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Chapter One

◆◆◆

The courtyard smelled of stone dust and pine resin; the air was sharp, stinging my nose with every breath. The stone held the cool damp of the night, but already the sun was climbing fast, burning golden against the pale castle walls. Swallows cut fast shapes above me, their wings slicing shadows that flickered across the cracked cobblestones like fleeting spirits. The air seemed alive, filled with the weight of history pressing down and the echo of voices long gone, carrying the taste of iron that left a faint tang on my tongue.

I spotted the pole before Lila. It rose from the center of the courtyard like an ancient tree trunk, sunk deep into the ground, its wood darkened by time and things older than I could imagine. The thick post stood firm with iron shackles hanging from it like arms waiting to seize me.

The cuffs gleamed faintly, their edges smoothed to a dull shine, rubbed raw by skin that had struggled, pressed, and finally surrendered. The surface of the wood gleamed too, not the sheen of polish but something else entirely, a wetness worked into the grain, a glisten that carried the faint musk of sweat, sex, and centuries of use.

I beckoned my friend and fellow gap year traveler.

“Come and look at this, Lila.”

I ran my hand over the wood, my fingers tracing the grooves that were worn smooth, each holding the faint tack of resin, an almost greasy film that clung to my fingertips when I pulled away. My skin shivered as though the pole had touched me back.

I faced Lila and knew she’d gotten the same creepy feeling from the pole that I did.

“It looks like something out of a dungeon.”

Lila laughed, her long auburn curls bouncing over her shoulders, her phone already raised, her lips curled into a grin as she pointed to the iron cuffs.

“Chain yourself up, Sophie. Imagine the photos for social media.”

The iron cuffs were colder than I expected, their weight dragging heavily at my wrists as though they wanted me. When I slipped my hands into them, they clamped shut with a sharp metallic click, locking me instantly, no play, no trick mechanism, no escape.

I tugged once, twice, then harder, but nothing happened. The steel rubbed my skin, held me tight the way restraints are supposed to hold prisoners, unyielding, and without a key, forever. I twisted, tried to squeeze free, but instead my arms stretched taut, my chest pressed into the wood, my breasts flattening against its rough grain.

Splinters scraped the thin cotton of my dress, catching, teasing, pricking my nipples beneath until I gasped. My stomach flipped as a pulse hit low between my thighs, heat sparking even through fear. I felt afraid and shot my friend a nervous look. My wrists ached in the metal, my cunt gave a traitorous throb because I spread my legs wide to get leverage, and pressed my lips against the wood.

Lila was busy framing the shot, her eyes bright.

“Perfect. You look like some medieval pickpocketing slut waiting to be punished. Tilt your chin back.”

“I can’t get loose, Lila.”

“Don’t worry. I’ll fetch someone… just keep making it look authentic.”

“It fucking is authentic, honey… I’m stuck.”

“Great… great. You look like a slut, Sophie… that gypsy dress helps a lot.”

“Okay… but-”

“A few more shots and some video for streaming. You look sexy as fuck, like a real slutty girl. Just hold the pose. Push your boobs out for me and show some cleavage.”

I arched against the pole, not sure if I was obeying her or the wood itself. My breasts flattened harder, my rock-hard nipples stinging with each scrape across the grain. Heat spread lower, a damp patch blooming between my panty-free legs where my lips pressed together, sticky and shameful.

Fuck! You should have worn underwear.

I did as Lila asked and waited, trying to relax. And for a moment, I felt like a real slut in chains. Not just a gap-year student playing at bondage, but something heavier, darker, as if the pole itself was alive, watching, breathing, remembering. Its history slid into me through the wood, and I shivered, knowing mine wasn’t the first cunt pinned here and praying I wouldn’t be the first never to leave.

Footsteps cracked suddenly across the courtyard, quick and sharp, echoing off the stone walls. My heart leapt when a man emerged from a shadowed archway. He was tall and wiry, his linen shirt sticking damp to his chest. His eyes bulged the moment he saw me chained to the pole, and his arms spread wide as he gasped and shouted something I couldn’t understand

I felt vulnerable, my chest pressing helplessly against the pole. The man rushed forward, his expression was horrified, his voice tumbling out in a thick, accented panic.

“You must not. No, no, you do not understand. That pole… it is not for play. That is the Free Use Pole.”

My stomach twisted. My breath caught sharply in my throat. I tugged at the cuffs, the iron biting my wrists, but they held me tight.

I knew what free use was in my country, but here? I had no clue.

“The fucking what?”

“You are chained to the Free Use Pole.”

His voice dropped lower, less panicked now, but carrying more gravity, as though naming the pole summoned something horrifying or lewd, I couldn’t tell which. I stared at him, my eyes panicked, my voice high, as I continued struggling against my bindings.

I stared at him, feeling terrified, disgusted, disgraced, and desperate to escape.

“I don’t understand, Sir.”

“In medieval times, this pole was not a decoration.”

“Is it for prisoners?”

He shook his head in an ominous way that knotted my stomach.

“The women chained here were not prisoners, well, not always. Most gave themselves freely, offered their bodies to the crowd. Sluts who wanted to be fucked hard and by many men came here; girls who needed cock after cock to fuck them without making a choice or knowing any names.”

“Fucking hell… get me out.”

“I don’t have the key to hand. I’m sorry.”

‘I’m not a fucking slut!”

“There were wives who came too. Their husbands brought them to the pole for punishment, or to be bred when he could not fill her belly himself. Men took turns to enjoy the wives, and they fucked all holes with no refusal permitted by her. The pole was their permission, so once a girl was chained…”

His voice trailed off, his eyes burned into mine, then slid down my body, lingering on the swell of my breasts crushed against the wood, the cotton of my dress stretched thin, the faint dark patch on my cotton gypsy dress spreading at the crotch.

His hand lifted, pointing straight at me.

“See the shine of the wood? That is not polish or wax. That shine is the gloss of flesh: sweat, spit, tears, cunt-juice rubbed deep into the grain. The seed of thousands of men is soaked so deep into the wood that it glistens still. Hundreds of women have been fucked right where you are now. Thousands of cocks have emptied their load inside sluts and wives here. All remembered by this pole.”

The words hit me harder than the iron clamped around my wrists. My cunt clenched, my thighs trembled, my dress clung wetter to my panty-free pussy.

I whispered hoarsely.

“You mean… girls were really fucked here? Like this?”

“Yes.”

“As I am now?”

“Exactly as you are now.”

His voice sharpened with certainty, almost pride.

“Crowds gathered to watch. A woman with her legs spread, chained as you are, unable to refuse any man. The first man knelt at her feet, his tongue licking her cunt until she wept, unless she was a willing slut or wife.”

He grinned warmly, and I felt less afraid. The man had the tone and expression of a museum curator. He looked kind, and even though I couldn’t escape, my bindings weren’t so bad when I stopped struggling against them.

I mean, nobody is going to take advantage of a gap-year student. I’m not a slut, and I’m single.

“What happened next?”

“Are you sure you want to know? It’s very explicit.”

“Lila and I are both eighteen and neither of us are virgins.”

“When a man was licking the wife of slut, usually, a second man shoved his cock in her mouth. When she orgasmed into a man’s mouth, a third and a fourth drove their cocks into her cunt and her ass.”

“Like a gangbang?”

“Exactly like a gangbang.”

“Double penetration?”

“Triple mostly.”

“Oh fuck! What next?”

“The towns men lined up and filled her everywhere, all at once, the woman’s holes were systematically stretched wide, her belly swollen with the men’s seed. She was nothing but a vessel to them and entertainment to the crowd. They often came down her throat until she vomited. They pumped cum in her cunt until it spilled down her legs. They shoved cocks into her ass, tearing the hole and fucking it until pink froth leaked.”

I was way more intrigued than I should have been.

“And then what?”

“The slut-”

“Or wife… You said wives, too.”

“Yes… or wife, stood dripping cum from every hole, sobbing, her body broken, but still the line went on using and fucking her.”

“It sounds painful.”

“Some didn’t enjoy the pain, but most loved it. Mostly, the girls we had chained up were volunteers.”

“And when was the last girl?”

“Two weeks ago.”

“Fucking what? As recent as that?”

“A girl much like you got caught out, taking selfies. The men fucked her for hours.”

I whimpered, my body jerking against the cuffs, nipples scraping roughly against the wood. Shame and heat burned me at once. My cunt throbbed, wetness streaking down my thigh in rivulets of shame. I had dreamed of a threesome, of more, of being gangbanged, but even though other girls at our college tried, I was terrified of getting a poor reputation.

The curator stepped closer, his voice lower now, steady, relentless. I saw something in his eyes that frightened me, and I was sure the twitching of his nostrils was because of me.

“It’s consensual, though, right? It’s fucking gotta be.”

“When a lesson needed to be learned, husbands brought their wives and fathers brought their daughters. A barren woman was brought here by her man, chained tight, forced to take every cock until her womb caught with child. Sometimes she stayed here for days while ovulating with her husband cuddling her while she lay back.”

“I’m getting scared.”

“Don’t worry, the key will be here soon.”

“Are you sure?”

“Please, don’t worry.”

“Okay.”

“Shall I stop telling the story?”

“Oh dear… umm. I’m conflicted.”

I stared at Lila, who was captivated by the story and me, still taking pictures and shooting video while I was chained up. She wanted to know more, and so did I, so I sat down on the cobbles, my legs spread wide around the pole, drawing my skirt up.

I stared at the man, feeling vulnerable, especially because my nipples were rock hard and the wood pressed into my naked pussy lips, spreading them slightly. I knew I should have worn panties, but I hadn’t, so my juices were added to the centuries of sleazy seasoning that soaked into the pole.

I waved at the man in one of those ‘what have I got to lose’ gestures.

“Go ahead. Tell your story.”

“The villagers believed the pole was blessed. A woman’s womb opened more easily if she was helpless, chained, and overflowing with seed. Pole-children, they were called. Some might call them bastards, yes, but they were strong, stronger than others. Born of the competition by many men, raised as proof that the Free Use Pole gave life.”

“Do you mean that after all the men fucked the woman, the Alpha male semen won the prize and fertilized the wife’s egg?”

“That is widely believed.”

“Wow, that’s interesting.”

“Also, fertile women would do what you are doing now.”

I glanced down between my legs and saw how the pole rose from the ground, my pussy obviously touching it.

“Oh, I’m not-”

“I can smell you, young lady. Fertile woman would come here, get chained up, and rub their pussies up and down the wooden pole, soaking it, praying. Sometimes, steam would rise from the pole in the winter when the woman orgasmed. After that...”

Lila and I stared at the man, our eyes wide and focused. He paused, smiling and reminiscing.

“Well?”

“Well, what?”

“What fucking happened next?”

“Oh, sorry… ahh, where was I?”

“The fertile woman used the pole for masturbation, and…?”

“Ah, yes. Once she was done, the barren woman would be chained, positioned on her hands and knees, then men would fuck her while she licked the wood for good luck.”

Visions flickered behind my eyelids. Women sat like me, their mouths stretched wide, seed dribbling from their lips. Others sagging forward, cum leaking down their thighs, bellies distended from endless fucking and creampies. Their cries echoed in my ears as though layered on my own voice, ghosts whispering filth into my blood.

The curator’s eyes never left me. His voice throbbed with reverence.

“What sort of punishments were dealt out here?”

“A wife who lied, a girl who strayed, or a whore who cheated a client. They chained her here, bared her, and every man in the town used her until her holes leaked seed from nose, asshole, mouth, and cunt. She was often left overnight, standing crooked, cum still dripping down her legs, the stink of it on her skin.”

“Why was she left overnight?”

“For men leaving the tavern. Young boys not of age, needing a first time, or women who craved the taste of cum dribbling from a pussy. They would sneak out here in the dead of night and drain the slut with their lips and tongue.”

“That’s fucking gross.”

“Shall I stop telling the story?”

“No.”

I cringed at my own disgrace. Lila looked shocked, but I knew she wanted to hear more.

“Everyone knew what a punished woman had done. Everyone saw her shame. And if she was married, her husband, if not, her father, or master, stood taller again because he had punished her correctly. Her shame was his pride.”

My cunt betrayed me completely, hot liquid trickling down my thighs, my lips swollen and throbbing. I arched forward against the pole, my breasts crushed, nipples raw, desperate that nobody saw me grind my cunt, pussy lips splayed wide open, against the wood.

The man caught my eye and smiled.

“Go ahead, nobody will notice.”

“Really?”

“Enjoy yourself. I am told the woods’ curve is perfect to spread a woman’s pussy lips wide apart.”

“It is.”

“Are you doing it?”

“You know I am. You can smell me.”

“You aren’t wearing panties, are you?”

“No.”

“Press your clitoris against the wood. Roll it around, enjoy… I promise you’ll be free soon.”

“Okay.”

I was oiling the wood, crushing my throbbing clitoris against it, moaning while my wrists strained against the iron. I didn’t want freedom. I wanted the weight of history, the ghosts, the cocks deep inside me, the semen, and the shame.

The curator’s voice fell to a whisper that still carved through me like a blade.

“You sit there now as countless others did. Your holes open. Your body is begging to be fucked. The pole has claimed you, and soon… it will not be empty again.”

“Oh god, what shall I do?”


Chapter Two

◆◆◆

The curator’s words still pulsed through my skull when I heard the scrape of boots on gravel, slow, deliberate, each step grinding stone until the sound threaded straight into my blood.

My breath caught, and every muscle in me stiffened against the iron cuffs. My nipples dragged sharply against the pole, already raw. Now, the sting doubled as my chest swelled and pressed harder.

My cunt throbbed, connected to the pole by suction and desperate need like it was a lifeline keeping me sane. I lifted my head, my heart hammering. I stared at Lila, my face terror-struck.

“Someone is coming.”

“Do you want me to do anything?”

“What like?”

Lila stared at me blankly, cringing and whimpering while shaking her head. She wanted to say something, but the thought of it frightened her.

“Speak, please… he’ll be here in less than a minute.”

“Nobody knows you here, Sophie.”

“What’s that supposed to mean?”

My best friend gulped, her eyes widened, and her breathing quickened. I saw her solid nipples poking through a light cotton blouse she wore.

“Nobody will ever know what you do here, at this pole.”

“Fuck! What would you do?”

“I would… I mean… I might!”

“You might what?”

“Stay there and see what happens.”

She pointed at the pole with trembling fingers. I pressed my swollen clitoris harder against the wood, expunging more tension that dissolved as a ripple of divine pleasure.

“Really, Lila? You’d stay here knowing what the curator said? This is a fuck pole, no matter how you describe it. Girls chained here are fair game for any man to fuck.”

“I know!”

At stared at her incredulously, but my outrage was mostly fake. My body was in turmoil, demons wanting me to spread my legs wide apart, offer my hole, and let many men fuck it, while my angelic alter-ego begged me to retain a shred of dignity. I frowned and bit my lip until I almost drew blood.

“You’d let them fuck you, Lila?”

“Yes… I have dreamed of a threesome with two guys for ages.”

“This is very fucking different. After the first is done, there will be a massive line of guys ready to run through me like a train.”

“I’d do it.”

“I want to get fucked all day.”

My words snapped in the air like a whip just as a man strode through the castle keep gate, his broad shoulders filling the courtyard arch, stubble shadowing his jaw. His cotton shirt hung open, sweat staining it, his gorgeous body lit in bars of sunlight that made him look carved from the same stone as the walls.

I stared at Lila, who looked desperate to be fucked, her eyes containing the same After Dark spirit as mine.

“He looks fucking feral, Sophie.”

“I can see.”

“And do you see the massive bulge in his pants?”

“Would you fuck him, Lila?”

“If you don’t… I will. My panties are fucking soaking.”

“I didn’t wear any.”

“I might slip mine off.”

“What for?”

“What do you think for? Come on, think!”

“Oh… I see.”

The beast of a man didn’t pause to look around. His eyes fixed on me immediately. I was sat down, chained, my arms stretched, my dress bunched tight, my breasts crushed to the pole, my cunt pressed bare to the rough wood, and the smell of my juices saturating it spiraled up to my nose.

He walked straight towards me, silent, unstoppable, as if the pole itself had chosen and summoned him from its memory.

My stomach clenched tightly as I thought about the fucking I was about to take. My cunt pulsed hard enough to sting as I pressed it against the only surface that would absorb my sexual tension. Wetness ran in a crooked line down the pole, staining the stone cobbles under my thighs.

He stopped in front of me. His hands went to his belt. The leather creaked, a buckle clinked, the metallic sound carrying across the courtyard like a church bell announcing my ruin. He tugged once, twice, then his pants fell loose and dropped to his boots.

He kicked them away, and I gasped.

His cock swung free, half-hard but already thick and long, heavier than any I had ever seen and certainly more meat than I’d ever been fucked by. His cock was immense, dark-veined, swollen, and sticky at the crown; its sheer weight made my knees quiver even though I was locked firm with my thighs clamped tightly to the pole. I felt the wood bite into my swollen, aching clit, as the sight of his giant cock forced me to ride harder, involuntarily humping the ancient grain just to stay sane.

Behind me, Lila’s voice cracked.

“Jesus Christ, Sophie. He’s fucking huge. I’ll undo you. I’ll-”

“Don’t!”

The word shot out of my mouth before I could think. My wrists jerked in the cuffs, but I didn’t mean to escape. I wanted to stay, comply, obey, and enjoy having my hole vigorously fucked.

“Leave me.”

The man spat into his palm, slicking his cock with a few long strokes, his wild eyes never leaving mine. He stroked his shaft slowly, wanking, and it thickened, rose, grew monstrous. The sight of its mass made my belly and cunt twitch, my hole flutter, heat flooding past my swollen dampness spread fast across wood glued to my slit.

Lila whispered again, breathless.

“He’ll split you in two, Sophie.”

I moaned, my thighs quivering, my womb begging for the seed from this primal man.

“I want his cock inside me.”

The man’s voice came low, blunt, each word a lash.

“Are you here to get fucked, girl?”

“Yes.”

“Do you consent to me fucking you?”

“Yes.”

“You’ll take me raw and deep? No fucking condom.”

“Yes. Fill me with your cock, please.”

“And I can cum inside you.”

“I’m taking birth-”

“I don’t care. Just answer the question. Can I shoot my load deep inside you?”

“Oh, fuck, yes!”

“You’ll drip my cum from your well-fucked hole for the crowd?”

“Yes. Let them see it. I don’t fucking care.”

“You won’t feel the same inside after I fuck you.”

“Good… reshape me, please. I want to be fucked hard and deep.”

His hand shot out, and I grabbed it. He lifted me carefully, my cunt dragging all the way up the pole, leaving a sticky trail behind. The man leaned sideways and looked around me, saw my creamy mess, and smiled.

“The pole has done its job.”

“I can scarcely believe it.”

“Turn around with your back to the pole.”

When I moved, he grabbed my skirt, dragging it high over my hips, baring me completely. The cool morning air slapped my soaked cunt lips, swollen and glossy, the cotton skirt clinging to every ridge and fold until he peeled it away. The fat head of his cock pressed between my swollen pussy lips, spreading them, and I gasped, staring into his wild eyes.

I knew that after this day was done, my body count would be huge, and my memory would be full of the images. He lifted me, cradling an ass cheek in each massive open palm, lifting me and the pole shoved against my back.

I wrapped my legs around his waist, enjoying the underside of his cock rubbing my solid clit, crushing me between ancient wood and living cock. I whimpered, grinding back, my nipples stabbing his chest, my clit flattening against his massive cock. When I kissed him, needing that intimacy to validate my choices, he kissed me back, like a hurricane tearing apart everything in its path.

The fabric on my dress tore, and he tossed it to one side. I was naked, his cock head being sucked by the entrance to my cunt that clenched and relaxed, kissing his manhood.

He drove his hips gently and his cock split straight through my lips, filling my cunt, stretching me wider than any man or dildo ever had. The suddenness of a massive cock filling my tight hole made me scream, a raw, helpless cry as he crammed himself deeper inside me without warning, no gentleness, just a brutal thrust that buried his cock deep inside me to the hilt.

His pubic bush mingled with mine.

I slammed back into the pole, reaching down and behind, my nails clawing grooves into the wood, my breasts grinding flat against his chest, my nipples catching his, needled until I sobbed to be fucked harder. My wrists bit against iron, locking me in place, leaving me helpless as his cock filled me, stretched my cunt, and split me wider than I believed possible. The wood rasped against my ass cheeks, spreading them, crushing mercilessly with every thrust.

When his cock was balls deep inside me, the man angled his torso back, pulling me forward, clawing my ass cheeks wide apart. I stared into his eyes in wonder, awe-struck when he began fucking me hard while rubbing my bare, clawed-open anus against the wood.

The stimulation was unlike anything I’d felt, and I submitted myself to him and the pole, screaming wildly, begging for more, while the crowd cheered.

The sound of my fucking was obscene. Wet flesh slapping, the suction of my cunt dragging his cock deeper inside, the pole creaking against its stone socket, my cries ricocheting off the courtyard walls.

His hips hammered me back against the pole, his balls slapping heavy against my thighs, each impact making my puckered hole grind harder against the rough wood until it burned. I smelled resin, old sex, sweat, and a lewd history. The pole was steeped with centuries of sticky nectar and spunk that now fed back into me with every desperate rub of my asshole against it.

I stared at the man desperately, feeling an intense desire to be debauched burning in me like a gasoline-soaked bonfire set ablaze from the bottom.

“I’ve never done anal.”

“I am preparing you for someone to fuck this tiny virgin hole. The pole is my tool to get you ready.”

“Fuck!”

“Do you want to be fucked in the ass?”

“Oh, God, yes. Does anyone carry lube?”

“We all do, just in case a slut like you gets trapped at the pole.”

“Good.”

Lila’s phone clicked behind me, again and again, capturing the angle of my spread thighs, his grip of my ass, the massive cock impaled inside my tiny hole, the tears streaking down my cheeks, the drool stringing past my lips as my body bucked helplessly against the onslaught of him fucking me. But she wasn’t just filming now. I heard the faint shuffle of fabric, the tiny squeak of wet fingers rubbing the sticky slit between her own thighs, her breath trembling ragged.

I relaxed my anus, allowing it to rub harder into the wood while my cunt convulsed, clamping down hard every time his cock slid balls deep inside me, milking him without choice or regret. My clit throbbed, pinned mercilessly against his pubic bone, but if I ground forward, I would lose the incredible sensation of the pole pulverizing my anus.

My anal whorl opened as a rose blooms in the summer sun.

I felt fucked from both sides, the man ramming his cock deep inside from the front, the pole raping my anus from the back, scratching the ridges, burning, and sending pleasure deep inside my back passage. History itself smeared its sordid grease into my tender virgin flesh that some guy would soon defile.

His eyes rolled, and he smiled, groaned, shoved harder, and buried his cock deep inside me to the root on every stroke. His shaft swelled, and I felt his pulse inside as he reshaped me, just as he said he would, his balls tightening when they slapped against my thighs.

My orgasm came hard and wet. When I screamed, utterly unrestrained, I heard it dribble from my cunt, splashing on the cobblestones below. My lover slammed his cock balls deep inside me, his crown filling my cervix, squashing it, hot spurts of his cum flooding and painting me while his shaft left its veiny, gnarly signature ingrained into my soft tissue walls.

Thick, endless ropes of cum blasted against my cervix, flooding me with heat and stickiness until I screamed into the heavens. Semen bubbled around the seal between my cunt and his shaft, forced out with each twitch of his giant cock that lifted me, sending more ripples of pleasure through me than I had ever felt.

His seed ran molten down my shuddering thighs, soaking the stones, dripping into grooves where countless men had angled and dug in their feet while they fucked sluts like me against the pole.

His seed mingled with my juices, dribbling down, joining theirs, seeping through the cobbles, while my anus polished a new layer of gloss into the wood, staining the pole’s obscene history.

He stayed with his cock pressed deep inside, grinding the crown against my cervix like he wanted to combine our DNA, his cock twitching until the last pulse spilled its final drop.

Then, he pulled his cock out slowly, dragging every inch through my stretched, dripping hole. My cunt gaped wide open, raw, and wet, strings of cum clinging and breaking as he withdrew. A fat teardrop of seed clung to my swollen slit, trembling, then slid down in a glistening path, catching sunlight before it dripped onto the cobblestones below, sizzling in the heat.

I lifted my head, my chest heaving, and my eyes blurred.

The courtyard wasn’t empty anymore.

Faces lined the gate, men stood shoulder to shoulder, watching, their cocks already out, hands stroking, voices low and hungry.

“Look at the slut’s cunt gaping.”

“She’s dripping for us.”

“The pole has her now.”

Behind me, Lila whimpered, the sound not of fear but of aching want.

The line had begun to form.

“What shall I do, Lila?”

“Fuck them all.”

“I’m too fucking sloppy inside.”

“I can help you with that.”

I was stunned when my best friend took the place of the man who just fucked me. He held me from behind. Pulling my back against the pole with him on the other side. He held my legs wide open, my cunt dripping his seed.

Lila kneeled, her palms soft against my thighs. She stared up at me and said only one thing before my best friend bowed and slid her tongue deep inside my creamy cunt.

“I’ve wanted to do this for years.”


Chapter Three

◆◆◆

My back sagged against the pole, my arms burning, wrists rubbed raw where the iron cuffs rubbed harshly against my skin. The man who had fucked me still stood behind, his arms locked tight around the pole, and me with it.

Both my shoulders screamed with ache, my chest rose and fell raggedly, and my nipples throbbed from the punishment of being scraped flat against his hairy barrel chest while he pounded me mercilessly.

Shreds of fabric lay across the cobbles like discarded entrails. They were the remnants of my modesty, my dress after he ripped it from me. My skin was bare to the chilly air, but nakedness was the least of my shame.

I looked down.

My best friend’s head bobbed up and down between my thighs. Lila was giving me head.

Her auburn curls stuck to the sweat and cum on my belly and thighs as she fed from me, her tongue eagerly plowing my gaping cunt like she was starving. Her lips glistened with my ruin, as she stretched them wide to slurp every trail of sticky seed that leaked from my battered hole.

I had been split apart and drilled by a cock too big to forget, and now the thick heat of his spend seeped from me in heavy streams, coating my best friend’s tongue, painting her chin, streaking her throat in pearlescent shame.

The scent of sex drooling from me clung around us like smoke from a pyre, sharp and musky, acid-thick. The courtyard air was no longer fresh; it was drenched in cock and cunt, semen, and slick hormones as if the walls themselves absorbed the memory of what had just been done to me.

Every time Lila sealed her mouth around my swollen pussy lips, her suction pulled an obscene slurp into the air, echoing between stone walls. Each sound landed filthy, shameless, and more degrading than the act of being fucked and licked itself.

But I loved every moment, every tongue stroke, every time I felt semen ooze from my pussy, spilling onto Lila’s tongue.

I wanted to grab her. To wrap my fingers in Lila’s hair, clench a fist, pull up hard, and force her tongue deeper inside me. Then I would keep her there with her face buried in my dripping cunt, drinking everything that drooled from that ruined hole. My body screamed for it, my wrists jerked against the iron until they bruised, and, in deep frustration, I threw my head back, hitting the wooden pole and cried out because the cuffs refused to yield.

The man who had fucked me first didn’t let go. He held me in a seated grip, his massive arms hooked under my thighs, his fingers powerfully splaying my trembling legs wide open. He cradled me like a prize, displaying my shame for the world as though it were his pride while his cock still slapped wet against the pole. My cunt and his semen were our gift to my best friend. His grin cut savage and proud, as if my submission belonged to him as much as to the pole.

Lila looked up.

Her lips shone with a thick glaze of seed and slick. She smiled, a shy, ruined smile caught between sin and revelation.

“Have you really, Lila? Wanted this forever?”

“Yes.”

“Why not say anything before now?”

“Our friendship mattered more than my need to make love to you, sweetheart.”

“And now?”

“It seems you have little choice. Shall I stop and let you dribble onto the cobbles?”

“Fuck no. Don’t ever stop.”

Her laugh came low, trembling, broken at the edges. Then her mouth sank between my legs again, her chin dragging sticky down my creamy slit, her palms bracing my thighs. She spread me wider, not because I needed it. I was already destroyed, open, dripping, helpless, and easy for any man to fuck. She spread my knees so I would feel her grip, her claim on me, the anchor of her hands locking me in place.

I let go.

I let my best friend have me.

Lila’s tongue was divine cruelty. Quick flicks across my clit left me whining for more. Then she plunged deep inside my hole, spearing, curling, scooping, and then retreating, swallowing and returning, lapping greedily at the cocktail of cum and cunt-juice inside me. She didn’t just lick, she played and devoured me. Lila teased me like a harpist plucking strings, every flick and swirl a note in the symphony of my shame.

Her voice rasped against my swollen lips, and her words were muffled but urgent, the vibration shaking through me.

“Squeeze hard, Sophie. Drain every drop of cum out. Push it out, darling, even pee if you must. You won’t be the first girl to soil these stones.”

“Fuck. This is so fucking dirty.”

“You need to empty your pussy, so you can take more cock.”

“More?”

I gasped as though I didn’t already know I was going to be fucked plenty more. My cheeks burned hotter than the cum drooling from my hole. My cunt still spasmed from the stretch of my first lover’s cock, raw and aching, but Lila’s tongue turned my disgrace into fresh rapture.

I was chained. I was stripped. My body was owned by wood and iron, cock, and seed, fucked hard. I had been drilled wide open and made sloppy by a stranger, and now my best friend was on her knees, drinking cum from my cunt.

But it wasn’t enough.

Footsteps scraped the cobbles.

At first it was one set, slow and deliberate, then more followed, a mix of boots, sandals, polished shoes, all grinding stone until the sound threaded into my blood. Shadows lengthened from the gate, stretching across the courtyard like black tongues tasting the air before more men themselves emerged.

They came one by one to join a snaking line of those waiting to fuck me.

A farmer came. His trousers were stiff with dried mud, dirt still crusted under his nails. His cock swung heavy, uncut, thick as the tools he worked the fields with. He had it out already, long, thick, and glistening where some village wife had bent to prime him. She spat to the side, wiped her chin with the back of her hand, then leaned back down to polish him with her mouth until the thick shaft shone with spit. The sound of her gulping filled the courtyard, obscene, wet, and undeniably shameful.

Beside him stood a man in a tailored suit. His tie was loosened and collar unbuttoned, his cock fat and veiny, precum bubbling at the wrinkled tip of his foreskin like a fountain fed from a spring inside him. His eyes were cold, professional. He looked at me like I was a transaction, a service already paid for, his hunger to fuck me as sharp as a signature on a contract.

Next came a boy barely older than me, maybe twenty. His cheeks blotched bright crimson, his cock jerking compulsively in his fist as though it would explode before the crown ever kissed my sticky hole. His eyes were locked on my ruin, on the way my cunt gaped wet and glossy while Lila’s mouth lapped at it. He couldn’t look anywhere else.

And more men followed behind.

A procession of men flowed into the courtyard, their pants unzipped, their cocks already out. Some stroked themselves, their hands moving fast and tight, their knuckles white. Others rubbed spit across their cock heads, polishing them until they shone. Yet more prepared to fuck me by slapping their shafts against their thighs, the noise crude, sharp, and animal, a drumbeat of my shame.

A rousing concerto of grinding sex gripped my womb and wrung the spongy, tingling walls already consuming the first man’s seed. My line of lovers stretched back through the gate into the street beyond, becoming an endless column of hunger.

The air thickened.

It grew heavier, dense with lust, as though the pole itself had called them.

I lifted my head. Sweat glued my hair to my cheeks. My chest rose and fell fast, my nipples knife-sharp in the cool morning air. My wrists burned in the cuffs.

And still I whimpered, shame burning my skin, only making my desire and obedience to the pole even hotter.

The sight of them waiting, a line of men with their cocks out, all ready to use me, made my hole clench and my womb ache to drink their seed. I felt it happen: a squeeze from deep inside me came, then a bead of cum worked free from my stretched slit, sliding slowly down my lips.

Lila caught it.

Her tongue darted in, and she slurped it, sucking the drip into her mouth with a moan that vibrated against my clit. She licked me open, her mouth greedy and obscene, but utterly unapologetic.

The men saw everything.

The crowd stared at Lila’s lips as she swallowed cum from my hole as it twitched, as she gathered the creamy threads stretching between us. They licked their lips and grunted, their fists pumped harder, cocks swelled thicker, crowns glowing red and purple, veins bulging and pulsating.

The line grew.

My fate circled me, silent but inevitable. I was going to be defiled. Used. Fucked open by strangers, one after another.

And the knowledge made my heart soar. I had never felt happier.

Lila froze for a moment, her face still wet with my mess, her hand clutching her phone. A pale glow lit her features, shaky and fever-bright. She had been filming, even as she licked my cunt, proof of what we both had become.

Coins clinked on cobbles, bouncing around nearby like I was a wishing well. The sound was sharp, metallic, and obscene in the silence.

The curator stepped forward from the shadows, calm as ever, his eyes bright with something too old to be excitement. He was beyond that. His voice cut clean through the courtyard.

“People will pay to fuck a pole slut, you know. Especially the tourists. They always pay. Perhaps your friend should put a hat on the stones to collect coins.”

“That makes me a whore.”

“It makes you valued. The gift given freely has no value.”

“Wow… philosophy, here?”

“We are a museum. You are an exhibit, and people should pay to enjoy you.”

“It makes me sound… like… like…”

“It makes you sound like something of great value. Leave your modern-day morals outside the castle drawbridge. Inside here, different values rule. You are the pole slut, a queen in everyone’s eyes.”

Lila stared at me, her eyes wide, her expression undeniably unsure.

“Do you want to continue, Sophie?”

I nodded.

“Yes.”

“You’ll be a whore.”

“I want to be paid to get fucked and valued.”

“I think you’re a goddess, honey. Go for it!”

“I’m gonna get fucked hard, aren’t I?”

“Very.”

“Good.”

I didn’t start out meaning to agree to take payment, but it seemed right. My body answered for me before my mind caught up. My wrists jerked in the cuffs, and my thighs shook. While Lila stood to put out a hat to collect my whores shilling, my cunt leaked another trail of drooling semen that slid down through my asshole, soaking it, marking me. The pole had transformed me.

My best friend bent slowly, pulled her wide-brimmed sunhat from her hair, and placed it upside down on the cobblestones at the base of the pole.

The first coin hit the lining with a spin, turning on its edge before dropping flat. Then another was tossed, and another. Each muffled drop into Lila’s hat sounded like a cock sliding deep inside me. When they missed, the clink against stone carried a sound sharper than birdsong in the morning air, feeling heavier than the stench of sex that hung around me.

The line pressed forward, and they all paid to fuck the whore.

A man stepped out ready. Lila backed away, her work done for now. His cock slapped wet against my thigh as he took position in front of me, my first man still holding me perfectly in place, presenting me to be fucked.

My second man didn’t ask for permission to fuck me. He didn’t need it. The pole’s law was older than any words I could use to protest, and in any case, the time to do that was well past.

His crown found my hole and snuggled there, kissing me. I was slick with the cum of the first man, spread wider by his cock, now his palms and Lila’s tongue. My cunt sucked his cock inside me with sticky, wet ease. He stared deeply into my eyes, his filled with respect, not condemnation or judgment for the woman he paid to fuck. Then he sank his cock balls deep inside me, inch by inch, until my thighs quivered and my wrists rattled against the iron.

I moaned, groaned, rolled my head, tossed my hair, but one man behind me held fast while the other fucked me hard.

Every thrust of his cock balls deep inside me became a new humiliation, every slam into my wet, gaping hole a reminder that I wasn’t just being used. I was being paid for. He fucked the first man’s seed out of me like he needed his to give his a free run deep inside, to find my egg.

I thanked God for birth control as I shook and shuddered my way back up the ladder of ecstasy. While I was being fucked, the coins dropped steadily, a rhythm matching every stroke pounding into me.

Clink!

Clink!

Clink!

Men stroked their cocks at the edges of a wide circle where the line snaked. Their hands were wrapped tightly on thick, thin, gnarly, or odd-shaped shafts as they fed the hat with coins and waited their turn to fuck me. The sound of copper against cloth was almost ceremonial, a payment into a temple, an offering for the right to use a whore’s cunt already claimed many times over by the time they got their turn.

Lila knelt again, not underneath me this time but beside me, her eyes fixed on the man’s cock that sawed in and out of me. Her hand moved under her skirt; she looked frantic, her eyes bulging, her fingers slick, her body shivering.

The curator faced the crowd, raised his arms as though he were a messiah, and his voice floated low, almost reverently.

“Sophie is not just being taken. She is being honored. Each coin is proof of her worth. Each thrust of a paying man’s cock inside her adds to her history. The pole remembers.”

My second lover hammered me into the wood, his thrusts brutal, his sweat dripping onto my breasts. The pole was immovable, and the iron cuffs bit as my body jolted with each drive, my breasts flattened against the man fucking me until my nipples stung raw.

The coins fell faster, and the hat filled until it overflowed. My hole gushed as the cock fucking me was determined to replace the first man’s seed with my new lover’s.

And still I wanted more cock.

Another man stepped forward before the second had even finished inside me. I felt his hot breath on my cheeks even as my hole was fucked hard.

I screamed when my orgasm tore me apart, my body spasming while his cock twitched deep inside me, pumping the last few spurts of hot seed against my cervix. He groaned, shuddered, emptied himself, and pulled free.

I sagged in the arms of the first man who still held me spread wide. My cunt gaped, sloppy strings of cum drooling down onto the cobbles. My thighs trembled, my skin burned, my body cried out for rest.

But I didn’t rest.

The next man tossed an extra coin into Lila’s hat, his eyes locked on me as it rang sharply against the nest of other coins already gathered. The first man stepped aside, still holding my knees wide open, while the third shoved forward, his cock crown smearing wet against my ruined lips.

We locked eyes for a moment, just long enough for the illusion of intimacy to be created.

Then he slid his cock inside me.

My cunt opened for him with a wet squelch, my cum-soaked flesh spreading around his cock, sucking him inside with sloppy ease. I moaned, my wrists jerking in the cuffs, my head thrown back against the pole.

He fucked me harder and faster than the last man, his hips hammering into me. But he wasn’t as filling as the first. He was just another cock in a line, another shaft working through the wreckage of two other men. I could feel myself becoming what I feared and craved.

I was being gangbanged.

I had taken three cocks already in less than an hour, and the line stretched further than I could see.

Voices rose from the crowd.

“Get her on the ground! Two can fuck her at once, then we’ll try three.”

“She’ll need cushions under her knees. The cobbles will shred her skin.”

“She’ll be here for hours yet.”

“Then someone better go and get the cushions.”

The thought of being taken by men from behind and in front made my cunt clench and my ass tighten. I moaned into the pole, trembling at the idea of being spit-roasted, at the promise of a cock fucking my mouth while another split my pussy. My anus pulsed, a terrified flutter, as though it already knew what was coming after two men mounted me.

I orgasmed again, my body convulsing around the third cock, mine, and his juices spraying down my thighs, splashing onto the stones. My voice broke out, desperate and filthy, as I glanced around the crowd, addressing all the men waiting.

“He’s right… you need to fuck all my holes, or some of you will leave here unsatisfied.”

Lila gasped, clapping her hand over her mouth. Her eyes were wide, her whole body shivering as if my words had shocked her to the core.

The curator smiled, more of a wry, knowing twist of his lips accompanying a respectful nod. He had seen this scene before and had waited for me to fall prey to my desires, so he could summon the men to fuck another whore.

He nodded once and winked at me once more, reassuring. A man darted from the crowd, breathless, holding two tough leather cushions. He thrust them into the curator’s hands, who laid them out on the cobbles in front of the pole.

They were thick, sturdy, and I was ready.

The crowd roared, stamping their feet, coins clinking faster.

I knew then what was coming.

I was going to be spit-roasted.

And I wanted it.


Chapter Four

◆◆◆

The cobbles felt solid under my feet again, but the relief of standing was nothing compared to the mess spilling from me. My cunt was a wreck. Every step made fresh seed dribble from my pussy, warm and shameful, hitting the stones or thickening in streams down my thighs. Worse still: my bladder throbbed, full and desperate.

Lila’s eyes darted around, frantic. She whispered like a conspirator caught in the act.

“She needs help. Someone, please.”

Two women appeared from the crowd before I even understood what was happening. They didn’t hesitate. One slid under each of my arms and cradled me into a squat. My legs trembled as my feet lifted off the ground, and my wrists rattled the iron.

The woman on my right smiled at me with a calm that terrified me.

“Go ahead, Sophie. Let it out.”

“You’re not serious.”

“Yes. Completely. Ease your bladder. You have so much more to give to this pole today. Don’t fight it. Two cocks soon, and then you’ll beg for three. You’ll need every ounce of comfort you can steal.”

“Three? Oh, God… well… I asked for it.”

Her eyes gleamed with recognition.

“We all do.”

“You too?”

“I live here. I give myself to the pole at least once a month.”

My glare shot across the courtyard, locking onto the curator. His eyes flickered, his hands folded behind his back like a man pretending innocence. He knew. He’d set me up. I was one of many, and this pole dance was a regular event.

The woman pressed her palm against my lower belly, firm and merciless. My muscles gave up the fight. Heat poured out of me, a hiss against stone and a deep relief that shimmered through me as I shivered and pushed my bladder harder.

I gasped.

The men groaned.

Their fists blurred as they stroked their cocks harder. Some further back came too soon, spurting in ragged arcs that spattered on the cobbles, their faces twisted in contorted cum faces expressing their needy release. None reached me, but I knew their cocks would be ready again when their place in the line arrived at one of my holes.

The sound of piss splashing against stone echoed sharply in the courtyard, and my shame was made liquid. Nectar streamed from my gaping cunt, golden but tainted white with floating islands of cum. My thighs glistened. The stone steamed faintly in the sun.

Lila stared. Her eyes went glassy at the sight of me draining, and I was sure she would have knelt and baptized herself in it had I asked.

Other women came forward, efficient and practiced. One held a mop and bucket, sluicing the puddle away where it hadn’t soaked between cobble cracks. Two more carried a bowl of steaming, soapy water and soft cloths. They waited until the very last trickle was done dripping from my gaping hole before kneeling to wash me.

My legs were spread wider, my cunt bare, belly streaked with semen. They cleaned everything with deliberate strokes, wiping my thighs, my stomach, even the sticky sheen across my mound, taking care when they spread my pussy lips. Then they dried me with a towel so soft it felt sinful.

I shivered.

A man stepped out of the crowd with a key in his hand. I panicked instantly.

“No! Don’t… please!”

“What’s wrong, Sophie?”

“I don’t want to stop. I need more.”

His lips curled into a knowing smile. He twirled the key once between his fingers.

“You’ll have plenty… hours of cock yet. This is only to turn you. You’ve been standing long enough. The pole will take you on your knees now. Time for two men at once. A spit roast on your hands and knees.”

Relief and terror hit me together.

“Oh, thank God.”

The words slipped out before I could stop them. My cheeks burned, hotter than the cum still drying on my thighs. I heard myself as others must, a whore grateful to be chained again, begging for the next use. Maybe it was the pole, whispering in my blood, drawing me down to my lowest nature. Maybe it was me.

The woman rubbed cream into my raw wrists. The balm melted into torn flesh, heat soothing, ache fading. One leaned close, and her voice was gentle but charged with something more.

“When you and your friend are done here, come to my house. We’ll look after you.”

“You mean… there’s a group?”

She nodded.

“A sisterhood. We care for one another, share the poles’ burden and its blessing. We travel too.”

“There are other poles?”

“All over the world. Some are hidden, others are famous. Women who kneel where you kneel are worshiped as queens.”

My breath caught.

“Fuck… do you do this often?”

“As often as I can. Free use is rising again. It takes a village to satisfy a woman.”

I stared, caught between horror and fascination. She smiled, as though inviting my questions.

“When you say… look after each other…”

She tilted her head, a sly smile breaking.

“You’re asking if we make love to each other?”

“Yes. I’m asking.”

Her eyes burned into mine, her sidelong glance sultry, seductive, and loving.

“Would you like that?”

“Yes. I think Lila would too.”

“Then she must qualify first by grinding out her sisterhood membership here at the pole as you are doing now. After that, both of you are welcome to join.”

“You really travel?”

“Four of us are going to London next week.”

“London?”

She only smiled.

“Some poles hide in plain sight; others are hidden inside castles. We are visiting the Tower of London, three straight nights shackled to the poles.”

“Poles? There is more than one?”

“When the time comes, you’ll see.”

I trembled.

“Fuck. I want in.”

“Then finish what the pole has for you today.”

The men shackled me again, this time turned to face the wood. My arms stretched, back bent, breasts crushed against the grain. My knees sank onto a thick wool blanket folded double and then doubled again. The smell of lanolin rose sharp, clean, almost holy against the stench of sex in the courtyard. Cushions thumped under my knees.

It wasn’t kindness. It was a utility. They wanted me to last.

I rested my cheek against the pole. Its surface was warm and wet with history. When I closed my eyes, I heard moans stacked in layers, ten thousand girls gasping through centuries. I smelled their pussies, their piss, the resin sealed with semen, sweat, and tears.

When I opened my eyes, Lila was staring at me.

“You have to try it, Lila.”

“I’m thinking about it.”

“You should. You’ll love it. When they spit roast me, you’ll see.”

Her lips quivered.

“Have you ever done anal, Sophie?”

“Never.”

“I’ll prepare you.”

“With your tongue?”

“And with their seed. You’ll feel my tongue often from now on.”

“You’ll feed me too, darling.”

Our friendship was gone. Something rawer had replaced it, forged at the pole. I had fewer inhibitions now and no regrets. I was going all-in.

A shadow moved, and the line shuffled closer.

I was ready.

My first spit roast was about to begin.

The women eased me into position to be fucked like a she-wolf, my knees spread wide, my palms flat on the blanket. The weight of my swollen cunt sagged heavily between my thighs. Despite my hurried washing, more creamy mess still poured out, a gush of seed mixed with my own juices, stringing and dripping over my skin.

My body shook, not from cold but from the raw battering it had taken, every muscle twitching and refusing to hold me steady. My bladder throbbed at the same time, full and angry, every jolt of my body a cruel reminder of how close I was to pissing in front of the crowd.

One of the women crouched behind me, her palms braced against my knees. She grinned when she saw the ruin between my legs and looked up, scanning the crowd.

“She’s opened up. Properly opened. She’ll be easy to fuck for hours.”

Another woman shifted in front of me, lifting the chain of my cuffs to force my chest upright so my breasts jutted forward, still damp and faintly fragrant from the rough washing. My nipples were raw, purple at the tips, stiff and aching for a tongue, but instead they caught the evening air, tingling and burning as though the crowd’s eyes themselves were fingers.

“Hold her there.”

A man’s voice cut through the noise, and the crowd parted like an eager tide.

Two men stepped into the ring of torches. One stripped his tunic over his head, flinging it into the darkness, his cock already half hard from just looking at me. The other unbuckled his belt, slow and deliberate, as though each movement was meant to slice another notch into my fear.

One cock swung heavy, thick as a wrist and longer than I dared measure. The other was leaner, average, but already dripping. My mouth watered and my cunt twitched. My pussy clenched at the sight, a desperate pulse of shame running through me as the pressure built, the seed already inside me urging to flow out.

Lila whimpered somewhere behind me, close enough that I felt the brush of her hair against my back. She was staring at the man with the gigantic cock, her bottom lip trembling, her eyes wide with fear, but also something else, a flicker of hunger that shocked her own face as much as mine.

“You’ll break her.”

The man with the belt laughed and pointed between my legs.

“She’s ready. Look at her cunt. You could slide an arm in there now.”

He knelt behind me, spit dripping from his mouth to wet the swollen folds. His thumb pushed inside, and I yelped, the stretch already unbearable, my pussy jolting with the intrusion, a hot pulse threatening to spray.

He grinned at the crowd and shouted.

“She’s not closing for business anytime soon. More coins for the whore!”

He looked at Lila and growled as he dragged his thumb out and smeared the slick over my clit until my body jolted despite myself.

Lila stooped low and took the man’s swollen, heavily coated cock crown in her mouth, moaning as she cleaned the precum from his head. For a moment, she looked at me, her eyes wide, as though daring me to condemn her. Then she closed her eyes and sucked his cock harder, her throat working, spit slicking his shaft as she moaned into the taste of another man.

She was finally dipping a toe in the water.

Another man knelt at my head. He grabbed my chin, pried my mouth wide, and slid his cock between my lips. The taste of musk and salt hit instantly, thick, coating my tongue. He fed his thin cock deeper until the head knocked the back of my throat, choking me.

“Hold her steady. We’ll spit roast the whore.”

The crowd roared their approval, voices rising like a wave of heat.

Lila’s hands clamped my ass cheeks wide apart. My ankles were forced down against the cobbles. A sharp stone dug into my palm through the blanket, but the pain was nothing compared to the pleasure of the thrust of the cock shoving into me, hammering into the wreck of my pussy, stretching it even wider. Each slam jarred my pussy, making me twitch, a trickle of hot semen threatening to escape.

At the same time, the man at my head shoved forward, gagging me on every stroke, his belly smacking my nose, the stench of sweat filling my lungs.

Pinned and pierced, I was nothing but a passage, a body held open from both ends, leaking from every hole, every thrust shaking more cum and piss to the edge of spilling.

Their rhythm grew brutal. My throat was repeatedly filled and emptied, spit running in thick ropes from the corners of my mouth. The backs of my thighs slapped wet against the man’s, every thrust of his cock forcing another stream of seed to splatter on the blanket beneath me. The air stank now, not just of sweat and leather, but of cum, spit, and the sweat of exertion.

Somewhere above the din of my gagging and the wet slap of flesh, I heard Lila’s whisper.

“Stay with me, Sophie. Just stay.”

I was being fucked hard by two men, one sawing my cunt wide open, another using my throat. I choked and gasped for air when I could, but the joy deep inside me, stirred by the biggest cock yet to claim me, made up for every discomfort.

Lila released my ass cheeks and reached underneath, one finger and thumb roughly rolling a nipple, the other working my throbbing clit while my lover drilled my cunt like it was the seabed and he explored for oil. Her hand shook as she touched me, torn between fear and desire, but she didn’t stop. Her moans mixed with mine, her spit still shining on the cock she had dared to taste.

The first two men finished inside me almost together. One pulled his cock free of my throat with a wet pop, smearing spit and squirting cum over my face. The other hammered, drilling deep inside me and groaning as his cock pulsed, flooding me with another load that gushed out the second he withdrew.

Hands grabbed me before I even had a chance to fall sideways. New men replaced them, impatient, jostling for the holes that had just been emptied.

My mouth was pried wide again, and another cock shoved deep before I could take a breath. Bitter skin, sharp salt, the thick creamy head battering my throat until my chest convulsed in useless choking coughs. The taste was delicious and addictive at once, musky, salty cum, each swallow was my humiliation and a thrill.

Another man forced himself between my thighs, his blunt crown tearing at my ruined folds, stuffing my cunt full, pounding through the mess already inside me. Each slam churned the flood of seed in my belly, hot and sloshing, my insides reduced to a sloppy mess of cum.

The chain had begun.

As one cock pulled free, another shoved in, sealing the hole before it could close. My body was nothing but a gate swinging back and forth, cock after cock slamming in, using me. Their seed mixed and poured out of me in hot, endless streams. My belly swelled with the sheer volume of it, my throat became raw from being split and stuffed, my pussy aching tighter with every violent jolt.

The women who had steadied me at first were still there, one holding my knees open, the other bracing my arms so I couldn’t collapse. Their laughter rose with every gag and choke, echoing sharply over the wet slap of bodies.

“She’s a vessel now. Just a passage for cock.”

I tried to turn my head to find Lila, but another cock slapped across my cheek and drove back into my mouth, a woman’s palms gripping my head. My eyes watered. My body shook. Men crowded in tighter, their skin slick with sweat, the air stinking of seed, spit, and leather. Each time one finished inside me, he smeared his dripping cock across my face or ass cheeks before stepping back to let the next push forward.

One gripped my hair tight, forcing me to look up at him while he fed his cock into my mouth, inch by inch, until my throat was stretched around the thick shaft, bulging deep inside me.

“Swallow it down, whore. Milk it. I paid three coins.”

The next man rammed so hard from the front, shoving me back against the man already buried in my cunt that my ankles shoved off the blanket, bruising on the stone with each thrust. The crowd’s roar blurred into a single wall of noise, punctuated by the grunt of each man as he came, fucked me, then left, the squelch of cum forced deeper, the wet slap of my body being used like meat.

I was drowning in them, filled, emptied, filled again, and the orgasms just kept coming, wave after wave of pleasure consuming me. My body was breaking apart into holes, each one stretched, battered, owned by the village, each hole nothing but a channel for cock and seed.

Still, through the blur of sweat and gagging, I heard Lila again, her voice sharp with desperation.

“Please, stop hurting her.”

My voice cried out, silencing hers.

“Please… don’t stop. I need this.”

The men only laughed, slamming their skin harder against mine, driving their cocks deeper inside me, as though her plea and mine were fuel.

Hot seed spilled down my chin when I couldn’t swallow fast enough. My cunt overflowed with more, slick and messy, soaking the blanket and dripping to the cobbles. My skin burned where they had slapped, grabbed, and clawed for purchase to fuck me harder.

Yet the chain did not stop.

Another cock forced my swollen, raw lips apart while another cock tore into my pussy, and minutes later, two more loads of semen poured inside me. My spit roast had become a carousel, endless and merciless.

And I was bound in its center, chained to the rhythm of men, swallowing their endless line, devouring the cocks that kept coming.

The spit roast carousel showed no sign of slowing. Men lined like stallions, their shadows thrown tall by the torches, their cocks already slick from watching me ruined.

Two had me locked in place again, one feeding his cock down my throat, the other hammering his deep inside my cunt. My chest burned, my belly heavy with seed, my whole body trembling from the battering.

A third man crouched at my side, fisting his cock with a hungry snarl, smearing his own spit over the head. His hand grabbed my hip, fingers digging bruises deep into the meat of my flesh.

He pried my anus open, and I felt the chilly air lick inside me.

“Her ass is ready. Open it for me.”

The crowd bellowed, stamping feet against stone.

Fear shot through me like a final spasm, but beneath it something darker coiled. My body was split open already, my throat, my cunt, all used, filled, emptied. What difference would having one more hole fucked relentlessly make?

I gagged on the cock in my throat, my voice breaking around it, but the words still tore free.

“I’m ready.”

My choking last gasp was silenced by another thrust, deep into my throat. I forced the words out again between the battering.

“I’m ready… to take three cocks.”

The roar from the men crashed like thunder.


Chapter Five

◆◆◆

The courtyard muttered with hungry voices. Boots scraped and belts unbuckled, whipped out of pants so they could hit the floor and be kicked aside. The smooth iron cuffs chafed my wrists when I shifted, feeling cold, permanent, and certain.

I stared at the pole as though it were an old friend. It knew more about me, my soul, my pussy, my sex, and my desires than any man, or all of the men who had ever fucked me put together.

I felt like I belonged to the pole. It was a silly notion because a lump of solid wood wasn’t a sentient being, and since I didn’t believe in the supernatural, my mind and hormones were simply playing tricks, but the feeling warmed me.

I turned and sat on the blanket, leaning back against the pole, enjoying a quick break while they chose which man would fuck my back passage.

Lila knelt between my thighs, spreading them wide and fed from me. Her tongue scooped cum in long strokes through my slit before she puckered her lips and sealed my swollen hole, sucking and slurping hungrily like a thief who had found a vault filled with gold.

Another man stepped forward. He was impatient and straddled Lila’s head and my thighs, which clamped her in place. His cock jutted in my face, held heavy in his hand, his eyes sharp. He wanted me to suck him off.

“Sorry, Sophie. I have very little time, and I hoped you might service me now, please.”

“Of course, since you asked nicely.”

I opened my mouth with the back of my head pressed firmly to the pole.

He slid his cock past my lips slowly, and my body tingled, rising to the occasion, another position, another cock, and all while my best friend sucked cum from my pussy. I sucked the heavy coating of precum from his glossy crown, enjoyed the salty burn streaking across my taste buds, then searing my tonsils. When I swallowed, the weight of him branded my throat.

I moaned. Tingles of joy scattered through me as Lila licked and slurped her way up and down my creamy slit before sucking the semen still leaking from my gaping hole.

The man pushed his cock deeper. His blunt head ground past the roof of my mouth, and I tasted salt, skin, and iron. My saliva rushed to meet its delicious flavor, and I gagged. His fingers clamped my jaw firmly but not cruelly, his thumbs pinning my cheeks into a wet sleeve. My head was nailed to the pole, so I couldn’t escape the inevitable face-fucking.

He began to use me like a wanking sleeve with long, hard strokes that fucked my throat as though it were my cunt. My eyes bulged, my lips gripped his shaft, and panic clawed my mind while my body begged for more. Saliva snorted from my nose as I retched and coughed, unable to move or escape.

The crowd murmured their approval, and the curator’s voice drifted low from somewhere beyond the castle courtyard.

“As it should be. Sophie is taking all-comers. Come all and fuck the whore and celebrate your pole.”

Just when I thought I might suffocate, the man withdrew his cock, letting me breathe. I glared up at him, spit stringing from my lips, drooling over Lila’s head, my chest heaving wildly. He smiled kindly, confusing me, having taken me to the edge of strangulation.

“I won’t hurt you, Sophie.”

“You almost choked me to death.”

“I knew when you needed to breathe, and I stopped, didn’t I?”

“Just about.”

“Shall I ease off?”

Every good-girl instinct inside begged me to nod, to tell him yes, to back off, to treat me like a lady instead of their whore chained to a pole.

But I whispered the truth.

“No. Do it your way.”

“Shall I fuck your throat?”

“Yes.”

“Are you sure, Sophie?”

“Yes, please.”

He drove his hips forward, parting my lips, blocking my windpipe, and rammed his cock deep, harder now, but very precisely. I gagged, closed my eyes, and pictured myself soaring above, an angel below, chained to a pole satisfying an entire village while being inducted into a whores gallery of fame and shame. He knew when to give me air and when to choke me back down.

No man had ever used my mouth and throat like this guy did. No man had ever been so proficient at fucking my face, taking me to the edge where my eyes blurred and throat clenched so tightly I felt every bulging vein on his cock, every gnarl as it pressed deep into my flesh.

And I loved it.

The realization of my joy came sharp as the pole pressed against the back of my head and spine, helping me take the man’s cock deep. I loved being used. What began as a fantasy for an hour had become something more profound.

His legs quivered, and his breath broke into grunts. The man would cum soon. Lila knew it, so she peeled my ruined pussy lips aside with clawing fingers and sucked my clit hard, draining me like extracting venom from a bite.

He erupted, his legs shuddering violently while his cock jerked repeatedly, each time embellishing its shape into my throat walls. Hot, salty, and thick, his load shot down my throat. I choked, swallowed his seed, choked on it again, and swallowed more, gagging back as much of his load as I could, snorting the rest from burning nostrils.

I came hard on Lila’s tongue and lips, spilling more semen that had been fucked deep inside me. My body convulsed with the ache of too many orgasms, too many cocks already claiming me, but I still wanted more.

When the man who fucked my face stepped back, zipping his cock away, I was wrecked but so, so happy I could sing for joy if my throat wasn’t so raw. My mouth, lips, and chin were smeared with his seed, dripping because I was streaked obscenely.

Lila rose to her knees and stared at me with eyes full of something more than hunger. She kissed me around my mouth, sucking gently and licking, removing every drop of seed she could find.

Then she kissed me fully on the lips. My heart pounded for joy. What began as cleaning became something else, something older, deeper, a statement of Lila’s love, of her devotion, of a vow whispered without words.

She straddled me, her dress flaying apart, and I just about managed to stretch an ironclad wrist far enough that I could finger her dripping wet cunt. Lila pulled back, her lips shining, wearing a beaming smile, pulling on her bottom lip as I worked her tight cunt with two fingers. Her lips and voice trembled, but the message in her eyes was clear.

“I love you, Sophie. I always have. Since we were kids.”

My body stilled, and my eyes blurred.

“I love you too, honey… but this…what? I mean-”

“Shhh.”

“I’m a fucking whore now.”

Lila’s finger pressed to my lips.

“Take the men and enjoy them. Then we’ll look after each other with the sisterhood later.”

The pole creaked behind me. The crowd stamped their feet, and more cocks waited, each hoping to be chosen to fuck my virgin back passage.

Three men walked forward and helped roll me onto my hands and knees.

Two village women went to work on my anus, each spreading a cheek wide apart with clawing fingers while Lila knelt close behind me. I craned my neck and watched as my best friend bowed her head, her lips hunting down my anal whorl like she was bobbing for apples.

Her lips kissed my pucker, and I shuddered, but when her tongue licked across the ridges around my anus, it tickled, and pleasure vibrated deep inside me. The shock of it thrilled me, as another taboo in my life was utterly shattered. My body tingled as she licked me harder, faster, using a flattened tongue as a dog licks a master’s hand. I relaxed, praying my puckered hole would bloom like a rose for Lila to lick and poke her tongue deep inside.

And lick me she did. The women pressed their strong fingers against my sphincter, peeling the tiny hole wide until I felt chilly air licking me. Lila slid her stiffened tongue inside me, spearing my back passage, striking a nerve cluster inside that drove shudders through me until my knees quivered.

I tossed my head back, grunted, then cried out in lewd desperation.

“I need a cock inside that hole right now, Lila.”

“One cock coming up, darling.”

“You choose the man. Not too thick, but long enough to reach deep inside me… I want it really deep so I feel full of cock.”

“Do you want all three to fuck you right away?”

“No. Just get a nice guy to break me in, and then they can all fuck me at once.”

“You’ll go through three at a time after this guy, but for how long?”

“Let’s have three goes and then rest.”

“That’s nine men.”

“Yes… I’m sure I can take more. I want to take the whole fucking village.”

“You will, honey.”

Lila came around to face me, kissing me while the village women worked my ass. One fucked me with a slender finger, slow and firm, while the other dribbled oil onto her partner’s digit every time it withdrew so the next thrust inside me slid wetter, hotter, greasier, basting my rectal walls. My ring pulsed around her finger, twitching open, relaxing further than I thought possible.

Coins clinked sharply on stone. Men were circling, tossing more to bid for the first plunge into my virgin ass. The sound echoed like a bell with each drop, the weight of their lust measured in metal.

One of the women stood tall and pointed at the crowd, her other hand still on my ass cheek.

“Which man will open her virgin ass?”

Lila’s eyes scanned the line of cocks. She paused on a boy barely older than me. Loose hair fell across his forehead. His cock was long and slender, twitching nervously in the firelight.

She raised her hand.

“You. Step forward.”

The boy hesitated, then obeyed. His cock swung with each pace, precum glistening on its crown, his thighs trembling as though the weight of what he carried was too much for his body.

The women seized him, pressing him onto a low stool. One gagged on his shaft, choking herself to its root, drooling until his cock was slick. The other poured oil over his crown, stroking, polishing, coating every ridge until he gleamed wet with spit and slick.

Lila bent to my ear.

“This one is from me to you, Sophie. His cock is long enough to reach deep inside you. Thin enough to open you without tearing too much.”

“Will I bleed?”

“You have to, darling.”

“Okay.”

“I’ll heal you later, don’t worry.”

“He looks nice.”

“He will be gentle, I promise.”

“I know.”

“Are you ready, Sophie?”

I whimpered, pressing my cheek against the pole.

“Make sure he fills me. I want to be well fucked after I’m broken in when he comes inside my ass. Then he will lube the others who will follow.”

“You’re getting into this, Sophie.”

I stared at Lila and gulped, frowning deeply. My truth was out for all to see, but I hadn’t really spoken the words.

“I fucking love this, Lila.”

“I know. I can see that.”

The boy stood now, his cock shining from the spit and oil running down his shaft in fat drops. He looked terrified and eager to fuck my virgin hole all at once.

I braced myself. My hole twitched under the women’s fingers, desperate to be fucked. And I waited on my hands and knees for my last virgin hole to be defiled.

The women spread my ass even wider, their fingers strong and unmerciful, gripping the edges of my inner tissues, peeling them to make way for a cock. More cold grease was smeared over my ring, their nails grazing me, their thumbs prying me open until my anus winked, exposed and trembling.

I craned my neck and saw the boy kneeling behind me, trembling more than I was. His cock pressed gently to my asshole, bouncing against its springy seal, testing the pure sphincter but not yet breaking it. His blunt cock head was glazed in spit and oil, shining where the women had prepared him.

I was ready, and I stared into his eyes desperately.

“Fuck me, please.”

“Are you ready, Sophie?”

“Yes.”

He drove his hips forward slowly, pressing his cock to my seal. My pucker stretched, gasped open as I screamed when pain shot through me, sharp as glass. My nails tore at the blanket, my wrists rattled the iron as my knees gripped the pads, and my sobs spilled like birthing cries.

Lila cupped my face, her lips brushing mine.

“Breathe, Sophie. Give your anal virginity to him. Give it to me and the entire village.”

“I will. He can fuck me however he wishes.”

“Good girl.”

The boy drove his cock harder and reached deeper inside me, tearing my rim wider. The pain split me until, with a wet, brutal pop, his cock crowned through and my virgin ass broke.

I screamed one more time, a blood-curdling howl that echoed around the castle walls. My back arched, spit flew everywhere as I tossed my head back and forth, side to side, my eyes rolling wildly. The crowd roared as one and coins showered onto the stone, ringing like bells of worship.

Lila swallowed my scream with her kiss, then stared lovingly at me as I squirmed, my back passage stretched wide and fucked hard.

“Good girl, Sophie. Take him. Take all of his cock. You can do this!”

“I can… and I fucking will!”

He groaned low and resonantly, his hips trembling as he slid his cock deeper. Inch by inch, he filled me, endless, relentless, until my bowels clenched tightly around him and then yielded, then clenched again, milking his shaft. The pain burned, then softened, then bloomed into heat. I moaned raggedly, pushing back for more cock.

The man screamed excitedly.

“She’s broken on my cock! Look… the pole whore wants more!”

“Give it to her!”

“Go easy though… we all want to fuck her!”

The crowd danced and screamed while the boy who rode my ass for the first time howled victoriously. Women clapped, somewhere in the crowd a group hummed like a choir, and all the while the boy fucked me harder, faster, burying his cock balls deep inside my anus, grunting, his hips slapping my ass. Each thrust stretched me wider; my rim was torn raw, bleeding, and my bowels were reshaped. His voice cracked in wild satisfaction, jubilant as any king claiming a castle.

My body betrayed me, pain became pleasure, sobs became moans, then moans became ecstasy. My anal stretching turned holy, and I wanted double penetration, then triple. I would do anything to feel this full of cock again.

“She’s so fucking tight. So fucking tight!”

His cry broke into the air, exciting me. I was the source of his joy, the source of all their joy. I was a vessel, a place where the village men could dump their seed in any one of three holes or splash my defiled body with it. My belly clenched tighter. I milked him as though he were inside my cunt.

He howled, a wolf’s cry, thrusting harder while Lila licked tears from my cheeks.

“Perfect, Sophie. You’re his now, and ours. You belong to the pole.”

“Yes… the pole… and to the village… I want to be theirs. Let them all fuck and cum inside me, Lila… please. Let no man leave here unless he’s drained.”

“I will, darling. I am so proud of you.”

The boy’s pace broke, and his hips bucked, vibrating against my ass cheeks as his knees trembled uncontrollably. His cock jerked balls deep inside me, and hot seed spilled into my bowels. I clenched helplessly, forced by instinct and muscle reaction to grip and massage his cock, forced to drink his semen inside my bowels. His scream split the courtyard as his youth emptied into my ass.

The crowd thundered, stamping and chanting.

“Broken! Claimed! Filled!”

The boy’s body sagged and shuddered as he panted and pulled his cock free. My hole gaped wide, leaking white, a ruin of semen streaking down my crack. Inside, I pulsated, the sudden emptiness, a grief my body pleaded to have reversed.

Lila slid behind me. She spread my well-fucked hole with gentle fingers, leaning close, her breath hot on my raw rim. Her lips closed around my ruined anus in a gentle, loving kiss, and her tongue licked the wreckage, tracing torn ridges, sucking thick streams of cum out from inside, her suction reaching deeper than fingers could scoop. She kissed my pain as if it were holy.

She drank the boy out of me and then inspected the damage.

“It’s beautiful, Sophie. You’re wide open now and ready for three cocks.”

The curator’s voice rose, solemn, cutting the noise like a priest.

“Don’t let your friend take them alone, Lila. A vessel chained alone is common. But two whores chained together are exceptional. Two girls on one pole is a double blessing for the village and a double memory for you.”

“What are you saying?”

“Make this moment special, girl. Let the pole claim a pair, Lila.”

Silence fell, and all eyes turned to Lila. Coins clinked again, harder and more encouragingly, as men tossed them down; the hat was long since filled, the stones around it ringing with the sound of metal.

A man stepped forward holding a spare set of shackles in his hands. The crowd parted for him. Lila trembled, looked at me, then at the iron. Her lips quivered, her cheeks ran pale, but resolve settled in her eyes.

“What shall I do, Sophie?”

“Would you like to be gangbanged?”

“Yes.”

“Then join me here.”

My childhood best friend bit her lip, cringing. Then peace washed over her face. She beckoned the man carrying fresh shackles forward, wearing a nervous smile.

“Chain me beside my friend.”

Women hauled Lila upright and stripped her bare, flinging her clothes aside. Her body pressed to the pole beside mine, her arms lifted, and she offered her wrists. The iron closed with a sharp click that sounded final and ritualistic, like a bell of worship.

The crowd roared. Cobblestones shook. Cocks throbbed, and hands pumped their shafts. Lila turned her head, and her eyes burned into mine as the curator declared:

“Now we fuck the whores together.”

The pole creaked, hungry for more.


Chapter Six

◆◆◆

Lila's Point of View

I was utterly terrified, my entire body quaking, when two men approached.

What the fuck have I done?

I stared at Sophie, who smiled confidently, comfortingly, a tall man on his knees fucking her like a she-wolf. He clawed her hips for grip, swung his hips back and forth like a pendulum, utterly reaming my best friend with a long, thick cock. His balls smacked wet against her thighs, her hands gripped the pole, but she still smiled sweetly at me as though I had nothing to fear.

I am about to become a fucking whore.

The pile of coins was heaped so high that it would cover a basketball. My hat was nowhere to be seen. More coins clinked into the pile or landed on the stone, bouncing, expanding the spread of my shame. Every metallic drop rang like a bell, a toll that promised more cock, another thrust, another squirt of seed inside me.

My cunt leaked like it was desperate to chew through as much cock in the line as possible, while the innocent girl inside me wanted to curl up with Sophie and fall asleep by a log fire.

Two men lifted me, their arms like bars of iron across my back, their hands hooked under my thighs. My wrists locked in the shackles above my head, the pole hard and certain against my spine. They spread me wide open, displaying my dripping cunt to the torches, my whole body displayed for the village.

“Her lips are oversized.”

“Plump and juicy.”

When I reached down with shackled wrists and parted my meaty lips, the crowd gasped, then growled.

“Look at those lips, thick and dripping, begging to be sucked.”

“Plump and perfect folds, spread wider for us, Lila.”

“Her clit’s swollen like a ripe berry. I want it on my tongue.”

Coins clattered louder, sharper, striking cobbles like hail. Their approval was not mockery. It was hunger, brazen and unashamed.

I bristled with fear, flushed crimson, knowing my secret was forever out. I had oversized labia, big, fleshy lips that were easy to suck, and a clit as large and rubbery as a baby pacifier. Every lover I’d had adored me, to the extent that most spent more time licking than fucking my hole. Men who never cleaned up after fucking a girl were suddenly drawn to eat their cream from my cunt.

“I want to suck her clit.”

“Me first!”

“I’ll pay to suck that fucking enormous bean.”

I wanted to close my thighs, but I couldn’t. The men’s grip made me weightless, and because they pinned me against the pole, they rendered me helpless, every tremor of my body nothing but a twitch in their arms. My pussy felt cold in the night air, especially since I had more than most to expose.

As eyes focused on my abnormal size, I warmed with every eye that stared at me hungrily and every pair of lips that were licked.

Footsteps scraped. Two women emerged from the crowd, not gawkers but beautiful, like princesses. Their flaxen hair was braided, their blue eyes burning like priestesses, their presence heavier than the men waiting with their cocks hanging out.

One knelt, then sat behind me. The men backed me onto her, and her palms spread my ass cheeks so wide I gasped. Her breath spilled over my anal whorl, warming my slit as it curled around my body, then her tongue slid out and licked across my tight ring. The shock made my shoulders slam back against the pole, my entire body jolting.

Another woman crouched in front of me, her hand braced on my belly, her fingers slipping between my immense, petal-like swollen pussy lips. She pressed two digits straight inside me without hesitation, her knuckles grinding against my inner pussy walls as I squeezed back, cringing at my shame. Her thumb rolled my massive, rubbery clit hard enough to make me cry out.

“She’s fucking perfect!”

Coins rained down, louder, sharper, striking cobbles like hail. The men grunted approval, their fists pumping their cocks faster as the women opened my holes, preparing both to be fucked.

When she stood, the woman massaged each of my pussy lips with fingers from one hand, rubbing the thick, fleshy length while staring deep into my eyes, watching me melt with pleasure.

“Do you want to join our sisterhood too, Lila?”

“Oh, fuck yes.”

“You’ll need to be fucked a lot.”

“I know.”

“You have a beautiful pussy. The sisterhood is going to have lots of fun with you.”

“I hope so.”

“Trust me, when you are done taking cock with your friend, dozens of tongues are going to suck on those giant lips.”

She glanced down with a glowing smile, still fucking my sticky, tight hole. She kneeled again, fingering inside me with two fingers while tilting her head, clasping her lips around my oversized throbbing clit. When she sucked me, it was like lightning flowed from the pole into me.

The woman playing with my pussy rose again, staring deeply into my eyes, assessing, still gently fingering me while her friend’s tongue darted inside my back passage. Her voice was low, knowing. Her questions were filthy. Each one twisted a knife in my shame, but I couldn’t hide anything. Not my flush, not my moans, not my soaked pussy clutching her fingers.

“You’re tight, Lila.”

“I suspect not for long.”

“No. Have you ever taken cock in your ass?”

“No.”

“Like your girlfriend, then?”

“Yes.”

“Do you want your ass fucked?”

“Oh God, yes.”

I snatched a glance at Sophie, who looked fine, her big cocked fuck buddy still drilling her, looking like he could go forever. He had stamina, with a hip swing that slammed his cock balls deep inside, his pubic bone jolting her ass on each inward stroke.

“Look at me, girl.”

“Sorry.”

I stared back at the woman, fingering my clit, rolling my meaty lips and thick, rubbery clit in my sloppy juices. She played me like she was thumbing a ball bearing in a tray of oil. Her friend was actually licking inside me, tickling my rectal walls with her tongue tip, stimulating nerves I never knew I had.

She nodded down.

“Girl play is good, right?”

“Yes.”

I gasped loudly, my head rolling, my hair swaying in a circle, the crowd chanting softly now, their voices layered.

Whore. Whore. Whore.

“Would you like Johnny to fuck you first. He’ll stretch you out right away.”

“Who is Johnny?”

“He’s fucking your friend right now. He can swap, come and fuck you with her juices.”

“Oh, fuck yes.”

Sophie grinned and nodded firmly. I needed some contact with her. We hadn’t really consolidated our new relationship, and I needed that so bad. To be fucked by a massive cock covered in her sticky mess was perfect.

Johnny smiled, stepped aside, and was quickly replaced by another man who slid his cock right in and continued pounding Sophie’s dripping hole while another guy knelt in front, offering his sticky crown for sucking.

The fingering of my pussy continued while my first man prepared himself, a rich, thick lather from pounding Sophie’s cunt coating his cock, ready to massage inside my tight hole. Behind, the other woman licked my back passage harder, flattening her tongue and working it in circles around and inside my asshole. She licked the ridges around my tight hole, then pushed, probed inside, and slid her spit over me until I felt wetness where no cock had ever touched me before.

I was almost ready to be fucked in the ass, and I hadn’t even taken my first cock.

My head fell back. I stared at the stars, at the black vault of night, but Sophie’s whisper cut sharper than anything else.

“Take it, Lila. Let them see you.”

“I want to join the sisterhood, Sophie.”

“Then be a whore with me. Let them fuck you for coin.”

The woman’s fingers curled inside my pussy, and the tongue inside my ass slid deeper. I writhed in their grip, my body split open, my holes being teased by women while the men held me for the first cock.

I moaned, high and broken, and the sound bounced around the courtyard until it wasn’t mine anymore. The coins, the chants, the pole, the crowd - all of them claimed it.

It belonged to them, but I belonged to the pole.


Chapter Seven

◆◆◆

Lila’s Point of View

Two men pinned me wide open, my thighs clamped over their arms, my wrists locked above, the pole hard against my spine. Their grip made me weightless, a doll stretched and displayed, my cunt bare, lips swollen and spread wide for every torch-lit eye.

Behind me, the woman’s breath spilled hot over my ass. Her tongue licked across my tight ring, wet and deliberate, circling my ridges, teasing the hole, flattening, then pushing harder to stab deeper inside my virgin back passage. Every lick detonated sparks in places I had never known existed. My shoulders slammed back against the pole, my spine jolted, my breasts bounced, and shame boiled into my chest until I thought I might faint from its intensity.

In front, another woman’s fingers worked me without mercy. She shoved two deep inside my pussy, her knuckles grinding against my walls, her thumb rolling my clit like she knew it was swollen, aching, oversized, and demanding attention. She played me like she’d been studying my cunt all her life, like it was her personal instrument to tune.

Coins clinked sharply on cobbles, raining heavier as the crowd saw me opened by women. Each drop was a sharp metallic toll, ringing out like bells of worship. The pile at our feet grew higher, spreading wider, the sound of wealth and lust tangled into one humiliating hymn. Around me, the men grunted their approval, their fists pumping their cocks faster, the rhythm of skin on shaft punctuated by filthy voices.

“Look at those lips - thick as velvet, made for cock.”

“She’ll gush when he fucks her, I guarantee.”

“Spread her wider. Show us every fold.”

Sophie’s voice cut through the noise, filthy and soft against my ear, threading inside me tighter than the women’s fingers or tongue.

“Take it, Lila. Let them see you. You’re beautiful.”

My girlfriend’s words broke me, and I whimpered.

“I’m ready for this.”

“Johnny has a massive cock, honey. Enjoy it.”

“I’m so glad it’s covered in you.”

“So am I.”

“I want you so much, Sophie. We haven’t-”

“We’ll talk… about us, have no fear about that.”

“The sisterhood…”

“We’ll stay here, Lila. We’ll become everything the pole wishes for us.”

“Thank you.”

Her gasp and smile reached me even as an enthusiastic boy slammed her fast and deep, his cock hammering her sloppy hole, his groans filling the air. Sophie still looked at me, still held me with her eyes, as though I had nothing to fear while being turned inside out. My cunt clenched around the fingers pumping deep inside me, my slick juices spilling down to the woman’s palm. Behind, the tongue licked my rim faster, teasing the tiny hole open, spit running hot down my crack like oil for a fire.

The man who had just been drilling Sophie stepped forward. Johnny. His cock glistened white and rich with her mess. He was thick, long, and dripping with bulging blue veins I was sure would leave their imprint inside me. He grinned down at me, his shaft still rock hard, prepared by Sophie’s ruin and my trembling anticipation.

The women didn’t stop their work. One thumbed my asshole wider, her tongue stabbing deeper inside my ring like she wanted to tongue-fuck me open. The other curled her fingers inside my cunt, grinding her knuckles hard, her thumb rolling my clit until my head snapped back and I gasped ragged, staring at her in disbelief.

The boy fucking Sophie groaned, then roared, and I knew he was spilling inside her. I watched her cunt pulse around his cock, imagined the hot gush, and a pang of regret hit sharp as a knife that I wasn’t underneath her to drink every creamy stream.

Sophie nodded at Johnny, who stood between my legs, his cock in hand, ready to ruin and stretch me.

“He’s big.”

I stared down. Eight inches of veined, heavy meat, its crown pressing lightly past my swollen lips. The good girl inside me rattled her cage, begged to escape, but the rest of me tilted my cunt forward, desperate for Johnny’s cock to open me.

I glanced up. Johnny’s hazel eyes burned into mine, his thick, wavy black hair falling across his brow like shadows from the stars. His face was lit by torches, radiant, boyish, but hard with hunger. He looked as desperate as I was.

“You’re beautiful, Johnny.”

“So are you… in every way.”

“That’s the biggest cock ever to part my pussy lips.”

“Thank you. By the way… they are so gorgeous… your lips, your clit, your whole pussy. I’ve never seen anything so perfect.”

“You think?”

My voice cracked, but my heart soared at his kindness and compliment.

“I could kneel all day down there and worship you. Bathe you in warmth and lick until your clit screams.”

“Maybe I’ll let you do that… but Sophie has to be involved.”

“She’s also beautiful.”

The flirting steadied me. Necessary, because it was my first time being a whore. I needed a thread of connection with Johnny, something more than lust. Even though all my love belonged to Sophie, I let my lover anchor me, fill me with something more than cock.

During her next changeover, Sophie licked her lips, cum dripping down her chin, and whispered hoarsely and filthily.

“Johnny’s cock is perfect for you, Lila. Feel me on him, absorb me from him, let him fuck you sloppy.”

“I will… I love you, Sophie.”

“I love you more.”

Johnny pressed his crown deeper, grinding it across my thick, slick folds, soaking himself in my wetness. He pushed slow, steady, parting me. My lips stretched, petals opening, fat flesh gripping his head. I groaned, arched, screamed raggedly when he broke through my hole, stretching and filling me with Sophie’s cum, still lathering his shaft.

The crowd roared. Coins bounced louder, ringing like a downpour of worship.

“First cock in her! Look how she takes it!”

“Stretch her! Fuck her deeper!”

“Suck that clit while he splits her!”

With only an inch of Johnny’s cock stretching me, the woman shoved her head between us. Her lips sealed over my clit, sucking hard, her tongue flicking sharp and fast while Johnny drove deeper until his gut pressed her skull into mine. My scream split the night, muffled by her mouth clamped to me.

When she dragged her head out, she reached down with a finger, massaging my oversized, rigid nub while Johnny’s cock slid deeper, stretching my pussy, reshaping me, until my fat lips spread wide around his veined shaft. Behind me, the tongue never stopped, licking outside, probing inside, wetting my asshole in circles like it was a second pussy waiting to be broken.

I moaned so high my voice cracked, my body trembling in the men’s arms. Johnny slammed deeper, his cock bottoming out inside me, his balls slapping wet against my ass cheeks. My cunt spasmed, clit throbbed against the woman’s finger, and my anus trembled against the tongue prying me open.

Sophie’s laugh was filthy, proud.

“Good girl, Lila. Take Johnny’s cock and feel me inside you. Let them all see how perfect you are.”

“I fucking love it.”

“We’re both being paid to fuck now, sweetheart.”

“I am a whore.”

“We both are.”

“I feel so happy.”

Johnny groaned, gripping the shoulders of the men holding me tighter, using them as leverage to drive his hips, hammering my hole and slamming my back against the pole until my chains rattled. My cunt was flooded, fucked raw, dripping with cream, my ass tingling under the relentless licking, my clit savaged under the woman’s finger.

I came hard. Screaming. My orgasm ripped out for everyone to watch. Juice spilled hot around Johnny’s cock, flooding his balls, splattering on the stones. The crowd cheered, stamping feet, chanting louder.

“Whore! Whore! Whore!”

Oddly, their chant filled me with pride. I was theirs now.

Johnny fucked me through it, driving faster, sawing my insides until I milked him without control. He stiffened, his eyes wide with awe, then his cock erupted, jerking against my tight pussy walls. Thick ropes of cum blasted inside me, flooding me with heat until I sagged in my cradle, dripping seed down my thighs, already wrecked.

And still the woman sitting behind me licked my anus, slurping at the spill, feeding from me. Still, the crowd roared. Still, Sophie took cock after cock, spit, and seed dripping down her face as she sucked and rode two men at once.

Johnny sagged, staring desperately at me somewhere between lust and deep admiration. He panted, his cock jerking inside me as the last spurts emptied. My cunt gaped wide, sloppy and spilling, thick cream running down the length of his shaft. When he pulled free with a wet pop, strings clung stubbornly, then snapped, dripping across my thighs, some drooling to the cobbles below in fat ropes.

The crowd bellowed. Coins clattered harder, some bouncing off my shins as though the men couldn’t wait to buy the next hole.

“Look at her gape.”

“She’s leaking already.”

“Quick. Stuff her again before she closes.”

The women didn’t let me breathe. One kept her tongue buried deep in my ass, lapping greedily, smearing spit, licking and sucking my rim until I clenched around her, shivering as if she were drawing my bowels open. The other crouched low, two fingers hooked inside me, spreading my soaked lips wide. She slurped greedily at the mess, tongue dragging across my swollen clit, sucking the cum that poured out of my ruined hole as if she could drink me dry.

Sophie leaned across the gap, her eyes bright, her face shining with sweat and filth.

“Stay open, Lila. Don’t lose momentum. You need the next cock now.”

A man shoved forward, already glistening, fist stroking his fat shaft, precum bubbling and smeared down his length. The sister at my cunt shifted aside, her lips wet with Johnny’s seed, her smile wicked.

My second man’s crown pressed straight into my ruined entrance, nudging past my swollen lips with wet, obscene ease.

“See how she welcomes him?”

“Her cunt’s a greedy sleeve. It’s sucking him in.”

The crowd groaned as he split me wider, plunging deep into the churn of seed Johnny had left. My pussy sloshed, creamy rivulets forced out, dripping down my crack where the tongue at my ass caught it, sucking like a starving dog.

He rammed hard, no patience, no teasing, just piston strokes that slammed balls-deep, driving me against the pole like a hammer on an anvil. My whole body jolted in the men’s arms, my breasts bounced wildly, chains rattled loud as iron, my cunt gaped and clamped around the pounding shaft with each brutal thrust.

I screamed high, raw, a ragged animal noise bouncing off the stone walls.

“Harder! Harder! Fill her!”

“Don’t let her cunt breathe!”

The chant thickened, men jerking faster, their voices grating like gravel.

The sister who had licked me earlier leaned in, grabbed my face, and kissed me hard. Her tongue forced between my lips, filling me with the taste of Johnny’s cum she’d stolen from my slit. Her kiss locked me down while the cock inside me jackhammered, and the tongue in my ass slurped deeper, writhing like it wanted to tongue-fuck me open.

Pleasure and pain blurred into one ripping surge. My orgasm cracked through me, violent and soaking. My cunt clamped, milked, and flooded. Juice sprayed, splattering my thighs, soaking the cock fucking me until his balls slapped wet against me like leather.

The man groaned, rammed harder, and when he bottomed out, his shaft twitched thick, then shot. Hot, sticky ropes blasted deep, mixing with the first load, churning, frothing, spilling back out before he even finished. White streams poured from my sloppy slit, dripping to the cobbles in obscene trails, splattering on the blanket like spilled paint.

I had milked him dry in under a minute.

The tongue at my ass groaned, swallowing greedily as more cum seeped its way. She pushed deeper, probing my rim as though she could suck seed through the wall of my cunt. My back spasmed, my ass cheeks quivering against her face, my bowels clenching in reflex as if begging for the cock that was destined to stretch them next.

Sophie’s voice slid over me again, filthy and soft, cutting through the roar of the men.

“Good girl, Lila. Every cock makes you more mine. Every drop binds you to the pole.”

“I want the pole so much.”

“Me too.”

Tears streaked down my cheeks, shame burned me, but pleasure owned me. I couldn’t stop smiling through the mess.

“Another man for Lila,” Sophie purred. “In fact, two. Bring the bench.”

The curator’s voice cut across the chanting, solemn, final.

“She will not rest. Not yet.”

Coins flew like hail. Men shoved, their cocks fat and jerking, the line surging closer, desperate for the next use.

The men lowered me from their arms and rolled me forward, but the shackles stayed tight, my wrists still chained to the pole. A low bench with a centerpiece for my torso and two knee rests set lower down, one on each side, waited. The thick planks were darkened with stains older than I was. They bent me and slid the bench underneath, securing my ankles, then my knees pressed into cushions on the side stands. The torso section tilted my ass high, my arms stretched taut behind, attached to the pole, my breasts pressed hard into the wood, heavy and bare.

But my head was clear, and my mouth could be fucked. The crowd cheered. Coins clinked, sharp, metallic, bouncing on stone.

“Dog her. Fuck her like a bitch.”

“Stretch her lips at both ends, make her scream, and creampie her.”

“Her ass is wet already. Keep it open.”

I had never felt more excited in my life, nor had I wanted to be defiled so much. I couldn’t wait to be spit-roasted and do my fair share in clearing our line.

Hands spread m again, palms on my thighs, dragging my lips wide so every man could see the gape. My pussy drooled cum and spit onto the cobbles, a filthy soup of seed already sloshing inside me, draining out.

Behind me, the priestess never stopped licking, this time coming at me from a standing position. Her tongue pressed into my rim, circling, stabbing, smearing spit until my asshole twitched like a hungry mouth. I jolted at every stroke, ashamed at how my bowels begged without words.

In front of me, a man shoved his cock against my lips. His crown smeared with spit and sweat from my mouth, then he pushed between my teeth, feeding himself deeper. My throat gagged instantly as I sucked off his salty precum, spit flooding down my chin, ropes dripping to the stones.

“Good. She’s learning. Open her throat.”

“Choke her slowly. Save the seed to plant inside her belly.”

I gasped around him, my mouth filled, my jaw aching, my lips stretched wide. My eyes blurred, but his cock felt like truth, solid and merciless, forcing me to swallow what he gave.

At the same time, another man slid inside my pussy, his shaft plunging deep in one hard stroke, splitting me open, shoving the other men’s seed deeper inside, or squeezing it out. The mess squelched loudly, obscenely, dripping down my thighs.

I already had taken as many cocks as ever fucked me, and I hadn’t served the pole for an hour.

The bench thudded under the rhythm of my lover’s thrusts, the pole groaned, my chains rattled, and my body jolted with every brutal slam. My cunt was no longer mine. It was a wet passage, a dripping hole used by whoever paid, whoever shoved their cock forward.

The man behind me came hard, spilling his seed from my gaping hole once he withdrew. Another man replaced him, while I sucked and gagged on the first cock.

Sophie’s moans reached me from the side. I turned my head slightly, straining to see through hair, cock, and spit. She straddled one man, bouncing on his cock, her breasts slapping his chest, her head tilted back in abandon. Another man kneeled before her, his cock in her mouth, and she swallowed him like she was born to it.

Her eyes found mine, gleaming wickedly. She pulled her mouth free long enough to laugh, breathless and raw.

“See, Lila? We’re both whores now. Take it with me.”

The man in my mouth shoved deep inside, muffling my cry. The one in my pussy hammered harder, his belly slapping against my ass, his cock head battering my cervix. Above him, the tongue in my ass slid deeper, licking and probing, spit running down to mix with the cum drooling from my cunt.

She tried a finger, fucking me deeper, massaging the cock fucking me through my back passage walls. Technically, I was being fucked anally, but a cock was going to rip the hole open much wider than the woman’s finger pounding it right now.

I gurgled, choked, drooled, but my body betrayed the good girl inside me, ascending joyously. I clenched the cock with every muscle in my neck, milked it, trembled around the one pounding my cunt, and then I came - hard, wet, ruined, and joyous - my orgasm wringing the cock inside me until he groaned and spilled, hot and thick, flooding me again.

The man fucking my throat pulled back, stroking furiously, then painted my face with white streaks, smearing my cheeks, his seed dripping from my chin, leaking onto the stones.

The finger inside my ass fucked harder, greedier, working the man’s cock from inside me. My rim twitched, relaxed, and begged to be fucked hard.

The curator’s voice rose, solemn.

“Not yet in Lila’s ass. Keep her waiting. Make her hunger for the third cock. Let her know what’s coming. Sophie first.”

The crowd stamped, the chant rose, coins rang like bells.

“Mouth. Cunt. Ass.”

“Mouth. Cunt. Ass.”

I whimpered, ruined, dripping, chained, but already desperate for the next two men to fuck my holes.


Chapter Eight

◆◆◆

Sophie's Point of View

Beside me, Lila was being fucked hard, and it pleased me. I loved her, no longer only as a friend but with the ache of romance, the kind of hunger that couldn’t be hidden. With almost ten months of our gap year still ahead, it seemed we had all the time in the world to explore that love, to burn ourselves alive in the sex that had already ignited us both.

I smiled across at my girlfriend as the men fucking her face changed over. She licked one man’s cum from her lips like honey, then swallowed it with a grin. The man behind her moved with surprising gentleness, his hips steady, his cock sawing in and out of her cunt like he cherished her. It made me smile at him in gratitude even as my wrists bled under the cuffs.

He caught my eye, then pointed at my ass, a silent question. I grinned and nodded, and he withdrew, his shaft slick with Lila’s cream. He slid it deep into my messy cunt, mixing her juices with the ocean already inside me. Lila giggled at the swap, shook her head in disbelief at our disgrace, then took another cock in her mouth and drove her lips down the shaft with stubborn determination to drain it.

The iron cuffs tore at my wrists whenever I moved. My arms had gone numb hours ago, but the bite of steel reminded me I was no girl anymore, only meat chained to history. The pole pressed against my forehead, sticky with centuries of sweat and semen, when the men in front changed over to use my mouth.

The crowd’s chant hammered into my skull.

“Mouth! Cunt! Ass!”

“Mouth! Cunt! Ass!”

It was time for me to take three cocks at once.

Every stamp of the crowd’s feet echoed off the walls and rattled the cobbles. Every whore’s coin clinked and spun on stone, metallic, sharp as bells, each sound another nail driven into the coffin of the girl I once was. I wasn’t Sophie, the inexperienced gap-year student, anymore. I was the pole’s slut, trembling, dripping with cum, ruined, and hungry for more.

I had fucked more men in one day than most girls would fuck in a lifetime.

My cunt felt sloppy and raw, swollen, my lips swollen like torn petals spread wide, semen sluicing down my thighs in sticky ropes from the gaping pink hole they no longer hid. My anus still throbbed from the one cock that had breached it, oozing seed turned faintly pink with blood from micro-tears around my sphincter. It twitched like a starving mouth, begging to be filled and fucked again. My throat burned raw, spit hanging in ropes from my chin where the last man had used me like a sleeve, his cum still souring the back of my tongue, burning my tonsils.

And still the crowd bayed for more.

Hands gripped me, rough, calloused, sure like talons. They lifted me forward until I hovered above another cock waiting below. The man sat on a low stool, his thick, long shaft gleaming with spit, precum bubbling at its swollen crown. His eyes rolled in hunger as he reached for my hips to steer my dripping hole onto his cock.

I stared into his eyes, smiled, my ruined slit dripping filth across his cockhead.

“I’m sloppy.”

“Good… it will take longer to fuck you.”

“There will be another cock fucking my ass.”

“I’ll feel his cock sliding against mine.”

“Does it bother you?”

“No… not even the one who will stand above me and fuck your face will bother me. They do the work. I just fill you.”

“You’ve plenty of cock to fill any girl.”

“Enjoy this moment, Sophie. I know we will.”

“Will you remember me?”

I smiled sweetly, vulnerable, not the cum-dripping whore I was, but something more fragile. The pleasure of becoming one with the pole felt like a prayer. For a heartbeat, he looked like a boyfriend, just before I sank my cunt onto his thick cock. He smiled.

“I’ll remember you forever, Sophie. And I hope to see you return every year on this day to celebrate your pole day.”

“Is that a thing?”

“Yes. It is your anniversary.”

“What if I bleed that day?”

“Nobody here cares about a little blood.”

“I’ve never been fucked while I bleed.”

“You’ll find plenty of volunteers here.”

As I grinned, the head of his cock kissed my slit, blunt and heavy, nudging at folds already shredded. My whole body flinched. I was wet and slick enough, ruined enough, but the sheer pressure made me tremble.

The crowd hushed. The weight of history pressed down. Then I sank.

His crown forced past my lips with a wet squelch that echoed off stone. I cried out, my nails clawing the air, breasts smashing against his face as inch after inch of cock filled me. My cunt was sloppy with a dozen loads, but the stretch still split me anew. His shaft sawed inside, my walls clamping against it, every muscle milking as though my body didn’t know how to resist.

Coins rang sharp as bells. Voices rose.

I turned my head and saw Lila when my new lover bottomed out inside me, stretching my cunt wide. She was still taking two cocks every few minutes, the puddle of semen between her knees spreading wider. She had slipped from her thin cushions, now bare knees grinding against stone slick with cum. It was raw, ancient, truer than any blanket.

“Ride him, whore!”

“Look at her cunt swallow cock!”

“Down to the root, slut!”

I bounced helplessly, my thighs quivering, my squelching cunt spasming greedily around his shaft. Each time I dropped onto his lap, filth sprayed from my hole, spattering his balls, dripping to the cobbles where a river of seed already ran.

Cold spit landed on my asshole, thick and wet. Fingers spread my whorl, nails scraping the raw, torn rim until it burned like fire. I sobbed and jerked forward, my chains rattling, but there was no escape. The sharp agony blurred into a darker pulse of pleasure when another finger smeared thick grease around my mangled ring, working it in circles, rubbing until my hole twitched like it wanted more.

The girl fingering me smiled, wiped blood from her fingertip, and stepped aside, nodding at the man who waited patiently, cock in his hand. He pressed it against my bleeding rim, lean but long, its crown slick with spit, grease, and oil. My hole spasmed, twitching, hungry despite the pain.

“No… oh God…”

“Yes! Yes! Yes!”

The crowd roared, stamping until the cobbles shook. Crows shocked by the ferocious noise flew from the bell tower, squawking. The cockhead pushed harder, stretching my ring open until fire ripped through my guts. I screamed, my back arching, arms thrashing the chains while I ground my clit into the pubic bone of a man with his cock balls deep inside my cunt. Tears streaked my cheeks as I clamped so tight I thought I might crush it.

Then, with a brutal pop, the second crown punched through my seal. My ass gave way, ripped open, and a couple of inches of stiff shaft impaled me.

The crowd erupted.

“She’s split open!”

“Look at her hole gape!”

The pain felt like knives sawing me apart, my bowels fluttering in panic before yielding. The shaft drove deeper inside me, forcing shame into ecstasy until I felt fuller than ever before, inch after inch buried inside until his balls slapped against the curve of my ass.

Now I had two cocks inside me. One ramming my sloppy cunt, one stretching my ass wide. I was stuffed so full of cock that ecstasy rippled through me. I was double fucked, destroyed, and it made me howl with joy.

The man fucking my pussy looked up, cupped the back of my head, and pulled me down for a kiss. I spluttered against his mouth as his friend began sawing my asshole, hammering me from behind, filling and plowing my back passage deep, stretching my rectal walls. My body shook between them, caught in their rhythm, pierced front and back.

I tore my lips free, stared into his eyes while the cock in my ass found its stride, drilling me open.

“Do you feel him sliding against you?”

“Yes… It’s fucking amazing, Sophie.”

“I feel so full.”

“You’ll want this again. Often.”

“I fucking do already.”

“The sisterhood invites us to their homes when we reach eighteen. Two more boys come of age next week. Maybe you could-”

“Oh, I fucking will.”

I groaned, shuddering vigorously as my lover lifted his hips, filling my cunt with his long, thick shaft while his friend railed my back passage.

But the chant for me to fuck three hadn’t been satisfied.

Hands tangled in my hair. My head was yanked back, my mouth pried open. A third cock loomed above, fat and dripping. He climbed the stool, feet planted on either side of the man beneath me, and shoved his cock into my mouth. I spread my lips wide, and his crown slid in easily, my jaw aching, cheeks burning.

When he hit my windpipe, he rammed deeper. No pause. No mercy. His shaft filled my throat, stretching me until my lips and nose were buried in his pubes.

I gagged instantly. Spit gushed around him, ropes dangling down my chin, dripping to my breasts. He only grunted and fed me more cock, burying himself until my throat convulsed helplessly around him.

Now I was filled completely. Cock buried in my cunt, another spearing and fucking my ass, and one more reaming my throat.

The guy fucking my pussy rolled my nipples between his thumbs and fingers, twisting until I squealed into the shaft choking me. My body was on fire. My holes spasmed and clamped tighter than usual, as I was used, pulled and stretched until I was nothing but fuck-meat.

I moaned, broken, animal, my voice muffled around the shaft, splitting my throat. My body jerked helplessly, riding the man below, my head crushed against the stomach of the one above, my lips scratching his wiry pubic hair while the cock in my ass battered me raw.

I opened my eyes, desperate for an anchor, but all I saw was flesh.

Then the cock in my mouth pulled free, spraying my throat and tongue with hot, scalding seed. I gagged as it hit, choking down the bitter gush. The rest splattered across my face in sticky ropes before he jumped down from the stool.

Another man was already climbing up.

I swallowed hard, gagging back the load still coating my tonsils, and pushed my hips back, urging the cock in my ass to drive harder and fuck me deeper. He groaned, slammed deep, and came inside me, thick gushes of cum filling my guts until I thought I’d burst.

My orgasm tore through me. I screamed, my cheeks hollowing as I sucked out all the remaining semen, swallowing greedily even while my rectum spasmed around the cock spilling into me.

The cock buried in my pussy twitched. I stared into the man’s eyes.

“Please cum inside me now.”

“I need to kiss you, Sophie.”

I licked my salty lips clean of seed and pressed them to his mouth as his cock jerked against my soft tissue walls, filling my cunt. Behind him, his friend’s shaft was buried to the hilt inside my rectum, still twitching and pumping more seed into my guts. Every nerve ending in my body lit up at once, every hole was drenched and dripping with semen, my body baptized in filth.

In that moment, I knew it was no shame but an honor, to be the village’s whore, the pole’s vessel, used until nothing was left.

When the men pulled out for the next crew of three to fuck me, I turned my head.

Across the cobbles, Lila was still on her knees, being spit-roasted with men lining up at both ends for a turn inside her. Her curls plastered to her face, her belly bulged with cock and semen, her thighs glistened white with spunk. Her eyes locked on mine. She gagged, drooled, smiled, radiant in filth.

One man slammed into her cunt from behind, his balls cracking wetly against her thighs, while another forced his shaft down her throat until her face was plastered with drool and seed. She had slipped off the thin padding long ago, bare knees grinding raw on stone slick with semen. Every thrust forced more cum to spill out of her, dribbling thick between her legs, running in rivulets across the cobbles until the ground shone white beneath her.

Her eyes met mine as she gagged, drool hanging in strings from her lips, face smeared, and still she smiled. A filthy, radiant smile that told me we belonged here together, bound by seed, shame, and pride.

My head was yanked forward, my mouth forced onto another cock. I screamed into it, the sound muffled, my body convulsing as my cunt clamped on the shaft buried in it, and my ass spasmed around the one sawing my guts raw. All three of my holes surrendered at once. My orgasm ripped me open, vision blurring as the crowd’s roar carried me higher.

The men groaned, driving their cocks harder and deeper inside me. Each trio fucked me longer, stretched me wider, until my body was nothing but sloppy holes leaking filth. My cunt overflowed with hot cum, mixing into the ocean already sloshing inside me. My ass burned and spilled pink froth as fresh gushes scalded my bowels. My throat drowned in bitter seed, some swallowed, much of it choking me, streaming from nose and lips, down my chest in sticky webs.

I was drenched, drowned, baptized in semen, fucked by more than thirty cocks in less than an hour.

The crowd howled their worship, coins showering onto stone, metallic clinks ringing like church bells. The curator’s assistants wheeled away a barrow heaped with gold and silver, a tribute to the pole and the sluts bound to it.

“Three holes at once!”

“The pole owns her!”

“Queen of the sluts!”

The last men pulled their cocks free, leaving me wrecked. My cunt sagged open, frothing filth pouring down my thighs. My ass gaped, drooling thick seed tinged with blood. My mouth hung slack, my chin caked in mess. The cobbles beneath me were rivers of white.

I sagged against the iron, body ruined, hunger gnawing deeper still.

When I forced my eyes open again, I found Lila. She was still on her knees, still spit-roasted, her belly distended, thighs streaked with cum. The cobbles beneath her had become a swamp, her moans thick, her eyes fixed on mine.

I whimpered, broken and dripping, chained but desperate for more. Then the chant stilled. The last two men emptied themselves into Lila’s cunt and throat, then staggered back.

The crowd hushed.

The line was finished.

What remained was silence, broken only by the sound of our breathing and the drip, drip, drip of semen onto stone.

Out of the silence came movement. A circle of hooded women stepped forward, the Sisterhood. A dozen of them, their eyes bright with reverence. They surrounded us, their hands gentle where the men had been brutal. They sponged the filth from our thighs with soft pads, soaked up the cum draining from our gaping holes. They slipped warm gowns over our shivering bodies, hoods drawn up to cover us.

The crowd parted as they led us away, coins still clinking underfoot.

“Where are you taking us?”

I whispered because my voice was hoarse.

“To the Sisterhood. You are ours now. You are one of us. Both of you are.”

I looked at Lila. Her face was still streaked with seed, but she smiled at me, radiant as ever. We leaned into one another as the Sisterhood led us from the square, two whores remade in ritual, claimed forever by the pole.


Chapter Nine

◆◆◆

They did not rush us.

The Sisterhood guided us through their house as though we were already claimed, already theirs. The air was heavy with beeswax polish and from orange peel curling in shallow bowls, and the faint warmth of cinnamon bark. A hearth burned low in the next room, logs spitting, a black kettle murmuring over steady flames. Every surface glowed with care, copper gleaming, lanterns kept low so the shadows felt rich and intentional.

The air shimmered with steam not only from kettles and hearths but from deeper chambers. Copper gleamed in alcoves, basins waiting, oils floating in bowls, their scents sharp with lavender and clove. The entire house smelled faintly of cleansing, as though every act of filth would be followed by ritual bathing.

Sprigs of rosemary dangled from a beam. Steam lifted its sharp, resinous perfume and wrapped it around us like incense. It was homely and ritualistic at once, ordinary scents turned into a spell.

We entered the bathing chamber, lanterns glimmering on stone, copper vessels stacked along the walls, and in the center, two stools above naked girls who waited, lying on their backs. Their pale bodies stretched out beneath the wooden frames, hair coiled neatly aside, mouths tilted upward, open, glistening, like chalices waiting to be filled.

Each stool was padded, the leather dark and supple, a circular hole cut neatly through the center. The padding was wide enough that when we sat, our thighs would spread, our holes lowered directly above the waiting mouths. The whole thing was both crude and crafted. Furniture designed for filth, polished with care.

My body trembled with recognition and excitement. There could be no mistake about what would happen next.

A handle stuck upright from the plinth beneath each stool. Polished smooth, slightly darkened by oil, the wood looked worn from countless hands pulling it forward. It was obscene and ceremonial, a lever that turned a girl into a tool to clean another girl.

The woman who met us was beautiful in a way that carried authority. Her hair was streaked with silver, but her face was serene, eyes luminous. High-priestess robes wrapped her, dark velvet trimmed with gold. She did not merely stand there, she presided.

She lifted one graceful hand toward us.

“I am Vanessa, leader of this Sisterhood. Sophie, Lila, welcome.”

“Thank you.”

My voice was smaller than I meant it to be. My eyes darted to the stools, to the two girls lying obedient and ready.

“What are the stools for?”

Vanessa’s mouth curved.

“What do you think they are for, Sophie?”

I swallowed, my throat tight, heat running through me at the thought.

“Well… it looks like we sit on them, and the girls lick and suck the cum out of us.”

“Precisely.”

The single word made my cunt twitch excitedly.

“Wow.”

“Baths will be run for you. In the meantime, start as you mean to go on.”

“As lesbians?”

“Not entirely. But I would be surprised if you wanted more cock this evening. Do you, because it can be arranged?”

“Oh, no. As wonderful as being at the pole was, I can’t be fucked anymore.”

“Then let your new sisters help you.”

Beside me, Lila’s breath grew shallow. Her eyes clung to the open mouths below, her lips parted with hunger. She was more eager than I, her excitement pulsing, almost desperate.

I knew why. She had taken fewer men, still unbroken in one way, her anus virginal, tight, preserved for now. Mine was wrecked and raw, skin torn and bleeding from the brutal stretch of too many cocks. Every step burned, every shift reminded me I had been opened and used.

And yet I felt desire. The thought of lowering myself onto that stool, of a mouth pressed to my gaping holes, drinking me clean, made my clit throb and my chest ache with shameful need.

I hooked my leg over the stool, the padding cool against the back of my thigh. My cunt gaped, still leaking, a long, thick string of semen drooling out of my ruined hole.

It swung between my legs, glistening in the lantern light, and I watched the girl beneath me grin as though it were her reward. She tilted her face, eyes bright, mouth stretched wide open, waiting for the salty treat to fall.

The string curled downward and landed on her tongue. She held it there, her lips trembling with hunger, then she slurped so loud the sound echoed off the stone. She swallowed, her throat working, then purred with satisfaction before opening wide again, her eyes sparkling up at me.

I lowered myself carefully, muscles trembling, the stool spreading me wider as my ass cheeks pressed into the padding. There was no hiding, the hole forced me open, my cunt and ass both bared and vulnerable.

The leather padding stretched me until my holes yawned, raw flesh exposed. The faint stir of hot breath rose from the girl waiting beneath, ghosting against my swollen lips.

Beside me, Lila was already crouched, her cunt dripping in long strands that smeared across the rim of her stool. Her eagerness showed in her trembling knees, in the way she rocked her hips forward to feed her juices to the willing mouth beneath her.

In front of me, the plinth gleamed, a smooth wooden handle jutting upright. Its tip was shaped like a dildo, darkened by polish and years of use. I hesitated, then looked up at Vanessa.

“What do we do with this?”

Her smile deepened, calm and knowing.

“You pull it forward to lift Amber’s head into place.”

“Is this Amber below me?”

“Yes. She joined the sisterhood two years ago.”

I licked my lips, heat flooding my chest.

Lila and I gripped the handles together, glancing at each other. The wood was smooth, faintly tacky with oil, like something alive. We tugged, the mechanism creaking, heavy gears shifting.

I stared between my legs as the plinth moved. Amber’s head rose until her mouth pressed directly against my pussy, her lips sealing over mine like a chalice pressed to a spout. The pressure sent a thrill up my spine.

I shifted the handle slightly right, feeling the locking gear engage with a satisfying click. Amber was fixed there now, her face forced into my dripping hole until she ate me clean.

I let go and drained.

The sound came immediately, wet and obscene. Amber’s tongue pushed deep inside me, licking, sucking, coaxing, slurping from my throbbing hole with the greed of a starving woman.

The cum that still clung inside me came loose, strung out in messy ropes. Amber sucked them down, bubbles foaming at her lips as she swallowed. My cunt spasmed, clenching around her tongue, pushing out more of the seed men had pumped inside me.

Around us, the Sisterhood worked with calm purpose. Copper tubs scraped across the stone, the sound sharp and grating. Buckets sloshed, water hissed as it poured, steam rolled thicker, and carried the tang of iron and lavender soap. Cloth bundles dropped onto benches, and hands stirred the water with long paddles, testing for heat. Oils shimmered on the surface, petals already drifting. Even as our holes were licked and emptied, the baths waited, patient, filling behind us like part of the same ceremony.

The chamber sang with its chorus: splashes, murmurs, copper ringing, layered with the sloppy, obscene sucking coming from between my legs.

Amber’s mouth latched hard on my hole, her tongue darting inside, teasing out the last clots of semen. My thighs quivered, muscles tightening against the stool as I squeezed hard, draining my creampies.

Beside me, Lila whimpered. Her girl was greedy, lips smacking wetly, nose buried in her anus, tongue deep in her slit. Strings of spunk stretched from Lila’s gaping cunt down to the tongue below, snapped, then were sucked away in noisy gulps. The more our cleaners fed, the hungrier they became.

Lila’s hips rocked helplessly, her juices smeared across her girl’s mouth until nothing remained but the raw, aching emptiness of holes fucked open too many times.

Vanessa stood in the lantern glow, her poise untouched by filth, her eyes steady with calm pride. She watched us settle into the rhythm of being served, our bodies used, our holes tended, our surrender complete.

Two girls approached, one for me, the other for Lila.

Mine made me forget to breathe. She was tall, a strawberry blond with pale, luminous skin sprinkled with gorgeous freckles from head to toe. Even before she undressed, I knew she was beautiful, but when she shrugged off her silk gown and let it fall in a soft puddle around her feet, my heart kicked hard in my chest.

Her body was lean, lithe, with the subtle muscle of someone who moved constantly, almost gymnastic in grace. Her pussy was perfectly shaven, the folds plump and pink, glistening faintly in the lantern light.

She grinned and knelt beside me. Her scent reached me first, sweet vanilla with the faint spice of cardamom, a perfume that mingled with the sweat and cum already thick in the air. Then her lips touched mine.

Her kiss was deep, generous, and drowning. Her lips tasted of ripe cherry, syrupy and tart, her tongue sliding into me with teasing precision. She coaxed my tongue, then tangled with it, a slow dance that both soothed and ignited. Exhaustion dissolved. My body woke again, nerve by nerve, pulse by pulse.

Her mouth filled me with sensation while Amber’s mouth below devoured me in another way, licking cum out of my battered cunt. The double claim broke something inside me. Tenderness mixed with filth until I moaned into the strawberry blond’s mouth, dizzy with the sheer obscenity of it.

When she pulled back, her lips were glossy, and her eyes twinkled with mischief. She smiled coyly, as if asking for my permission to go further, even though she already owned me.

“I’m Heaven.”

“You sure are.”

“It’s my Sisterhood name. Amber is licking your pussy. I’m here to care for you until Lila takes you to her bed.”

“Wow… this is incredible.”

“I need to finger your anus to apply healing cream first. Is it okay?”

“Yes… But please go easy.”

“Don’t worry. I remember the first time my anus was speared by a cock I never thought would fit inside me.”

“Was that here? At the pole?”

“Yes. I was reborn that day.”

“As am I today.”

Heaven picked up a small ceramic pot, its glaze cracked from use. When she opened it, the smell rose sharp and complex: herbs crushed into oil, resin, a hint of honey. She scooped a fingerful of the thick white cream, letting it glisten on her fingertip.

“Will it burn, Heaven?”

“A little. Relax for me, please. I need to finger inside your back passage.”

“Okay.”

I spread my thighs wider, but Heaven gestured because it wasn’t enough. Another girl stepped forward and, without a word, she gently gripped and prised my ass cheeks apart. Fresh air licked my ruined hole, raw from being fucked again and again at the pole, the stretched ring pulsing achingly with every heartbeat.

Heaven touched me, her fingertip circling my rim. Pain spiked sharp and hot, torn skin screaming, but almost at once the cream cooled it, soothing, a balm against the fury.

Then she pressed.

Her finger slid slowly inside me, stretching my torn ring. My body tensed, every muscle clenched, but Amber’s tongue below pushed harder into my cunt, licking and sucking, pulling down more strings of semen to distract me from the intrusion.

The cream’s scent mingled with rising perfume of oils being poured into copper nearby, steam carrying lavender and rose. I knew the bath was coming, that once my holes were healed and emptied, I would be plunged into it, washed clean, and claimed all at once.

Heaven’s fingertip dipped deeper inside me, twisting gently, painting the cream along my inner walls. She coated me with care, but her finger stretched me regardless, until I whimpered and clutched at her arm.

She bent and kissed me again, slow and deliberate, her tongue working mine while her finger worked my hole.

Amber licked faster, sensing my need, her tongue pressing deep inside, her lips sucking my swollen cunt raw. The sloppy noises rose louder, obscene, while Heaven’s finger probed and twisted inside my ass.

Her eyes never left mine. They were soft, respectful, full of something more than lust.

“That’s it, Sophie. Let me heal you.”

“Are there more poles?”

“Hundreds. Some near, others overseas.”

“Will we… can we?”

“If you stay here and offer a portion of your earnings to the Sisterhood.”

“How much did we earn?”

“You and Lila broke all records.”

“Good.”

She smiled, lifted both brows in playful salute, her freckles glowing as lantern light danced across her pale skin.

Then she pressed a second finger inside me. The burn and tearing made me cry out, sharp and deep, but the cream dulled it as she worked, spreading coolness over the torn tissues. My ass yielded despite the pain, greedy, clenching down on her fingers even as she stretched me wider.

I craned my neck, staring down. Her hand was coated, her fingers shining pink with a mix of cream, blood, and the seed still dribbling out of my used hole. The sight made my stomach flip and my cunt clench harder around Amber’s tongue.

Pleasure and ache blurred until I could no longer tell which was which. My body shuddered under the twin assault: cunt licked clean, ass fingered fully, both my holes owned by the Sisterhood’s ritual.

When Heaven withdrew her slick, messy fingers, she smeared the mixture across my thighs, painting me with filth as if marking me hers. Then she rose, graceful even with her thighs trembling.

She stepped in front of me, swung a leg over Amber, and straddled her. Her feet planted wide on the stone tiles, her pussy hovering above the handle’s carved head.

She reached down, spread herself with two fingers, and lowered slowly until the tip parted her lips.

Her eyes locked with mine.

“Watch me fuck your handle.”

“This is unbelievable.”

“Just wait until your first lesbian orgy night.”

“I can’t wait.”

“If you choose to stay, Lila and you can have each other, but you must also share with others. We all fuck each other here, Sophie. Men are summoned when we need cock on days when we aren’t serving the pole.”

“I’m all in.”

Heaven squatted carefully, the dildo-shaped head parting her folds. She sank inch by inch, her cunt swallowing the thick shaft with a wet, sticky sound. Her face contorted, lips parted, and eyes fluttered as she bottomed out on the wooden stopper.

I reached forward, pressing my fingertip to her swollen clit. I circled slowly, applying steady pressure, the tiniest motion setting her body on fire.

Her thighs shook. She fucked herself on the handle, grinding down, rolling her hips, rising and falling, each thrust wet and obscene.

Heaven’s lips crashed to mine again, her tongue hot and desperate, flooding me with cherry, cardamom, raw lust, and Sisterhood claim.

The chamber filled with the rhythm of it, Heaven’s moans, Amber’s slurps, my own cries tangled together. Steam rose thicker, rosemary’s sharp perfume cutting through beeswax and cum.

The Sisterhood’s promise carved itself into my body: pain soothed, my holes filled and pain free, mouths serving, sisters fucking for me and with me. There was no way back to the world I had known before.

Heaven’s kiss deepened until I moaned into her mouth. Her tongue claimed mine, urgent, wet, insistent, leaving no space for thought.

Below me, Amber’s tongue drove hard into my cunt, licking with ruthless hunger, sucking at the ruined flesh, slurping up whatever thick strands of semen still leaked out of me.

Heat surged through my body. My ass still throbbed where Heaven had fingered cream into the torn walls, but my pussy pulsed helplessly, clenching around Amber’s tongue, fluttering as if trying to wring itself dry.

I broke with a scream. The orgasm ripped me open, tore through my hips, and my cunt flooded again. A final deluge burst loose, thick ropes of semen gushing down into Amber’s greedy mouth. She gulped it down, her throat working hard, strings of white bubbling at the corners of her lips, spilling down her chin as she slurped and swallowed and begged with her tongue for more.

Heaven groaned into my mouth. Her body jerked, thighs trembling, as she fucked herself harder on the handle. Her cunt squelched wet around the thick shaft, wood dark with her juices. She ground down with a shuddering cry, hips bucking as her orgasm hit. Her moan filled my mouth, her kiss desperate, her breath hot and broken.

Our moans tangled, mouth to mouth, my cunt to Amber’s mouth, Heaven’s cunt to the wooden cock. It was a braid of filth and surrender, each sound feeding the next, until we shook together in a chorus of shivers and gasps.

At last Heaven broke our kiss, her lips swollen, eyes glazed. She stroked my cheek gently, then pushed herself up, her cunt leaking down the handle in sticky streams as she straightened. The shaft glistened with her cream, her squirt, her nectar.

Amber licked her lips below me, her face glazed in cum. She grinned, satisfied, then pressed her mouth back to my cunt to lick up the last dribbles, her nose buried deep, her chin smeared shiny.

I leaned forward, unable to resist. I wrapped my lips around the wooden handle Heaven had just fucked. The taste hit me, bitter oil, salt of her sweat, musk of her cunt, the faint sweetness of Amber’s soaked cunt still clinging to it. I sucked greedily, tonguing the ridges, circling the swollen head. I licked it clean like a starving bitch with a bone, my tongue rasping every surface until the flavors vanished in my mouth.

Heaven knelt and smiled at me, her freckles glowing, sweat dripping between her breasts.

“If you want more, invite me into your and Lila’s bed. I am unattached. My girlfriend left because she’d had enough of working the pole.”

“You’re invited.”

“Thank you, Sophie.”

Across the chamber, Lila’s orgasm came. Her hips snapped, her thighs clamped tight around the stool. The girl licking her wore a mask of semen, her lips dripping with spunk. The other girl, kissing Lila, reached down and fingered her clit, working her to a perfect climax.

I saw the moment Lila squirted. Her girl’s cheeks ballooned with the sudden gush, then dribbles of pale unicorn pee rolled out the corners of her pursed lips. She swallowed quickly, gagged once, then sealed her mouth over Lila’s slit again, sucking directly from the source. My girlfriend’s body shook, and the girl gulped until her throat bobbed repeatedly with the obscene swallow.

I giggled breathlessly, still dizzy, while Heaven helped me stand. My legs trembled as I released the handle, and Amber’s head slipped free of the lock. She gasped for air at last, her face slick with seed, her lips wet and shining with the filth she had swallowed.

The air was thick with sex, but the Sisterhood never slowed. Buckets were emptied, water poured, copper tubs filled to the brim. Steam rolled up in fragrant clouds, thick with oil and herbs. Petals floated on the surface, scarlet and white, drifting lazily in the rising heat.

Hands guided us across the cold stone. Our bodies shook, thighs slippery, holes raw and tender but well tended, marked, owned.

The copper baths waited, glowing in the lantern light, water steaming with promise. Hot, fragrant, ready to receive us.

We were led down together, Lila and I, our bodies limp, our hearts still pounding. The Sisterhood’s hands eased us toward the copper, into the heat, into the sting, into the cleansing after filth.

It was baptism. Our first night was complete.


Chapter Ten

◆◆◆

The dormitory felt like the hush after a storm. Wide plank floors ran the length of the room, old pine scarred by centuries of bare feet. Lanterns in brass cages hung from beams dark with smoke, their light honeyed and low, turning bed curtains into veils that breathed when anyone moved.

Six four-poster beds stood in two neat rows, each one oversized, each one draped with thick velvet panels the color of mulled wine. Carved bedposts rose like twisted vines, polished smooth by hands and time. Linen smelled of sun and lavender. Beeswax glow lived on every edge.

Some beds held pairs of girls curled together, their knees tucked, faces pressed into the crook of a lover’s shoulder. In others, girls lay sprawled on their backs while slow fingers and softer mouths wandered, lazy and playful, a kind of casual music played in flesh.

A couple of beds were quiet islands. Two girls on one, both reading with legs tangled. One girl on another, asleep with her hand spread over her belly as if steadying the sea of semen inside her. From somewhere down the corridor, a kettle whistled. From the courtyard below came the murmur of voices and the faint rattle of coins being counted.

It was like walking through time where cell phones were switched off, TVs and computers were banned, and life ran like a trickling brook, peaceful and serene.

Lila and I reached our bed like shipwrecked swimmers finding a warm shore. The mattress took us deep, enveloping our bodies; the linen sheet felt cool and clean against skin that still bore the ghostly, elegant slick of essential oils from bathing and conditioning. Heaven drew a duvet over us, weighty and soft, feathers settling with a sigh that matched my own. Lila slid her thigh between mine, and I fit my mouth to her cheekbone for one slow breath. Sleep found us with our arms locked, her heartbeat counting me down.

When I woke twelve hours later, light filtered through a slit in the curtains, a pale bar across the plank floor. The air smelled of soap and orange peel. In the wardrobe built into the wall, new clothes waited in a neat stack, folded with care, soft cotton in white and gray, a stack of fresh panties, a simple slip, a thin robe to tie with a satin cord.

My stomach ached pleasantly from the deep, relentless pounding it had absorbed. My thighs carried the dull heat of use. A panty liner tugged when I stood. It was swollen with semen, heavy as a soaked petal. More would leak for days. I liked that. It made every step a reminder of my joy at the pole.

Across from our bed, a girl watched me with bright, unhurried eyes. She was small and long-limbed, delicate like a blade rather than a flower. Long black hair fell to the small of her back, glossy as poured ink, parted clean down the center. Her skin held a soft gold of late summer. The slope of her shoulders was swan-grace, her collarbones fine, her mouth bow-curved and teasing. She wore a thin robe tied loose, and when she breathed, the knot lifted like a heartbeat, revealing an alabaster smooth, slick, glistening pussy.

She lifted her chin toward the end of the dorm where a pair of carved doors stood ajar.

“Toilets and showers are there. If you need help bathing, ask anyone.”

“Really? Is that how it works?”

“Do you want me to show you — help you?”

Lila stirred in the sheets and propped herself on one elbow. Her curls were wild, her eyes warm, her smile sleepy and wicked. She waved at the girl opposite.

“Hi Jasmine.”

“Hello again, Lila.”

I looked between them. Lila’s eyes sparkled, her brows lifted, a little arrow of mischief. My question did not need words. Her grin was the answer.

“I woke much earlier than you and for the same reason.”

“Did Jasmine bathe you?”

“Oh yes.”

“I see.”

The room smelled of beeswax and linen and the faint, sweet musk of girls. The beds creaked quietly when someone rolled over. Curtains breathed. A laugh feathered the air and then faded. Somewhere, a girl orgasmed loudly, and I scanned the room until I saw her, rocking back and forth, sitting on her girlfriend’s face, their antics visible through a light curtain drawn over the bed.

I leaned in to Lila and took her face in both hands. Her skin still carried a salt tang under the soap. I kissed her like a promise, slow, open, savoring the bruised sweetness of her mouth.

“I want you first.”

“You already have me.”

“I mean, again.”

“You will. Go and look after your body. Let Jasmine look after you. I want to watch you walk away, and you know I will follow where you go, but later.”

I stood and let my hair fall forward, then swept it to one side so that the nape of my neck was bare. Lila’s fingers skimmed there in a good-luck touch. When I stepped back from the bed, Jasmine closed the distance with the quiet confidence of someone who knew exactly why she had come.

Her mouth found the place beneath my ear and wrote a line of soft kisses down the column of my neck. Her breath warmed my skin, her lips teased while her tongue tasted. Her hands were cool when they slid over my ribs and lower, palms smoothing the new cotton of the panties I had worn going to sleep. She knelt. The robe parted like water and pooled at her knees. The bow-legged grace of a dancer moved in her shoulders.

Her fingers tucked into my waistband, and she eased the panties down. The liner tugged free with a quiet sigh. A thread of milky white semen stretched and broke from my throbbing hole, curling into a stained mess in the liner. Heat rose to my face, and more heat rose somewhere far below it, too. She turned me around and opened me with her hands in a way that was reverent rather than clinical. Her fingertips traced the softness around my mouth—her thumbs feathered pressure to the edges of my swollen lips. Air kissed everywhere she exposed.

Then she licked my creamy slit from the throbbing, leaking hole to my trembling clit, which instantly engorged well clear of its protective hood. She clenched her lips around my clitoris and sucked gently, encouraging my body back to its full sexual power.

I messed her hair with my fingers, standing at the end of my bed, my girlfriend watching a stranger give me head using the same tongue she had enjoyed.

Jasmine stared up and smiled at me, her lips glistening with my sticky nectar.

“That’s just a tease, Sophie.”

“Only the beginning?”

She turned me again and prised open my ass cheeks. Lila shunted along the bed until she sat at the end, taking over licking my pussy and sucking my clit. Behind me, Jasmine’s mouth was a petal, and then it was a blade. She flattened her tongue and drew one long, slow lick across my stinging anal whorl.

My breath broke on the sound I made. The ache that lived deep inside me flashed, then dissolved into a shiver that ran the length of my spine and landed in my knees. I caught the bedpost to steady myself and decided that the post was an altar, and I was the offering; none of that scared me.

I lifted one leg on my bed and enjoyed Lila getting stuck into my pussy like she was starving. Behind me, Jasmine ground her knees into the wooden boards and licked inside my well fucked back passage - all the while my hormones raged inside, coursing through my veins like thunder waking me up.

Jasmine finished her great work rimming me and rose to her feet, holding me tight, her arms encircling my waist, her fingers clawing my swollen pussy lips wider for Lila to lick and suck. Heaven came over and joined us, her eyes pleading with Lila to let her help.

I gasped when Lila wrapped her legs around Heaven’s waist as she sat on the end of our bed, leaning in. My girlfriend held my pussy wide open for another woman to lick while Jasmine kissed me. As I glanced around the dormitory, I saw love drawing closer. Girls, some naked, others semi-clothed, gathered closer, kissing, cuddling, and fingering each other while watching my show.

I orgasmed hard, trickling my juices and the remnants of semen gathered inside me into Heaven’s mouth while I stared at Lila, enjoying the love radiating from her. Jasmine whispered encouragement in my ear.

“See how nice that was, Sophie?”

“Wow. I did not think I would need more sex yet. But I do.”

“We are all oversexed here, sweetheart. If you prefer, we can bathe downstairs rather than in the dorm.”

“What is downstairs?”

“A chamber beside the showers. On our side, five little pods with padded benches. Our legs are tied up in a V outside, our holes exposed. We lie back and watch the lanterns while men pay to fuck us through the wall.”

“Like a glory hole?”

“Exactly. Not for mouths to suck cocks, but for everything else. There are cock-sucking holes on the street side for that.”

“More fucking?”

“More revenue for the Sisterhood. Your pole earnings are yours, less ten percent. The glory-hole nights and open-invite orgy evenings cover the house costs. They also pay for travel and hotels when we visit other poles, and they keep everything running.”

I looked at Lila. Heaven had turned, and they kissed, our duvet draped around their waists, breasts bare, nipples soft and drawn up from the cool air. When she lay back to be licked, my girlfriend’s hair made a dark halo on the pillow. Her eyes were tender and bright all at once. We had said the words at the pole. Love had sounded like a sin and a vow at the same time. Now it felt simple.

“Do you want to stay here, Lila?”

“Yes. I love it, but I love you more, so if you want to leave, we can.”

“I do not want to leave. I am afraid that what we have might be lost in all this free love.”

“Don’t overthink it, honey. Jasmine is going to make love to you while a handful of men you cannot see and will never recognize use your body. I am in awe that you can take any more cock. I prefer this, Heaven licking my aching hole.”

“I can take more fucking. Not anal, but I want to be fucked a lot, Lila.”

“Then go and enjoy it. We can be open but still in love.”

I reached for her hand, and she gave it without hesitation. Our fingers laced, our palms warmed, the old rhythm of our friendship now threaded with something heavier.

“I’ll see you later.”

“I’ll clean your creampies.”

“Good.”

Jasmine and I walked the dorm together, and the warm wooden floorboards whispered underfoot. The carved doors at the end opened on a small landing where the air was damper and warmer. Steam breathed from a stairwell that led down, carrying rosemary and thyme and the metal scent of hot water rising from copper. Jasmine led, her hair a moving river, her robe untied now and sliding from her shoulders, her back a pale page written in shadow and light. I watched the sway of her hips and the print of her feet on the boards and thought about being written on again.

At the stairhead, a small window gave a view into the Sisterhood’s inner courtyard. Someone below shook out bed linens, and sunlight caught in the threads. Coins clinked somewhere off to the right, counted with brisk competence. A laugh rose and then folded, and I looked at Jasmine.

“Is there a girl at the pole?”

“Yes. She wanted to see her lovers and didn’t want to be fucked at the holes in the wall. Only one cock can take you there.”

“I prefer the hole in the wall today.”

“I understand, Sophie. I can feed you warm, wet pussy while men defile you.”

“Fuck!”

“What is it?”

“I have become a slut.”

“No, honey… You always were one, but like others, you hid it.”

Jasmine stopped at the first landing and touched my wrist. Her fingers were slim and precise, her nails short and buffed, her pulse steady. She tipped her face up and searched mine for permission I did not intend to withhold.

“Shower first. Then the pods. We will make you clean enough for the men to make a mess inside you again.”

“Will you kiss me once before I am underwater?”

“Twice… as many times as you wish.”

“Do you have a girlfriend, Jasmine?”

“I have many.”

“No… I mean the one you love?”

“I love many. You and Lila are together today, and it feels right, strong, and true. Give it a few weeks of living here, and that may change.”

Jasmine kissed me before I could say another word. Her mouth tasted of mint and the faintest sugar. She kissed me once with a careful pressure that woke my blood. She kissed me again with a deeper pressure that told my body what the rest of the morning would be. The kiss lifted and set me down light as breath. I turned my head as if searching for Lila, but I knew she was upstairs being pleasured.

Jasmine leaned in and took another kiss that was ours, slow and sure, sweet at the start and salty by the end where our tongues met. Her hand cupped my jaw, and she stared deeply into my eyes in a way that disturbed me, not badly, but worryingly. My throat opened on a sound that admitted I belonged to her first, now, here, but I wanted to be Lila’s forever, whatever else I did downstairs. The choking, whimpering sound from the back of my throat put a slight smile on Jasmine’s lips. The smile made me hungry.

“Come, Sophie. Let’s bathe you and prepare you to be fucked. I will mark the sign at your pod as zero anal. You aren’t ready for that.”

“I am ready for everything else.”

We moved again, down into steam that curled around calves and thighs and climbed higher, a ribboning warmth that promised balm where I was torn and ache where I wanted ache. The marble floor of a large shower room glistened, and hot, steamy water spilled from the shower heads. The rails were smooth as thighs. Jasmine’s fingers slid through mine and held. I looked at her hand around mine and made a new vow without speaking a word.

We would stay. We would take what the Sisterhood offered. We would give back more. We would keep all the parts of us that mattered, bright and unbroken, even when everything else was opened.

And hopefully love would prevail.


Chapter Eleven

◆◆◆

Jasmine’s warning about mine and Lila’s fledgling relationship worried me because I felt properly in love for the first time in my life, and I wanted to keep that steadiness in my life. The pole had unleashed me — not just sexually, but emotionally too. My cunt throbbed with the memory of thirty or more men splitting me open, but my heart throbbed harder for the girl who had held my hand through it.

I wanted to explore my sexuality deeply, in the most taboo ways imaginable, but anchoring to Lila felt right, like a tether to sanity even as the Sisterhood promised madness and bliss.

I’d had a fertile, sexually charged imagination from the earliest days of puberty. I remembered curling under blankets with a flashlight and stolen paperbacks, pages sticky where girls blushed at kisses or were forced into scandal. My body had pulsed at words I barely understood. I humped the seam of my jeans until my thighs began to shake.

Mom was little help when I needed to talk because she was a god-fearing woman who seemed ill at ease discussing matters sexual. She once snapped at me for wearing a skirt too short for Sunday service and warned me that boys would only ruin me. My father was no help at all because what teenage girl would tell her dad she couldn’t wait to be sexually active?

Lila had always been my safe place, as I had been hers. We had studied together, kissed cheeks during sleepover, but never dared name the truth. Now, as Jasmine soaped me all over, paying particular attention to my stinging anus and aching pussy lips, I began to realize that romance had seeded between Lila and me long ago. We had chosen the same college, the same subject, and would take the same classes, pretending it was all a coincidence, but I knew now — love steered us. The pole had only stripped away our excuses.

My parents would disapprove of my descent into lesbianism. They would clutch their rosaries, shake their heads, and mutter about sin. But if they knew how hard I had been railed at the pole by dozens of men, they would probably disown me. Part of me wanted that. To be cut loose, free to belong here instead.

I looked down at the woman caressing my legs.

“Jasmine.”

“Yes, dear.”

“I hear voices outside - men.”

“They are forming a line to fuck you, Sophie.”

Her soapy fingers glided between my lips, prising them apart. The sting of torn folds burned like salt rubbed in, then cooled under her massage. Bubbles slid over raw skin, fizzing in tender cuts before bursting in slick trails down my thighs. She circled my anus, still hot and swollen from use, her touch both soothing and humiliating, forcing me to feel exactly how wrecked I was.

“Is it something you and the other girls do often - give yourselves to many men?”

“I love fucking guys and girls. I do it every day, even during my period - most guys love that and they walk away with a bloody cock like it’s a badge of honor.”

“I have never been fucked during my period.”

“You must… it works wonders for your cramps.”

Her palm cupped me, pressing the swollen lips together until semen squeezed out between them. She smeared it across me like ointment, mixing soap and spunk until the scent of bleach, musk, and cunt hung heavy in the steam.

“Can we fuck men in our beds?”

“We have special bedrooms in the basement where you may take male lovers. The room has entrances inside the sisterhood house and onto the street. You must book in advance and may have up to four men fucking you at the same time per night - but the men are not allowed inside the house.”

“Could Lila and I do that together?”

“Yes, of course, but-”

“I know what you are going to say, Jasmine.”

I gulped and felt emotionally taut. I didn’t want to hear about how my relationships, tastes, kinks, and desires might stretch and morph from where I was now into something that pushed Lila away.

I had cut her off and cupped her cheek, my eyes, and expression writ deep with apology.

“Sorry.”

“The sisterhood takes some getting used to, and it’s not for everyone.”

“I want this to work out - please tell me more, Jasmine.”

“We have a lot of sexual rituals here - rope bondage, golden showers, and other pee play, spankings, anal and cunt fisting…”

“Wow.”

“Many girls enjoy being fisted by another girl after a pole session. They are full of cum and well fucked, so it’s easier to stretch them - and the extra stretch is very enjoyable.”

“You’ve been fisted?”

“Many times. I love being taken to my limit, and a sister’s fist and forearm will do that wonderfully.”

“I see.”

“You’ll see… It’s nice.”

“Would you be my first, Jasmine?”

“I would love to.”

She smiled and I knew Jasmine held back much she wished to say, but I wasn’t ready for the big challenges of a relationship. I’d slept one night in a lesbian dormitory nestled in the arms of my new girlfriend, leaking loads of semen into thick pads - settling into this lifestyle without going crazy was critical.

“I understand why Lila is important to you, but I sense both of you are like chrysalis, cracking open and transforming into butterflies.”

“How long do girls stay here - at the sisterhood?”

“You can stay for life. We have twelve homes around the world. You can apply to move between them and just wait for a vacancy or swap. You and Lila were fortunate. Two girls broke our covenant last week, and they were expelled.”

“What for?”

“They sold themselves for sex privately, which is forbidden.”

“Do you consider us to be hookers?”

“We don’t seek clients on the street, but I guess the pole counts the same way — many people will refer to us as whores, but it’s a label I’ll wear more proudly than banker, lawyer, or politician. At least the men and women we fuck get to enjoy the experience.”

I laughed loudly, and Jasmine joined me, the sound bouncing off tile and steam, until she lifted my thigh onto her knee. Soap and water ran down my crack as she pressed her face into me. Her tongue pushed between the folds, licking the still leaking semen from my hole. The raw taste of spunk filled her mouth; the raw shock of being tongued there made my breath stutter.

She curled her tongue inside me, scraping seed from the ragged folds, dragging slick lines across my clit until she sucked it swollen. The ache turned liquid under her mouth. I gasped, amazed by my sexual appetite, because I literally couldn’t get enough. Even with soap still clinging, even with soreness raw as cuts, I wanted more — more of her tongue, more of the men waiting, more of everything the Sisterhood promised.

I was being warmed up for the men outside who chattered away, mentioning me by name.

“Is my photograph on the wall, Jasmine?”

“Outside and beside the fuck hole where the men will take you.”

“Good.”

“You are famous and in high demand. Few girls take three cocks on their first pole day, and you did that several times. You’ll earn well here, Sophie, far better than a lawyer.”

“Do you know my major?”

“Yes. We have downloaded everything on the internet available about you. I will show you our online library later, where you can study other girls, chat with them, book dates, learn about our covenant and the pole ceremonies, and book sexual services.”

“Book sexual services?”

“Most girls love to be spanked, and we have soundproofed rooms with benches you can be tied to, then flogged, paddled, or thrashed. Also, we have a shibari master available for rope work.”

“Jesus… is there anything else going on here?”

“We provide a pegging service for men. You’ll wear a strap-on cock and fuck the guy while he’s in the doggy position. You reach around and wank him off while you fuck him. Sometimes the men’s wives watch.”

“Fuck! I would love to do that.”

“Most guys love being fucked, or at the very least, they enjoy prostate massage. You wear a condom on your finger and milk the tiny gland while sucking their cocks.”

“Wow… fuck!”

“And we provide a service to cuckqueans. We fuck their guys and they join in or watch.”

Jasmine licked my creamy slit one more time before grinning up at me affectionately. Two more girls joined us in the shower, one carrying a queening stool, the other lying down under the shower, ready to eat pussy. I watched agog as the girl standing set the stool over her lover’s face, then squatted down, her face contorted as though she were bursting to pee.

When she spread her legs wide, I saw heavily engorged, shaven pussy lips that looked delicious, even more so when golden pee dribbled between them and she pissed on her girlfriend. Somewhere deep inside my womb, a pre-orgasm rippled.

Jasmine stood and leaned closer, staring intensely into my eyes, as if she searched for my hidden truths.

“We can do that to each other if you’d like, Sophie?”

“Pee on each other?”

“It’s exhilarating, and if we do it in the glass room, people will pay to watch and wank over the glass.”

“The glass room?”

“A glass-walled room on the corner of the house for spectators.”

“Jesus… I…. I would love to try… privately at first.”

“Okay… let’s get you strapped into your hole-in-the-wall for the guys to run a train through you. You can eat me out while they fuck you and then later, after dinner, you, Lila and me, maybe others can bathe here and enjoy some pee play.”

“Fuck yes!”

The chamber was small but comfortable; the mattress was narrow and padded, its surface covered in fresh linen that smelled faintly of lavender and another floral blend from a fabric softener. The sweetness clashed with the darker scents of leather and sweat, making the air thick, cloying, expectant.

The walls were painted a muted shade that drank the lantern-light, the glow low and golden, as though designed to flatter flesh rather than stone. At one end, the opening through which I would be fucked yawned — a large hole rimmed with smooth leather, polished from constant use, framed for penetration of my cunt and nothing else.

They guided me onto my back, my legs stretched out along the mattress until my calves strained and my spine lifted. A woman I did not know moved silently to the foot of the bed. She lifted both my legs, raising them together in a single sweep that forced a gasp out of me, and she locked my ankles into vertical restraints fixed above the frame.

The straps were padded, lined in soft fur, but she buckled them so tight that there was no slack, no give, no escape. My hips lifted higher, my body stretched, and my thighs trembled as I was bent open, my holes displayed, prepared like a sacrifice, ready to be used.

I heard the men sighing and grunting excitedly outside the chamber. I smelled the pungent tang of precum, sharp and animal, already dripping from their crowns. In my mind, I pictured them lined up, each cock glistening and swollen, the tips like spearheads slick with anticipation, a procession of weapons eager to plunge deep inside me.

I lay inside the cocoon of leather and wood, the hole-in-the-wall swallowing me like a second skin, turning me into an object more than a woman. The sense of containment pressed down, terrifying and intoxicating, a prison that doubled as a cradle. I could not run. I could not turn. I could not close myself. I could only be fucked until the men were done with me.

It was a different type of free use.

Jasmine appeared above me, her face shadowed in the lantern light, her scent cutting through the musk of the men beyond. She climbed astride me, straddling my face with a grin that was both triumphant and tender. She lowered herself, feeding me her sweet-smelling, soaking cunt, the lips heavy with slick, swollen with arousal.

They descended onto my mouth until her taste spread across my tongue like oil, thick, demanding, all-consuming. She rocked against my lips, smothering me, grinding her cunt into my lips, nose, and chin, filling my nostrils with her slick until I could barely breathe. Her voice was thick and low as she urged me to lick, to swallow, to serve her without pause.

At the same time, the first man stepped into position beyond the wall. I could hear him breathe, rough and eager. I heard the scrape of his belt, the whisper of fabric shoved down until it brushed the concrete floor. Then with deep joy, I felt the heavy intrusion as he pushed his cock through the hole, splitting me open, forcing the bulging crown past my swollen lips and into the slick furnace of my still-recovering cunt.

I was being used again and my heart fluttered with excitement. His thrusts were blunt, unceremonious, because he was rutting and using me as though I were nothing more than a sheath prepared for him to fuck and cum inside.

Jasmine smiled down as she fucked my mouth, making sure her swollen lips were well parted

“They will go through you much faster than on the pole. They have no care for your enjoyment, just a deep desire to fill you with their load.”

“It suits me.”

“I am here to care for you, Sophie.”

“That suits me too.”

“This is how the ancients dealt with pregnancy. All of the village men would fuck every woman who desired to be seeded. That way, the men worked together for all women, all children, because nobody knew who was truly sired by whom.”

“Fuck… I would love to live in a group like that.”

“Maybe you can. We have a retreat like this where you can go to be inseminated.”

One after another, the men came and fucked me hard. They slid their cocks deep inside me, filling a throbbing, aching hole I was convinced could take no more, yet always stretched to accept another load.

Each man lasted only minutes, their rhythm urgent, their breath harsh against stone, their shafts slippery from the coating of seed that each before him had left behind inside me. They used me like an endlessly wet hole, every thrust sloppy with the semen that flooded me, every withdrawal smeared with pearly froth. Each man grunted and spilled his load inside my sloppy cunt, then withdrew, leaving me wetter, fuller, more undone, my body reduced to a conduit for their pleasure.

I lost count of how many men fucked me. The use never stopped, the line outside seemed endless, the air alive with the shuffle of boots and the hiss of anticipation.

Jasmine rode my face without pause, grinding her sodden, thick lips against my mouth until her juices slicked my chin and filled my nostrils. Her thighs bracketed my cheeks, tight and trembling. She moaned when the men groaned, her pleasure folding into theirs, as though she fed on their lust as much as I did. I speared my tongue deep inside her, my lips sealing to her heat, my hands freed above the waist so I could clutch at her ass, kneading her flesh with talon-like fingers.

I dragged my nails down until I felt the ridged knot of her ass and clawed it lightly, teasing her open while clenching my lips around her throbbing clit, sucking her with careful rhythm. When I rubbed the edges of her back hole with a fingertip, circling the tight muscle and pressing just enough to test her, she groaned loud and long, her whole body shuddering in agreement.

I slid my forefinger inside her, stretching her cunt while she rode my face. At the exact moment, a man outside with an enormous cock rammed through the wall and stretched my cunt walls wider than I thought possible. I moaned helplessly, compressing my pelvic floor and abs, trying to hold the thick shaft inside me even as it withdrew. When he filled me again, it was so massive I screamed into Jasmine’s clit, my finger plunging deeper into her puckered hole as she bucked down hard.

When the man with the big cock squirted his hot seed inside me, I lost myself in delirium. My mind conjured visions: a circle of girls around me in the showers, straddling me, baptizing me in their devotion. Then Lila was beside me in a basement bedroom, her mouth on mine as we were fucked together. Then my mind shifted again — the sharp crack of a paddle in a soundproofed room, my body restrained, the cries swallowed by walls that knew only punishment.

I wanted to offer myself totally to the Sisterhood, to be used in every way they demanded, to be fucked until I was nothing but flesh and moan. I prayed that on my next period, I could be chained to the pole again and send every man who entered me home, their cock bloodied, staining them as mine.

I was fucked for hours, the parade of men unbroken, while Jasmine rode my face, climaxing over and over until she collapsed and rose again. Her orgasm poured out of her in sharp jets that splashed down my throat and spilled across my chin. She forced me to swallow every drop, then kissed me, then fucked my face again until her lips looked raw from overuse.

Midway through my fucking, hands entered the chamber. They belonged to no one I could see. An unseen woman pressed cloth and her fingers inside me, cleaning me out between men, scooping cum and wiping, preparing me to be filled again. I never knew who she was. Her touch was brisk, professional, almost clinical, but also strangely intimate — as if I were both sacred and soiled at once.

The cycle continued. A cock pushing deep, pounding my trembling, aching hole open. Jasmine flooding my mouth, her cries echoing off the walls. A stranger’s hands cleansing me before the next man took his place. Over and over, until time ceased to matter.

I was suspended in the cocoon, restrained and remade, my body transformed into ritual.

The rhythm finally ebbed. The last man pulled free from my cum-stuffed, dripping hole, his breath rough as he staggered away, his seed trickling down my thighs to pool beneath me. Silence thickened, broken only by the drip of my ruined body and Jasmine’s steadying breath above me. My thighs trembled, my chest rose and fell in ragged bursts. The cocoon of the hole still held me, but I knew I had been remade.

Jasmine climbed off my face slowly, her slick juices running down my chin. She brushed damp hair from my forehead, her eyes soft even as her lips curved with satisfaction.

“You’ve given enough for today, Sophie.”

“I feel free.”

“The Sisterhood is deeply empowering.”

The restraints released with a click, my legs lowering, trembling too much to hold themselves steady. Jasmine and another woman slid their arms beneath me, lifting me as though I were weightless, carrying me out of the chamber, my head lolled against Jasmine’s shoulder, her scent grounding me, the musk of her skin mingled with the sweat of hours of use.

Steam and tile closed in around us again. They lowered me onto a bench in the shower room, water already running hot. Jasmine stepped in with me, guiding me under the spray—soap foamed in her hands, sliding over my skin in long, patient strokes. Every place the men had used me, she washed. Every mark they had left, she traced with care, not erasing but sanctifying.

I closed my eyes as her palms lingered between my thighs, her touch no longer urgent but deliberate, soothing, devotional. She tilted my chin, rinsed my mouth, kissed me with lips still tasting of herself.

“You are ours now, Sophie.”

“And we are yours.”

Water streamed over us, hot, cleansing, heavy with promise. The Sisterhood had used me, broken me, remade me — and Jasmine washed me whole again, preparing me for whatever came next.

I thought of Lila. Her face, her lips, her trembling devotion. I knew she would be waiting. I knew she would be next.


Chapter Twelve

◆◆◆

When I watched Jasmine cock a leg and mount Lila’s face, feeding her glistening pussy, I thought I was still dreaming. While enjoying unexpected sex, my girlfriend reached across the bed, her fingers tangling with mine, and the squeeze jolted me fully awake. The smell of sex reached me before anything else — thick, ripe pussy musk that was smeared like cream across Jasmine’s thighs. Lila’s spit glistened on her mound, even with the sour-sweet tang of cum still clinging to our sheets.

Inside, I ached from being fucked so much. My stint in the glory hole had come too soon after the pole, too many cocks splitting me open in too little time. My cunt was still loose and leaking, my lips swollen and raw. The shame I could live with easily — it tasted sweeter than honey — but the deep, physical pounding I had taken throbbed like bruises on my womb.

And even with four applications of healing cream around my torn-open anus, it still stung.

A shadow flickered, and I followed it. Amber floated through the dormitory like a ghost, her bare feet soundless on wood planks, her hair damp from a hurried wash, her grin feral. She saw me awake and veered toward my bed, her eyes catching the glisten of Jasmine riding Lila’s mouth.

While Jasmine rocked back and forth, grinding her swollen cunt against my girlfriend’s lips, Amber crawled under my sheet and pressed her body against mine. I turned away from the show, toward her heat.

“Where were you so late, Amber?”

“I was at the pole. The tavern boys got drunk and begged for a party, promising great tips. Two of us were shackled, and now our holes have been fucked wide open.”

“How many guys?”

She grinned.

“Twenty-three… each.”

“Fuck!”

“I’m still leaking their cum.”

“Have you showered?”

“Of course. And I’ve been cleaned out… but—”

“But?”

“There’s always more inside me if you want it.”

She looked hopeful, her face breaking into a cute grin. My cunt clenched tightly. I hadn’t actually licked a pussy aside from Lila at the pole, and Jasmine’s while I was being used in the glory hole. I wanted to explore my lesbian side, and she was perfect. Amber’s casual filth pulled me. She made no apologies for wanting me, even though she was already in a relationship.

She lay back, spreading her knees wide apart until her nightgown slid away down her thighs. I saw the thick wedge of her hairy mound, and my nostrils flared as my breath hitched and her sultry aroma snaked inside them. Her bush was neatly trimmed but still wild, wiry curls matted with drying semen. It made my mouth water.

I crawled lower on the bed while Lila moaned into Jasmine, who slapped both her palms against the wall in front. Amber ran her fingers through my hair as I buried my nose in her rug. The scent hit first — lavender soap clashing with the sharp, animal musk of semen still draining from her well fucked hole.

I pressed my mouth over her slit and inhaled hard. The cum was sour and sweet, her pussy-fat and raw. My tongue slipped between her lips and inside her gaping hole just as a fat teardrop of semen dribbled free. It landed heavy on my tongue, burning salt, acrid heat, and I swallowed greedily.

The first mouthful of another man’s load woke me completely.

I curled my tongue deeper, scooping more from her deep, creamy well, licking the sloppy froth clinging to her lips. Amber sighed as though she’d ascended to heaven, stroking my hair while I felt like a girl worshiping another girl after rough men had taken her.

I was starting to understand the sisterhood - life in a lesbian sanctuary with no limits on love, relationships, or sex.

My teeth caught wiry pubes, strands sticking between them, slicked with cum. I tongued the mess away, uncaring whether the pussy I ate was hairy or shaved, only that it was creamy, full, and mine to feed from.

And Amber was full of creampie.

Her hole pulsed, spilling a steady ooze of pearly cream that I slurped like nectar. Each swallow was salt and shame and joy. Each lick dragged the taste deeper into me.

Beside us, Jasmine rocked harder, her voice low and ragged. Lila sucked her clit with stubborn hunger, spit frothing down her chin. I licked Amber while watching my girlfriend lick another woman, and the triangle of filth only stoked me further.

Amber arched her hips, grinding her cunt against my mouth, groaning.

“Good girl, Sophie. Drink them out of me.”

I licked until Amber’s thighs trembled and her belly shivered, until another gush spattered my chin. Her cream smeared my lips, salty strings dripping down my throat. My hunger turned feral — I pressed two fingers inside her sloppy hole, scooping, feeding myself from her depths, sucking my fingers clean like they were soaked in honey.

By the time Amber sagged back, panting, Lila had pushed Jasmine into climax. They came together, messy and moaning, our faces slick, their thighs shaking. All four of us collapsed into a pile of naked bodies, slick and warm, our skin glued by sweat and semen, comforted by each other and the stink of sex.

I reflected on my life as I lay on my back licking the last drops of Amber’s load from my lips. Two days ago, I’d been comparatively innocent. Now I’d been split by thirty cocks, drenched in semen, tongued by girls, and fucked in ways I had only dreamed about with a flashlight under blankets.

I wasn’t ashamed. I was proud.

The Sisterhood wasn’t a street corner. We weren’t brothel girls bought by the hour with a pimp taking his cut. We were protected, worshipped, high-class whores whose holes were funked like temples.

At the pole, in one sitting, Lila and I had earned enough coin to pay for our entire gap year with business class flights and five-star hotels. By morning, the sisterhood’s accounting department would add my glory-hole earnings to that — hours of cock after cock fucking me, semen spilling inside, and me loving every filthy second.

Amber rolled against me, groaning with exhaustion. Her fingers slid around my body, sticky, her voice bratty but tender.

“Why aren’t you asleep, Sophie?”

“I’m thinking.”

“Don’t overthink.”

“Is this a career for you?”

Her lips curled.

“I could retire in two years if I wanted. One more season of the pole, one more year of glory holes and gangbangs, and I could live soft for life. But why would I?”

“Why wouldn’t you?”

“Because I love fucking. The Sisterhood lets me do it safely, adored, paid, and without judgment. And I keep most of my money.”

“That occurred to me too… but what about babies?”

She laughed, pressing my hand to her belly.

“You know how it works. We fuck right up until the waters break. Pregnant holes are the most valuable. Men will give their right arm to cum inside a girl swollen with life.”

“Jesus.”

“Oh yes. When you’re pregnant, they line up faster. They shoot harder, fuck deeper. Some want to fuck your tits when they start leaking. Some want to drink from you after they’ve filled you. It’s the most money you’ll ever make.”

Her words sank into me, hot as the semen I’d swallowed.

Amber kissed my temple, her voice dropping into a purr.

“Now… sleep, slut. Tomorrow you’ll be fucked again. And you’ll love it.”

I nodded, my body heavy with use, my cunt still dripping, my lips still salted with seed. I closed my eyes, dreaming of bellies stretched, holes filled, and Lila’s hand always in mine.

The four of us were summoned for a meeting with Vanessa and told to be at her office after breakfast. Lila and I were slightly concerned, but Amber and Jasmine took the demand for our presence in their stride, as though summons were nothing more than a passing note from a lover.

We sat in the communal dining hall, a cavernous space that could have been lifted straight from an old convent. The ceiling arched in ribbed timber, beams blackened by years of smoke and candle soot. Tall windows filtered pale morning light through frosted panes, spilling a ghostly glow across stone floors and wooden benches polished by generations of thighs sliding over them.

The air was thick with hunger. Not just for food, but for recovery, for the comfort of flesh after being broken open through the night. Coffee steamed in copper urns, its bitterness masking but never quite conquering the background perfume of sex that clung to the girls’ hair and skin.

I watched a girl sit down gingerly, and I wondered if she had been fucked in her back passage or flayed across her cheeks. She smiled and winked at me, so I glanced away, feeling mildly ashamed.

Fruit bowls sat like altars along the tables, piled high with grapes swollen to bursting, figs split wide with pink insides glistening wet, wedges of melon bleeding juice onto porcelain. Honey shone in fat clay pots, gold and viscous, catching the light like spilled seed.

Baskets of rolls and croissants steamed under linen, their crusts dusted in flour, while Bircher muesli waited in heavy bowls, oats swollen with cream and raisins plumped into swollen little sacs. The spread was decadent, obscene almost. Eggs glistened buttery and soft, bacon strips curled like tongues, sausages were glossy with fat, pancakes stacked so high they looked precarious, butter melting down their edges in lazy rivulets. Syrup spilled over them in amber strings, slow and sticky, clinging to spoons the way cum clings to lips.

The girls moved barefoot between the rows, their morning gowns half-slipping from their shoulders, damp hair plastered to their cheeks from hurried washes. Some smelled faintly of lavender soap, but the deeper notes lingered: stale semen drying on skin, pussy musk trapped in the weave of fabric, the sweet-sour tang of sweat still rising from between their thighs. Laughter and chatter filled the air, a murmur like cloistered nuns who had traded prayer for whoredom, breaking their fast on fruit and fat instead of bread and wine.

I sat there with Lila’s thigh pressed against mine, taking it all in, tasting it in the back of my throat — the mingled aromas of food and filth, breakfast, and the night before, a communion of hunger that felt as sacred as any mass.

I leaned close to Amber, keeping my voice low so only the other three could hear.

“Has everyone been fucking?”

She smirked, her lips sticky with the last of breakfast honey.

“Yeah… some girls do home visits to fuck clients, others man the glory holes. It’s rare to have a night off completely.”

“Is the house full?”

“No. We only ever keep half the girls here. The rest are on assignment. I suspect that’s why Vanessa wants to see us.”

“All four of us?”

Amber’s eyes glittered.

“We fit together nicely, Sophie — don’t you agree?”

She squeezed my hand tight. I looked across at Lila, who grinned, her eyes bright, then I watched her slip her fingers into Jasmine’s as if to remind me that all of this was ours, freely shared. I nodded, my chest buzzing with nervous anticipation.

As we strolled into Vanessa’s office, it felt exactly like being summoned to the Headmistress’s chambers. My cunt twitched with the memory of school punishments — the imagined bending over of desks, skirts raised, a ruler biting into my tender flesh. But instead of discipline, we were ushered to a set of leather sofas drawn close to a log fire. The couches squeaked as our thighs pressed into them, sticky from the night’s use.

The office was all polish and power: oak panels shining, brass fixtures glinting, the air thick with beeswax and the faintest trace of stale sex woven into the rug fibers. Vanessa herself stood like a vision of cool authority, silver hair tied in a dark knot, eyes merciless.

She waited until we were settled before lifting a remote and switching on the enormous wall-mounted display. Firelight flickered against the screen as an image bloomed.

“What do you see, Sophie?”

“A massive oil rig.”

She clicked through. One picture after another — men, dozens of them, in purple boilersuits. Some white, some black, others unrecognizable under the smear of crude oil coating their skin. Their faces were rough, tired, and hungry. Their suits were stained dark with grease, crotches stiff with dried sweat, and the ghost of old erections.

My heart kicked. My pussy clenched hard, wetness threatening to leak through my gown. I knew exactly what the assignment was.

“You four will travel by helicopter to the rig. You’ll entertain the men on board for forty-eight hours, then fly back.”

“How many men?”

“One hundred and sixteen, Sophie.”

“Fuck!”

“I trust you ladies to do a damn fine job for every one of these guys.”

“When did they last… I mean…”

“Four months ago.”

“Wow. Those men haven’t fucked a woman in four months?”

“They haven’t even seen a real live woman in four months, Sophie.”

“Jesus.”

Vanessa arched an eyebrow.

“Would you prefer a different assignment?”

“Hell no. One hundred and sixteen randy guys in need of girls to fuck… count me in.”

The slut inside me howled, clawing at the bars of her cage, begging for utter ruin. I leaned closer to the screen, staring at the stains on their suits, already imagining the cocks behind them — fat, greasy, throbbing, desperate. I studied their bodies, trying to judge size through bulges, picturing my mouth stretched, my cunt gaping, my ass raw by the end.

“You leave in a week. Until then, no cock. Only each other.”

We squealed like a pack of St Trinian’s girls, bouncing on the leather, the fire throwing sparks against the screen. Vanessa handed each of us a thick portfolio. The folders were heavy in my hands, smelling of ink and polish, each page a dossier: names, cock lengths, stamina ratings, favorite positions, medical checks. After today, they would have our profiles too.

The plan was simple. Every man would fuck each of us once over the two days. One hundred and sixteen cocks in forty-eight hours — not counting repeats.

As I strolled down the corridor toward our dormitory, clutching my folder, I sighed in delirious happiness. The anticipation made my cunt slick. I couldn’t stop picturing it: helicopters whipping the sea air into my hair, an oil rig groaning in the distance, one hundred and sixteen men lined up, their cocks leaking for me.

I felt happy beyond measure and was already dripping.


Chapter Thirteen

◆◆◆

Above me, powerful rotor blades whirred through the air—slashing, relentless—the vibration thrumming deep into the helicopter’s plush leather seats and throbbing straight into my womb. The ocean stretched endlessly below in every direction, white-crested waves churning, foaming, hungry, just like my cunt.

Four days without cock, toy, tongue, or finger had been pure torture. The Sisterhood’s house reeked of it everywhere—honeyed nectar of girls fucking boys or each other, moans crawling into my slit, clenching my tightening, cum-free walls until I ached to grind my swollen clit into oblivion under a finger.

Instead, I took a cold shower.

Be at your best, ladies.

Be desperate for cock.

You’ve got a lot of men to fuck.

Vanessa’s words haunted me. Two days into her abstinence order, I was a dripping mess—my swollen pussy throbbing, nipples like knives. I’d trained like a whore preparing for war: three hours in the gym each morning, yoga at dusk, pelvic floor squeezes until I could suck a man dry in seconds.

Anal plugs, each thicker than the last, had wrecked my ass daily—stretching it sloppy, the greasy lube leaking down my crack like cum from a fresh creampie. I loved double penetration — craved it, but I needed to train my inexperienced puckered hole to be fucked often and filled with many loads. I’d take two cocks every session, three if a guy wanted to use his shot at me by squirting his load down my throat.

The helicopter was luxurious, with seats as soft as sin, tinted windows shielding the glare, and air thick with polish and our pent-up heat. I smelled me, us, our cunts already lubricated with the arousal of lust needed to plow through more than a hundred men.

Lila sat pressed against me, her thigh hot against mine, her curls wild, eyes darting with the same fire as mine. Jasmine lounged opposite, her robe half-open, her shaven pussy winking at me in the dim light. I wanted to kneel, bow my head between her legs, suck the nectar that pooled around her hole before it dripped away.

Amber sprawled beside her, fingers lazily circling her nipple, smirking like she’d already tasted the rig’s cocks.

I couldn’t wait to land, yank my panties down, and take dick in ways that would shatter me. Sluttiness had claimed me since we arrived and were shackled to the pole. All thoughts about our gap year were on hold. Lila and I were going nowhere until it was to be free-used and fucked senseless.

If the pilots weren’t locked in some saintly vow of chastity, I’d have stormed the cockpit, sucked them off, and begged them to pound me raw while we flew.

The chopper banked, the ocean tilting wildly below. My stomach flipped. Lila’s fingers laced through mine, her nails digging deep. Her eyes—wide, glassy—locked on me, fear and fire swirling.

“Sophie,” she whispered, voice slicing the rotor’s roar, “what if this breaks us? The rig... all those men... the Sisterhood... what if I lose you to it? I love you so much, but this life—it’s pulling me apart, making me crave more than just us. What if we drift?”

“Lila, listen. You’re my everything. This rig? It’s just cocks and cum, a storm we’ll ride together. But us? We’re the anchor. I love you—more than the pole, more than any filthy high. We’ll fuck them all, come back dripping and wrecked, but we’ll hold each other through it. Promise me you’ll fight for us, no matter how deep this pulls you.”

My heart clenched, harder than my empty cunt. Tears stung my eyes. I squeezed her hand, pulling her close, my lips brushing her ear. Her scent—salt and lavender—hit me like home, grounding me in the whirlwind of lust.

Tears glistened in her eyes too, but she smiled—soft, fierce, her grip iron.

“I promise. I love you too, Sophie. My whore, my heart. We’ll make this ours—together.”

“We are living a life only you and I will ever know. Once we leave here, the secret is locked down.”

“I don’t want to leave, Sophie.”

“Me neither, but one day… let’s see… no expectations, no demands, just freedom to explore our sexuality.”

“Yes… That’s it. You always know. You always say the right thing.”

“I love you, Lila.”

She kissed me then, slow and deep, our tongues tangling like a vow, her breath shaky against my lips. Jasmine and Amber watched, smirking, knowing we were breaking Vanessa’s rules, but it didn’t matter. In that moment, the world was just us—two girls, bound by love, heading into filth, our hearts woven tighter than any cock could unravel.

The pilot’s voice crackled over the intercom, casual as hell.

“Ladies, forty minutes out. Start warming each other up.”

My pussy spasmed, heat flooding my thighs. Amber moved first—always the veteran. She dropped to her knees between my legs, hands yanking my skirt up.

“Spread ’em, Sophie.”

She growled in a way that gripped my cunt and wrung it until joy tingled through me, her eyes always fixed on my soaked panties. I glanced down and saw the damp mark — a line where my slit closed.

I hiked my ass, shoving the cotton down. It stuck to my slick lips, peeling away with a wet slurp, the air hitting my swollen folds like a slap, the aroma of my shame heady in the small compartment.

My anal plug—thick, black, and greased to hell—was flush with my ass, its base slick with days of lube and sweat, the greasy residue staining my crack like a whore’s confession. Amber’s grin turned feral.

“Look at this filthy thing.”

“Me, or the plug?”

She purred, thumbing the plug’s edge as I gasped, clenching my sphincter tightly, grinding my rectal walls hard against the thickness that had teasingly fucked me, but not hard enough.

“The plug is stretching you like a cheap slut’s backdoor, opening you up for those big, rig cocks.”

“That’s the point, right? To be easy to fuck there.”

“Yeah… when we have so many guys to fuck, that’s essential, but I love to let mine go tight for a few weeks and then feel the split, the torn flesh, and have the sting last for days.”

Amber pressed the plug deeper, twisting it slowly until the tipping point where the elongated, wide neck may disappear inside me. A sleazy squelch echoed, the plug grinding against my rectal walls, smearing greasy residue inside me like old cum bubbling up from a used hole.

My ass clenched again as she almost, but not quite fucked me, full and disgusting, the pressure blooming into a dirty thrill that made my clit throb and my pussy lips part wider, as if the plug was forcing my whole body open from the inside.

“Fuck,” I moaned, my hips bucking. “It’s so... nasty, like it’s wrecking me inside already.”

Amber’s tongue hit next—flat, greedy, like a labrador on a beef bone—lapping from the plug’s greasy rim up my dripping slit. Extreme vibration from the rotors as the helicopter banked hard right buzzed through the plug, jiggling it deep in my guts, a vile, pleasurable churn that had me leaking like a faucet.

Her lips sealed around my thick, swollen, fully exposed clit, sucking hard, while her fingers clawed my cheeks wider, making the plug pop against my insides. Wet, obscene slurps filled the cabin, her tongue scooping my juices mixed with lube runoff—salty and sweet, musky, sounding revolting, but it felt so fucking nice.

Lila gasped beside me, her voice thick.

“Sophie... you look so... Wrecked.”

Her eyes were wide, wild, and she panted, her gaze locked on Amber’s tongue working me, Jasmine’s fingers already buried between her massive lips.

We were being warmed up by the older, more experienced girls so we could be fucked first.

Fine by me.

I planned to give the men my all, reward them for keeping our world running. I would fuck them more than once if my body allowed, proud to have been of service to them.

The plug shifted with every lick, pressing my rectal walls like a filthy intruder, waves of sleazy pleasure ripping through me. My ass felt bloated, violated, owned—the greasy fullness making me feel like a back-alley slut, desperate and degraded, my cunt lips splaying wider as if the plug was prying them apart from behind.

Each body twist as I rolled with the helicopter sent a disgusting squish inside me, echoing, lube and arousal mixing in a sticky froth that dribbled down my crack, pooling under me. Pleasure built deep inside my guts and around my swollen clit, urgent and unstoppable, my hips grinding Amber’s face as the plug churned my insides like a cum-stuffed cock would.

Amber didn’t let up. Her tongue speared inside my pussy, curling deep, scraping my walls while her thumb pressed the plug harder, twisting it until the greasy base squelched against my rim, stretching me.

The sensation was disgustingly delightful. I was full, bloated, like my ass was a leaking sewer begging for more. Amber’s tongue opened me up, made my cunt feel looser, hungrier, the pressure of the plug pushing against my back wall until every lick inside felt amplified, every suck on my clit a filthy explosion.

I moaned louder, the rotors’ hum syncing with the plug’s stunning jiggle, my body begging for release. Lila’s cries matched mine, her lube already spilling—no, wait, that was her own slick, Jasmine’s fingers fucking her deep.

The plug’s greasy churn drove me higher, pleasure so sleazy it burned—my ass clenching around it like a whore’s grip, my pussy lips fluttering open wider, begging. I was seconds from cumming, hips bucking wild, when the chopper tilted sharply.

“Save it, girls,” the pilot barked. “No orgasms till the rig.”

Amber pulled back, her lips shining with my slick, a string of lube and juice dangling from her chin.

“Denied, slut,” she teased, wiping her mouth.

My cunt ached, the plug throbbing deep inside me like a heartbeat, its disgusting pressure a promise of more—my ass still feeling bloated, opened, wrecked.

The helicopter descended fast, a wild ocean rushing up. My heart pounded, ass clenching the plug’s thrilling girth. Rotors whined down. The door slid open—salt wind slapped my face, nipples stabbing my top as I heaved in fresh air, fueling myself to fuck the first man in sight.

I stumbled out first, legs jelly, panties tangled at my ankles — a whore in every way. The helipad grated cold under my feet, the rig’s guts groaning like a dying beast. Two enormous, gorgeous men waited—naked, their cocks swinging thick and veined, purple boilersuits crumpled beside their boots. Oil smeared their chests, muscles corded, eyes feral with four months’ starvation. One flashed a Sisterhood tattoo—a coiled vine—on his forearm, our global web etched in ink.

A crowd behind them exploded—purple suits everywhere, their cocks out, some fists flying. Seagulls shrieked overhead while salt spray misted my skin from the crashing waves below.

I had no words, only want, desire, no, dire need to be fucked. A tattooed man gripped my ass cheeks in his palms, lifting me effortlessly. His eyes locked on mine—not just hunger, but something deeper, like I was his lost wife after months at sea, his stare pouring months of loneliness and love into me. My legs wrapped around his waist, the plug squelching deep as his cock, fat and greasy with precum, nudged my swollen, trembling pussy lips. He thrust once, hard, splitting my cunt open to riotous cheers, his shaft sliding slowly, taking me inch by inch, stretching my denied cunt like a fist unclenching after days of torture in a cramped glove.

Relief hit like a wave—my pussy walls parting, slick and greedy, the ache of abstinence shattering as he filled me with glorious cock. I screamed, the sound lost in the wind, my nails raking his back. His eyes never left mine, staring like he loved me, like I was salvation after endless nights jerking off to memories. The plug ground into my guts, bloating me fuller, the disgusting pressure making my cunt clamp tighter around his cock, every thrust churning lube and slick into a filthy froth.

Beside me, Lila moaned—lifted, impaled—the second man railing her sloppy lips. Her eyes met mine, wild, loving.

“Sophie!”

“Are you okay?”

“I fucking love it!”

“Me too.”

She cried out and kissed her lover as an orgasm exploded inside her, and as I watched, I saw her man’s seed already spilling from Lila’s well fucked hole.

My lover thrust deeper inside me, his cock stretching my cunt wide, relief flooding my veins like heroin—my cunt finally full, the denial’s torture breaking into ecstasy. I gripped his hips with my feet and toes and used them to add upward and downward momentum to his strokes, letting myself slam down hard until his cock impaled me balls deep, his crown spanking my cervix hard.

He fucked me slowly at first, staring deep into my eyes, his isolation and loneliness pouring out in every groan. Then he drilled me harder, his hips slamming against mine, the plug’s incredible churn amplifying it all, both together filling me immensely.

I felt pleasure so sleazy it burned—my ass bloated, opened, wrecked—my cunt clenching his cock like a whore’s vow.

He came fast—grunting, flooding my cervix, hot ropes of semen bubbling around the plug’s base as cum gushed out, splattering the helipad in white ropes, sizzling on steel. He pulled free, his cock shining with my mess, his eyes still locked on mine, like he’d die for another taste.

Lila’s man had finished too, seed drizzling from her gaping hole, pooling sticky below. She sagged, eyes on me—ours.

Amber and Jasmine stepped off, clapping mockingly.

“Welcome to the rig, sluts.”


Chapter Fourteen

◆◆◆

The oil rig’s dining hall reeked of burnt coffee, grease, and the sour musk of men unwashed for weeks. Steel tables stood bolted to the floor, their edges chipped, scarred with years of spilled stew and sweat. Canvas tarps, strung across rusted beams, carved a flimsy fuck bay from the hall’s corner, their frayed edges trembling in the humid air.

The barrier would muffle nothing—every wet slap of flesh, every grunt, would echo off the walls, the rig’s iron heart groaning beneath like it craved the sound. Fluorescent lights buzzed overhead, casting jagged shadows across men in purple boilersuits, their cocks out, fists slow and deliberate, precum glistening like oil slicks, thick in the air.

Lila and I stepped inside, robes slipping from shoulders that were slick with sea spray. Amber and Jasmine flanked us, their eyes sharp as priestesses leading lambs to an altar. My cunt throbbed, still raw from the helipad, semen leaking from my well-fucked hole, a shameful trail down my thigh that caught the light.

Lila’s hand brushed mine, her fingers trembling, her massive pussy lips glistening through soaked panties. Her eyes, wide with fire and fear, locked on me, a silent vow amidst the men’s hunger. I squeezed her hand, my heart pounding harder than the rig’s pulse, our love a tether against the storm of cocks waiting to claim us.

They spotted and smelled my shame, grins widening, nostrils flaring, as coins clinked into a steel bucket by the tarp’s edge, each one a toll for our holes, a Sisterhood tax heavier than the sea crashing below. The sound rang sharp, metallic, like bells calling worshippers to a filthy mass. I smiled at the men, my shame a badge, their eyes drinking the cum dripping from me, their fists tightening as they paid for the privilege.

Jasmine’s hand grazed my shoulder, light but firm.

“We’ll do shifts. You and Lila first, since you’re already slick.”

“Is there a rota? How do we know everyone gets a turn?”

“The men handle that. They’re good—everyone fucks us. Some come back for more.”

“What do we do if they want seconds?”

Jasmine’s lips curved, a coy glint in her eyes. Amber giggled beside her.

“Let them fuck you as many times as you want. These men are strong, fit, starved for women. They fuck us deep with respect—no violence or roughness, unless you beg for it.”

“I want it deep. I want to be stretched, fucked senseless, like at the pole.”

The other girls giggled, and I noticed how they glanced around the room. My voice had carried, bold, raw, a confession that burned my cheeks. The men—twenty, maybe more—grinned, their eyes gleaming, cocks twitching at my words. Lila’s grip tightened, her nails digging into my palm, a spark of pride in her gaze. I grimaced, heat flooding my face, and turned to Jasmine.

“Sorry. I’m just being honest.”

“They’ll give it to you rough if you ask. They’ll split you open.”

“And for lube? For anal?”

“First guy dips his cock in your cunt for slick. You already have plenty from the first guy to fuck you. Some like to rim a fresh anus, so that helps.”

“Do any clean up after?”

“Some… but many are embarrassed, so don’t be surprised if you get a late-night knock at your door and a guy asking for a private session.”

“I’d love that.”

I made sure I was heard, and my words rang out, unashamed. Queening was my compulsion now—perching on a lover’s face, feeding them cum as I rocked back and forth, claiming their mouth as mine. Men, women—it didn’t matter to me — I would feed my creampie to anyone. To dominate with love, to feel their tongues worship my dripping hole, was a hunger I couldn’t cage. Lila’s eyes flickered, her lips parting, as if she saw the throne I’d build for us both.

“We’ll start you off, and help with the crowd, warm them up, get excitement flowing, then we will sleep and see you later. Have fun, Sophie. You too, Lila.”

“We will.”

Amber and Jasmine stepped back, their robes falling open, shaven pussies winking in the harsh light. The bucket overflowed, coins spilling onto steel, a metallic hymn to the pole’s legacy. Lila’s hand slipped from mine, but her gaze held me, her love a pulse stronger than the rig’s. Her lips parted to say something, but she didn’t speak a word; she just looked down, and I saw her massive pussy lips already glistening through her soaked panties.

She hadn’t taken anal yet, her virgin hole preserved, but her cunt was as hungry as mine, dripping for the men who’d gone four months without a woman. I stepped into the fuck bay, my body already leaking, my heart tethered to her, ready to be broken open again.

The fuck bay was a crude cathedral, its stained mattresses strewn across the steel floor like altars soaked in sin. Ropes dangled from rusted beams, swaying like vines eager to bind, while a single wooden bench stood sentinel, its grain blackened by centuries of sweat and seed, a bastard kin to the benches at the Free Use Pole.

My cunt pulsed, raw from the pounding I’d enjoyed on the helipad, the anal plug’s greasy weight churning my bowels with every step. Its jeweled base glinted in the fluorescent glare, a filthy lure to the men whose cocks throbbed, fists slowly stroking them, eyes hungry, precum pooling like oil on the rig’s iron skin. The air was thick with their musk, layered with the burnt coffee and grease of the dining hall, its chipped steel tables bearing scars of spilled stew and primal need.

Lila stood beside me, her breath shallow, her massive pussy lips glistening through soaked panties, a dark stain of desire. Her eyes met mine, wild with fire and fear, her virgin anus a secret preserved by the Sisterhood’s will. I reached for her hand, our fingers lacing, her warmth a lifeline against the sea of cocks waiting to drown us.

My heart ached, not with shame but with love, a flame fiercer than the cum leaking down my thigh, a trail of my ruin glistening in the harsh light. Lila’s nails bit my palm, her gaze a vow that tethered us through the storm, her love a pulse stronger than the rig’s groaning heart.

Coins rained into a steel bucket by the tarp’s edge, their metallic clangs a hymn to our degradation, a Sisterhood tax heavier than the waves crashing below. The canvas tarps trembled, flimsy against the men’s hunger, their shadows jerking in rhythm with their fists. I smiled at them, my shame a badge, their eyes drinking the semen dripping from my hole, their cocks twitching as they paid for the privilege of breaking me again.

Amber clapped her hands, her voice slicing through the men’s growls.

“Line up, boys. Two at a time for Sophie and Lila. Jasmine and I take the next shift. Pay up if you enjoyed, fuck hard, don’t waste their holes.”

“Does everyone do anal, Miss?”

“Three of us do. Lila’s off-limits there.”

“Is she an anal virgin?”

“Yes.”

“We’ll pay extra to fuck that hole. Some will pay just to watch her taken for the first time.”

“Maybe tomorrow.”

Lila’s eyes widened, a flicker of awe and fear crossing her face. She’d been gangbanged at the pole, her cunt stretched by men, but anal was a threshold unbreached, a line she hadn’t crossed. I squeezed her hand, my gaze steady, searching for her truth, my heart racing at the thought of her giving everything to the pole as I had.

“If it’s for the Sisterhood, I’d do it.”

“It’s money for you too, Lila.”

“For us, darling.”

“Yes, for us.”

“Are you taking two at a time, spitroasting, I mean?”

“Yes… But I want three guys fucking me soon. We have a lot of cock to get through.”

“Will you fuck the men more than once?”

“I’m here to be used freely, Lila. This is my thing. The guys have all phones removed, no cameras — we can be whores here without a shred of evidence.”

“I don’t care. This is who I am now, too, Sophie.”

Her words landed like a sacrament, her eyes fierce with love and surrender. She was no longer the gap-year girl I’d known, but a vessel of the pole, her massive and unusual pussy lips a gateway to her soul, her heart mine despite the cocks that would claim her.

The crowd surged, boots scraping steel, coins clattering louder, a metallic hymn to our ruin. A man with a Sisterhood tattoo—coiled vine inked on his forearm—stepped forward, his cock thick and veined, slick with need. He yanked me onto a mattress, my knees sinking into its damp, cum-soaked fabric, the stench of old sex rising like incense from a profane altar.

Another man, his face smeared with rig grime, knelt before me, his shaft slapping my chin, precum burning my lips. My womb clenched, a shiver of taboo joy rippling through me, echoing the pole’s ancient call.

Lila was lifted onto the bed beside me, her body straddling a man in reverse cowgirl, his cock nudging her swollen, creamy lips apart. Another stepped over his friend’s legs, gripping her curls, feeding his shaft into her mouth. Her throat bulged as she gagged, the sound a wave of pride through my cunt, her love shining through her ruin.

Our eyes locked, her nails digging into my palm across the gap between beds. The man beneath her thrust upward, splitting her cunt with a wet squelch, her massive lips splaying like velvet petals, frothing with cum and slick.

I knelt on all fours, my first man driving his veiny cock balls deep inside my sloppy hole, churning the cum marinating from the helipad. The plug shifted inside my guts, grinding my rectal walls, amplifying the filthy fullness until I moaned, my voice breaking as the man in front shoved his cock past my lips. His rim was tight, his salty precum a baptism searing my tongue, tonsils, throat, baptizing me.

My throat convulsed, spit drooling down my chin, dripping onto the mattress. The taste was sharp—salt, oil, and months of pent-up need coating his cock.

The dining hall roared with men, their fists pumping their cocks, each patiently waiting their turn. We were revered, whores, yes, but loved for the moment, for the days of relief the men would enjoy. I understood men better now, not complicated, not simple, just men, easy to please if you wanted to.

The tarps swayed as bodies pressed against them, shadows jerking in rhythm with their hands. The air stank of precum, sweat, and the rig’s iron tang, layered with the musky heat of our cunts. Every thrust balls deep inside my pussy forced the plug deeper, a sleazy churn that made my ass clench, my clit throb, and my body beg for more.

Lila’s moans muffled around the cock in her mouth, her hips bucking, cum frothing around the shaft, splitting her wide open. Watching my girlfriend was a pleasure beyond all others — the cuckquean in me was evident along with all other kinks.

She squeezed my hand, her eyes pleading, loving, anchoring us through the storm. My queening compulsion surged—I wanted her beneath me, my dripping hole pressed against her lips in a kiss, her tongue spearing deep inside me, scraping out a man’s cum, drinking my shame as I rode her face. But here, we were equals, whores bound by the pole, our love a vow no cock could break.

She gasped, pulling free of the cock for a moment,

“Sophie. I’m theirs… but I’m yours.”

“Always, Lila.”

I choked, my mouth full of cock, my slick cunt slammed raw.

“We’re whores together.”

The man fucking my mouth groaned, then roared, his thighs steel stiff, his midriff stretched tighter than a drum across ripped muscles. His load erupted, hot ropes of sticky, salty, burning seed blasting my tonsils, painting my lips as his tension was relieved, and I felt proud.

When he drew his cock out of my mouth, the man kneeled and kissed me, not caring I was still mid-swallow, his seed painting my lips. Then, he stared into my eyes and smiled.

“If I could have a wife like you, I’d be a lucky man.”

“Really?”

“Yeah… as long as I could fuck your friends, you can fuck mine.”

“I see.”

He was older, measured, his face carved with authority, yet tender, his kiss a promise of something beyond the rig’s chaos. My body burned for him, not just his cock but the man who saw me as more than a hole, who revered the whore I’d become.

“You suck cock like an angel.”

“I fuck like one too.”

“May I return later?”

“As many times as you wish.”

“Thank you, Sophie. Are you ready for a cock in every hole?”

“I am.”

His smile held reverence, a worship that echoed the pole’s ancient call. My body burned, stretched, owned, but my love for Lila burned brighter, her hand in mine a vow no cock could unravel. The rig’s frenzy was just beginning, and we were its heart, bound by seed, shame, and love.

The fuck bay throbbed like a wound, its stained mattresses a swamp of cum and sweat, ropes swaying from beams like nooses for our shame. The wooden bench whispered filth through the rig’s steel bones.

I stayed in doggy-style, my body trembling, my cunt raw from the helipad, my anus gaping from the plug’s greasy churn. Its jeweled base glinted in the fluorescent glare, a beacon to the men whose cocks pulsed, fists hungry, precum pooling like oil on the rig’s iron skin. Lila knelt beside me, her massive lips splayed, her cunt leaking rivers of white, her virgin anus a secret kept tight by the Sisterhood’s will. Our hands locked, her nails biting my palm, her love a flame fiercer than the rig’s groaning heart.

A new man slid beneath me, his cock sinking into my slick, gaping hole with a wet squelch, his eyes burning with lust and a deeper hunger, a need for connection after months at sea. The man who had fucked my cunt and would now fuck my ass tugged the plug free, a pop echoing like a gunshot, the crowd’s cheer shaking the canvas tarps.

Cold air rushed my stretched rim, a chilling void, until his semen-coated crown kissed my puckered whorl, teasing it open. With a lover’s cock impaled balls deep inside my cunt, its owner staring at me with deep love and lust, I groaned, leaning down to kiss him while my back passage was properly opened by a long, thick cock.

“I love two cocks filling my guts.”

“You’re fucking amazing, Sophie. I have your nude picture at the pole pinned to my wall. It’s from next year’s calendar. I bought twenty copies.”

“I hope they are nice and sticky.”

“I only ever wank over you.”

“Good boy, now you just lie there, let me grind my clit against your pubes, while your friend wanks you off from inside me.”

“Oh god… I’m in heaven.”

“Me too, darling.”

The men wanted more than a hole to fuck. They craved female attention, the look in a girl’s eyes when she’s being filled and well fucked. I understood why, and I gave it to them, kissing him again while his friend stretched my back passage, his veiny cock throbbing against my side walls,

His kiss lingered, another promise beyond the rig’s chaos, as if I were the pole itself, a vessel for their need and his heart. The man in my ass slid slowly, inch by inch, widening my torn rim until pain bloomed into joy. His veiny shaft pulsed against my walls, sliding against the cock in my cunt, the thin membrane rippling with pleasure so intense my body shook.

A third man stepped up, his fingers gentle in my hair, guiding his gnarly cock to my lips. I opened my mouth wide, screaming into his cock as he crammed it down my throat, his pelvis grinding my face, his balls slapping my chin.

My body shook and shuddered uncontrollably as each hole was stretched to breaking point, rawer than the pole, the rhythm brutal, synced like the rig’s pistons. The plug had prepared my back passage to be fucked, but this was rawer, two cocks sawing my ass and cunt apart, their rhythm brutal, synced like the rig’s pistons, equal to the one drilling my throat.

The crowd roared, coins clinking into the overflowing bucket, metal scattering across steel like a hymn to our ruin. Amber and Jasmine were meant to rest, but they worked the edges of our growing crowd, their moans sharp as they took two men each.

Amber’s asshole gaped wide, and I knew she’d trained her back passage for this purpose for years. Her tornado-like hole, descending from width to tightness, was immense at the rim, dark where it strangled cock. It looked easy for the men to fuck and still tight enough for her to milk them quickly. Her face was buried in a crotch as she sucked greedily.

Jasmine rode a man, her cunt swallowing his shaft, another fucking her throat, her eyes gleaming with control.

Lila’s cries matched mine, her body convulsing on the bench, her cunt a frothy mess, her face smeared with cum. She gagged on a new shaft, her eyes watering, but her grip on my hand never faltered. We were fucked apart, yet bound, our love fiercer than the sea outside. My queening compulsion surged—I wanted her beneath me, my dripping hole on her lips, her tongue drinking my shame. But here, we were equals, whores bound by the pole, our hearts woven tighter than any cock could unravel.

The men swapped places quickly, each dumping hot ropes of thick semen deep into my cunt, ass, and throat, leaving me dripping, only for new cocks to squelch balls deep inside, filling me again. My throat took a salty load, choking me until it dribbled from my nose like a cum dragon. My torn and ruined anus leaked pink-tinged seed, my cunt sloshed with cum, my cervix thumped raw.

Hours blurred into a symphony of filth—men’s grunts, coins’ clatter, the rig’s groans. Three hours in, we’d fucked a third of the men, exhaustion clawing my bones, my body a vessel for their need.

Things had gotten crazy. I had no clue how we would make it through the forty-eight hours, making sure at least one, preferably two of us were on duty, dealing with the cocks that would just keep coming.

Nor did I care

The Sisterhood’s presence hovered. Like ghosts, I thought I saw two hooded women, their robes marked with coiled vines, moving through the bay and collecting coins. Then, during another swap over, a girl wiped our thighs with cloths soaked in lavender oil. One knelt beside me, her fingers scooping cum from my cunt, smearing it across my clit, soothing and stoking my need.

“Stay open, Sophie. The pole’s with you.”

“What are you doing here?”

“Amber called Vanessa. Told her you wanted to fuck all the men as much as they needed. She sent us. While you four sleep, we’ll service the men. They can have as much pussy, mouth, and ass as they want.”

“They deserve it.”

“I know… they are good men. Just wait until you service the whole shift at the bottom of the diamond mine… It’s so hot and humid down there.”

I nodded, my voice lost in the cock fucking my throat. The pole’s mythology pulsed in my blood, its history of sluts and seed binding me to this moment. I was no longer just Sophie—I was the rig’s whore, the Sisterhood’s vessel, Lila’s love, and by fuck, if I could be drilled at the bottom of a diamond mine, I damned well would.

The men kept coming, their cocks relentless, each one feeling thicker, hungrier than the last. My cunt sloshed with cum, my ass burned raw, my throat ached from swallowing, and my cervix was thumped so hard I thought it might detach. Lila’s body shook beside me, her massive lips splayed wide open, her cunt leaking rivers of white seed onto the bed. We were drowned in it—cum, sweat, oil—our bodies reduced to free-use holes, yet exalted by the crowd’s worship.

Hours blurred. My orgasms came in waves, each one wetter, messier, ripping through me as cocks filled every hole. Lila’s cries matched mine, her body convulsing as she came, her hand crushing mine. The men’s grunts, the coins’ clatter, the rig’s groans—it was a symphony of filth, and we were its center.

A scarred man crawled beneath me, his tongue lapping my dripping cunt between thrusts, drinking the cum spilling from me as his friend pumped it out. Another begged to suck my nipples, his mouth greedy for a taste of what might swell one day. The depravity fed me, each act dirtier than the last, my body a canvas for their need.

They worked hard and together, fucking, tweaking, and sucking my body. I felt puckered lips against my anal whorl, and I stared around in shock as one of the Sisterhood, her head bowed between my ass cheeks, sucked and slurped cum.

A Sisterhood woman bowed between my ass cheeks, her lips puckering my raw rim, slurping cum with reverent hunger. The depravity fed me, each act dirtier, my body a canvas for their need, the pole’s legacy etched into my flesh.

Lila’s voice broke, raw and desperate.

“Sophie… I want it… the third cock.”

I turned. My heart raced, my face slick with cum.

“Not yet, Lila. You’re not ready.”

“I am. I want to be like you.”

Lila gasped, her cunt slammed by a new man, her throat full, even as her eyes struggled to stare at me. The Sisterhood woman beside her smiled, her fingers circling Lila’s virgin anus, teasing the tight ring.

“Soon, love. Let us prepare you.”

“When can I be fucked there, Sister?”

“Next shift. I’ll rim you while you sleep, lube your hole, and slide a butt plug in so you’ll be a little easier to fuck.”

“I don’t want it to be easy… I want to tear and bleed like Sophie did at the pole.”

“We can make sure your first time is memorable, little one. Now, steady yourself and let your cunt and mouth be used.”

The crowd roared, coins raining harder, the bucket rattling like a drum. My body shook, fucked beyond reason, but Lila’s words lit a fire. She craved the pole’s full claim, to break like me, to bind us deeper. I squeezed her hand, my heart swelling with pride and fear—pride for her courage, fear that this life might pull us apart.

The pole’s mythology whispered in my blood, its history of sluts and seed a chain that bound us to the rig, to the Sisterhood, to each other. Our hands stayed locked, our love fiercer than the sea, the cocks, the chaos that would never stop.

The fuck bay pulsed, the dining hall’s tarps trembling with the weight of men waiting. We had hours left, cocks left, cum left to take. And through it all, Lila’s hand stayed in mine, our love fiercer than the sea outside.


Chapter Fifteen

◆◆◆

The oil rig’s heart pulsed beneath me, a diesel groan that shook the steel floor, its rhythm syncing with the ache in my womb, raw from cocks that had split me open for hours. The dining hall’s fuck bay reeked of burned coffee, grease, and cum, the air thick with the musk of men freshly washed wearing cologne for the first time in months — it blended poorly, sickly, and caught in the back of my throat where their semen burned.

Canvas tarps swayed, frayed edges trembling like my thighs, slick with semen that dripped in sticky rivers, pooling on the chipped paint steel floor. My cunt throbbed, battered, leaking, the panty liner sodden, clinging to my swollen lips like a lover refusing to let go. Lila’s hand had left mine while we were consumed, her body dragged to another mattress, her massive pussy lips splayed for men who fucked her with reverence and hunger. My heart ached for her, a flame fiercer than the cum soaking my skin, a vow that tethered us through this sea of cocks.

I never imagined the men on the rig could be so ravenous. They weren’t animals—just hard men, long-stranded, their skin thickened by sun and salt, their loneliness showing through the cracks. The hunger in them was almost holy in its need for female contact.

As each guy fucked my pussy, ass, or mouth and was done, his eyes turned soft, as if shame and gratitude had tangled together and they didn’t know how to speak. It made me ache more than the bruises, more than my cervix, my chest tight with tears I couldn’t shed, my body a vessel for their need and my own shame-fueled pride.

When her underestimation error became apparent, Vanessa acted quickly. Four more Sisterhood maidens arrived within hours, their bodies offered to the rig’s relentless lust, making eight of us to be fucked senseless. But even that wasn’t enough. The oil company’s land headquarters phoned our Sisterhood house, begging us to stay longer, add more girls to the totem pole—it seemed satisfaction of the oil workers had become paramount, a contract worth more than crude.

We worked out extra shifts, two hours on, six hours off. Each of the four girls had already been pounded until our holes gaped, cum spilling like wine from a cracked barrel. By the evening of Day One, sixteen of us were staggered in shifts, those of us who had held the line already, our bodies dripping, our moans a chorus echoing off the rig’s iron walls.

I sat on the toilet in the ladies’ bathroom, a makeshift sanctuary of chipped tiles and flickering fluorescents, the air sharp with bleach and the sour tang of my own ruin. Semen dribbled from my cunt, more than I’d spilled at the pole, each drop a hot, shameful weight soaking my panties, the gusset sagging, tearing under the load.

We had no cleanup maidens, essential oils, or loving aftercare here — just duty to the pole.

My pussy was raw, lips swollen like bruised fruit, my anus torn, pink-tinged cum leaking from micro-tears that stung with every shift. My throat burned, coated with the bitter salt of men’s loads, my lips cracked from sucking cocks too thick to fit — but I took them anyway. Tears pricked my eyes, not from pain but from the overwhelming truth: I was a whore, proud and broken, my body a temple for the Sisterhood, my heart tethered to Lila.

Outside the bathroom, one of the men who fucked me first lingered, his silhouette sharp against the steel corridor, his purple boilersuit unbuttoned, revealing a chest heavy with a thick, hairy rug. His eyes gleamed too bright, as though the hours had stripped him raw, his grin broad, vulnerable, a boy beneath the rig’s grime.

“Do you remember me?”

“How could I forget, Mr. If I could have a wife like you, I’d be a lucky man.”

“That’s me.”

“Do you always hang around outside the bathroom?”

“Only when you are here.”

I stared at him, slack-jawed, my thighs trembling. His line was corny, the worst kind of pickup, yet his vulnerability pierced me, a shard of tenderness amid the rig’s filth. I giggled, a sound raw with exhaustion, and he chuckled, his eyes softening.

Beneath the diesel and metal, soap lingered from the shared showers, his faint effort to be clean for me, a gesture that twisted my heart. My cunt throbbed, leaking more cum, the panty liner giving up, a sticky mess seeping onto my thighs.

“Is that supposed to be a pickup line?”

“It’s the truth. You and Lila—there’s something about the two of you.”

“She’s my girlfriend.”

“I guessed something was going on between the two of you.”

“I love her. We’re in love.”

He smiled slightly, his hand hovering near my arm, not touching, a gesture of restraint that made my chest ache.

“Who mentioned anything about love, Sophie?”

He was playing games, starved of female company, not just a hole to fuck but a woman to flirt with, to seduce, to feel his hormones breathe like a man should. The rig’s hum pulsed through the walls, a low growl that matched the hunger in his eyes, the same hunger that had fucked me raw, yet now softened into something human.

“What’s your name?”

“Dale.”

I steadied myself against the doorframe, the steel cold under my palm, my panties sagging, cum dribbling down my thigh in a shameful trail. Lila was somewhere in the dorm, her body as wrecked as mine, waiting for me to crawl into her arms, to heal us both.

It was five and a half hours until our next shift, where a gauntlet of cocks would wait to split us open again. My heart raced, torn between exhaustion and the pull of Dale’s gaze, his need a mirror to my own.

“Well, Dale… You know what I am, and that should give you an idea of what I am not.”

“I see a gorgeous, charming girl.”

“Who sells herself for money… a whore, hooker, slut. Take your pick, but I am not girlfriend material.”

“And yet Lila loves you.”

“That’s an excellent point.”

“Sisterhood girls are much more than whores, Sophie… concubines, companions, lovers and, dare I say it one day… wives.”

I wanted to laugh, but the sound caught in my throat, choked by tears. His charm disarmed me, a lighthouse in the rig’s storm, yet I couldn’t fathom why. He could fuck me again in a few hours, join the line, and pound my holes with the others. Sixteen girls worked the shifts, with enough time in the days ahead for Dale to fuck us all, some men already trying to set records, their cocks relentless, their coins clinking like a hymn to our ruin.

“I’m a mess, Dale.”

“In what way?”

“In every way that counts for a man. I’m full of the cum your many friends decanted inside me.”

“That doesn’t put me off. I couldn’t be monogamous, so I wouldn’t ask any girlfriend to be something I can’t be. I already fucked one of your friends… Jasmine, I think her name was.”

“Was she good?”

“Amazing… but she wasn’t you.”

“Why are you so fixated on me?”

“I’ve never met a girl who can truly behave like an angel and fuck like a demon. That’s you, Sophie… Lila too. I have watched her. Jasmine didn’t look at me like you did. You look at a man as if he might still be good.”

“You should fuck Lila on our next shift. See how she looks at you. It’s in your eyes. I saw a warmth and care, so I reciprocated.”

“You didn’t have to, Sophie.”

“No… try Lila and see what happens.”

“And what about you? May I… may we?”

Dale looked so hopeful it shocked me. Butterflies unknotted and burst free in my stomach. Could I be loved? Was I worth it? Could Lila and I even date? I had no clue.

“If you wish to fuck me, I am here for your free use. There are fresher girls, though. I’ve probably taken the most cocks. I feel ruined.”

“But you’re happy with your choices?”

“Yes… I enjoy being myself and doing this, but it’s only been a matter of days, almost two weeks.”

“Then let me see you and Lila like this, Sophie. Neither of you needs to hide anything from me.”

“Wow… you aren’t messing around, are you?”

“Nope. You know what you want — I know what I want.”

I shivered, arousal flaring despite exhaustion, my cunt pulsing, leaking more cum, the panty liner a sodden ruin. My anus stung, torn by thicker cocks, pink froth seeping into my gusset. My body yearned for Lila’s arms, her lavender scent, her lips to kiss away my shame.

I’d been fucked twenty times, my holes stretched beyond reason, yet Dale’s words sparked my need to be held, loved, not just used. Tears spilled, hot and silent, my chest heaving with the weight of being a whore who craved more.

“Why would you want a used woman, Dale?”

“In what way are you used?”

“In the past week, I have fucked more men than most girls do in a lifetime. I’ve had my first of everything—gangbang, another woman, and anal. Although I feel like this is what I want, I also feel broken. Lila fixes me, so do my Sisters.”

Dale reached out, his hand hovering near my arm, a gesture of care that broke me further, tears streaming now, my throat tight with shame and pride. I felt the strain of hard work, just like anyone else with a stressful job. My life as a member of the Sisterhood was one of appeasing others — sounds easy, but to provide such intimate, physical satisfaction, to get a man off in an explosive orgasm that he will savor for days is not so simple.

My psyche was resting, loosening, not unraveling, but I was leaning in to Dale’s strength.

“I sometimes feel broken. I need the guys fucking me to have a really great time.”

“Then maybe we’re both broken, Sophie.”

“Tomorrow my period starts, but I won’t stop entertaining the men on this rig. I don’t want to stop and I worry about what that says about me.”

“The guys here will love period sex.”

“So I have heard—for me, it’s another first.”

“You are too concerned about what other people might think of you. Fuck them!”

Something inside me loosened, a knot of fear unraveling. The rig’s diesel hum faded, the air bearable for the first time since landing. I could almost forget the cum soaking my thighs, the ache in my holes, and remember I was still a woman, not just a vessel. Tears fell faster, my chest heaving, Dale’s gaze a lifeline pulling me from the sea of filth.

Down the corridor, Lila appeared, her stride sure despite exhaustion, her curls wild, her robe slipping to reveal thighs streaked with cum. Her eyes narrowed, a protective glint, as she saw Dale. My heart leaped, her presence a balm, her love the anchor I’d clung to since the pole.

“Am I interrupting anything?”

“Not at all. I am Dale, and I was just telling Sophie how deeply I’m drawn to both of you.”

Lila’s arm slid around my waist, her palm warm on my hip, her tone protective but not cold, her lavender scent grounding me.

“That’s a dangerous thing to admit out here.”

“Maybe. But it’s honest. You ladies are not lesbians—in love… probably, but you’re bisexual for sure. That means at some point, you’ll date guys too… together or separately.”

“And you want to be that guy?”

“I do.”

A bulkhead door creaked open, wind roaring through, carrying diesel and sea spray, the rig’s thrum vibrating my bones. Silence stretched, heavy with shared exhaustion, a tenderness born from bodies spent yet still yearning. My tears slowed, Lila’s grip tightening around my waist, her warmth a vow amplifying Dale’s charm.

Lila glanced at me, her smile soft, tear-streaked.

“Is Dale asking to date us?”

“I think so… ask him.”

Lila turned to Dale, her gaze deadly serious, tears glistening in her hazel eyes.

“Are you asking to date both of us?”

“Yes. I fly home in a week. I live twenty minutes’ drive from the Sisterhood village. I’ve danced at the pole many times, so I am no innocent.”

“I see.”

“Will you come to dinner with me? Both of you?”

Dale’s voice cracked, his eyes glistening, vulnerability spilling like the cum dripping from my holes. My cunt throbbed, a traitor to my exhaustion, my heart torn between Lila’s love and the pull of his offer. Lila’s fingers laced tighter through mine, her breath hitching, tears falling now, her voice a whisper.

“Sophie, what do we do?”

“I don’t know, my love. I want you—always. But this…”

I gestured to the rig, the fuck bay’s stench, the coins clinking somewhere beyond, the Sisterhood’s weight. My tears spilled anew, my body trembling, cum-soaked panties sagging, my anus burning, yet my heart soared for Lila. The pole had claimed us, but her love was my root.

“We’re whores, Lila. But we’re each other’s. There will be a life after this… maybe a life during it too.”

“Always, Sophie. No matter what. Many of the other girls have boyfriends.”

Dale stepped closer, his hand still hovering, his eyes soft with longing.

“I’m not asking you to leave the Sisterhood. Just… let me be part of your life, and maybe your love.”

The rig groaned, a deep bellow that shook my bones, the air thick with diesel, cum, and sea salt. Lila’s tears mirrored mine, her hand crushing mine, our love a flame against the storm. The Sisterhood’s call, the pole’s legacy, Dale’s offer—it all pressed down, a weight heavier than the cocks we’d taken.

My period loomed, a taboo I’d embrace, another first to bind us to this life. I leaned into Lila, my lips brushing her temple, her scent grounding me, our future a question we’d answer together.

“We’ll talk, Dale. Come to our room now. Rest with us.”

His smile was shy, a boy’s hope in a man’s frame.

“Thank you.”

Lila’s arm tightened, her tears soaking my shoulder, her voice a vow.

“We’ll decide together, Sophie — always.”

The corridor hummed, the rig’s pulse a heartbeat, our love fiercer than the sea, the cocks, the coins. We’d fuck the men, take their seed, but Lila’s hand in mine was the only truth that mattered, a root deep enough to hold us through any storm.


Chapter Sixteen

◆◆◆

My eyelids fluttered open, and the dorm’s air clung heavy with the ghost of Dale’s aftershave—a sharp, resinous bite of pine sap, cedarwood, and sea salt, woven into the sour musk of dried semen crusting inside my thighs in flaky, obscene patches. The scent burned into my nostrils, mingling with the stale tang of my pussy, its swollen lips still leaking from the rig’s relentless cocks, a sticky film that tugged taut across my inner thighs with every shift of my body.

Lila nestled in my arms, her warm, sweat-slick skin pressed flush against mine, her full, heavy breasts mashed soft to my ribs, their pebbled nipples grazing my side like sparks igniting kindling. Her auburn curls splayed wild across the pillow, a tangled halo glinting in the golden sunlight that sliced through the reinforced porthole windows, its beams carving the dim room like blades of fire.

My arms burned under the relentless glare, skin prickling with heat, muscles aching from hours of being pinned, stretched, and fucked raw. Lila’s hazel eyes, luminous as sunlit honey, sparkled with a sheepish, radiant grin, her lips swollen and bruised from kisses and the thick cocks she’d sucked, glistening with the faint sheen of dried cum and her own sweet saliva.

“We’ve got half an hour, Sophie.”

“Until our shift?”

“Yes.”

Her voice was husky and thick, vibrating against my neck, her breath hot and damp, carrying the acrid ghost of Dale’s seed she must have swallowed while I slept, a bitter note under her lavender scent that made my cunt clench with a sudden, filthy pulse. My fingers traced languid circles on her hip, dipping into the sticky hollow where cum had dried in crusty, pearly streaks, each touch pulling a wet schlick from her skin, the sound obscene in the quiet dorm.

“Did you suck Dale’s cock while I slept?”

“Yes… Then he made love to me.”

“Made love?”

“It felt different… not like the pole or any free-use moment. It was nicer and better, yet it wasn’t enough in some ways.”

“We’re becoming cum whores.”

“Dale said we’re nymphomaniacs.”

“Did you talk?”

“Yeah… he’s into us.”

I pressed my lips to hers, slow and deep, savoring the salty burn of Dale’s cum lingering on her tongue, tangled with the syrupy sweetness of her morning breath. Our tongues danced, wet and hungry, a slow, grinding wrestle that sent heat flooding my core, my pussy lips parting with a slick pop, oozing fresh slick that seeped through my drenched cotton panties, mingling with the cum already soaking my thighs.

“Are you into Dale?”

My question hung in the air, my hand sliding lower. Lila’s panties were gone, her slit slick with Dale’s cum, my fingers grazing the plump, overripe curve of her massive pussy lips, swollen and glossy from use, their fleshy folds parting under my touch like petals heavy with dew.

A thick string of cum webbed my fingers, its sour musk hitting my nose as I stroked her clit, engorged and throbbing like a ripe berry, pulsing under my palm. Lila’s hips bucked, a delicious shiver rippling through her, her lips parting in a soft moan that echoed the wet squelch of her cunt sucking my fingers deeper, greedy for more.

“Answer me, Lila.”

“Yes. I like him, but I love you.”

“Do you want to explore, Dale?”

“Don’t you?”

“Yes… together.”

“I’m sorry-”

I hushed her, shaking my head.

“I didn’t mean it like that. I’m glad you and he made love and found a bubble in all this madness. I meant we should see how things go.”

“Yes. I agree.”

Her thigh slid over mine, her massive lips brushing my skin, leaving a glistening trail of her arousal mixed with Dale’s and the rig’s cum, a sticky, warm smear that cooled tacky in the dorm’s chilly air.

My heart swelled, love for this woman—this radiant, filthy goddess—burning fiercer than the ache in my womb, a vow etched deeper than the pole’s ancient scars. My thumb stroked her cheekbone, feeling the faint rasp of Dale’s stubble where it left a rash, a reminder of their stolen tryst.

Our kiss deepened, tongues warring in a slick, desperate dance, her hand cupping my ass, fingers probing the raw, puckered ring of my anus, still greasy from lube, a trace of blood, and lots of cum, torn open by last night’s cocks. Lila’s touch sent a filthy jolt up my spine, pain blooming into pleasure as her fingertip circled the sore, stretched whorl, coaxing a wet schlorp that made my cunt throb and leak more slick onto the sheets.

“Are you sore, Sophie?”

“A little… but I love the ache.”

“You take a lot more cock than I do.”

“It’s not a race — it’s teamwork.”

“Are you enjoying it? This. Us.”

Her questions were a caress, her eyes searching mine, love and lust twisting like ropes in a storm. I cupped her face, fingers sinking into her soft cheeks, my thumb brushing the corner of her swollen lips, still glossy with the night’s filth.

“Immensely. You?”

“I love it, but I am not keen on the ache. I love a wide stretch, but taking long cocks deep is hard work.”

“Your cervix?”

“Yeah. It feels like an overbeat drum.”

“Tell the sisters to send the longer cocks to me.”

“Do you mind, Sophie?”

“Teamwork, honey.”

My anus fluttered, sore but hungry for more cock, the greasy residue of lube and cum squelching inside my back passage as I shifted, the sensation vile and delicious, a reminder of how many cocks had split me wide open. My pussy ached, lips swollen like bruised fruit, my raw clit hypersensitive and pulsing with every heartbeat, a dull throb begging for lubricated touch.

Lila’s grin turned wicked, her cheeks flushing a deep rose, her eyes glinting with mischief and pride. I pulled her closer, our breasts mashing together, nipples scraping like flint on steel, sparking heat that pooled low in my belly. My lips found hers again, a fierce, possessive kiss, tasting the salty burn of Dale’s cum, now mingled with her own musky sweetness, a cocktail of sin that made my cunt spasm and leak a fresh gush of slick down my thigh.

“Oh my... You are so fucking naughty, Lila.”

“The pole has opened me up, but I could live without it. I couldn’t live a day without you.”

“Our families will be pleased we found each other.”

“But they won’t approve of the pole.”

“Who cares?”

My voice was a purr, fingers delving deeper into Lila’s sopping folds, scooping out globs of congealed cum that plopped onto the sheets in milky, obscene splats, the sour musk hitting my nose like a drug. Her cunt sucked my fingers in, soft, greedy, and wet, the schlick of her juices echoing in the dorm’s hush. Her hand mirrored mine, clawing my ass cheeks wider, her thumb pressing into my torn anus, stretching the raw rim until I moaned, a ragged, animal sound that vibrated against her lips.

“Are we allowed to fuck guys outside of Sisterhood protocols?”

“Of course.”

“And what about you and me?”

“You’re making a distinction... Sisterhood sex versus us and what we do as a couple. If you want to fuck a guy who is already in our bed — go right ahead.”

“And if he’s not in our bed?”

“We should discuss it first, or work becomes no different from our personal lives. If you need cock, use the gloryholes or pole.”

“Yes… That’s what I thought. And what about love? Dating? You and me.”

Her question trembled, vulnerable, her thumb circling my anus, coaxing more greasy cum to ooze out, the sensation so sleazy it made my clit throb and my pussy lips part wider, begging for more cock to stretch me. I stared into her eyes, my heart swelling with love for this woman who saw me wrecked and chose me still, her fingers claiming my ruined hole with tender reverence.

“We have to date… to reinforce love, protect it.”

“That’s what I needed to hear, Sophie.”

I understood Lila now, the line she drew between the pole’s filthy duty and the love that bound us, a vow stronger than iron cuffs. My fingers curled inside her slack, used pussy, grinding against her spongy walls, feeling the pulse of her arousal, the slick heat of her cunt milking me as she moaned, hips bucking into my hand.

“Dale is worth our interest, right, Sophie?”

“Yes. I like him.”

“Me too.”

Her confession was soft, her eyes vulnerable, the tip of her forefinger pressing deeper into my anus, sending a filthy ripple of pleasure through my guts. I kissed her again, slow and deep, our tongues tangling in a wet vow, my love for her burning brighter than the shame of my dripping holes.

My hand slid out, coated in her slick and cum, and I licked my fingers clean, savoring the sour-sweet mix, the taste of her ruin and mine. Her eyes darkened, love and lust twisting tighter, her fingers clawing my ass harder, stretching my anus until it gaped, air licking the raw, torn rim with a chilly sting.

“And Dale’s right—we both crave cock. Pole shifts, rig runs... we’re ambassadors.”

“Companions. But Dale gets off the rig soon. Let’s see how it pans out. For now... We have a shift.”

“And we warmed each other up.”

Her laugh was breathy, bright, a sound that cut through the room’s heavy air like sunlight. Her massive pussy lips parted wider under my touch, sucking my fingers back in with a wet pop, her clit throbbing under my palm as I rolled it between slick forefinger and thumb, coaxing a ragged moan from her throat.

Lila’s voice was a vow, her eyes fierce with love and surrender, her hand sliding to my pussy, fingers plunging into my sloppy hole, churning the cum inside with a wet schlorp that echoed like a slap. My hips bucked, clit grinding against her palm, pleasure and pain blurring into a filthy haze.

“I’m saving my anal virginity for you and Dale... or you and someone.”

Her whisper trembled with promise, her fingers slowing, stroking my clit with deliberate care, sending a fresh gush of slick to mingle with the cum soaking my thighs. My core clenched, heart soaring at the thought of her giving everything to me, to us, her love a flame fiercer than any pole’s claim. I kissed her fiercely, our tongues warring, bodies grinding slick and desperate, my anus fluttering around her finger, begging for more.

“God, Lila... I love you.”

My words were a sob, my lips crashing to hers, our kiss a storm of salt, cum, and lavender, sealing our vow amidst the rig’s diesel hum. The sheets stuck to my thighs, cum and slick forming a tacky glue that ripped as I rolled off the bunk, my pussy throbbing, anus stinging, every step a reminder of the cocks that had reshaped me in both holes. Lila followed, her curls bouncing, her robe clinging damp to her curves, massive pussy lips peeking through the fabric, glistening with arousal.

The shower cubicle was a cramped sanctuary, steam rising thick and hot, curling around us like a lover’s breath. I yanked on a shower cap, pinning my curls tightly, and stepped under the scalding spray. Water pounded my skin like fists, stinging my raw pussy—lips blooming open like a bruised orchid, my aching clit engorged and pulsing with every drop.

My anus twitched, greasy lube and cum oozing out, trailing down my crack in a lewd rivulet that plopped to the drain in milky globs. Lila joined me, her body a slick curve, her massive lips brushing my thigh as she soaped my breasts, thumbs circling my nipples until they hardened into knife-sharp peaks, aching sweetly under her touch. Her lavender scent mingled with the steam, grounding me, her fingers sliding between my thighs, scooping out congealed cum that splattered the tiles in pearly streaks.

“You’re mine, Lila.”

“And you’re mine.”

Her whisper was a vow, her lips brushing my collarbone, water cascading between us in steamy sheets, rinsing the rig’s filth but not our love. My fingers delved into her sopping folds, churning the cum inside, the squelch echoing in the cubicle, her clit throbbing under my palm as I rolled it, coaxing a moan that vibrated against my skin.

We rinsed, laughing softly, love wrapping us tighter than any Sisterhood thread, our bodies slick and clean as they could be, ready for the next gauntlet of cocks. Dressed in fresh robes—thin cotton clinging damp to our curves, nipples stabbing through, pussy lips outlined in obscene detail—we stepped into the corridor.

The rig’s guts hummed: diesel fumes thick as tar, oil-slick metal underfoot, disinfectant biting the nose like regret. Men’s voices echoed, hungry and raw, their boots scraping steel, and as we passed, they stepped aside politely, their cocks already half-hard in anticipation of fucking us.

As we entered the dining hall, a cheer erupted—boots stomping steel, fists pumping cocks, precum beading like oil slicks in the fluorescent glare. Four Sisters staggered past on their way out, cum streaking their cheeks and chins in glossy trails, thighs glistening with frothy seed, robes flapping open to reveal gaping pussies and asses leaking pink-tinged cum from torn rims. One winked, her voice a hoarse whisper.

“They’re primed for you two—go drain ‘em dry.”

The line was shorter than our first shift—mercy in the math—but still daunting: fifty men booked, twenty-five each, their cocks jutting thick and veined, ready to split us open. Jessica and Amber knelt nearby, Sisters prepping them—oiling asses with greasy smears, fingering cunts loose with wet squelches, lips smeared glossy with cum and slick. Two cloaked Sisters approached us, their eyes gleaming with purpose, cloaks swirling like storm clouds.

“We’ve set you both upstairs.”

“Upstairs?”

Lila’s voice quavered, her hand finding mine, fingers lacing tightly, her love a pulse stronger than the rig’s engines.

“Outside, where it’s sunny, warm, and the air is fresh. It’s open-air fuck time. The first ten guys are already lined up— there are fifty in total for you two.”

“Twenty-five each?”

“Yep. No oral?”

“Why not?”

“You’ll see outside.”

My breath hitched, my cunt clenching in anticipation, a fresh gush of slick trickling down my thigh, soaking my robe, the damp patch outlining my swollen lips in obscene detail.

“It’s a lot of cock to take in two holes for me… one for Lila.”

“She’s not doing anal?”

“Not here.”

The Sister grinned and nodded before leading us through tight corridors—steel walls sweating condensation, the air thick with salt, sweat, and diesel—up steep stairs that creaked under our feet, metal groaning like the rig itself begged to be fucked.

My pussy ached, a dull throb like a bruise begging touch; my anus fluttered, sore but hungry, lube and cum from my last session squelching inside, greasing my torn rim for the cocks to come. Sisterhood camaraderie surged inside me proudly. We had a sacred duty to satisfy every man, to milk their cocks dry, to give them the release they’d craved for months.

We burst onto the deck, sea air slapping us—briny, and I felt more alive as it woke my senses. Sun blazed golden, warming my skin, drying the shower’s dampness, its heat kissing my nipples through the robe, hardening them to painful peaks. Waves crashed below, foam hissing like orgasms denied, a rhythmic roar that synced with my pounding heart. Gulls screeched, wheeling overhead in a chaotic chorus, their cries blending with the men’s hungry growls.

Ten bronzed gods stood in unbuttoned boilersuits, their cocks jutting thick and veined, precum beading like dew on their swollen crowns, glistening in the sunlight. They roared, joy lighting their faces—starved wolves finally fed, eyes devouring our curves, nostrils flaring at the cunt-musk wafting on the breeze from two ready, willing, and able sluts exuding a heady perfume of slick, cum, and lavender.

Coins clinked into a rusted bucket, metallic pings sharp as slaps, a hymn to our ruin, a fine tradition I loved the sound of.

The rig’s deck burned warm under my bare feet, the sun’s golden blaze searing my skin, its heat kissing the damp cotton of my robe until my nipples hardened into knife-sharp peaks, stabbing through the fabric. Sea air slapped my face, briny and sharp, laced with diesel fumes, and the sour musk of my own cunt, its swollen lips leaking cum in sticky, pearly rivulets that trailed down my inner thighs, cooling tacky in the breeze.

Waves roared below, foam hissing like orgasms denied, crashing against the rig’s steel legs with a rhythmic thud that synced with the throb in my womb, raw from hours of cocks splitting me open. Lila stood beside me, her auburn curls a wild halo glinting in the sunlight, her massive pussy lips glistening through her robe’s thin weave, a dark stain of desire already spreading wider, outlining her plump, fleshy curves in obscene detail. Her hand gripped mine, fingers lacing tight, nails biting my palm, her lavender scent grounding me amidst the rig’s chaos, her love a flame fiercer than the cum soaking my skin.

My eyes caught two long, steel cables dangling from orange-painted cranes, their ends swaying gently in the sea breeze, glinting like chains forged for sin. At each hook hung a sex swing—black mesh netting woven tight, leather straps and ties knotted for restraint, padded stirrups ready to cradle our heels, opening our thighs and asses while men fucked us raw.

The swings promised no oral today—just our cunts and my anus spread wide, offered to the line of men standing in front, ready to pound us into dripping wrecks under the azure sky. My pussy clenched, a fresh gush of slick mixing with the cum already oozing from my slack hole, the sensation vile and delicious, a lewd pulse that made my clit throb and my anus flutter, still greasy from lube and last night’s cocks.

We stripped off naked, and then Lila’s grip tightened on my hand, her hazel eyes locking on mine, wild with fire and fear, her love a vow that tethered us through the storm of cocks waiting to claim us. I leaned in, my lips brushing hers, a slow, salty kiss that tasted of cum, sweat, and lavender, our tongues flicking in a promise of forever, sealing our bond amidst the rig’s diesel growl. Her massive lips brushed my thigh, leaving a slick smear of her arousal, the musky perfume hitting my nostrils like a drug, making my cunt spasm and leak more cum onto the deck, a pearly puddle glistening in the sun.

A man approached me, his cock heavy, thick, and ready to fuck me.

“Help me climb in.”

My voice was a purr, and my finger pointed to the swing. Its mesh was gleaming with faint oil stains, and the leather straps were worn smooth by countless bodies. His eyes darkened, lust twisting like ropes, and his hand squeezed mine with a fierce devotion that made my heart soar.

“With pleasure.”

His reply was a vow, his fingers trailing down my arm, nails grazing my skin, leaving goosebumps in their wake. Three more men stepped forward, their purple boilersuits unbuttoned to reveal chests thick with hair, muscles corded from months of labor, cocks jutting thick and veined, precum beading like dew on their swollen crowns.

Their hands were rough but reverent, calloused palms lifting me into the swing, fitting the mesh around my ass cheeks with a creak that echoed the rig’s groans. The netting bit into my flesh, cradling my back, spreading my thighs wide until my pussy gaped, its swollen lips parting with a wet pop, cum from last shift oozing in thick, milky strings that dangled and snapped, splattering the deck in obscene arcs.

They tightened leather straps around my ankles and thighs, securing me like a sacrifice, my body stretched and displayed, every hole exposed to the sun and sea. My hands were free so I could touch my lovers.

Lila climbed into her swing beside me, her robe hiking up to reveal her massive pussy lips, plump and glossy, tempting a kiss, dripping slick that shimmered in the sunlight. Her straps creaked as they tightened, her thighs spread wide, her cunt winking open, a dark, musky furnace begging to be filled.

Our eyes met, love burning brighter than the sun. Her hand reached across the gap to brush mine, a tender touch that anchored us amidst the filth. The men’s hands moved with practiced care, consensual and deliberate, ensuring every strap was snug but not cruel, every tie a choice we’d made.

One man dropped to his knees before me, his face weathered by sun and salt, eyes burning with months of pent-up need. His lips pressed to my pussy in a soft, reverent kiss that shocked me, his tongue plowing the length of my slit with a slow, greedy drag, scooping out globs of warm cum that clung to his chin in pearly streaks.

His friends watched, their cocks twitching, fists pumping slowly, but they didn’t care, and neither did I. His tongue slurped as it curled inside my well fucked hole, a wet, obscene sound that echoed over the waves, his fingers clawing my swollen lips apart, spreading them like petals to expose my throbbing clit, engorged and pulsing like a ripe berry, proudly protruding from a protective pouch.

Hands ratcheted the straps, spreading my thighs wider apart, leather biting my skin, securing me for the long haul, the swing swaying gently in the breeze, rocking me into his mouth like a tide.

A Sister knelt behind me, her cloak swirling, her breath hot and damp against my ass cheeks. Her fingers parted my flesh, nails grazing the raw, torn rim of my anus, still greasy from lube and cum, its puckered whorl twitching under her touch.

Her tongue tip speared my hole, a sharp, electric jolt that made my spine arch, my chains rattling against the crane’s steel. She licked like I was a melting ice cream, her flattened tongue dragging across my ridges, soaking every fold in warm, slick saliva, the schlick of her mouth echoing in the sea air.

She speared inside me again, probing my torn rectum, her tongue curling against my inner walls, coaxing a greasy ooze of lube and cum that dribbled down my crack, pooling on the deck in a milky, obscene puddle.

Another man leaned in, his lips crashing against mine, a hungry kiss that tasted of salt, sweat, and diesel, his tongue wrestling mine in a wet, desperate dance. His friend sucked harder at my pussy, slurping the salty-sweet ambrosia from my slack hole, his nose buried in my mound, inhaling the musky perfume of my arousal and the cum of countless men.

The azure sky stretched endlessly above, gulls screeching in chaotic chorus, their cries blending with the rig’s powerful thrum and the wet squelch of my holes being worshipped. Sunlight warmed my skin, a glorious contrast to the chilly sea breeze licking my nipples, hardening them to painful peaks. I couldn’t imagine anywhere I’d rather be. This was my perfect life, strapped in a swing, fucked raw under the open sky, Lila’s love tethering me to sanity.

The first cock slammed balls deep into my slack but fuckable pussy, a thick, veined shaft that stretched me with a wet schlorp, cum from last shift squirting out in frothy, milky arcs that splattered the deck, sizzling in the sun. His piercing blue eyes locked on mine, burning with reverence and hunger, his hair a tangled mess under my fingers as I raked through it, feeling the coarse strands damp with sweat. He leaned his torso back, spearing his eight inches deep inside me, his crown thumping against my cervix, sending a filthy jolt of pleasure through my womb.

“Make it a good one for both of us, sweetheart.”

“We all will, Sophie. You’re a fucking goddess.”

His voice was rough, a growl laced with months of starvation, his hips grinding slow and deliberate, churning the cum inside me into a frothy mess.

My heart soared, pride swelling amidst the sleaze, my body a temple for their need and my own shameful joy. Men flanked me, their breath hot on my breasts, lips reaching in with gentle reverence, clenching my raw, solid nipples, licking slow circles around the nubs before pulling and sucking with greedy hunger. Their mouths popped off my peaks, leaving them glistening with spit, throbbing in the breeze. My cunt spasmed around the cock thrusting inside me, its veiny girth reshaping my walls, each drive forward forcing more cum to ooze out, dripping in pearly ropes that webbed the steel deck below.

A Sister’s hand smeared a cold glob of lube into my anus, her fingers and thumb clawing my cheeks wide, stretching my torn rim until it gaped, air licking the raw, puckered whorl with a chilly sting.

Another man stepped behind, his cock lean but long, its crown glossy with precum, nudging my anus with a teasing press. He slid inside my back passage, slow at first, then slamming deep, tearing my rectum wider with a brutal pop that ripped a roar from my throat, a lioness taken by her mate while he bit into her neck. Pain bloomed into ecstasy, my bowels clenching around his shaft, milking him as he fucked me raw, his balls slapping my ass cheeks with a wet crack that echoed over the waves.

I moaned, whimpered, my voice a silent prayer of gratitude for the fullness consuming me—two cocks stretching my holes, one balls deep inside my sloppy cunt, the other in my torn anus, their rhythms syncing like the rig’s pistons.

The man in front grinned at his friend, a nod of shared triumph, their cocks emptying and filling my holes in perfect tandem, each thrust a wet squelch that churned cum and slick into a frothy mess. Lips crushed my nipples harder, teeth grazing the tender peaks, sending sparks of pleasure to my clit, where a fingertip rolled its sodden, throbbing mass, coaxing my first orgasm to shatter through me.

I screamed in ecstasy, gulls crying out in answer, my pussy and anus spasming, squirting juice and cum in a deluge that splattered the deck, soaking the mesh in a glistening swamp.

Lila’s moans matched mine, her swing creaking beside me, her massive lips splayed wide as cocks pounded her pussy, her eyes locked on mine, love burning brighter than the sun. Our hands reached across the gap, fingers brushing, a vow that tethered us through the storm of cocks.

I was fucked long and hard, taking all-comers in both holes, shattering every notion of how many men could run a train through me in one session. Twenty-five became thirty, then more, each cock slamming home, dumping hot ropes of seed deep inside, my pussy and anus overflowing with cum that dribbled in thick, milky streams, pooling on the deck in a massive, obscene swamp that shimmered in the sunlight.

The last man slid out, his cock glistening with my mess, a fat teardrop of cum clinging to my swollen lips before snapping free, splattering the deck with a final splat. I glanced down, my breath ragged, chest heaving, my holes gaping wide—pussy and anus leaking a frothy mix of semen, slick, and lube, the puddle beneath me a testament to my ruin.

Lila’s swing swayed beside me, her own pool of cum not quite mirroring mine, her eyes glassy with exhaustion and pride, her love a flame that burned through the sleaze.

The men roared, and I heard more coins clinking into the bucket, a metallic hymn to our degradation, their faces lit with joy and gratitude. The Sisterhood’s presence hovered, their cloaks swirling as they collected the coins that fell onto the deck, their eyes gleaming with pride for our service.

My body trembled, wrecked but exalted, my heart tethered to Lila, our love fiercer than the sea, the cocks, the coins—a vow that no storm could unravel.


Chapter Seventeen

◆◆◆

The rotors thumped like a slow, heavy heartbeat above us, the cabin vibrating through the metal floor and into every bone. I lay sprawled across the bench seat, my thighs wide, still trembling, my pussy gaping from the marathon of oil workers’ cocks that had split me open on the rig.

Thick ropes of cum, some hours, maybe days old, oozed from the aching hole between my swollen folds in slow, syrupy strands, dripping onto the rubber matting beneath me. The air was thick with the sour-sweet stink of sex and jet fuel, the windows fogged with breath and heat.

We were leaving the rig to a cacophony of cheers from men who had all buried their cocks inside each one of us, some more than once. The sisterhood had served them well.

Lila dropped to her knees between my legs without a word. Two Nuns, their veils askew, habits hiked to their hips as they cleaned cum from their pussies, paused and hooked their arms under my thighs, wrenching them wide. They bent my knees back until they nearly touched my shoulders. My pussy was splayed wide open like a split fig, glistening, ruined, my inner lips puffy and crimson, the hole fluttering around nothing.

A fat bead of cum welled at the entrance, stretched into a glistening white teardrop, then snapped free, landing on Lila’s tongue as she leaned in.

Lila giggled — loud, filthy, delighted- and she licked the creamy mess away, her tongue flicking around the folds of my pussy like a cat licking cream. Then she sealed her mouth over my cunt, her lips puckering tight around my aching entrance, and she sucked hard. The pull inside me felt thrilling, yet obscene: a wet, hollow pop that dragged a fresh gush of sticky seed from deep inside me. I felt it surge, hot and thick, flooding past her lips, over her tongue, and into her mouth.

Lila swallowed with a moan, her throat working hard, then she dove back in, her nose crushing my clit, her tongue spearing inside my creamy channel to scoop out more.

The other Nuns watched with lazy, satisfied smiles, some with their fingers idly circling their own clits or tweaking nipples through damp habits. It seemed we were all certified nymphomaniacs. One Nun reached down to spread my lips wider, exposing my pink inner walls still pulsing with aftershocks from so many cocks pumping, stretching, and taking me.

Another girl dipped two fingers into the mess leaking from me, brought them to her mouth, and sucked them clean with a soft, mmm.

In the aisle, Jasmine crawled forward on all fours, a makeshift veil made by an oil worker for her so they could marry in a mock ceremony that ended with a spit-roasting between her, the groom, and his best man.

It trailed like a bridal train. Moments later, the co-pilot’s zipper was already down, his cock jutting out stiff and veined. Jasmine slid her lips down his shaft, taking him to the root in one slick slide, her cheeks hollowing, the wet slurp of her throat echoing over the engine noise. His hand fisted in her veil, guiding her rhythm as her head bobbed up and down with his hips rocking into her face in time with each thump of the rotors.

Amber sprawled across the opposite bench to me, her legs hooked over the armrests, pussy lips swollen and parted, a creamy river of cum trickling down to pool in the crease of her ass. She crooked a finger at a Nun I didn’t know: a pretty, short, freckled girl, with hungry, bright eyes. The woman knelt instantly, her mouth descending to lap at Amber’s slit in long, slow drags, her tongue curling to scoop the load into her mouth before swallowing with a shudder. Amber’s hips rolled, smearing the mess across the Nun’s cheeks, chin, and veil.

The helicopter banked slightly, the floor tilting. My body slid an inch; the Nuns holding my thighs adjusted their grip, their nails digging into my flesh. Lila’s tongue found a particularly thick clot of creamy cum lodged deep, and she sucked it free with a wet, filthy sound.

I cried out, my back arching, pussy clenching around her probing tongue. She giggled again, the vibration buzzing straight to my clit, and kept sucking, swallowing, licking, until my thighs shook and another orgasm rippled through me, fresh slick mixing with the cooling loads inside.

Somewhere behind me, fabric ripped as a habit was torn open. I heard a low moan, then the wet slap of flesh on flesh. The helicopter became a flying confessional: every Nun a penitent, every act a sacrament. The air reeked of pussy, cum, sweat, and sanctity. And still, Lila’s tongue never stopped, lapping me clean like the holiest of whores.

The minivan’s tires hissed over wet asphalt as we left the airport, the cabin dim and warm, smelling of leather seats, dried sweat, and the faint metallic tang of helicopter fuel still clinging to our skin.

On our double-wide seat, Lila curled against me, her head on my shoulder, veil crumpled into a damp knot at her nape. Cum crusted the inside of my thighs in flaky patches, fresh leaks still oozing from my swollen pussy lips, the gusset of my panties a sodden ruin that squelched softly with every bump in the road.

The other Nuns sat in silence, their legs spread lazily, habits hiked to their hips, letting the air cool their reddened, ruined pussies. One girl idly scooped a finger through her slit, brought it to her mouth, and sucked it clean with a soft pop, grinning at me like she was an unruly schoolgirl.

I leaned closer to my girlfriend, whispering.

“Why didn’t you let me go down on you on the helicopter, Lila?”

“I know you don’t enjoy massive cleanups. I love it… and it’s not so much the cleanup, or the taste of the guys… It’s you, Sophie. You are dominant… I’m, well, I think you know that I am submissive.

“I do.”

“We should each be our most authentic selves. If not here, then where?”

“That’s very true, but things move quickly here, Lila. We must act cautiously.”

Lila’s breath felt warm against my neck, her lips brushing the shell of my ear, the words vibrating straight into my clit. I shifted, my thighs sticking to the seat, another thick rope of cum sliding free to pool in the crease of my ass.

“Did anything change for you over the past few days, Lila?”

“No… why do you ask?”

Lila looked mildly concerned, her eyes flickering as I stared comfortingly down at her.

“I mean, you… me, and Dale.”

“I still love you, Sophie. Dale is interesting, but only as a date for now. I thought we would give it a chance… a regular guy that is.”

“We are still good then?”

“We are great, Sophie. Don’t overthink things. We got fucked a lot by guys who were all medically screened before their shift on the rig, and we are on birth control. It was fun, sore, but fun, and now, it’s time to grab a few moments for you and me.”

“We see the Doctor tomorrow.”

“Good.”

“We can go clean up in the shower with other Nuns later, then sleep in each other’s arms, dine, make love.”

“It’s our R&R now, honey.”

“Yes.”

Lila’s eyes fluttered shut, her breath evening into soft snores against my collarbone. The minivan lurched to a stop outside our temple gates, the engine ticking as it cooled. My pussy throbbed with every heartbeat, my sore lips still gaping, tender, the inner walls slick with hours of being fucked and seeded. I pressed my thighs together, felt the wet squish, and bit back a moan.

In our dorm room, Vanessa’s summons came before I could even drop my bag. Lila’s worried eyes followed me as I kissed her forehead, the taste of salt and cum on her skin.

“I’ll be fine.”

The office door clicked shut behind me. The log fire spat and hissed, flames licking up the chimney, throwing orange light across the stone walls. Heat rolled over my skin, sinking into aching muscles, loosening the knots in my calves and lower back.

Vanessa lounged on a low sofa, a very seductive black lace negligee clinging to her curves, the fabric sheer enough to show the dark circles of her areolas, her nipples stiff and jutting. The hem barely skimmed her thighs, riding up to reveal the shadowed cleft of her pussy, already glistening.

“How are you, Sophie?”

“Aching, but happy. The men enjoyed their time inside us.”

“Yes, they did. I have a full report already. There are bonuses due to all of you.”

Her hand settled on my shoulder, fingers tracing the line of my collarbone, slipping beneath the silk V of my gown. The fabric parted, cool air kissing my breasts, nipples tightening instantly.

“You like being fucked a lot, don’t you, Sophie?”

“Yes… is that wrong of me?”

“Not at all. The Sisterhood thrives on it. We like girls who get pleasure from giving and receiving. Many do not embrace this life as fully and honestly as you and Lila have… some take sex selfishly because they need it, others give sex for money, you have the perfect balance, and you enjoy girls and boys.”

“I feel at home here, but I won’t lie. I don’t know what the future holds. It’s impossible to fuck so many guys day in day out without facing consequences: health, emotional, and relationship.”

Vanessa’s smile curved, slow and predatory. She leaned closer, the scent of her arousal sharp in the fire-warmed air, mingling with the wood smoke and the musk still leaking from my cunt.

“Some girls are born to lead, others prefer to follow. You are a leader, Sophie. Lila is submissive. It doesn’t mean either of you has more or less value, but… when you elevate beyond the sluttiness of the Sisterhood’s bottom rung of the ladder, it becomes relevant.”

“When does it become relevant?”

“For bookings, a dominant will not select you, Sophie… they will want to enjoy Lila, and vice versa. It is important that in your duties, both of you are properly presented and taken by clients.”

“Are we just hookers wearing a habit then?”

“Do you feel like a hooker?”

She eyed me with a wry smile, and I imagined Vanessa had faced this question a million times. She was educating me, cleverly but not by manipulation.

“Not really a hooker. No, but… I feel… well, I’ve read about Japanese geisha and imperial concubines who wove ritual, cleanliness, and an eye for detail into every act of service.”

“That’s precisely it.”

Vanessa’s fingers traced a sticky trail along my inner thigh to its source, sliding my sodden panties aside, before slipping her fingers inside me. She stared at me, smiling while fingering my pussy as I edged my knees wider apart, offering better access.

After a minute of silence and gentle fingering, Vanessa lifted a glistening strand of cum to the firelight, letting it stretch and snap before she licked it clean with deliberate slowness.

“Geisha were never mere whores, Sophie, and neither are we. They were artists of desire: the way they poured tea, the angle of a sleeve, the hush before the first touch. Every gesture rehearsed, every moan timed, every scent chosen.”

“That’s what I read. The ladies trained hard, including sexually, working on and with each other.”

“Concubines in the Forbidden City bathed in rosewater and pearl powder, oiled their skin with jasmine, then knelt before clients to present themselves like offerings. They understood that power lies not in the cock that enters them and leaves seed inside, but in the ritual that surrounds it. Here, we are the same. Our habits are our silk kimonos. Our medical screenings are our ablutions.”

“I understand.”

“The money and our bonuses are gifts of gold leaf and incense. You, Sophie, command the room before a single zipper falls. Lila yields the moment she kneels. Both are sacred. Both are paid. But only one decides when the cum is swallowed… and when it is painted across her lips like rouge.”

“Okay… why did you summon me?”

She licked her fingers and lips while purring as though making the point of how delicious I was.

“I have a job for you, Sophie. It’s a week from now if the Doctor clears you tomorrow for duty.”

“Duty?”

“You’ll get used to our specific terms and phrases in time.”

“At the oil rig, I discovered we are Nuns and that this is our temple.”

“That’s all consistent with the medieval worship of our pagan poles.”

“I guess so.”

“You’re just getting started here, Sophie. Don’t rush.”

“You mentioned a job?”

“Yes. It’s graduation from college. A group of eighteen-year-old guys want to mark their friendship and celebrate their passing on to University by all enjoying the same girl.”

“How many guys?”

“Twelve.”

“Wow… I am guessing they all want to fuck me at the same time?”

“Yes. They specifically chose you. You are popular. Your earnings and bonuses are the highest ever. There is something about you, a dominance, yet vulnerability that they are thrilled by.”

“I see. I hadn’t noticed.”

“If only we could see ourselves as others do, Sophie.”

“That’s very true.”

The fire crackled, a log collapsing in a shower of sparks. I leaned across the gap, my lips brushing hers, soft, tentative, and very suggestive. Her mouth opened under mine, her tongue sliding against mine, tasting of wine and smoke. Our kiss deepened, becoming wet and hungry, her hand cupping my breast, a thumb lazily circling my rock-hard nipple until I whimpered into her mouth.

“I didn’t call you here just to discuss a job a week from now, Sophie.”

“I know.”

“My kink is playing with girls shortly after they have been used.”

“You want to make love to me?”

“Yes… I do.”

“Me too.”

Vanessa’s fingers slipped beneath my gown, parting the silk with a whisper, tracing the sticky trail of cum along my inner thigh. She dipped two fingers deep inside me, swirling through the thick, cooling mess, scooping a heavy clot of seed that clung to her knuckles like melted wax. She brought them to her lips, her eyes locked on mine, and sucked them clean with a low, guttural moan, tongue curling around each digit, savoring the salty mix of strangers and my own slick.

Then Vanessa pushed me back against the cushions, the velvet rough against my bare shoulders. My legs fell open, knees hooked over the armrests, the gown pooling at my waist. My pussy gaped, red and ruined, inner lips swollen and glistening, the hole fluttering with aftershocks from the rig. Cum still dribbled in slow, creamy rivulets, pooling on the cushion beneath my ass, the scent sharp and fertile in the fire-warmed air.

Vanessa lowered her head, her breath hot against my folds. Her tongue flicked out, catching a bead of nectar at the entrance, then sealed her mouth over my well-fucked pussy and sucked. The pull was fierce, a wet, hollow pop that dragged a fresh flood of seed from deep inside me, her throat working as she swallowed. I cried out, my hips bucking, my thighs bracketing her cheeks, crushing harder. My fingers tangled in her hair as she lapped me clean, her tongue spearing into my creamy channel, nose grinding against my clit until I came again, my thighs shaking, pussy clenching around her probing tongue in frantic pulses.

We tumbled together for an hour, a slow, filthy waltz. She straddled my face, grinding her slick cunt against my mouth, her juices flooding my tongue as I lapped her clean. We laughed, breathless, wine sloshing from the bottle as we passed it back and forth, crimson staining our lips.

I pinned Vanessa to the rug, my fingers buried in her hair, licking a path from her throat to her clit, sucking until she screamed. Then I buckled the strap-on harness: black leather, the dildo thick and veined, and I fucked her long, hard, and relentlessly. Her legs wrapped tightly around my waist, both heels digging into my ass, urging me to fuck her deeper as I pounded into her, the slick slide of silicone against wet flesh echoing over the fire’s crackle.

Vanessa came with a guttural cry, her pussy clenching around the cock shaft, squirting in hot arcs that soaked my thighs and the bearskin beneath us.

When I left her study, Dean Vanessa lay sprawled on the rug, her limbs heavy, chest heaving, cum and slick glistening on her inner thighs. The firelight painted her skin gold, her breath slow and sated.

Guilt gnawed at me as I padded through the temple’s stone corridors, the air cool against my flushed skin, my own pussy still throbbing from Vanessa’s tongue. I found the communal showers by following the echo of moans and the wet slap of flesh.

Steam billowed through the open archway, thick with the scent of soap, sweat, and sex. Lila knelt on the tiled floor, water cascading over her back, her mouth buried between Amber’s thighs. Amber’s head was thrown back, her hands braced against the wall, hips rolling as Lila’s tongue worked her clit in slow, deliberate circles. Cum, fresh and pearly, dripped from Amber’s pussy, mixing with the water, swirling down the drain in lazy spirals.

I leaned against the doorway, my heart swelling with happiness. Lila glanced up, her eyes bright, lips glistening, and she smiled. There was no jealousy between us, only love. Amber moaned louder, her fingers tangling in Lila’s wet hair, pulling her closer. I slipped away, barefoot, the stone cool under my soles, my own cunt pulsing with fresh heat.

Lila and I understood each other perfectly: love was the tether, erotic freedom our pleasure.


Chapter Eighteen

◆◆◆

Sundays felt different in the Sisterhood Temple from any other day, as they should.

The air in the dormitory was thick with the lingering musk of last night’s cum, the sour-sweet tang of pussy sweat dried in crusty patches on the pink sheets, the faint lavender-honey scent of our mingled perfumes clinging to the pillows like a lover’s breath.

My Sisters had worked the pole, the glory holes, and a few had private liaisons with clients or lovers in the private chambers. Wherever a girl acquired a man’s seed, they would return to our dorm and share.

I woke in Amber’s arms, her body warm and slick against mine, her full breasts mashed softly to my back, her nipples hard and pebbled, grazing my skin with every slow breath.

Her thigh draped over my hip, the damp heat of her pussy pressing against my ass cheek, a sticky smear of her arousal and dried cum from someone’s cock cooling tacky between us.

Lila and Jasmine made love beside us, the wet squelch of Jasmine’s tongue spearing Lila’s slit echoing through the room, the musky scent of Lila’s slick, sweet arousal flooding my nostrils, sharp and intoxicating.

I shunted closer, the sheets beneath me rustling, stiff with cum stains that flaked under my thighs, the crusty patches tugging at my skin. Amber moved her spoon into me from behind, her lips planting soft kisses along my neck, the salty tang of her breath warm against my skin, her tongue tip smooth as silk tracing a line down the top of my spine, leaving a wet trail that cooled in the morning air.

Her fingers brushed my hip, sparking heat through my core, her pussy pressing harder against my ass, the slickness smearing across my skin, the musky scent of her arousal sharp and heady.

“That feels so nice, Amber.”

“Do you like watching Lila with Jasmine?”

“I do… I like watching you with her, too.”

“I like being with you, Sophie.”

I craned my neck and stared at Amber, my eyes locked with hers, which were wide and sparkling, a ruddy glow in her cheeks from embarrassment of a secret divulged, soft, romantic vulnerability etched into her face, especially through her deeply knitted brow. The faint sheen of sweat glistened on her upper lip. Her breath hitched, her fingers trembling against my hip, her love a flame that cracked my chest open, my heart pounding with desire and devotion.

My heart quickened, and desire flooded me.

“Are you okay, Amber?”

“I like you.”

“I like you too.”

“I also like Lila and Jasmine, but I really like you, Sophie.”

She grinned, and again her vulnerability radiated, her cheeks flushing deeper, her eyes glistening with unshed tears, her fingers tightening around my hip, her nails biting into my skin. I caught on—she had feelings for me, maybe the other two as well, her love a vow that tethered us in this sea of filth.

Whenever we were home at the temple, it seemed the four of us always landed in the same bed, our bodies tangled in cum-soaked sheets, our moans a chorus of love and lust. We enjoyed each other whenever and wherever we could, not just as lovers, but as girls who discussed everything and shared their feelings openly.

I pondered that while watching Lila straddle Jasmine’s face, her silken, damp thighs perfectly bracketing the other girl’s cheeks, the musky scent of her pussy flooding the room, her slickness glistening on Jasmine’s lips. Lila rocked back and forth, groaning, her hands kneading her breasts with both palms, fingers pinching her hard, red nipples, rolling her head on a swiveling neck, her auburn curls spilling wild across her shoulders.

Her pussy lips splayed wide, swollen and glossy, Jasmine’s tongue spearing deep, the wet squelch echoing, Lila’s slick dripping in pearly strands down Jasmine’s chin, pooling on the sheets. I reached out, found Lila’s clit, pressed once, and watched her explode before I circled the solid, creamy nub.

After a few minutes, my girlfriend came hard, her body shuddering, a trickle of her orgasm spilling from the corner of Jasmine’s mouth, its musky scent sharp and intoxicating, a bead trailing down her cheek in a glistening path.

I caught it with a finger, tracing the line back to its source. Once my digit was soaked with Lila’s slick, warm, and sticky, the texture slick and creamy, I offered the treat to Amber, who lapped it up with gusto, purring like a contented cat. Her tongue swirled around my finger, sucking it clean, her eyes burning with love and lust when I withdrew it with a pop.

Lila relaxed, cocked a leg, and dismounted Jasmine’s face as though she were a saddle, her pussy lips glistening, swollen, and parted, a bead of slickness dripping to the sheets. My girlfriend sighed, then snuggled backwards into me, her body warm and slick, her ass pressing against my thigh, her scent grounding me. She kissed Jasmine, her lips glossy with slick, then promptly dozed off, her breath soft against my neck.

Jasmine, having just fucked my girlfriend, stared hesitantly at me.

“Sorry, Sophie.”

“I don’t mind. Vanessa didn’t exactly invite me to join her for a cup of tea last night.”

“I love Sunday mornings. There’s no rush, just love between…”

Jasmine never finished her sentence. Her voice trailed off as she glanced nervously at Amber, who giggled, her fingers brushing my hip, sparking heat through my core.

“I already hinted, Jas.”

“Ahh… good. It’s best to be honest.”

I glanced from one girl to the other, surmising and assuming, making a bridge between their words, body language, and the distinctly unspoken. The air was thick with the musky scent of Lila’s orgasm, the sour tang of dried cum on the sheets, her lavender-honey perfume clinging to my skin.

I was intensely aroused, my stomach churning and my heart pounding. My love for Lila was a fiery flame, but Amber’s vulnerability and Jasmine’s gaze cracked my chest open, my pussy throbbing, slickness leaking from my hole, soaking the sheets.

“What’s going on, ladies?”

“We feel… close. To you and Lila… Amber and me, that is. We… we… more than like you both.”

“Oh. I see.”

"Do you?”

Lila stirred and giggled softly, gripping one of my hands, her fingers entwined with mine, her nails biting my palm, her love a vow that tethered us.

“They want to be our girlfriends, Sophie. I’m in favor of it.”

“Okay… what about you and me?”

“I love you.”

“I love you too.”

“I like Amber, but I have stronger feelings towards Jasmine.”

“Oh… kay.”

This was not a conversation I expected to have on Sunday, or any other morning. As I glanced around the dorm, I saw something I hadn’t noticed before — flirting, romance, friendship, some love, others making love.

The air was thick with the musky scent of our arousal, the sour tang of cum-stained sheets, the lavender-honey perfume clinging to our skin. Some of our sisters were purely working for the financial rewards that five years of duty to the pole would bring; their bodies were vessels for coin, their hearts locked away. But even they craved companionship from like-minded girls.

For other girls, the Sisterhood was a lifestyle, a sacred calling, their cunts, and asses offered freely, their desire to live authentically a flame that burned through the filth. I hadn’t alluded to Vanessa’s revelation to me, how she obviously had feelings for me, and that those, combined with my early promise as a pole slut, meant I was on a fast track to some kind of management program.

My body was a temple, but my heart just became a battlefield. I had to admit to myself that I had feelings for Amber.

Jasmine looked worried, her eyes glistening, her fingers trembling against the sheets. I glanced down and saw her pussy lips swollen and glistening, the aftermath of Lila’s satisfaction. A bead of her slickness dripped onto the pink cotton, and I wished I could have gone down there to lick it up.

“Is it too soon for flirting… or these kinds of discussions, Sophie?”

“Are we talking about romance here?”

“Why not?”

“Between four of us?”

“Amber likes you more than she even likes me, and we’ve been together for months.”

I craned my neck again and saw Amber’s adorable and defenseless smile and cute nod, which warmed my heart. Her cheeks flushed, her eyes glistened with love, her fingers brushed my thigh suggestively, sparking heat through my core.

Lila turned to face me, reaching in and kissing me, her lips soft and salty, tasting of Jasmine’s slick, her tongue flickering, claiming me.

“It’s okay to love more than one person, Sophie. We can do that… honesty and good communication are at the heart of it.”

“I’m not sure. Four women in a crossover relationship make for a complicated situation. We aren’t well known for sharing our romantic partners.”

“And yet here we are… four in a bed — a quad.”

I took a shower to think through everything the others had discussed. Amber came with me, holding my hand like we were already girlfriends. It felt nice, so I didn’t shake her off, but when I reached our dormitory door and stared back, seeing Lila going down on Jasmine, a slight pang of jealousy seared through me.

In the shower, Amber insisted on washing me, starting at my toes, working her way up to my head and hair, which she washed twice without snagging and with greater care than any hairdresser had.

The shower’s steam enveloped me like a lover’s breath, thick and warm, curling around my body in lazy spirals, the air heavy with the sharp tang of soap, the musky sweetness of my arousal. When she was done washing me, Amber stood and cuddled me from behind, the faint lemon-honey scent of her perfume evaporating into the steamy mist.

She held my hand, her fingers lacing through mine with a tenderness that made my heart ache. Amber hadn’t washed my pussy or anus, so I figured that when she turned me to face her, grinning broadly, she had something else in mind.

“The trick is to avoid being possessive, Sophie. It’s possible to love more than one person and manage those relationships ethically.”

“It seems unrealistic. We fuck men all day long… we have each other for love, tenderness, and to act as the glue that holds everyone together.”

“Exactly. You want to date Dale. Lila doesn’t but-”

“Whoa! What was that?”

I blinked and stared through the steam and spray, spluttering as my mouth filled with water, the droplets warm and clean against my lips. Amber smiled shyly, wrapping her arms around my waist, pulling me closer, her breasts pressing softly against mine, nipples hard and rasping, grazing my skin with every breath. Her thigh probed gently between my legs, parting them, her bone pressing softly against my clit, swollen and throbbing.

“Lila will date Dale if you want her to.”

“But are you saying she doesn’t want to?”

“No, she doesn’t… Lila wants you.”

“How do you know?”

“She told Jasmine, who told me, and now I am telling you.”

“That’s not good communication, Amber.”

“No… that’s true, which is why we should get everything out in the open.”

“Such as?”

My entire body tingled excitedly. I was weary from the rig, my muscles ached, but adrenaline and love hormones surged through me, lifting me. Amber was beyond flirting, and even though I knew she was submissive by heart and nature, she was also engineering an outcome she desperately wanted.

“I love you, Sophie.”

“Wow.”

Amber stepped closer, tears in her eyes as she melted into my body, her breasts curving around mine, her midriff nestling perfectly against me. One knee probed gently between my legs, parting them, then her bone pressed softly against my clit.

“Amber… I love Lila.”

“I know.”

“But I also love you.”

She gasped, leaned her head back from my shoulder, and grinned, tears flowing down her cheeks. I kissed them, then kissed her, knowing I had complicated my life tenfold, but I didn’t care.

When she stared deeply into my eyes, I found myself believing that this could work, I mean, really work, and be better than any other form of loving and living.

“I want to finger you, Sophie.”

“I want to be fingered, darling.”


Chapter Nineteen

◆◆◆

After my revelation of some level of love for Amber, I spent an hour in the glory hole, offering both my holes to be fucked for money. Amber joined me there, straddling my face, her silken thighs gently bracketing my cheeks while she stared down, feeding me her sticky, delicious hormones that gagged and choked at the back of my throat.

I was locked inside the strangest life I could ever have imagined just a month ago.

Now, in the bath, the copper tub steamed around me, hot water lapping at my collarbones in slow, deliberate waves that carried the sharp bite of rosemary, and cloying sweetness of crushed lavender petals.

When I closed my eyes, a memory flashed of the metallic tang of the oil rig’s diesel that I sometimes felt still clung to me. Bubbles hugged my breasts in delicate, iridescent clusters, each one trembling with the vibration of the Sisterhood Temple’s throb. Their fragile skins popped in tiny, wet kisses against my skin that left microscopic beads of soap sliding down the slope of my nipples that were still raw and stinging from the rig’s relentless mouths.

Across from me, Amber sat with her knees drawn up, water lapping at her chin, her pale thighs parted just enough to reveal dark, glossy curls of her mound. She had a delicious pussy I had dined on while my men fucked me.

Her freckles glowed under the lantern light in our bathroom, each one like a star across her shoulders. Her breasts were buoyant in the water, her bright red nipples stiff and rosy, glistening with soap and the faint sheen of her own slick.

Amber’s eyes were bright and unhurried, locked on mine, love radiating. A slow smile curved her lips as she traced a finger through the water, sending ripples that kissed my raw pussy lips. Each wave became a teasing caress that made my hole clench and leak another pearly drop of semen.

Girls on the floor above our heads were fucking hard, giggling, moaning and groaning so loudly it made me smile.

Amber pointed up and chuckled.

“That’s Jasmine and Lila making love.”

“Among others… I know her voice well. Lila is in every nice memory I have.”

“You’ve accepted non-monogamy even though you love her.”

“I accepted it that first day at the pole. Lila told me she loved me after twenty guys had fucked me. I watched her being taken and felt no jealousy. Monogamy isn’t possible here.”

“Neither is a life without love.”

“But how much love can any girl be entitled to, Amber?”

“As much as she can offer in return, my darling.”

I smiled and considered the philosophy of Amber’s words. A sister came by with another full bucket of hot water. We moved our legs out of the way while she poured.

The extra heat soaked into my muscles, loosening the knots in my thighs, but it couldn’t touch the deeper ache inside me. My cunt and back passage still throbbed from the gloryhole. When I reached down, my swollen lips parted like bruised petals, the inner walls slick with the ghost of a hundred cocks. Cum from my most recent anonymous donors still seeped in slow, creamy rivulets that clouded the water in pearly swirls.

Amber nodded between my legs.

“I would have cleaned you much more diligently on the queening stool.”

“I was getting carried away… wanting to go back for more.”

“This place… our sisterhood, is all about getting more, about hedonistic excess until…”

“Until it’s enough? I have an important job next week. That’s the only reason I didn’t stay in the gloryhole.”

“You’re fucking kids?”

“They’re eighteen.”

“Yes. Sorry.”

Amber looked mildly jealous, and I wondered if that was something we should discuss. For now, I sighed and smiled, closing my eyes so I could consider my life in repose.

For weeks, I had been fucked relentlessly by lines of men. My anal virginity was taken, and the sphincter they ruined still smarted, mostly because I wanted more.

Wanting more made me afraid of what I might become.

My ass rested against the tub’s curved rim, its copper warm and smooth, but every shift sent a jolt through my torn ring, the raw, puckered flesh pulsing with a filthy, delicious burn.

My training plug’s greasy residue lingered along with a few dollops of semen, a slick film that mixed with the cum still leaking from my back passage. The sensation felt disgraceful yet intoxicating. It was a reminder of how many cock had stretched me wide open, their veiny girth reshaping my bowels until I gaped like a whore’s confession.

I clenched experimentally, feeling the sore muscle flutter. It was mildly pleasant, as was the thought of a bead of cum oozing free to mingle with the bathwater. When it surfaced, a sour musk rose sharp in the steam, blending with the rosemary and lavender until my nostrils flared and my clit throbbed, engorged and hypersensitive, begging for a touch I denied it.

I’d fallen in love with my best friend, and in something I couldn’t quite name with Amber. I had joined a tawdry sisterhood, gotten richer than I’d ever been, and fucked our leader, with a strap-on cock.

Lila’s face flashed in my mind—her auburn curls wild against the rig’s steel, her massive pussy lips splayed wide, glistening with cum and slick as I licked her. Her eyes burned with love as she took cock after cock, her hand never leaving mine. My heart swelled, a fierce, aching love that anchored me through the storm of filth, her lavender scent grounding me even now while Jasmine fucked her upstairs.

But Amber’s gaze pulled me too. Her vulnerability was a flame that licked at my core, her fingers brushing my knee under the water, sparking heat through my raw clit. I loved her—something softer, hungrier than friendship, a need to claim her mouth, to feel her cunt pulse around my tongue, to bind her to me as Lila was bound.

The Sisterhood’s weight pressed down hard, its rituals etched into my skin—coins clinking, tarps swaying, the pole’s ancient grease smearing my soul. My bank account swelled with pole earnings, glory-hole bonuses, rig tips—my cash flow heavier than my wildest gap-year dreams. Yet the money felt like incense, a tribute to the whore I’d become.

Vanessa’s strap-on cock flashed in my memory, its thick, veined silicone splitting her open on her bearskin rug, her eyes gleaming with pride as I fucked her raw, her cum-slick fingers painting my lips with the rig’s seed. I was hers, the pole’s, Lila’s, Amber’s—my body a temple, my holes a sacrament, my heart torn between love and lust.

Amber’s foot nudged mine, her toes slick with soap, brushing my inner thigh, sending a shiver through my torn anus, the sore rim twitching as if craving another cock. Water sloshed, bubbles popping in wet kisses, the steam thick with rosemary, cum, and our mingled musk.

My pussy leaked another strand of cum. The water clouded thicker, a milky swirl that caught the lantern light like pearl dust. A single bubble rose from my hole, popped with a wet kiss, releasing the sour musk of ripe seed into the steam.

I smiled, unashamed of my love for Lila and Amber, which was a vow stronger than the oil rig’s steel.

“You’re thinking so loud, Sophie.”

“And yet I say nothing.”

“Your expression says everything.”

Her voice was soft, a purr that vibrated through the water, her toes sliding higher, grazing my swollen pussy lips, parting them with a slick squelch that echoed in the copper tub.

“I’m just… taking it all in, Amber.”

“Is it too much?”

“Never.”

I leaned forward, water cascading from my breasts, and I kissed her, slowly and deeply, tasting soap, salt, and the faint sweetness of her morning breath. My tongue tangled with hers, a wet, hungry dance, my fingers finding her clit under the water, circling its throbbing mass until she moaned into my mouth, her thighs clenching around my hand.

I stared deeply into her eyes when she came hard as I tickled her clit.

“I do love you, Amber.”

“Good.”

“Come with me to the college school romp.”

“Yes… Yes, I will.”

The bath was our sanctuary, the Sisterhood’s heart, and we were its whores—loved, wrecked, and remade.


Chapter Twenty

◆◆◆

The town our Sisterhood Temple calls home breathes in its own rhythm — warm, permissive, pulsing with a quiet hum of connection. The people here understand the importance of touch, eye contact, and honesty, even those who pretend not to.

I’d read that we have the highest number of consensual non-monogamous relationships per capita anywhere, and I believe it. You can feel lust, passion, romance, and love in the air, as if the whole place exhales permission. We are a promiscuous community, and mostly, that reputation begins and ends with us — the Sisters of the Pole.

It was a beautiful Sunday morning, the kind that stretched itself lazily over the world. The sky was so clean it felt rinsed, and the river that divided the park glittered like a silver vein as Lila and I walked along its edge.

I could feel that light on my skin — the way the air smells of new grass and the day promised me forgiveness before it began.

A breeze moved through the trees, brushing the tips of the long grass until they shimmered, whispering like silk. The air smelled of wet stone, wildflowers, and the faint sweetness drifting from an ice-cream cart on the far path. Children shrieked in sudden bursts of laughter, their voices carried downstream. A dog shook itself near the riverbank, droplets catching the sunlight like tiny sparks.

Lila and I walked hand in hand along a gravel path. The warmth of her palm fit perfectly into mine, her thumb tracing slow circles against the side of my hand, grounding me. Five weeks had passed since I was first chained to the pole and claimed by the sisterhood, and the memory still hummed inside my skin like a current.

We talked about everything and nothing until the conversation drifted, as it always did, toward love and how it kept reinventing itself around us.

“I’m glad you asked Amber to join you on the trip back home… the graduation celebration, I mean.”

“I know. You’re still an anal virgin, honey. I doubt you would be after those guys got through with us. They are going to be rampant. Young guys always are.”

“I’ll lose that soon. I want to choose the right guy to fuck me there. I was thinking about Dale.”

“He gets off the rig tomorrow.”

“We should date him when you return home.”

Home.

Home was here now — here with my girlfriends, with my sisters, near the pole that throbbed in my dreams, calling me.

Lila’s smile softened, her lips curving into something between mischief and hope. I recognized it instantly — the small ache of wanting something and the quiet pride of admitting it. We’d known each other since pre-school, long before we understood desire, so nothing between us hid for long.

I guided Lila toward a bench overlooking the river, its wood warmed by the sun. The current there gathered speed, tumbling over stones, creating a rhythm like breathing. Two kids knelt at the edge, launching paper boats that caught in the eddies and spun away.

I turned to her and smiled.

“I know you love Jasmine, Lila.”

“And you love Amber.”

“But I don’t love you any less.”

“Neither do I. But I need Jasmine. It’s more than love. It’s…”

Lila’s voice was a growling whisper, her tone thick with emotion, her words more true than the sun beaming down on us.

“You get something from Jasmine that I can’t give you, darling. I get it.”

“I need to submit to another woman. To have control taken from me in a soft, gentle, loving way… It’s like air to me. I find my anger, frustrations, and all angst are lost when she handles me.”

“I can’t do that for you, Lila. Jasmine can.”

“Yes.”

“But I understand why you need that attention… that love, and I want you to get it from Jasmine.”

Lila’s head dipped. A tear gathered, hesitated, then slid down her cheek. I caught it with my fingertip, tasting the salt before kissing the damp trail it left behind. Her breath trembled against my lips.

“Nobody can be everything another person wants. Love isn’t ownership — it’s an orbit, and some days we’re close enough to feel each other’s pulse, and some days we drift. But the gravity remains.”

“Do you feel the same way, Sophie?”

“I need Amber, too. She makes me smile, we talk endlessly, and love… it just happens. I have no problem with how our relationship evolves.”

“And what if we drift apart?”

“I don’t think that will happen. If we’re honest — as we are now — there’s nothing to fear.”

“I need the discipline Jasmine provides me. I don’t mean just the physical part, though I love being thrashed — it releases me to a place where I can be alone, solitary, but escorted, loved without shame or jealousy.

“She sets your life boundaries. A few nights ago, I saw her inspecting your pussy, applying ointment, and forbidding you from going to the pole.”

“You saw that?”

“Yep.”

“I thought you were sleeping.”

“I didn’t want to intrude. You and Jasmine had things well under control.”

“She took me for a thrashing.”

“I figured as much.”

“And afterwards, I slept like a baby. No more desire, no need to be fucked, no restlessness — just a relaxing sleep.”

“I want that for you, Lila.”

“Jasmine looks after me in a way…”

“That I don’t?”

“No, not like that. You love me freely. She loves me contained. Both feel like safety.”

“You don’t need to explain it to me, Lila. I get it. I could never spank you. It’s not in me to do it.”

I couldn’t manage Lila’s need to submit. It wasn’t that I disapproved. If I tried to thrash my girlfriend or dominate her, I would mess it up, misinterpret her need to cede control for a desire to feel pain. Jasmine understood that part of Lila I couldn’t reach, being a true, loving Domme with not an ounce of bully in her.

She loved Lila for her gentle spirit.

I saw you and Amber leave in the early hours, Sophie.”

“An hour on the pole. I needed more, but I have commitments.”

“I understand how that feels.”

“I love girls, Lila, but I can’t live a day without a guy’s cock sliding balls deep inside me.”

I watched sunlight flash off the river, bright enough to sting my eyes. Two kites rose and dipped in the distance — yellow and red — pulled by children who ran with the kind of conviction adults forget. The boy chased, the girl led him, giggling, and their laughter tangled on the wind until he caught her and she rewarded him with a kiss. The game of life and love was just beginning for them.

“So many things have happened, Lila. So much sex, so much giving, that I understand myself better. I see human nature in the eyes of the men who fuck me — the one missing his wife who uses me to reach her, the one who would love me forever but only for that heartbeat in time, and the woman who feeds from me, sucking the cum of dozens of men out of my gaping pussy like she is receiving communion.”

“Guilty as charged.”

Lila laughed through the faintest sniffle, raising her arm in mock surrender.

“That’s me, Sophie.”

“And I love you for it.”

Lila’s hand found my thigh, her fingers pressing into the flesh just enough to remind me that affection here always carried a low voltage of desire. I leaned forward and distilled my feelings. It would be a mistake to share too honestly how I perceived the future, because I was still young, inexperienced, and going through a very complex transformation, as Lila was.

“I’ve become philosophical about sex, romance, and life — what those things mean separately and combined. I don’t think I could ever choose monogamy. But I’m not going to lie — not to anyone, least of all you, the girl I love deeply. I can’t pretend I can be exclusive.”

“Neither can I.”

We sat in silence, the kind that hummed with peace. A dragonfly landed on the bench slat between us, its wings trembling like spun glass before it lifted again and vanished into the light.

“Maybe love is that, Lila — not the possession, not the permanence, but the moment of stillness between flight and return.”

“I also consider these things deeply, but then, I end up in dark places.”

“Where only Jasmine can reach you?”

“Yes.”

We strolled back to the sisterhood, my sticky thighs brushing with every step, the seam of my sundress riding higher where Lila’s tears had dried into faint salt tracks on my shoulder. The air inside the Temple courtyard was thicker, warmer, heavy with the musk of bodies that had never quite stopped fucking since dawn. A low, constant murmur of moans and wet skin on skin pulsed beneath the birdsong.

Jasmine waited at the carved oak entrance, barefoot, wearing nothing but a thin linen shift that clung to the sweat between her breasts. The fabric had gone translucent where her nipples pressed, dark rose against white. She smiled when she saw us, slow, knowing, the smile of a woman who already tasted Lila’s surrender on the back of her tongue.

She kissed me first, open-mouthed, deliberate, her tongue sliding along mine to steal the lingering salt of Lila’s tear. Then she turned and cupped Lila’s face in both hands, thumbs stroking the wet paths on her cheeks.

“I got your message.”

“I need you.”

“Let’s go to the dungeon and talk.”

“Thank you, Jas.”

“We are all here to serve one another.”

Jasmine threaded her fingers through Lila’s and led her away across the sunlit courtyard. Their shadows merged, stretched, separated again as they passed beneath the archway.

I watched the sway of Lila’s hips, the way Jasmine’s hand settled possessively at the small of her back, guiding, claiming, loving. A surge of pure, ferocious love rolled through me, so strong my pussy clenched and leaked a fresh pulse of yesterday’s cum down the inside of my thigh.

Around me, the courtyard breathed sex. Two sisters knelt in an alcove, their mouths fused, skirts rucked to their waists. They dropped onto a yoga mat and ground slick cunts together with wet, rhythmic slaps that echoed off stone.

Another couple fucked slow and deep against a pillar, the visiting man’s hand fisted in the woman’s hair, her legs wrapped around his hips, her heels spurring him on to fuck her harder. His cock dragged out glossy with every thrust, strings of other men’s spend stretching and snapping from within her.

The air stank of pussy, cock, and fresh cum baking in the sun.

Hands slid around my waist from behind, palms spreading over the soft swell of my belly, fingers dipping just beneath the waistband of my skirt. Hard nipples dragged across my shoulder blades through two layers of cotton.

“Amber.”

“Jasmine said it must have gotten heavy between you and Lila because she got a message that a thrashing was needed.”

“Is that why you came here?”

“I want to look after you, Sophie. While you and Lila restructure your relationship… I’m here for you. Jasmine is, too, and I mean both of us are here for both of you. We’re all invested in each other.”

I turned in the circle of her arms. Amber’s eyes were molten gold, her pupils blown wide with love and hunger. Her lips were swollen from someone else’s kisses, glistening. In that moment, I was as much in love with her as I had been five minutes earlier with Lila, and the realization made my cunt throb so hard I felt the slick slide of another man’s dried cum crack and drool from inside me.

Amber nodded toward the nearest alcove, lips curving.

“Can we play in an alcove?”

“Oh yes, please. My hormones are going wild.”

“Then let’s scoop a few tongue loads out of you.”

The alcove was a cool, shadowed wedge of stone, arrow-slit windows letting in blades of sunlight that cut across the waist-high shelf. Centuries of sentries had stood here; now it was stained with generations of sisterhood cum, pee, and squirt, the stone polished dark and smooth by countless bare asses.

Amber lifted me onto the shelf without effort, my sundress bunching at my hips. The stone was warm from the sun and slick beneath my bare thighs, someone else’s squirted cum still tacky. She pushed my knees apart slowly, reverently, until the lips of my swollen, dribbling cunt peeled open with a soft, wet sound. The air hit my exposed holes, and I whimpered.

“Look at you, Sophie.”

Her voice was a whisper, rough with devotion.

“I’m dripping wet, Amber.”

“Still dripping yesterday’s loads. I can see the crust around your asshole where someone tore you open last night and didn’t bother to clean you up.”

“I know. I need to stop or suffer at the graduation.”

“We learn the hard way, honey. I’ll take care of you.”

She kneeled and leaned in, her nose brushing the stubble on my clit, inhaling deeply. The smell rose between us: tangy cum and sweet pussy juice. Amber groaned like a woman tasting heaven.

“Smells like the whole town’s been inside you, baby. Good girl.”

“They will once I get this graduation out of the way. I fucking need the pole.”

“I’ll be beside you this time. We’ll take three every time and fuck the town.”

Amber spread my cheeks wider, her thumbs digging into the soft flesh until my torn anus gaped, pink and swollen, rimmed with dried flakes of spend.

“You are badly torn.”

Amber sounded almost proud.

“Your pussy is still leaking, too. Let me see how many men are still inside you.”

Amber slipped two fingers into my aching, throbbing cunt without warning, fucking me slow and deliberately, stirring cum until it frothed and spilled over her knuckles in creamy strings. The sound was obscene, wet, filthy, perfect.

“Fuck, Sophie. You’re packed full. I can feel clumps of it coating my fingers.”

She curled them, scooped, dragged out a thick dollop that stretched between her fingers like melted mozzarella before breaking and splattering onto the stone between my feet. She brought it to her mouth, sucked it clean with a moan that vibrated straight to my clit.

Then she kissed me.

Her tongue pushed the taste of strangers into my mouth, salty, sweet, delicious and alive. I sucked greedily, swallowing the cum of men I’d never met, feeling it coat my throat while Amber’s fingers kept working inside me, slow, rhythmic, loving.

When she pulled back, a strand of saliva and cum stretched between our lips and snapped.

“Lie back, my love. Let me drink you clean.”

I reclined against the cool stone wall, my dress rucked to my armpits, breasts spilling free. Amber knelt between my spread thighs, sunlight striping her hair gold. She started slow, her tongue flat and broad, lapping from my torn asshole to my clit in one long, worshipful stroke. The taste exploded across her tongue: salty seed, pussy nectar, the faint copper of my torn flesh. She groaned into me, vibrations humming through my clit.

Amber licked deeper, her tongue spearing into my cunt, curling to scoop out more of the mess. Every swallow was audible, wet, deliberate. She ate me like communion, like absolution, like love made flesh.

Her fingers replaced her tongue inside my pussy, three in a wedge now, stretching me wider, dragging out thicker ropes of spend that she slurped straight from the source. Her thumb circled my clit in tight, perfect circles until my hips bucked and I came with a broken cry, my cunt clenching hard around her fingers, squirting a hot mix of my juice and leftover cum across her chin and throat.

Amber didn’t stop. She licked me through it, gentle now, soothing, until I sagged boneless against the stone.

Only then did she reach into her pocket for the small tin of healing cream. She scooped a generous dollop onto two fingers, the scent of lavender and arnica rising sharply above the musk.

“Hold still, baby. Let me take care of this poor, torn little hole.”

She spread my cheeks again, exposing the raw, swollen ring of my torn anus. The cream was cool against the heat as she worked it in, slow circles, pressing gently until the burn eased into a dull, sweet ache. Her fingers slipped inside me to the first knuckle, coating the torn tissues, soothing, claiming.

“You’re going to be ready for Dale tomorrow night, but I suggest you otherwise abstain from cock and dildos.”

Amber whispered against my thigh, kissing the tender skin as she worked the healing cream inside my anus.

“I’ll make sure you can take every inch without tearing again. But tonight, you’re mine to clean, mine to love, mine to fill back up with something fresh.”

I threaded my fingers through her hair, pulling her up for another kiss that tasted of cum, cream, and the endless, filthy devotion of the sisterhood.


Chapter Twenty-One

◆◆◆

As we approached, the Frat House loomed like a red-brick fortress, its ivy freshly trimmed, the cracks in its façade patched with care, a shrine scrubbed clean for our arrival. The front porch gleamed, swept bare of beer cans and cigarette butts, fairy lights strung neatly through the rafters, twinkling like polished stars in the dusk.

Inside, the air was crisp with lemon polish and fresh pine, the sharp tang of spilled vodka banished by open windows and a breeze carrying cut grass. The hardwood floors shone, buffed to a mirror sheen, free of the burn marks and sticky spills I imagined we would meet.

A gorgeous man bounded through from the lounge to meet us. His eyes were wild with excitement, and he panted excitedly.

“Hi, I’m Keith.”

“Hello, Keith. I’m-”

“Sophie… we have pictures of you… And this lady must be Amber.”

He reached out, took our hands, bowed politely, and kissed the backs. When he rose, I saw lust and joy in his eyes.

“Thank you.”

“We haven’t started yet.”

“Thank you for coming all this way for us.”

“You’re welcome.”

I glanced around the open foyer, all high polished floor planks and wall panels. It looked palatial compared to any Frat house I’d visited, but mostly, those were scenes of pandemonium because of parties.

“It’s so clean here… not what I expected from a Frat House.”

“We’ve been cleaning for a week.”

I entered the lounge that Keith had pointed us to and saw a massive leather sectional dominating the living room, its cushions plump and unmarred by stains. It was flanked by polished oak tables cleared of red Solo cups and bongs that were piled in a box at the room’s corner.

The wooden table top was adorned with vases of fresh flowers, their petals bright against the wood.

Posters of rock bands and pin-up girls were neatly framed, their edges crisp behind glass. The only giveaway sign that this was a frat house was a neon “BEER” sign glowing steadily, casting a warm pink hue over the room’s renewed order.

Twelve frat boys shuffled into the lounge, all smiling, each kissing the backs of our hands. They were seniors, freshly graduated, ravenous for their send-off, and they assembled in a tight semicircle, their eyes wide, cocks straining against freshly laundered jeans.

They’d made a considerable effort to look their best: hair trimmed, faces shaved clean or beards groomed sharp, skin scrubbed pink with Irish Spring, the faint citrus of aftershave cutting through the pine-scented air. Broad-shouldered linebackers with buzz cuts and sun-kissed necks stood tall, their purple T-shirts crisp, hugging sculpted pecs.

I remembered them from the profiles sent to the Sisterhood. They were fine men. A few lanky black basketball players, with tattoos snaking up toned arms, wore pressed khakis, their sneakers spotless. Wiry track runners fidgeted, their lean frames clean in fitted polos, while a stocky wrestler, his thighs like tree trunks, sported a fresh haircut, his cologne sharp with cedar.

Their eyes gleamed with four months’ starvation, but their effort was reverence—clean bodies, a clean house, and they were ready to worship the pole’s goddesses.

Three beautiful sorority girls stepped into the room, their cheeks flushed, each trembling fearfully. I stared at them until one spoke.

“I’m Tiffany.”

“Hi Tiffany… I’m-”

“Sophie. Sorry… I’m nervous.”

“Okay. That’s fine. Why are you ladies here?”

“We three are dating guys about to fuck you.”

“Ahh… I see. I understood none of the guys were attached.”

“Oh, don’t worry… It’s okay. We just wanted to join in.”

“Join in?”

“Yeah… you know…”

Her voice tailed off nervously, and she glanced down at the floor. I’d seen the look before. Tiffany was ashamed. I stepped closer and hugged her, whispering.

“Do you want to fuck me with your boyfriend?”

Tiffany nodded into my collarbone.

“Yes, but I also want to watch.”

“Are you a cuckquean?”

“I want to find out.”

“And you want to clean my pussy after the guys fuck me?”

“We all do… the other girls want to join the Sisterhood of the Pole and they thought… well, they thought you’d put in a good word.”

“So, you three are a cleanup crew?”

She leaned back and stared at me, nodding, looking ashamed, as though tears might fall at any moment. I cuddled her again, then kissed her cheeks, tracing a line of softness to her lips. The men murmured a hallowed cheer as my lips opened and my tongue flickered inside Tiffany’s mouth.

Her kiss was like molten lava, youthful, desperate for experience, desperate to become a Pole Sister. I hugged her again and whispered.

“Do you want to join the Sisterhood?”

“I don’t want to lose my boyfriend.”

“But you want to enjoy the pole too… am I right?”

“I want to watch my boyfriend enjoying other women while I watch… can it be arranged?”

“Your boyfriend wants to fuck my sisters?”

“Yes.”

“I’m sure it can be arranged, and we’ll make sure you have a great time too.”

Tiffany nodded toward what seemed to be a large dining room that had been cleared.

“They arranged a place to fuck you in there.”

“We should get started then.”

When Amber and I stepped through the tarp-curtained fuck bay, we shrugged off our robes, letting them slip to the floor, revealing slick thighs and swollen, glistening pussies. The Frat boys’ jaws dropped, and their cocks twitched visibly.

I smiled at them as I scanned the entire line, my nipples aching, solid as steel.

“No rubbing cocks, please, guys. You’ll need them to fuck us with.”

My auburn curls were damp, framing my flushed face, my massive pussy lips parted and dripping, a pearly strand of my cream dripped like a teardrop from my hole to my thigh, snapping wetly as I moved. Amber’s freckled skin glowed under the neon, her shaven cunt winking open, slick with her own arousal, her nipples stabbing through the thin cotton of her robe.

“Jesus Christ. I’ve died and gone to heaven.”

I glanced at the linebacker who whispered, his eyes wide as saucers, and I grinned. It was always lovely when guys were so enthusiastic to fuck me. His buzzcut gleamed, and his cock looked thick in his clean jeans, precum beading at the tip.

“They’re... the pole girls.”

“Yes, honey… we are and we’re here to fuck all of you.”

“It’s so amazing… welcome.”

The room erupted—cheers, whoops, fists pumping the air, coins clinking into a polished steel bucket by the door, a Sisterhood tax for using our holes. Their eyes devoured us, hungry yet reverent, their clean skin and fresh scents a tribute to the goddesses they’d summoned to fuck.

“Please… Sophie.”

A wiry runner fell to his knees and begged me, his voice cracking, cock jerking in his pressed khakis.

“Please, Sophie... lick Amber’s pussy while we fuck you. Please.”

“Is that what you all want?”

“Yes.”

“And these girlfriends here… the three — when their men fuck us, the girls will queen our mouths. Would you like that, too?”

The plea rippled through them, a chorus of desperate groans, their eyes locked on my swollen, tingling lips, my gaping cunt leaking onto my thighs in slow, creamy rivulets. I reached down, spread my lips wide with an index finger and thumb, then fingered my clit with the other as they watched in stunned silence.

When I curled my fingers inside me and scooped out a huge dollop of my thick, translucent hormones, I raised them to Tiffany’s mouth. She eyed me like a rabbit caught in the headlights.

“Be true to yourself, Tiffany. Nobody here will judge you.”

“I… I… okay.”

Tiffany sniffed with mild uneasiness, then grew confident as my scent hit the spot. She smiled and clenched her lips around my fingers, sucking hard.

Their cheers almost tore the house’s roof off.

“Yeah, eat Amber out while I fuck you.”

A naked tattooed basketball player stepped forward and growled, his shaft rock hard and black as night, thick as a wrist, precum dripping to the polished floor.

“Make Amber scream in orgasm while we breed you.”

“Are you going first…?”

“I’m Rufus, and yeah… it would be my honor, Sophie.”

“Mine too… You have a lovely, long, thick cock, honey.”

My eyes flickered to Amber, love burning brightly, my heart tethered to her even in this storm of cocks. I nodded, a slow, filthy grin spreading as I pushed her to a massive bed temporarily set up. She dropped onto her back, spreading her thighs wide until her shaven pussy splayed wide open, her lips plump and glossy, slick and dripping in pearly strands.

I kneeled on the floor and spread her knees wider apart. My tongue flicked out, lapping her clit in one slow, deliberate drag around its solid, pink nub, the wet squelch echoing over the boys’ moans. Amber’s hips bucked, her moan a broken cry, her fingers tangling in my curls, pulling me closer.

Tiffany and her friend took up positions on either side of me, each pulling Amber’s legs wider apart. The third girl stared desperately at me.

“Sit on her face, or lie underneath me — you choose. Do you want to suck Rufus’s cum from my hole when he finishes fucking it?”

“Oh god, yes.”

Rufus’s hands gripped my hips, his clean fingers digging into my flesh, nails leaving crescent moon scars as he lined his cock—black, thick as my wrist, veined like a weapon—against my gaping cunt. My hormones dribbled coating my walls, slick and frothy, a pearly strand stretching from my swollen lips to his crown, snapping wetly as he nudged forward.

My lips tingled as his thick, creamy crown parted them, and I felt perfect, new, reborn, and ready to be defiled by young men with thick, hard cocks who could last all day.

“Are you ready, Sophie?”

“Always, honey.”

“I want to fuck your ass later.”

“We belong to you guys now… fuck us any way you like.”

“Oh god… this is unbelievable.”

His voice was a growl, reverence, and hunger twisting tight.

“Fuck me, Rufus. Breed me while I eat Amber.”

Amber lay sprawled on the massive bed, her freckled thighs spread wide by Tiffany and her friend, Brooke—each girl pulling her knees back until my girlfriend’s shaven pussy splayed open like a glistening flower, lips plump and glossy, slick, dripping in pearly strands that pooled on the clean linen.

Girlfriend.

I’d said the word, even though only in my mind. Amber was my girlfriend now, as was Lila. Somehow Jasmine belonged in the mix too, even though I had no strong emotional connection with her. I was in a polyamory relationship, in love with two girls, both of whom wanted the best for me.

When she stared down at me, my head between her legs, Amber’s eyes burned into mine, love a flame fiercer than the cocks waiting to claim us.

I bowed forward, my tongue flicking out to lap her throbbing clit in one slow, deliberate drag, the wet schlick echoing over the boys’ moans. Amber’s hips bucked, her moan a broken cry.

“Oh, Sophie… yes… You always know exactly where to lick a girl.”

Amber’s fingers tangled in my curls, pulling me closer, her honeyed nectar flooding my tongue, musky and sweet. I was intoxicated, my mind drifting to a place where I was the best version of myself, my back arched, my slit pointed high for a man to plow and fill before his friends followed and stretched my cunt wider.

The third sorority girl, Chloe, slid underneath me on her back, wriggling into position, her blonde hair fanning across the wooden boards. As I glanced down, I saw her eyes blown wide with desperate hunger. Her breath ghosted against my swollen clit, hot and teasing, and I shuddered joyously before her tongue flicked out and tingled against my throbbing nub.

Chloe, Tiffany, and Brooke were a year my junior but worlds apart in sexual experience and the ability to fuck anyone, any way.

I moaned into Amber’s pussy, my tongue spearing her tight hole deep, curling against her spongy walls, sucking her slick as Rufus slammed his big black cock balls deep into my cunt with a wet schlorp. My juices squirted out in frothy arcs, splattering Chloe’s cheeks, her tongue darting to catch them as she alternated between licking my throbbing clit and Rufus’s heavy sacs, her lips puckering around his balls, sucking gently as he thrust his cock inside me.

“God, Sophie… your pussy’s so fucking sloppy but still tight.”

“It will be even stickier once you cum inside me.”

Rufus groaned, his hips slamming harder, his bulbous crown spanking my cervix. The dual rhythm—his cock pounding my cunt and Chloe’s tongue lashing my clit, sent sparks through my core. Tiffany and Brooke forced Amber’s thighs wider apart, their own pussies dripping onto the bed, their eyes locked on my tongue buried in Amber’s cunt.

“Lick her harder, Sophie.”

Tiffany begged me, her voice trembling.

“Make Amber scream.”

“Why don’t you mount her… one of the guys can hold Amber’s legs wide open while they all fuck me. You should feel what having a woman’s tongue inside you is like.”

“May I?”

“Don’t ask me.”

Tiffany stared at Amber, who smiled, nodded, and beckoned her with both hands to sit on her face. A guy at the back of the line came forward and took my girlfriend’s leg with Brooke — I only realized later they were together.

I saw a slick string of creamy drool fall from Tiffany’s pussy as she mounted my girlfriend, cocking one leg over her face and settling down, ecstasy writ large in her expression.

While Rufus fucked me harder, I focused my tongue on flicking Amber’s clit in rapid, merciless circles, my lips sealing around her nub, sucking until she convulsed, her pussy clenching, squirting hot jets of slick that soaked my chin. I wanted to work her into a frenzy and hope she’d give Tiffany the best tongue of her life.

I stared at Tiffany in amazement and happiness, watching her orgasm start and spread as Amber speared her tongue deep inside.

“Has she licked your anus?”

“Yes… oh god. I love it so much.”

“Which of these guys is your boyfriend?”

“Rufus.”

I giggled at the irony as Rufus slammed his thick, veiny cock balls deep inside me, groaning. He stretched me so wide and pumped my hole so hard I dribbled sweet sticky love onto Chloe’s face below. She moaned, her tongue lapping my clit faster, catching my mess, her lips brushing Rufus’s shaft as it pistoned in and out, froth bubbling around his base.

I stopped licking Amber and slurped her hole instead, making sure my puckered lips would reverberate inside her. She moaned, shit out a jet of unicorn pee that burned my tongue and taste buds, anointing my tonsils before slipping down my throat when I swallowed.

I paused, wanting to make my girlfriend cum at the moment Tiffany squirted, and I craned my neck, staring at the glorious black man railing me.

His eyes caught mine in the moment of love that happens just before and during every man’s orgasm.

“Fuck… I’m gonna cum… Sophie.”

“Make it a good one, honey. Your girlfriend is about to have the best orgasm of her life.”

“So am I.”

As I dove back between Amber’s legs and sucked her clit, Rufus roared, his cock throbbing, flooding my cunt with hot ropes of cum that spilled out in thick, pearly streams as he kept fucking me.

Amber came hard, and I sucked her clit until it throbbed with each wave of pleasure that tore through her. She arched up on the bed, lifting Tiffany’s slit, drinking from it like a cup as the woman’s face contorted into a mix of ecstasy and disbelief.

I winked, grinned, and connected with the woman whose boyfriend’s cock was squirting his semen deep inside me as an orgasm rocked my world.

When Rufus backed off, Chloe’s tongue speared deep inside my hole, scooping out the mess, swallowing with greedy moans, her lips puckering around my hole, and she sucked eagerly, no longer locked in a world filled with other people’s rules.

I kept going while the next guy lined up and slid his cock inside my sloppy, gaping hole. I worked Amber’s pussy, making her orgasm stretch until a second wave hit. By now, Chloe was all in… converted into a total bisexual girl just like me, and by me. Her tongue curled around my clit, the vibration sending me over, and with it, Amber came too, screaming, her pussy spasming, squirting a deluge that soaked my face, Chloe’s hair, and the mattress in a glistening swamp.

When Tiffany dismounted, Amber’s face, she sat and held my face between her hands, even while the second man fucking me, squirted deep inside.

A third man took over, even more enthusiastic to fuck me hard, not caring one little bit that two of his friends had left my pussy ruined and soaked with seed.

“Sophie… I love you…”

Amber’s words were a vow; her eyes locked on mine, love burning through the filth. Tiffany sat beside her, sucking my cream from her boyfriend’s cock. He smiled at me, and I grinned back. What would happen between the two was their journey, and none of my business.

When the third man came inside me, screaming in joy, the boys roared, coins clinking, the tarp trembling as the next cock nudged my gaping holes. Chloe’s tongue never stopped, like she was auditioning for the pole. Tiffany and Brooke begged to clean me, but I made them wait in turn.

My heart soared as I was tethered to Amber, to Lila, and to the pole’s eternal call.


Chapter Twenty-Two

◆◆◆

Tiffany’s Point of View

The lounge smelled of spilled beer soaked into old wood, and of fresh lemon polish fighting a losing battle against twelve men’s spent seed cooling in the air like incense from a blasphemous altar.

I stared at her pussy, my nostrils flaring, my throat almost burning from the smell of raw sex emanating from her.

A single lamp glowed amber in the lounge corner, throwing long shadows across the sectional sofa where Sophie lay sprawled. Her thighs were spread wide open by my hands cupping her knees, the ruined, wrinkled lip tips of her cunt still fluttering with tiny aftershocks, all glossy and crimson from overuse. Her stretched pink hole looked succulent, glistening with a thick, milky frosting that oozed in slow, deliberate pulses.

I knelt between those thighs like a servant, desperate to please the Sister I was infatuated with. The leather cushion beneath my knees was tacky with earlier loads from the Frat guys, sticky strands of their cum stretching and snapping as I shifted.

When I peeled her lips apart, Sophie’s scent hit me hard: sharp, salty, animal, the unmistakable reek of multiple men baked into her flesh. Their tang mingled with the sweeter, coppery flavor of Sophie’s own arousal and the faint lavender oil the Sisters used to soothe torn skin when they did anal.

The concoction teased the back of my throat like the sizzle of a good steak on a grill, and I tasted her long before my tongue ever touched her delectable hole.

Amber’s hand settled warm between my shoulder blades, guiding me, encouraging, her voice a velvet hush in the dim room.

“Lick Sophie’s pussy like you once licked ice cream on a hot day as a child, Tiffany. Slurp every drop of spend from her swollen lips, seal your lips around her well-fucked hole, and suck gently. Draw every drop of semen from inside her and swallow it.”

“I love it.”

“Worship my Sister, because she matters to you, to me, and to the men who fucked and filled her.”

I plowed my tongue the length of Sophie’s slit, slurping softly to clean every drop of delicious, creamy treat.

“Don’t forget to clean her anus… they fucked that too — a lot.”

I felt nervous, and my breath trembled against Sophie’s swollen folds. As I peeled her lips wider, her gaping hole grew wider, and a fat bead of cum welled at her entrance like a huge teardrop, pearlescent and viscous, trembling, stretching into a long, obscene thread before it broke, and I dove in. The treat landed warm on my tongue, and I spread the salty sweetness around my entire mouth.

I tasted Rufus there, salty, familiar, but richer and creamier now, warmed and sweetened by Sophie’s body, laced with the sharper, muskier notes of strangers who had emptied themselves into her again and again.

“Is this what happens at the Sisterhood Temple, Amber?”

“Oh, yes, honey. We worship, love, and heal each other.”

“Every day?”

“We share beds, shower together, swap partners, and we have facilities inside the Temple for men to fuck us while standing outside on the street or a gloryhole room.”

“So it’s all true… the rumors of the pole in a castle and the temple?”

“Yes. There is no jealousy among us. Some girls are in love, but we are a permissive, nonmonogamous, and sexually adventurous society.”

“A fetish club?”

“Ours is a lifestyle, darling — a spiritual calling. Fetish is something most people enjoy in the darkness or when they have a private moment — we live to fuck and be fucked.”

Chloe sat beside Sophie, running her fingers through my long hair as I leaned back in to give head, enjoying the sticky thigh flesh pressing against my cheeks. The sense of feeling like a slut appealed to me, even though I had a boyfriend.

While my fingers and thumbs held Sophie’s red raw, swollen lips apart, my tongue dragged slowly up the center of her slit, gathering the slick, creamy mess in one broad, filthy stroke.

The flavor exploded across my tongue, thick ropes of semen sliding over my taste buds, coating my tonsils and throat like melted cream. The texture was smooth with tiny clots that dissolved into salty heat as I drew them through my teeth.

“Close your eyes, Tiffany… immerse yourself in the spirituality of kneeling between another woman’s legs, servicing her after she pleasured so many men.”

“I want this.”

“Take everything you want.”

I sealed my lips around Sophie’s gaping entrance and sucked hard. A wet, hollow pop echoed in the quiet room as another heavy gush of semen flooded my mouth, warm, slightly salty, unmistakably male, unmistakably many.

Sophie moaned loudly, her hips rolling lazily as she fed me the creamy mess the Frat boys made inside her. When she glanced down and smiled at me, looking affectionate and proud, I felt like a small girl in class praised by her teacher.

“It tastes better coming from inside me, doesn’t it, Tiffany?”

I raised my head, my chin dripping, cheeks flushed crimson, and my eyes locked on hers.

“It’s less tangy than sucking cock.”

“I love it too. I have two girlfriends — Lila and Amber. Lila also has Jasmine.”

“And it works? I mean, the relationships, love… romance.”

“We make it work.”

“And the men?”

“I fuck as many as I want every day… even when I bleed.”

“Wow. If I were leaking cum, would you eat my pussy, Sophie?”

“I’d lick you no matter what.”

“Really?”

“Try me.”

I scrambled around the mattress like a creature possessed, knees slipping in cooling puddles, my heart hammering against my ribs. Amber’s hands guided my hips until I straddled Sophie’s face, my own unfucked pussy hovering above her mouth, lips already swollen and slick with shameful want. The moment my knees settled on either side of her head, Sophie’s tongue flicked out, hot and sure, dragging up my virgin slit in one long, claiming stroke.

Amber knelt behind me, her warm breath ghosting over my ass cheeks before her thumbs opened my anus and her tongue traced the tight, virgin ring, slow circles that made my back arch and a broken moan spill from my throat.

“I fucking love this.”

Sophie’s mouth sealed over my clit, sucking gently, rhythmically, drawing a helpless cry from me as Amber’s tongue speared deeper. As I licked Sophie, tasted the faint salt of men, the sweet musk of women, and felt the intense lust of a woman that had never known this kind of worship.

Sophie spread her knees wider apart, devouring my cunt from underneath while Amber licked inside my back passage, getting me close to an orgasm. When she paused, fingering the ridges around my ring, she spoke.

“How serious are you and Rufus?”

Amber’s question prompted a heavy draw of Sophie’s lips as she sucked my throbbing clit. A near orgasm muffled my words, the sensations of having both my holes attended to sending sparks up my spine.

“I thought it was love.”

“Does he love you?”

“He likes me… we talked about this… today. He says we can take a break, circle back in a year.”

“So you are free?”

“If I want to be.”

“And when were you eighteen?”

“Last week.”

Neither woman answered with words. Sophie’s tongue plunged inside me instead, curling, scooping, claiming the slick that poured from me in grateful floods. Amber’s mouth stayed on my ass, licking, probing, opening me gently to the idea that every hole could be sacred, worshipped, and fucked.

I lowered my face back between Sophie’s thighs and drank, drifting off to a spiritual place where my role was to please — and I loved it.

The semen kept coming from Sophie, thick, endless, warm, seeping from her body, flavored by her, sanctified by her. I swallowed load after load of men who had used her, feeling their ghosts slide down my throat while Sophie’s tongue wrote new scripture across my clit.

Amber’s voice drifted down, soft, reverent, ancient.

“The first Free Use Pole was carved from a lightning-blasted oak in the year 843, in a clearing where the old goddess still bled from the earth. A barren queen came to it, her wrists bound in silver vine, and she offered herself to every man in the kingdom until the wood itself steamed with seed and her belly finally caught.”

“It worked? She had a baby?”

“When the child was born, she was strong, with golden hair, and the village knew the pole had chosen well. They sank the wood deeper into the earth, soaked it in the goddesses’ blood and milk and the village men’s cum, and everyone swore an oath: any woman who chained herself willingly would be honored, protected, and paid in coin and seed for as long as the pole stood.”

Sophie’s moan vibrated through my pussy, her hips rolling, feeding me another thick pulse of cum that tasted faintly of Rufus and a dozen strangers.

“Every temple since that day has kept the oath. The poles are sisters, grown from cuttings of the first oak, carried in secret across oceans, planted in castle courtyards, hidden in city parks, disguised as flagpoles, maypoles, or monuments to forgotten wars. The wood remembers every cunt that ever opened on it, every cock that ever spilled, every tongue that ever drank. When a girl locks her wrists in those irons and chooses to stay, the pole drinks her pleasure and gives it back a thousandfold. That is the covenant.”

Amber’s tongue pressed deeper inside my back passage, like a promise, a baptism. She licked me real good, and I moaned, my body shuddering, attended to by two Sisters.

Then, when I almost came hard, Sophie paused while Amber kept rimming me.

“And the Sisterhood are the keepers. We bathe the poles in oil and cum, we anoint new girls with the seed of the last, we collect the coins and guard the names. We fuck the world so the world never dares to harm us. And when a girl like you tastes the river that flows from my ruined cunt and feels her own soul answer, that is the pole calling her home.”

“Me… I could do this?”

“If you wish.”

Sophie sucked my clit hard, her tongue flashing across the solid tip, dragging it from side to side. I came then, suddenly, blindingly, my pussy hole clenching around Sophie’s tongue when she moved there to drink my sweetness, my ass fluttering against Amber’s mouth, a hot gush of my own slick flooding Sophie’s lips as I screamed into the sticky mess between her thighs.

When the tremors faded, I collapsed forward, my cheek pressed to Sophie’s cum-slick belly, her heartbeat thundering under my ear.

“I want it.”

I whispered against her skin, tasting salt and sex and the faint metallic trace of the ancient oak.

“What do you want, Tiffany?”

“I want the pole. I want the Sisterhood.”

Sophie’s fingers threaded through my hair, gentle, possessive, and loving.

“Then come home with us, Tiffany. The pole is waiting, and it never forgets a pussy that feeds it so sweetly.”


Chapter Twenty-Three

◆◆◆

Tiffany’s Point of View

Before the Pole Sisters arrived, the frat house had been scrubbed to within an inch of its life. Yet the air still carried the ghost of every party it had ever hosted: stale beer baked into the floorboards, the faint sour tang of old vomit behind the radiator, the sweet-sour musk of dried cum ground into the leather sectional, like invisible graffiti.

I knew the guys had tried hard to dress the bride beautifully, but after thirty-six hours of debauchery, the shiny veneer was tarnishing.

Someone had tried to hide it all under lemon polish and pine candles, but the scent rose through the cracks every time a body moved, every time a thigh shifted on the couch, every time a cunt opened and leaked another thick ribbon of seed from Sophie or Amber’s pussy onto the cushions.

I stood barefoot in the doorway of the main lounge, robe hanging open, the silk sticking to the drying cum on my breasts, my belly, the backs of my thighs. My nipples were raw, stiff little peaks that ached whenever the air moved.

Between my legs, my pussy throbbed, swollen lips parted, the inner folds still fluttering from Sophie’s tongue. A slow, steady trickle of my arousal oozed from my hole, warm at first, then cooling into a tacky trail that slid down my inner thigh.

When Sophie finished the last triple cock of the fuck fest, Rufus walked past me carrying Chloe in his arms. Her legs were wrapped around his waist, her robe rucked up to her hips, her cunt already swallowing the thick black length of him as he carried her toward the stairs. Cum from the last three men who had used her glistened on her thighs, streaking down to his balls where they slapped wetly against her with every step. She smiled at me over his shoulder, lazy and sated, her lips swollen and shining.

Rufus paused, rested his forehead against mine, even while his cock was buried balls deep inside his new girl. He smiled, panting lightly.

“Sorry, babe… we both made choices.”

“Yes, we did.”

“We’re too young to settle down now. Have fun in Bohemia, come home and we’ll talk.”

“Maybe. Good luck, Rufus… you too, Chloe.”

Rufus grinned, the same crooked grin that had once made my stomach flip, and then he disappeared up the stairs with Chloe impaled on his cock, her soft moan echoing down the hallway as he began to fuck her against the banister.

I felt nothing, not jealousy nor heartbreak. Only a strange, crystalline clarity, like the moment before jumping off a high dive platform when the water below looks impossibly far and desperately inviting at the same time.

I strolled around the frat house for the last time, wondering whether I should pack some things. I could hear guys fucking, sharing each other’s girlfriends, carrying on the festival of debauchery Sophie had begun.

Amber stepped into the hallway as I passed through, and she approached me, staring intensely into my eyes.

“You’re drawn to her too, I can tell.”

“Yes. I can’t help myself.”

“Sophie has that effect on people — men and women.”

“You love her?”

“So does Lila. They’ve been friends forever. They arrived in town together. Sophie took to the pole first, then Lila decided not to miss out.”

“I want the pole too, Amber.”

“You’ll do well. The trick is to submit to the pole, to its history, its love for us. The pole gifts you to the men. The goddess stretches your pussy and anus, helps you take thicker cocks down your throat. Trust the pole.”

“I will. How many men will fuck me?”

“They won’t stop until they’re done, or Sophie says you’ve been fucked enough. Your anus will be taken, torn and damaged… you’ll fuck the village men in pairs, then threes, but we will heal and love you afterwards.”

“Is Sophie in charge?”

“No. Vanessa is our High Priestess, but she favors Sophie.”

“Are others jealous?”

“Maybe… I don’t know. I am not.”

I turned when Sophie stepped out of the bathroom, towel-drying her hair, naked and unashamed. Cum still clung to the inside of her thighs, dripping from her well-fucked hole in glossy streaks, drying in flaky patches that caught the light whenever she moved. She saw me watching and smiled, slow and filthy and tender all at once.

“Are you okay, Tiffany?”

“I’m perfect.”

“Rufus?”

“We are friends, and that’s good enough.”

Amber padded across the floor to Sophie, shrugged off her gown, and was equally naked. She’d been equally ruined but unshowered, her freckled skin flushed rose, nipples dark, inviting and stiff, a bead of fresh cum still clinging to the swollen lips of her cunt like a pearl.

She dropped to her knees in front of Sophie without a word, pressed her mouth to the mess between her girlfriend’s thighs, and began to lick her clean with long, deliberate strokes of her tongue.

Sophie’s hand settled in Amber’s hair, guiding, encouraging, her eyes never leaving mine.

“You’re coming with us, Tiffany.”

It wasn’t a question.

“To Bohemia?”

“To the Temple and the pole. To everything that you’ve dreamed of.”

My heart slammed against my ribs, hard enough that I felt it in my throat, in my clit, in the raw, aching walls of my cunt that still remembered every cock that had opened me over the last year and a half.

I watched Amber sucking my ex-boyfriend’s cum out of Sophie’s well fucked cunt, and I wished it were me, on my knees, worshiping that ruined hole.

Sophie caught my eye and smiled.

“Do you understand your commitment, honey?”

“I have to stay pure until I’m chained to the pole.”

Sophie’s smile curved, wicked, and loving.

“You’ll stay pure for a couple of days at the most. No cock will slide inside you until the pole claims you. But you’ll clean us. Every drop of slick and seed — every day, until you’re dripping with our cum and starving for the first man who fucks you on the wood.”

Amber moaned into Sophie’s pussy, the sound muffled and wet, her tongue dragging through the mess with greedy, worshipful strokes.

I stepped forward, knees trembling, and sank to the floor beside her. Sophie’s fingers threaded through my hair, pulling me close until my mouth joined Amber’s between her thighs, sharing. The taste of her exploded across my tongue, salt, and musk, and the faint copper of torn flesh, the thicker, richer note of men who had filled her again and again.

I licked, swallowed, and moaned into the heat of her, my own cunt clenching hard enough to hurt, leaking fresh slick down my thighs in a hot, desperate rush.

We cleaned Sophie together, our tongues tangling, our lips brushing, sharing the filth until her thighs shook and she came with a low, broken cry, flooding our mouths with the last of the frat boys’ seed and the first of the Sisterhood’s promise.

When Sophie pulled us up, her arms wrapped around us both, her lips bruised and shining, she whispered against my ear.

“Pack nothing. You won’t need clothes where you’re going.”

The flight to Prague felt unreal, like the world had been wrapped in fog and I was floating inside it, suspended between who I had been and what the pole would turn me into. I bristled with anticipation, and every sense was heightened. The cabin air smelled of recycled breath, stale coffee, perfume rubbed off on coats, and underneath it all, I smelled the sharp, humiliating tang of my own arousal.

I couldn’t hide it, but I wasn’t supposed to. Sophie was teaching me to understand how to exude sheer sexuality.

My thighs pressed tightly together, and my jeans stretched obscenely across the swollen lips of my pussy, the cotton gusset soaked through to my skin. Every movement, every shift, made the fabric drag over my solid clit. I could feel the wet patch against the seat, warm at first, then cooling, then warming again as another pulse of slick seeped out of me.

I couldn’t get the images of the last two days out of my head. All that fucking, my initiation to lesbianism, and the prospect of becoming a Sister of The Pole.

The anal plug stretching inside me was worse, or better, or both.

Sophie had slid the tapered black length inside my ass in the airport restroom before boarding. I still felt her breath hot against my ear as she whispered that I needed to arrive open, ready, stretched for the village men so they could fuck me easily.

The memory of her taking me that way and how I submitted so easily caused my hole to tighten around the plug now, the smooth silicone grinding deeper in my back passage as the plane vibrated through a patch of turbulence. I bit the inside of my cheek to keep from whimpering.

My back passage had never been opened, not once until now. All those years with Rufus, all my begging, all the teasing — he still never pushed his cock inside me there.

Sophie reassured me that now, an entire village would run a train through me, leaving no hole unfucked. I thought about men I hadn’t even met dumping their loads inside me, some while their wives and girlfriends watched.

I wasn’t allowed to cum anymore. Not on the plane, not tonight, not until the pole claimed me.

Every breath felt like it slid over something burning inside me.

Across the aisle, Sophie and Amber curled together under the dim red-eye lighting, their fingers laced, their voices whispering in soft, intimate threads. They kissed between sentences, slow, deep, unhurried kisses that made my nipples harden against the inside of my bra. Amber’s hand kept drifting to Sophie’s thigh, tracing the lingering bruises there from the last orgy. Sophie’s smile was lazy, satisfied, predator-soft.

They knew I was watching because they wanted me aroused, learning more about myself as taboos I’d never considered suddenly became necessary.

I needed to watch them make out. My god, I needed to wank myself, but I’d promised not to. I was Sophie’s to command, to use, to gift to the pole, and to fuck as and when she wanted to.

But, to my eternal torture, she didn’t, or wouldn’t.

The engine hum became a vibration in my pelvis. Every shift ground the plug against the sensitive inner walls of my rectum, radiating heat through my belly. My clit throbbed in steady, punishing waves, and every time I closed my eyes, I saw the slick, polished pole beckoning me to its will.

A drop of slick slid out of me and soaked through my panties again. Seconds later, its pungent tang hit me.

The air throughout the cabin smelled faintly of me now — that sharp, unmistakable invitation to fuck a girl — and I saw a man two rows ahead lift his head, his nostrils flaring. Another man turned slowly in his seat, his eyes tracking until they settled on the dark patch spreading between my thighs, which I had opened wide to relieve the pressure.

Feeling ashamed, I closed my legs tighter, but it just made everything worse.

The flight attendant paused beside me with a bottle of water. Her eyes dipped to my crotch, and she saw my shame. Her eyes lingered, and she pulled gently on her bottom lip before she smiled and licked both her lips.

“Yummy.”

Her smile lasted one second too long, soft and knowing, as if she could smell exactly why my body wouldn’t sit still. The bottle shook faintly in her hand before she moved on.

I looked out of the window into the dark, feeling the world slipping past beneath the wings.

Hours later, dawn softened the sky in the distance, pale gold spreading like breath over the horizon. My pulse quickened. I could feel my future getting closer with every passing mile.

When the tires finally hit the tarmac, my seat’s jolt forced the plug deeper inside my back passage. I gasped. Sophie’s eyes snapped to mine, and she smiled, slowly, deliberately, and approvingly.

Bohemia greeted us with frost crusting the windows and a wind that sliced straight through my denim and cotton. Icy cold air hit my soaked crotch like a slap, shocking, brutal, but extremely erotic. The scent of coal smoke carried through the morning — old, earthy, and primitive — drifting over red-tiled roofs and narrow cobblestone streets that looked like they hadn’t changed in a century.

Sophie walked ahead with Amber, their hands brushing each other’s hips, their laughter echoing off the stone. I followed obediently, shivering, my anal plug shifting with every step, driving deeper, squeezing tighter, feeling heavier.

Sophie had told me I could remove the plug mid-flight, but it felt right now, constantly there, constantly spreading and preparing me.

When the car dropped us off near the Temple, we passed homes with wood stacked neatly under eaves, smoke twisting from chimneys, chickens scratching in frozen dirt. Gorgeous men stared openly as we walked past. They were hard-working men with broad shoulders and rough hands, the kind who looked like they split logs before breakfast and fucked their wives afterward. They looked at me like they could already smell my future on my skin.

Their eyes made my pussy throb, their silence made my breath hitch, and their attention hollowed me out from the inside.

“Is this what it’s like all of the time, Sophie?”

“Yes… You will be exalted like a goddess when they fuck you.”

Even though I had changed panties and borrowed jeans from Amber on the flight, my thighs were wet again before we reached the Temple.

The Temple building stood close to the center of the village — ancient stone, moss grown thick over the walls, ivy draped like curtains around a courtyard gate. Wooden beams, darkened by age, crisscrossed the structure, as if the place had been repaired a hundred times but had always kept its original bones.

The Temple courtyard opened into a square paved in cracked, uneven stones. It was as far as I could go as a novice. A faint scent of incense and old wood lingered in the air, layered with something else — something sweet and metallic, something that made my nipples tighten, and my breath deepen.

Vanessa stepped out from the shadows like she had been waiting for us. She didn’t walk — she arrived, the way a storm arrives.

She was very tall and looked severe — beautiful in the kind of way that didn’t need youth. Silver streaked through her long braids, catching the early light like threads of ice. She wore black that fit her like armor, fabric so matte it seemed to swallow the daylight around her.

Her boots clicked on stone, slowly, each step perfectly measured; her tremor-inducing presence was unavoidable.

The Temple High Priestess’s eyes found mine first, before she even looked at Sophie or Amber, before anything else. The weight of her stare slipped straight into my body like a hand forcing my knees apart. I felt myself unravel under it, everything I’d tried to hold in — fear, arousal, anticipation — spilling through my expression.

“Hello, Tiffany.”

My name on her tongue felt like it judged me, claimed me, stripped me bare, and I wanted to kneel, lick between her legs, even prise her ass cheeks apart and kiss her taboo hole.

“Hello, Mistress.”

“You may call me Vanessa.”

“Thank you.”

She circled me once, slowly, her gaze moving over my jeans, the dark patch easy to see, my heaving chest too, and my trembling thigh.

“You’re pretty. Very pretty and slender. The village men will stretch you.”

My breath shook.

“Sophie tells me you’re an anal virgin.”

“I am.”

“Good.”

Her eyes glinted, delighted, cruel, but reverent. I would be defiled, fucked in every hole until I bled and was raw, but it was all part of the commitment to become one of them.

“The village men love to butcher fresh blood. The word is out about you. They’ll come from fifty miles in every direction to have a shot inside you.”

“They will have that commitment from me tomorrow.”

“I know.”

She touched my lower belly with two fingers, so lightly it almost didn’t register.

“Sophie told me your period is due tomorrow.”

“I’m very regular.”

“The men will love it. They will proudly take their bloody cocks home.”

My knees nearly buckled as my womb shimmered with pleasure.

“Am I to take the pole tomorrow, Vanessa?”

“You will stay in the village hostel tonight. Alone and without a cock, without release. I want your pussy hole clean and hungry for when the men fuck you.”

My cunt clenched so tightly around the plug that I winced.

“Tomorrow at dawn, you will walk naked through the village to the square. You will ask every man you meet to come to the pole and fuck you.”

Air rushed out of my lungs.

“When the sun rises to midmorning, you will be chained. When the moon rises, you will no longer be a virgin to the pole.”

“How long-?”

“Until the men are done with you.”

The plug pulsed inside me with my heartbeat. Sweat broke down my spine despite the cold, and I swallowed hard.

Sophie stepped forward, laying her warm, steady hand on my lower back.

“I’ll stay with Tiffany tonight. Just us. One night of sisterly love before the pole claims her.”

Vanessa’s smile was a slow, dangerous curve — cruel and kind at once.

“One night, then she belongs to the pole until the men are done with her.”

“And then?”

“I will teach Tiffany until she is comfortable leaving my nest.”

“It’s quite a nest you are building, little one. You have been missed.”

My hostel room was small and spartan, whitewashed with rough wooden floors and a single bed with iron rails that gleamed cold in the moonlight. My window looked out over the square where tomorrow I would walk naked, begging.

The pole glistened, and for a moment, the world stopped and was silenced as the wooden Mistress spoke to me, inviting me to come to her. Sophie closed the door behind us. The click of the latch sounded final.

She turned to me, eyes soft, filthy, loving.

“Take everything off, Tiffany. You’ve been such a good girl.”

“I wanted to be. For you and for the pole.”

“Undress for me, baby girl.”

I obeyed Sophie, my fingers trembling as I peeled away the layers: hoodie, t-shirt, bra, jeans, panties soaked through with days of denial and the thick grease of the plug still lodged deep in my ass. The air kissed my skin, cool and sharp, raising gooseflesh across my breasts, my belly, my arms, and legs, the swollen lips of my cunt that parted with a soft, wet sound when I stepped free of the cotton.

Sophie stripped too, slowly and deliberately, letting me watch. Her body was a map of the Sisterhood: faint bruises on her hips and red marks on her thighs where fingers had gripped too hard. Her nipples were dark and stiff, her cunt still puffy and glistening from the frat boys. She climbed onto the bed, lay back against the pillows, and opened her thighs.

“Come here and lick me, honey.”

“I need it so much, Sophie.”

“You’re here now… the pole is close. Let it speak to you, guide you, and satisfy your needs.”

I crawled to Sophie, my knees sinking into the thin mattress, the iron rails cold against my shins. The scent of her hit me first, warm skin, faint sweat, the deeper musk of her arousal sharpened by days of use. I lowered my mouth to her breast, my tongue circling the stiff nipple, tasting salt and the faint sweetness of her skin. She purred like a contented cat, her fingers threading through my hair, guiding me lower.

Between her legs, she was slick, swollen, her pussy lips flushed dark rose and parted, her clit a hard pearl begging for my tongue. I licked her once, slowly, from her leaking pink entrance to the throbbing nub, gathering the taste of her on my tongue, cleaner than in the frat house, only Sophie and me.

She pulled me up and kissed me deeply, tasting herself on my lips.

“Tonight is ours. Tomorrow, the pole takes you. But tonight, you’re mine.”

“And after that?”

“Whatever you want, Tiffany.”

“I want you.”

“We can do that. You’ll join Lila and Amber.”

“Can we date… is there romance, love, and debauchery?”

“You’ll find everything you seek, honey.”

“With you?”

“For now, but I think you’ll move on.”

“Maybe.”

“You thought you loved Rufus… until you didn’t.”

Sophie rolled me onto my back, her thigh sliding between mine, her knee pressing against my aching cunt until I whimpered. The plug shifted inside me, a filthy reminder of the defiling it would get tomorrow, grease still coating my rim, the stretch burning sweetly.

Sophie’s mouth found my nipple, her teeth grazing, tongue soothing, her fingers sliding down my belly to cup my pussy, two fingers slipping inside with a wet squelch that made me cry out.

She smiled at me, her eyes wide with wonder and pleasure.

“You’re so wet, Tiffany.”

“I’ve been wet for days.”

“For me?”

“For you and the pole. For everything that you offer.”

Sophie fucked me slowly with her fingers, curling inside, or stroking my lips, her thumb circling my clit until my hips bucked and I sobbed into her neck. The anal plug prepared me, ground deeper with every thrust, a second cock inside me, stretching my virgin hole, filling me, reminding me what waited tomorrow.

I came hard, my cunt clenching around Sophie’s fingers, my ass spasming around the plug, a broken cry tearing from my throat as pleasure ripped through me, sharp and clean and perfect.

Sophie kissed me through my orgasm, swallowing my cries, her tongue gentle now, loving. When I floated back, she was smiling, eyes soft.

“Tomorrow you’ll take the pole. You’ll take the men. You’ll take everything. And when it’s done, you’ll still be mine.”

“I want that so much.”

“Nothing lasts forever, darling — just remember that and live in the moment.”

“I will.”

I nodded, tears of joy spilling, my body trembling with aftershocks and the weight of what was coming.

Sophie pulled the plug free slowly, the stretch burning sweetly, grease, and cum dripping from my gaping ass in a slow, filthy trail. She licked me clean, her tongue gentle on stretched flesh, soothing me, claiming my holes, until I was shaking all over again.

“You’ll tear tomorrow.”

“I want to bleed.”

“I’ll select the first to fuck your anus.”

“Thank you, Mistress.”

“I’m Sophie.”

“But I want to call you, Mistress.”

“As you wish, sweetheart.”

Sophie curled around me, her body warm and solid, her arms locking me tight. Outside, the village slept. Somewhere, the pole waited, ancient and hungry. Tomorrow it would have me, but tonight, I belonged to Sophie.

And when dawn came, I would walk naked through the streets to the square, begging every man I met to come and fuck me on the wood that had claimed queens and whores for a thousand years.

I fell asleep with her heartbeat against my back, her cum-slick fingers laced through mine, and the taste of her still on my tongue.

The pole could wait until morning.

Tonight was ours.


Chapter Twenty-Four

◆◆◆

I woke several times through the night with the taste of Sophie’s pussy tingling on my lips and tongue, burning in my nose from where she leaked sweet, delicious, and sticky hormones into both nostrils. The flavor had dried into a faint crust at the corners of my mouth, flaking when I licked my lips, the salt-sweet residue scraping across my tongue like powdered sugar mixed with raw sex.

Every breath dragged more of her into me, thick, heady, impossible to escape. My throat felt coated with her, my nostrils flared each time I inhaled, pulling the lingering musk deeper until it settled behind my eyes and throbbed in time with my pulse. I was full of her, saturated, and now understood what hard-wired lust looked like. Unlike Amber, I wasn’t in love with Sophie, but I was deeply attracted to her in a way that made my cunt clench every time the memory of her taste flared across my tongue.

When a cockerel crowed somewhere beyond the thin hostel wall, his sound sharp and metallic in the pre-dawn chill, Sophie flinched in her sleep. The tiny movement shifted the sheet that had tangled around our naked bodies, cool air kissing the sweat dried between my breasts, raising gooseflesh across my nipples until they ached. I rolled my head a quarter turn on the pillow and looked at the first woman I’d ever made love to.

Her auburn curls spilled across the white linen like spilled wine, damp at the roots where sweat had cooled overnight, individual strands stuck to her cheek and neck in delicate, salty ropes. The faint scent of her arousal still clung to the hollow beneath her ear, warm skin and musk and the sharper tang of my own juices dried there from when I’d licked her clean hours earlier.

Sophie’s lips were swollen, bruised rose, parted just enough that I could see the tip of her tongue resting against her teeth. One of her arms lay flung above her head, wrist marked with faint red lines from the cuffs she’d worn during her last feast at the pole, the skin there pale and tender, a reminder that even goddesses carried scars.

“Good morning, Sophie.”

“Good morning, darling. How are you feeling today?”

“Wonderful… hooked on you.”

“That’s nice.”

Sophie scrunched her face in the cutest way, her nose wrinkling, eyes crinkling at the corners. She leaned in, kissing me, and I unraveled, my entire body tingling for more. The moment her lips touched mine, I tasted my pussy from her mouth, mildly different from hers but rich and flavorsome, a thicker, earthier version of myself warmed by her saliva, coated in the faint bitterness of sleep and the lingering salt of cum she’d swallowed from me before we drifted off.

Her tongue slid slowly and deliberately along my lower lip, coaxing it open, then dipped inside, sharing the taste of me back to me until my head spun and my cunt gave a helpless, greedy pulse.

I felt a pang of shame and must have shown it in my expression because my mentor reached up and brushed her thumb gently across my cheek, the pad calloused from rope and pole, the pressure firm enough to ground me.

“You’ll be fine, Tiffany.”

“I’m not worried about the pole. I am excited. I feel weird about you… and me.”

“Weird how?”

“I never saw myself as a lesbian, and now, well, now, I can’t get enough of you.”

“That’s nice. I want you too.”

“You’re a Pied Piper, Sophie… of sluts… of women, probably men too. You’re a siren, alluring and deeply desirable, but never to be possessed. Not by anyone. I understand that.”

She smiled, looking a little sad, but knowing I had spoken the truth. The melancholy flickered across her face like a shadow passing over water, there and gone, leaving only the warmth of her gaze and the faint taste of my own shame on her tongue.

“I can’t love one person, that’s true, but do not fear, unlike a siren, I shall guide you away from the jagged rocks and will never harm you.”

“Sorry… poor choice of words. I mean-.”

She placed a finger on my lips and smiled deeply, shaking her head.

“Don’t say any more, Tiffany. Focus on today and on what you most desire. Give and take… you’ll understand how and when.”

“I want the pole.”

“And at some moment, I hope our goddess and the first queen will embrace you. You’ll feel them near, admiring you, taking your blessing as hordes of men fuck you in every hole.”

My face screwed up, and I giggled, my cheeks flushing hot, my entire body tingling from scalp to soles as though the words themselves had brushed electricity across my skin.

“It’s so fucking debauched.”

“Yes… and yet very civilized. Part of today is about you repeating the first act of love when the goddess had the local men fuck the queen until she was pregnant.”

“Does that still happen?”

“Sometimes. With Sisters who commit to the Temple for life. The pole is their life, and they come off birth control, then embrace it for as long as it takes to become pregnant — sometimes daily for weeks.”

“And the child?”

“Revered by all because no man knows who the father is. It might be any one of them, which means other men and women might be related, half-siblings, cousins, uncles, and aunts.”

“It sounds fantastic and most unlikely.”

“This lifestyle only works here. Even a hundred miles away, the pole’s influence wanes. Now… time for a shower and to prepare yourself. No clothes today.”

“That’s gonna be weird. Did this happen to you?”

“No. I was claimed by the pole when I touched it as a tourist. I was taken quickly, no procession as you’ll enjoy.”

I swallowed hard, my throat dry, my pulse thudding in my ears, my cunt clenching again at the thought of walking naked through the village, every eye on me, every man already tasting what he would take from me later.

Sophie rolled out of bed, the sheet peeling away from her skin with a soft, sticky sound where cum and sweat had dried overnight. She stood naked in the dawn light, tiny stretch marks faint silver on her hips, her breasts heavy and swaying as she moved, nipples dark and stiff from the chill. I watched the way her thighs brushed together, the faint sheen of dried fluids still clinging to her inner legs, the way her pussy lips looked swollen and well-used even now.

She smiled at me over her shoulder, eyes bright with love and mischief.

“Shower first. Then we walk.”

“You’ll stay with me?”

“Every step. Turn off your phone. No calls whatsoever today. Lila and Amber will film you.”

“Wow. Will that be streamed?”

“Up to you.”

“Yes… I want it streamed… live.”

I followed Sophie into the tiny bathroom, the tiles cold under my feet, the air already thick with steam from ancient pipes groaning somewhere in the walls. The mirror was fogged, but I caught my reflection anyway: my hair wild, lips bruised, cheeks flushed, Sophie’s squirt dried into flaky streaks across my breasts and belly. I looked like a whore who had been well and truly used, and the sight made my cunt throb harder, fresh slick mixing with the old, dripping slowly and warm down my thigh.

Sophie turned the shower on full, water hissing hot and hard against the tiles, steam billowing thick and white, carrying the faint scent of rust and old stone. She pulled me under the spray with her, the heat shocking against my skin, stinging the raw places where Rufus had gripped too hard the last time he fucked me. The water and steam soothed the ache between my legs even as it woke new fires.

Sophie’s hands were everywhere, soap slick between her palms, sliding over my breasts, my shoulders, my nipples, my belly, and slipping between my thighs. She washed me slowly, deliberately, her fingers slipping between my swollen lips, scooping out the copious arousal still clinging inside me, the water turning milky as it swirled down the drain.

I moaned, leaning into her, my forehead tapped against her shoulder, the taste of her skin sharp with salt and soap and the faint musk of last night’s sex still clinging to her. Her thigh pressed between mine, the slick slide of her skin against my clit making me shudder, my hips rocking helplessly as she cleaned me, claimed me, prepared me for the pole.

“Today, Tiffany, you become ours.”

“I want to be yours… sorry… I shouldn’t have said that.”

I was drawn closer to her every second, like Sophie was a missing part of me, as if she completed me.

“You want me for now, honey, and I am yours, my love, my lust, and my shoulder to lean on, but it won’t last, just as all creatures grow up and change.”

“It feels overwhelming, Sophie.”

“Embrace me and draw confidence, but when you wish to move on, do it without hesitation.”

I nodded, my voice lost in the roar of the water, my body trembling with anticipation, fear, and a love so fierce it felt like worship.

The pole was waiting.

And I was ready to give it everything.

The morning air slapped my naked skin the moment Sophie opened the hostel door — cold, crisp, and laced with wood smoke from a hundred chimneys. My nipples tightened instantly into aching points, gooseflesh racing across my breasts and belly, every hair on my body standing on end as though the village itself inhaled and waited to taste me.

I stepped onto the frost-dusted cobbles barefoot. The stones were ice against my soles, sharp enough to sting, but the pain only sharpened the throb between my legs. My pussy lips, still swollen and tender from Sophie’s tongue and fingers last night, parted with every stride, cool air licking the raw folds, fresh slick leaking onto my thighs.

Behind me, Sophie walked naked too, her hand resting lightly on the small of my back, guiding without pushing. Amber and Jasmine flanked us, with Lila behind, their bare feet silent, their bodies covered in white robes that shimmered in the pale dawn light. A naked woman strolling through the village at sunrise should have felt insane, yet every shutter that opened, every curtain that twitched, every man who stepped from a doorway did so with reverence and a smile, not shock.

Coins clinked into the Sisterhood’s iron bowl, carried by Jasmine, before I even reached the first shop. The sound rang clear and metallic across the street, a promise, a toll, a hymn.

The butcher’s shop smelled of iron and raw meat, sawdust thick on the floorboards, blood still dripping from hooks where carcasses hung. The butcher himself, thick-armed, his apron stained crimson, stared openly as I twirled inside the doorway, my breasts bouncing, nipples stabbing the cold air, my shaved pussy lips glistening with fresh slick that caught the lantern light.

His wife stepped from behind the counter, her eyes bright, cheeks flushed. She wore a simple linen dress, the sleeves rolled high, her forearms streaked with blood and fat from her morning work. Without a word, she reached between my thighs, two fingers sliding through my swollen folds, gathering the sticky mess that coated me, cum and slick and the faint trace of Sophie’s saliva from hours earlier.

“My husband will fuck you today. I might come along, watch, and suck his cum out of your ruined hole.”

“Wow.”

“Get used to it, novice… get used to the men here worshiping you… some women too.”

While staring at me, she brought her fingers to her husband’s mouth. He sucked them clean with a low groan, tongue curling around her knuckles, eyes locked on mine the whole time.

“You taste ready, girl.”

His voice was gravel and smoke.

“She is.”

Sophie’s hand settled on my shoulder, warm, possessive.

“She’ll be at the pole within the hour. Bring your cock cleaned and hard.”

The wife laughed, low and filthy, and pressed her sticky fingers between my lips so I tasted myself on her skin, salty, sweet, metallic.

I moaned around them, hips rolling forward, begging without words.

“Don’t forget the golden rule, girl.”

“What’s that?”

“He’s my husband, and when he’s done with you, he sleeps in my bed.”

“I shall honor that.”

I visited more shops, offering more invitations to the men, pausing to chat with them, their sons who were of age, and their wives, who were fascinated by me.

The baker slid a warm, sugar-dusted pastry into my hand, then bent me over his floured counter, spreading my cheeks wide so his wife could lick a slow stripe from my clit to my asshole, gathering the cum that leaked from both holes before feeding it to him from her tongue. Flour dusted my breasts, clung to the sweat already beading between them, turning to paste where his mouth latched onto my nipple and sucked until I whimpered.

The blacksmith watched from his open forge, soot streaking his bare chest, cock already out and heavy in his fist. I knelt without being asked, and when I sucked around his precum-soaked crown, my entire body exploded in pleasure.

I already felt the goddess talking to me, encouraging me, flattening the fences of shame that rose when my inhibitions tried to stop me. I took the blacksmith’s cock to the root while his hammer rang against the anvil behind me, sparks showering my back like hot rain.

I bobbed up and down, my head cradled by Sophie, Lila filming already as I sucked the working man off hard and fast. He came fast, thick ropes of salty cum painting my tongue, dripping down my chin to splatter my breasts in pearly streaks that cooled instantly in the morning air.

I sucked him clean, then stood, smiled, and kissed his apprentice, a girl around my age, before moving on.

Each man, each woman, left their mark on me, spit, cum, flour, soot, sugar, even blood from a careless knife that grazed my wrist when the female owner took a kiss from me, all of it smeared across my skin until I shone with the village’s devotion.

Coins clinked in and around the bucket. Bells in the church rang, and voices rose in a low, steady chant from a crowd that followed me down the street.

By the time we reached the square, my thighs were slick to the knee, my nipples raw from teeth and cold, my pussy gaping and throbbing, my asshole twitching around nothing, desperate to be filled again and fucked until the tender sphincter tore.

The pole waited ominously, reverently like a fable that was about to reveal itself as a truth.

It stood taller in the dawn light, black wood gleaming with frost and centuries of seed polished into it. The iron cuffs to shackle me were open like hungry mouths. My breath clouded in the cold, my skin prickling as I stepped forward, coins still clinking into the steel bucket, the sound a heartbeat now, steady, relentless.

Sophie’s hand brushed my lower back.

“Kneel.”

I sank to my knees on the cold stone, the chill biting into my skin, my pussy lips parting wider as my thighs spread. Cum dripped from me in a slow, steady stream, pooling between my knees, steaming faintly in the frost.

The custodian approached, keys jangling, his eyes reverent. Then, it seemed he’d forgotten something, so he turned, cursed, and ran away. Sophie laughed.

“He needs the key to lock you up.”

“I can’t wait. I need a cock… at least one to suck while we wait… please, Sophie. I am on edge.”

“Okay.”

Sophie glanced around the crowd, then saw someone and smiled. She beckoned him and, to my utter shock, a priest stepped forward, his robes open, cock already hard and dripping. He didn’t speak, only shuffled forward until his cock was inches away, and then he guided my mouth onto him, feeding me inch by inch until my throat bulged and my lips stretched wide.

I sucked his cock greedily, tasting salt and incense, my tongue curling around his shaft as he fucked my face slowly and deeply. His hands tangled in my hair, holding me still while he used me, his cock pulsing against my tonsils until I gagged.

When I panicked, something in my mind calmed me, soothed me, told me to take the priest and accept the discomfort. With my mind relaxed, I tilted my head slightly to straighten the tunnel between my lips and deep throat, letting the priest fuck me as though my mouth were my cunt.

It felt raw, but right — his gnarly shaft dragging along my tight, tender throat as I clenched my neck muscles, milking it.

When the priest squirted his load, he orgasmed with a low, holy groan, flooding my throat with thick, salty seed that spilled from the corners of my mouth when I couldn’t swallow fast enough.

Only then did the custodian return, his keys cold against my wrists as he locked the cuffs.

The iron closed with a final, perfect click, and I was finally home.

The first cock in my mouth pulled free, painting my lips with the last of his spend. I licked him and my lips clean, staring up at the pole, at the sky, at the circle of men already forming, their cocks out, fists stroking, eyes burning with centuries of hunger.

My pussy throbbed, leaking, ready to be fucked, my ass clenching, ready too.

My heart soared.

I was the pole’s now.

And the pole was mine.


Chapter Twenty-Five

◆◆◆

My throat burned delightfully from the Priest’s cum that coated my lips, tongue, and throat. His cock and semen tasted delicious. After he was done with me, I stared up at him as he smiled back.

“Thank you, my child.”

“I’m eighteen.”

“Oh, I know… but everyone here is my child, my flock.”

“And now me too?”

“You are very special, Tiffany.”

“Will we see one another again?”

“Most certainly. If you wish.”

“I have a great deal to confess.”

“And confess you shall.”

He dropped his heavy robes back over his limp, clean cock, shot me one last smile, turned, and strolled away while the crowd that followed me down the street assembled into order.

A line formed. A line of men who would all fuck me. A line so long it was scary.

I glanced around while people rushed around, preparing buckets of warm water, I assumed to clean my dripping cunt when it was too full of cum. It was like the moments before surgery, a well-practiced team, this one made up of Sisters, preparing everything for me to be well and truly fucked.

Dawn frost still clung to the ancient cobblestones in delicate, glittering sheets, each crystal catching the first pale blade of sunlight and throwing it back like a warning. My breath fogged in thick silver clouds that hung in the frigid air before dissolving, the cold slicing straight through my naked skin until my nipples hardened into aching, knife-sharp points that throbbed with every heartbeat.

Goosebumps raced across my breasts, down my belly, over my hips, raising every fine hair until my body trembled, not from fear but from the raw, electric anticipation that pulsed between my thighs like a second heart.

I was locked to the pole, and it felt permanent, good, wholesome, honest, and, for the first time in my life, everything lined up.

The iron cuffs bit into my wrists, cold, unyielding, but I knew they would be rubbed raw from the hours I would spend struggling, then surrendering, then begging for more cock.

My arms stretched high above my head, my shoulders stretched almost painfully, my back was arched, my breasts crushed against the ancient wood that still carried the heat of yesterday’s sun and the deeper, darker warmth of centuries of cum worked into its grain.

I crawled up the cobblestones and pressed my naked body to the pole. The surface was tacky and warm beneath my nipples, not with polish but with the greasy, resinous film of sweat, seed, tears, and cunt-juice that had never truly been cleaned away, only added to, layer upon layer, until the pole itself seemed to breathe sex.

Sophie came up behind me, reaching around, cupping my breasts, rolling both nipples between index fingers and thumbs. I throbbed everywhere and moaned loudly because I needed cock.

“Do you consent to being fucked by these men, Tiffany?”

“Oh fuck yes.”

“At any time, if you want to stop, shout stop.”

“Understood, but I fucking won’t, Sophie.”

“All three holes will be fucked, sometimes together.”

“Let’s get on with it.”

“And they will cum inside you.”

“Yes… Yes… oh god, yes. Bring it on. I want to join the sisterhood, I want the pole, and I want each man to please himself inside me.”

“They will be gentle. I’ll make sure.”

“Thank you, Sophie.”

My thighs shook. My pussy lips were swollen and tender from Sophie’s tongue, and they parted with every tiny shift, cool morning air licking the raw, slick folds until I whimpered.

“I am ready for this, Sophie.”

“Good girl.”

Behind me, the village stirred. Shutters creaked open. Boots scraped stone. The low murmur of voices rose, layered with the metallic clink of coins already dropping into the Sisterhood’s iron bucket, a steady, filthy heartbeat that matched the throb in my clit.

Sophie stood at my side wearing a light, sheer gown that covered her to the knees. Where naked skin showed, it flushed rose from the cold, her nipples dark, stiff, and inviting. I wanted to fuck her again. I stared closely through the fabric and saw her own cunt leaking a slow, creamy trail down her inner thigh that caught the dawn light like liquid pearl.

She did not touch me now; she only watched as I prepared, hauling myself into doggy style, spreading my knees wide and pointing my holes up so the men could take me any way they wished. Sophie’s eyes were bright with pride and lust and something fiercer, something possessive, something I needed more than anything. Lila knelt a few paces away, her phone raised, filming, streaming, her breath fogging in quick, eager puffs, her free hand already buried beneath her robe, fingers working her own clit in tight, desperate circles.

Oh, to be so sexually liberated.

The first man stepped forward to fuck me, and a shiver of anticipation owned me.

He was a blacksmith. His shoulders filled the courtyard arch like a doorway made of muscle and beast. His linen shirt hung open, sweat still drying from yesterday’s forge, the scent of coal smoke and hot iron rolling off him in waves that hit my nostrils sharp and dizzying.

His cock jutted thick from the nest of dark curls at his groin, veins running from top to his balls bulging, crown glossy with precum that trembled at the slit before spilling in a fat, clear drop that stretched, then broke, landing warm on the cobbles between us with a soft, wet sound I felt in my clit.

My body reacted, my feral side taking over. The good girl inside me wanted to be defiled, reshaped inside, filled with cum, and remade. I gasped and moaned, releasing the tension building in every muscle, swarming through my mind until my thighs shook and my cunt clenched hard enough to force another thick rope of yesterday’s seed to ooze from my swollen lips and drool down the inside of my leg in a glistening, shameful trail.

The man did not speak straight away. He only lifted me by my thighs, his palms rough as bark, fingers digging into soft flesh until I gasped. I was a wheelbarrow, my legs spread wide of their own accord, knees hooking over his forearms, my ankles clamping onto his biceps, my cunt splayed open like a wound. The cold air kissed my exposed pink hole, raw and ruined, the lips peeling apart with a wet, filthy sound that carried across the courtyard and made coins clink faster into the bucket.

“Are you ready for my cock, Tiffany?”

“Oh, fuck, yes. I need this so badly, fill me up and fuck me hard.”

My face was a contorted mess, my voice ragged, my breathing quick, difficult and loud as my body trembled vigorously all over, waiting to be filled with cock and cum.

“I want it hard. Do you hear me, Blacksmith? Fuck me hard and fucking deep.”

“I’ll pound you.”

“And I’ll hold you to it!”

I almost screamed my words directly into Lila’s phone lens. Now was my moment to stake my claim to Sisterhood, to have the hordes of their followers desire me, wank over my images, want to fuck me when I traveled the pole circuit.

The Blacksmith shuffled his knees and angled his hips as my body trembled, my pussy dribbling a sticky mess onto a blanket hastily slid underneath me. Then he thrust forward, and the blunt, scalding head of his cock nudged my entrance, parting my swollen lips with a wet, filthy sound that carried across the courtyard.

I screamed as my breath hitched. My back arched harder as I pushed into him, my wrists jerking in the cuffs until iron bit hard into flesh and fresh blood welled, warm and metallic, dripping down my forearms in slow rivulets that cooled instantly in the dawn air.

The blood drove me on, I licked it, tasted my own metallic nectar, and my body exploded in an orgasm, the first of many yet to come, my cunt spasming, squirting a hot jet of slick that splashed across his belly and dripped from his balls in glistening strings.

He handled me gently but firmly, driving forward while pulling me back, sliding my tight, needy hole onto his thick, gnarly cock. It wasn’t brutal, but he was unrelenting, sliding his cock deep inside me with a thrust that split me open, stretched me wider than any man, than any toy, than any fantasy.

My cunt clamped around his veiny shaft, fluttering helplessly, the slick mess I had leaked for hours inside me forced deeper by his invasion until it bubbled out around his shaft in frothy, creamy rivulets that splattered his balls and dripped to the stones in obscene ropes.

I screamed for joy.

“Oh god, please take me, everyone… take a hole and fuck it, enjoy me and I will enjoy you.”

I glanced at Sophie for validation, and she nodded, proud, determined to make sure I got what I needed: a cunt stretched and filled and an invitation to temple. I heard the crowd react, whispering lewd things about me while coins landed in and around the metal bucket.

“She’s definitely sisterhood material.”

“That’s my man fucking her. I made him go without sex last night so he could fuck the novice really well. I am so proud.”

“The pole loves her.”

When the man drove his cock hard, balls deep inside me, an animal sound tore from my throat, raw and ragged. It echoed off the castle walls, swallowed by the roar of the crowd that had already begun to gather in huge numbers. My body jolted with every slam of my first lover’s hips, my breasts crushed to a blanket over cobbles, my nipples scraping raw against the rough wool, sparks of pleasure shooting straight to my clit.

The Blacksmith’s wife ran from the crowd and knelt beside me, bending low until her eyes met mine.

“Is he good… my husband?”

“Fucking amazing… so fucking long… such a long cock.”

I gasped between words, sent over the edge by the fact that a woman encouraged her husband to fuck me.

“And his cock is thick too. Is he stretching you inside?”

“Fuck yes.”

“May I lend a hand, Tiffany?”

Her husband slid his cock in balls deep again, stretching my cunt further and wider than any man. I stared at her, mildly confused, my eyes rolling from the utter ecstasy of the moment.

“Help?”

“Yes… your clit. I want to play with it while my man fucks you.”

“Yes… please.”

I closed my eyes while she reached down and expertly found the rock-hard, creamy pink nub that hung out of my protective hood, like it was gasping for touch. When she rolled it on her fingertip, I squealed for joy, opened my eyes, stared at her, my brow furrowed, my lips pursed, while I nodded energetically.

“MMM!”

Her husband fucked me as a man possessed, each thrust driving me closer to the pole, inch by inch, before gravity and his powerful fingers dragged my tight hole back down onto his cock, impaling me again and again. The wet slap of his belly against mine, the squelch of my ruined cunt, the creak of the pole itself as my weight pulled the chains and his fury, all of it blended into one long, filthy symphony.

In front of me, a second man stepped forward to claim another hole.

He was young, a farmer, sun-bleached hair falling across his brow in damp ropes, his eyes wild with the kind of hunger that comes from months of only calloused palms for company. His cock jutted long and cruelly curved upward, the shaft flushed dark, veins thick as twine beneath the thin skin, the crown already glossy and swollen.

A fat bead of precum trembled at his slit before it stretched into a clear, silver thread and broke, dripping warm onto the frost-dusted cobbles with a soft, wet sound that landed below my chin like an offering.

He dropped to his knees and shuffled onto the blanket. His cock smelled so divine, musky, salty, and with a tang that burned my nostrils.

Another small orgasm rippled through me at the sight alone, my cunt clenching hard around the blacksmith’s buried cock, milking him involuntarily until he groaned low and deep, his hips jerking forward to shove himself deeper. Fresh slick gushed out around his shaft, mixing with the cooling cum already inside me, the overflow sliding in thick, creamy rivulets down my inner thighs to pool beneath me on the stones where the blanket had shifted, steaming faintly in the dawn chill.

The farmer grabbed my hair in one rough fist, yanking my head back until my throat opened wide and my spine arched painfully, the iron cuffs biting fresh grooves into my wrists. Blood welled warm and metallic, trickling down my forearms in slow, deliberate trails that cooled instantly against my skin. He did not ask. He simply angled his hips and fed his cock between my parted lips without ceremony, the blunt crown smearing burning, salty precum across my tongue as he pushed forward, slow, relentless, stretching my mouth wider than it had ever been stretched before.

I gagged instantly, the sound wet and choking, spit flooding my mouth in a sudden rush, bubbling from my nostrils in thick ropes that dangled and snapped against my chin. The taste of him exploded across my tongue, sharp, musky, alive, the faint bitterness of months of pent-up need coating my throat as he shoved deeper, the curved length dragging along the roof of my mouth until the swollen head battered the back of my throat and lodged there, blocking my air.

My vision blurred with tears, hot and sudden, spilling down my cheeks in salty rivers that mixed with the spit already drooling from my stretched lips. My jaw ached, the corners of my mouth burning where his girth forced them wide, the skin splitting faintly so the metallic tang of my own blood joined the flood of saliva and precum sliding down my chin in glistening strands that splattered across my heaving breasts, cooling instantly against my flushed skin.

Behind me, the priest returned, his footsteps deliberate on the stones, the faint rustle of his robe the only warning before his palms settled on my ass cheeks, fingers splaying wide, nails digging into tender flesh until I sobbed around the cock already choking my throat.

The pain bloomed bright and sharp, sparks shooting up my spine, my anus fluttering open at his touch, the torn, swollen ring still raw from Sophie’s plug, greasy with lube, glistening pink and obscene in the dawn light.

He spat once, a thick, deliberate glob that landed warm on my puckered rim, sliding down the crease of my ass in a slow, filthy trail that mixed with the cum already leaking from my cunt. His thumb followed, pressing firm against the tight muscle, circling slow, spreading the spit and lube and blood until my hole twitched and fluttered like a hungry mouth.

“I’ll gently prise her anus open with a thumb before the men fuck that hole. She’ll suck you harder when I stretch her.”

“Go ahead, Father.”

The priest’s thumb pushed forward, slow, merciless, the pressure building, until my ring gave way with a wet, burning pop that tore a scream from my throat, muffled into a guttural, choking moan around the farmer’s cock. The stretch was white-hot, my torn rim splitting wider, fresh blood welling warm and metallic, mixing with the grease and spit until it dripped in pink-tinged ropes down my crack and splattered the stones beneath me.

He twisted deeper, sliding in a knuckle, until his thumb was buried to the hilt inside my ass, the heat of his skin searing against my raw walls. The pressure ground against the blacksmith’s cock through the thin membrane that separated my cunt from my rectum. Every thrust from the front shoved me back onto the priest’s thumb, every withdrawal dragged me forward, the triple invasion turning my body into a living fuck-sleeve for their pleasure.

I was triple-pierced, but not yet entirely done.

My cunt clamped hard around the blacksmith’s shaft, my throat convulsed around the farmer’s curved length, my ass fluttered and burned around the priest’s invading thumb. The blacksmith’s wife knelt closer, her breath hot against my ear, her fingers never ceasing their merciless dance across my sticky, quivering clit, rolling the swollen, throbbing nub in tight, perfect circles that made my hips buck helplessly, my body begging for more even as it broke.

Their rhythm locked in, brutal, relentless, joyous. The wet slap of the blacksmith’s hips against my ass, the squelch of my ruined cunt as it swallowed his cock again and again, the choking, gagging slurp of the farmer fucking my throat, the soft, wet pop of the priest’s thumb twisting deeper into my bleeding anus, every sound layered and obscene, echoing off the castle walls until the courtyard itself seemed to pulse with it.

Coins clinked like monsoon rain, a metallic heartbeat that matched the throb in my clit, the pulse in my ruined holes, the frantic drum of my heart.

I was the pole’s now, and the pole was mine, but I was only just getting started.


Chapter Twenty-Six

◆◆◆

Iron bit deeper into my wrists with every savage thrust, the cuffs already slick with warm rivulets of blood that trickled down my forearms, cooling into sticky trails that caught the pale midmorning light like threads of ruby glass.

The blacksmith’s cock filled my cunt to bursting point, thick, ridged, scalding, each forward slam of his hips forcing another obscene squelch from my ruined hole, cum and slick frothing around his root in creamy foam that splattered his heavy balls and dripped in slow, viscous ropes to the wool blanket beneath my knees.

His wife knelt close, her breath hot and sour with morning coffee and sleep, her fingers never ceasing their merciless rolling of my swollen, throbbing clit, nails occasionally scraping the sensitive hood until sparks of white-hot pleasure shot up my spine and my back arched harder against the pole.

The ache didn’t last; the pleasure won.

Behind me, the priest’s thumb still stretched my virgin anus, his knuckle buried to the hilt, twisting slowly, deliberately, spreading the burning ring wider, forcing the torn muscle to bloom open like a dark rose around his invasion. Fresh blood and spit mingled in a copper-sweet cream that dribbled down the crease of my ass, around his cock, and pooled warm beneath my dangling clit.

She used it as lube to roll my solid, throbbing clit in circles until I moaned, in a state of constant orgasm.

Two Sisters in heavy black habits floated from the circle of onlookers, their rosaries wrapped around their wrists, clinking softly against steel buckles on leather belts pulled tight. It sounded like the coins hitting iron buckets that already overflowed—a metallic perfume of copper and lust thick in the frost-laden air.

One Sister dropped to her knees behind me, the coarse wool of her habit brushing my calves, raising fresh goosebumps across skin already prickling with cold and need.

The Sister stared at Sophie as though she took her lead from her, which furthered my belief that my mentor was more than just a girl on a gap year with her friend.

“Tiffany needs more lube inside her before anyone fucks her ass. Spit is never enough for a first anal on the pole.”

“Has anything been inside her there before?”

“Only the priest’s thumb and a plug. Treat her as untouched and be careful.”

“Of course, Sophie.”

The first Sister’s hands felt surprisingly delicate beneath the calloused pads of a woman who spent her life polishing the pole. She spread my ass cheeks so wide the skin at the corners of my hole pulled taut and burned, almost rising into a kiss that needed to be tasted.

Cold air kissed my raw, gaping ring, then the wet heat of a tongue, broad, flat, and relentless, dragged across the base of my stuffed cunt. It licked around the thin membrane, sealing the blacksmith’s buried cock inside me. She slurped the spillage, then licked along my perineum, and finally swirled her soft tongue around my fluttering anus in one long, filthy lick.

The blacksmith roared, his hips slamming forward one final time, his cock pulsing, swelling, then erupting in thick, scalding jets that flooded my womb and overflowed instantly, squirting out around his shaft in creamy pink arcs that splattered his wife’s wrist and dripped in heavy ropes to the stones.

My anus was torn. The tongue licking my hole stung around the edges, but I didn’t care because pleasure utterly consumed me.

The man fucking my throat, cradled my skull between his palms with surprising tenderness. He tensed, his thighs trembling, knees locked out, and his cock jerked against my tonsils.

I pulled back just enough, avoiding a total gag that would spoil the moment for both of us, and I sealed my lips tightly around the ridge beneath his crown. My tongue flicked the sensitive slit, and I sucked hard, milking him as the first rope blasted across my palate, salty, bitter, alive, coating my tongue in thick, burning strands that slid down my throat in heavy waves as I swallowed. Sophie’s fist closed around his shaft, pumping it hard and fast, forcing every last drop of him into my greedy mouth.

Sophie’s lips brushed the shell of my ear, her warm breath smelling of coffee and her own slick.

“I am so proud of you, Tiffany. Swallow every drop like the perfect little novice you are. As soon as the first cock claims that pretty virgin ass, the pole will taste you forever.”

“Mmm.”

“Swallow every drop, honey. It looks like the guy fucking you is done, and now his wife wants what’s hers.”

“Mmm.”

I moaned around the pulsing shaft, throat working, swallowing, swallowing, until the last spurt painted my tonsils, and the man eased free, his cock glistening with my spit and his semen, a final white pearl trembling at the slit before falling warm onto my lower lip.

“I won’t waste a drop of you.”

“Tiff… I think I love you.”

“You can’t love me, honey. Go back to your wife.”

“Can I see you again?”

“If I get into the temple… you, and your wife can fuck me.”

“I’ll let her know.”

The blacksmith withdrew his cock from inside me with a wet, sucking pop, his cum gushing from my ruined cunt in a thick, creamy flood. I stared back and saw how it poured disgracefully down my thighs in steaming rivers, the scent of fresh seed and torn flesh rising sharp and intoxicating in the cold mid-morning air.

Before a single drop could reach the blanket, gentle arms circled my waist, soft breasts pressed to my thighs, and sharp nails dug into my hips as I was shifted, guided downward until my knees no longer touched anything. My gaping, dripping cunt hovered over a waiting mouth.

The blacksmith’s wife stared up at me, her eyes wild with devotion and hunger, her lips already parted, tongue extended like a supplicant waiting for communion.

I lowered myself slowly, thighs trembling, until my swollen, ruined lips sealed over her mouth and the first hot rush of her husband’s cum, mixed with every man who had used me before him, flooded her tongue in a thick, creamy deluge.

She swallowed with a moan that vibrated straight to my throbbing clit, her hands clutching my ass cheeks, spreading them wider. Her nails bit tiny crescents into my tender flesh as she sucked, drawing the mess from my depths with gentle, rhythmic pulls that made my hips rock helplessly. When too much spilled from me, she smeared the overflow across her cheeks, her chin, and her throat in glossy streaks that caught the rising sun like liquid pearl.

I threw my head back, cum streaking my face, and I screamed to the pale winter sky.

“This is me! I belong to the pole, and I fucking love it!”

The words tore from my throat raw and ragged, echoing off the castle walls, swallowed by the roar of the crowd and the ceaseless clink of coins raining into iron.

Another man approached me, wiry, gorgeous, his cock immensely thick, the flushed shaft curving upward like it was forged for ruin.

Lila knelt behind him, her robe pooled at her waist, her tongue already buried between his cheeks, rimming him with slow, worshipful strokes while two Sisters held his ass wide, their fingers digging into muscle, spreading him open so Lila could spear deeper inside him.

Her small hand reached around his waist, her fingers wrapping his shaft, pumping it slowly, coaxing fresh precum that dripped in clear, shining strings to the stones.

They were warming him up to fuck my throat.

Sophie squatted in front of me, her thighs splayed wide, her own cunt glistening, lips parted and dripping, the scent of her arousal sharp and intoxicating in the cold.

She cupped my chin, her thumb smearing the mess of cum and spit across my lower lip, and she kissed me deep and slow, her tongue sliding against mine, sharing the taste of every man who had already marked me.

When she pulled back, her eyes were liquid fire. I couldn’t hold back — I had to know.

“Are you the goddess, Sophie? Is she reborn through you?”

Sophie looked shocked and glanced around, making sure we weren’t overheard, but I’d been careful, even as my orgasm seemed endless and I was otherwise out of control.

“Shhh, little one. How do you feel?”

“Whole and better than at any moment in my life, but I am not finished.”

“That’s the right answer.”

“I won’t stop pleasing the men until the last cock has spilled inside me.”

“Good girl.”

Sophie rose, stepping aside as the wiry man moved beneath me, the blacksmith’s wife rolling away with her face shining, her lips swollen and painted with her husband’s semen.

A Sister knelt behind me, the cold plastic nozzle of an enormous syringe pressing against my stretched, bleeding rim.

She slid it inside me and squeezed the plunger. Thick, icy lube flooded my rectum in a shocking rush that made me cry out, the cold burning against my torn flesh, filling me, stretching me, preparing me for what came next.

The wiry man’s cock was a brutal, beautiful contradiction: his body lean as a whipcord, shoulders narrow, hips sharp enough to cut. The shaft spearing my ruined cunt was impossibly thick, flushed dark rose at the root, veins like cables under velvet skin, the crown swollen to a glossy plum that stretched my already torn lips until they burned white-hot around him.

He slid home in one slow, merciless glide, stretching me wide, the lube, and blood and blacksmith’s cooling spend squelching obscenely as my walls parted, fluttered, then clamped down hard, trying to milk him even as the stretch tore fresh screams from my throat.

Every inch of his cock inside me forced another thick ribbon of mixed seed to gush out around his root, the overflow running in warm, sticky rivers down his balls, dripping in heavy, rhythmic plops onto the wool blanket that was now a sodden, reeking swamp of cum and blood and cunt-juice steaming gently in the rising sun.

I stared at him in disbelief.

“Do you like that, Tiffany?”

“You’re fucking perfect.”

“When your ass is fucked, you’ll feel fuller than ever. My cock is perfect for you, but they’ll start you off short and thin in the back passage. I’ll make you cum.”

“I’ll make you all cum.”

“You will.”

My knees no longer touched anything; the cuffs held all my weight, iron grinding bone, blood dripping faster now, warm rivulets racing down my arms to my elbows, hanging in trembling beads before falling to splatter across my heaving breasts in bright, shocking red that cooled instantly against the frost-kissed air and slid in slow, tickling trails between my sweat-slick cleavage.

The wiry man’s hands settled on my hips, his fingers digging bruises into tender flesh, thumbs pressing hard into the hollows above my hipbones as he lifted me an inch, then slammed me back down, the motion driving his cock so deep the blunt head battered my cervix with a dull, delicious ache that blurred my vision and forced a guttural, animal moan from my raw throat.

But it was the amazing stretch that tuned my entire body to him.

Each upward drag, his cock scraped its veiny length along my swollen front wall, the ridge beneath his crown catching on every ridge inside me until sparks exploded behind my eyes. Each downward slam forced another obscene squelch from my overstuffed cunt, the frothy mess bubbling out in rhythmic pulses that coated his shaft and dripped in long, glistening strings from his heavy, swinging balls.

Behind me, the Sister with the syringe was not finished; she pressed the cold plastic nozzle deeper into my bleeding anus, past the torn ring, past the thumbed-open muscle, until the tip kissed places nothing had ever touched, then she squeezed again.

“Sorry, Tiffany. You need it deep for the cocks that will fuck you later. They get longer and thicker.”

“Good… I fucking need this.”

“The Goddess demands it.”

I glanced at Sophie, who smiled, placing her finger across pursed lips.

I closed my eyes and smiled, imagining her at the center of my world as another shocking flood of thick, icy lube surged inside my rectum, filling me, stretching me, the cold burning so intensely I screamed around nothing, my back arching until the cuffs cut fresh grooves and blood poured freely now, warm and metallic, coating my arms, dripping from my fingertips in steady, rhythmic drops that pattered onto the wiry man’s chest and ran in crimson rivulets through the sweat pooling in the hollow of his throat.

The scent of sex rose in waves: copper blood, sour lube, the sharp, animal reek of fresh cum, the deeper, darker note of my own cunt stretched beyond reason. All of it was thick enough to taste on every inhale, coating my tongue like a second skin.

Lila knelt to my left, her phone raised, auburn curls whipping in the rising wind, her free hand buried between her own thighs, fingers plunging in and out of her dripping cunt with wet, rhythmic squelches that matched the wiry man’s thrusts inside me. Her moans were soft and worshipful, her eyes never leaving the place where his thick cock disappeared again and again into my ruined hole.

The man Lila had warmed up approached me, a second cock for me to worship, while the third warmed up behind me, its owner on his knees, his breath hot against my back.

I was about to have all three of my holes filled.

Amber stood beside Lila, her robe open, freckled breasts heaving, her nipples dark and stiff. Her hand cupped one heavy breast, and she rolled a nipple between slick fingers while she watched me break and remake myself on the pole. Her lips parted, and breath fogged in quick, desperate puffs that smelled of coffee and her own slick.

The wiry man lifted me higher, almost off his cock, then slammed me down so hard my lips sealed tighter around the cock fucking my throat.

I felt the next orgasm building low in my belly, a white-hot coil tightening, pulsing, ready to shatter me completely.

The wiry man’s thick cock pistoned inside my ruined cunt with a steady, relentless rhythm that made my entire body sing, each upward drag scraping his veiny length along my soft tissue walls until sparks burst behind my eyes. Each downward slam of my body forced another wet, filthy squelch from my overstuffed hole, frothy cream bubbling around his root and dripping in long, glistening ropes from his heavy balls to the sodden blanket beneath us.

Behind me, the first true anal cock nudged my torn rim. It was short and thin, the blunt head scalding hot, slick with icy lube, the Sister had pumped deep into my rectum as it poured out of me.

He pressed forward slowly and deliberately, the pressure building inside me. My scream tore loose, my eyes bulged, and my breathing stopped until my torn ring gave way with a soft, wet pop that sent a white-hot flare of pleasure and pain ripping through my guts.

I screamed into the throat-cock already stretching my lips and fucking me, careful not to grind my teeth against his shaft. The sound muffled into a guttural moan that vibrated around the man’s shaft and made him groan, leaning into me, his fingers tightening in my hair as he fed me another inch.

The short, thin cock slid home deep inside my back passage in one slick glide, bottoming out with a dull, delicious ache that made my vision blur and my back arch harder.

Someone reached in from both sides and tweaked my nipples hard, then harder, but it wasn’t ever too much — it was just enough as all three men went balls deep inside their chosen hole, worshiping me, worshiping Sophie.

The thought hit me like an epiphany. I had three cocks inside me now, one in each hole, moving in perfect, filthy harmony.

The fill was terrific, the stretch exquisite, as the cocks filling my cunt and rectum were separated by only the thinnest membrane. Every thrust from behind ground the two shafts together until I felt them rubbing through my walls, a sensation so obscene, so perfect, I came instantly, my body convulsing. My cunt and ass clamped down hard, milking both men as a hot gush of slick and leftover cum squirted out around the wiry man’s thick root and soaked his belly.

The men changed without ceremony, practiced, reverent and loving as the line dwindled, my holes widened and dribbled heavily, and the blanket underneath me stained and soaked.

A new man fucking my throat tensed, his thighs trembling, then he pulled free with a wet pop. I smiled up as he wanked off, my lips parting so he could paint my tongue with thick, salty ropes that I swallowed greedily.

The next cock was longer, curved, and already dripping when it slid between my bruised lips and pushed deep until my throat bulged and my eyes watered.

Behind me, a thicker, longer cock fucking and stretching my rectum pulsed once, twice, then erupted, flooding my guts with scalding heat that made me moan around the new shaft stretching my throat.

The wiry man fucking my pussy was long gone, and two more had fucked my sloppy hole since. When the guy in my mouth shot his load, I had a few seconds’ respite to breathe and balance before the next man took his place.

I looked down and saw the new guy fucking my cunt roll his eyes and groan in deep pleasure. He shot me a cum face to die for as he scalded and kissed my cervix with his crown and seed.

He eased his cock out slowly, the drag exquisite. He rolled away, and immediately a new guy with an even thicker, longer cock took his place, the blunt head forcing my pussy wider as he buried himself to the hilt.

A man fucked my back passage roughly because I asked him to. He tore my ring wider, stretching my anus open with a burn that blurred into pure, blinding pleasure as he sank his cock to the hilt and began to fuck me in slow, deliberate strokes that made my toes curl and my vision white out.

I glanced at Sophie through the haze of tears and sweat and cum, her eyes locked on mine, glowing with something ancient, something that made the air around her shimmer like heat above summer stone.

“I fucking knew it!”

She smiled, slow and knowing, and in that moment, I knew with no more words that the goddess moved through Sophie the way the pole moved through me.

The man fucking my pussy lifted me almost off his cock, then slammed me down so hard my teeth clicked and fresh tears spilled, only for him to groan and flood my cunt with another thick load that overflowed instantly, squirting out around his shaft in creamy arcs that coated the new man’s balls already nudging my stretched anus.

They swapped again, seamlessly, lovingly, the line of men dwindling as more and more stepped forward only to finish and step back, sated, reverent, their coins clinking steadily into the buckets that overflowed now and spilled across the stones in shining rivers of copper and silver.

My body settled into the rhythm of the pole, three cocks always inside me, always moving and filling, always stretching me. I satisfied them while they worshipped me.

Each new anal cock was longer and thicker, forcing my torn ring wider, the burn blooming into pleasure so intense I sobbed around whichever shaft filled my throat while my cunt clenched greedily around the cock wrecking it, milking every drop of seed.

I became the pole and the pole became me, ancient wood slick with centuries of seed and blood and cunt-juice soaking me in until I couldn’t tell where I ended and the pole began.

Hours blurred, and the men kept coming and cumming, fucking me hard and long, but never so rough that I wanted them to stop. I was being used, but not in a demeaning way — they loved me.

The sun climbed higher, frost melted into steaming puddles that reflected the sky and the endless circle of men, their cocks, their cum, their reverence.

I took them all, three at a time, sometimes four when one couldn’t resist painting my face or breasts or back with thick, scalding ropes that cooled instantly in the air and dripped in slow, sticky trails down my body to mingle with the blood and lube and seed already coating me.

My glances at Sophie never stopped.

Each time our eyes met, my certainty grew; something vast and ancient and hungry moved behind her gaze. It was something that smiled when I screamed, something that drank my pleasure the way I drank the men’s cum.

I was ascending.

And the pole was carrying me home.


Chapter Twenty-Seven

◆◆◆

The winter sun hung low and pale in the sky, its weak light slanting across the market square in thin, golden blades that caught on the frost creeping back over the ancient cobblestones.

Each crystal shard glittered like shattered glass beneath the blanket that had shifted under my knees hours ago. The air sharpened into a knife-cold bite that sliced straight through the lingering heat of bodies and sex still radiating from my sweat-slick skin, raising fresh goosebumps across my breasts, belly, and thighs. Every pore prickled as the chill kissed the drying layers of cum, blood, lube, and slick that coated me from crown to soles in a thick, cooling glaze that tugged and cracked with every tiny movement.

My breath came in thick silver clouds that hung heavy and slow before dissolving into the frigid late afternoon. The raw scent of my own ruin rose sharp with every exhale—copper from the blood crusted thick around my raw wrists, sour musk from the endless loads still oozing slow and warm from my gaping cunt and torn anus, the deeper, animal tang of sweat baked deep into my skin by hours of relentless fucking.

I crawled forward and wrapped my arms around the pole, kissing it. Sophie, Lila and the others purred approvingly as I mumbled everlasting love and devotion to a solid piece of wood.

It felt right.

“That’s it, Tiffany. Your instincts are kicking in.”

“I feel the Pole’s aura.”

“That’s because you are one of us now.”

“Oh god.”

I sobbed for joy, and Sophie kneeled behind me, wrapping her arms around my cum soaked body. She felt warm, her breasts comforting, her nipples solid as they rasped against my silken skin, and emotions suddenly overcame me.

“I want to cry, Sophie… I feel happy.”

“When you pass through the Temple gates, your old life doesn’t exist.”

“I am ready.”

I turned around and leaned back, staring at Sophie, marveling at her beauty. The pole’s wood pressed warm and tacky against my arched back, centuries of seed worked into its grain radiating a faint, living heat that seeped into my spine like a lover’s palm, grounding me even as my body trembled from exhaustion and the endless aftershocks still rippling through my swollen folds and burning ring.

The market square emptied in slow, reluctant waves around me. Vendors packed their carts with the creak of wooden wheels and the scrape of crates dragged across stone, their voices low and reverent as they stole final glances at me, still chained and dripping. Each left me a tip in the coin buckets, which overflowed — according to Sophie, they traded well because of me.

Suddenly, there was a different vibe: warmth from Sophie as she leaned in to kiss me, the distant murmur of voices, and the steady, metallic clink of coins still spilling from overflowing buckets. The heavy iron vessels were so full that copper and silver rivers cascaded across the frost-dusted cobbles, glinting in the dying light.

Men with wheelbarrows arrived, grunting under the weight of my treasure, wheels crunching through the thin ice as they hauled away the tribute, the sound a steady, rhythmic heartbeat that matched the throb deep in my ruined holes.

“Did I do well, Sophie?”

“The best darling.”

“Best ever?”

“Yes, sweetheart.”

“Are you proud of me?”

“I am… very. You were incredible.”

I stared deep into her eyes and saw the attraction within her that drew me. A sparkle, a memory of love, something that got me every time.

“You did better, Sophie.”

“You did brilliantly.”

“Thank you.”

In that moment, I learned a lesson in Sophie’s smile. I was part of the sisterhood — competitions were irrelevant now.

My wrists hung raw and blood-crusted in the iron cuffs, the skin split in deep, oozing grooves where metal had bitten bone during hours of repositioning, surrendering, then begging for more cock. Fresh blood welled warm and slow, trickling down my forearms in sticky rivulets that cooled instantly against the chill, dripping from my elbows in deliberate, heavy drops that pattered onto my heaving breasts, streaking through the drying layers of cum already painted across my skin in flaky, pearly patches that caught the pale light and tugged at my nipples with every breath.

Three men approached through the emptying square, their boots crunching frost, breaths steaming thick and white in the late afternoon chill. A grizzled farmer led, his thick, veined cock jutting heavy from the nest of gray curls at his groin, the flushed shaft glistening with precum that trembled at the slit before spilling in a fat, clear bead down the underside.

A young apprentice followed, his long, cruelly curved length already dripping, the crown swollen and glossy, a silver thread of anticipation stretching from tip to thigh. A burly woodsman brought up the rear, axe in hand, his short, girthy cock thick as a wrist, veins bulging beneath taut skin, the blunt head flushed dark and leaking steadily in the cold.

Lila intercepted them.

“Tiffany is done for the day, guys. You’re late.”

“Work. It won’t wait. Didn’t mean to disrespect.”

I raised a hand and waved at Lila.

“Let them come. I don’t want any man here to leave dissatisfied.”

She looked dubious, then glanced at Sophie, who nodded.

The men moved with quiet reverence, their eyes burning, cocks dripping precum in steady, shining strings that steamed faintly against the frost. The farmer stepped beneath me first, his calloused palms settling warm on my bruised hips, fingers digging into tender flesh as he lifted me slightly, angling my cum-frothy cunt over his thick crown.

The apprentice knelt before my face, his curved length nudging my bruised lips, smearing burning, salty precum across my tongue as he fed himself slow and deep into my mouth. The woodsman moved behind, his rough hands spreading my ass cheeks wide until my torn, swollen ring gaped pink and obscene, lube and blood mixing in a warm, pink slurry that dripped steaming to the sodden blanket below.

“She’s sore…I can’t.”

“You must. I can take it.”

The farmer thrust upward in one smooth, relentless glide, stretching my ruined cunt wider than ever, his thick veins dragging along my spongy walls until my vision blurred and a raw, joyous scream tore from my throat. It was muffled instantly by the apprentice’s curved cock sliding deep, the swollen head battering the back of my throat until spit bubbled from my stretched lips in thick, dangling ropes.

The woodsman pressed forward without pause, his girthy head forcing my bleeding rim wider, the burn blooming white-hot as he sank inch by brutal inch of his wonderful cock into my guts, the lube-slick slide squelching obscenely until his heavy balls pressed flush against my perineum.

They found harmony instantly, their hips moving in perfect, filthy sync—the farmer slamming deep, his crown spanking my cervix with dull, delicious thuds that forced fresh squirts of slick and old cum to arc from my overstuffed cunt in steaming sprays.

The apprentice choked my throat slowly and steadily, spit bubbling from my nostrils, dripping in glistening strands down my chin to splatter my heaving breasts. The woodsman wrecked my torn anus with short, punishing strokes that made the pink cream dribble faster, steaming in the chill, pattering like warm rain onto the blanket already soaked through with hours of filth.

My pleasure peaked in endless, rolling waves, my body convulsing between them, cunt and ass clamping hard, milking their cocks as raw, joyous screams vibrated around the shaft stretching my throat. Every thrust synced with the pole’s ancient pulse, thrumming through the wood into my outstretched fingers. It felt warm and living, drinking my surrender as I gave it freely, wholly, and reverently.

The farmer came first, his thick cock pulsing, swelling, then erupting in scalding jets that flooded my womb and overflowed instantly, pattering like warm rain onto his balls below.

The apprentice followed seconds later, pulling free with a wet pop and wanking to paint my tongue in thick, salty ropes that I swallowed greedily. The excess dripped from my bruised lips in pearly strands that cooled against my chin. The woodsman lasted longest, his girthy shaft grinding deep inside my back passage until he roared low and guttural, heat blooming sudden and fierce in my guts as he flooded my torn rectum, the overflow mixing with blood and lube in a warm, pink cascade that steamed against the frost.

They withdrew slowly, respectfully, each man pressing a kiss to my bloodied wrists, their lips lingering on the raw skin, tasting iron and salt before dropping final coins that clinked heavily into the nearest bucket. I slumped in the cuffs, my body limp and trembling, exhaustion settling bone-deep, yet a quiet, perfect wholeness humming beneath the ache.

Sisters in flowing white robes emerged from the shadows like ghosts made flesh, Sophie leading, dressed now, her sheer gown whispering over frost-dusted stone, her nipples dark and stiff beneath the thin fabric. I sniffed the air, glanced and saw her own cunt still leaking a slow, creamy trail down her inner thigh that caught the dying light in glistening streaks.

They circled me close, the air thickening with the scent of rosemary and warmed skin, their soft breasts pressing gently against my back and sides as keys clinked cold against iron.

The cuffs unlocked with soft, final clicks, fresh blood oozing warm from the grooves as my arms fell heavy and numb. I sagged instantly, my body slicked in layers of cum, sweat, blood, and lube cooling tacky against the chill, and the Sisters caught me without hesitation, their soft arms sliding beneath my thighs and shoulders, gentle hands cupping bruised flesh, lifting me high like a sacred relic cradled in silk.

I was being taken to the Temple.

Suddenly, the village turned out in waves as my procession began. Doors flung wide, faces crowded windows, cheers rose warm and fierce despite the cold—women ululated in high, trilling waves that echoed off stone, men clapped calloused palms in steady, reverent rhythm. Well-wishers tossed handfuls of frost-dusted rose petals that fluttered down like snow, sticking to my cum-glazed skin in delicate, fragrant patches that slowly warmed against my body.

The Sisters carried me through winding streets, their bare feet silent on cold cobbles, incense curling thick from swinging braziers that painted the air with sharp, sacred spice. Every jolt of their steps sent fresh leaks from my ruined holes, thick pearly trails dripping warm to the stones below, where villagers knelt swiftly, pressing their lips to the blessings in quiet devotion, their tongues darting out to taste the mingled seed, slick as it cooled against frost.

Sophie walked beside the procession, her hand resting warm on my ankle, her fingers tracing slow, soothing circles over the delicate bone. Her eyes met mine through the haze of exhaustion and joy—a subtle glow flickering in those depths, a smile curving soft and warm despite the knife-cold air, no words spoken, just quiet command and promise hanging between us like breath made visible.

The temple gates loomed ancient and welcoming, ivy heavy with frost framing the arch, the scent of rosemary and thyme billowing out in thick, healing steam as the doors swung wide.

A bathing chamber with showers and beautifully shaped tubs waited beyond. Copper heads hissed hot water that filled the vaulted space with clouds of steam scented sharp with rosemary, thyme, and aromatic oils that stung my nose and soothed my lungs in the same breath. Marble tiles glowed warm underfoot, slick with condensation, the air thick and wet, every inhale drawing the healing herbs deep into my aching lungs.

Sisters guided me gently to the ornate queen’s stool at the center—dark wood carved with ancient vines, the padded rim soft and yielding, faintly stained with centuries of use. They positioned me carefully over a reclining woman whose gentle face shone with reverence, her eyes soft and dark, lips already parted in quiet anticipation.

I lowered myself slowly, my thighs trembling from exhaustion. The elastic panels positioned perfectly on each cheek spread my pussy lips wide. The girl below raised her head, sealing her lips warm and wet over my throbbing cunt. Gentle suction began instantly, her lips puckering softly around my ruined entrance, tongue spearing deep and curling with deliberate care. She drew out thick, creamy floods of mingled cum—salty waves laced with sharper musk, warmed by my body, sweetened faintly by my own slick. While others prepared to bathe me, my attendant sucked and swallowed with low, vibrating moans that rippled straight up my core like warm honey poured over raw nerves.

Other Sisters moved around me with quiet purpose, soft sea sponges lathered thick with herbal soap gliding over my blood-crusted wrists. The initial sting of cleansing gave way to soothing warmth as arnica salve followed, cool and sharp with mint, seeping into split skin until the throb eased into dull, manageable ache.

Palms kneaded deep into my bruised hips and thighs, fingers tracing the faint silver stretch marks with warmed oil that smelled of lavender and rich earth, every touch reverent, healing, unhurried, drawing soft sighs from my raw throat as my body unwound, pleasure soft now, non-orgasmic, a deep, bone-melting release.

Sophie oversaw from the edge, cupping warm water in her palms to rinse my hair, fingers threading gently through the tangled curls, her smile lingering. There was subtle authority in her gaze, a quiet nod when the cleanup Sister finished swallowing the last thick clot of semen from my depths — no words, just a mentor’s warmth wrapping around me like the steam itself.

I was dried gently with linen towels, soft and absorbent, scented faintly with sun-dried herbs and beeswax. The fabric whispered over my skin as Sisters patted away droplets, tracing every curve and bruise with care, the linen warming against my body until the chill finally fled my bones.

White panties followed, a thick liner crinkling soft as it settled against my swollen lips, absorbing the slow, steady leaks still seeping from my holes in warm, shameful pulses. The Sisterhood’s signature light silk gown came last, cool and smooth, whispering over my damp curves, clinging faintly to places the towels had missed, the fabric cool against my raw nipples until they stiffened anew.

I was guided through hushed corridors to Sophie’s new bed—larger than the others, a four-poster draped in heavy mulled-wine velvet that smelled of cedar and old incense. It was piled high with pillows and feathers and linens scented with lavender and warm skin. I joined Sophie, Lila, Amber, and Jasmine, already tangled there, their bodies warm and soft, limbs entwining with mine, slow and sure. Our breaths synced in the quiet dark, sleep quickly claiming me in a cocoon of sisterly love, Sophie holding me closest, her smile unseen but felt against my neck.

Dawn filtered through narrow slits in the stone, and the dormitory air felt calm and still, carrying the faint, lingering musk of last night’s healing. I woke feeling sore—wrists bandaged tight but throbbing deep, my cunt and anus aching like bruises blooming inside, my muscles heavy as lead from hours of being chained and filled. Exhaustion weighed my bones until every slight shift sent fresh twinges through my core, yet a quiet joy hummed beneath it all, warm and steady, like the pole’s pulse still thrumming in my blood.

Sophie held me while she slept on, her arms locked protectively and warm around my waist. Her breath felt soft and even against my neck.

The scent of coffee, fresh bread, and sweet maple syrup wafted through our bedroom, grounding me, but as hungry as I was, I couldn’t leave Sophie.

I rolled slowly, and Sophie pulled me closer, her breasts pressed softly against my back, her nipples solid points against my skin. I craned my neck and whispered into her ear, voice trembling with awe and something deeper, something that felt like devotion.

“Thank you, goddess.”

Sophie smiled faintly, her eyes still closed, the curve of her lips a subtle confirmation — no words, just a shared secret hanging warm in the air between us, pulling me deeper into the temple’s embrace.


Chapter Twenty-Eight

◆◆◆

Sophie’s Point of View

I woke slowly, the first tendrils of dawn filtering through narrow slits in the Temple’s stone walls like pale fingers reaching for my skin. The light felt warm and was a gorgeous shade of golden, while an open window carried the faint chill of morning, making my nipples tighten beneath the tangled sheets.

My body felt light, anchored by the warmth of flesh pressing against me from all sides—soft curves and hard muscle. Tiffany was slick with the remnants of last night’s sweat and cum, the air thick with her and the musky, lavender-scented haze of our shared exhaustion and satisfaction.

My ladies had all fucked me, scissors style, grinding their tight, wet pussies and rock hard clits against mine until each made me cum until I was exhausted. Tiffany went last, orgasming hard, dribbling the semen still crammed inside her, into me.

I was relieved she was accepted by the pole, although not so pleased by her revelation about me, even though it was spoken as a whisper.

Whispers are overheard.

Tiffany lay curled against my chest, her breath soft and even, her long blonde hair splayed across my breasts like silk threads matted with dried seed. Her skin still carried the faint, salty tang of the village men who had filled her every hole yesterday, the cum basted deep inside her pussy, anus, and mouth now seeping out in slow, warm leaks that pooled between our thighs and soaked into our bed linen.

My girls would change our bed, bathe Tiffany, make love to her, heal her anus, and do all the excellent, post gangbang care they did for me.

I leaned down, my lips brushing hers softly, tasting the lingering bitterness of semen on her breath, sharp and metallic, mixed with the sweeter note of her own morning saliva, the flavor blooming across my tongue like a forbidden fruit I couldn’t resist.

She woke.

“Goddess, I-”

“Shhh. We’ll discuss that later. I am so proud of you, honey.”

“I’m in. I am one of you now.”

“You are sweetheart. I didn’t think I wanted to go back to the pole so soon, but watching you mounted and drilled by so many men… I felt the need.”

“I felt ashamed to start with. All those people watching me being fucked, then the mess… oh my god, the cum. It was everywhere.”

“Once you shrug off the moral dilemma, it gets easier.”

Lila, who was nestled on my other side, shifted her weight, groaning. She moved her leg over my thigh, found my knee, and ground her clit into it. I moved, making it easier. She moaned, opened her eyes halfway, and smiled.

“Thank you, Sophie.”

“Don’t stop.”

“I just need-”

“Don’t explain — enjoy.”

She closed her eyes again and ground her sticky, rock-hard clit against my thigh, circling her lips slightly to get some drag.

Lila snuggled closer, her auburn curls wild and damp against my shoulder. As she groaned, her full breasts mashed soft and heavy against my arm, her nipples pebbled from the cool air, grazing my skin with every shallow breath she took.

Amber spooned behind Lila, pretending to sleep, but her body forced my best friend’s into mine, helping her grind on my knee. Her freckled arm was draped over us both, her fingers resting lightly on my hip, warm and possessive. Amber’s breath carried the faint, honeyed lavender from the Temple’s soap that clung to her like a second skin.

Jasmine lay at the foot of the bed, her long black hair tangled with Lila’s thigh, her face peaceful in sleep, her lips still swollen from the kisses and licks she’d given and received through the night.

I was bisexual, loving the company of my ladies, but I needed cock — and plenty of it.

It was the weekend, and our dormitory hummed with quiet life. A distant drip of water from the showers echoed through the stone halls, the faint creak of beds as other Sisters shifted in their sleep or stirred to early morning pleasures. The air was layered with the soft, rhythmic moans from a curtained alcove where two girls ground together in slow, lazy friction, their slick cunts sliding with wet, obscene schlicks that made my own pussy throb in response.

Lila came hard, soaking my knee, her tongue seeking and finding my mouth so she could end her pleasure with a kiss. When she slipped off cum mountain, her eyes open wide, she spoke clearly and plainly.

“I love you, Sophie. But more than that. I am drawn to you. I heard what Tiffany whispered, and I believe there is something to it — more than you are saying.”

“Not now, darling… not here.”

“We’re in your bed, in your Temple, and we need to discuss this.”

“A moment, please, Lila.”

I closed my eyes for a moment, inhaling the mingled scents—lavender from the soap that had washed us clean last night, the deeper, sour musk of cum dried in flaky patches on our skin. My nose twitched from the sharp, animal tang of pussy juices baked into the sheets from hours of fingers, tongues, and toys probing deep.

Lila was right. This was home. This temple felt like my ancestral home in ways I couldn’t yet name, a place where the goddess’s echo pulsed through the walls like a heartbeat, ancient and eternal. Her presence in me felt different to the way other girls described their relationship with the pole and the goddess. She brought a warm, liquid throb to me that called to the blood in my veins, reminding me that I was more than Sophie, more than the girl who had stumbled into this life.

I felt it. I was the vessel, the reincarnation, the goddess reborn in flesh that still craved the pole’s claim, still bled for the rituals that bound us all.

But I didn’t want to reveal that truth, not yet, not even to myself fully. The echoes of the goddess inside me were a secret flame, flickering in my core, describing the world in colors only I could see, guiding my steps without words. I opened my eyes, pushing the thought down, focusing on the warmth of the bodies around me, the steady rise and fall of their breaths, the faint, rhythmic drip of cum still leaking from Tiffany’s swollen pussy onto the sheets between her thighs.

“Sophie, we must discuss this. We are addicted to you.”

“In love?”

“More. We talked when you slept with Tiffany. We can’t be separated from you. That’s not only love — it’s utter devotion.”

“Maybe we should visit with Vanessa. Perhaps this addiction is something other than mystical.”

“No… You threaten her position.”

“How? I mean, come on, Lila… for fuck’s sake, I can’t be anything other than Sophie — your best childhood friend and girlfriend.”

“I’m not your only girlfriend, darling. The odd thing is, I don’t feel jealous.”

A strawberry blonde girl walked by our bed, freckled from head to toe. Her bare feet padded softly on the plank floors, her silk gown slipping from one shoulder to reveal the curve of her freckled breast, the dark rose nipple stiff in the cool air.

She caught my eye, her gaze lingering with a mix of reverence and hunger, her lips curving into a slow, knowing smile that made my cunt clench, a fresh pulse of slick seeping warm between my lips.

“Is there room for me, Sophie?”

“Are you alone?”

“I am.”

“Then yes… There is always space. We’ll need a bigger bed. What’s your name, darling?”

“I am Delilah.”

“Welcome, Delilah.”

I spread my legs wide without thinking. I couldn’t help myself. I wanted Delilah’s tongue between my pussy lips, spearing my throbbing hole. The sheets rustled cool against my inner thighs, parting my swollen folds with a soft, wet sound that echoed faintly in the quiet dorm.

The air kissed my raw clit like a lover’s breath. Delilah knelt instantly, her knees sinking into the wool rug beside our bed. Her hands were gentle on my thighs as she spread me wider, her breath hot and damp against my pussy, carrying the faint, sweet scent of her own arousal as she leaned in.

Her tongue flicked out first, slowly and deliberately, as she lapped the length of my slit in one long, worshipful drag, gathering the slick that had gathered there overnight. I looked down and saw the expression I knew so well — my flavor bloomed sharp and musky on her tongue as her moan vibrated through me like a prayer.

Delilah sealed her lips around the base of my solid clit, sucking gently, rhythmically. Her tongue circled the throbbing nub in tight, perfect spirals that sent sparks shooting up my spine, landing in my nipples where they ached and hardened further.

Lila stirred beside me, her hand sliding across my belly, warm and possessive, her fingers finding a breast and cupping it softly. Her thumb brushed the stiff nipple in lazy circles that matched the strawberry blonde’s tongue on my clit. Amber joined too, her freckled arm draping over us, her lips pressing soft kisses to my shoulder, her breath warm and salty against my skin as she nuzzled closer.

Jasmine rolled at the foot of the bed, her long black hair spilling like ink across the sheets, her mouth finding the arch of my foot, her tongue tracing the sensitive skin there in slow, teasing licks that made my toes curl, and my cunt clench harder around nothing except an elusive tongue darting in and out of my damp, sticky hole.

The strawberry blonde’s tongue never faltered, as she worshiped me. Her lips puckered tighter around my clit, sucking with a gentle, insistent pull that made my hips rock helplessly. The slick leaked from my hole in warm, steady pulses she lapped up with eager, wet slurps, the sound obscene in the quiet dorm, echoing softly off the stone walls.

Lila’s mouth found my nipple, her lips sealing warm and wet around the stiff peak, her tongue flicking in rhythm with the strawberry blonde’s. She sucked gently at first, then harder, her teeth grazing the sensitive flesh until sparks of pleasure-pain shot straight to my core.

Amber’s tongue joined Jasmine’s at my feet, both tangling in wet, open-mouthed kisses across my arches. They sent ripples of tingling pleasure from my feet to my brain, where tiny explosions of joy caused me to moan, groan, and growl most tempestuously. Their saliva coated my skin in warm, slick trails that cooled instantly in the morning air, raising goosebumps that raced up my calves to land in my throbbing pussy.

The strawberry blonde’s hands spread my thighs wider, her thumbs pressing into the soft flesh at the crease of my groin, holding me open as her tongue speared deeper inside me, curling up against my inner walls, scooping the slick that poured from me in grateful floods.

I moaned, low and broken, the sound vibrating through Lila’s mouth on my breast, her suckling growing more urgent. Her hand slid down my belly to join the strawberry blonde’s, her fingers circling my entrance, dipping inside to spread me wider, the slick schlick of her probing echoing loud in the quiet dorm.

Delilah spread her tongue deeper, fucking me with it, teasing my orgasm to the precipice.

Pleasure built like a volcano, a white-hot coil tightening in my belly, pulsing in time with my heartbeat, my cunt clenching helplessly around the strawberry blonde’s tongue, my ass fluttering empty and aching for something to fill it.

Amber and Jasmine moved higher, their mouths trailing wet, open kisses up my calves, their tongues lapping the sensitive skin behind my knees in slow, teasing circles that made my thighs tremble, and my hips bucked harder into the strawberry blonde’s face.

Lila’s free hand found my other breast, cupping it softly, her thumb rolling the nipple in tight circles that matched her mouth’s rhythm. Pleasure sparked through me in twin waves that landed in my core, amplifying the heat building there until I sobbed, my body arching off the bed, the sheets sticking to my sweat-slick back in cool, damp patches.

Delilah sealed her lips over my clit again, sucking hard now, her tongue flicking the throbbing nub in rapid, merciless spirals. Lila’s fingers reached around her face, plunging deeper inside me, curling against my front wall, grinding the spongy spot there until stars exploded behind my eyes.

I came hard, my cunt spasming around Lila’s fingers, squirting a hot flood of slick that soaked the strawberry blonde’s chin and dripped in warm, glistening strings down her neck to her breasts, where it pooled in the hollow of her collarbone before spilling over.

She moaned into me, the vibration sending fresh aftershocks through my clit, her tongue lapping greedily at the mess, sucking every drop from my hole with wet, obscene slurps that echoed loudly in the dorm.

Amber and Jasmine crawled higher, their mouths finding my breasts now, their lips sealing over Lila’s fingers, sucking my nipples in tandem with her, their tongues tangling in wet, open-mouthed kisses across the stiff peaks, the slick sounds blending with the strawberry blonde’s slurps into a symphony of filth and love.

I shuddered through the waves of pleasure, my body convulsing, tears spilling hot down my cheeks as joy ripped through me, raw and perfect. My heart swelled with love for these women, my handmaidens, my sisters, their devotion a flame that burned through the exhaustion and shame of yesterday’s rig.

When the tremors faded, Delilah pulled back, her face glistening with my slick, her lips swollen and shining, her chin dripping with the mess she’d sucked from me. She smiled up at me, her eyes bright with reverence and hunger, then she leaned in for one last, soft kiss to my throbbing clit before rising gracefully, her knees red from the stone floor.

Lila, Amber, and Jasmine rolled away, their mouths leaving my nipples with wet pops, the cool air rushing in to sting the raw peaks. They settled around me, their bodies warm and soft, their hands tracing lazy patterns on my skin as my breath evened out, my heart slowing to match the quiet hum of the dorm.

I lay there, surrounded by their flesh, their love, their devotion, and I knew — the goddess’s echoes were real, pulsing through me, guiding me, and I was ready to embrace them, to reveal them, to become what I had always been.

But for now, in this moment, I was just Sophie, loved and whole.


Chapter Twenty-Nine

◆◆◆

Sophie’s Point of View

The bells tolled harder now, a frantic, joyous rhythm that rolled through the frozen woods like thunder trapped inside bronze. Each peal vibrated in my chest, in my womb, in the slick heat pulsing between my thighs.

I lay naked but warm and comfortable on the stone altar. Occasional snowflakes drifted inside the chapel to kiss my burning skin, each vanishing in tiny hisses of steam. My legs were spread wide apart for all to stare at my throbbing pussy, my knees hooked disgracefully over the carved edges of the stone.

Tiffany took control — the Seer. It seemed like she was the most senior handmaiden, even though she was still the youngest. Whatever was happening, an awakening of sorts, maybe — it seemed the others were finding their places.

Lila stooped and whispered in my ear.

“Something strange is happening, Sophie. I feel warm when I am close to you, cold when I move away. What’s happening?”

“I don’t think we should question it.”

“When I look at your pussy I want to lick it, when I see your anus, I want to kiss it… your nipples. Everyone feels it.”

I leaned up and stared between my legs to where everyone looked. My cunt was splayed open like an offering, hair-free lips swollen and glossy, my pink clit throbbing visibly, steaming in the cold air.

Tiffany knelt between my thighs again, her face still shining with my release, her tongue tracing lazy circles around my entrance as though she couldn’t bear to stop tasting me. Lila threaded her fingers gently through my hair, her own thighs trembling with need.

Amber, Jasmine, and Delilah formed a loose circle around the altar, naked now, their bodies glowing faintly in the strange warmth that radiated from me and the stone beneath me. Snow melted in a perfect ring around the shrine, revealing dark earth and the faint green of dormant vines that seemed to stir as if waking.

Footsteps crunched closer—many footsteps and their voices rose in a low, reverent murmur that carried on the wind.

“She’s here.”

“The Goddess has come.”

“Ashera walks again.”

My heart hammered. Part of me wanted to laugh at the absurdity, to sit up and shout that I was just Sophie, a gap-year girl who’d gotten stuck on a medieval fuck-pole for selfies. But the larger part—the part that had swallowed load after load at the pole, been fucked raw in every hole — that girl who had begged for more cocks, more tongues, more seed—knew better.

That part of me felt the altar thrum beneath my spine like a living thing. That part felt the goddess uncoiling inside me, warm and ancient and hungry.

The first villagers emerged from the trees.

A young couple advanced quicker than the others—barely in their twenties, cheeks flushed from cold and excitement—stepped into the clearing. When they stood at the chapel entrance, the boy’s cock was already out, thick and curving upward. His girl stood behind, reached around, and wrapped a hand loosely around it, stroking him slowly as they stared between my legs to where Tiffany’s head bobbed up and down as her tongue spread my cunt lips wide.

Behind them came others: farmers in wool coats, wives with scarves slipping from their hair, old men with canes they leaned on like staffs, husbands with wives wrapped tight against the cold. They moved with purpose, their eyes fixed on me, mouths parted in awe.

Tiffany lifted her head. Her voice rang clear, carrying over the snow.

“The Goddess calls her people. Come forward and be blessed.”

The young couple reached the altar first. The girl dropped to her knees beside me, tears glittering on her lashes.

“We’ve tried for three years. Nothing. Please… bless us.”

Everything suddenly made sense, but I didn’t know what to say. Ashera was a goddess of fertility, and I feared my words felt insignificant. Instead, I reached out and cupped her cheek. Heat flowed from my palm into her skin. She gasped, her eyes widening as she clutched her stomach, smiling.

“It’s tingling, Ashera.”

“Tonight is yours.”

“Bless my husband… please.”

“I shall.”

The boy stepped between my legs. Tiffany guided him gently, her slick fingers wrapping around his thick, gnarly shaft, angling the flushed crown against my entrance. She slid his cock up and down my creamy slit, pressing the underside of his precum-soaked crown against my solid clit.

I squirmed on the altar, my whole body racked in joyous rapture. The woman cupped my breast, then leaned closer, clenching her lips around my nipple. She sucked hard, I gasped, then, to my utter shock, milk flowed.

“Stop! Stop!”

The woman stopped sucking my nipple. I looked at it, red, swollen, aching, and coated in creamy milk. She looked surprised, and I stared at Tiffany, searching her face for an explanation.

“You breastfeed now, Ashera.”

“I’m not-”

“You don’t have to be. Every part of you is as essential as a woman can be.”

Tiffany got behind the young man standing between my legs, her hips driving his forward. He slid his cock balls deep inside me with one slow, reverent thrust. My cunt welcomed him easily, stretching, tingling with ecstasy, well lubricated by Tiffany’s tongue. He groaned as he bottomed out, hips flush against mine, his balls pressed tight to my ass.

His wife looked confused, almost frightened, so I cupped her head in one hand and drew her mouth back to my nipple.

“Feed… enjoy.”

“Thank you, goddess.”

The girl leaned over me, kissing my breast softly, then sealing her lips around my nipple. She sucked gently, rhythmically, matching her husband’s slow thrusts, pulling and drawing my milk, easing the ache in that breast.

I squirted milk hard, powerful jets gulped down greedily. Another woman took the spare breast and began draining my milk, pulling, drawing, working my swollen, tingling teat like I imagined a baby might.

Each time her husband drew back, my slick coated his shaft in glistening strings that caught the pale winter light. Each time he sank balls deep inside me again, his crown kissed my cervix, and something inside me flared brighter.

More hands touched me, palms prying my legs open. A woman kneeled and prised my ass cheeks wide apart, her tongue flattening, licking across my whorl, tantalizing the ridges that curled and descended inside me.

A woman’s finger circled my clit while her husband waited his turn to fuck me. When one woman drank her fill of me, another pair of lips closed over my nipple, drawing and feeding what felt like an endless supply of cream.

My arms flopped wide on either side. Fingers traced my wrists, tickling until the women playing there reached my hands between their legs. I wedged two fingers and a thumb on each hand, holding them stiff as the ladies gripped my wrists, guided their creamy cunts onto them, and began fucking themselves. I counted six people using me at once until Jasmine mounted the Altar, making it seven.

She fed me her cunt, strings of cream drooling onto my tongue, before Lila spread her girlfriend’s swollen lips with her fingers as they crushed down against mine, burning. Now, I understood my purpose. They worshiped my energy, my aura, and the heat from me that gave them something.

As they changed places, the boy was still fucking me vigorously, someone anointed my thighs with warm oil that smelled of rosemary and myrrh. Coins clinked softly into a small iron bowl my handmaiden’s had placed at the altar’s base—an echo of the buckets at the pole.

When the ladies fucking and feeding off me parted like a biblical sea, I watched my lover.

“Tonight, when you fuck your wife… do it constantly. Don’t stop. Fuck her every hour until morning.”

“My cock feels harder.”

“My gift to you. Fuck your wife until she aches. Then she’ll be pregnant.”

The boy’s rhythm faltered. He groaned my name—no, not my name.

“Ashera…”

He came hard, squirting his load inside me while his wife kissed me. His hips jerked as his twitching cock flooded me with thick, hot pulses that overflowed instantly, running warm down my ass crack to pool on the altar stone. The girl lifted her lips from mine, her eyes shining brightly.

“I love this, Ashera… sharing my husband with you.”

“Fuck him hard tonight, and you’ll be pregnant.”

“Thank you.”

Her husband pulled out slowly, his spent cock glistening from crown to the balls, coated with my thick cream. She immediately bent between my legs, her tongue darting out to lap the fresh load from my folds, swallowing greedily, cleaning me for the next couple to fuck me.

One after another, they came.

A farmer with rough hands and a thick, uncut cock that stretched my cunt wide. His wife knelt beside me, holding my hand, whispering gratitude as he pumped his seed deep. It seemed my body blessed them, my milk their succor as each woman pulled hard, tugging my red, raw nipples until they ached.

But they never stopped feeding the crowd.

An older man stepped up whose cock was slender but relentless—he slid under me, and Lila guided his cock inside my back passage after sucking the crown, lubing him up. He felt perfect inside my ass, stretching the soft, sensitive walls, cumming hard after a few strokes.

Another man took his place and fucked my anus with a thicker cock, tearing around my sphincter, until he was balls deep inside me. Then, as he filled my ass with wonderful, throbbing, veiny cock, a younger man took my cunt, thumbing my throbbing clit while he drilled me.

The two of them moved in perfect, practiced sync until I screamed into Jasmine’s cunt and came so hard I saw stars.

A cluster of women who took turns grinding their slick cunts against mine, scissoring frantically while their husbands watched and stroked, waiting to add their loads to the mess already inside me.

I understood better now — the women whose men were impotent would draw semen from me that belonged to others.

Tiffany orchestrated it all, her voice calm and commanding.

“Three at a time now—mouth, ass, and cunt. Bring the barren wives forward. Let them suck the blessing from her breasts.”

A man shouted along the line.

“Coins for the Goddess. Every drop must be honored.”

My handmaidens never left me.

Lila fed me water from a silver cup between rounds, kissing the spill from my chin. When she wasn’t holding my head off the stone at an angle for a man to fuck my face, Amber massaged warm salve into my hips and thighs when the stone grew too hard.

Having squirted her orgasm down my throat, Jasmine looked relaxed. She stood guard, gently chiding anyone who grew too rough. Delilah knelt at my feet, sucking my toes, licking the cum that dripped down my calves, keeping me grounded in my body even as my mind floated higher.

Hours passed—or maybe it was minutes, but time lost meaning as I was fucked relentlessly.

Snow kept falling, but none of it touched the altar anymore. A perfect circle of bare stone and steaming earth surrounded us, vines unfurling green shoots that hadn’t seen light in months. The air smelled of sex and incense and melting snow. My voice was hoarse from crying out, my cunt and ass raw and gaping, my belly slightly swollen from the sheer volume of seed being pumped into me. Every orgasm rolled into the next until pleasure became a single, endless wave.

And still they came, drawn by my moans and the lewd smell of a woman being gangbanged.

A line of men stroked themselves at the edge of the clearing, waiting patiently for their turn. Women formed circles around them, sucking cocks hard again, guiding them forward to fuck me.

At some point, I stopped being Sophie.

I felt the goddess rise fully—warm, liquid light flooding every vein. My skin glowed faintly, gold beneath the pale winter sun. When I spoke, my voice carried two tones: mine, and something older.

“Fill me, my children. Let the covenant be renewed.”

The crowd moaned as one.

A man I recognized—the first who’d fucked me at the pole—stood between my thighs now. His cock was monstrous again, veins dark and throbbing. Tiffany and Lila lifted my hips together, angling me onto his cock head. He pushed inside me slowly, reverently, until his pubic bush ground against my clit, rasping it deliciously. Another man straddled my face, my head lifted again by Amber as he fed his cock into my mouth, gagging me when he reached my throat.

A third man underneath me eased his cock into my stretched, creamy, dribbling ass. All three moved as one, stretching me beyond anything I’d felt before.

I came instantly, violently, squirting in powerful arcs that splashed across the first man’s belly and steamed on the stone. The crowd chanted softly—my name, Ashera’s name, over and over.

Seed flooded me from every direction. I swallowed, I clenched, and I overflowed. Cum ran in rivers down my thighs, soaked the altar, fed the vines that now curled visibly around the stone’s edges.

Dildos were used to fuck me between men, to gather semen on them. My handmaidens passed the cum covered sex toys to waiting wives who used them instantly, fucking themselves.

They could become pregnant by any man who already fucked me — but they didn’t care.

When the three men finished fucking me and withdrew, I lay trembling, every hole gaping and dripping. The crowd stilled for a moment, breathless.

Then Vanessa stepped into the clearing.

She wore the white robes of the Sisterhood’s custodian, but they were open at the front, her heavy breasts swaying free, her own cunt glistening. Her eyes met mine—equal parts fear, awe, and something darker.

She dropped to her knees at the foot of the altar.

“The custodian yields to you, Ashera.”

Her voice was steady but thick with emotion.

“The Goddess has returned.”

“Lick me clean, Vanessa. Show your devotion. We are reunited.”

She crawled forward, pressed her lips to my cum-slick mound, and began to clean me with slow, deliberate strokes of her tongue.

The crowd erupted in joyous cries.

I reached down, threading fingers through Vanessa’s hair, holding her there as she drank the mingled seed of our people. My other hand found Tiffany’s, then Lila’s, then Amber’s, Jasmine’s, and Delilah’s.

Vanessa sealed her lips around my leaking pussy hole and sucked. It felt like she dragged every drop of cum from my womb in a long, continuous string as I writhed in pleasure, orgasming hard.

We were bound now—handmaidens, custodian, village, goddess.

All one.

Snow still fell beyond our circle of warmth, silent and soft.

Inside the shrine, the ritual continued long into the night.

And I—Ashera, Sophie, both and neither—welcomed every worshipper who came to fill me, to bless and be blessed, until the altar ran slick with our mingled essence and the vines bloomed crimson in winter.

The covenant was renewed.

The pole would never be silent again.


Chapter Thirty

◆◆◆

Ashera’s Point of View

The winter sun bled gold into the chapel, turning every drop of cum on my skin into liquid fire. My body no longer felt like flesh—it felt like the altar itself, ancient stone warmed by centuries of seed and surrender.

It was getting hard to know where Sophie ended, and Ashera began, but it didn’t feel like the two struggled for primacy. It was as though I had always been both.

The last three men waited to fuck me, their cocks jutting thick and proud from bushy nests, bulging veins running the full length, flushed dark with need. Vanessa still knelt between my thighs, her white robes pooled around her knees like fallen snow, her face already shining with the loads she had sucked clean from every shaft that had left me dripping.

She looked up at me, her eyes glassy with devotion and something that might once have been power. Now it was only service.

I smiled at Tiffany, who looked different — older, but not aged.

“Bring them, Seer.”

“Can you take three more?”

“Yes… No man leaves here until he’s satisfied.”

My voice carried a rich, older timbre that made the vines around the altar curl tighter.

Tiffany guided the first man forward. His cock was heavy, uncut, the foreskin peeled back to reveal a glossy crown already leaking precum. Vanessa turned and took him in her mouth without hesitation—slow, worshipful, her tongue swirling around the head as she consumed his cream. Her cheeks hollowed as she sucked the man hard and clean of any trace of another woman, even while his wife held his hand.

When Vanessa released his cock with a wet pop, a single strand of saliva stretched from her lower lip to his slit before snapping.

The excited look on his face when he stepped between my trembling thighs that Lila and Jasmine held apart made my stomach tighten, and more slick and semen dribbled from my well fucked hole — I was adored. My cunt welcomed his cock like a homecoming, my soft tissue cum coated walls fluttered around his gnarly girth as he sank balls-deep inside me in one smooth thrust. His face exploded with joy.

The stretch was perfect—raw, aching, divine — I moaned as my back arched off the altar.

The second man fed his cock to Vanessa next. She lavished him with the same reverence, her throat working visibly as she took him to the root, nose buried in his pubic curls, humming low so the vibration traveled through his shaft. When she pulled off, his cock glistened only with her spit.

Two wives helped lift me while one of their husbands continued to fuck me. The next guy entering me wriggled underneath, someone’s hand guiding his thick, long shaft to my other hole.

His cock nudged my torn anus, the ring still fluttering and bleeding faintly, then he broke the seal again and pushed inside my back passage with a slow, relentless pressure that tore a guttural moan from my throat. The burn bloomed bright and sweet, my sphincter stretching and tearing a little more, my tight rectum clenching around his shaft as he bottomed out, his balls pressed flush to my skin.

A third man waited patiently while Vanessa cleaned him too—long, loving pulls of her mouth, her tongue tracing every vein until he throbbed against her palate. She drove her lips up and down his shaft as though preparing him for me was a treasured duty.

When she released him, he straddled my chest, feeding his slick shaft between my milk-heavy breasts. Lila and Amber pressed them together from either side, creating a warm, soft tunnel he fucked slowly, the head of his cock bumping my chin on every thrust.

All three men moved in perfect, practiced sync—fucking my cunt, my ass, and breasts—stretching me, filling me, worshipping me. My milk leaked steadily now, dripping in thin creamy rivulets down my ribs as my breasts bounced with every thrust. Fingers reached in, touching milky beads, tracing the lines back to my nipples. I heard women sucking and knew all revered me.

Somehow, Vanessa crawled beneath the man fucking my cunt, her lips sucking his balls gently as he pistoned in and out of me. I imagined she must be catching the frothy cream that bubbled around his root, swallowing it with soft, grateful moans.

It seemed her debasement was my ascension — a moment of respect between my Temple High Priestess and me.

I came hard, suddenly and violently—my cunt and ass clamping down in rhythmic spasms, milking the cocks buried deep inside me. A hot jet of slick squirted around the shaft in my pussy, splashing Vanessa’s cheeks. She opened her mouth to catch it, drinking greedily.

The men followed moments later.

The man fucking my ass swelled first, groaning low as he flooded my guts with thick, scalding ropes of semen that tingled inside me. The man fucking my cunt jerked deep, his crown kissing my cervix as he emptied himself in pulsing waves that warmed me. The third man pulled free of my breasts and painted my face and open mouth with long, creamy stripes that cooled instantly against the winter air.

Lila and Amber dove in instantly, licking the semen off my face, kissing me greedily, giving and taking.

When the men dismounted me, Vanessa licked me clean—slow, deliberate strokes from my torn anus to my dripping cunt, then up my belly to my breasts, lapping the spilled milk and semen in equal measure.

The entire Temple had arrived, my Sisters stood vigil, watching the transfer of power, some looking pleased, others not so much.

A young wife stepped forward then, barely twenty, her belly flat but eyes burning with quiet desperation. Her husband stood behind her, hand resting possessively on her hip.

“Please, Ashera. We’ve waited so long. My husband tries so hard.”

“But he cannot seed life inside you?”

“No… he cannot. I need another — someone you approve of.”

“You don’t need my approval, honey.”

She looked surprised, glancing shyly at her husband. Then she leaned closer as though her words were shameful.

“I cannot fuck another man unless you will it.”

“Really?”

I looked at Vanessa, who smiled and nodded, and I realized I had no clue how to be Ashera. I beckoned the woman to me.

“Take as much as you can from me now, then I’ll have you well fucked for the next few weeks.”

“Thank you, Ashera.”

Her husband looked thrilled, too. It seemed my responsibilities were broad, my word respected. I sat up slowly, cum still leaking from both aching holes in warm, shameful pulses. Tiffany and Delilah helped me to the edge of the altar. The wife climbed up beside me, trembling.

We fit together in a scissors movement easily—her thighs sliding between mine, her slick pussy lips brushing my cum soaked cunt in a soft, electric kiss. She stared at me as I held her face in my palms, tapping my forehead gently against hers. She gasped at the contact, her hips rocking instinctively as she fucked me while collecting the semen of half the village men.

I pulled her close, our breasts crushing together, my milk smearing across her skin as our clits met in a slow, deliberate grind. She was already soaked, her arousal sharp and sweet against my own ruined folds.

We scissored slowly at first, building a rhythm—wet, obscene schlicks echoing in the hush that had fallen inside the chapel. Her husband smiled at his wife, his eyes wide with wonder, her hand in his.

Her clit was hard and throbbing against mine, every grind sending sparks shooting up my spine.

Vanessa knelt beneath us, her tongue darting out to lap at the place where our cunts met, catching the mingled slick and leftover seed that dripped in steady streams.

The wife came first—sudden, shattering, her back arching as she cried out my name. Her pussy spasmed against mine, squirting hot and sweet across my clit. The sensation dragged me over with her, my own orgasm rolling through me in long, milking waves that left me trembling as cum drained from me to her.

When she gasped the last of her orgasm, her husband and two friends lifted her gently as she floated down. Along with at least half a dozen more men, they carried her deeper into the trees where the snow still lay thick and untouched. I heard her soft, breathless laughter fade into moans as they began what would be a long night of trying.

The clearing emptied slowly after that—villagers pressing kisses to my hands, my breasts, my cum-slick thighs, some tasting the spillage that flowed, others sucking my breasts for a mouthful of Ashera’s sweet cream.

They all left coins and quiet blessings.

My handmaidens wrapped me in warm furs and carried me back through the park and village streets, now lit by torches that hissed softly in the falling snow.

The Temple gates opened for us like a lover’s arms.

They carried me down stone steps that spiraled deep into the earth, torches guttering in iron sconces, the air growing warmer and heavier with every turn. The scent changed, becoming sharp incense, old stone, faint copper of ancient blood, and something richer underneath, like fertile soil after rain.

At the bottom, double doors of blackened oak stood open. Beyond them lay a chamber I had never seen, yet somehow remembered.

Walls of polished red granite rose high, carved with scenes of queens and goddesses entwined with lovers, cocks, and cunts and tongues in endless, explicit worship. Golden torches burned in braziers shaped like lotus blossoms, their flames reflecting in a shallow pool that ringed the room, the water dark and still.

In the center stood the bed.

Not a bed—an altar-bed, vast and low, carved from a single slab of obsidian veined with gold. It was draped in white linen so fine it looked like moonlight, piled with crimson silk and white fox fur pillows. Chains of gold hung from the four corners, cuffs lined with velvet.

Above it, the ceiling was painted midnight blue, studded with tiny chips of crystal that caught the torchlight and scattered it like stars.

My handmaidens lowered me onto the bed. The obsidian was warm—impossibly warm and comfortable, yielding—as though it drank the heat of everybody that had ever lain upon it.

Vanessa entered last, her robes shed now, her body strong and unashamed in the torchlight. She carried a golden chalice filled with warm, spiced wine.

She knelt at the foot of the bed and offered it up.

“For the Goddess who has returned.”

I drank. The wine was rich, dark, tasting of honey and cloves, and something older. Heat spread through my chest, down my belly, pooling low between my thighs, rejuvenating.

“Are you sure, Vanessa?”

“I was certain the moment I saw you chained to the pole. I was not permitted to say anything. You told me that in a dream, months ago.”

“Will you stay?”

“For as long as you wish, Ashera. I am yours, mind, body, and soul.”

“We shall make changes.”

“Good… the Sisterhood shall embrace modernization.”

“We must reach more girls, satisfy more men, their wives, bring fertility to all the lands.”

My handmaidens arranged themselves around me—Tiffany at my right hand, Lila at my left, Amber and Jasmine at my feet, and Delilah curled against my side. Vanessa remained kneeling at the bottom of my bed, waiting.

I crooked a finger.

“Come, custodian. Your place is here, too.”

She crawled forward slowly, her eyes lowered, until she lay at the edge of the bed, head resting on my thigh.

I looked at them all—my Seer, my heart, my healer, my enforcer, my maiden of renewal, my former custodian—and felt the goddess settle fully into my bones.

“This is our throne room. Here, we will receive those who seek blessings. Here, we will renew the covenant night after night.”

Tiffany’s hand found mine.

“And tomorrow?”

“Tomorrow, we open the Temple doors. Every barren wife, every eager husband, every soul who hungers—they will come. And we will give them what they need.”

Lila leaned in, lips brushing my ear.

“And Dale?”

I laughed softly. The name felt distant now, yet still warm.

“Let him come too. All are welcome at Ashera’s throne.”

Outside, snow kept falling, silent and soft. Inside, the torches burned steadily, and my handmaidens began to worship—slow, reverent, endless.

A new age of Ashera was only just beginning.
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Alice already has a shaky relationship with her boyfriend when she flies to Hong Kong to manage her company’s crucial sales call. With her flight delayed and no room at the inn when she arrives, a sleazy offer is made by a hotel receptionist scouting out beautiful women for a billionaire couple.
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Clive has a cheating, treacherous wife.

When sleeping around, Charlotte characterizes herself as a Hotwife and Clive as a cuckold. But nothing could be further from the truth. Clive fought tooth and nail to save his marriage because of the children he loved, but Charlotte was too much of a demon to care.
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Many husbands and wives dream of achieving freedom by mutually agreeing to sleep with strangers, love interests at work, or a celebrity they meet by happenstance in a hotel bar or elevator.
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Diving into an open marriage before discussing boundaries, Justin won’t take no for an answer. Emma tried to warn him using an age-old proverb.

“Be careful what you wish for, honey.”
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