what it took to arrive at this point. Hours every day sitting unmoved in the silence, not allowing a single object or thought to interrupt me for even a moment. I have trained myself well. I had sat in meditation during all-night orgies. Dozens of gorgeous women, all naked, all crawling over and pleasing one another. Keeping myself in this trance state, not allowing their orgasmic moans, and wails for more to deter me. Such denial would soon pay off.

And now there was no denying that Lust was now here with me. A hand rested on top of my head, fingers flitting through the strands of my hair. I waited but a moment longer and received my message. It did not come in words but rather was transmitted through that first touch we shared. ‘Open your eyes and look upon me,’ it said.

And so I did. Opening my eyes I saw at first the sigil marked in blood now burning before dissipating from this physical plane. Then casting my gaze upward I saw what I had summoned forth. Worry and confusion shocked me. This… this was not my expectation. With my eyes trailing up the demon’s legs. Thick, strong, muscular legs. In between those legs was not Lust’s sweet succulent pussy. Instead a massive flaccid cock dangled there, thick and powerfully red, a most impressive size to be sure, it would put any man’s among this earth to shame.

I gazed up at his chest, abs, and pecs, like those carved from stone with broad shoulders. Then his face; black lips and fanged teeth. Eyes blacker still. And from his forehead sprouted two great horns that curled at the ends.

I looked away from the demon. Where had I gone wrong? Was it in my meditation? With my eyes fixed on the ground I spoke, “Y- you’re not Lust,” I said, my disappointment palpable.

Clutching a fistful of my hair the demon wrenched my head back, forcing me to gaze once more upon his twisted visage.

“I am your Lust,” the demon snarled his words. “Am I not? Perhaps you should take a closer look,” The demon, pulling at my hair, forced me forward, dragging me on my knees and in between his legs.

“It- it can’t be…” My eyes went wide, inches from his dangling cock, “Lust is a woman. A beautiful, sultry-”

“Lust is what you desire. I can only take what form you truly find most pleasing. Unless you doubt what you see before you? Unless you doubt your own mind?”

Was he right? I had dedicated every bit of my life to this ultimate pursuit of most wanted pleasure. There are no mistakes in my spells and magick. So then… this must really be what I want. I could deny it, I could turn and run, I could banish this being back to its world. And yet, my cock had remained hard all this time, while I eyed his cock and drank in the sight of those muscles. That powerful body, that strength, with one hand he could lift and toss me about. A being of pure domination.

“Yes…” I exhaled deeply, sliding my hands up those muscular legs, “You are my lust.” I wrapped my fingers around his cock, feeling it harden in my hands. “I submit myself to you. I am yours. Mind, body, and soul. Yours claim and to own, to use and have, however you so desire. For that…” I tugged on his thick cock, stroking it from base to tip with both hands and bringing it to my lips, “Is my desire.” Opening wide, I slid my mouth over the tip of his great red cock, tasting its warmth and wonder.

“Good,” the demon growled, clasping my face between his large hands, “You’re job is simple. Let me do as I please. And you will find that what I did pleases you most.”

Before I could speak my response the great demon thrusted his hips forward, stuffing his thick cock into my wet mouth. Pumping his hips, the demon slid his cock between my lips and over my tongue. Grunting, he thrusted harder, forcing that cock of his deeper. My jaw ached as I struggled to keep my mouth open wide enough to fit him.

He made me choke and gag on that cock of his. Saliva spewing over my lips and dripping down his lengthy cock, forcing my face back and forth, taking complete and total control of me. Using this wet hole for his own pleasure. Which in turn delighted me so.

As this monster fucked my face I never felt so alive. Such a thrill, my heart pumping the raging blood through my veins. To give up all control to another more powerful, more deserving, this was my joy.

The demon slipped his cock out of my mouth. Grabbing hold of his cock he slapped me across the side of the face with it, “What a good cock sucking slut you are,” he said.

“More, give me more of your cock,” I demanded, spit dangling from my chin.

The demon shook his head.

“No? Why no, I need it… I need that thick cock choking me.”

“You’re a very good whore,” he waved the tip of his cock over my pursed-out lips, teasing the underside of it. “But not perfect. Not yet.”

“Please, whatever you want. I’ll do it. Just let me taste more of you.”

“Very well,” grinned the demon. He raised his hand over my forehead and snapped his fingers. In an instant, a burst of flames surrounded my body. I shrieked in terror. Which quickly subsided, for the flames surrounding me did not burn and caused me no pain whatsoever. What they did cause was far more extraordinary than that.

As the orange flames licked up my flesh subtle changes began to take place upon my body. Slowly, bit by bit, I was changing. My chest expanding, my hips growing wider, my once hard cock now flaccid, and then shrinking further still. My hair meanwhile grew longer, laying past my shoulders in long curly brown tresses.

“Wh- what’s going on?” I blurted in my confusion.

“You’re becoming what I want,” the demon barked back as my skin softened, glowing fresh and new, my features less rigid and more delicate. “The perfect bitch for me to fuck.”

As the flames dissipated and with them so did my uncertain fear. For I understood what he meant and what he wanted. Looking down upon myself I was no longer the same self I had come to known. I was not the pussy thirsty man I had always seen myself as. No, as I knelt before my new master I was a cock hungry female slut. I had tits, large and full, nipples pink and round. A slender tummy, soft and delicate to the touch. And as I separated my knees and look farther down still I no longer had a cock, the cause of so much of my pride. In its place was a pussy, a pretty little pussy with a tiny little clit.

I slipped my hands along the length of my new curves, enjoying my own sensual touch, letting a soft moan escape my lips.

“Isn’t that much better?” The demon asked.

“Mmhmm,” so much better, I shivered as my fingers passed over my sensitive clit.

All this time I had spent fucking whores. Fucking them, mounting them, ramming them with my cock, and erupting load after load of cum. Watching them take my dick, listening to them moan and pant and beg for more. Squealing and shrieking in orgasmic ecstasy. Licking them up and tasting every inch of their supple flesh. Drinking in all that they had to offer and more. Yet that was never what I wanted, not truly. What I wanted was this. I wanted to be that whore. Now I could see it more clearly. While fucking them, deep inside, I wished it was me laying on my back, legs spread in the air with a man on top pounding his thick cock into my tight hole.

Here, in this moment, I had access to all that. I was that nasty whore I had always dreamed of being. And in front of me, that thick powerful cock I always desired of having… of worshipping and pleasing. And his cock was more than I could have ever asked for. More than any mortal man could have ever given me.

“Am I the perfect whore now?” I asked, lifting my hand up underneath my tits, groping and squeezing them, biting my lip as I eyed his juicy cock.

“We shall see,” said the demon, grabbing a fistful of my long brown hair with one hand, the other he used to open my mouth up, slipping his thumb between my lips for me to suck on as an appetizer.

The demon pulled his thumb from my mouth, a trail of saliva following, stretching then snapping. He yanked my hair back, my head tilting up. Then he stepped over me so that the beautiful package was poised directly above.

“Let’s see how well you can suck these next,” huffed the demon. Dipping down he brought his juicy cum-filled demon testicles to my lips. “Go on then, suck on them for me,” he ordered.

“Yes master,” I answered, opening my mouth to receive him. The raw pheromone-fueled scent of his sex assaulted my senses and filled my pussy with a deep aching. I dragged my tongue along his dangling demon balls, sucking one into my mouth, fondling it with tongue and lips.

“Nnn… that’s a good start,” he grunted, stroking his shaft, still slick with my spit. “Now the other one.”

I sucked the other one in, doing as he commanded. My one sole purpose, do as he says. With my mouth stuffed with his demon baby-makers, I wrapped both hands around his slippery cock. Stroking and sucking the master simultaneously.

He pulled at my hair, my mouth popping off the tip. “Fuck, that’s good,” my voluptuous breasts heaving as I caught my breath.

The demon directed my gaze upon his monstrous visage, “Now tell me, who owns?” He growled like a wild animal.

“You do, master. You own me.” I said.

“And who is my nasty slut toy?”

“I am your slut, master. Yours to use however you see fit.”

“Damn right you are,” he held a hand up and snapped his fingers. If the last time he snapped was any indicator, whatever was about to happen was going to be wildly astonishing.

Thick black ropes sprouted for the earth. On their own accord, the ropes sprang toward me, wrapping binding around my wrists, forcing my hands and chest down to the ground. My face, tits, hands; all pressed to the earth. Another pair of ropes shot forth and bounded themselves around my ankles, legs, and waist. These ropes took control of my lower half, parting my legs and lifting my plump ass and pussy into the air.

“Now you can really be my submissive little sex slave,” said the demon, circling around my body like a predator circling its prey.

“What are you going to do to me?” I asked, my pussy presented in the air for him, beckoning to have his cock come over and play with it.

“Whatever I damn well please,” he grunted, moving behind me. Looking over my shoulder, the best I could while tied and bound, I saw him rearing his arm back and then-

“Oh fuck… mmmn…” I cried out, his rough palm spanking my fat ass.

“You’re just a dirty slut who needs to learn her place, aren’t you?” With both hands he gripped the plump and supple flesh of my behind, squeezing and working it, lifting and spreading.

“Yes master, teach me my place. Punish me like I deserve to be punished,” I begged, wagging my ass for him to come and claim.

The master dominated my naughty ass, spanking, and spanking until my flesh stung a bright red. I never knew there could be such pleasure in being treated like nothing more than a piece of human fuck meat. The hair pulling, the spanking, the forcing his massive cock down my throat until I choked, gagged, and drooled all over it. All of it had my body pumping with insatiable lust and desire for more. My sweet little pussy eagerly calling out for its own raw and dirty treatment. Calling out in the only way it knew how, that is by gushing its creamy juices, becoming wet and ready to take a cock with greater ease. Not that I could imagine a cock that size going into a pussy this tight with any sort of great ease.

“Please master… please,” I begged, bucking and grinding my hips as much as these ropes and bindings would allow. “I need you inside me, please give me that thick demon cock.”

The demon spread my ass and slapped his mighty cock against my wet pussy, tapping the tip against my sensitive clit, “Is this what you want?”

“Fuck… please, put it in,” I begged and begged, clutching my hands unable to stand another moment with him inside of me. I tossed my ass back, pressing harder against his cock, doing what I could to try and get it to slip inside.

“Not yet,” he chuckled devilishly, giving my ass another hard spanking and pulling his meaty cock away, “I think I will make you suffer a little longer.”

I couldn’t take it, such torment it was to not have the one thing I wanted most. To have it so close, to have it barely touch, it drove me to such wild and erratic behavior.

“Fuck,” I cried out, helpless pulling and struggling against my bindings that kept this submissive slut in her place on the ground, “I fucking need that cock, fuck this pussy master, pound me, fuck me… please please please.” I whimpered and wallowed in the building ache of a most needed fulfillment. “What more do you need of me, what else would you like? Tell me and I shall do it.”

“Is that so?” The demon asked, slipping his hand between my legs and over my dripping pussy. He rubbed at my clit with determination, that little bead, the seat of all orgasmic wonder swelled and pulsed as his fingertip repeatedly passed over it, circling and circling.

I clenched my teeth. His fingers brought me to the edge, I could see at the bottom of this cliff was pure ecstasy, but without his cock I would never have what I needed to make that leap towards it. And so all I could do was yell and scream, moan and beg, whimper and plead. But the master did not care for my words, did not care how much I shook and shaken for him. His enjoyment came from watching how much the torment of denial causes me.

“Yes master, I beg you to use me, put it inside. That’s all I ask.”

My demon master spread my ass with his strong hands and spat on my tight little asshole. “If you wish for it to go in, then it shall go in.” Not a moment later he stuffed that slippery and slick cock through the spit and into my ass. Stuffing his cock deep into my asshole, stretching my hole open to fit that thick shaft of his.

“How’s that? Is that what you wanted? Inside that tight ass of yours?” He grunted, plunging his mighty cock another inch deeper. His fingers gripping the plump flesh of my ass, sinking in yet another inch, stretching me open all the more.

“Ah, fuck… that’s huge,” I shut my eyes tight and bit my lip, taking his cock in my ass. That… that wasn’t… at all what I meant. And yet… “Mnnn… that’s… that’s fucking good.” I whimpered, his cock now stuffed in my ass all the way up to the base, his hands reaching over my back and taking hold of my shoulders.

“Damn right it is, there is nothing in this world better for you than my cock. That’s what a naughty slut slave needs. A cock for all their holes.”

“Yes master, I am nothing but your slut. A toy for you to use,” I slapped my own ass and spread it for him, helping get that cock to sink into this ass as deep as it could possibly go. Relentlessly pounding me from behind my demon master claimed and stretched my tight ass open. His body slapping into mine, his heavy thrusts sending me forward only to have my ass bounce back down upon him. His animalistic grunts and growls rang in my ears as he pumped his cock and fucked my ass.

Once he had his fill and fun with my ass he slipped his massive cock out. Only one place remained untouched by that cock of his and it wasn’t not going to remain so for much longer. My pussy’s innocent virginity just aching to be taken by this monster. To finally give it all up to him and his immense power and domination is my life’s true happiness.

“Master… my pussy… she’s ready for you,” I said, my heart beating tiredly in my chest, my breathing deep and ragged. Sweat dripped down my body, glistened off my tits.

“Is that so?” He asked, pulling my hair and forcing me to gaze back at him, “Is it ready for this big load of demon cum?” He tugged at his cock and slapped the tip against my wet slit.

“Mnn… fuck yes master. I want all that cum. I want you to fill my pussy with your demon load and fill my womb with your demon babies.”

That natural urge to have my fertile womb pumped full of cum and impregnated had taken over me. An urge I believe all women must feel, to reproduce to have this body used for its most sacred purpose, to bring forth life.

The master stuffed his thick cock into my tight cunt. Slipping through its messy juices and sinking in. He grabbed hold of my hips, his fingers digging in my flesh.

“Mmm, come on master,” I spanked my ass, “Pound this pussy, it’s all yours.”

“Fuck,” he barked, fucking deeper and harder, driving his cock down into my cunt from above. “You like that, you nasty little slut.”

“Oh… fuck yes… just like that… harder…” I gritted my teeth, taking every inch of his throbbing cock.

Nothing could compare to the pleasure of having a massive demon cock stuffing my pussy, throbbing and pulsating with the raw and primal urge to cum. Nothing I have done prior in this life could compare. As a man, I could never feel or understand what true ecstasy there is in having a powerful cock ravaging a tight eager cunt.

With each stroke of his cock the pleasure swelling inside of me reached new heights. That cliff’s edge, so close now, so very close. My voice crescendoed, loud and shrill, squealing and shrieking for more, rougher, harder, faster. I wanted it all.

My sweet little pussy tightened around his mighty cock, greedily sucking it in, holding to it and not wanting to let go. Not until he cums and blows his thick load straight into my womb can that yummy cock leave this delicious cunt.

“Mnn… That’s it, master,” I spread my ass some more, “Fuck this tight pussy deeper.” All it took was just one more thrust and that cock sent me into bliss. Moaning my pleasure, my body shaking as I pulled against the ropes, clit swelling and pulsing with the love of orgasm, pussy gushing.

The master buried his cock in, the tip pressing on my womb, his arms wrapping around my body, squeezing at my tits, pulling me back, and securing me against his body. His head resting on my shoulder, his growls beating into me. His cock throbbing and then erupting, spraying a powerful load of thick demon.

“Oh god, yes… give me every fucking drop,” I shouted, feeling his warm cum fill my pussy full to the brim, “Give me all that cum, impregnate this slut.”

The master kept his cock buried deep inside until I had all that I wanted, every last sticky nasty drop of sweet sweet demon cum swimming inside of this fertile womb. The demon slipped his cock out, dripping with cum and juices. As he pulled out the ropes dissipated, freeing me.

I crawled across the ground toward my demon master. I wrapped my fingers around the shaft of his messy cock, scooping into my hands all that extra cum as dripped down his shaft.

“Give me this cum, this my cum, I need it all,” I said, sliding my hands off his cock, holding his cum in my palms. Bringing my fingers to my pussy, I stuffed them in, making sure not to let any cum out.

“Thank you, master. Thank you so much,” I said while stuffing more of his cum into my cunt. Such potent and powerful cum and it was all mine.

The master grinned, watching me play with his cum, “I will return for more when you’re once again of any use to me.”

“Y- you’re leaving? Please, can’t you take me with you?” I begged on my knees, “I’ll do whatever you want, I’ll suck your cock every day, please.”

“You have already been impregnated with my seed, I have no use for you until I can do so again. And you still have much to learn about being my slut slave before I care to take you anywhere.”

I prostrated myself before him, “Yes master. I understand. I will wait for you,” I rubbed my tummy, “Until you can impregnate me again, I will wait.”

“Good,” In a snap he vanished in a burst of flames, leaving me behind naked and filled with cum.

And I would wait, just as the master asked. I would wait every day, dreaming of his return. Nothing else mattered. I did not care to fuck anyone else. I only wanted the master, only his potent and powerful demon seed could ever satisfy my desires.
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